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After the Germans invaded Poland on September 1, 1939, and later, other countries, it is 

well known that artworks were stolen. But what about mathematics and scientific papers at the universities of Warsaw and Paris, to name a few. My World War II historical novel, The Russian Consulate, traces how a ruthless German intelligence officer, Hans Krauss, confiscates mathematics papers—some of them Jewish—and claims to have written them.

In 1938, Hans Krauss does not qualify for his Ph.D. in mathematics at the University of 

Göttingen. Later, when World War II breaks out, he is assigned to military intelligence. Although Hans has not been given authority to do so, he confiscates Ph.D. mathematics theses and other math papers at the University of Warsaw and later other universities. He uses these papers, some by Jewish students, to gain his Ph.D. at the University of Göttingen. He has these students sent to Dachau with orders to be killed in two weeks. He also orders all the other students killed. He later becomes a mathematics professor at Stanford. Eventually, Hans’ deceit is exposed and he is killed.
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San Francisco, 1965

I.

(McLaren Lodge in Golden Gate Park in San Francisco.

Roy Hudson, The Superintendent of Parks’ office.)

Roy Hudson was drinking his morning coffee while reading the Chronicle when the phone rang. Reluctantly, he picked up the receiver.

“Roy Hudson speaking.”

“My name is Paul Williams. I’m an F.B.I. agent and I’d like to speak to you within an hour.:

“So soon?”

“Yes, it’s important. I’ll go by the name of Sergeant O’Mallay.”

An hour later, there was a knock on the office door. Roy Hudson’s secretary, Mrs. Gallagher, opened it. A tall man in a drab suit stood in the doorway.

“Do you have an appointment?” Mrs. Gallagher asked.

“Yes, I’m Sergeant O’Mallay.”

“You can’t fool me, young man! You’re not Irish and you’re not Sergeant O’Mallay!”

“I need to speak to Mr. Hudson in private.”

Mrs. Gallagher stood in front of him, blocking the door. “You’re not going to get past me, young man!”

“It’s okay, Mrs. Gallagher,” Roy Hudson said. “Let him in and get me a cup of coffee.”

“Certainly,” she said as she brushed past ‘Sergeant O’Mallay.”

Roy stood up as the man entered. “Well, what brings you here, Sergeant O’Mallay?”

“Just call me Paul,” the man said, pulling out his badge. “F.B.I.”

Roy glanced at the badge then back at Paul. Some kind of Midwesterner, he thought, noting his wrinkled suit, cheap shoes, shallow voice. Sergeant O’Mallay, indeed. F.B.I. agent or not, Roy didn’t like him.

“We need your help,” Paul began. “Do you know where the Russian Consulate is?:

“Hell no, and I don’t give a damn.”

Paul was taken aback by Roy’s sharp tone of voice but continued.

“It’s up on Green Street,” he responded calmly.

“There’s a stand of trees and some brush on Lyon Street near Green. We need someone to take a crew up there, cut down the small trees and brush, and run them through the chipper.”

“No problem,” Roy said.

“Look, we need someone who’s out of line, who’s a hell raiser. Someone who will draw attention to himself.”

“I’ve got just the man for you,” Roy said with a smile. “His name is Tom Healy.”

Paul handed him a piece of paper. “Tell him the fire department wants the area cleared. And here’s the address of the Russian Consulate. It's on 2790 Green Street.Thanks for your cooperation,” he responded.

He shook Roy’s hand and then promptly left.

Roy Hudson felt relieved. Tom Healy had always been a pain the ass and now he was the F.B.I.’s problem. 
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Roy Hudson lit and puffed on his cigar. In front of him was a huge wooden ashtray his wife had bought at the flea market. There was a knock on the door. He continued puffing on his cigar for a moment, slowly took it out of his mouth, then set it on the edge of the ashtray. He turned toward his secretary. “Let him in Mrs. Gallagher.”

Tom Healy the truck driver entered. He had a puzzled look on his face. Roy again turned toward his secretary, “Mrs. Gallagher would you be so kind and get me a cup of coffee?”

“Of course, Mr. Hudson.”

Mrs. Gallagher knew what Roy meant. She would make herself scarce until the meeting was finished. After she had left, Roy said, “Nice Catholic Irish lady. Best secretary I’ve ever had. Neatly dressed, always a little early. She went to Star Of The Sea Academy, where the nuns taught her well, then to University of California. Good husband. Great kids. Fortunately she doesn’t have to deal with the likes of you.”

“Me?”

“Yes, Tom, you. Like what happened last Friday.”

“Friday?”

“Don’t remember? I’ll remind you.”

“You were driving your truck with a woman naked from the waist up. And maybe completely naked for all I know. You had your arm around her shoulder and were cupping her breast.”

“Must have been someone else.”

“Is your truck number 719?”

“Someone must have gotten it wrong.”

“Oh, it was police officer O’Reilly who phoned in.”

“I went to Riordan High with him.”

“What’s that got to do with it?”

“Maybe he’s pissed off because I made the football team and he didn’t.”

Roy Hudson put the cigar back in his mouth. He puffed angrily, then took it out.

“And what about last month?”

“What about it?”

“You were driving while drinking.”

“I was?”

“Sister Agnes Catherine phoned. She said, “Now don’t be too hard on Tom. He just shouldn’t be driving and drinking.”

Sister Agnes Catherine, Tom’s old fifth grade teacher at Saint Thomas the Apostle school, who often rapped him on the knuckles with her ruler, was still correcting him.

Roy puffed on his cigar. He took it out slowly, then in a mild tone of voice said, “Have a seat, Tom.” Then with a little smile Roy reached in his desk drawer and pulled out a bottle of whiskey, Old Overholt, and two shot glasses which he proceeded to fill. 

“Now bottoms up.”

Tom was completely taken aback, first a chewing out, now this. Well, why not? He gulped his down.

“Surprised Tom? I’ve got an assignment for you. You know where Green Street is?”

Tom shook his head; he’d been a parks truck driver for ten years. He knew the city like the palm of his hand.

“There’s a little alley on Lyon Street, just off Green.”

“So?”

“On the island in the center of the Lyon Street alley, there’s some small trees and brush. The fire department wants them cut down.”

“And?”

“You’re the only driver who can back the woodchipper up in that narrow lane. And besides I heard you were a pretty good truck driver in the Marines.”

Tom thought to himself: So that’s it, then. That’s why Roy was so friendly all of a sudden.

Roy reached into his drawer.

“Here, have a cigar.”

Tom started to put it in his mouth.

“Don’t smoke in here. Have some respect for Mrs. Gallagher.”

“Now get your crew and be on your way. Report back to me this afternoon.”

Tom started to leave.

“Oh, I forgot. The Russian Consulate is at 2790 Green Street right near where you’re working.”

Roy had a wicked smile on his face when he said this.

Just then there was a knock on the door.

“Come in, Mrs. Gallagher.”

Mrs. Gallagher stepped in holding a mug of steaming coffee. 

Tom smiled as he looked at her. She certainly was the epitome of a well-dressed Irish Catholic woman. Her light red hair was coiffed. She wore a pearl necklace, not too long, a light lavender sweater, probably cashmere, and a plaid mid-calf dress. And, of course, sensible shoes. Yes, well trained by the good nuns.

Mrs. Gallagher put the coffee on Roy’s desk.

“Thank you, Mrs. Gallagher.”

As Tom left he was careful not to let the door slam shut.

For a moment Tom stood in the hallway. “Old Overholt,” he said to himself. As a Marine he knew from scuttlebutt that it was the official whiskey of the U.S. Navy, locked away on submarines, but opened up and drunk by the crew if the submarine were ever sunk. This was not a good omen. And why the wicked smile when Roy said that the Russian Consulate was on Green Street? 

Tom climbed into the cab of his truck parked on Kennedy Drive not far from McLaren Lodge. His tree trimmer and chipper operator were reading the sports pages of the Chronicle. 

“I lost money big time,” Jim, the tree trimmer, said.

“I told you that was a stupid bet,” replied Tom. “Why’d you bet on Liston? Don’t you know he’s all washed up?”

“How about you, Stan?”

“I bet it wouldn’t go 10 rounds.”

“You won. It went one.”

“Well, let’s roll.”

Truck 719 pulled up to the curb on Clement Street and Fifth Avenue. There were only a few customers in Annie & Tim O’Keefe’s bar, construction workers warming up for the day ahead. 

“Well, well, here’s my boys,” Annie said in an Irish brogue as Tom and his crew entered. 

“Now before you order, let’s settle. Jim you owe me $60. Tom, I’ve got $50 for you. And Stan you get $40.”

One of the construction workers said, “Jim, don’t feel bad. You’ve got company. We all lost.”

“Drink up, lads,” Annie said. “You’ll be on your way soon enough.”

Stan and Jim had barely finished their drinks when Tom started for the door.

“Where’re we headed?” Stan asked after they climbed in the cab of the truck.

“Green Street.”

“What’s there?”

“The Russian Consulate.”

“Bullshit, we’re a tree crew.”

“We’ll pass by it. The fire department wants some small trees and brush cleared in the Lyon Street Alley nearby.”

Truck 719 chugged up the Arguello Street hill, entered the Presidio, snaked along Arguello Boulevard, plunged down the hill, and was soon skirting the Presidio parade ground where soldiers were marching.

“That’s some goddamn sloppy marching,” Tom said vehemently.

“You Marines are so damn critical,” Stan snapped.

“Just proud, Stan.”

Truck 719 continued on and was soon out the Lombard Street Gate, but instead of turning right on Lyon Street, it turned left onto Union Street, then right on Broderick, then right again onto Green Street. Where it stopped at 2790 Green Street, the Russian Consulate.

“What the fuck are you doing?” shouted Jim.

“I’m stopping in front of the Russian Consulate.”

“What the fuck for?”

“Both of you get out. Turn on the chipper.”

“Okay.”

“Now rev it up max.”  

“You’re crazy.”

“Now get back in the cab. We’re staying here as long as I feel like it.”

“How long is that, asshole?”

“You’ll see.”

“What do you got against Russians?” asked Jim.

“Nothing. I’d do the same if it were the Italian Consulate. But there is no Italian Consulate here.”

“Oh, raising hell for the fun of it?”

“Exactly.”

Inside the consulate. Consul General Alexander Ivanovich Zinchuk said, “Boris, what is that damn racket?”

“I’ll take a look.”

“No, I’d better see for myself.”

“What do you make of it Boris?”

“That’s a truck with a woodchipper. I see one man sitting near the truck window.”

“Obviously it’s the FBI up to something. I can see the truck number and license. Write it down. Now have Irina contact Michael at the Cinderella Bakery and Cafe.”

Irina phoned pretending to be an older Russian woman.

“Good Morning Anna Pavlovna. Sorry but I’m not feeling well. Be a dear and give Michael the rest of the day off. I’d also like to speak with him a moment.”

“Why of course, Kira Yurievna. Business is slow today anyway. Here’s Michael.”

Irina continued to talk like an older woman but relayed the message in coded words.

Michael replied, “Yes, grandma. Sorry, you’re not feeling well. I’ll be there shortly.”

“Thank you, Anna Pavlovna.”

“You’re a good grandson. Now see to your grandmother’s health.”

“The truck’s pulling away,” Consul General Zinchuk observed. Now it’s turning right on Lyon. We’ve lost him. No. The truck’s backing up, the men are climbing out.”

“You two turn off the chipper,” Tom ordered.

“It’s about time, asshole.”

Tom backed up the narrow alley, keeping the chipper perfectly aligned.

All three surveyed the center island. There were some taller trees and some smaller ones that needed to be cut down as well as some brush.

“Looks like a half day’s work at most,” Stan observed.

“Seems to,” Tom replied.

This was Thursday morning and they had until this afternoon to finish the job.

“And we've got all day, though we'll probably finish early. Sit on your asses for a bit then break out the chainsaw and we’ll go to work.”

“Suits me.”

Michael parked two blocks away. He drove a 1965 Chevrolet sedan. It had a few dents and rust spots, but it was well maintained. Michael was one of a few thoroughly Americanized Russians who worked for the consulate to do clandestine work. None of them knew the other.

Michael peered through his binoculars. A blur. He adjusted them. Now he could see clearly three men talking and laughing; one of them was drinking a beer. He reached for his camera with the telephoto lens and snapped a few pictures. A woman in a tight black skirt walked by, singing, though not loudly. Michael recognized the language. It sounded like something from an Italian opera. He trained his binoculars on her, too late, she’d turned the corner. Damn. Now back to the tree crew. The men were still talking and laughing. They must be F.B.I. agents, he thought, otherwise they’d be at work. But he was not supposed to interpret, just observe and report. Michael put his binoculars back down. He may as well just watch, boring as this was. He drifted off to sleep. A chainsaw jolted him awake. The men were now in T-shirts. One of them ran the chainsaw while the others dragged the brush back to the chipper, which was not yet turned on.

Other than note the times and location and take photos, there was not much for him to do. He looked through the binoculars. Two of the men had a paunch, the other was a little taller and had red hair turning to grey. He seemed to be the leader. Michael wondered about the two men. F.B.I. agents were trim and one of them, though stocky, seemed too short to be an agent. He took some more photos.

Time passed. His mind wandered.

Michael thought back to when he’d been initially recruited. His family, like a lot of Russian families living in the Richmond District, were White Russians who had fled the Revolution. He knew little about the days of his grandparents other than they had sailed to America from Shanghai. His extended family included many relatives and friends. They all attended the Holy Virgin Cathedral. Soon after graduating from George Washington High School he received his draft notice, but fortunately was disqualified because of his poor eyesight.

His mother’s friend, Anna Pavlovna, owned the Cinderella Bakery and Cafe. “Vera,” she said, “I need some help. How about your son?” He learned to cook and bake everything, from making borscht, solyanka, to pastries: rasstegai, pirogi, vatrushki, syrniki, pryaniki, Prague cake, Napoleon cake . . . all of it. As expected, he got married to a nice Russian girl, but he was living in his parents’ house. 

One day as he was eating his lunch at a table outside the bakery, he began complaining to his friend Alexei. “I’m not making enough here. My wife wants a house of our own.” “Women always nagging,” his friend replied. In the middle of the conversation a portly man wearing an old-fashioned suit with a vest handed Michael a small torn piece of paper with a phone number written on it, then said, “I know where you can get a good paying part-time job and it will not affect your work here.” And so began his spying job. His wife Diana found a job working in Tamara’s Beauty Salon. Thanks to the additional income from his part-time spying job, which of course was tax free, they bought an inexpensive one-story house in the Richmond District. Right near his parents, of course.

Tom tapped Jim the tree trimmer on the shoulder. This was the signal to cut off the chainsaw.

“Put the chainsaw back in the truck. We’ve finished cutting,” Tom said.

“Stan, turn on the chipper, then you two start feeding it.”

Both men put on their gloves, earmuffs, and safety goggles.

The noise from the chipper was deafening. Even with earmuffs one lost hearing over time.

Stan and Jim took turns feeding the chipper which sucked in the small trees and brush and could suck in a man’s arm if he was not careful. Both were quick and careful, and soon enough they were finished.

Stan cut off the chipper. Chaotic noise and now stillness.

“Mount up. Get the fuck in the truck,” Tom ordered.

“Where’re we going?”

“The nearest bar.”

Michael panicked as he saw the truck coming down the street. It was so abrupt. They were feeding the chipper, and almost instantly had stopped, jumped in the truck, and they were heading his way. A tingle ran down his spine. Suddenly the obvious hit him. He was near the Presidio Dental. He looked up at the sign and started to get out as if he were going to the dentist. Just then the truck rumbled by.

The nearest bar was Liverpool Lil’s, five blocks away.

Sally the cute red-headed bartender was talking to two cops who were eating hamburgers. “Two cops,” Tom thought to himself, how long is she going to take? She laughed at something one of the cops said, she tossed her head back, and still laughing she walked toward Tom.

“I haven’t seen you guys in a while.”

“We go where we’re assigned,” Tom replied.

“Ordering?”

“Fish and chips for everyone,” Tom said.

“And to drink?” 

“I’ll have a glass of Paul Masson brandy.”

“And you two?”

“We’ll have Rainer Ale,” Stan and Jim replied.

“Paul Masson brandy with fish and chips?” Jim said sarcastically.

“Why not? What do you want me to drink, Courvoisier, an effete French brandy? No, I’ll drink Paul Masson, an American brandy with some bite in it.”

“And why the fuck are you ordering fish and chips for us? You didn’t even ask,” Jim said.

“Because you lost money and I won, and anyway I’m paying for both of you, so shut up.”

As Sally walked back to get their fish and chips Stan remarked, “Nice ass.”

“Have some class,” Tom retorted.

“Some class? And you won’t drink Courvoisier.”

Sally returned with the fish and chips.

“What no butter?” Jim said jokingly.

Sally replied with a bite in her voice, “Butter is for sex with virgins.” She then served the drinks.

“Toast,” Tom proposed.

As they raised their glasses Tom shouted, “To whores and drunken Marines. Clink glasses goddammit. Now down the hatch.”

Tom pulled out a cigar and a book of matches.

“What kind of cigar is that?” asked Stan.

“A Corona from the Philippines.”

“Where’d you get it?”

“I got influences in high places.”

“President Marcos?”

“Higher than that.”

“Oh, Pope Paul.”

“Clandestine,” Tom said as he lit his cigar.

He had to shut his mouth. If he said he’d gotten the cigar from Roy Hudson, they’d think he was a kiss ass.

Sally had left a bottle of vinegar along with the fish and chips. 

Jim tasted the fish, then poured vinegar on it, reached for the half lemon on the side of his plate, and squeezed it on the fish. 

“Why add all that bullshit. It tastes good as is,” Stan said after he had taken a bite of fish, then washed it down with Rainier Ale. Jim and Stan continued eating and drinking their beer, while Tom savored his cigar and brandy and ate slowly like a true gentleman should.

Brandy and a fine cigar Tom mused, now all he needed was a sexy blonde wearing a red dress with a slit up the side. Instead, he was sitting next to Jim and Stan who were gulping down fish and chips and slurping Rainier Ale.

Michael watched as truck 719 entered the Presidio at Lombard Street. He noted the time. He now needed to place the camera and his notes in a gym bag for his handler to pick up, analyze, and develop the film. The engine of the 1964 Chevrolet purred as the sedan sped up the Presidio Boulevard hill. “The Consulate didn’t want to give me a new car and so I persuaded them to fix this one, including a rebuilt engine,” he thought, congratulating himself.

Michael turned onto Geary Boulevard; he passed the Kaiser Hospital where his aunt Gitta worked as a nurse. Why did she marry her husband Eugene? On one of the Michael’s visits after a few drinks of vodka his uncle had said, “Let’s go down to my den, I’ll show you something.” Michael was surprised to see a pool table in the middle of the room. He thought Uncle Eugene wanted to play a game. Instead his uncle walked over to a dusty chest of drawers, opened the top drawer, scooped up something in his hand. “Look,” he said as he laid the item on the pool table. He picked it up, “This is an SS belt buckle. Here, hold it.” The buckle was a little heavier than Michael expected. He wondered what the German writing said. “My honor is loyalty,” his uncle replied as if reading his thoughts. Michael looked around the room. A photo of Czar Nicholas II hung on the wall. An old-time radio was on top of the chest of drawers. “That’s a German Nora radio,” his uncle said as he put the belt buckle back in the top drawer. 

“I’m not like you Russians. My ancestors were Cossacks,” he said proudly. “Now let’s have some of my wife’s delicious black cake.”

As they climbed back up the stairs Michael wondered. He knew that his uncle had been a Marine Corps fighter pilot during World War II. Then how in the hell did he get the belt buckle and the Nora radio? He would never know the answer. Three months later his uncle was dead.

As Michael drove down Second Avenue he heard laughter. A small group of Chinese girls were jumping rope, one on each end swinging the rope, one jumping, and a line of girls waiting their turn. The rope was swung faster and faster until she missed, then another girl took her place. Michael had watched his sister do this. He wondered how in the hell she knew when to jump into the spinning rope. He had tried it once, the rope had hit him on his head, and that was that. Anyway, boys didn’t jump rope. Two Chinese women were sitting on the steps of a grey Victorian house, talking yet keeping a watchful eye.

Another block, there it was just across the street, a house with peeling light green paint and dirty window curtains. It looked unoccupied. Michael parked and walked across the street carrying an old gym bag which contained the camera and his notes. Like some houses in San Francisco there was a door on the side of the stairs, so one could access the fuse box and gas and electric meters that were in there. If anyone questioned him he was to say that he worked for PG&E (Pacific Gas and Electric). Michael took out his key and opened the padlock. He turned on his flashlight. He could see spiders crawling in the furthest corner where he had been instructed to place the gym bag. Black widows, he thought. The spiders scurried out of the way as he placed the gym bag on the floor. Whoever picks this up better wear thick gloves, he thought.

As he drove away, his heart raced. He was both relieved and nervous. His part-time spying job, which was mostly at night and on his days off, was an imposition on his wife. Besides her salary, his wife was getting pretty good tips at Tamara’s Beauty Salon. After he had learned to cook and bake everything Anna Pavlovna had given him a raise. They had a house, though it needed repairs, and a two-year-old daughter which his grandparents were babysitting. Did he really need this? Next week he would tell his handler he was finished. No matter what he would keep the binoculars.

“What do you see?” FBI agent Kelly asked his partner Frank.

“Well it looks like this is the drop off. Here look for yourself,” he said, handing Kelly the binoculars.

“He’s coming out of the fuse room. He’s got nothing with him except a flashlight.”

“And he went in with a gym bag. That means he left it there.”

“Obviously, so what do we do now?”

“Well, we’ve got his license number. We’ll follow him and come back.”

As Michael drove down Fulton Street he wondered: “If I don’t quit, who knows what I might get dragged into? I’ve got my wife Diana and my daughter to think about.” He turned right on Twentieth Avenue and was soon in front of his house.

“He’s home,” Kelly said. “I can see a little girl waving at him from the window. Well, since he didn’t go to some secret meeting place, we’d better get back to the fuse room.” Fifteen minutes later they had parked and were walking across the street with confident steps. 

“Funny, there’s no lock on the door,” Frank observed.

“Yeah, I wanted to try out that new tool they gave us for opening padlocks,” Kelly said disappointed.

“Let’s see. Hand me a flashlight.”

Frank scanned the fuse room. “Spiders everywhere, but no gym bag.”

“What do you mean, no gym bag? Let me take a look.” Kelly meticulously scanned the fuse room. “Damn! You’re right. Now what?”

“We don’t have a search warrant. Let’s knock on the door. Who knows?”

Frank and Kelly climbed the stairs with heavy steps. What had gone wrong? Frank banged loudly on the door. Both quickly stepped aside just as had been instructed in the FBI Academy. Someone could shoot through it. Frank banged on the door again. Light footsteps. He heard a lock click. He held his breath. The door slowly opened.

An old stooped Chinese woman stood in the doorway. Instinctively Frank and Kelly pulled out their badges.

“We’re FBI agents. We’d like to ask you a few questions.”

The old woman stood there silently staring straight ahead. Suddenly she shouted something in Chinese. After a few minutes a young Chinese girl appeared. She had long straight black hair and was dressed casually in faded Levi’s and a loose grey sweatshirt. Like the old woman she wore rattan slippers. 

“What do you want?” she asked with no trace of a Chinese accent.

Frank and Kelly showed her their badges. “We’re FBI agents. We’d like to ask you a few questions.”

“We’re all here legally,” she snapped.

“Yes, of course,” Kelly responded.

“How many people live here?”

“My civics teacher explained people don’t need to respond to questions from the police or the FBI. But we’ve got nothing to hide and you’re probably going to find out anyway. Three people live here: my grandmother, my mother and myself.”

“And where are your parents?”

“My father was killed in Vietnam. And my mother is part owner of a restaurant in Chinatown where she works. That’s all I’m going to tell you. I have to get back to my homework,” she said sharply, then slammed the door.

“Well, what do you make of it?” Frank asked Kelly.

“I wish we hadn’t knocked on the door, and when she said her father was killed in Vietnam, I felt like shit.”

“I did, too.”

They walked back to their car and headed for the FBI headquarters in San Francisco at 450 Golden Gate Avenue. They parked their car and were soon on the elevator. They stepped into the sprawling FBI office. Typewriters hummed, people were on phones, a woman walked hurriedly to a copy machine. Superficially it was chaos, but each part fit together in a definite order. Kelly knocked on the door of special agent Carl Kirk’s office.

“Who is it?”

“Agents Frank and Kelly.”

“Yes, yes, I was expecting you.”
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