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      May 1943

      The grinding of brakes vied with the final whoosh of steam. Even in the early evening, people hustled around Washington D.C.’s Union Station. They darted between the trains lining the tracks, reflecting the excitement filling Evelyn Happ. She didn’t know which way to look next other than down the tracks, which led to her future away from the East Coast and her D.C. home. In moments she’d join seventy other Women Accepted for Voluntary Emergency Service, the Navy’s WAVES, as they boarded a train for points west.

      Where didn’t matter.

      What did was Evelyn would get off the train at a unknown destination with a job contributing to the war effort. That was all she knew. The cloak and dagger only added to the sense of adventure. Her instructions mirrored that of the other WAVES. Board the B&O’s Diplomat, but nothing more. Somewhere down the tracks they’d get off.

      The heels of hundreds of shoes clacked against the cement. Finally, the adventure had begun.

      “Come on, Vivian.” Evelyn grabbed her friend Vivian Grable’s arm. The waifish girl double-timed to keep pace with Evelyn’s strides. “If you don’t start moving, you’ll miss the train.”

      “All the activity is fun to watch.”

      Lonnie Smuthers smacked her gum and rolled her eyes. A few more tricks like that and maybe the tall, Midwestern red-head should have flown planes in the WASPs. “Don’t push the girl, E. If you walk any faster, you won’t need a train. I prefer a ride.”

      “Why won’t the Navy tell us where we’re going?” Vivian brushed a strand of blond hair out of her cornflower blue eyes.

      “War secrets. Don’t worry, Viv. I’ll stick close.” Evelyn grinned. Sometimes she felt bland compared to these two women. Her brunette hair curling under her cap at the government specified length and gray eyes didn’t exactly stand out in the sea of WAVES.

      “That should make this trip a party a minute.”

      “Of course. I’ll keep you entertained at all times.”

      Viv shook her head. “Fine. Let’s get this journey under way. I’m ready for whatever the Navy throws our way.”

      “You know it’s why we joined. Adventure. Service. Intrigue.” Evelyn pulled Vivian down the platform.

      WAVES service would be a vast improvement over anything she’d found on the East Coast in the private sector. She could have traveled to the West Coast and tried a company like Boeing, but hadn’t felt quite that adventurous. Somehow she found it easier to head into the unknown with the company of a group of women. Women she had trained with for weeks. Unexpected friendships had developed among them. Friendships that would make the coming unknowns an adventure.

      Her only hope was that the WAVES would finally let her use her education. Few companies took her engineering degree seriously. All those hours working through textbook after textbook, studying and cramming, didn’t amount to anything without someone letting her do the work. The WAVES said they had a place for her. And when the train reached her destination she’d learn what that place entailed.

      Smart uniforms. Flexible Navy rules. And the opportunity to do something for her country, and if she was really lucky, use some of that until-now-ignored education.

      A whistle sliced the air, and Evelyn shrugged her shoulders to her ears, as gals squealed around her. Soldiers hurried past them, all rushing to reach their trains.

      “There it is.” Viv pointed with her free hand to track eight. “Let’s hurry.”

      “Don’t worry. We’ll make it.” Even as Evelyn said the words, excitement quickened her steps. She spotted the Baltimore & Ohio behemoth. The engine’s gold lettering stood out against the black paint as it belched smoke. “Ladies, I do believe it’s impatient to get us on board.”

      Lonnie groaned. “I highly doubt that mass of steel has a solitary feeling.” She nudged Evelyn in the shoulder. “Get those romantic notions out of your head and climb aboard.”

      Lonnie’s down-to-earth approach wouldn’t weigh Evelyn down. No, she had the opportunity to do something meaningful with everything she’d learned at Purdue University and the future called for her to hurry.

      Finding the dark green passenger cars of the Diplomat, the gals climbed on board. Evelyn led the way down the narrow hallway until she found their sleeper berth. The girls crashed into each other and the walls in the small room until they’d tucked their bags out of the way. The other WAVES boarded, their excited voices fading as they found their berths. Moments later a jolt shimmied through the train. Evelyn placed a hand over her stomach to stem the excitement. Soon – the Navy hadn’t given any indication how far they would travel other than west – she’d arrive and begin her work. The first hour passed in quiet conversation, but Evelyn’s thoughts didn’t calm.

      Lonnie stood and pulled her hair into a net, then washed her face. “We should try to get some sleep, gals. Who knows what the morning holds.”

      Evelyn might not know, but she could imagine. As she settled onto the top berth, she let her mind wander through the possibilities. Communications? Aviation? Code-breaking? Evelyn doubted the Navy would use her in the medical or Judge Advocate General areas because of her training. Regardless, the Allies needed all the help they could get, especially as the Battle of the Atlantic refused to go their way.

      “I hope we’re not going all the way to California.” Viv’s soft voice pierced the darkness.

      Evelyn had to agree with Viv as she settled into an upper berth. She could only imagine how long it would take with the starts and stops to take on fuel or drop off passengers and mail. The suspense about her assignment might kill her during the journey. “Think of the beaches and sunshine. They wouldn’t be so bad.”

      “How’s a girl to sleep with all this jostling?” Lonnie growled from a lower berth.

      The train threw Evelyn against the wall as it raced around a curve. She rubbed her elbow where it had smacked the side. “Carefully, though most people find it soothing, don’t they?”

      Viv nodded. “Relax into the berth.”

      “We could tie you in place, Lonnie.” Evelyn kept her tone innocent. She shifted around until she found a comfortable position on her bunk. Evelyn pulled the thin blanket to her chin and forced her muscles to relax. Soon enough they’d know their destination. She closed her eyes and surrendered to sleep.

      Too soon, sunlight filtered through the small window when the conductor came through and banged on the doors. “Breakfast served for 45 minutes.”

      Evelyn scrambled to get ready, then hurried to the dining car while Viv and Lonnie started to dress. Women in the sharp WAVES uniform filled the car when Evelyn reached it. She took in the cacophony of voices as they anticipated their destination. Evelyn settled into the only open seat at a small table. “Morning, girls.”

      Quiet greetings answered hers. Evelyn enjoyed the melody of women speaking. The gals at her table were familiar, though she couldn’t remember their names. “Any idea where we’re headed?”

      A dark-haired beauty shook her head, a gleam of adventure in her gaze. “No, but I can’t wait to learn our destination.”

      “Me, too.” Evelyn leaned forward, ready to ask more questions when a whistle cut through the noise. She looked to the front of the car.

      “Ladies.” Lieutenant Nancy Meyers swayed gently with the train. “Head back to your sleepers and pack. We change trains at the next stop. The conductor tells me you have 15 minutes.”

      Evelyn grabbed coffee and rolls for Viv and Lonnie and hurried back to their berth.

      Evelyn watched the scenery out the dirty window as her roommates ate their breakfast. Get off? Here? While the thought of getting off the train appealed, she hoped the final destination wasn’t near. The flat land had been planted for crops and looked entirely rural. She fidgeted at the thought of being stationed near here—though a train change could still send them in many directions. Maybe north or south.

      Ten minutes later, the train slowed. Lieutenant Meyers knocked on their door. “Ladies, prepare to disembark.”

      Energy poured through Evelyn. This was it. Around her, women straightened uniforms and collected personal items. Vivian looked out the window. “We can’t have gone far.”

      “My guess is Ohio.” Lonnie shrugged and went back to packing.

      Evelyn licked her lips. “Do they have cities in Ohio?”

      Vivian laughed. “Sure, but it doesn’t matter. If the Navy says that’s where we’re going, that’s it.”Evelyn kept her knees bent so she could stand throughout the jolts and brakes of the train. The rural landscape had turned to city. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all. She saw the sign alongside the tracks. Cincinnati.

      Later that afternoon, after a few hour delay in Cincinnati and a short train ride to Dayton, Evelyn looked around Union Station. This one looked nothing like the one she’d left less than twenty-four hours earlier in Washington, D.C.

      Dayton.

      She let the name roll around a minute.

      “Do they have water in Dayton? We are in the Navy after all.” She couldn’t imagine any place so rural hosting a Navy project.

      “I’m pretty sure there’s not even a coast.” Viv shrugged.

      Lonnie laughed. “It’s as landlocked as a state can be.”

      Evelyn considered the facts. “Well, I can’t wait to learn why the Navy thinks we need to be here.”

      

      Mark Miller hunched over the plans spread across the table. He ran his fingers through his hair but didn’t see anything different. The Bombe should work. Yet each time they ran a code something happened. The machine refused to operate as designed.

      Joe Desch, the wiry man leading the top-secret project, stood at the head of the room and crossed his arms. “The Navy wanted this machine operational months ago. What are we missing, gentlemen?”

      The engineers filling the room slumped in defeat. They’d all worked too many hours for too many weeks to endure more dead ends. Each failure prolonged the stranglehold the Germans had on Atlantic transportation lanes. Cracking the code could change the war on many fronts.

      “All right.” Desch rubbed his chin. “We’ll review this again tomorrow. Let’s give Adam another test run.”

      Mark followed the group back to the large, sweltering room that housed the large computer. It might be a cool May day outside, but the machine raised the temperature to July levels in Building 26. Mark stared at Adam. Would the machine decode the German messages this time or break down in a flash of sparks?

      Either that or the war would end. The Engineers had worked eighty-hours a week more often than not since the National Cash Register Company landed the Navy contract in an effort to develop the machine. Mark had worked on the project since September 1942, employed by the brilliant Joe Desch and NCRC. He hadn’t anticipated the relentless pressure when he’d returned to Dayton after his studies in Boston at MIT.

      The machine clanked, then stopped. Mark held his breath and prayed mechanical sounds would replace the sudden silence.

      “Again?” John Fields rubbed a handkerchief over his face and shoved it in his back pocket. “Maybe this problem is beyond us.”

      Grabbing his tools and moving toward the machine, Mark shrugged, refusing to admit defeat. “We’ll tear it apart again. Find the trigger.”

      “Why waste our time? We’re making the machine go too fast.”

      “You know the Navy won’t lower that requirement.” He didn’t blame the Navy. Thousands of German messages were intercepted each day, but remained gibberish without a way to break the thorough scrambling the Enigma machines accomplished. Without that breakthrough, the convoys sailing the Atlantic continued to be torpedoed by German U-Boats. The war couldn’t be won when all the men and materials crossing the Atlantic sank to the bottom. “We have to get this right.”

      “At least you’re single. Alice isn’t happy with the hours I’m keeping here.”

      As Mark helped remove the front of the machine, he tried to ignore the sting from John’s words. He didn’t want to be single. He’d love nothing more than settling down. But none of the girls he knew ever quite fit him. His current girl Paige came closest, but it had only been a few weeks. Too early to know what could develop between them, but he hoped…for what? Someone who would understand him? Someone to put up with the quirks of his job? Someone who supported him as he used his education in the war effort?

      That shouldn’t be too much to ask.

      A Navy sailor entered the room and motioned to Mark. Mark jolted to his feet. “Sorry, John. I’ve got to go.”

      John stared at him. “You’re leaving? Just like that?”

      “Um…yep. I promised to help transport the WAVES to quarters.”

      A knowing grin spread across John’s face. “I see. Maybe I should join you.”

      “Mr. Happily Married? Don’t think so.” Mark slapped John on the shoulder. “See you tomorrow.” He reached the door and nodded at the sailor. ”Ready for me?”

      “Yes, sir.” The sailor turned and headed down the hallway, leaving Mark to hurry to follow.

      Mark’s mother had talked him into helping. He’d be one of a handful of men surrounded by seventy women. It might appeal if he didn’t have a steady girl. But what kind of women joined the military? His Paige was the picture of femininity, much like his mother and sister Josie. Now his kid sister Kat with her love for all things rough and tumble could join the WAVES. He shook his head at the thought. God help the WAVES if she decided to enlist.

      Two buses waited outside Building 26. A handful of men loitered next to them. “Was I the last?”

      “Yes, sir.” The sailor grinned. “Guess you got distracted. If you’ll climb aboard, we’ll go.” He checked his watch. “Their train arrives in ten minutes.”

      Mark climbed on the nearest bus and settled into the seat behind the driver. What could he do to help these women? Bellhop for them? Take their bags, stow them, and carry them to the right cabin?

      The buses drove through the National Cash Register complex then up Main Street. The station sat at Sixth and Ludlow, and Mark could hear the whoosh of a train’s arrival as he climbed off the bus.

      “This way.” The same sailor led the way through the station to the track.

      If these gals traveled with half the luggage his sisters did, he’d feel it tomorrow. What had he agreed to?

      Mark leaned against the train station wall and watched. Soon a stream of women in navy suits disembarked. One led the way to the sailor. She seemed to have an extra insignia or two on her lapels.

      “Are you ready for us, ensign?”

      The ensign snapped to attention. “Yes, ma’am.”

      “At ease, sailor.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” He pointed back through the station. “The buses are out front.”

      “Thank you. We’re eager to see our new quarters.”

      Mark worked his way through the gaggle of women to the baggage car. He reached for the nearest bag. A gloved hand touched his.

      “I’ll take that.” He looked up into a composed, weary face. The gray eyes arrested his attention.

      “Ma’am. I’m here to help with the bags.”

      “I’m sure that’s kind of you, but I can handle mine.”

      From the set of her chin, it looked like she’d made up her mind. However, this might be her first experience with Midwestern hospitality and manners. He tightened his grip and smiled. “I’m sure you’re capable, but I’m here to make sure you’re transition to your cabin goes smoothly. Please let me. I insist.”

      Her fingers loosened on the handle, but Mark wasn’t sure it was his charm and welcoming words. He had a sneaking suspicion it was the word “cabin” that stopped her. Interesting. Almost as intriguing as the hint of tears in her eyes.
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      Evelyn felt singed by the heat in the man’s gaze. He might claim his act was service in the guise of Midwestern hospitality, but it felt like a contest of wills. After a broken heart, she’d promised herself she’d never trust another man with anything important to her. That included more than her heart. But did she really want to carry that heavy suitcase another step?

      Slowly she released her grip and stepped back. “Thank you then.”

      He continued to appraise her in a way that left heat climbing her cheeks, even as his look remained a far cry from the kind she usually received from men. Maybe her looks didn’t match his expectations. The man secured his grip on the bag, then tipped his head. “It’s my pleasure. My name’s Mark Miller. Welcome to Dayton.”

      “Thank you.” She tipped her chin. “It will be an experience.”

      He chuckled and nodded. “That it will. The buses are through the station. Go ahead, I’ll be right behind with your bag.”

      She turned around and hid her hot cheeks. It didn’t appear Mr. Miller intended to make fun of her, but he had no plans to back down on his…chivalry.

      “What has you all bothered?” Viv’s quiet voice pulled Evelyn from the churn of her thoughts.

      “What do you make of that man?”

      “The one carrying your bag?”

      Evelyn nodded.

      “He’s handsome and volunteered to help. Relax and appreciate the assistance, Miss Independence.”

      The girl was right. It was nice to have someone attend to her needs. As she climbed on the first bus, she reminded herself not to get used to it. The WAVES wouldn’t feel spoiled for long. “Guess I’ll enjoy the help.”

      “I plan to.”

      Evelyn turned in her seat and watched out the window as Mr. Miller deposited her case into the bowels of the bus. He made the large case look weightless.

      “He is quite handsome,” Viv teased.

      She had to agree. The man moved with the grace of a weekend athlete.

      Lonnie settled into the seat across the aisle from Viv and Evelyn. “Where do you think they’ll billet us?”

      “Definitely not on a boat.” Viv answered.

      Evelyn shook her head. “Isn’t that a river over there? Maybe they’ve docked a boat along it for us.”

      The gals chuckled, as the buses pulled out of the station parking lot. They drove by a Biltmore. Evelyn knew they wouldn’t be lucky enough to stay at a hotel like that. But what could Mr. Miller mean by cabin? The image that flashed into her mind was filled with drafty rooms and mosquitoes. The drive wasn’t long, and she tried to take in the feel of the small city. After a few minutes, the buses turned into a wooded acreage. Tall trees lined the property and its scattered buildings of all sizes.

      “Welcome to Sugar Camp, ladies. Please follow me to your new home.” Lieutenant Meyers ushered them into a large building that looked like a cafeteria. “Go to the front tables to get your cabin assignments.”

      Cabin? Evelyn’s hope that Mr. Miller was misinformed crashed to the ground. “This is a change from basic training.” The dormitories in New York City had made her feel claustrophobic. Didn’t sound like that would be a problem here.

      Viv nodded. “You can say that again.”

      By the time Evelyn reached the front of the line and collected her cabin assignment, she was ready to collapse. Who’d have thought travel would take that much out of a gal? She plodded back to the bus, ready to collect her suitcase and satchel. Mr. Miller stood there, the sweat lining his forehead an indication he hadn’t spent the last hour waiting for her.

      “Carry your bag for you?”

      He asked this time, but the glint in his eyes let her know the expected answer. Frankly, she welcomed the help. She longed for a chance to recuperate from the travel, preferably in a nice, warm bubble bath. “Thank you, kind sir.”

      She gave him the number of the cabin, and he led the way across the camp. “You’re over here.”

      The cabins looked small. Maybe there were only a couple people per cabin. But if that was the case, there must be another dozen cabins hidden on the grounds. Mark knocked on the door and opened it. He placed the bag inside and stepped back out. “Here you go.”

      “This is home?” The thought had Evelyn ready to take her bag and hike right back to the train station and Washington. She hadn’t expected the Biltmore, but this…it was ridiculous. The cabin smelled musty with a hint of mold that tickled her nose.

      “Good luck.” He turned to leave.

      “Th…thank you.” She closed the door behind him.

      A chill filled the small room. Its walls were uncovered wood paneling. She supposed it held a rustic charm, but not exactly how she planned to live. It looked like original plans called for the room to hold two twin beds with side tables and lamps mounted into the wall. Between them stood a built-in closet. Probably adequate for two women, but someone had transformed each bed into bunks suggesting four would live in the small space.

      “Do they really expect four …here?” The thought of being stacked on top of other people made her stomach churn. She enjoyed people more than most, but this…

      “You don’t have to look so excited about sharing it with me.” Vivian stuck her tongue out, and poked her head through an inside door. “Here’s the bathroom. Looks like it leads to another bedroom.” The small woman shivered. “This cabin could use some heat.”

      Evelyn gazed around the room but couldn’t find a heater or radiator system. The blankets lining each bed looked impossibly thin. “Be glad we’re here for the summer?”

      Viv nodded. “That’s right. Though it doesn’t feel like summer yet.”

      No, with the clouds ready to drop rain at the slightest provocation, a heavy dampness permeated the area. Evelyn could feel it to her bones.

      The main door opened, and two more women entered the room.

      “Hey, gals. I managed to change my cabin assignment and am with you after all.” Merriment filled Lonnie’s eyes as she dropped her bag. Lonnie pointed to the gal next to her. “This lovely lady is our new roommate Mary Ellen. Just met her in the cafeteria.”

      A woman with dark hair, glasses, and a pleasantly plump build, Mary Ellen walked over to one of the lower bunks and plopped her suitcase on top of it. Without a word, she began unpacking. Evelyn had to fight the urge to tell the woman to wait until they’d had an opportunity to decide who would live where.

      Viv grinned at her. “Don’t worry, I’ll take a top bunk.”

      “Thanks.” Evelyn watched the activity and had the unsettled feeling she’d been plopped in the middle of a hurricane. Silly girl, she hadn’t thought hurricanes reached as far inland as Ohio.

      

      The next morning Mark sat in the weekly beating rubbing his aching shoulders. He needed to spend more time on the baseball diamond if that little bit of lifting yesterday had him all tense.

      “Time is running out.” Admiral Meader’s voice echoed through the cold, concrete room. He marched back and forth in front of the assembled engineers and machinists. “Each day that we don’t have a working machine leads to more Allied deaths on the Atlantic.”

      Mark scrunched lower in his seat.

      “What do they expect us to do?” John spoke behind his hand toward Mark.

      “Work round the clock.”

      “I thought we were already doing that.”

      Meader walked toward them. “Do you gentleman have anything to add?”

      “No, sir,” Mark mumbled.

      “We’re planning an invasion of the mainland, but German U-boat attacks still have our convoys reeling. We have to break these codes. Whatever it takes. If we must work around the clock, so be it.” He turned back to the rest of the room. “Any questions?”

      There were none. The problem came in the lack of solutions.

      No matter how many different ways Mark approached the problem, he couldn’t see a way to make the machines cooperate.

      The Germans had a machine they called the Enigma. It scrambled the German messages into gibberish by spinning a message through four different wheels, each spin changing the letter combinations. The British with the help of Polish scientists had broken the code when the machine contained three interchangeable wheels. Then the Germans added a fourth wheel, and the code became unbreakable. The United States landed the challenge of breaking the four wheel code. The Bombes were designed to race through calculations, but so far the machines excelled at breaking down or springing oil leaks, not solving codes.

      Something had to be done, but no matter where they turned the problem loomed bigger than any solution.

      That wasn’t good enough.

      Every day that message pounded into their heads. Even if Meader and the other Navy bigwigs didn’t remind them, the headlines in the papers were more than sufficient.

      Some days, Mark wished he’d never accepted the position.

      The meeting finally ended, and Mark and John returned to their Bombe.

      John eyed the machine. “Adam looks tired.”

      “Just your imagination.”

      “Maybe we should give him the day off.”

      Mark snorted and watched the techs work on the machine. A quick visual inspection indicated the seals had held overnight.

      The Enigma machine was small, barely filling a hard-sided valise. In contrast, the Bombe stood a foot taller than Mark and wider than a good-sized davenport. That meant a lot of computing power trying to break a code with possible combinations that ranged in the millions. Astronomical numbers.

      The door opened, and Mark looked up. Who could be coming in? He knew everybody who had access.

      His jaw almost dropped when he spotted a group of gals dressed in WAVES uniforms.

      One of the gals looked around, then took a step back. “I’m sorry, I don’t think we’re supposed to be here.”

      John stepped between the women and Adam. “You’re right. Only those with clearance are allowed in here.”

      A M.P., one of the military police stationed in Building 26, hurried in the room a sheepish expression on his face. “Ladies, you’ll need to leave now.”

      Mark watched a moment. Someone would have to learn why no one guarded the door. This was exactly the kind of breach that they guarded against.

      What exactly were these dames supposed to do other than get in the way and distract the single guys from their jobs? This couldn’t be a good idea. No, with the pressure the Navy had on them to find a solution yesterday, any distractions here in Building 26 were a bad idea.

      

      Evelyn followed the other WAVES into the large room. She hadn’t expected the silence. She had assumed the hum of the machine would fill the room with a low roar. Then she noticed the men scrambling around the machine, though a couple stared at the WAVES like they’d intruded on sacred ground. This machine looked like a marvel of modern engineering. The magnitude of wiring and components welded and soldered together impressed her.

      “What do you make of that?” Vivian gestured to the machine.

      “I’m not sure.” Evelyn edged closer. She’d never seen anything like it. “They’ve strung processors together.” She longed to analyze and study the machine. They must be working on something amazingly complex to need such power. Code breaking?

      “Ladies, I’m sorry, but we’ve made a mistake.” Lieutenant Meyers hurried in from the hall. “Please follow me.”

      “Won’t some of us help with these machines?” Evelyn hoped so.

      “No, Ensign Happ. Not at this time anyway.” Lieutenant Meyers urged them toward the door. “If you’ll follow me…it’s time for the rest of your orientation.”

      The rest of the WAVES turned to file out, but Evelyn stood rooted to the floor. She wanted to understand every element of how the machine was constructed and what it could do. She’d studied all those years for an opportunity like this. Excitement pulsed through her.

      This was why she’d joined the WAVES.

      “Are you joining us, Ensign Happ?” Lieutenant Meyers cleared her throat.

      Evelyn jerked out of her reverie, and found one of the men openly watching her. Mark? Yes, the man who helped her yesterday. So he was part of this endeavor? That would explain his presence at the train station, though he didn’t look like a valet today. His eyes were guarded, unlike his welcome yesterday. What had happened to all that Midwestern hospitality? She noted his broad shoulders and dark hair that waved around his forehead and ears. Not the typical engineer build. When he didn’t break eye contact, she winked at him, then turned on her heel. “Lead on.”

      That night Evelyn crossed the wooded compound of Sugar Camp from her cabin to the chapel. She followed a steady flow of women filing into the building. Seventy voices quieted at Admiral Meader’s command, and the WAVES sat forward on the pews. Evelyn thought they all looked eager to learn more about why they’d come to Dayton.

      As far as she was concerned the machines were enough reason, but she knew the others were unlikely to appreciate their purpose.

      Admiral Meader moved to the front of the room, behind a table. A small man sat behind it with an intense, brooding look like he’d rather be anywhere else. Lieutenant Meyers sat next to him, back ramrod straight, uniform perfect in every detail.

      The admiral surveyed the women. “Ladies, you are here to assist with a top-secret military project. You will play a critical role in building parts for the machines, maintaining the machines, and eventually running them.

      “However, you may never talk to anyone about the job you do in Building 26. Not even among yourselves. If any of you do talk, you will immediately be removed to St. Elizabeth’s hospital where you will serve the rest of the war.”

      St. Elizabeth’s? Where was that? Not that Evelyn was interested in finding out. Everyone treated this project gravely signifying a hidden importance.

      “This project is of critical importance to the overall war effort. Accordingly, you must treat it carefully and make sure your lips never become loose about the work you do here. If you feel you are unable to do that, tell us now, and we’ll remove you from the location immediately.”

      Vivian leaned closer to Evelyn. “Is he serious?”

      Evelyn studied the commander, noticed the intent stare and serious lines around his eyes and mouth. “Yes, I think he is.”
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