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“Luber Gutt, mach nich dumm, damit ich nicht nach Dachau kumm.”

Trans: “Dear God, make me dumb, that I may not to Dachau come.”

German rhyme c. 1940
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“You are sure that he is in the hotel?” the man asked his accomplice in Russian as he looked up at the building across the road. It was so tall that he could barely make out the lit sign at its peak proclaiming that it was the New Yorker.

Clouds of snow drifted from the steel grey sky past the peaks of the man made mountains of metal, glass and stone, swirling and sweeping as they were caught in the winds that whistled and moaned through the bleak chasms before drifting in to white heaps against the buildings. Few people were out in this harsh weather and those that were huddled deep in to their jackets and hurried as fast as they could without slipping on the treacherous ground. The two men standing in the sparse shelter of a shop front shuffled their feet and pulled their long overcoats tighter around their necks.

“Da,” said the second man. “I managed to have a look at the records. He hasn’t signed out.”

“The receptionist, Dorothy. She is worth her weight in gold. You have a talent, Dmitri.” 

Dmitri shrugged. “She is a means to an end and the end is here. We will go for him now Yakob. Before the British realise who has been living underneath their noses all these years.”

Yakob grunted and started walking across the road, his boots scrunching through the ice encrusted top layer of snow. “It has been six years since the British subjugated New York. They’ve had their chances and more.”

Dmitri fell in step beside him, tucking his hands in to his armpits for warmth. “Khadovsky has the boat ready and waiting for us.”

“I wouldn’t call his beloved ship a ‘boat’ if I were you!” Yakob laughed as they entered the opulent foyer of the New Yorker. “Oh it is good to be warm again!”

The two men nodded to the concierge as they walked to the nearest lift and a waiting elevator operator.

“What floor?” asked the elevator operator.

“Thirty three,” replied Yakob in only lightly accented English. It had improved remarkably in the year and a half since his arrival at the Soviet embassy.

The three rode the lift in silence as it quickly rose to the requested floor, clicking and clacking as it passed each floor. As the two Russians exited, Yakob dipped in to his pocket and gave the operator some of his pocket change.

“Very American,” Dmitri said as the two walked down the plush corridor. Wall lights designed to look like cockle shells beamed bright and warm.

“Well we are meant to be blend in, are we not?” returned Yakob. “ And remember Communism encourages the workers of the world to unite against the bourgeois overlords . Of the world, Dmitri, not just the Soviet Union. That man was a worker too.”

Dmitri’s brows furrowed as he pondered his fellow NKVD officer’s statement. As they stopped in front of a door with the number twenty seven on it, he said “That’s true. I forget that American workers are not free like they are in the Soviet Union.”

Yakob’s knock on the door was slightly muffled by his leather glove.

“Enter!” came a weak shout from within the room.

Yakob tried the door and, finding it unlocked, opened it before entering in to a short hallway that led to a large open plan suite. Bright lights burned in their upturned shell shades casting warm shades over the thick wine carpet. To the left was a dining room with a large round table covered in papers inscribed with complex mathematics and symbols, and scribbled notes. Directly ahead, a fire blazed in the grate of an opulent sandstone fireplace, in front of which stood a high backed brown leather armchair. A thin old man sat in the chair drinking delicately from a cup.

“Hello,” the old man said, his eyebrows raised quizically. “Who are you?”

“Mr Tesla,” said Yakob warmly. “It is a pleasure to meet you. My name is Yakob and this is my friend, Dmitri.”

“You are Russian?” Tesla asked before answering his own question. “Yes. Yes, of course you are. Who else would you be? Please, please - have a seat.” He gestured to a couch opposite. The two Russians accepted his invitation and sat down, loosening their clothing as the heat from the fire thawed them out.

Yakob noticed the old man’s hand trembled slightly as he took another sip from his cup before putting it down on a small side table.

“You sound as if you were expecting us, Mr Tesla,” said Yakob. Dmitri was silent as he usually was, leaving Yakob to do all the talking while he surveyed the surroundings.

“I’ve been expecting the British for the past six years,” Tesla said. “They haven’t come knocking, so if was not going to be the Russians then it would likely be the Nazis.”

Yakob shrugged and settled himself back in to the couch. “That is true. I’m surprised that we have not been to visit you earlier but you have slipped under our superior’s radar until now. You do know what we are here for?”

The old man laughed throatily before a hoarse hacking cough wracked his frail body. He wiped his mouth with a handkerchief as Dmitri and Yakob swapped a quick glance. Nikola Tesla would not survive a journey to the docks in this weather, let alone a long ocean spanning voyage.

“Yes, of course I know what you’re here for. I may be old but I’m not stupid. I knew I should have burned those papers a long time ago.”

“You should have come to us, Mr Tesla. Comrade Stalin would have rewarded you mightily for your work. You would have been treated far better in Soviet Russia than the American capitalists have ever treated you. That charlatan... what was his name? Edison? Yes, Edison. He stole your ideas and profited many times over from them.”

Dmitri got up from the couch and walked over to the paper covered table before sorting and tidying the jumble of papers into neat piles.

“Hey! I’m not finished with those papers!” Tesla protested, trying to rise from his seat. “You can’t take those! I have months of work ahead of me to finish the calculations. Months!”

“We will take your papers with us,” Yakob said , “And our great scientists in the Soviet Union will complete your work. It will be a great success and we will tell the world that you were not a crazy man at all.”

“No one can complete my work!” Tesla protested querulously. “Not without me!” He bent over double as a another coughing fit assaulted his body. The old man struggled to catch his breath as his lungs rattled within his thin frame.

It was now obvious to Yakob that Tesla was a very ill man who was well in to the twilight of his years. 

“The scientists of the Soviet Union are the best in the world. You will be surprised at what they are capable of,” replied Yakob once Tesla had collapsed back into his chair.

Dmitri had found a travel trunk and was now filling it with sheafs and rolls of paper along with wooden and metal models and prototypes of whatever Tesla was working on.

“Would you like a glass of water?” Yakob asked.

“That... that... would be... yes,” Tesla managed to whisper. His face was waxy and covered in a sheen of sweat, and he stared unseeingly at a point on the mantlepiece, his eyes unfocussed.

As he walked to the bathroom, Yakob wondered if he needed to kill Tesla. There could be no loose ends. Tesla could not be allowed to tell anyone about his meeting with the Russian agents and where all his research had disappeared to. But still. An old man at the end of his life should be allowed to die in peace when his time came. The Russian filled a glass with water before adding a small dose of a brown powder that he procured from a pocket inside his coat. He lifted the glass up and watched as the powder slowly dissolved in the water.

By the time Yakob arrived back with the glass of water, Tesla was already dead. Yakob placed the water down on the table next to the dead man’s chair and lifted the old man’s arm and placed his fingers on the thin wrist. Nothing. He was not a doctor but Yakob thought that a heart attack was the likely cause of death likely brought on by the stress of this encounter. He closed the staring eyes.

Dmitri slammed the trunk lid down and fastened it tight with two leather straps. “That’s all the papers I can find. If there are any more then they must be very well hidden.”

He nodded in the direction of Tesla. “You have taken care of him?”

“He died before I could do anything.” Yakob shrugged. “Perhaps a better way for him to go.”

“And convenient for us too. We had better go before someone finds us with the body.”

Yakob and Dmitri grunted as they picked up the packed and heavy trunk. They left the New Yorker and waded through the snows to a car before driving slowly and carefully to the docks. No one was out in this weather save the Russian crewmen of the ship, Narva, who quickly loaded the trunk aboard the cargo vessel before leaving for Russia. Yakob and Dmitri watched the ship sail away under the iron grey skies until it was lost from sight in the flurries of snow.

Jonathon McHarrie glanced nervously behind him as he bent to tie his shoe lace. The years had not been kind to McHarrie. Still tall, still rangy, his mop of brown hair was now laced with grey and his once smooth face was heavily lined. His hands quivered slightly as he fumbled with the shoelace. It wasn’t undone but it was a convenient excuse to check no one was following him. The cobbled street was conveniently quiet with only a few people strolling along the pavements, none of whom seemed to be paying him any attention. Standing up, McHarrie patted the left pocket of his Barbour jacket which held a rolled up newspaper. His right pocket had small packet of egg sandwiches ensconced within, something to eat while he passed the time in the park.

The sun was shining on this fine day in early Spring, bringing a rare smile to McHarrie’s face as he stepped out from the cool shade and in to the bright warmth. A motor car trundled by and flocks of airships hummed high overhead casting the occasional fleeting shadow across the ground and buildings as they glided over the sun.

McHarrie stepped off the pavement and through the wide gates that led to the park and gardens beyond. The park was vast with small rolling hills of grass interspersed with copses of trees whose branches were fuzzy with buds. He licked his lips and cleared his throat before walking towards a nearby wooden bench, a seat he often frequented on his lunchtime sojourns from the Department of Atlantean Artefacts. His smile faded when he saw that someone was already sitting there reading The Times of London; a dark haired man with sharp cut features, softened by the shadow on his face from his trilby. His suit was smartly cut as was his raincoat. He looked like any other office worker but McHarrie recognised him from the one time he’d met his handler before. He didn’t know his name but that was probably par for the course when it came to these spy games.

Sitting down on the sun warmed bench, McHarrie placed his newspaper between himself and the other man before fishing out his sandwiches and started to eat even though he had no appetite and the sandwiches appeared to have no flavour.

While still reading the newspaper, the handler spoke softly in perfect English. “Why did you need to meet me? It is extremely dangerous for us both.”

“I’ve done what you asked of me,” McHarrie replied looking away in to the distance. “I’m not doing this anymore.”

“You have the information on Archer?”

“It’s Murdoch now but yes, I have the information. It’s in the newspaper.”

The smart man nodded imperceptibly. “Very good.” The newspaper rustled as he turned a page. “Does it confirm our suspicions?”

“Yes. Completely. Did you hear me? I want out!”

“Yes, I heard you Jonathon. Your wants and needs are of little importance to me. We ask little of you and pay well so I suggest you cease your whining.”

“I can’t keep this up. It’s been ten years now. Surely that’s enough?” McHarrie despised himself when he heard the pleading tone in his voice.

McHarrie’s handler folded his newspaper, placed it on the bench and picked up McHarrie’s newspaper. “We will be be in touch Jonathon. Goodbye.”

Two days later Jane Murdoch, her two children and two of their friends were kidnapped.
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Another round slammed against Captain Riley’s shoulder before whistling away through the steaming air in to the surrounding jungle. Pneumatic pistons whined as the armour encased man fruitlessly searched the choking green mess of trees, vines, bushes, leaves and man-high grass. Damned snipers.

German East Africa. The jungle. Some hidden from sight Nazi base that needed to be investigated and destroyed. Business as usual.

“According to intelligence reports, the base should be around here somewhere,” said... Damn what was his name? Riley couldn’t remember. Stussons? Could be Stussons. There was definitely a Stussons on this mission. Wasn’t there? Or was that the last mission? Riley quite honestly could not say. The missions all blended and combined into a maelstrom of briefings, airdrops, noise and violence, debriefings, funerals (if he could make them), briefings, airdrops...

“We’re lucky to be able to see five yards in this jungle. Britannia knows how those snipers can see us,” said Riley into his helmet’s transmitter piece. “The base could be a few steps from any one of us and we’d never know. We have been following the compass bearing that we were given?”

A stupid question Riley knew. This was Nightshade. A soldier didn’t get in to Nightshade if they couldn’t even follow a compass bearing.

“If the fly boys got it right,” said the same voice (was it Stussons?) “Then the base is only yards away to our north.”

Riley checked the compass fitted to his left armour greave. North was this way. “Guns at the ready people. Prepare to jump if necessary. The aerial pictures showed that the jungle was cleared for about a hundred yards all around the base. It’s a killing ground in other words.”

Acknowledgements echoed in Riley’s ears as he broke through the tangle of plant matter. His sword hissed as its Crystal induced field effortlessly sliced through whatever got in its way. Riley carefully kept it clear of any tree trunks as they had a habit of exploding forcefully when the sword touched them.

The jungle ended so abruptly that Riley blinked in surprise. One second he was in a shadowy green morass, the next the sun was beating brightly on his helmet, dazzling him as he tried to take in the flat hard expanse of compacted earth that ended in a concrete stockade with towers at each of the four corners. A wooden gate strapped with iron bands barred the way in to the stockade itself.
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