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FOREWORD




 




The spring of 1941 was a desperate time for England. In the midst of the Second World War her people were feeling the effects of a winter in which many of their major cities had been bombed night after night. They were on their last legs, standing alone, threatened by Nazism on the continent of Europe. Prime Minister Winston Churchill faced fierce criticism from parliament, his own coalition cabinet, and the English people. His opponents begged him to give in to Adolf Hitler, let the dictator take the continent, and subsequently sign a negotiated peace to end the fighting. Across the English Channel, Hitler felt that the British were ready to cut a deal: a deal for peace, but only on his terms.




In his mind only one man — Rudolf Hess — could pull off such a risky venture.













ONE




Augsburg, Germany — March 27, 1941




There was little activity this early afternoon at the usually busy airfield opposite the Messerschmitt factory. Most of the aircraft were confined to the ground. Only one, a single-engine fighter, remained in the air. It was circling on final approach by the time Rudolf Hess climbed aboard his powerful twin-engine Messerschmitt BF-110.




The Deputy Fuehrer of Nazi Germany placed his briefcase on the deck inside the tight-fitting cockpit and slid into the seat, waving the mechanics below to the side. Hess quickly started the engines one at a time and brought them to full operating temperature. He cracked the throttles twice.




Then, in his cumbersome and confining flying gear, he emerged from the vibrating cockpit. Stepping onto the wing, he energetically leapt to the ground. One last word to his young adjutant and Hess would be off.




He walked across to his adjutant, who was standing next to a staff car, its engine idling. Captain Karlheinz Pintsch caught a new determination about his superior as Hess handed him a sealed white envelope. Hess leaned into Pintsch’s face, trying to keep his voice low yet speak above the clamour of the idling engines. The ground shuddered beneath them. There was a look of suppressed excitement and mystery in Hess’s face that Pintsch couldn’t help noticing.




“If I do not return within four hours, Pintsch,” Hess said to his adjutant, his breath steaming in the cool air, “take for granted that I am on my way and open the envelope.”




“On your way, Herr Reichsfuehrer? Where?”




“When you open the envelope, you will understand.”




Hess indicated to Pintsch that they synchronize watches. Pintsch fumbled with his watch and the envelope. “Yes, Herr Reichsfuehrer, of course. I will do as you say.”




They saluted each other perfunctorily. Hess was obviously eager to begin the flight. Pintsch watched as Hess proudly strode across the tarmac and returned to the cockpit, where he reached up to shut the canopy. The ground crew pulled the chocks away and jogged to the grass clearing. Hess revved the fighter, then swung its ten thousand pound bulk ninety degrees to face the dispersal track. Expertly steering the aircraft to the edge of the far runway, he waited anxiously for tower clearance.




With the airplane in view across the weeded field, Pintsch heard the smooth roar. Suddenly, the camouflaged Messerschmitt was off, speeding down the runway. In a few seconds the aircraft lifted and climbed into the pale-blue sky like a gigantic metal bird.




Pintsch slowly approached the door of the staff car. He glanced at Hess’s chauffeur, who looked at him inquiringly. Pintsch motioned that he didn’t need him, and he drove away. Pintsch stood there in the open field, wondering where Hess was going. Another mysterious trip, accompanied by secret coded messages to Stockholm. And the letter? There wasn’t a letter before. Was it another test of his loyalty to the Deputy Fuehrer? Why not just open it? But Pintsch knew he couldn’t do that because what if Hess returned before the four hours was up? The consequences were much too great. He had been Hess’s adjutant for only a year, before that on active service in France with the Army. To cross Hitler’s right-hand man on such a sensitive matter could spell death for Pintsch at worse, another battlefront as punishment at best. Opening the letter early was out of the question.




The Messerschmitt fighter disappeared over the horizon. Pintsch turned to the operations building several hundred feet across the airfield. Hess, the man he so admired and so envied, again dominated his thoughts. Hess was loved by the people of the Fatherland and respected by most of his peers. What was Pintsch? Just an underling, someone to perform a duty for which Hess would gain the glory. Pintsch wanted to be someone special too, not the ordinary person he felt he was. He was not necessarily good looking at his age of twenty-nine, but he wasn’t exactly ugly either. He was of average looks, medium height, and he did ordinary work for Hess that some over-zealous underling could easily do. He did the little things, although sometimes of great secrecy. He appreciated Hess’s trust in him. But he was bored. He wanted to be a flier, and wear the dashing leather garb depicting that esteemed vocation. He had expressed such desires to fly on occasion, but hesitantly, only to be immediately quashed with a definite “No!” Pintsch couldn’t budge Hess from his decision. It seemed that one star in the show was enough. Perhaps Pintsch was meant always to be an understudy.




Even if his wish had been granted, Pintsch knew he would have to go a long way to match Hess’s flying skill. The Reichsfuehrer excelled in flying by instruments and in the skill of following radio directional beams. He had been a test pilot for Willy Messerschmitt. In 1934 he won the Zugspitze, the annual race around Germany’s highest mountain, as well as a round-the-houses race in Italy. Hess had even taken lessons from Hans Bauer, Hitler’s personal pilot, in the art of dead reckoning, an aspect of navigation which for some strange reason was significantly important to Hess.




Pintsch returned to the tarmac at six o’clock. By then a bitter cold wind was sweeping across the airfield. The dampness sliced through his greatcoat. Pintsch shivered. The sun would set soon and he hadn’t left the compound the entire time. He had wolfed down something to eat at the mess, but spent most of the time walking and observing life on the base, studying the solid lines of aircraft, longing to fly. There was no sign of the Reichsfuehrer. No sign of his ground staff either. Did they not expect him to return here? Another airfield, perhaps. Pintsch felt the envelope, secure in his coat pocket. Half an hour more. Thirty minutes until the satisfaction of his nagging curiosity.




Then a familiar sound broke through his thoughts. At first it was far off, so distant that he held his breath to hear more clearly. Yes, unmistakable. The drone of an engine. No, engines. Two. Aircraft engines. Was it the Messerschmitt? The drone grew louder. Yes, a Messerschmitt. He recognized, without a doubt, the familiar hum of an ME-110 in flight. Now the airfield suddenly exploded into action. A truck squealed to a stop near Pintsch and Hess’s ground crew scrambled out. The chauffeur pulled up. Then the distinct shape of the ME-110 appeared over the trees, a dark outline silhouetted against the fading light. It grew closer in sight and sound until the roar of the engines filled the air, reverberating loudly off the hangars. The airplane made a low pass over the base, then banked, and lined up on final approach. Pintsch confirmed the fuselage markings of NJ-C11 as the fighter landed and thundered its way to the ground crew. The habitual wave of the hand from the cockpit told Pintsch that the Reichsfuehrer had returned.




Hess shut the engines down and conversed with one of the men who jumped on the wing. Hess eased himself from the snug cockpit, and clambered to the ground. Together they took to the port side of the fighter. The chauffeur opened the front passenger door of the staff car and waited as Hess finished his lengthy instructions to the crew. As Hess drew near, Pintsch walked towards the fighter, his hand on the letter inside his coat, stopping so that he was between the staff car and the aircraft.




Hess met him and took the letter from Pintsch’s outstretched hand. “Thank you. Send the message to Lion. Mission aborted. Don’t give any reason.”




“Yes, Herr Reichsfuehrer. As soon as I reach the administration compound.”




Hess stuck the envelope inside his briefcase. He took one glance at the fighter, then he whipped off his helmet and rubbed his hand through his matted hair. With a sense of defeat, he strode towards the staff car and ordered his chauffeur to drive him home.




* * * *




In a thicket of trees running parallel to the airfield, Wolfgang Geis held his binoculars to his eyes until Hess drove off. Geis didn’t hesitate. He fought the branches, clearing a path to his automobile a short distance away. He was certain no one had seen him. Ten minutes later he braked in front of the local Gestapo office at Augsburg. He entered the building and flashed his identification at the first uniformed officer he saw.




The officer looked at the card, and cleared his throat. “Gestapo Headquarters!”




“That is correct. I need to use a phone. In private.”




“Certainly, Herr Captain. First room on your right.”




“Thank you.”




Geis closed the door to the empty room and lifted the telephone receiver. “Get me Gestapo Headquarters in Berlin. Hurry!”




He waited until the connection was made. Then he asked for Heinrich Himmler’s office.




“Herr Reichsfuehrer?”




“Yes.”




“This is Captain Geis.”




“Yes, Geis. What do you have?”




“It’s Hess, Herr Reichsfuehrer. He flew away again. His own airplane. This time three hours, thirty minutes. Pintsch stayed on the base the whole time, most of it spent outside. Hess handed him something that looked like an envelope before he left and took it back when he returned.”




“Where’s Hess now?”




“He left the base, heading to Munich. Herr Reichsfuehrer, what do you want me to do?”




“Stay there and keep me informed. Report to me in three days with the details.”




“Yes, Herr Reichsfuehrer. Heil Hitler!”




* * * *




Munich, Germany




Hess greeted his security guards at the gate and entered his large, elaborate country residence outside Munich, along a cobbled stone road called Harthauser Strasse. He then climbed the narrow, ladder-like stairs to the office of his secretary, who had left for the day. He flicked the light on and locked the door behind him. From a window inside the office, Hess looked upon the neat and spacious grounds covered by grass and birch trees. He enjoyed his domain.




Hess turned away. He grabbed a folder containing a thick wad of printed paper and a dozen photographs from inside his uniform, and shoved it into a wide leather briefcase that only he knew the combination to. He snapped the lock shut, and then hid the briefcase in the space carved out behind the bookshelf. This, of course, would only be a temporary hiding spot. The best place was on the aircraft itself. No one would think of looking for the papers there.




Hess sat for a few minutes at his desk, contemplating the change of plans precipitated by yet another abort. This time his fighter had encountered radio problems. Perhaps it was better that he didn’t complete the flight on his own, anyway. He was being too impulsive. But no one would know that except him. Now he had to go the official route. All he needed was permission from the Fuehrer for the next stage.




Hess tried to imagine how the mission, if successful, would change the future of the world. His vision spread out before him in a panoramic view. Old ways would give way to the new, a much-needed New World Order. He would be hailed a mighty and powerful conquering hero by many people. He would finally be victorious over his jealous opponents, like his backstabbing Chief of Staff Martin Bormann, Hitler’s new apprentice. And what about the Commander-in-Chief of the Luftwaffe, Hermann Goering, and Hess’s main rival, Gestapo leader Heinrich Himmler? They were the same foes that were spied on from time to time by Hess’s own private Secret Service, comprised of men who were devoted, faithful, and well paid; men who reported directly to him. They would be rewarded somehow for their efforts. Even Hess’s wife, Ilse, might display a new respect for him. Hess would make so many proud. Never mind his opponents. They would be taken care of. Quickly.




Hess left his secretary’s office and entered the upstairs shower. Stepping from the hot water minutes later, he leisurely combed his wet, greying hair, glancing at himself in the wide mirror. Towel around his waist, hands on his hips, he suddenly stopped and shot his head back in a defiant pose, as if ready to present a speech at a podium before 50,000 fervent Nazis. Hess’s image before the Fatherland was always important to him, and the mirror was a good place to practice. He stared into his square face. It was a mask of strong German stock intoxicated with pride and ambition. His eyes were sunken beneath bushy brows that connected above a fleshy nose. He had a determined jaw line, and sharp cheekbones. His mouth was firm, with thin lips. He rarely smiled because he was too self-conscious about his buckteeth. He felt they undermined his generally authoritative appearance. He forbade the German photographers to catch him even so much as grinning. He did not want to appear less than what the Deputy Fuehrer of Germany’s Third Reich should be. The German people could only be allowed to see the best side of their Deputy Fuehrer.




Only the best.













TWO




London, England — March 30




Eleven minutes after nine in the morning, Colonel Raymond Lampert already had Wesley Hollinger’s file on his desk at MI-6 Headquarters. In all his years in public service, he had never seen such a thing. He eased forward and folded his arms. Oh, how times had changed.




The phone rang.




Lampert lifted the receiver abruptly. “Lampert here.”




“Colonel! Do you have the file?”




Lampert sat up and straightened his shoulders. Prime Minister Churchill was on the line. “Yes, sir, I do. On my desk.”




“Well?”




“I’ve read it over. Are you sure about him, sir? Personally, I have my doubts. I realize I’ve never met the young analyst, but I’m just not comfortable with him.”




“Too bad. He comes highly recommended by the Office of Navy Intelligence in Washington. He has the kind of experience and potential that our Secret Service could take advantage of. Besides, it’s only a temporary assignment.”




Lampert drew a breath. “But, sir, we have our own people in Britain. Why do we need an American?”




“Because cooperation with American intelligence services is vital.”




Lampert was unconvinced. He flipped through the pages of the open file. “Born and raised in Rochester, New York. It says here he has had his share of carousing, mischief-making and good times, the sum total of which got him expelled from the halls of Cornell University. Sir, this kind of experience can’t be what we’re looking for, can it? I wouldn’t exactly consider him a pillar of integrity. And to top it all, he’s just twenty-three. I fail to see how a young foreigner can be better than one of our own.”




“According to Donovan, Hollinger is lucky.”




“Lucky? How do you mean, sir?”




“Nothing was going right for the Americans until he arrived at Navy Intelligence. Good fortune seems to follow him. A lucky charm, he is. But he is a little peculiar.”




“In what way?”




“Donovan didn’t elaborate. He did add that Hollinger was clever, as well as shrewd. Just see this thing through, colonel. The decision has already been made.”




The line went dead.




Gloom marked Lampert’s face as he returned the receiver to its cradle. So, it seemed to him that he’d have to keep this pretty boy out of trouble. The Secret Service was fast becoming a glorified reform school. Lampert lit his pipe and lifted his heavy six-foot frame from the chair. “Where the blazes is he?” he said to himself, glancing at the clock on the wall. “Fifteen minutes late. Good Lord!” Then he heard the roar of an auto engine. Lampert went to the window and saw a car pull up. A young man stepped out of it.




A minute later, the intercom on the Lampert’s desk buzzed. “Yes.”




“Mr. Wesley Hollinger is here to see you, sir,” a woman’s voice explained, politely.




“Send him in.”




“Yes, sir.”




Lampert’s eyes fell on the fashionably dressed American as he entered the smoky office. There was definitely something carefree about him when he shuffled in, twirling his wide-brimmed fedora hat in his hand, unconcerned that he was almost twenty minutes late. His medium-green suit was not off the rack. That kind of fit was only obtained by the best tailors. Up close, he was ruggedly handsome with a slender nose and blue eyes — not a pretty boy after all. Average height, he possessed an athletic build with wide shoulders. Interesting though, Lampert thought, that his hands were those of an artist, long and slender. A large diamond ring bulged on a finger. His dark-brown hair was wavy, a neatly defined parting to the left side. Lampert sniffed. Plenty of pomade and brilliantine, too.




“So, you’re Wesley Hollinger,” Lampert said, standing.




“So, you’re Colonel Lampert,” the American replied.




Hollinger flashed a disarming grin and stuck out his manicured hand. Lampert shook his hand and indicated for him to sit down. Hollinger turned and pitched his hat at the coat rack. His aim was perfect. The hat caught the top rung. Then he flopped himself into the leather armchair directly in front of Lampert’s desk.




Gnawing on his pipe, the colonel cocked an eye at his visitor, his smile a tolerant one. If this was a job interview and first impressions were lasting impressions, then Hollinger would have been out on the street in a minute.




“Mr. Hollinger, let’s get down to business.”




“You bet. Sir.”




* * * *




Berlin, Germany




Heinrich Himmler scrutinized the drawings, the numbers, and the detailed items of his latest pet project. It was beginning to take shape. He and the Fuehrer called it the Jewish problem: what to do with all the Jewish dissidents in camps across Germany and Poland.




Himmler was the most feared man in Nazi Germany. He knew it and he relished it. One stroke of his gold pen at his Prinze Albrechtstrasse address, and heads would roll. As leader of the Gestapo and the equally dreaded SS, he kept files on his fellow Germans, including his own agents and the other high-ranking leaders. He knew that Adolf Hitler had once been treated for syphilis, and that Hermann Goering and Josef Goebbels were still running around on their wives. He knew that Hess had homosexual tendencies and that his best friend’s wife was a half-Jew. He knew that Martin Bormann had a criminal background. Information as delicate as all this and more was safely tucked away in a large vault to the right of his desk. It was information that he could use someday, sometime, when he needed it most.




A master filer, Himmler was a stickler for details. He never failed to keep track of his own day in a notebook. What time he woke up, what time he bathed, when he left his house and when he entered his office. Everything was down to the last minute. Himmler also made everything in Germany his business. For weeks he had been hearing rumours of German peace negotiations with the British to end the war, and the names of Hess and the Haushofer family as the mediators kept coming up. He wondered what was in the wind, and why the Fuehrer hadn’t informed him outright of any peace feelers.




Himmler bent over his desk intercom and pressed a button.




“Yes, Herr Reichsfuehrer,” a man said.




“As soon as Captain Geis arrives, send him in to me,” Himmler said, closing the Jewish file.




“Of course, Herr Reichsfuehrer.”




* * * *




To Captain Geis, Himmler looked like Satan himself in his black Gestapo uniform at the far end of the eerie office. The spacious room was in darkness except for a bright desk lamp to one side of the SS-Gestapo leader and a fire blazing in the corner.




“Ah, Captain Geis.”




It was Himmler’s smile that bothered Geis the most. A smile of amusing deceit, as if Himmler knew what you were going to say before you could say it. “Good afternoon, Herr Reichsfuehrer. Heil Hitler!”




“Heil Hitler,” Himmler replied, writing down with his gold pen the hour and minute Geis had ventured into the office. The leader looked up through the small lenses of his silver-framed pince-nez. “Anything new since our last conversation?”




“No, Herr Reichsfuehrer.”




Himmler’s eyes turned cold and his face muscles grew rigid. He glared at his civilian-dressed Gestapo agent, an expert in communications and explosives. Geis was in his mid-thirties, tall, blonde, blue-eyed; what Himmler would call a perfect specimen of the superior Aryan race. “Well, I have something for you. I want the homes and offices of Hess and Goering wiretapped, immediately. I want to know every word they say of importance within minutes. Do you understand?”




Geis swallowed. “Yes, Herr Reichsfuehrer. I’ll get my people on it right away.”













THREE




Bletchley Park, England — March 31




Wesley Hollinger glanced across at his new boss in the passenger seat. Hollinger wasted no time in getting the two of them to their destination northeast of London. He drove his MG convertible sports car as if it was to be his last time behind the wheel and he wanted to make the most of it. Hollinger chose to disregard the rain, the speed limit signs, and the rough-running engine, which seemed to act up in damp weather. He skidded around turns, ignoring all road signs to slow down through villages. Every roadside object, tree, and bush was a blur. Lampert hung on to the window handle with one hand and on his pipe, which had long ago gone out, with the other.




Hollinger didn’t know what to expect this cloudy afternoon patched with mist, as he flew past the sooty brick kilns and antiquated, dirty railway yards of Bletchley in Buckinghamshire. He looked forward to the challenge of the unknown, and the air of secrecy surrounding his new post whetted his appetite. Just how good was it going to get? He hoped he would find out soon, as Lampert had been particularly silent on what lay ahead at Bletchley.




Suddenly the country road came to a T, and Lampert motioned for Hollinger to turn left. They soon arrived at the checkpoint gate of the sprawling estate of Bletchley Park. The eighteenth-century two-story mansion, Hollinger noticed after clearing security, was made of red brick, with ornate Victorian gables and a grand porch area. The acres of park had cultivated lawns surrounding the house. Mushrooming throughout the property were hastily-erected out-buildings made of corrugated steel. The Secret Service had an ideal location, whatever they were doing here. It was all very private, very secure. Hollinger braked the MG to a halt at Lampert’s direction in a driveway behind one of the large out-buildings.




“Here we are,” the colonel said. “Hut Nine.” He turned to Hollinger after tapping the contents of his pipe against the MG’s side mirror. “With driving like that, you should have been a fighter pilot.”




“I had thought about that very thing, sir. Back in the States, that is. But I didn’t get very far. I’m what you call a service reject.”




“Hopefully, your mind can match the speed of that little machine of yours. By the way, I’d check that motor out if I were you. Sounds like the beginning of a bad wire. Now, grab your suitcase and follow me.”




Once past the door, they waited inside a plasterboard porch that led to a hall and several rooms.




“As of now, Mr. Hollinger, you are the senior officer of Committee B, by special appointment of Prime Minister Winston Churchill. Even though you were personally selected by Winnie, bear in mind you still answer to me. This is an important assignment and I trust you can conduct yourself accordingly.”




“I understand, sir,” the American responded with as much seriousness as he could muster.




Hollinger felt the colonel’s coolness towards him for this assignment. In Hollinger’s opinion, the stuffy Lampert obviously needed some convincing. The American would just have to prove himself with Committee B; prove himself all over again, as he had done in the States. He smiled, thinking that if any man could be classified as a soldier’s soldier, it was the grey-haired Lampert. He was a retired British Army colonel who had fought in the First World War — the only war, so Lampert had often reminded those around him, including Hollinger on the trip to Bletchley. Lampert was proud of his trench-fighting experience, for which he had been decorated. Even though the First World War was to his mind the best one to date, Lampert had admitted to Hollinger that this one twenty years later was certainly shaping up to be quite a challenge.




Hollinger heard quick footsteps coming down the hall. A tall young man, with a freckled face and thick round glasses that distorted his eyes, appeared and greeted the two visitors. “Good afternoon, colonel,” he said, cheerily. “Oh, hello there. You must be Wesley Hollinger.”




“Hello yourself,” Hollinger replied.




“I’ve heard a bit about you, already. Glad to have you aboard.” The man shook hands vigorously.




Lampert turned to the door. “Be a good fellow and brief him, won’t you, Winslow? I’m due back in London shortly. Would you be so kind as to arrange to have someone drive me to the train station in an hour or so?”




“Certainly, sir.”




Glaring pointedly at Hollinger, Lampert went on. “Someone slow and methodical, perhaps one of the older fellows. In the meantime, is there somewhere I can sample a brandy and have a smoke?”




“In the lounge, sir. Third door on the left,” Winslow said.




“You are on your own now, Mr. Hollinger,” Lampert said mechanically, disappearing down the hall.




The man with the thick glasses turned his attention to Hollinger. His eyes were friendly. “Glad you’re going to be a part of the team. I’m Spencer Winslow, the Hut Nine Chief Duty Officer of Committee B. I must say, it’s quite nice to see another young face. For a while I thought it was like a war veterans club here. You might spice up the place a little. However, it’s work, work, work, twenty-four hours a day here.”




Hollinger liked Winslow’s honesty. He was sure they would get along. He dropped his suitcase on the floor, clumsily catching the toe of his right shoe.




“Did the colonel fill you in on what we’re up to here?”




“Nope.”




“I’ll get into it straightaway. You must be aware of Enigma?”




“Sure, at least the Japanese version of it. Only the back-room stuff.”




“For us, it happened this way. In late 1939 we acquired a copy of the German Enigma cipher machine. After much painful toil we cracked their system, thanks to Robbie Langford, our number one cipher expert. Remember the receiving station you were sent to when you arrived in Britain, Mr. Hollinger?”




“Maggie. Blonde dame, about five-four.” Smiling recklessly, Hollinger indicated with his hands a robust figure. “Yes, I definitely remember that station, Spence.”




“Can’t say I’ve met her, Mr. Hollinger.”




“Too bad, Spence. She’s a knockout. Maybe I can fix you up with her one day.”




“Maybe. Bring your suitcase down the hall and I’ll take you to your office. Anyway,” Winslow continued as they walked, “the Morse Code your people copied down was sent here by courier and deciphered, then sent out to the appropriate intelligence services of the military branches. You were working with our Enigma intercepts, as you well know from your background in America. Our handling of the deciphered traffic is what we call Ultra. If the Japanese ever declare war on America, then your secret services would operate in like manner. Without our own code breaking, we might have lost the war by now. In the near future we hope to make a significant contribution by providing our military commanders with advanced insight into enemy movements and strongholds. Ah, here we are.”




They stopped at an open door. Hollinger looked in and saw what he had expected — bare walls, ordinary furniture, well used. The word “chintzy” came to mind. “Spare no expense,” he mumbled.




“Pardon me?”




“Nothing. Just thinking out loud.”




“Would you like a brief tour of the place before dinner?”




“Sure. Let’s go.”




They stood outside on a stone roadway before Winslow spoke again. He looked around at the peaceful surroundings. The bushes and trees broke up the expanse of lawn, all a subdued green. He pulled a cigarette from a pack in his breast pocket and fired it with a butane lighter.




“Let me try to give you a good example of what I was trying to say before. The German Blitzkrieg through Europe required perfect timing to deploy. Radio signals from unit to unit were absolutely vital. Dive bombers and tanks, followed by troops, were all controlled by what they believe to be unbreakable radio signals. The secret was speed. Britain, France, and the Low Countries could not decipher the enemy’s radio traffic at that time. I hope that for the rest of the war we will anticipate Germany’s every move, perhaps before their own generals will. The Enigma people are in that hut over there,” Winslow said, pointing over a slight rise. “As you know we have housed some Americans here, and will continue to do so, I understand.”




“So, our East Anglia Morse Code was put to good use.”




“Very good use, indeed. Bletchley is deciphering secret German wireless traffic every day.”




“So, why am I here and what is this Committee B?”




“We are a special as well as the newest section of Bletchley. The Germans are using another machine, a more complex one called Enigma II that we have not been able to decipher. Yet. Lucky for us they are in short supply and are quite possibly used only for diplomatic purposes for the time being, not in the battlefield. However, that scenario could change quickly. We have one here in Hut Nine, stolen from the German forces in Norway. This took some doing.”




“I bet.”




“As was the case with the first Enigma, our foreign agent had to make the Germans think that their cipher machine was destroyed, or else they would have gotten rid of all their machines and switched to another system. We had to blow up a Gestapo office building in Oslo where this particular Enigma II was stored. We left behind parts of another cipher machine in its stead to make the Germans think the machine blew up with it.”




“Clever. I’d like to see this Enigma II right now, if I may?”




“Don’t you want that tour first?”




“Nah, there’s plenty of time for that.”




“Right you are. I’ll see to it.”




Minutes later, they found themselves in Hollinger’s office. A new piece of furniture was added, a metal stand in the middle of the room. On it was what appeared to be a large, clumsy typewriter, much larger than a regular Underwood. Hollinger threw his hat on top of the filing cabinet, his eyes never leaving the machine. Although he had helped in breaking the Japanese version of Enigma, he had not actually seen one of the objects up close. He had only done the back-room cryptography. The keyboard, he realized, resembled a universal typewriter, but the numbers, punctuation marks, and other extras were missing. Behind the keyboard was a plate with another alphabet repeated in the same order, and above that a set of six wheels attached to what seemed a long roller.




“I’ll go get Langford.”




“Do that, Spence. I’d like to meet him.”




Winslow opened his mouth to say something, but changed his mind and left instead, returning in a few seconds. Hollinger, his back to the door, continued to study the machine, oblivious to a striking redhead in a dark-blue skirt and white blouse entering the office with Winslow.




“Wesley Hollinger,” Winslow declared after a few moments. “I would like you to meet Langford, our head cryptographer.”




Hollinger spun around.




“Roberta Langford,” Winslow said distinctly.




“How do you do, Mr. Hollinger? Welcome to Bletchley,” she said confidently, extending her hand. She blinked, opening deep-brown eyes, smiling at the same time.




Wesley extended his hand slowly, as if partially paralyzed above the waist. The last thing he expected was a woman. So young and so pretty. The two exchanged glances, and he examined her with a touch of curiosity. Her clothes and hair set her off from most of the badly dressed English women he had encountered in their mousy business attire. She was in her mid-twenties with a slender face and long legs. Her brilliant long red hair, tied in the back, had sausage curls on the sides, which waved and bobbed, creating an aura-like frame about her pretty face. Except for her speech, she could have been easily mistaken for a high-class New Yorker.




“Wesley Hollinger is our new senior officer sent by the London Secret Service,” Winslow informed the cheery woman. “He’s a cipher analyst coming to us from the Office of Naval Intelligence in America. And this is Enigma II, Mr. Hollinger. By the way Robbie, keep in mind that Mr. Hollinger has some prior knowledge of cryptography.”




Winslow offered Langford a cigarette, which she accepted with a nod. He lit hers, then his own.




“Thanks, Spencer.” Langford cleared her throat. Blowing out a thick cloud of smoke after a deep, breathy puff, she folded her arms and began. “The original version of the Enigma machine was invented and patented by the Dutch in 1919,” she said in a Yorkshire accent. “Enigma is—”




“Just a minute, here,” Hollinger interrupted. Winslow and Langford shot a glance at each other. “There is a new rule I’d like to establish right off the top. There will be no smoking in my office.” He approached the two smokers with the desk ashtray. Winslow butted his smoke out, but Langford wavered. It was the ammunition Hollinger needed. He snatched the cigarette from her mouth and butted it out himself.




Langford pressed her lips tightly together, her cheerful disposition gone. Her eyes flickered to Winslow then back to the American. “I could have done that myself, thank you.”




“Now, let’s hear what you have to say,” Hollinger said, sitting on the edge of the desk nearest her, looking down at the machine.




Langford glanced over at Spencer, who shrugged and moved closer. Her cheeks were an intense red. She slowly removed her glasses. “Enigma is the Greek word for puzzle. And it has been that, a puzzle. This machine was a Polish invention, later developed to a higher degree by the Germans. They further altered it to a point where it became more complicated than the original. Basically, Enigma is a transposition machine, which means that every letter typed is turned into another letter on paper.” She stopped to see that Hollinger was nodding, as if he understood. “It has a regular keyboard, backed up by another set of letters in the same order, just as you see before you.”
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