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Wednesday, September 24, 1941 - Zurich, Switzerland

The pounding of heavy footsteps down the hall made the professor look up from his desk. He glanced at the clock on the wall. It was almost half past seven. The building would be locked up by now. 

The small lamp on his desk cast light over the multitude of papers scattered there, but the rest of the office lay in shadow. He looked toward the door, where only dim light was visible beneath. Even the hall was dark at this hour. 

The door flew open with a loud crack and thudded against the wall, sending splinters flying. 

The gray-haired professor bolted from his chair, his brown eyes widening as two men stormed into the room, pistols drawn. They wore brown sweaters and dark brown trousers, with black leather jackets. Flat caps sat atop their heads, and their hands were hidden beneath black gloves. 

They stopped in front of him with their pistols pointed at his chest. 

“What do you want?” His voice trembled. 

“Shut up, Jew!” one of the men said. 

The other man, taller than his companion, sneered at the name plate at the front of the desk. “Dr. F. Rubenstein.” He glowered at the framed sepia-toned photograph on the wall. A much younger Rubenstein, twenty-one years old, stood next to Albert Einstein, whose hair and mustache were still dark. Their arms at their sides, they wore high collared shirts and three-piece suits. 

The taller man stepped toward it and slammed his elbow against the glass, shattering it and sending the frame crashing to the ground. 

“I have very little money!” the professor said, his voice still trembling. He thrust his hand into his left pocket, removed several coins, and held out his hand palm up. 

“We don’t want your money,” the taller man said. 

Dr. Rubenstein swallowed hard, and remained standing. 

“Step away from the desk,” the shorter stocky man said. When Dr. Rubenstein remained in place, the man’s green eyes narrowed. “Do as I say, Jew.” He waved his pistol for emphasis. 

Dr. Rubenstein stepped sideways, looking the stocky man in the eye. “I have seen you two today, and yesterday too I think. You were unloading boxes and chairs from a truck.” 

The taller man smirked.

“You are not Swiss, either of you,” Dr. Rubenstein continued, his voice growing stronger. “Your accents are Bavarian, I think. Am I wrong?” 

“That is not important!” the stocky man snapped, but the look in the taller man’s pale blue eyes confirmed he was right. 

“Are you Gestapo?” Dr. Rubenstein demanded, his voice now firm and loud. 

There was no response. 

“Am I somehow an enemy of your Reich? Am I dangerous to your Leader for some reason I am not aware of?” 

“Not another word, you stupid, filthy Jew!” the stocky man shouted, and lunged forward, striking Rubenstein on the temple with his pistol. 

The professor cried out, clutching the side of his head and almost falling sideways. He regained his balance, and faced his attackers. 

The taller man reached inside his jacket, fishing in the pocket, and removed a folded paper. 

A large Cross of Lorraine adorned the front of the pamphlet. Dr. Rubenstein looked back at the tall man with some confusion. “There is some mistake! You have me wrong, gentlemen—I am not affiliated with the French Resistance.” 

The tall man said nothing, and dropped the leaflet on the floor. 

“Prepare to die, Jew.” the stocky man spat. “The world is about to be rid of you.” 

He fired his pistol at Rubenstein’s heart. His tall companion fired a second later, hitting the professor in the right lung. 

Dr. Rubenstein’s eyes grew wide again, and he clutched at his chest with a trembling hand. The fingers covered with blood. 

His legs buckled, and he crumbled to the floor. His eyes twitched around the room for several seconds, not focusing on anything, before finally stopping and staring up at the photograph of a young woman on his desk. 

The tall man ran his hand across the top of the desk, sending papers flying. The stocky man kicked over the chair next to the door, and flung open the drawers of the tall filing cabinet in the corner. Grabbing at papers and folders, he tossed them into the air with abandon, scattering them like snow over the floor. 

The taller one stepped behind the desk, pulling out the drawers and dumping the contents onto the floor. He threw the now-empty drawers against the wall and let them clatter across the cluttered floor. He took the rubbish can next to the desk and laid it on its side. Then he removed a single sheet of paper folded in thirds from inside his coat, opened it, and crumpled it up before tossing it at the lip of the rubbish can. 

A smaller filing cabinet sat against the opposite wall beneath the clock, and the tall man kicked it over onto its side, the drawers flying open. 

Once the office appeared suitably ransacked, the men strode to the open door. The taller one paused to pull a ring from his pocket. He flipped open the top to show the Cross of Lorraine inside, then let it drop to the floor next to Dr. Rubenstein. 

Chuckling, he followed his companion down the dark hallway. 
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Lisbon, Portugal

Martin Schuller stepped out of the airplane door and onto the sea-wing, putting on his navy blue fedora, which matched his crisp suit. Yesterday’s Wall Street Journal tucked under his arm, completing the look of a businessman, he strode onto the pier. The Lisbon pier was said to be crawling with spies, from every secret service imaginable, as well as Portuguese secret police. He’d been warned before leaving Washington. 

Shouts in multiple languages from a crowd at the next pier reverberated while he strode down the quay. Perhaps as many as two-hundred people pressed forward against a line of police holding them back from the steam ship anchored there. Others rushed to join them from every direction. 

Martin scanned the crowd, and noted at least a few pale-faced and fair-haired Germanic-looking types. Abwehr agents, or expatriate dissidents? There was no way to know for certain. 

More uniformed police opened a narrow corridor through the roiling crowd, and through it passed a fortunate few bearing tickets for steerage—tickets for which they had doubtless overpaid. Not the most comfortable way to travel, but it was passage to America nonetheless. They wore tattered travel clothes and carried scuffed and faded suitcases, their expressions a strange combination of shell-shock, fear, and hope. 

Martin turned away from the river at the next street, and hiked uphill through the commercial district, making frequent turns and glancing around to see if he was being watched or followed. 

He wound through the streets for thirty minutes before he was comfortable that he was alone. He dropped the day-old newspaper into a trash can and headed back toward the river. 

Martin wondered if he’d be able to tell his kids about the sights and sounds of Lisbon. If he’d be allowed to admit that he was here. And if Becky would let him see them anytime soon. 

He pushed those thoughts from his mind. He had work to do. 

Martin walked down a street overlooking the River Tagus. The brim of his fedora shielded his eyes from the sun as he searched the store fronts, finally locating the sign painted with the image of a bouquet of violets. He took a seat at an empty table in front of the little café. 

He was glad to sit for a few moments. His stomach still felt a tad queasy. He wasn’t a fan of flying, let alone over the vast Atlantic. 

It had been two years since the amphibious Pan-Am Clipper—the only regular trans-Atlantic flight—had changed its route from New York-Southampton to New York-Lisbon, to avoid the war zone. His flight had been less than half-full, so Martin hadn’t been obliged to make much small-talk with strangers. He hated that. No doubt the return flight to New York would be packed with well-heeled emigrants who had pawned enough jewelry or other family heirlooms to afford the $700 tickets. 

Martin would have preferred to travel by ship, in spite of the U-boat risk—a fast steamer could make the passage in six days. But his assignment couldn’t wait that long, so he’d taken a commercial flight from Washington to New York, followed by a long flight on the Clipper that stopped in the Azores before continuing on to Lisbon. And in twenty-four hours he’d crossed the ocean that Columbus had taken two months to traverse. Ah, progress. 

A man in a dark gray suit, matching fedora, and dark sunglasses appeared in front of him. “Mr. Schuller?” 

“Yes, I’m Mr. Schuller.” Martin stood and extended his hand. 

The other man shook his hand. “I’m Rodney Babcock, from the U.S. Embassy. Welcome to Lisbon.” 

“Thank you.” 

“Please sit.” There was a nasal quality to Babcock’s accent. New England, probably. 

Babcock took a seat opposite Martin, and motioned for the waiter. He fired off a rapid line in Portuguese, and the waiter hurried off. “You weren’t followed?” Babcock asked, lowering his voice. 

“No.” 

“You were briefed before you left?” 

“A little.” Barely. Physicists, the French Resistance, and a promise of more information upon arrival. 

“This should help fill in the gaps.” Reaching inside his jacket, Babcock removed a manila envelope and slid it across to Martin. “I was instructed to tell you to open that in private.” 

Martin placed the manila envelope inside his own jacket, but Babcock’s hand remained in the center of the table. A slight motion of his fingers, and the shine of metal appeared. 

Martin glanced around. Most of the tables were occupied. A pair of lovers sat at the table closest to them, their chairs close together and their hands clasped, their dark eyes locked on each other as they spoke in soft tones through broad smiles. Beyond them, a trio of old men shouted and gesticulated, arguing some point amongst themselves. Six young people sat around two tables pushed together near the door, laughing and quaffing red wine. 

Assured that no one was watching, he swept his hand across and covered the key a second after Babcock’s hand pulled away. 

“Locker seventy-four at the train station. You’ll find directions to an airfield outside of the city, a plane ticket to Zurich on a registered Swiss flight, and a train ticket from Zurich to Bern. Read the contents of the envelope before you leave. You’ll find the address of the embassy there. The ambassador will meet you on arrival. Memorize the information in the envelope before you meet him.” 

The waiter returned and set a demitasse of espresso in front of Babcock. “Obrigada,” he said. 

“How much time until my plane leaves for Zurich?” 

“Two hours,” Babcock replied, setting the demitasse back on its tiny saucer with a quiet clink. “It’s a five-hour flight. You should arrive in Zurich fifty minutes before your train leaves for Bern.” 

“Taking a train from here to Bern would be far less conspicuous,” Martin said, not relishing the idea of another plane. 

Babcock took another sip of espresso. “Best for you not to travel through Spain and France before you get your papers in Bern.” 

Martin’s gut clenched. “There are no identification papers in the envelope?” 

“No. The embassy in Bern is handling all that.” 

Martin frowned. It was bad enough entering Portugal under his own name; now he had to enter Switzerland the same way. He would have preferred more anonymity. But he shouldn’t be surprised—America was unprepared for the kind of sophisticated spycraft it would need if tensions continued to escalate in the Atlantic. 

Babcock stood, took one more sip of espresso, then extended his right hand. “Good luck, Mr. Schuller.” He laid a few coins on the table and walked away. 

Martin walked into the café, and found the washroom in the back. Locking the door, he pulled out the manila envelope. 

There were four pieces of paper inside. He read through them, then folded them and stuffed them down the front of his pants. A wad of Portuguese escudos he put in his pocket. He returned the empty manila envelope inside his jacket, unlocked the door, and strode toward the exit. 

**
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The taxi stopped at the end of a gravel lane, a short distance from a hangar, and the driver turned around and said something in Portuguese. 

Martin assumed he wanted payment. He fished inside his pocket and removed the escudos Babcock had provided. He forked over the cash, not sure if he was overpaying. The driver appeared satisfied, but didn’t offer change; he pocketed the money and exited the vehicle to open Martin’s door. 

Martin hadn’t been surprised when the driver didn’t speak English; he’d recognized the name of the airfield, so no real disadvantage. And a driver who didn’t speak your language wouldn’t feel the need to get chatty. 

A small passenger plane stood in the grassy field beyond the hangar, with three men standing near its nose. A red Lockheed Orion single-engine with one large propeller on the nose, and three windows along each side, the plane had a horizontal white strip down the sides, and the word “Swissair” in white on the tail. 

Two of the men wore crisp Swissair uniforms, the third a pair of greasy coveralls. One of the uniformed men stepped forward to greet Martin, a clipboard in his hand. 

“Good evening, sir,” he said in German. “May I have your ticket, please?” 

Martin handed over the ticket. 

“And your name, sir?” 

Martin’s gut tightened. The ticket Babcock had reserved was under his real name. “Martin Schuller.” He used its Pennsylvania Dutch pronunciation. 

The accent seemed to work. The man checked off his name, wished him a good flight, and didn’t ask to see his passport. 

The cabin contained six seats, and Martin took one of the back ones. The front pair of seats was occupied by a well-dressed middle-aged couple, conversing quietly in Swiss German. The man nodded as Martin boarded, then turned his attention back to his wife. 

Martin was relieved to see no one else on board. With any luck, he wouldn’t be obliged to make conversation. 

The pilot and copilot came aboard, closing the cabin door, and the pilot announced that they were about to take off. A moment later a loud roar shook the cabin as the engine started, and they rattled across the bumpy field. 

Martin gripped the sides of his seat, his knuckles white. He hated this part most of all. The bump of the wheels across the uneven ground rattled his jaw, but at least this take-off from land lacked the sudden jolts of the Pan-Am Clipper skipping across the waves as it took off. 

The plane ascended, and Martin’s stomach dropped. He stared straight ahead, not the least bit interested in watching the ground slip away. This was his third flight in two days, and he didn’t like the experience any better than the first time. 

It wasn’t that he lacked bravery—he willingly put himself into dangerous situations for his work, and had been shot at a couple of times—but flying was simply not natural. 

His grandfather Schuller had refused to ride in an automobile to the day he died, calling them “dangerous and unnatural.” Martin loved automobiles—and no matter how dangerous they were, you were in control of your own destiny when you were behind the wheel. In an airplane you were forced to put your trust in the pilot. Martin never put his trust in strangers. He supposed it was the same with a cruise ship or a train, but ships and trains just felt safer. 

If Colonel Donovan hadn’t told him on Friday afternoon that he needed to be in Switzerland by Monday morning, he would have happily lived his life never riding in an airplane. 

But he hadn’t been given the choice. 

He’d been looking forward to driving up to Philadelphia on Saturday to spend time with his kids. Instead, Donovan told him he was needed in Europe. 

Europe. That had come as a shock. State Department Counter-Intelligence personnel worked inside the United States, not overseas. He’d asked the reason, but Donovan had been vague, saying he’d learn what he needed to when he arrived. Very strange indeed. 

Martin could still hear Becky’s voice, furious when he called to cancel his weekend with the kids. 

“What is it this time, Martin? A woman? Or work again?” 

He hadn’t answered. 

Her voice grew derisive. “I’m sure it’s work. It’s always work. And what woman would tolerate you never being around?” 

“Stop it, Becky.” 

“No, I won’t. You can’t keep doing this, Martin. It was bad enough when you used to leave me high and dry for work, but your kids don’t understand. They’ll be devastated, you know—not that it matters to you.” 

He seethed. “Are you finished?” 

“Oh, we’re finished.” And the line clicked off. 

The memory made his blood boil all over again. Why could she never understand? He had a duty, for God’s sake, a duty to protect their country from Nazi infiltrators. He couldn’t step away from that. 

He took a breath. It was dark inside the cabin. He should try to get some sleep. He leaned his head back and put his hat over his eyes. 
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Zurich, Switzerland

Ernst Zubler listened with a forced smile to his wife’s enthusiastic chatter about the upcoming debutante ball for the Heinzes’ sixteen-year-old daughter, Gretchen. 

“You must be very proud of your daughter, Mr. Heinz,” he said to the gentleman sitting two seats to his left. 

“Indeed we are,” Erich Heinz said, with a hint of smile. 

Zubler took another bite of chocolate cake while Mrs. Heinz detailed the preparations for the ball. He barely listened. 

Eight people sat around the long mahogany table, each with a piece of chocolate cake on a small china plate. A long lace tablecloth showed the rich color of the dark wood underneath, which matched the mahogany paneling on the walls. The four men wore white dinner jackets and black bowties, their wives evening gowns and elbow-length white gloves. 

Zubler sat at the head of the table, opposite his wife Sophia, who listened in rapt attention to Mrs. Heinz. He set his silver fork onto the plate beside his half-eaten piece of cake, pushed back his carved chair, and stood. Every face at the table turned to him. 

He addressed himself to his wife with a polite nod. “If you’ll excuse us, my dear, the men and I need to discuss some business, before it becomes late. We shall retire to the study, and let you ladies continue your socializing over coffee.” 

A slight scowl crossed Sophia’s face, quickly changing to a rueful smile meant to look indulgent. “Didn’t you gentlemen discuss finance several times at dinner? Must you conduct business at this hour, on Sunday?” 

“I’m afraid so, my dear,” Zubler replied with a cool half-smile and a polite nod. “We have much to discuss from my trip to Frankfurt.” He turned to the butler standing beside the door. “Anton, please bring a decanter of port to the study.” 

“As you wish, sir.” 

Zubler turned back to the table, where the three other men had also stood. Bowing to the ladies, he gestured the men into the hallway. 

His study sat at the end of the long hall. It was half the size of the dining room, but the high paneled ceiling gave it a feeling of spaciousness. Bookshelves lined three of the walls, and heavy green drapes covered the large window on the outside wall. 

The butler came in a moment later, and set a crystal decanter onto the top of a mahogany desk in the corner. He poured four crystal glasses half-full, and turned toward his employer. 

“Thank you, Anton. Please close the door behind you.” 

When the butler had left, Zubler turned toward his guests with a thin smile, and motioned toward the upholstered chairs. “Please sit, gentlemen.” He handed each a glass. “I’m sure you have surmised by now that my trip to Frankfurt last month was not primarily motivated by banking business.” 

Erich Heinz grunted. “When you call us into a private meeting to discuss your recent visit to the Reich, it is not difficult to infer that you attended to nationalist business.” 

Zubler nodded. “Indeed. The meetings with Deutschebank were a useful cover.” 

All of the men present had joined the League of Swiss for Greater Germany earlier that year, frustrated that the other far-right parties in Switzerland merely pushed for greater cooperation with the Third Reich. This new organization called for Switzerland’s inclusion in the Reich. 

Zubler stepped behind his chair, clasping his hands behind his back as he spoke. “While there, I met with Mr. Franz Burri, our founder-in-exile, and presented him with my ideas for implementing Switzerland’s future.” 

“What ideas, Mr. Zubler?” Dietrich Hagen asked. 

“Trying to persuade the people politically is a fool’s game, gentlemen. Mr. Burri agreed with me. Political arguments would have been more persuasive three years ago, after the Austrian Anschluss, and before the Leader became aggressive about invading the Reich’s neighbors. But once the Wehrmacht began blitzing across Europe, the public’s sympathies turned. We saw the enthusiasm with which our countrymen embraced national mobilization. What is needed now is action to re-educate public opinion.” 

“How do you propose to do that?” Dietrich Hagen pressed. 

“We have already begun!” Zubler said. “I shall come to your role in a moment. While in Frankfurt, I learned that the Leader and the High Command had a plan of invasion prepared for Switzerland last summer, after France capitulated—Operation Tannenbaum, and it was nearly put into action. Our country’s mobilization gave the High Command pause—with every Swiss man armed and organized into militias, the high alert of our army at the border, and our mountainous terrain, they know that the Wehrmacht would lose too many men and tanks in an invasion. Though successful occupation of our cities was assured, they knew that the remnants of our army would retreat to mountain redoubts, and could cause trouble for months, or years.

“The Leader wanted to turn his attention to Britain last summer. Then this summer the Reich’s invasion of Russia tied up the remainder of the Wehrmacht’s resources. The point is, a military-enforced Anschluss is not going to happen. If Switzerland is to take her rightful place within the new world order as part of the Greater Germany, it must be voluntary. And this is where our plan comes into play.” 

“Are you going to tell us?” Friedrich Zindorf asked, not disguising his impatience. 

Zubler nodded and gave Zindorf an indulgent smile. “There are a great many on the right who betrayed us last year, organizing the mobilization against invasion, instead of doing what they could to welcome it. All of the major leaders of the SVV, in the military and in government, called upon the people to fight to the last man to defend Switzerland’s independence. They betrayed us, and they must be punished. And in so doing, if the Gestapo can make it look as if they were assassinated by the Bolsheviks or the French Resistance, it will create a feeling of panic that we can capitalize upon. The Gestapo will remind our leaders that they have the most experience rooting out Bolshevism and anarchism, and will offer the Reich’s assistance.” 

Friedrich Zindorf’s mouth opened, and the color drained from his face. “Do you mean to tell us, Mr. Zubler, that you are involved in the recent wave of assassinations that have terrorized the country?” 

A cold smile spread across Zubler’s small mouth. “Not just involved, Mr. Zindorf. I am commanding them. I choose the targets, I choose the method—bombing, shooting—and I choose whom to frame. The Gestapo takes care of the rest. They are quite efficient.” 

“You mean that the Gestapo is already here?” Erich Heinz asked, his eyes widening. 

Zubler waved a hand dismissively. “The Gestapo has been operating in Switzerland for more than a year, reporting to Berlin about the situation here. I offered my plan to my handlers in Frankfurt, and the local Gestapo cell here in Zurich contacted me upon my return, prepared for me to give them assignments.” 

“What do you need our assistance with, Mr. Zubler? Why did you call this meeting?” Dietrich Hagen asked. 

“Financing, gentlemen. Bombs and propaganda cost money, and I’m afraid what the High Command has committed to the operation is insufficient to meet our needs on a grand scale.” 

“You want our banks to finance a terror campaign? You can’t be serious!” Erich Heinz said. 

“Don’t be ridiculous!” Zubler snapped. “My bank has not contributed a cent to the operation, nor will it. I would not be able to embezzle sufficient funds without drawing the attention of auditors, and we cannot have this known. I have been contributing from my own resources, and I ask you gentlemen to open your pocketbooks tonight and make a contribution for the cause.” 

“How much do you want?” Erich Heinz asked. 

“Ten thousand francs apiece should finance the operation for the next month.” 

“How long do you expect this operation to last?” Dietrich Hagen asked. 

Zubler made a half-hearted shrug. “Not much more than a month. If public opinion has not turned sufficiently to influence the government by then, we will escalate matters by taking the terror campaign to the highest levels.” 

“I will not be a part of this!” Friedrich Zindorf leapt from his seat. “I cannot support the killing of our leaders and the terrorizing of our countrymen, Mr. Zubler. We must continue political efforts to advance our cause.” 

“The killing of traitors is a patriotic duty, Mr. Zindorf.” Zubler’s voice was as cold as an alpine wind, and froze everyone in the room, except its target. 

“I will not be party to it! My wife and I are leaving.” 

“As you wish,” Zubler replied with an indifferent shrug. He opened the door, and watched as Friedrich Zindorf stormed down the hall toward the dining room. 

“My hat please, Anton!” Zindorf snapped as he turned into the dining room. 

A hard look had settled on Zubler’s long face, and he closed the door and turned toward Erich Heinz and Dietrich Hagen. “Please stay a moment, gentlemen—I’d like you both to hear this.” 

They watched Zubler walk to the desk, pick up the telephone receiver, and place a call. 

*
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Zubler sat alone in his study forty minutes later when the phone rang. 

“It has been done, Gauleiter,” the voice on the other end said in a Bavarian accent. “We forced them into a wall, and after their crash our second car rammed the driver’s side, hard and fast. Mr. Zindorf was crushed, but his wife survived, just as you instructed. The ambulance arrived twenty minutes ago and took her away.” 

“Excellent work. A widow is more sympathetic, and we need her to tell the press that it was a deliberate attack, not an accident. And the car?” 

“It looks like a tank hit it.” 

Zubler exhaled in exasperation. “I mean did you mark it as I instructed?” 

“Oh, yes, sir! We painted a hammer and sickle on both sides in red paint.” 

“Excellent. I’m sure the High Command will reward your diligence when we rule Switzerland. Good night.” He hung up, a look of satisfaction on his face. 
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Bern, Switzerland

Jason Bachman sat on the corner of the desk with his ankle crossed over his right knee, a newspaper spread across his lap. He wore a light-gray argyle v-neck sweater vest over a blue dress shirt, with a slate-gray necktie that matched his pressed slacks. He liked that it made him stand out from the other grunts in Consular Services, in their plain white shirts and black ties. 

“You know they have an English-language paper you could read,” Amanda Overstreet said from her seat behind the desk, flashing him a teasing smile. 

“Yeah, I know,” Jason replied without looking up. “This gives me good practice with my German, though.” 

“Anything interesting?” Amanda asked, stapling two pages together and setting them at the side of her desk for the ambassador to sign. 

“Yeah, a big-time banker got killed in a car crash last night in Zurich. His wife’s at the hospital. They got T-boned by another car. It was gone by the time the cops got there. But before they left they put a big hammer and sickle on the side of the banker’s Mercedes.” 

“I thought they’d outlawed the Communist party,” Amanda said. 

“They did. But lately there’ve been several attacks on military officers, and the Reds have always painted a hammer and sickle. Kind of their calling card, I guess.” 

Amanda said no more, and Jason continued reading. Every few minutes he stopped to take a bite of the pastry sitting on a napkin next to him. 

Since he’d arrived in Bern two months before, Jason had taken to leaving his apartment early each weekday, and stopping at the bakery a block away. He bought a pastry for breakfast, and took it with him. He walked the rest of the way to the U.S. Embassy, stopping to buy a newspaper along the way. 

He wasn’t due at work until eight-thirty, but he liked to arrive around eight and go upstairs to Amanda’s desk. She’d always started a pot of coffee by then, and he could pour a cup, eat his apple or cherry turnover, and read the local news in German before he had to go downstairs to his desk in Consular Services. 

“Saturday night was lots of fun,” Amanda said as she got up from her desk with a stack of papers and walked to a large filing cabinet. “Thanks for dancing with me.” 

“Anytime!” Jason looked up from the paper long enough to glance her way with a big smile. 

“You’re a far better dancer than any of the other fellas,” Amanda said, rifling through the files and inserting papers. “And I can always trust you to keep your hands where they ought to be.” 

Jason’s grin widened, and he shifted on the desk to turn towards her. “I love to jitterbug, and I’m glad I found a swell girl to let me dance with you and not expect me to buy you dinner.” 

“You know the fellas all think we’re doing more than dancing,” Amanda said, closing the drawer. 

“Really?” 

She sauntered back to the desk. “I don’t mind letting them think that, do you?” 

“Not at all,” Jason replied, turning his gaze back to the newspaper. 

A knowing smile crept across her lips. “I figured as much, sweetie.” 

“It’s nice of Brad to let us come over and play his records,” Jason said, staring at the photograph of the mangled Mercedes on the front page. 

“He’s the only one of you grunts that owns a record-player. I don’t know how the other fellas think they’re gonna make a play for any girls if they don’t even have a record-player.” 

“Ha!” Jason said, looking up from the paper with a grin. “Like you’d share the attention. If any of them ever did bring a girl along, you’d probably lock her in the bathroom.” 

“Honey, I wouldn’t have to,” Amanda said, glancing down at her bust and running her hands down the side of her form-fitting pink sweater, tracing the hour-glass curve. 

Jason laughed out loud. “You’re a real piece of work, you know that? A super swell gal, but a piece of work.” 

Amanda shrugged in exaggerated fashion, batted her eyelashes, and turned toward the typewriter. “You need to get out of here and let me do my work.”

A bell dinged down the hall, and the elevator door opened. 

“Oooo, here comes that dreamy marine you like,” she murmured. “And he’s bringing a handsome hunk of man along with him.” 

Their eyes both locked on the tall blond in the dark blue suit. He walked with a purposeful stride, arms swinging in rhythm to his pace, fedora in one hand, his back straight and his head high. His intense pale green eyes seemed to take in the whole space. His square jaw was set, giving him a serious look. 

A young marine corporal in black dress uniform marched beside him, coming straight at Amanda’s desk. Jason covered a smile with his hand when Amanda thrust her bust forward and flashed a dazzling smile. 

“A Mr. Schuller to see the ambassador, Miss Overstreet,” the corporal said, his posture rigidly straight, arms at his sides. 

“Of course,” Amanda said, her blue eyes twinkling as she smiled at the handsome visitor. “The ambassador is expecting you, Mr. Schuller. This way please.” 

“Thank you,” Mr. Schuller replied in an American accent. 

Jason nearly laughed out loud at the exaggerated way her hips swayed as she led Mr. Schuller down the hall toward the ambassador’s office. He turned toward the marine corporal who was pivoting to leave. 

“Good morning, Corporal Lawrence!” He couldn’t help but grin. 

“Good morning, sir,” the marine replied with a nod. 

“You have guard duty all day?” 

“Yes, sir,” the marine replied, his steel-blue eyes unblinking as he faced Jason. 

“Then I guess I’ll see you when I leave for lunch later.” 

“Yes, sir.” The marine turned on his heels, and marched toward the stairs. 

Jason watched him the whole way. He was a little shorter than Jason, maybe five-foot-eight, with a waspishly narrow waist contrasting with broad shoulders that were accentuated by the gold braiding of his uniform. His light blond hair was buzzed so short it was barely visible, except on the top. His black dress pants hugged a round backside, which he held tight as he marched. He turned at the stairs, and Jason listened to the rhythmic clack of his dress shoes as they echoed from the walls of the stairwell. 

“Damn!” he breathed. 

The squeak of Amanda’s chair wheels behind him made him jump. He laughed to cover his embarrassment. “You were gone a little long for just escorting the ambassador’s visitor.” 

“It was a little strange,” Amanda replied, cocking her head to the side. “I announced Mr. Schuller, and the ambassador asked me to go tell Mr. Witherspoon right away. Mr. Witherspoon isn’t usually in before nine, but I went to his office and he was there. He must’ve arrived before me. I sure never saw him come in. I told him that a Mr. Schuller was here to see the ambassador, and he jumped right up and hurried the other direction. What do you make of that?” 

Jason shrugged. “Who knows?” 

“It’s just strange, that’s all.” 

“American businessmen call on the ambassador all the time.” 

“Yes, but Mr. Witherspoon never joins them.” 

“Maybe this one’s extra important,” Jason said with a shrug. “Maybe he knows the President or something.” 

“Maybe. He sure was handsome, though, wasn’t he? And no wedding ring.” 

Jason laughed. “You would notice that right away, wouldn’t you? Not that it makes a difference to you.” 

“Does so! Hush!” she replied, swatting his arm. The slight smile on her lips belied her false anger. “Now go on downstairs and let me get to work. I’ve got to type these letters for the ambassador before ten o’clock, and I’ve got a lot of them today.” 

“Alright. See you at lunch time?” 

“If I’m not out with Mr. Schuller.” 

“Ha! Fine. I’ll come up and see you later.” 
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“It’s an honor to meet you, sir,” Martin said when he was introduced to the ambassador, trying not to be awestruck. Leland Harrison was legendary at State as the man who initiated and led the department’s encryption and decryption operation during the Great War. They’re calling it the First World War now. Martin wasn’t sure he’d ever get used to that. 

“Have a seat, Mr. Schuller,” Ambassador Harrison said, indicating one of the chairs in front of his desk. He spoke with a polished lockjaw accent, refined over years at Eton and Harvard. His salt and pepper hair was slicked back from his long face, and he wore a stylish black suit and tie, with a white silk handkerchief folded in the breast pocket, gold cufflinks at his wrists. “Mr. Witherspoon will join us in a moment. He’s a Third Secretary, our Information Officer.” 

“I’m familiar with the role,” Martin said. He’d held that exact position at the embassy in Buenos Aires until June. 

“He’s fetching Colonel Legge, the military attaché,” Harrison said. “You understand our entire conversation is classified.”

“Of course.” Martin might ordinarily be irritated at such an obvious statement, but Leland Harrison was a legend. 

A fussy man of about forty rushed into the office, tall and lanky with dark hair slicked back from his long and narrow face. He wore a white shirt and black necktie, but no jacket. Behind him entered an Army man in dress uniform, about fifty, with a dour expression. Martin stood. 

The ambassador remained seated behind his desk. “This is Mr. Ronald Witherspoon, our Information Officer. And this is Colonel Barnwell Legge, Military Attaché. Gentlemen, this is Martin Schuller, from the Office of the COI.” 

“How do you do?” The words tumbled out of Witherspoon’s mouth, and his hand was clammy when he shook Martin’s. He plopped down in a chair. 

“Agent Schuller,” Col. Legge said in a pronounced southern drawl, with a firm handshake. His stare seemed to size up Martin for several seconds. 

“Thank you for coming at such short notice, Mr. Schuller,” the ambassador said, folding his hands on his desk. “You read the information given to you in Lisbon?” 

“Yes.” 

Harrison nodded. “Good. I’ll let Colonel Legge take it from here. Colonel?” 

The military attaché sat stiff-backed, his mouth set in a straight line. He stared at Martin for several seconds before speaking. “I’m sure Bill Donovan has the highest trust in you, since you’re the one he sent. But for my own benefit, before we discuss classified information, I'd like to review your qualifications.” 

Martin tensed. “By all means, sir.” 

“I asked Donovan to send someone thoroughly fluent in German,” the colonel said. “Are you fluent enough to blend?” 

“Yes.” 

Legge continued to stare at him. “You’re certain?” 

“Yes.” 

“Colonel, Washington sent us a cable with Mr. Schuller’s background.” The ambassador opened a file and put on a pair of glasses. “They assure us that he speaks German like a native. Sixth-generation American, of one-hundred percent German ancestry, and raised in a bilingual family in Reading, Pennsylvania. Attended a church that conducted services in German until 1926, when it switched to English.” 

Martin shifted in his seat, resisting the urge to squirm. “I stopped attending the church in ’25.” He hoped they wouldn’t ask why. He never spoke of it, and it wasn’t pertinent, anyway. 

Legge cleared his throat, and his brows drew closer together. “Being German-American, raised in a German-speaking family, do you have any sympathies for Germany?” 

Martin held the colonel’s gaze. “No more so than any country.” 

“Do you feel Germany was treated unfairly at the end of the last war?” 

Martin was familiar with this line of questioning. He’d been drilled on the subject when he interviewed for the Foreign Service eleven years ago, and then again three years later when he transferred to the Office of the Chief Special Agent. 

“I don’t make policy, and don’t care to.” 

The ambassador resumed reading from the file. “Mr. Schuller attended the University of Pennsylvania, where he studied Political Science and German. He earned all A’s and B’s in his courses.” 

Legge continued to stare at Martin with narrowed eyes. “Why did you take German in college if you spoke it at home as a child?” 

Martin’s patience wore thin. “Didn’t you study English in school, even though you spoke it at home, colonel?” He’d given that answer once to a skeptical congressman; he wasn’t intimidated by an army colonel. 

The ambassador interrupted again by reading from the file. “Mr. Schuller joined the Foreign Service in 1930. He was assigned to the embassy in Vienna, 1931 to ‘33. Then he returned to Washington to work in the Office of the Chief Special Agent. His work was instrumental in the arrests of several Nazi spies on American soil.” 

“How did you like Austria, Agent Schuller?” Colonel Legge asked. 

“Very much, sir.” 

“What do you think of Austria joining the Third Reich?” 

Martin was silent for a second, keeping his face expressionless while he considered what to say. “It was probably inevitable.” 

Legge scowled. “I’d say it’s quite regrettable. Would you agree?” 

“Yes, it’s regrettable.” 

“You were in Austria for two years. Why would you say it was inevitable?” 

“For one thing, it was Herr Hitler’s home country. Also, until seventy years ago, Austrians considered themselves Germans. They had no reason to think of themselves otherwise. The only reason they weren’t included in German unification was because of their own empire. Even after they lost it at the end of the last war, the first temporary name of their new country was the Republic of German-Austria.” 

“I know the history!” Legge snapped. “I want your perspective. From your experience with the Austrians ten years ago, would you say there was a rise of pro-German nationalist feeling?”

Martin hesitated, wary. “Yes—especially among the young people.” 

Legge nodded, apparently satisfied. “And what is your experience with Switzerland?” 

“I traveled through Switzerland a few times while I was stationed in Vienna.” 

“Would you say you know the country well?” 

“Not as well as Austria.” 

“Humph,” Legge grunted. Martin couldn’t read his expression. “You also visited Germany during that time?” 

Martin took a deep breath. “Yes, I did. Twice. Once in 1932, and once in ‘33.” 

“Both before and after the Nazis,” Legge mused, the tiniest hint of smile cracking the thin line of his lips. “During your travels in Austria, Switzerland, and Germany, were you ever mistaken for a local?” 

“Not as a local, no...” 

Legge’s eyebrows rose. “But not as an American?” 

“No.” 

“Explain.” 

Martin relaxed a little. “In Austria and Germany, I was sometimes mistaken for Swiss. In Switzerland they were never sure where I was from.” 

“Why was that?” A glint of interest shown from Legge’s eyes now. 

“I’ve learned that the Pennsylvania Dutch dialect I grew up with is much like the German dialects of Switzerland.” 

The ambassador pushed his glasses down his nose and looked over the rims. “Mr. Schuller worked undercover in sting operations aimed at Nazi falsification of American passports. And he earned good reviews from his superiors.” 

Martin was glad Harrison hadn’t mentioned the incident of insubordination in 1939 that got him transferred from the Office of the Chief Special Agent, and shipped to Buenos Aires. 

The ambassador took off his glasses and set them on the desk beside the file. He looked at Legge. “So Mr. Schuller’s been able to fool the Abwehr’s agents, Colonel.” 

Legge snorted. “I’ve been told that Abwehr agents are pretty stupid, by and large.” He stared at Martin again, his eyes narrowing. “If your work here takes you inside Germany, would you be able to fool the Gestapo?” 

Martin’s stomach fluttered. Why would he have to go inside Germany? “Yes, I could.” 

Legge regarded him for several seconds before nodding. “I hope so, for your sake. We may not be at war yet, but that doesn’t mean they wouldn’t shoot one of our agents if they caught him spying inside Germany.” 

Martin nodded but said nothing. There was a big difference between catching spies, and becoming one himself. 

Harrison and Legge shared a look, and the ambassador nodded once. 

Legge cleared his throat. “When I cabled Bill Donovan last week, I’d hoped he’d send someone with military experience—but I can see why he’s placed his trust in you, Agent Schuller. I will, as well.” 

Martin waited in silence.

“Swiss Military Intelligence reached out to me on Thursday, asking our assistance in a delicate matter pertaining to Swiss national security. I’m not sure if you’re aware, but Swiss Military Intelligence has only been in existence for a few years—they’re inexperienced, understaffed, and underfunded. The situation we’re about to discuss has stretched their resources.” 

Martin contemplated that. While America’s Military Intelligence Division—MID—dated back almost sixty years, the United States was barely more experienced than the Swiss in covert operations. “Why us? Why not the British?” 

Legge’s lips pursed for a second. “While we are no longer officially neutral, we’re still a non-belligerent nation. It’s crucial to Swiss neutrality that any help they request should not come from one of the warring parties.” 

Martin nodded. “Understood.” 

“In recent weeks there has been a wave of violence against certain military figures connected with right-wing Swiss political organizations.” 

“So I read,” Martin said. That much had been in the brief Babcock had left for him in the locker in Lisbon. What he didn’t know was the connection to the murdered physicist. 

The ambassador shifted in his seat. “Switzerland has a history of opening its arms to political refugees of all stripes—Russian anarchists and Bolsheviks especially—until recent years when right-wing elements here have persuaded their Assembly to restrict immigration. Last year, the Communist Party was outlawed. The Reds took their operations underground, of course. Over the last two months, several of those right-wing officers have been killed assassination-style, and their attackers have always left a painted hammer and sickle at the scene. You’re probably not aware that there was another such attack last night—this time on a prominent banker in Zurich. Naturally, we’re concerned.” 

Legge leaned forward. “The Swiss haven’t been able to identify the criminals responsible. We kept tabs on the situation, of course, without interfering. Since there was no threat to the United States, MID saw no reason to share this with the COI—until last week. Because the Swiss asked for assistance, I contacted Bill Donovan.” 

Martin frowned. This didn’t fit what Donovan had told him. “In Washington, I was told the mission concerned a physicist in Zurich, a college professor, who was shot in his office. The police found documents and paraphernalia linking it to the French Resistance.”

Legge grunted and nodded. “The Swiss believe it’s connected. Apparently this Dr. Rubenstein was working R&D for them. They won’t say more.” 

So that’s what I have to help find out. 

Ambassador Harrison motioned toward Witherspoon. “Ron, explain your information for Mr. Schuller.” 

Witherspoon sat up straight, and his cheeks flushed. “Of course. My contacts in the Swiss Government say they’re allowing the local police in Zurich, Bern, Basel, Fribourg, and so on to handle the individual investigations, while sharing information with FedPol—the Swiss Federal Police force, similar to our FBI. So far the only obvious connection is the Communist calling card—and until last night, that all of the victims, except Dr. Rubenstein, were members of the SVV.” 

“The SVV?” Martin asked. 

“The Schweizerischer Vaterlandischer Verband,” Witherspoon explained, taking an air of authority. “It’s a far-right Nationalist organization founded after the last war, with the aim of ending immigration. It echoes the anti-Semitic language coming out of the German Nazi party, and it’s made calls for close cooperation with Germany—even though its members include French-Swiss and Italian-Swiss as well as German-Swiss. Much of the top brass in the military belong to the SVV, including General Guisan, the head of the Army. Though they never attempt electoral politics, they’ve exerted a good deal of influence on government policy in recent years, as the ambassador said, due to the high position of many of the members. They have not been outlawed, unlike other pro-Nazi organizations. The SVV’s membership is a closely-guarded secret, but my contacts in the Foreign Ministry know who the prominent ones are.” 

Martin listened in silence. On the surface, this reminded him of The Cowl, the secretive Fascist organization in France that had been busted four years earlier for bombing Socialist politicians, and blaming the communists—only here it wasn’t left-wing figures being killed. And one other thing didn’t connect, and he leaned forward with a slight scowl. “What about the murder of Dr. Rubenstein? Aside from his secret connection to the military, nothing else fits the pattern.” 

Witherspoon stiffened. “Yes, that incident made us question the theory.” 

“How so?” 

“Dr. Rubenstein was shot by a Glock pistol, which is not a weapon favored by the Soviets, who tend to be the ones to arm Communist elements around the world. It’s also not used by the French Resistance, though the police investigation has pointed the finger at them.” 

“Because of the French Resistance paraphernalia found at the scene,” Martin said. He was already wondering who might have the capacity to fabricate those items.

“Yes. A secret ring worn by members of the Gaullist Resistance. Also a letter from the Resistance was found in the trash, asking for Dr. Rubenstein’s assistance with ‘technical issues.’” 

Martin nodded, but said nothing. 

Legge cleared his throat again. “The intelligence brief in Lisbon informed you that Dr. Rubenstein was once a pupil of Dr. Albert Einstein while he was a professor in Zurich. Also, Dr. Rubenstein taught a class on propulsion ten years ago that was taken by Wernher Von Braun. He’s a top engineer for the Wehrmacht.” 

Martin took a deep breath, and looked up in thought. “So maybe the Germans were concerned that Dr. Rubenstein would provide the French Resistance with rockets that could be used against occupation forces?” 

The ambassador spoke again. “Perhaps the Germans, perhaps right-wing elements in Switzerland—we’re not sure. That’s what we want you to find out. That, and if this is connected to the recent assassinations of Swiss officers.” 

“Understood,” Martin said. He looked at Colonel Legge. “Where do I start?”

Legge chuckled. “Swiss Military Intelligence has given us identification papers for you to pass as a FedPol inspector named Max Schmidt. You’ll also have a Swiss passport under the same name. We only need to add your photograph. You’ll need to memorize the vital statistics.” He looked at Martin with one brow arched, as if expecting confirmation. 

Martin stared back at him. “I have experience.” 

Legge ignored his tone. “You’ll be given a German-made Ford sedan, along with a book of gasoline rations, and four-thousand Swiss Francs in cash. They’ve also secured you an apartment in Bern, close to the train station, not too close to the embassy. I have the address and the key in my office.” 

“You may have the use of a spare office down the hall,” Ambassador Harrison said. “Ron will give you the key, which also opens the back door of the embassy. We trust you’ll use the back door.” 

“Of course,” Martin replied. 

“You’ll have a secure phone line. Ron will provide you with more detailed intelligence to read through before you leave for Zurich. I’m sure you’re eager to get started.” 

“Yes.” Martin’s whole body tingled in anticipation.

“Do you speak any French, Mr. Schuller?” Ron Witherspoon asked. 

“No.” 

“Italian?”

“No.” 

“That could be a problem,” Witherspoon said with a sigh. “Educated Swiss can speak all three languages. We’ll have to see that you learn some, and quickly. Enough to pass, anyway.” 

Hardly my top priority right now. “Do FedPol inspectors dress plain-clothes, like American detectives?” Martin asked. 

“Yes,” Witherspoon replied. “The suit you’re wearing will work, if we remove the American label and have a Swiss label sewn in its place. Same goes for the hat and tie. If you’ll pardon me—even your undergarments and socks need to be from a Swiss store. And you’ll need some European accessories. We’ll make sure you have a Luger pistol, a Swiss watch instead of that Timex, and French cufflinks.”

It had been a couple of years, but Martin remembered how to prepare for undercover work. Ron Witherspoon seemed to be enjoying this, though. 

“What size shoe do you wear?” 

“Eleven.” Martin didn’t remember the European equivalent. 

“I’ll have some delivered in an hour from a cobbler we trust.” He sounded excited.

Martin suppressed his amusement. He nodded and stood. “Will you show me to my office?” 

Witherspoon jumped from his seat and opened the door. “Right this way. And I’ll take your coat, hat and tie. So the seamstress can get started on them.” 

Martin nodded to the ambassador and Colonel Legge, then followed Witherspoon out. In the hall, he removed his coat and his tie, and handed them to Witherspoon. The excitable fellow draped them over his left arm, and lead Martin to the spare office. 

“There are files in the drawer that I’ve left for you—the additional intelligence the ambassador mentioned. If you need anything sensitive, my office is down the hall on the left, across from the ambassador’s. Anything else you can get from Miss Overstreet.” 

“I was surprised that your secretary is an American, and not a local hire,” Martin said. While it seemed that might be a good security measure for American embassies in Europe to implement, he wasn’t aware that any had. 

Witherspoon flushed, and Martin detected a nervous twitch in his eyes. “Miss Overstreet was recommended for the job. By a congressman. She’s worked well for us.” 

Helps to have connections in high places. “Thanks.” Martin closed the door and locked it. 
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Jason stepped off the elevator on the fourth floor and walked down the hall toward Amanda’s desk. 

“Hi there!” he said with a big smile. “Did you work your wiles on Mr. Schuller, or are you still free for lunch?” 

Amanda gave him a conspiratorial look, and motioned for him to lean closer. “Mr. Schuller’s locked himself in one of the spare offices all morning, ever since his meeting with the ambassador and Mr. Witherspoon,” she said in a low voice. 

“You don’t say?” Jason replied, sitting on the corner of her desk. “What do you make of that?” 

“Well, he’s no businessman here for commercial reasons, that’s for sure. I’ll let you draw your own conclusions.” 

“Something top secret?” Jason grinned at the idea. 

“All I’ll say is there’s been an awful lot of activity up here this morning.” She got up and walked to a filing cabinet. “How was your morning?” 

Jason shrugged. “The usual—processing visas. I got to speak some French, though.” 

“Oh?” 

“Yeah. A Romanian couple with three kids. They walked a thousand miles to get here, following railroad lines at night. The husband and wife both spoke French.” 

Like most of the grunts in the embassy, Jason processed visa applications for foreign nationals wanting to get to the United States. Sometimes these were temporary travel visas for Swiss businessmen. More often than not, though, the applicants were refugees, hoping to relocate permanently and escape war-torn Europe. 

The businessmen almost always spoke to him in English, usually quite good English, and it made Jason a little embarrassed that their English was better than his German or French. The refugees rarely spoke English, but could usually get through a conversation in either German or French. 

“So, are you coming to lunch with us?” 

“Can’t today,” Amanda said without looking up from her filing. “I told you, it’s been busy up here. Bring me back a pretzel, though?” 

“Ok,” Jason said, and walked back toward the elevator. 

**
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Jason exited the embassy with five other young men. He smiled and waved at Corporal Lawrence at the guard-stand, who replied with a nod and said “Have a nice lunch, sirs.” The group turned right and walked up the street a short distance toward the bridge, laughing and chatting. 

There was a Wurst stand on the next corner, where a street vendor sold sausages as a sandwich between warm rolls, with hot mustard. Jason liked the burn of the horseradish sweeping through his sinuses, so he ordered his bratwurst with extra mustard. He also ordered a pretzel for Amanda, but left the mustard off. 

The conversation turned more serious as they strolled back toward the embassy, eating their sandwiches. 

“How can you say President Roosevelt isn’t one of the greatest presidents we’ve ever had?” Devon Wolcott said, giving Jason an incredulous look. 

“I don’t see what he’s done that’s so great,” Jason said with a shrug. 

“He’s gotten us out of the Depression!” Devon’s voice rose with indignation. 

Jason shook his head. “No, the war in Europe got us out of the Depression. The president had nothing to do with it. Two years ago, we still had fifteen percent unemployment—and that was seven years after Roosevelt was elected. Since then, production of planes and tanks has gotten the factories hiring. The military draft hasn’t hurt, either.” 

“How could he get elected three times if he’s not a great president?” Devon pressed. 

The truth was, Jason and most of the people he knew had wondered the same thing the year before, when FDR won a third term. “I don’t think greatness has anything to do with popularity,” Jason replied, echoing what his elders had said. 

Jason had little experience with Democrats prior to joining the Foreign Service. He’d never met one before college. His parents, and the parents of all of his friends, universally despised the president. 

“You Republicans are just bitter because your taxes went up.” Devon countered. 

Jason shrugged. “Who should have to pay seventy percent?” 

“You don’t pay seventy percent,” Brad Harris pointed out. 

Jason scowled. “Well, no—but my father does.” 

“You don’t live with your parents anymore, Bachman.” 

Jason let that one go. “If Roosevelt’s such a great president, why does the Supreme Court keep striking down his programs?” 

“Because they’re a bunch of rich old Republicans, that’s why,” Devon said, with a tone that suggested it was the most obvious thing in the world. 

Jason shook his head and smiled. “Maybe we should stop talking politics.” 

They rounded the corner, and the white façade of the U.S. Embassy with its geranium flowerboxes welcomed them. 

A black Ford sedan pulled out of the parking lot south of the building, its polished hood shining in the sunlight, and accelerated past the embassy. Jason recognized the face behind the steering wheel. 

“That’s Mr. Schuller,” he said, more to himself than anyone else. 

“Who’s that?” Devon asked. 

Jason’s cheeks flushed, and he covered his embarrassment by waving it off. “Just someone who met with the ambassador this morning.” 

He made a mental note to share this with Amanda later. 

**
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Martin drove out of Bern and took the highway toward Zurich. The Swiss highway system, like the Swiss railway system, was oriented as spokes all centering on Zurich, the largest city and financial center of the country. It wasn’t difficult to find his way. The highway wound northeast from Bern through a hilly country of green pastures and tidy little villages, with the imposing presence of the giant snow-capped Jungfrau always visible in the distance to his right. 

Nervous excitement filled him. He was glad to be back doing undercover work, but this was different. 

Concerned that Nazis and Bolsheviks were using forged U.S. passports to operate inside the United States—not only for spying, but also for recruiting Americans to their causes—the State Department used its authority to issue passports to put its Office of the Chief Special Agent to work breaking up the rings. Using agents fluent in German and Russian, it infiltrated the clandestine organizations. 

It was dangerous work, and Martin always felt nervous apprehension whenever he started a new assignment—but this task was different. He was working in unfamiliar territory, taking on an unfamiliar role. 

He was also alone. No Joe Hansen as back-up. 

He’d rehearsed all morning the role of Swiss Federal Police inspector, how he would act, how he would speak, what questions he would ask. He didn’t want to come off as Dick Tracy. He thought of Inspector Javert from Les Miserables, and decided to take elements of his aloof coldness, but not to that extreme. 

After reading through all of the intelligence that Ron Witherspoon had left for him, Martin doubted the French Resistance had anything to do with Dr. Rubenstein’s death. There was no direct evidence that the Resistance had operations in Switzerland, though they certainly had sympathizers, especially among the left-leaning youth. So if that were a deliberate red herring, who planted it? 

The letter could have been forged by almost anyone, and placed on the scene by the killers. The insignia ring was more perplexing—few outside of the Gaullist Resistance had access to one. 

But... Resistance operatives who fell into the hands of the Gestapo would have been stripped of any paraphernalia they had on them. Might the Gestapo have sent the clues to the killers? And if so, to what purpose? That hypothesis lacked motive. 

At least, no motive yet. 
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Zurich

Sonia Rubenstein scowled in response to the loud knock at the door, and set down the flask of organic acids. She tugged a loose strand of black hair away from her face and tucked it behind an ear, wiped a tear from her eye, then marched to the lab door and threw it open. 

A tall man in a dark blue suit stood in the hall, his blond hair visible below the rim of his hat, which he removed when she opened the door. He had a handsome square face with a prominent brow and square jaw line. 

“Miss Sonia Rubenstein?”

“Yes.” 

“I am Inspector Max Schmidt. I’m here to speak to you about your father.” 

Another one? This one was young, early thirties, and his speech carried a tiny accent. He was not from Zurich, but she couldn’t place the accent. Perhaps Bern or Luzern? 

“I have already spoken to Inspector Frisch.” The condescending bigot. Her lips pursed. 

“Inspector Frisch is with the Zurich police. I’m FedPol.” 

Her heart did a double beat. “Why is FedPol interested in my father’s murder?” 

“May I come in, please?” 

She hesitated a second, irritated at the non-answer, then stood aside. He closed the door behind him. 

“My condolences at the death of your father.” 

Sonia was silent, and stared at the inspector, preparing for the hostility she knew was coming. 

“You lived with your father, correct?” 

“Yes.” 

“And your mother?” 

Her frown deepened. “My mother died nine years ago.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that.” 

Are you? She made no reply. 

“You’re a student?” 

“A doctoral candidate,” Sonia replied, emphasizing the words. 

“What do you know of your father’s work?” 

“Very little.” 

“But he worked here at the Polytechnic. And you lived with him.” 

“Yes.” 

“Wouldn’t you know what he was working on?” 

Her lips tightened. “My father was a physicist. I’m a chemist.” 

“Did he ever discuss his work at home, over dinner perhaps?” 

“Rarely.” 

“Did he ever bring work home with him?” 

“Occasionally.” 

*
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Martin regarded Sonia Rubenstein for a moment. Everything about her oozed hostility. Her shoulders were squared, her narrow chin was raised and thrust forward, her black eyebrows bunched, and those dark eyes could burn a hole through him. 

“Have I done something to offend you, Miss Rubenstein?” 

“Not yet.” 

He raised an eyebrow. “But you expect me to?” 

Her eyes narrowed, and her voice became bitter. “Yes. My father was Jewish, and so am I. But my father was a great scholar, a great scientist, and a respected professor. His murder deserves better than a perfunctory investigation that ends as soon as it begins.” 

“I’m still investigating,” Martin said. He turned away from her and walked toward the stainless steel table where a flask of orange liquid sat a foot from the Bunsen burner. “What are you working with here?” He turned around to face her. 

“Vitamin K. The components of it, that is.” 

“Vitamins, eh?” 

She seemed to relax a little. “Yes. Dr. Karrer won the Nobel Prize in Chemistry four years ago for his work on the components of Vitamins A, C, and B2. I work with him.” 

Martin nodded. “Your father also studied under a Nobel laureate at this very institute, didn’t he?” 

Sonia said nothing, and her posture stiffened again. 

“Were you aware that your father studied under Dr. Albert Einstein in 1909?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are you familiar with the name Wernher von Braun?” 

A puzzled look came to Sonia’s face. “The name sounds familiar.” 

“He’s from Germany. He was a student in a propulsion class your father taught ten years ago.” 

She nodded, silent. 

“Von Braun is now a lead scientist in the Third Reich’s development program.” 

A sharp laugh came from her mouth. “And you think my father had anything to do with that? You police really are stupid. He would never have worked with Nazi scientists! They pervert science in the name of their twisted ideology. It is unthinkable.” 

“Would he have worked with the French Resistance?” 

“That arrogant Inspector Frisch already asked me that.” 

“And?” 

“I don’t know why the police would think that.” 

Martin paused a moment, thoughtful. “Why did you call Inspector Frisch arrogant?” 

Sonia stiffened further, and her chin rose higher. “He acted as if he already knew all the answers. He treated me like a stupid girl—a stupid Jewish girl, beneath his dignity to have to interview. He was brusque and condescending. And I never heard from him again. I called the police several times to ask about my father’s case, and they will only say they are still investigating. But they haven’t done anything since the first day.” 

Although she was hostile and evasive, Martin didn’t get the feeling she was lying. Her gaze was steady, and there was no tell-tale sweat on her brow or lip. He could trust what she said, the little there was. 

She stared at him for a moment, her dark eyes seeming to bore deep. “Why are you here, Inspector Schmidt?” 

“To find out who killed your father, and why.” 

“You aren’t interested in justice for my father. What is the reason for these questions?” 

He couldn’t tell her the real reason. 

“I want you to leave,” she said, marching to the door and throwing it open. “Good day.” 

Martin nodded without a word, put his hat on, and closed the door. 

**
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Martin took the tram the short distance to the city center across the river, and brooded. That hadn’t gone as well as he would have liked. He felt uncomfortable with this role. He had little experience with interrogation, and it didn’t come naturally. 

He grew more nervous thinking about his next task, but he sat upright and still on the tram, his outward appearance calm. He rarely suffered from lack of confidence, but he felt less prepared than he would have liked. 

It was one thing to impersonate a Federal Police inspector to a civilian, but quite another to do it to the police. 

He stepped off the tram at Bahnhofstrasse, and walked a few blocks to the police station. He showed his FedPol identification, and asked to see Inspector Frisch. 

Several minutes later, he was shown into an office. A brass name-plate on the desk read “Inspector Georg Frisch.” A thin man with brown hair and brown mustache stood behind the desk, looking annoyed. 

“Inspector Max Schmidt, FedPol,” Martin said, extending his hand. 

Inspector Frisch gave it a perfunctory shake. “What is it that FedPol wants, Inspector Schmidt?” 

“I’d like to ask about the investigation into the killing of Dr. Fritz Rubenstein at the Polytechnic Institute.” 

Inspector Frisch’s scowl deepened. “That is my case. What interest does FedPol have in it?” 

Martin ignored the question. “Tell me what you found when you arrived at Dr. Rubenstein’s office.” 

“It is all in my report.” 

“Of course. And I trust you’ll provide me with a copy of it. But first, please explain to me what you found.” 

Inspector Frisch stood straight, as if at attention. “The room had been ransacked. Drawers had been emptied, papers and folders were scattered on the floor. Cabinets and rubbish cans had been knocked over. The deceased lay on his back on the floor behind the desk, shot twice in the chest. We found no fingerprints anywhere in the office other than the deceased’s own. On the floor we found a ring with a French Resistance insignia inside. In the rubbish can was a letter from the French Resistance, asking for ‘technical assistance.’”

Martin pretended to jot down notes. “And what of the murder weapon?” 

“None has been found,” Frisch said. “Given the scarcity of clues, I doubt one ever will be.” 

“But you were able to identify the make of the gun, were you not?” 

“Yes, of course. It was a 9mm Glock pistol.” 

“Odd weapon for the French Resistance, wouldn’t you say?” Martin asked. 

Frisch tensed. “Who knows what weapons those terrorists use?” 

“What did you do after collecting evidence from the scene?” 

“We interviewed the custodial staff, and the professors who had offices in the same hall, but none of them had seen anything unusual.” 

“Did you speak with anyone else?” 

“Yes, I interviewed the deceased’s daughter.” 

“Sonia Rubenstein?” 

Frisch’s green eyes narrowed. “Yes.” 

“What did you learn from Miss Rubenstein?” 

Frisch’s long face took on a haughty look. “She claimed to know nothing.” 

“What did you do after that?” 

“What more could we do? There is little evidence, no witnesses. It is a dead-end.” 

“Then, what conclusions did you draw from the evidence, Inspector?” Martin asked. 

“That unknown French underground operatives requested assistance from the physicist, were denied that assistance, and killed him in retaliation.” 

Martin looked the inspector hard in the eye. “That is a big assumption given the ‘scarcity of clues,’ as you put it.” 

Frisch smirked. “Did you know, Inspector Schmidt, that Sonia Rubenstein is part of a secretive leftist group with ties to the Resistance in France?” 

Martin was taken aback. “Oh?” 

A satisfied smile spread across Frisch’s lips. “Yes. If the Resistance were looking for a physicist to provide technical assistance, they had a channel to reach Dr. Rubenstein. We’ve had the group under surveillance, but they have not met since the attack. I can provide you with a list of names, though we haven’t identified all of them. Some of the members are Russians, of course.” 

Martin made a mental note to find out if Inspector Georg Frisch was a member of the SVV. He talked like one. 

“Yes, I would appreciate that list. Thank you. You said you’ve had the group under surveillance—do you have photographs?” 

“Of course. And complete dossiers.” 

“I would appreciate copies of those as well.” 

“I will get them for you right away.” Frisch stuck his head into the hallway and called to the sergeant. “Karl! Bring Inspector Schmidt a list of the known members of the underground group in The Niederdorf, with their dossiers.” 

“Of course, Inspector.” 

Frisch turned back to Martin with a stiff smile. “Why don’t you wait out front while Sergeant Altmann gets that list for you? You’ll be more comfortable there. Unless there’s anything else you want?” 

“No, thank you.” Martin gave Frisch’s hand a stiff, formal shake, and walked toward the lobby. 

**
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Frisch closed his door as soon as the FedPol inspector disappeared around the corner. He picked up his phone receiver, and gave a number to the operator. 

“Zurischer Kredit,” the voice of a receptionist said. 

“Mr. Zubler, please.” 

“Mr. Zubler is unavailable at the moment.” 

“He’ll take my call. This is Inspector Georg Frisch.” 

“One moment please, Inspector.” 

Frisch’s fingers drummed on his desk. 

Ernst Zubler’s voice was sharp with irritation. “I’ve asked you not to call me at the bank. What is the purpose of this call?” 

“I’ve just had a visit from a Federal Police inspector, looking into the killing of that Jewish professor.” 

“Federal police?” 

“Yes, FedPol damn it! What am I to do?” 

“Nothing. Act as you normally would with a Federal inspector. I shall take care of this. What was his name?” 

“Max Schmidt.” 

“Don’t worry,” Zubler said. “I shall take care of this Inspector Max Schmidt. He will be dealt with.” 
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