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Battle not with monsters, lest ye become a monster, and if you gaze into the abyss, the abyss gazes also into you.

—Friedrich Nietzsche






By the pricking of my thumbs, something wicked this way comes.

—Shakespeare, Macbeth, Act IV, Scene 1







Prologue

THERE WILL ALWAYS BE AN ENGLAND!

The graffito had been painted defiantly in blue on a brick wall in an alley off Piccadilly, near Green Park in London, during the Battle of Britain, in June 1940. Now, almost a year and a half later, it was faded, pockmarked, almost obliterated. Like London itself, like the British people, still standing alone against Hitler and bracing against imminent invasion of their island, it had seen better days.

Commander Ian Fleming walked past the scrawled sentiment with Dušan Popov, down Piccadilly to St. James’s Street, then made a sharp left onto the almost-hidden St. James’s Place. Their destination: Dukes Hotel, one of the Commander’s favorite haunts. In Fleming’s opinion, the bar at Dukes was the best place in London for a Martini, the American Bar at the Savoy notwithstanding.

Fleming was the private secretary and protégé of Rear Admiral John Godfrey, Director of Intelligence for the Royal Navy and the linchpin of all of the top-secret British intelligence agencies as well as the Prime Minister’s staff. He was a handsome man, with hooded, downward-slanted eyes, a largish nose, and full lips. He’d just returned from the United States, where he’d assisted Godfrey in writing a blueprint for a new intelligence agency for the U.S. government, in the hope that it would help the existing ones overcome the petty infighting and withholding of information.

Fleming and Popov passed through Dukes’s elegant lobby with its graceful staircase to the dimly lit bar. “It’s not the same,” Fleming mused, shaking his head as they sat down on blue velvet chairs at a small table in the corner, where they couldn’t be overheard.

“What’s not the same?” Popov asked, beckoning to a waiter in a white coat. They were surrounded by the soft sounds of murmured conversations, punctuated by the occasional muted ring of the telephone from the front desk. “Champagne, my good man.”

Popov was known as an international playboy, a lawyer with an import–export business in Belgrade that often took him to London. He was handsome, almost louche, with a rakish self-confidence that made some of the women in the bar—as well as a few of the men—glance over with interest. His receding brown hair was brushed straight back, his complexion olive, and his eyes gunpowder gray. His hands were manicured.

“Nothing’s the same,” Fleming replied. “Dukes. London. All of Britain. It’s sad now, worn-out, disheartened. I brought you here instead of Boodle’s because I knew you’d appreciate the scenery.” The two men looked around the small bar. A fire crackled in the fireplace, but still the room was chill. Forced white hyacinths on one of the side tables drooped; they gave off the sickly sweet aroma of decay. A few older men and their lady friends sipped drinks.

Fleming lowered his voice. “But look at these women—too thin, wearing made-over gowns, their lipstick more wax than color. Last year, they would have been laughing and flirting. Now they just look tired—”

The waiter returned with a bottle of Champagne and popped the cork. He poured the pale liquid into two coupes.

Fleming lifted his to the light and inspected it. “—and even the Champagne’s flat.” During the first year of the war, Londoners had delighted in defying Hitler, making it their personal battle to drink and dance as much as they could to thumb their noses at the Nazis and their bombs, which rained down nightly. In the midst of tragedy, it had been a mark of honor to attend parties and the theater, even if evenings ended in bomb shelters. Those days were now gone. London was changed, scarred, depressed, nerves stretched to the breaking point.

“I passed by a factory the other day,” Fleming continued, taking a sip of Champagne. “There was all sorts of noise and banging hammers and singing—sawdust everywhere. And I thought, How wonderful—life and industry go on.” He grimaced at the wine’s taste and set the glass down. “Then I realized they were making coffins.”

Popov took a sip and, like Fleming, pushed it away. He lit a cigarette. “It’s bad in Berlin, too, if it makes you feel any better.”

“A bit,” Fleming admitted. He looked around to make sure they couldn’t be overheard. “Now, let’s hear what you have for us.” Popov was working for the British, as a double agent. He was Serbian by birth, born into an affluent Yugoslav family. And he was also a spy. First as agent “Ivan” for the Nazis, then as double agent “Tricycle” for the British.

Popov leaned in. “I’ve just returned from Lisbon,” he said in a low voice. “My Abwehr handler there wants me to set up a network of Nazi spies in the U.S. They have a number of willing recruits, but they’re so bumble-fingered that they were caught by the OSS. So Canaris wants me to go to the U.S. and do the job right. Specifically, the Germans want me to go to Hawaii.”

“Hawaii?” This surprised the usually unflappable Fleming. “That’s a bit off your usual beat, old thing.”

“My handler gave me a very interesting questionnaire, from the higher-ups at the Abwehr, who are working with the Japanese. He wants me to fill it out when I go to the United States next week.”

“Really.”

“It has to do with Pearl Harbor, to be exact. The U.S. just moved their fleet there, from San Diego. They want me to gather information to be passed to Germany, then on to the Japanese. Detailed questions about Pearl Harbor’s port facilities, fuel supply, fuel dumps, ammunition dump, ships and where they’re berthed. Detailed operational planning. Looks like the British attack on Taranto proved to be an inspiration. The Royal Air Force took out more than half the Italian fleet at one go. One can only assume that Japan wants to repeat a surprise Taranto-style raid at Pearl Harbor.”

Fleming shook his head. “Pearl’s too shallow.”

“When the RAF took out the Regia Marina in the harbor of Taranto they used aerial torpedoes, which took out the ships despite the shallow water.”

“Bloody hell.” Fleming took another sip of Champagne and grimaced again. “If the Japs attack Pearl Harbor—”

“—it might be just the thing to get Roosevelt and the Yanks into this war.” Popov sighed, tapping his cigarette’s ashes into a heavy crystal bowl.

“I’ll set up a meeting for you with Hoover at the FBI when you arrive in Washington.”

Popov leaned back in his chair, eyeing a new woman who’d entered the bar. “By the way, did you know that the Germans aren’t using invisible ink anymore?” he said, finally turning his attention back to Fleming.

“No?” Fleming cocked an eyebrow. “What are the Krauts using?”

“Microdots. Pages and pages of information, stored in a period on a piece of paper. Here’s a telegram with one—have your people take a look at it.” He reached into the inside pocket of his dinner jacket and pulled out an innocuous-looking missive, laid it on the table. Then, “Speaking of the Abwehr, how is Clara Hess?”

Fleming sighed, then reached over and smoothly pocketed the envelope. “She’s been in the country for over two months now. We haven’t gotten much from her. But Churchill feels she’s worth more to us alive than dead.”

“Beautiful woman, Clara Hess.”

Fleming once again raised an eyebrow. “Her too?”

Popov shrugged. “What can I say? I have a reputation to uphold.” He smiled. “Frain says now that she’s defected, she wants to spy for Britain—become a double agent.”

“I don’t trust her.” Fleming pushed away his coupe. “However, that doesn’t mean she can’t be useful to us.” He beckoned to one of the white-jacketed waiters.

The man walked over and bowed slightly. “Is everything all right, gentlemen?”

Fleming waved a hand. “Please take away this ghastly excuse for wine—”

The waiter bowed again. “Yes, sir. So sorry, sir—”

“—and bring us each one of your fabulous Martinis. Plymouth Gin, of course.”

“Yes, sir. Right away, sir.” The waiter swiftly made his way back to the bar.

Fleming called over, “And my good man—make sure they’re shaken, not stirred.”

As befitting his cover as a Nazi agent, Popov took a Pan American Dixie Clipper flying boat from San Ruiz, Portugal, to New York, and then traveled by train on to Washington, DC. He was carrying seventy thousand dollars in cash, four telegrams containing eleven German microdots, a hardcover copy of Virginia Woolf’s Night and Day—which he would use for coding radio messages back to London—and a torn business card to identify himself to a German agent in New York City. He used one of the microdots to bring the Pearl Harbor questionnaire—which he intended to give to Hoover.

Popov arrived at Union Station in Washington, then took a taxi to the Beaux-Arts-designed Mayflower on Connecticut Avenue. He checked in using the U.S. dollars he’d been given by his German handler. The first thing he did after tipping the bellman for his bags was to search his penthouse suite for listening devices. He didn’t trust the FBI. He didn’t trust the Nazis. He didn’t trust anyone except himself, really.

Placed about the rooms were vases of exquisitely made orchids in cut-glass Waterford vases. He pulled the flowers out. One by one, he checked every vase, and in every one, microphones were attached to the stems of the silk flowers—FBI-issued, from the looks of them.

Popov unzipped his suitcase and took out several boxes of medical cotton wool, kept for just such occasions. He wrapped each microphone in each vase individually, smiling as he did so. It would have been too easy just to destroy the mikes; leaving them, but keeping them from actually recording anything, was a much more elegant solution.

Despite jet lag, he had a reputation to uphold. A quick shower and shave, a bespoke dinner jacket, a splash of lavender-scented Pour un Homme de Caron, and he was ready to go to hear jazz at the Howard Theatre.
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After days of interminable bureaucratic delays, Popov finally was able to have his audience with Hoover. The head of the FBI was an autocratic man, whose public image was that of puritanical morality. He was stocky, with a fleshy face and tightly set lips.

After a string of late nights, Popov arrived freshly shaved and lightly scented with cologne, hair slicked back with pomade. Although he’d met a number of times with Percy Foxworth, chief of the FBI’s Special Intelligence Service and principal liaison with British Security Coordination, this was his first meeting with Hoover. The FBI director didn’t bother to stand as Popov was ushered into his office by a stern-faced secretary.

He met Popov’s eyes with a baleful glance and then a brusque “Sit down.”

Popov did, looking around Hoover’s office. It was spacious, but spartan and meticulously clean, with a large American flag and an enormous bronze eagle presiding. The room smelled of floor wax and window cleaner.

“I realize this meeting is unusual,” Popov said, crossing his legs and taking out a cigarette, “but it’s urgent. I have information you must see—a matter of the United States’ national security.” Popov handed over a sheaf of bills, a few telegrams, and a personal letter.

“No smoking in here,” Hoover barked. Then, “What’s this?”

Popov put away his unlit cigarette but gave a Cheshire-cat smile. “Information from the Abwehr. A questionnaire from the Japanese—about Pearl Harbor.”

Hoover examined the bills, turning them backward and forward, holding them up to the light to check for invisible ink. He found nothing. And nothing on any of the other papers. “Don’t joke with me, Popov—you’ll regret it.”

“Sir, I assure you that all the information from the Abwehr is contained in those documents.”

“Fine, I’ll have one of our cryptographers take a look at them.”

Popov’s smile spread over his leonine face. “No need. Is there a microscope in the building? Tweezers?”

Calls were made and when a young and cowed minion finally procured both, Popov picked up a seemingly nondescript telephone bill and held it in the slanted light from the window, showing Hoover how one of the full stops had a reflective coating. Carefully, Popov lifted the dot from the paper with the tweezers, and then put it under the microscope. He gestured to Hoover to look.

The director of the FBI stood and begrudgingly did.

Popov’s smile broadened. “In that particular dot, you will find the Abwehr questionnaire, which we believe is research for Japan’s Taranto-style attack on Pearl Harbor.”

Hoover’s face turned red. “Sit down, Popov,” he snapped, starting to pace.

Popov continued, “The U.S. fleet in the Pacific operates on an inflexible schedule—at sea for certain lengths of time and at port in between. If someone is able to figure out this schedule, a sneak attack while the ships are docked at Pearl—most likely on a Sunday—is a clear possibility.”

“Attack on Pearl Harbor.” Hoover rounded on his desk, and pounded on it with his fist to emphasize each word. “Ridiculous! The Japs wouldn’t dare! We all know that you’re a rich man, a popular man, a handsome man—”

“I’m a spy,” Popov interrupted, also standing. “I’m not a spy who turned into a playboy, I’m a man who’s always lived very well who’s turned into a spy. That’s my cover, and it’s a superb one. However, if I were undercover as a factory worker, I’d work as a factory worker.”

“Why don’t you, then?” Hoover spat.

“Because the Germans, who have known me for decades as an idle playboy, would be suspicious. But please believe me, if I thought it would help our common cause, I’d live on bread and water, in the worst slum you could procure.”

“With your own agendas and access, of course. You work for the Nazis, you work for MI-Six—now you’re allegedly trying to help us! Where are your loyalties, man? Do you even have any?” He sat and waved one hand. “Get out.”

Instead Popov took out his cigarette. This time he lit it. “I have brought you and the United States of America a serious warning, on a silver salver, indicating exactly where, when, how, and by whom your country is to be attacked.”

“And even if this preposterous questionnaire points to an attack, which I doubt—looks like routine surveillance to me—what do you want in exchange?”

“I want you to pass it along to President Roosevelt, to the Secretary of State, to the Secretary of War, to the heads of the Army and Navy. To that poor bastard Kimmel, who’s the Commander in Chief of the Fleet in Pearl Harbor. To any of your boys looking after Ambassador Kichisaburō Nomura in Washington and the Japanese consulate in Honolulu. They all need to know what’s coming—and they’ll need to coordinate their efforts.”

Hoover’s eyes narrowed. “What else do you want?”

“The Germans want me to go to Hawaii, to keep an eye on Pearl, to create a spy network there, to feed information to their Japanese agents there. It’s the ideal position for me to send crucial information to you.”

Hoover snorted. “You want to sit out the war on Waikiki Beach, Mai Tai in hand, courtesy of the U.S. government? Add a few hula girls to your roster of showgirls and movie stars and burlesque dancers, heh?”

Popov was trying valiantly to hold his temper. “We all have our areas of expertise, Mr. Hoover. Mine is the life of an international playboy. But just because of that, or even in spite of that, don’t disregard me, or my message. I think a Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor is imminent. And President Roosevelt needs to be warned.”

Hoover gave a braying laugh. “I do believe you’re trying to teach me my job, Popov!”

Popov shook his head. “I don’t think anyone could teach you anything.” He stood and clicked his heels together. “Sir.” He left.

“Good riddance!” Hoover called after him. He gestured through the open door to his secretary, a stern-faced plump older woman in glasses and pearls. “File this,” he said, holding out the document with the tips of two fingers, as though it carried plague germs.

The secretary entered his office. “File it under what, sir?”

“Doesn’t matter. Just get rid of it.”



Chapter One

Maggie Hope had thought that summer in Berlin was hell, but it was nothing compared to the inferno of darkness that now raged in her own head, even as she was “safe as houses” in Arisaig on the western coast of Scotland.

A mixture of shame, anger, guilt, and grief had become a miasma of depression, which followed her everywhere, not at all helped by the lack of daylight in Scotland in November. She’d once heard Winston Churchill describe his own melancholy as his “Black Dog,” but didn’t understand it. She’d pictured a large black dog with long silky fur and dark, sad eyes, silently padding after his master.

But now she knew the truth: The Black Dog of depression was dirty and scarred, feral and rabid. He lurked in the night, yellow eyes gleaming, waiting for a chink in the armor, a weakness, a vulnerability, a memory. And then, jaws wide and fangs sharp, he would leap. She had trouble sleeping, and when she did finally fall unconscious, she had nightmares.

Sometimes, just sometimes, Maggie had a few moments in the morning, when she first woke up, when she didn’t remember her nightmares, or any of what had happened. Those were blessed moments, innocent and sweet. Until her mind started working again, and the sharp ache returned to her heart. She remembered what had transpired in Berlin. Remembered that her contact, Gottlieb Lehrer, was dead—a devout Catholic who’d shot himself rather than be taken by the Gestapo for questioning. Remembered that she herself had killed a man.

“It was self-defense,” the analyst she’d been ordered to see by Peter Frain had told her. “It’s war. You don’t need to torture yourself.” And yet, even though he’d shot first, and she’d killed in self-defense, the man’s eyes—sad and reproachful—haunted her.

As did the high-pitched voice of the little Jewish girl being pushed into a cattle car in Berlin, destined for Poland. “I’m thirsty, Mama,” she’d cried, “so thirsty.” What happened to her? Maggie often wondered. Did she die on the train? Or later in the camp? Could she still be alive? Because now that Maggie—and most of the rest of the world—knew that the Nazis were capable of killing their own children, calling it “Operation Compassionate Death,” she didn’t hold any hope at all for the children of Jews.

And as if that weren’t enough burden, her mother, Clara Hess, a Nazi Abwehr agent, was imprisoned in the Tower of London—and asking to talk with her. She was also scheduled to be executed soon, if she didn’t share some of the top-secret information she possessed.

And then there was John Sterling, with whom she’d worked at Number 10 for Mr. Churchill during the Battle of Britain. And had almost been engaged to marry. And who’d become an RAF pilot and been shot down near Berlin. And even though she’d managed to rescue them both and get them safe passage from Berlin to Switzerland, their return to London had been, well, less than romantic. More of a romantic disaster, really.

Maggie turned over beneath the scratchy gray wool blankets, reflexively reaching for the hard outline of the German bullet, which had just managed to miss her heart. Dumb luck was what had saved her—and allowed her to kill her attacker, instead. The doctors in Switzerland, and then in London—even one of her best friends, Chuck, a nurse—had wanted her to have the bullet removed, but she refused. She called it her “Berlin souvenir.”

I’m dead inside, she thought, not for the first time since she’d made it to Arisaig. Worse than dead—if I were dead at least I wouldn’t have to remember everything anymore.

On her nightstand, the black Bakelite clock ticked, and she reached over to turn it off before the alarm rang. Maggie concentrated on breathing—in and out, in and out. Even that caused pain, as though she had a shard of ice in her heart.

Maggie had heard the expression heartache before, of course, but never thought it would be so literal. So much pain, physical pain in her heart. But the heart was just a muscle, an organ, made to pump blood—not to feel things. So was it stress? Adrenaline? What made it hurt so much? Of course, the brain wasn’t much better—the brain could be a hellish prison of despair and pain and emptiness. Who knew that the brain could be such a traitor?

It didn’t help that it was coming up on Thanksgiving—and even though she’d lived in Britain since 1938, Maggie still missed her Aunt Edith, a chemistry professor at Wellesley College. She missed the United States sometimes too, truth be told. She missed its innocence—or was it ignorance?—of war, its clear skies and untouched cities. Not to mention unlimited hot water and unrationed food. Although she was British by birth, she’d been raised in the U.S., and even though she’d made a choice to throw her lot in with the Brits when war started, she missed her aunt and her friends and their broad, flat, nasal accents. She missed Thanksgiving. She missed turkey and cranberry sauce and pumpkin pie. She missed Boston and Cambridge. She missed America.

Maggie sighed and then rose, washed her face and brushed her teeth in the rust-tinged water in the enamel sink, and changed into her clothes, the brown twill jumpsuit all the instructors wore over layers of thermal underwear and wool socks, plus standard-issue thick-soled boots. She twisted and then pinned up her long red hair with her tortoiseshell clip. If she’d been doing office work, as she had been doing at Number 10 Downing Street, she would have put on the pearl earrings that her Aunt Edith had given to her when she’d graduated from Wellesley in ’37—but not only were they inappropriate for her job as an instructor at an SOE camp, she’d lost them somewhere in London after returning from Berlin. Not that anyone cares about anything as frivolous as earrings anymore. But they were another symbol of everything she’d lost.

Sallow and pinched, with shadows under her eyes and a chafed red nose, Maggie shrugged into her thick wool coat and pulled on a scarf and stocking cap. She left the upstairs flat of the gardener’s cottage, where she’d been assigned to live, and headed to Arisaig House, the large home that loomed above.

Although her body ached and felt as if it were made from spun glass, she jogged to warm her muscles before breaking into a run up the path of the rockery, taking the steep lichen-covered flagstone steps to the manor house at a brisk jog in the darkness. It was November and so it was light only from eight thirty in the morning to four thirty in the afternoon. But to Maggie it always seemed dark, not Henry Vaughan’s “deep but dazzling darkness” but a sinister absence of light.

Arisaig House was the administrative heart of the War Office for Special Operations Executive—or SOE, as it was better known—in Scotland. SOE was neither MI-5 nor MI-6, but a black ops operation, training agents to be dropped into places such as France and Germany, and helping local resistance groups “set Europe ablaze,” as Winston Churchill had admonished. The SOE used great houses all over Britain to train their would-be spies, sparking the joke that SOE really stood for “Stately ’omes of England.” While training camps were preliminary schools, or specifically dedicated to parachute jumping or radio transmission, Arisaig was the place where trainees received intense training in demolition, weapons, reconnaissance, and clandestine intelligence work.

Isolated on the far western coast of Scotland, closed off by military roadblocks, the rocky mountains and stony beaches were perfect for pushing trainees to their physical and mental limits. Arisaig House was the administrative hub, with its own generator and water supply. Other great houses in the area were used for training—Traigh House, Inverailort, Camusdarrach, and Garramor, just to name a few. Maggie’s lips twisted in a smile as she recalled how groups of Czech, Slovak, and Norwegian trainees had stumbled over the Scottish and Gaelic names.

But it was the perfect place for Maggie, still recovering from her wounds.

As an instructor, she trained her charges harder than Olympians—swimming in the freezing loch, navigating obstacle courses in the cold mud, and mastering rope work. From other instructors, the trainees learned field craft, demolition, Morse code, weapons training, and the Fairbairn-Sykes method of silent killing. Anything and everything they might need to know to be sent to France, or Germany, wherever a local resistance group might need aid.

Maggie hadn’t always been a draconian instructor; in fact, the very idea would have made her formerly bookish and dreamy self laugh in disbelief. She’d wanted to earn her PhD in mathematics from MIT, but had instead been in London when war had broken out in 1940. She’d found a job in Winston Churchill’s secretarial pool, and, after discovering secret code in an innocuous advertisement, and then foiling an IRA bomb plot, had been tapped for MI-5. She’d been sent to one of the preliminary training camps in Scotland as a trainee in the fall of 1940. While she was excellent at Morse code and navigating by stars, she’d flamed out spectacularly at anything that required the least bit of physical fitness.

Approaching the manor house, Maggie recalled how furious she’d been when she’d washed out of the SOE program and Peter Frain of MI-5 had placed her at Windsor Castle to look after the young Princesses. But in retrospect, it had done her good. She’d grown stronger both mentally and physically, and was able to help save Princess Elizabeth from a kidnapping plot.

After her assignment at Windsor with the Royals, she’d returned to SOE training in the spring of 1941. She made it through all the various schools, and, as a newly minted agent, was sent on a secret mission to Berlin. Now she had returned once more to Arisaig House—but this time as an instructor. As she opened the thick oak door, the bells in the clock tower chimed eight times.

The vestibule of the large stone manor house led into the great hall, which SOE had turned into a lobby of sorts, with a desk for a telephone and a receptionist. Sheets protected the grand house’s chestnut paneling from the government workers, while Arisaig and Traigh Houses’ owner, a Miss Astley Nicholson, had been relocated to a smaller cottage up the road for the duration of the war. However, the spacious high-ceilinged entrance hall with its mullioned windows, staircase elaborately carved with birds and thistles, and views over the fields dotted with white sheep leading down to the jagged coastline made it clear this was no ordinary office.

In the vestibule, Maggie heard an ongoing discussion by some of her current charges: this time around, mostly young women bound for France. Pausing unnoticed in the doorway, she stopped to listen.

“Yes, Miss,” the girl on receptionist duty said into the black telephone receiver, twisting the metal cord around her fingers. She was short, sturdy, and a bit stout, with a wide grin and eyes that crinkled when she smiled, which was often. Her name was Gwen Glyn-Jones and she was from Cardiff, Wales. But her mother was French, and she had a perfect accent from summers spent just outside Paris. She wanted to become a radio operator—if she survived the physical training at Arisaig.

In the light of an Army-issue lamp, Gwen scribbled something down on a scrap of paper, and finished with a number. “Yes, Miss—I’ll make sure Miss Hope receives the message as soon as possible. Thank you, Miss.” She hung up.

“Message for Lady Macbeth?” one of the other girls asked. Yvonne had been born and raised in Brixton, London, but her grandfather was French—from Normandy—and, like Gwen, she was bilingual.

“The one and only.” The girls giggled. Maggie was strict. She was hard on her students. She never smiled. None of the women at Arisaig House liked her. None of the men liked her much, either, for that matter. “I loathe being in her section.”

Yvonne leaned in. “Why does everyone call her Lady Macbeth?”

“Because she’s a monster.” Gwen lowered her plummy Welsh-inflected voice. “Rumor is, she has blood on her hands.”

Yvonne’s eyes opened wide. “Really?”

“I heard she killed a man in France.”

Two other trainees walking down the staircase, a man and a woman, joined in the exchange. “I heard she killed three men in Munich,” the woman offered.

One of the men said, “I heard she was interrogated by the Gestapo and never talked—”

“She’s always nice to the gardener’s dog …” Yvonne ventured.

“Well, Hitler loves dogs, too.”

All right, that’s enough. Maggie swept in, giving them what she’d come to call her “best Aunt Edith look”—cold and withering.

“Two, Five, and Eight—aren’t you supposed to be out running?” Maggie had given her trainees numbers instead of names.

There was an uncomfortable silence, punctured only by the ticking of a great mahogany long-case clock. Then, “I’m on desk duty …” sputtered Gwen.

“And I was waiting …” Yvonne tried.

Maggie held up one hand. “Stop making excuses.”

“I’m—I’m sorry, Miss Hope,” Gwen stuttered.

“Stop apologizing.” Maggie looked them all up and down. “You—Twelve—stay here and do your job. You others—go run on the beach. Relay races on the stony part of the shore—they’re good for your ankles and knees and will help your parachute jumps. I’ll be there shortly.”

They stared, frozen in place.

Maggie glared. “I said, go. Go! Gae own wi’ it, as they say around here!”

The trainees nearly fell over themselves in their haste to get away from her. Gwen became very busy at the reception desk.

Harold Burns, a fit man with smile lines etched around his eyes and rough skin dotted with liver spots, walked in from one of the other huge rooms of the house, now used as administrative offices. He favored Maggie with a wintry grin from around the billiard pipe clenched between his teeth. The tobacco smoke smelled sweet in the frigid air.

He removed the pipe to speak. “Impressive, Miss Hope. I remember a time when you could barely run a mile without passing out. Or twisting your ankle. Or dropping your fellow trainees in the mud.”

Maggie put a finger to her lips. “Shhhhh, Mr. Burns. That’s our little secret.”

Burns fell into step beside her. They entered what used to be the great house’s dining room. “When you first came here, you were god-awful. One of the worst trainees I ever had. But you persevered. And you came back. You worked hard. I’ve heard of some of the things you’ve accomplished, Miss Hope, and I must say I’m proud.” Mr. Burns was a survivor of the Great War. Maggie could see in his eyes that, like her, he had seen things. Things he wished he hadn’t.

The grandfather clock chimed, sending out a loud metallic gong. Maggie started, breathing fast, pupils dilated.

“It’s all right,” Mr. Burns murmured as if to a lost lamb, nearly putting a hand on her arm—and then withdrawing it. “You’re safe here, Miss Hope.”

Safe. Who’s safe, really? Certainly not children with any sort of illness in Germany. Certainly not the Jews. Certainly not young men who just happen to be on the wrong side of a gun. But Maggie liked Mr. Burns, she did, even though he’d been hard on her when she’d been in his section. In fact, much of what he taught her had helped keep her alive in Berlin.

She looked out the window, to the sheep grazing in the neighboring fields, in the shadow of mountains. Maggie watched them until she felt calmer.

“Thank you, Mr. Burns.” She reached for the letter in her marked mail cubby and opened it. She frowned as she read the contents.

“Everything all right, Miss Hope?”

She didn’t receive that many letters. Occasionally a postcard from David, Mr. Churchill’s chief private secretary at Number 10—with funny pen-and-ink cartoons illustrating his favorite expressions: Merciful Minerva and Jumping Jupiter. Sarah sent letters in loopy scrawl on hotel stationery from around Britain, on tour with the Vic-Wells Ballet. And Chuck wrote less now that her husband, Nigel, was stationed in the Mideast and she was taking care of their baby, Griffin, almost three months old. And of course there was RAF pilot Captain John Sterling, now working once again for Mr. Churchill. But after what had happened between them in London last summer, after their return from Berlin, Maggie didn’t expect any letters from him.

But in fact, everything was not all right. The letter was regarding Maggie’s house—the house on Portland Place in Marylebone that she’d inherited from her Grandmother Hope and moved to in ’38. The house she’d lived in with flatmates Paige, Sarah, Chuck, and the twins. The house that, after everything that had happened with the attempted assassination of Mr. Churchill, the planned bombing of St. Paul’s, and Paige’s death, she’d wanted nothing to do with. She’d let out to a lovely couple—he a high-level mucketymuck at the Treasury and she a young wife with the Wrens.

According to the letter, the house had sustained significant bomb damage. Her tenants—who had survived—had moved.

“Fine, fine, Mr. Burns,” Maggie murmured. “Everything’s just fine.”

But her face said otherwise. She hadn’t been to the house in over a year, yes—but it was still a part of her, part of her family, part of her past, a past that had grown ever more complicated and confusing the more she learned about it. And now it had been bombed. Was she sad? Angry at the Luftwaffe? Maybe even just a little bit relieved to be free of the responsibility of it and forced to move on? It doesn’t matter anyway, she decided. Probably all for the best. She crumpled the letter and threw it into the waste bin.

Burns shifted his weight from side to side. “You know, Miss Hope, I served, too—over in France, in the trenches. I was a soldier then. Oh, you wouldn’t know it now, but once I was young—almost handsome, too. We all were, back then. Saw a lot of my friends killed, better men than I ever was, and killed any number myself.”

“Mr. Burns—no one died. Truly. It’s just a house—my house—that was bombed. But no one was hurt. And houses can—perhaps someday—be rebuilt.”

Mr. Burns didn’t seem to hear her, lost in his own memories. “I don’t remember their faces, but I still think of them. What I try to remember is the Christmas truce—Christmas of ’14, we had a cease-fire over in France. We sang songs, if you can believe—us with ‘Silent Night,’ and them with ‘Stille Nacht.’ Same melody, though. We even had a game of football, that afternoon, the ‘Huns’ versus the ‘Island Apes.’ Then, the next day, back to the killing business …”

He shook his head. “I’ll leave you to read your telephone message, Miss Hope.”

“Thank you, Mr. Burns.” Maggie turned her attention to the message Gwen had written out:


Sarah Sanderson called to say that the Vic-Wells Ballet is performing La Sylphide at the Royal Lyceum Theatre in Edinburgh. She may be going on as the Sylph (and she specified, “the lead sylph, not one of the idiot fairies fluttering uselessly in the background”). She’ll put house seats on hold for you and truly hopes you’ll make it!



Long-legged and high-cheekboned, Sarah was one of Maggie’s closest friends. At first Maggie had found her intimidating—Sarah was so worldly, after all, so beautiful and glamorous, with the slim figure of a runway model, dark sparkling eyes, and long dark hair. But she had an irresistible sense of humor and was given to witty retorts in a decidedly Liverpudlian accent.

Maggie had only seen Sarah a few times since they’d parted ways in London the summer of the attempted bombing of St. Paul’s Cathedral, and missed her. If it was at all possible, she’d make it to Sarah’s performance. The trouble was the Black Dog. Would the Black Dog let her? Sometimes it was hard to know. He was always ready to strike, but would he go for her throat? She walked back to the entrance hall, Mr. Burns not far behind.

“Miss Hope?” Gwen asked from her seat at the reception desk.

Maggie blinked. “Yes, Twelve.”

“Are you—are you going to go to Edinburgh to see your friend dance in the ballet? Because that sounds so very exciting and glamorous—and, quite frankly, fun.”

Fun. What’s fun anymore? The Black Dog growled low in his throat and bared his teeth. But he didn’t strike.

“Miss Hope?” Mr. Burns said. “I’ll arrange for the time off, if you’d like to go.”

Maggie crumpled the message and threw it into the trash bin. “Thank you, but I won’t be needing it, Mr. Burns.”

She turned back to the girl. “Carry on, Twelve!”

Then she pivoted on her heel to make her way to the back garden and down to her trainees, whom she’d sent to run on the beach.

I can’t, Sarah, I just can’t do it, she thought. I’m sorry, so very sorry.

Take it up with the Black Dog.



Chapter Two

As the winter sun was rising in Arisaig, Scotland, it was setting over Kagoshima Bay in Japan—a deep inlet on the south coast of the island of Kyūshū, Japan’s southwesternmost island and the port for the city of Kagoshima. The bay was shallow and well protected, just like Pearl Harbor, which made it ideal for Admiral Yamamoto’s war games.

Isoroku Yamamoto was the newly appointed and highly decorated Admiral of the rengo kantai—the combined fleet of Japan’s Imperial Navy. He was in his midfifties, short and slim, with cropped graying hair cut so short that his skull showed white beneath the bristles. White gloves hid the loss of his two fingers at the Battle of Tsushima. The Admiral wasn’t what anyone would call handsome, but he had a certain wry charm, and when he smiled his face lit up.

Yamamoto excelled at all games of strategy, including poker, mah-jongg, and shogi—Japanese chess—and loved to gamble. He was also the man behind the questionnaire Dušan Popov’s Nazi handler wanted to take with him to Pearl Harbor, Hawaii.

But Yamamoto didn’t want to fight. And certainly not with the United States of America, earning him the nickname “the Reluctant Admiral.” He didn’t believe Japan should have withdrawn from the League of Nations or that Japan should have signed the Tripartite Pact with Nazi Germany and Fascist Italy.

But when the United States had placed an embargo on scrap metal shipments to Japan, closed the Panama Canal to Japanese shipping, and stopped oil and gasoline exports, relations between Japan and the U.S. grew ever more strained. Japan would have to either agree to Washington’s demands or use force to gain access to the resources it needed.

Yamamoto stood on the deck of his ship in the cold wind, his breath visible, watching the long-range fighter planes with red suns painted on their wings engage in a mock attack of the ships in port. He held binoculars and looked through, muttering, “Perfect.” As Yamamoto gazed at the Mitsubishi Zeros silhouetted against a leaden sky, the wind changed direction.

Behind him, an officer cleared his throat. “Here’s the latest intel, sir.” The young naval officer saluted, then handed him decrypts from Consul Nagai Kita in Pearl Harbor. “And Kita and Yoshikawa also sent these.”

The officer handed over a packet of postcards, which Yamamoto flipped through. Greetings from Pearl Harbor! read one. Aloha! exclaimed another. Wish you were here! Yamamoto’s lip twitched at the irony. All the postcards had glossy color photographs showing a clear aerial view of Pearl Harbor.

“I want every pilot to have one of these,” Yamamoto ordered, raising his voice to carry over the wind. “They should all have one taped to the dashboard of their planes.” He looked at the young man. “Tell Kita we’ll need more.”

The officer saluted, his cheeks flushed from the cold. “Yes, sir!”

Yamamoto looked through the binoculars again. “I wish the General Staff could see this,” he muttered.

“Sir?” The young officer hesitated, unsure whether to stay or go.

“They think that naval engagements are won by whoever has the most battleships. The war in Europe is being fought by the Luftwaffe against the RAF. Ships have nothing to do with it anymore.”

“They won’t have a chance against our pilots at Pearl Harbor, sir.”

Yamamoto lowered the binoculars. The young man’s ears turned red; he knew he’d spoken out of turn.

“I hope our differences may be resolved through diplomacy—peace is always better than war. Always. And anyone ignorant enough to want to go to war with the United States should think about that—especially General Tōjō and his Army hotheads!”

The young man cringed. “Yes, sir.”

“It’s the Army leaders who are at fault—a bloodthirsty lot.” The Admiral looked at the young sailor. “Take a message from me to Commander Fuchida when he lands, saying congratulations on a brilliant drill.”

“Yes, sir.”

The young man left and once again Yamamoto peered through his binoculars. “Genda’s mad plan is a gamble,” he muttered, watching the planes. “Six aircraft carriers, planes with modified shallow-water torpedoes, an attack on a Sunday at dawn … Refueling, weather … If we achieve a surprise attack …”

The Admiral shook his head. “No, it is up to the diplomats to prevent all this. They must prevent this.”

What Yamamoto didn’t know was that the reports they were sending from Honolulu to Tokyo were being decoded in Washington, DC. And not just by the Japanese Embassy, but by the Americans, as well. The Americans had broken the Japanese diplomatic code, which they called “Purple.”

At the U.S. Navy headquarters, an anonymous limestone office building on DC’s National Mall, Lieutenant Commander Alvin D. Kramer was also reading Kita’s reports, sometimes decrypting them faster than the Japanese Embassy did. A tall, thin man with the gaunt face of an ascetic, he was responsible for evaluating the intercepts and distributing them to the Navy’s higher-ups. His dark-blue uniform was spotless, the white of his collar matched the white of his hair, and the gold bars and stars of his epaulets glinted under the office’s fluorescent ceiling lights.

Kramer’s fiefdom was in the Main Navy and Munitions Buildings on B Street: a large airless, windowless room where men translated intercepted messages and women typed, the clatter of keys punctuated by the occasional shrill ring of one of the many telephones. The scent of ink and correction fluid hung in the stale air. The walls were lined with shelf upon shelf of files containing untranslated Japanese diplomatic decrypts, stacked so high that some could only be accessed by ladder. There just wasn’t enough interest, or enough manpower, to translate all of them as they poured in.
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