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For my wife, Esther, who has followed me around the world and back again.

The sacrifice of leaving behind her family, friends and country became even more prominent when I had to write about them. Thank you for your love and always being there for me.







PROLOGUE

London

March 1st, 2022

The bomb’s massive explosion shook the ground, shattered electricity substations and destroyed apartment complexes and hospitals, killing hundreds of Kyiv civilians. The cries of women and children were punctuated by the sound of rapid gunfire as Ukrainian soldiers fought the Russians street by street, house by house, the fallen left dead in their own blood on the desolate streets.

Annabelle turned off her TV, unable to watch any more.

She sat in the kitchen of her father’s apartment in Paddington, sipping a latte from Harrison’s on Spring Street, her customary beverage, even if the rest of the day would be anything but customary. The war was intensifying by the hour.

How had life come to this?

She had no answer. But she did have access to power – to a singular, godlike technology, unknown to any other person alive – enabling her to alter this war, perhaps end it. But to use it was to break a solemn promise she had made to her father four years ago. The power was within Annabelle’s reach at all times. But the use of it, even with good intentions, came with great risks and unforeseeable consequences.

It terrified Annabelle to possess this power and the secret of it, all alone, but to involve anyone else entailed monumental risk, both to her and her family, who’d guarded the secret since World War II.

She paced, thinking, weighing the dangers against her chances of using the device successfully.

Could it even be done?

It came down to belief. Belief in herself, belief in her own ability to use the power safely, responsibly, not just for her, not just for her family or even her country, but for all humankind.






PART 1







CHAPTER 1

London, Savoy Hotel

June 6th, 2018

Since she was twelve years old, Annabelle’s father, David McIntosh, would take her for afternoon tea at the Savoy Hotel, where they enjoyed the mouth-watering delights of smoked salmon sandwiches, strawberry tarts, a pot of Earl Grey for her father and a hot chocolate for her. As she got older, these wonderful tea parties in the opulent lounge would give way to the American Bar, the hotel’s Art Deco cocktail bar, where they would listen to the soulful tunes of the resident pianist while enjoying glasses of champagne.

She rarely wore a hat, but for her father and the location she made an extra effort. Her pink and yellow summer dress from Karen Millen was stylish but not overstated, perfect for the uncommon heat of the English summer. Entering the hotel lobby, she was hit by the cool air conditioning as she scanned the lounge for her father. He was obsessed with being on time for appointments and within seconds she saw him, wearing his ‘posh cloths’, as he called them: chinos, button-down Oxford shirt from Polo and a blazer. Despite being in his early seventies, David was handsome and would easily pass for someone ten years younger.

She walked steadily towards him, her high heels reverberating through the lobby as they connected with the marble floor. Her smile widened with her excitement. Every year was the same: the hotel, seeing him. She felt like a teenager all over again, basking in the company of someone who she loved.

But today she could tell there was something wrong.

He was nervous, preoccupied too. He barely touched his champagne following the toast. This was not like him. He was usually full of energy, eager to see and talk to his daughter. He started their conversation on safe and familiar ground. ‘How are the boys?’ he said. He knew how they were.

‘They’re fine,’ she replied anyway. ‘Alex is growing up so fast. Too fast. But Justin still likes me to cuddle him and kiss him like a little baby. It melts my heart every time.’

‘And Edward? How’s his law practice? Is he coping, being married to a government minister? It can’t be easy for him.’

At the age of thirty-seven, she had been elected as Member of Parliament for Guildford in the 2015 general election and now, just three years later, had been invited to join Theresa May, the British prime minister, as a junior minister for health. Her husband, Edward, ran a successful law firm in London.

‘He adores the boys, and the firm is doing well. For both of us, the pressure from work is sometimes overwhelming. I don’t know what I’d do without him.’

‘I’m so proud of you, Belle. It’s not easy to juggle career and parenting, and you hardly had the best teacher in me.’ David’s guilt from being absent from his daughter’s life could be seen in his eyes.

‘Don’t say that, Dad. You did your best, I know that, and anyway I haven’t turned out so bad, have I?’

‘No, Belle,’ said David, staring at his untouched champagne.

He paused for a long moment. It worried her. Her father was not one to be at a loss for words. David looked at his daughter and there it was, a subtle change in his posture, his eyes alert, focused, back on mission.

‘It’s your fortieth birthday, Belle,’ he said as if she might not know. ‘I need to give you something very important. Something given to me by your grandma when I was a bit younger than you.’

‘A present, from Grandma? From Scotland?’ Annabelle said, perplexed. ‘She’s been gone so long. Why didn’t she give it to me herself when she was alive? And why are you just giving it to me now? Why wait, Dad?’

‘I’m not sure I would class this as a present,’ he said. ‘It’s more of a… legacy. This is something that goes back to World War II, and you have to believe me when I tell you this – what I’m going to give you, Belle… it’s important. And it needs to be protected at all costs.’

Annabelle, who was nervous now, stared at her father, his face so serious, and found herself unable to speak. She leant forward in her chair, holding her gaze, urging him to continue, confused and impatient.

‘Okay. Tell me, Dad, where is this mysterious gift? Do you have it on you?’

‘I think,’ her father said, ‘that maybe we should order a real drink first.’






CHAPTER 2

Princeton University

June 1938

Alan Turing received his PhD from Princeton University on the 21st of June 1938. His doctoral adviser was Alonzo Church, who had invited him for afternoon tea at Fine Hall, often the meeting point of Princeton’s finest mathematicians. The decor was ancient: antique mahogany-lined walls and tables contrasted their golden browns with the lush green sofas and less comfortable chairs. Glass chandeliers shone a minimal light, adding to the reverence of the room and the masters of mathematics who frequented it. Alan knew it was considered an honour to be invited by the faculty as he took his seat. Even though he had worked with Church for a long time solving complex problems, he was nervous, and he thought he knew why.

‘So, I hear you turned down my colleague von Neumann’s offer of a job and to stay on at Princeton,’ said Church.

‘Yes, I’m afraid so. As tempting as the offer is, I feel I really must return to Cambridge,’ replied Alan.

‘That would be a pity, Alan,’ said Church. ‘You know that I admire your mind and we work well together, which is not always the case in a place like Princeton. Will you not reconsider? Have you considered the political landscape? It looks like Mr Hitler may have designs on the rest of Europe. Are you sure this is such a good time to be returning to the motherland?’

‘I’m sure it is not,’ Alan replied. ‘But if there’s going to be trouble, maybe I will be able to help in some way.’

‘Surely you are not going to enlist.’

‘No, nothing like that, but the government will need cryptographers, and the work that we’ve been doing here could be an enormous help.’

‘You could perform that work here, in safety,’ suggested Church, eager to retain Alan’s brilliance and his friendship.

‘Yes, I’m just not so sure that would be honourable, to let my countrymen suffer while I remain here. My mind is quite made up. In fact, I’m booked on the Normandie in July and will return to England.’

‘I see,’ said Church. ‘All I can do then is to wish you safe travels. It has been my absolute pleasure working with you, and I hope we will see each other soon, in less troubling times.’

‘Likewise, Alonzo. Thank you for your guidance and your friendship. I will never forget it.’ The two men shook hands and wished each other well.

As Alan left the hall, other members of the faculty came to wish him well on his journey.

Alan felt excited to be going home but not without a little trepidation at leaving the university, its comfortable setting and brilliant minds.



Dr Alan Turing sailed from America in July 1938, returning to King’s College at Cambridge University. Once settled into his rooms, he went for a walk around the college grounds. Alan sensed immediately that the normal peaceful courtyards and meeting places were gone. The heated discussions between students and colleagues about politics, economics and sport were replaced with concerns of war. Jewish students, even professors, kept to themselves, not wanting to attract the attention of the British Fascist party and its members, many of whom sat in the same lecture halls, sporting pins with the sign of the swastika, their elitist confidence on show.

Hitler and his Nazi party had risen to power in Germany. In March 1939, they invaded what remained of Czecho-Slovakia unopposed by European nations. They were determined to create a new super race, a third Reich. The German nation would control Europe, and the ‘Untermensch’ – the inferior, comprising Jews, Gypsies and impure bloods – would be wiped off the face of the earth.

The efforts of the prime minister, Neville Chamberlain, had bought some time but failed to prevent their plan, and on the 1st of September 1939, the German Army invaded Poland.

Three days later, on September 4th, the day after Britain declared war on Germany, Alan reported for duty at Bletchley Park, fifty miles north of London.

Bletchley was the home of the Government Code and Cypher School. Alan, being a mathematical genius, was attached to Hut 8, where he and the rest of the team were tasked with breaking the code used by the Germans in their Enigma machine.

Enigma looked like a typewriter. A series of wheels and light sockets lit up a character when a key was pressed. An ‘A’ might be translated into a ‘Q’. But the code was changed every twenty-four hours at midnight, giving the team only a small window of time to glean meaningful information from the traffic intercepted by Communications. Without a fixed cypher, it was impossible to break the code.

At the start of the war, the team at Bletchley was pitifully small. Alan was joined by Gordon Welchman, who had studied mathematics at Cambridge, becoming Dean of Sussex College before the war. The pair were later joined by UK chess champion Hugh Alexander, an Irishman who, like his colleagues, had studied mathematics at Cambridge, obtaining a first class degree. At the outbreak of the war, Hugh, along with the rest of the British chess team, had been competing in Buenos Aires, Argentina. Abandoning the competition, they returned to London, where Hugh was recruited to Bletchley and ultimately appointed to Hut 8.

Alan and his meagre team used mathematical cyphers and algorithms to interpret the many messages that flooded in. Occasionally they had a lucky break, but nothing that could provide the key. He was convinced that no man was going to solve the problem of Enigma – there were just too many possible outcomes. He proceeded to build a machine consisting of hundreds of valves and rotors joined together by complex wiring that would test the millions of possible combinations from the encrypted signals being received. The task took months of failure and frustration. The machine was huge, seven feet tall and seven feet wide and two feet deep.

By 1940, the Battle of the Atlantic was raging. German U-boats were sinking 280,000 tons of shipping per month, killing thousands of young seamen. The human toll weighed heavy on the frustrated code breakers, and in particular Alan. With every loss, the pressure increased. The team gave Alan’s machine a nickname, Victory, but as the days passed without any victories, he felt the name somewhat mocking.

Victory’s rotors spun through the possible combinations in a monotony of cacophonous noise, only to be silenced by the bell that rang out signifying the retirement of that day’s code and another failure. Alan’s frustration turned into anger. He became critical, not only of himself but of his colleagues, lashing out at their stupidity and failures.

He needed help. The team was too small. He needed to recruit.

Much to the bemusement of his colleagues, Alan placed a crossword competition in The Times, asking anyone who solved it in less than ten minutes to ring a telephone number. To the team’s amazement, this led to a small number of men and one woman attending a test, overseen by Alan personally. Only one contestant passed his exacting exam: Joan Clarke.

She was a remarkable mathematician who had obtained a double first in mathematics at Cambridge, although this was in name only as Cambridge did not admit women to ‘full’ degrees until 1948. Joan had a quiet disposition and dressed plainly but had an extraordinary brain for solving analytical problems. Initially, she was placed in an administrative role with other women.

One week later, she joined her colleagues in Hut 8, although her papers referred to her as a clerk and she was paid accordingly. Joan was excited to be working alongside the most brilliant minds in the country, where she could make a difference, save lives. The prospect suddenly turned to fear and self-doubt – would she be good enough? Would she fit in? As she stared at the small wooden hut, her trepidation calmed. ‘They’re just mathematicians,’ she told herself, ‘no different to those at Cambridge, and they’re men, no different to all the men you have encountered and bettered your whole life.’

Joan took a deep breath as she stepped into Hut 8 and the world of Alan Turing, unlike any other man she had encountered, anywhere.






CHAPTER 3

Bletchley

July 1940

Joan spent her first weeks at Bletchley trying to interpret German naval signals using different cyphers, anything that could give a location or a heading. She had been successful with only two transcripts, but nevertheless received praise from Alan and Hugh, made even sweeter when they told her that hers were the only successes of the day.

Taking a break, she stepped through the wooden door and lit a cigarette, breathing down the unfiltered tobacco smoke deep into her lungs, the rush coursing through her body as she took in her surroundings. She gazed at the beautiful grounds of Bletchley Park. The impressive Tudor-Baroque mansion sat on 58 acres of land and its lawns and flowerbeds were well attended. She took in the splendour of the beautiful roses and tulips, their bright yellow and red petals in sharp contrast to the bland wooden huts that housed the code breakers.

The smell of freshly cut grass hung in the damp still air as she lifted her head to the sky. Less than fifty miles away over London, RAF Spitfires and Hurricanes weaved through Luftwaffe bombers and their Messerschmitt escorts. The Battle of Britain had begun, and victory seemed an unlikely outcome. Joan, like everyone else, lived in a paradox, trying to get on with their lives calmly while in constant fear of the German bombs.

But this Friday evening Joan had been invited by the boys from Hut 8 to join them for a drink and dinner at their local pub, the Eight Belles. Joan went back inside to finish her work, before changing for her big night out. She had been at Bletchley for only a month, but working with Alan, Gordon and Hugh she had found acceptance, an appreciation for her mind, her opinions and her genius. Never had she experienced this freedom as a woman, to be held in esteem, to be valued as an equal. It was intoxicating. Alan had already changed her working hours to coincide with his, and as they worked more closely together, she found herself drawn to his brilliance despite his clumsy nature and famous bad temper.

The team were eager to leave for the night, but Alan, who was the Head of Hut 8, was still working in his office. Gordon looked at Hugh, who gave him a nod, and he stepped inside.

‘Are you coming, Alan?’ asked Gordon.

‘Where – to the pub? I don’t see anything to celebrate,’ said Alan. ‘Or are you simply drowning your sorrows, while our men perish because we’re not good enough?’

Joan saw the anguish in Gordon’s expression as he lowered his head to avoid eye contact with his stewing boss.

She went to his aid, placing her hand on Alan’s arm.

‘We all feel the pressure, Alan,’ she said. ‘We see the list of the dead from the admiralty. Don’t think that we do not care – we do, terribly. Now you are their leader, you need to motivate them, so get your coat and cheer up.’

‘I’m not sure that I know how, but I’ll try,’ said Alan, his anger and frustration dissipating as it always did in Joan’s presence and with her delicate touch. Alan tidied his desk and picked up his coat and hat, running to catch up with Joan and the team.

The drinks and conversation flowed; air-raid sirens blared in the distance, but no one moved, such was the precarious nature of being alive in 1940. People got on with their lives, almost ambivalent towards the daily dangers they faced. Apart from a few locals, nearly everyone at the pub worked at Bletchley, which now boasted a staff of nearly 500 personnel and was growing every day.

The warm ale and Joan’s gin and tonic helped in masking the blandness of their pie and veg dinner, the result of a nation starved by the German Wolf Pack submarines that hunted and sunk the supply ships, the very prey that the Bletchley team pursued across the Atlantic Ocean.

‘Have you thought,’ said Alan, trying to lighten the mood after his earlier outburst, ‘that when we are successful in our work, the quality of our dinners may drastically improve?’

‘Well, judging by what’s on my plate, we should jolly well work harder or we may all starve to death,’ Joan said.

‘At least the beer is still good. I’ll get another round,’ said Hugh.

While he was at the bar, Hugh caught the eye of a rather striking brunette and invited her to join them at their table. Joan noticed the woman walk towards them: she was extremely pretty and had an athletic figure. Only Hugh, she thought. Five minutes at the bar and he catches the most attractive woman in the joint.

‘Hello, I’m Esther,’ the woman said as everyone made their introductions.

Esther worked in communications and started an animated discussion with the group about the German originator of the messages she had been assigned.

‘I sometimes feel that we know each other,’ she said. ‘I’m certain he’s a man. I can even tell when he’s replaced, if he’s sick or on leave.’

‘How so?’ Alan said.

‘He always starts with a weather report, followed by instructions and coordinates. He wishes them good hunting and of course finishes with Heil Hitler,’ said Esther.

‘What do you mean, “of course Heil Hitler”?’

‘Every report ends with Heil Hitler, sir.’

Joan stared at Hugh, Alan and Gordon. They looked as amazed as she felt.

‘Excuse us,’ Alan said, ‘we have to go.’

Joan rose with the others, and they bolted for the door, knocking over glasses and chairs in their hurry, leaving a rather stunned Esther in their wake.

Back at Hut 8, the team discussed the revelation from their new friend.

‘So,’ said Alan, ‘we now know, thanks to the lovely Esther, that every communication ends with Heil Hitler, which gives us six known unique characters, which we can substitute into the whole coded message – that’s six out of twenty-six letters now understood. We’ve been trying to crack all the code, when all we needed was Heil bloody Hitler.’

Joan found two more letters from the alphabet that appeared with 99 per cent probability, increasing the known letters to eight, or 30 per cent of the alphabet. Joan and the rest of the team stood by as Alan and Hugh changed the settings on Victory and turned on the power.

Alan’s machine whirled into its familiar pattern of noises and movements. Nothing. They waited. Alan stared nervously at Hugh, Gordon and Joan. Hugh shuffled his feet from side to side, puffing nervously on his pipe as Victory continued the calculations.

Clunk. The noise reverberated around the room, followed by another and another, and then the loudest silence they had ever heard as Victory became still.

Hugh scrambled for a pencil and paper. Joan picked up the latest report and read out the first set of letters, ‘CKXT BHYHJ.’

Hugh wrote down the corresponding code letters. With the transcript finished, Hugh translated the German text.


From Naval Command

To U-36 commander

Proceed to area 1841 Atlantic.

Convoy spotted join Wolf Pack Zulu.

Good hunting

Heil Hitler



‘Alan, you’ve bloody done it,’ said Hugh.

Alan silently picked the paper from Hugh’s hand and read the message.

‘No, Hugh. We have bloody done it.’

The eyes of his three colleagues shone with pride. Alan chuckled and smiled with relief.



The Victory machine worked, allowing the team to accurately read and decipher messages sent from German High Command directly to the commanders in the field. The intelligence was codenamed Ultra.

More personnel were added to the team and set to work on the task. The group could now accurately interpret the orders being given to the German Navy, intercepting the U-boats where possible or directing Allied convoys away from the murderous Wolf Packs.

The Germans responded, increasing the numbers of active U-boats. But the success of Ultra reduced Allied losses to just 60,000 tons per month.

They could have reduced the losses even further, saving more lives, but such success would have tipped off the Germans that Enigma had been compromised.

Alan sat in his room holding a cypher that he had decided not to act on. He agonised every time he allowed an attack to go ahead, his justification being that the convoy was too close to the attacking U-boats, that a sudden deviation in their course would seem odd and could alert the German Navy that their intelligence was compromised. But who was he to decide? He had no proof that the change in direction would be noticed to such a degree. How many would die tonight because of his decision?

He turned on the wireless, allowing the music of Mozart and Chopin to wash over his body, relaxing his mind and diverting his thoughts. But as sleep came, he knew the screams of the drowning sailors would visit him.



Alan entered Hut 8 the next morning, the black marks under his eyes clearly visible.

‘Are you okay?’ asked Joan.

‘Just tired, and to be honest I’m struggling with the intel and some of the decisions I have to make. Last night, a convoy was attacked in the Atlantic and I let it happen, three ships went down with 256 souls. I could have saved them, Joan,’ he said, his eyes pleading for forgiveness.

‘Why didn’t you?’ she said, the abruptness of her reply adding to Alan’s sorrow.

Alan was looking for sympathy and was taken aback by the question.

‘Because we only got the intelligence when the Wolf Pack was within twenty miles of the convoy – it would have been noticed and the chances of escape were small. But I do wonder whether a small chance was better than none,’ Alan said.

The additional explanation softened Joan’s demeanour. ‘There’s your answer. You weighed up the probability of saving potential lives against the discovery by the Germans that we had broken their code and you came up short. You did the right thing, Alan, the painful and sad thing, but right all the same.’

‘Thank you. I’m not sure their families would agree, Joan, but thank you for listening.’

The pain was still in his eyes as Joan examined the man standing in front of her. She considered the weight that he bore, making life and death decisions, continually driving the team for improved results, his bravery and vulnerability rarely on display, but seen by her. Alan was known for his awkwardness and snappy remarks but she was seeing another side, gentle, caring and sensitive. She found this side of him attractive and his brain exciting.



They were often seen taking walks together, having animated conversations, captivated by each other’s company. Although the Hut 8 team would often go to the pub, it was now equally common for Joan and Alan to have dinner on their own, or to meet up on the weekend, when they could go and walk in the London parks. Their relationship grew stronger, but somehow remained relaxed. Unlike other couples, they were not worried about romance or what their friends would think. They had their work and they were both equally dedicated to it.

Alan realised that his admiration for Joan had grown beyond their professional relationship. He was immensely fond of her; she relaxed him unlike anyone from either sex had done before. He missed her when she was gone and looked forward to their time together, alone. Could this be love, he wondered.

During one of their long walks after work, Alan finally plucked up the courage to tell Joan exactly how he felt about her, and although it was completely unplanned, this culminated in an unexpected marriage proposal. He was so nervous that he forgot to give her the opportunity to reply.

‘Look, Joan,’ he said, ‘before you answer me, I need to tell you something. About the way I am.’

Passing an empty park bench, Alan held both of Joan’s hands and they sat. She gazed into his desperate eyes and squeezed his fingers, saying nothing but nodding as if to say, ‘Go on.’

‘You’re the first woman that I’ve ever felt… comfortable with, let alone happy with or… able to love. I don’t know how to be with a woman, even whether I’ll be able to…’

‘Shhh,’ whispered Joan. She stroked his cheek lightly with her fingers. ‘I rather suspected as much, but as time has gone by, I thought, what difference does it make? We’re so very happy together – surely this can be enough. Love is not absolutely defined, an equation with only one rule. So, yes. Yes.’

Alan kissed her cheek.

‘There is one thing, though,’ she said, ‘and this will terrify you.’

‘I know,’ Alan interrupted, ‘I’m going to have to meet your parents.’

‘Quite so,’ giggled Joan, but she shared Alan’s nervousness in introducing her somewhat eccentric and introverted fiancé to her conservative traditional parents.



Joan and Alan returned to their hut holding hands. Alan stopped short, looking at Joan, his blue eyes shining as he smiled at his fiancée. Entering the hut, Alan separated from Joan and clapped his hands together. ‘Sorry, everyone. Sorry to interrupt, but I – sorry – Joan and I would like to inform you that we’re engaged,’ he said, relieved not only with her answer but with it now being public knowledge.

‘Congratulations,’ said Hugh, the first to shake hands with Alan and embrace Joan. Gordon and the rest of the now enlarged team followed with their felicitations.

Spirits were high, but there were also a few conspiratorial looks between team members, who, working with Alan so closely, had made up their minds about his sexuality. Despite various thoughts about the announcement, though, no one was going to give up an excuse for a party. ‘Let’s go, chaps, off to the Eight Belles, and bring your wallet, Alan,’ cried Hugh jubilantly.

The rest of the group fell into line, and they marched off to celebrate.






CHAPTER 4

London, Savoy Hotel

June 6th, 2018

The waiter brought two dirty martinis, one for David and one for Annabelle. She took a large gulp of the cool, smooth liquor, the acidic bite of the olive juice drying on her tongue. Her father was being unusually evasive and she was losing patience.

‘What do you mean a present from Grandma that’s not really a present? And it’s dangerous? What the hell’s going on?’

‘This is going to be a lot to take in, Belle, and absolutely has to remain a secret,’ her father replied quietly. ‘Your grandma in Scotland is not my biological mother, as you know. In every other sense, she was my mother, and I loved her, as I know you did.’ He took a long sip of his martini and paused to struggle with something internally. ‘I’m not sure I should even tell you any of this.’

‘You have to now. Explain yourself before I get even more angry than I am. You’re talking in riddles – a present from the past, a legacy, danger. Can you just get on and explain yourself, Dad?’ said Annabelle, exasperated.

‘Okay, but please remain calm while I try and explain this, and let me finish before asking questions. I understand how you feel because I felt the same way when I found out. The difference for me was that the person telling the story was a total stranger. And she told me she was my real mother.’

‘She said she was your mother? You’re not making sense.’ Annabelle finished off her martini and set the glass down, wanting another drink straightaway. She lifted a finger to the waiter and gestured for him to bring one more. ‘Who was this woman? And why did you entertain her story?’

‘Her married name was Joan Murray, but she became famous under her maiden name, Joan Clarke,’ Annabelle’s father said. ‘She was a mathematical genius who helped win the war. She was a code breaker at Bletchley Park.’

‘That Joan Clarke! The Enigma code, GCHQ and all that?’

Her father nodded.

‘How did you meet?’ she asked.

‘She wrote to me and invited me here, to the Savoy, for tea,’ explained David.

‘And she told you that she was your mother?’

‘Yes,’ he replied.

‘Did she have any proof? Did you believe her?’

‘As you can imagine, I was completely shocked. I knew I was adopted, but they told me my birth mother had died having me, and then I was faced with this. All I wanted to do was run away and talk to Ma,’ said David.

‘What did you do?’

‘Nothing. I sat drinking tea as she showed me letters, photographs of my childhood, which now was shown to be a lie. I felt betrayed, sick to my stomach. I was upset, Belle.’

‘What did she tell you next – that Alan Turing was your father?’ She laughed at how preposterous this all was.

The waiter placed a fresh martini in front of Annabelle and she took a sip.

‘Unbelievable, really, unbelievable,’ she said.

Her father’s face took on a serious look as he stared at her.

‘That’s exactly what she told me. Your grandfather, my father, was Alan Turing.’

‘That can’t be true. Turing was gay. The bloody government chemically castrated the guy because he was a homosexual. How can he be your father, and how would you possibly believe Joan Clarke, if it was even the real Joan Clarke?’

‘It was her.’ Her father tapped the stem of his glass nervously, deep in thought. ‘According to Joan, during their time at Bletchley Park, she and Turing got very close. There was a mutual respect for each other’s intellect and dedication to their work. Turing proposed to Joan, and even though she knew of his sexuality, she accepted it, and was quite prepared to be his wife and live as a mathematical couple, problem-solving their way through life.’

‘Is this why you took me to the museum at Bletchley Park when I was younger? I mean, it was interesting, Dad, but not exactly my chosen interest. If I remember correctly, didn’t Turing break off their engagement? How could you possibly be their child? They were never married,’ said Annabelle triumphantly.

‘That’s correct. In fact, according to Joan, it ended badly. Alan travelled to America at the end of 1942 to work with the US security services.’

‘Doing what exactly?’ asked Annabelle, trying to wrap her head around this enormous new story.






CHAPTER 5

London

October 1942

Alan was summoned to meet with Major General Stewart Menzies, the Chief of MI6, the Secret Intelligence Service. Although Alan reported to Commander Alastair Denniston, Bletchley was part of the Secret Intelligence Service, so Menzies had control. Alan had only met him once before, at the very start of the project. He was nervous and was sure nothing good was going to come from the meeting.

Alan entered St Ermin’s Hotel, near the Secret Intelligence Service building at 54 Broadway. In the hotel’s Caxton Bar, he found Menzies sitting in a high-backed green leather chair, warming his brandy glass between his hands, a half-smoked cigarette in the ashtray next to him. Alan was nervous in the company of such a powerful and dangerous man, and failed to make eye contact as he approached his chair.

‘Drink? Or is it too early for you?’ asked Menzies.

‘I’ll have whatever you’re having,’ Alan said. ‘I’m assuming I might need it.’

‘Quite so,’ confirmed Menzies. He signalled the barman to refill his Hennessy and bring one for his guest. ‘Look, Alan, the work that you and your team are doing is first-rate. Everyone is pleased, including Churchill.’

Churchill, Alan thought. That Churchill was pleased meant a great deal to Alan. He respected him, not just because he was prime minister but for the way he would not back down to the tyranny of Hitler, the ultimate bully. However, Alan sensed there was another reason for his being here, beyond mere congratulations.

‘In fact, this request comes directly from Winston himself,’ Menzies said. ‘It seems that the Americans need some help with their cryptographers, and we thought you could go over to Washington as a liaison and see if you can lend a hand. But first you will travel to New York and work with Bell Laboratories on their encrypted telegraph scrambler, which is to operate between Washington and London, known as Project X. What do you say?’

America had joined the war after the Japanese Empire bombed their Pacific Fleet, based at Pearl Harbor near Honolulu, on the 7th of December 1941. More and more so-called Turing Machines were being built on both sides of the Atlantic, but American resources were vastly superior to those of Britain.

And there was a new scientific challenge, in America and Germany.

The race to build an atomic bomb.

‘You want me to tell the Yanks what we’re doing?’ Alan said, puzzled.

‘No. US intelligence is as leaky as a bombed dam. We want you to appear to help, give them some minor intel, solve a few problems, nothing important. There’s a side mission we want you to undertake.’

Alan felt his face redden, hot with anger. Was he being recruited into MI6’s dangerous games? If so, he wanted nothing to do with it. He wasn’t built to spy on actual people, scientists and colleagues. He knew nothing about that world. Codes. Cyphers. Breaking them and creating them. That was his world. Not… this.

The waiter arrived with their drinks.

‘I’m a mathematician,’ Turing said. ‘I’ll leave what you do best to you chaps.’

‘This is a mathematical mission,’ Menzies said. ‘There is a group of US physicists working on what they call the Manhattan Project, code for building the atomic bomb. The team is led by Robert Oppenheimer.’

‘I’ve heard of him. He was at Cambridge, but before my time,’ said Alan.

Oppenheimer was a brilliant physicist and resident professor at the University of California at Berkeley. Now he was playing a more sinister game: the physics of separating uranium-235 from uranium-238. He understood the theory well; however, putting it into practice and building the bomb casing was proving immensely difficult.

‘Apparently, they’ve encountered a few problems, and we thought that you could offer to help,’ said Menzies. ‘But at the same time, find out whether you think they can actually pull this thing off. If the Americans get the bomb, it will change not only the course of the war, but also the power balance of the world.’

‘But they are our allies. Ending the war is what we all want,’ stressed Alan.

‘Agreed, but it would be most helpful if we know firstly that it can be done and secondly when. We have our own atomic program to think of, and this is why it is imperative that you accept this mission.’

‘So let me summarise. You want me to go help the US security services without actually divulging anything of importance, and then worm my way into a top-secret group of scientists and discover whether they are wasting their time,’ Alan scoffed.

‘In a nutshell, old chap. You have this spy stuff down pat.’ Menzies smiled. ‘You leave on the 6th of November and will stay for four months. One of our agents from Washington will meet you in New York. He’ll ensure that you don’t get into too much trouble. I’ve booked tickets on the Queen Elizabeth, so you can tell your team to pay particular attention to your route – between your chaps and her 32 knots, you should be perfectly safe from the U-boats.’

‘I don’t suppose I have a choice in the matter?’

‘Of course you do,’ said Menzies with a smile. ‘But we appreciate that you chose to volunteer, Alan. New York will be fun, no bombs, good food, you should be thanking me. Shall we have a toast? Bon voyage, perhaps?’

Alan and Menzies clinked glasses, and Alan downed his brandy, leaving the hotel with a feeling of dread. He walked off into the drizzling rain, the grey night turning blacker and blacker, reflecting his mood.






CHAPTER 6

New York

November 1942

Alan arrived in New York six days after leaving Southampton, unscathed except for a bout of seasickness and the tedium of listening to what passed as dinner conversation on board the ship. He was met by Charles Phillips, a British-born Canadian who worked out of the embassy in Washington.

Charles was young, well dressed and full of energy. Alan took an instant liking to him. But he knew, of course, that Charles worked for MI6, so he would be careful not to let him get too close.

Charles hailed a cab, and the two men were driven to the opulence that was the Waldorf Astoria hotel at 301 Park Avenue.

This was not Alan’s first time to America or to New York, having studied at Princeton. But to be in such a vibrant city without the threat of bombs dropping from planes overhead was so relaxing – not exactly a word Alan would usually associate with central New York.

The streets were alive with people; lights were blazing on the streets and all around Times Square. Save for people in uniform, it would have been hard to tell that there was a war on at all.

Alan admired the grandeur of the lobby as they headed for the registration desk to check in. ‘It’s a lot to take in, Charles,’ he said.

‘You’ll do swell,’ Charles said. ‘To get you started, I’ve arranged for you to meet someone on Monday as a surprise.’

‘Who?’ asked Alan.

‘Monday! Use the weekend to get some rest, take a load off and enjoy yourself.’

Charles waved as Alan got the lift, accompanied by a bellboy, his luggage having already been transported to his room and unpacked.

When they got to his room, Alan tipped the boy, then collapsed onto his vast, comfortable bed and promptly fell asleep.



First thing Monday morning, Alan and Charles took breakfast at the hotel. Alan couldn’t believe what was on offer. Clearly rationing didn’t exist at the Waldorf. He ordered bacon, eggs, sausage and hash browns for himself, and pancakes covered in berries and delicious maple syrup for his companion.

‘These are amazing,’ said Charles through a mouthful. ‘I think I should meet you here for breakfast every day. I’m going to put on five pounds just looking at this spread.’

When they were both finally full to bursting, they headed off on the short walk to Broadway for the surprise meeting.

The building was unremarkable, devoid of any sign of life. Alan knocked tentatively on the grey wooden door. Footsteps approached and the door opened inwards.

‘Come in, come in. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr Turing. I read your thesis at Princeton and could not miss this opportunity to meet you,’ said the small, grey-haired gentleman who answered. Alan could hardly speak as he came face to face with the revered scientist, his idol since childhood.

‘Please, call me Alan, and the honour is all mine, Mr Einstein,’ said Alan.

‘And this fine gentleman is Mr Oppenheimer.’

Oppenheimer was a tall man, gaunt in the face, who removed his pipe as everyone shook hands and took their seats at a round table in the corner of the small, nondescript office. Oppenheimer served coffee, eager to start the conversation.

Charles was excused, and the three boffins set to talking about their academic lives, their shared love of various universities on both sides of the pond and, of course, their mutual passion, physics. After several hours, the conversation turned to the project at hand.

‘Where do you think you will encounter your biggest issues, the atom separation process or the casing design?’ asked Alan.

‘Both will be overcome,’ said Oppenheimer confidently. ‘We are putting together a sizeable team in New Mexico. You would be welcome, Alan, if you wanted to join us.’

‘The work would be challenging, which is always a temptation for me,’ said Alan, ‘but I’m not sure I would want to create such destructive power and, even less, trust any government to control its use.’

‘You and I agree,’ said Einstein. ‘As Mr Oppenheimer knows, and the State Department for that matter, I’m an active pacifist. And you raise a crucial dilemma.’

Oppenheimer interjected, defensively. ‘I come at the issue from a different point of view. We must have this capability first. To fail could put the Germans, or even the Russians for that matter, in a position to threaten the United States. My job is to solve the problem. It is the job of government to determine its use.’

‘You both raise interesting points,’ said Alan. ‘From my side, I like to think that the work that I do saves lives rather than destroys them. Imagine if that bomb were in the hands of Adolf Hitler now.’

‘That’s my point – that’s why we need to have the capability first, to control the outcome,’ said Oppenheimer.

‘Assuming, of course, that we are the good guys,’ said Alan.

‘Well, there you have it,’ said Einstein. ‘Put three scientists in the same room and you will get three different opinions, the way it should be. It is time for me to leave you to your endeavours with my best wishes and this thought: “A person who never made a mistake never tried anything new.” Good luck, gentlemen.’

Turing was sad to see his idol leave the group. Oppenheimer was clearly set on a course, whereas Einstein was willing to challenge those in power. He would never forget this meeting.

After Einstein left them, the two scientists continued their passionate discussion. At some point, it even took on a spiritual tone, leading the conversation through the philosophy of their work, to the morals of the intended outcome.

‘Those of us who work for the government, designing weapons, building bombs, how do you think we’ll be remembered, Alan?’ enquired Oppenheimer. ‘As scientists or murderers?’

‘In times of war, it’s not possible to be entirely innocent,’ Alan said. ‘Even though I know that death and mayhem are a direct result of my actions, I believe that I’m working towards a common good. If I can shorten the war, millions of lives might be saved on both sides. Surely that is a noble endeavour.’

‘I could apply that logic to my project. If I am successful, it will shorten, if not finish the war. Thousands may die, but hundreds of thousands, even millions of people may live from the same outcome – would you consider that “noble”, Alan?’

Alan nodded. ‘However, once invented, it is impossible to uninvent it. When the atomic age is released from Pandora’s box, warfare will never be the same again. You must know that the resources you are receiving are for a reason. Your government surely will use the weapon, not only, as you say, to shorten the war but to demonstrate to the world the power they possess. It will be inevitable that other countries will obtain nuclear capability, and proliferation will occur.’

‘I understand, Alan, and agree with your conclusions, but I cannot stand by and let another power take the advantage. Even if, in the future, atomic weapons create a political stalemate where usage of the technology would result in mutual destruction, I find this to be a much better place than to be disadvantaged and threatened by communism or fascism. America must be the first country to embrace and control this power, and I will do everything I can to ensure that outcome,’ said Oppenheimer, annoyed at having to justify his actions.

Thinking of his mission, Alan hoped he had not gone too far in upsetting Oppenheimer. He said, ‘You have proved your point, Robert. We are at an intellectual stalemate over the subject, and perhaps that is a good place to be. I respect your opinion, and despite my misgivings I would like to stay on for a while and help you as far as I am able, if you will permit me.’

‘Gladly,’ said Oppenheimer.

The two academics spent the rest of the week wrestling with high maths, advanced physics and complex designs. More questions than answers were found, but progress was made and a lasting friendship between these like-minded gentlemen was kindled in chalk dust on a Manhattan blackboard.






CHAPTER 7

Bletchley

1943

By March 1943, the Germans had surrendered at Stalingrad and were in full retreat, while the British were finally having success against Rommel in Africa. The size of the campaigns and the intelligence that was gathered and distributed was on a gigantic scale.

But for Alan, life had become more mundane. After an extremely successful stint in the US, in both New York and Washington, he returned to Bletchley Park, his reputation greater than ever. There he found, though, that the intelligence teams could now be run by his staff, with little supervision required.

His time in the US had a profound effect on Alan. He was convinced that Oppenheimer would be successful with the bomb and that the world would change. Technology would make everything smaller, faster and more dangerous; countries would compete for their position in the world, and inevitably humanity would suffer. Information was key. Getting that information into the hands of the right people would save lives, maybe even prevent wars, and it would always be a race against time.

Receiving the messages, decrypting the messages and translating the messages could now be achieved in minutes. The problem was always time, or the lack of it. If a message could be sent back in time, the options available to the message reader would be limitless.

Imagine how many more lives could be saved during a war if we had more time, Alan thought. Building a machine that could send a message back in time would truly be a challenge, likely impossible, but if successful, the power would be unrivalled.
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