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				PROLOGUE

				The Boy in Room 110

				“... patient’s 6000 cell count at intake,” Dr. George Taylor wrote, “has dropped to 3500. The persistent loss of white blood cells may indicate septicemia. Color and texture of skin are suggestive of jaundice.”

				He didn’t bother to note that if the count dropped to 1500, the patient would die. Any doctor reading the Mayo Clinic chart would know that.

				Taylor rubbed his eyes; it was after eleven, and he’d been poring over these files for hours while a snowstorm raged beyond his office window. The black-and-white Minnesota landscape was desolate in early February. But in the quiet of the hospital he should have been able to figure out why a good-looking, privileged college kid was wasting away in a bed down the hall. The patient’s charts and files told him little. Every doctor who’d dealt with the case over the past five years had been as baffled as he was. One man’s handwriting broke off, and another’s picked up, while the 1930s wore away. The boy waned and recovered, waned and recovered; but nobody could put a name to his illness—or explain his curious knack for survival.

				“Weight has dropped to 148 pounds, a loss of twelve pounds in six days, possibly due to eliminative diet of rice and potatoes.” Taylor had weaned the boy from wheat—it was just conceivable that he couldn’t tolerate it—but there’d been no improvement in the painful stomach cramps that made most meals an agony. It wasn’t bread that was killing his patient.

				“Eight enemas have been administered in the previous twenty-four hours, and contents of the bowels examined; a significant quantity of blood is observable in the stool.” Maybe it’s a duodenal ulcer, Taylor thought. That could explain the drop in white blood cells. Or maybe it was simply acute colitis. A spastic colon, resulting in persistent diarrhea and the inevitable emaciation. Or even more worrying: What if the free fall in the boy’s white blood cell count meant he had leukemia?

				Taylor threw down his pen and thrust himself away from his desk. At this hour of the night, Mayo was a locked cloister; on their rubber-soled shoes the nurses were hushed as nuns. He didn’t know what was wrong with the patient, but he knew he was missing a critical fact—the puzzle piece that would solve his problem. He was missing it.

				He strode down the half-lit corridor, his heels clacking obscenely—a tall, stooping, hawk-nosed man with a thin carapace of black hair on his skull. His patient was invariably restless; a confirmed night owl, he’d still be awake. Taylor halted in the doorway of room 110.

				“Jack.”

				“Hey, Doc!” The boy closed the book he was reading. “You’re up way past your bedtime.”

				Taylor ran his eyes over the six-foot frame, cadaverously thin under the sheet. Sweat beaded Jack’s upper lip, and his shock of unruly hair needed cutting. But his eyes were alight and a wave of energy seemed to flow from his body. It was uncanny, Taylor thought, how this sick boy could fill a room—even as he threatened to leave it behind forever.

				The doctor cocked his head sideways to examine Jack’s book. Young Melbourne, by somebody named David Cecil.

				“What happened to The Good Society?”

				“Finished it this afternoon.” Jack tossed Melbourne aside. “So what’ll it take to get me out of here?”

				“A higher blood count.”

				Taylor shifted the pile of books at the foot of the bed, frowning at the titles. History of Political Philosophy. Recent Political Thought. Dictatorship in the Modern World. Germany Enters the Third Reich.

				He hefted this last one in his hands. “You a Nazi fan?”

				“Oh, that’s from last year.” Jack was a junior in college now. “But I’m planning to drive through Hitler’s backyard in a few weeks. I figured I’d better reread it.”

				Taylor set the book down as though it burned his fingers. “About that trip—”

				“The Queen Mary’s got a stateroom with my name on it, Doc. She sails February twenty-fourth.” Jack’s jaundiced face was suddenly flushed. “If you try to keep me here, I’ll bring in the big guns. Which means my dad. He’ll spring me from this place.”

				“It’s a hospital, not a prison. We’re trying to save your life.”

				“Sorry.” Jack glanced away. “I just hate to be touched. Always have, ever since I was a kid. It drives me nuts when you guys turn me inside out and come up with nothing. Can’t we just accept that nobody knows what’s wrong?”

				“Not if it means you die,” Taylor said quietly. “What if you take a turn for the worse, all the way across the Atlantic?”

				“My family’s in London. So are a lot of doctors. I’ll be fine.”

				Taylor doubted it. He’d never met Jack’s parents, but their lack of concern about him was legendary at Mayo. Neither his father nor mother had set foot in Rochester; they communicated with Jack’s doctors by telegram. Taylor had never treated a kid who was so profoundly sick and so completely alone.

				“Look,” Jack persisted, “I’ve been sick all my life. You name it, I’ve had it. The last rites of the Catholic Church at age two. My body’s screwed up every plan I’ve ever made. I’m not going to let it screw my senior thesis.”

				“That’s why you’re going to Europe?” Taylor was surprised. “To write a thesis?”

				“Oh, there’ll be some parties, too.”

				“Parties will kill you.”

				“I’m dying anyway.” The boy gave a snort of laughter. “Don’t worry. I’m more interested in research than booze.”

				Taylor sat down on the bed and looked at him. “If you remember, four years ago, after you graduated from boarding school, you took another boat to London.”

				“Yeah. I was supposed to study with Harold Laski at the London School of Economics.”

				“What happened?”

				“I got sick.” His eyes flicked uneasily away from Taylor’s. “Had to come home.”

				“What was the diagnosis then?”

				Jack shrugged. “Agranulo-something. I was supposed to shoot up a liver extract. But it was hard to find in London. By the time I got back to the States, my blood count was higher and I never took the stuff anyway.”

				“Agranulocytosis?” Taylor suggested, his thoughts racing. “Was that the word?”

				“Could be.”

				Agranulocytosis was a disease of the bone marrow, akin to leukemia; it would explain Jack’s plummeting white blood cell count. It would explain a lot of things, in fact—his constant susceptibility to colds and infections, his sudden bouts of hives. The boy’s immune system was shot to hell. “Who diagnosed it?”

				“Some Harvard prof my dad telegrammed.” Jack was studying Taylor’s face curiously. “He didn’t entirely trust British doctors, so he wired this guy named Murphy.”

				“William Murphy? The Nobel laureate?”

				“I have no idea.”

				“That’s not in your file,” Taylor said irritably.

				“Maybe Murphy doesn’t write to Mayo.”

				Taylor stood up and began to pace along the side of Jack’s bed, stepping carefully around the piles of books. He’d have to contact William Murphy and find out why he’d diagnosed agranulocytosis—but that could take weeks, and Jack didn’t have that much time. Not with his white cell count dropping hourly.

				“I think we need to deal with your problem colon first.” Taylor was thinking out loud. “If we could get that under control, you might regain some strength—keep some food under your belt, keep some weight on—and then your white blood cell count might rise. Ever heard of DOCA?”

				Jack shook his head.

				“Desoxycorticosterone acetate,” Taylor said. “It’s an adrenal extract—highly experimental, like Murphy’s liver dose. It seems to control a spastic colon. The problem is, you’d have to administer it yourself.”

				“In Europe, you mean?”

				“Anywhere.”

				“I can do that.” Jack sounded confident, but Taylor wasn’t buying.

				“You wouldn’t do it four years ago, in London. Afraid of needles?”

				“No!” He looked insulted. “I told you. The liver stuff was hard to find.”

				“I couldn’t release you until I was sure the treatment was working.”

				“How long will that take?” Jack demanded.

				Taylor considered. “Two or three days.”

				“If it means going to Europe, I’ll stay another week.”

				There was so much hope in the boy’s ravaged face that Taylor bit his lip.

				“You’d have to keep in touch,” he warned. “I’d need reports on your condition.”

				“My friends will tell you I’m a devoted correspondent.”

				It was true—the nurses were constantly mailing out reams of Jack’s illegible handwriting. Letters, like books, seemed to keep his loneliness at bay.

				“Roll up your pajama leg,” Taylor said. “I’ll be right back.”

				He almost ran from room 110. The idea was crazy; it was irresponsible; it might not even work.

				When he got back, Jack’s right leg, thin and vulnerable, was stretched nakedly on the bed.

				“Play any sports?” Taylor asked as he readied his tools.

				“I swim for Harvard.” Jack sounded almost embarrassed; real men played football. “We went undefeated last year. And I box pretty well.”

				“Good.” Taylor held a scalpel in front of Jack’s nose. “I assume that means you don’t faint at the sight of blood.”

				He grinned. “I had to get twenty-eight stitches once. Head-on collision between two bikes.”

				“What’d the other guy look like?”

				“That’d be my brother. Not a scratch on him.”

				“You’re going to have to cut yourself, Jack, if you want to go to Europe.”

				The smile faded slightly. “I can take it, Doc.”

				With a single quick movement, Taylor sliced open a quarter-inch flap of skin over the boy’s right calf muscle.

				A hiss of indrawn breath. But when Taylor glanced up, Jack’s face betrayed nothing.

				“See this?” The doctor held up a pellet.

				“DOCA?”

				“DOCA. You tuck it into the cut, Jack. Then cover it with a bandage. It should dissolve slowly into your system.”

				Jack nodded, his eyes fixed on Taylor’s fingers. “How often should I do it?”

				“We’ll figure that out,” the doctor said, “before you leave Rochester—”

				“By how much my colon improves, or my blood count fluctuates over time?”

				“Exactly.” The kid wasn’t stupid. He could analyze the data and draw his own conclusions. That might be a problem, Taylor thought, if the data worsened....

				“And if the DOCA doesn’t help?”

				Taylor avoided Jack’s eye as he twisted the bandage around the wad of cotton. “Let’s hope it will.”

			

		

	
		
			
				Part One

				WINTER

			

		

	
		
			
				ONE. PLATFORM 61

				A BITTER COLD WEDNESDAY in February, nearly midnight. Jack strolled out of Grand Central Terminal and up Park Avenue to the Waldorf-Astoria, carrying his ancient suitcase. Seventeen hours on the 20th Century Limited, the most exclusive and luxurious train in America, and he felt as battered as if he’d traveled by camel. He hadn’t eaten much more than a Parker House roll. He hadn’t slept, either. His skin was drawn tight across his cheekbones and his eyes had the feeling of August on the Cape—too much sun and salt ripping across the Wianno’s bow.

				The hotel doorman was looking at him as though he were a Bowery bum in search of a heating grate. His clothes were a rumpled mess—they always were; his mother was constantly nagging him about it—but the Waldorf was Kennedy territory. His father had lived here for a year when Jack was a kid, and he still stayed at the hotel whenever he came to New York. His mother preferred the Plaza—and booked it whether Dad was at the Waldorf or not. It was a metaphor for their marriage. Never mind separate beds; Joe and Rose got separate hotels.

				“Checking in, sir?” the doorman inquired frigidly.

				Jack handed him the suitcase. The man’s arm sagged from the weight of his books.

				“I think my father already has a suite. Ambassador Kennedy?”

				“Of course.” The doorman snapped his fingers for a bellboy, his relief obvious. “Welcome to the Waldorf-Astoria.”

				“Thanks.” He thought about tipping the guy, but before he could find a quarter in his pants pocket, a hand came down on his shoulder. A surprisingly heavy hand. Like a cop’s.

				“Mr. Kennedy?”

				He turned around. “Yes?”

				There were three of them—Foscarello, Casey, and Schwartz, as he would learn later. They wore trench coats and snap-brim fedoras, and although they bore no relation to one another, their faces had a blunt-featured sameness. Schwartz was in charge of this cutting-out expedition and it was he who’d clapped his hand on Jack’s shoulder. He was four inches shorter than Jack but his hips and chest had the centered mass of a wrestler.

				Jack could feel the doorman watching him; he saw the bellboy halt in his tracks. And so he flashed his smile at the men who were not cops, and said, “Gentlemen. What can I do for you?”

				***

				THE MAN IN THE WHEELCHAIR couldn’t sleep, but that was nothing new. Because his days were filled with too much talk and competing bids for attention, he’d made a habit of insomnia; he thought more clearly in the emptiness of midnight. Four hours of peace were his as the train rolled north from Washington, and he’d spent some of it reading the manila file that Ed Hoover had sent over from the Bureau that morning. When his eyes grew tired, he stared blankly at the protective steel louvers that striped his private Pullman’s windows, thinking. He was pulled up in the lee of a desk bolted to the train car’s floor. It was covered with cables from Europe.

				He had owned this job for nearly eight years now, and the insomnia was building with the threat of war, a continuous adrenaline feed into his bloodstream. It was sapping his strength and his life, but he could no more give it up—this excitement like a second pulse throbbing beneath his skin—than he could choose to walk again. He knew, better than any man in America, just how critical the work was and how little time he might have to control it. The work was more vital than legs or sleep or even living a few years longer. It was defining the shape of the coming world—he was defining the shape, he and a few other people on the opposite side of the ocean, and the crooks they tried to contain, and the sheer variability of facts and impulses that collided each day as randomly as a boy’s marbles. He could not sleep because he could not stop watching the world as it gathered itself to explode.

				A year ago—1938—Adolf Hitler had seized Austria, although the term he used was “annexed,” without firing a shot. A few months later, he’d screamed for the German slice of Czechoslovakia, the Sudetenland, when what he really wanted was the country’s munitions factories and uranium mines and a clear passage to the Russian border. Neville Chamberlain, the British Prime Minister, had flown to Germany twice to tell Hitler he was welcome to the Czechs, if only he’d leave England alone. Hitler had shaken on the deal and promised to be a good boy. The British public cheered with relief and called Chamberlain a savior.

				The man in the wheelchair thought Chamberlain was an egotistical ass.

				He squinted through his spectacles at the most recent cable—it was from Poland, the next prize in Hitler’s sights—then set it down in favor of the manila file he’d practically memorized.

				Believed to be dying at age seventeen... misdiagnosed with leukemia... possible blood or liver disease... damaged vertebrae while playing football at Harvard... spends several weeks each year at the Mayo Clinic, with additional tests at Brigham Hospital... medical consensus: unlikely to thrive...

				A slight sound from the doorway drew his head around; Missy was leaning there, the perfect personal aide, a cup of tea in her hands.

				“Like some?” she asked.

				“Please.” He took the cup from her, scenting the rum-spiked tea. As he drank, he tapped the manila file. “Ever meet this boy?”

				She shook her head.

				“Supposed to be a charmer.” Roosevelt peered at her over his spectacles. “The Black Sheep of the family. Hang around and say hello, if you want.”

				Missy had a soft spot for black sheep. She came over to his chair and planted a kiss on his head. “My book’s too good.”

				He eyed her critically. His wife would be reading an improving work filled with labor statistics. But Missy... “Is it something by Jane Austen?”

				“Dashiell Hammett. Tell me about Jack in the morning.”

				***

				THEY LED HIM THROUGH a part of the Waldorf few guests ever saw and exited a service door into the hotel garage, pulling up eventually before a freight elevator. By this time Schwartz had flipped open his badge.

				“Secret Service,” Jack mused. The Treasury department’s special force. Which might mean he’d been dragged out of the lobby because Dad had overplayed the markets again. Why not talk to his father, then? Why buttonhole Jack? It was important, he figured, to look unconcerned. To stay calm, even if his heart was racing. His eyes met Schwartz’s and held them.

				“Is my father in some kind of trouble?”

				He didn’t need to remind the Secret Service that Joe Kennedy had made a fortune manipulating stock in ways the Treasury department had never been able to prosecute. Franklin Roosevelt had made Jack’s father his first chairman of the Securities and Exchange Commission as a reward for his cunning. Set a thief to catch a thief, Roosevelt had said—or so Dad once told Jack, smiling his thin smile at the head of the dinner table. Dad found the President’s cynicism funny. How could Treasury have caught up with Joe Kennedy now?

				“Last I heard,” the man named Foscarello said, “your old man was just swell. Out dancing with a hatcheck girl.”

				Jack flushed and almost went for Foscarello, but at that moment the doors of the freight elevator opened and Schwartz’s hand was on his shoulder again, guiding him into the steel cage.

				“Mr. Kennedy,” Schwartz said soothingly, “we’re President Roosevelt’s bodyguards. He wants to see you. He’s waiting below in his Pullman.”

				Foscarello stared at Jack without blinking and there was a definite challenge in the man’s stolid face. The elevator lurched like a tin can on a string and Jack’s stomach dropped sickly.

				“Below?” he repeated. “The President’s Pullman is in the hotel’s basement?”

				Schwartz sighed. “There’s a track beneath us, Mr. Kennedy. The Waldorf was built over some old train yards connected to Grand Central. Platform 61 belongs to the hotel. Public trains don’t stop here—you can’t actually find the platform unless you know where to look. The President uses it on his way to Hyde Park.”

				Jack ran a hand tentatively over his hair. “You’re sure Mr. Roosevelt didn’t ask for Joe Kennedy?”

				“He asked for Jack.”

				“How’d he know I’d be here tonight?”

				Schwartz almost smiled. “I have no idea, Mr. Kennedy.”

				The elevator doors opened.

				“Hey,” Jack said urgently. “Anybody got a comb?”

				***

				ROOSEVELT WAS PRETENDING to read the file when the boy slid through the doorway, ducking his head in deference to the occasion, one finger working at his tie. His clothes were a mess; so was his hair. It was remarkable hair: springy and barely tamed with pomade that’d been applied a day and a half ago. Roosevelt dismissed Schwartz with a nod.

				“Ah. Jack. Good of you to come. Sit down, won’t you?”

				“Mr. President.”

				It was all visitors ever said, as though the title implied whole layers of meaning—I’m honored, I’m bewildered, I’m waiting to find out what I did wrong—and for a moment Roosevelt was disappointed. He’d expected more from the Black Sheep.

				“I didn’t exactly have a choice,” Jack went on, with a sudden grin. “Those boys of yours are very persuasive. But I like my nose unbroken. So I came along quietly.”

				There it was: The jauntiness. The inveterate curiosity. Roosevelt had guessed right about this one.

				Jack sank into one of the Pullman’s seats with unconscious grace. His face was gaunt, his frame as thin as a teenager’s. But Roosevelt caught a whiff of cordite on the air—the scent of a fired gun, a burnt match. It came from the kid in front him. Jack crackled with energy.

				J. Edgar Hoover thought the boy was an embarrassment, the expendable Kennedy.

				He’s the kind who never finishes anything, the FBI chief had insisted as he’d handed Roosevelt the file that morning. The kid who comes in second, the one who drops out, who trades on his daddy’s name. He was nearly expelled from Choate, for God’s sake, he was such a discipline problem. He quit the London School of Economics. And Princeton.

				But Roosevelt never relied on a single source of information. He knew more about Jack than Hoover or his files would ever hold. Jack might be sick and his record might be checkered, but he was one of those rare souls completely at home in the world. It didn’t matter that he was Irish or Catholic or that his father was regarded as an unprincipled cad; Jack slouched into the most breathless of WASP bastions in his careless clothes and threw his legs over armchairs like he’d owned them from birth. His ease was admired and slavishly imitated; his quips and sarcasm circulated like a kissing disease. He was voted into Harvard’s exclusive Spee Club when no Kennedy had ever made a final club at Harvard before—because his friends categorically refused to join without him.

				Hoover loved to tick off the ways Jack slid by: the standing account at the Hyannis Port gas station, where the convertible’s tank was always filled and the owner never paid; the clothes strewn all over the floor of his college suite; the string of girls he picked up and dropped. But those things meant nothing to Franklin Roosevelt. He’d been privileged and young once, too. He was much more interested in the ways Jack didn’t conform to type. His love of risk. His analytic brain. His need to argue. His willingness to ditch the pack and go it alone.

				His refusal to admit he probably wouldn’t see thirty.

				The man in the wheelchair looked at Jack Kennedy, and saw something he recognized. Something he’d learned to respect. Something he was himself.

				A survivor.

				***

				“YOU’RE WONDERING WHY you’re here,” the President said.

				The smile flashed again. “I told Mr. Schwartz it was probably Dad you wanted to see.”

				“I saw your father in Washington. He’s a fine man. I’m proud of the job he’s doing for us over there in London.”

				Roosevelt kept his voice light as he mouthed the lies; nobody ever won a boy’s heart by insulting his father. He disliked Joe Kennedy more than most of the men who hung on his coattails; and he’d never trusted him, even when Joe’s money and Democratic contacts had helped win the ’32 election. Roosevelt had sent Joe to London mostly to get him out of his hair. He preferred to leave the Atlantic between them; if Roosevelt had his way, Joe would stay in England until after the 1940 election.

				“That’s kind of you to say, sir.” It was the correct response, of course—but Roosevelt saw Jack’s slight frown; he was wary, now. He’d know, of course, that Roosevelt was forcing his father to return to London early—two weeks before Jack sailed—because he was fed up with Kennedy idling by his pool in Palm Beach, with his detective novels and his easy women and his fawning reporters drinking his whiskey, while they assessed Joe’s chances of winning the presidency. Joe Kennedy actually thought he was Roosevelt’s heir apparent. His ambition, Roosevelt thought, was childlike; for a crook he had very little guile. It was as though all his craftiness was reserved for making money. In the game of politics, Roosevelt could run circles around somebody like Joe. Even in a wheelchair.

				He took a sip of Missy’s tea. “You know I was a Harvard man, of course.”

				“Yes, sir.”

				“I put in a call today to Bruce Hopper. I believe you two are acquainted?”

				Jack sat up, on alert. “Professor Hopper’s my thesis adviser.”

				“He’s a fine man. Fought in the War, you know.”

				“Have you heard his Armistice Day lecture?” the boy asked eagerly. “It’s something I’ll never forget.”

				“I’ve heard it. Hopper tells me you’re taking the spring semester off, and sailing to Europe to research your senior thesis.”

				“Yes, sir. I leave in two weeks. Dad was supposed to travel with me, but—”

				“I ordered him back to London.” Roosevelt bared his teeth in a smile. “Hopper says you mean to tour Germany this spring. Aren’t you afraid of heading into a war zone?”

				“Begging your pardon, sir—but it’s not my war.”

				“Yet.”

				Again, a slight frown creased Jack’s forehead.

				“Dad says the American public will never accept another European war. The polls look pretty solid on that point.”

				“You care about polls?” Roosevelt asked genially.

				Jack shrugged. “They’re a moment frozen in time. One piece of information. And opinions change, of course.”

				“According to circumstances. If we were attacked, for instance. And had no choice but to go to war.”

				“Exactly. Dad insists we can simply choose to stay out.”

				“What do you think?”

				“I’m not so sure.” The boy studied Roosevelt. “My dad doesn’t really understand politics, sir. I shouldn’t say this, but—”

				“No, no. Go ahead. Please.”

				“He understands business. Nobody makes money like he can. But he looks at the world as a series of markets—markets we have to protect. Markets we need, or don’t. The Germans are good trading partners. War is bad for business. But the war that’s coming, it has nothing to do with trade. On the German side it’s about history—and revenge. For the rest of us, it’s about standing up to bullies. Give Hitler the Czechs, and he’ll take the Poles.”

				“And after the Poles?” Roosevelt asked softly.

				“He’ll take whomever he damn well pleases.”

				To Jack, it was obvious, Roosevelt thought—and yet most of the world refused to believe it. No wonder Professor Hopper had agreed to work with the boy. He could think for himself.

				“Your father and Neville Chamberlain say Hitler’s reasonable. Chamberlain thinks he can strike a deal.”

				“It won’t be an honorable one. Do you know Winston Churchill, sir?” Jack asked suddenly.

				“We’ve met.” The question startled Roosevelt. Churchill was shunned by most people in power, including Joe Kennedy.

				“He said something at the embassy’s Fourth of July party last summer that I’ve never forgotten.” The boy smiled crookedly. “It seems we will be offered a choice between dishonor and war. I suspect we shall take dishonor—and get war afterward, as a kind of dessert.”

				Roosevelt sighed. He would like to talk to Churchill—get a different picture of Britain than the one Joe Kennedy usually gave him—but Churchill was viewed as a warmonger in the United States, and Roosevelt had to distance himself. But Jack, now... that was why Jack was here.

				“Is that how you intend to research this thesis— By talking to people?”

				“If they’ll make time for me. Sure.”

				“In London? Berlin?”

				“I’ve got to get to Poland, too,” Jack said thoughtfully. “Danzig is the next target. Hitler wants a North Sea port, and what he wants.... Have you heard Ray Buell talk about his new book Poland—Key to Europe? It’s due out in a few months. Lays out the whole thing.”

				Roosevelt blinked. Raymond Leslie Buell was chairman of the Foreign Policy Association and an ardent interventionist. Not the sort of expert a Kennedy should admire. “I haven’t had the pleasure.”

				“Most people haven’t,” Jack assured him kindly. “I’ve already got a copy of the book on order.”

				“And after Danzig?”

				“Moscow, if I’ve got time. Mother expects me in Cannes for August.”

				Roosevelt conjured a picture of Rose Kennedy: her tight little figure, her tight little mouth. Her bottomless respect for rules and convention. Mother expects me in Cannes for August. Jack with his careless wit, dancing with debutantes. His frame too thin and his face too tan, thinking furiously about Danzig while he talked nonsense into the night.

				“How will you travel?” Roosevelt demanded abruptly.

				“I thought I’d drive.”

				Hoover’s file noted that Jack was a wicked driver, with more traffic tickets in a month than most cops wrote in a year. Roosevelt could see it now: Jack alone at the wheel of an Austin or Lanchester, with only a diplomatic passport between himself and the Gestapo.

				“Take a friend,” he suggested, “and stay at our embassies. It’ll be safer.”

				“Thank you, sir, but I’ve driven through Europe before. A few Panzers here or there won’t make much difference.”

				Because if your days are numbered, you live every one, Roosevelt thought. Risk doesn’t scare you—it just makes death more interesting.

				He came to a decision.

				“Professor Hopper says you have a first-class brain. That your writing is masterful and your analysis far more sophisticated than most men of your age. He says you’re a rare bird at Harvard—an independent thinker. Is that true?”

				Jack glanced away, suddenly embarrassed. Praise from Hopper was unexpected, and when delivered by the President, impossible to take. “I don’t work that hard, sir. I mean, it’s not like I’m a grind.”

				“Understood. But that’s not what I asked.”

				Jack hesitated. “Of course I’m an independent thinker. What’s the point of being anything else?”

				“The world is full of men who repeat what they’re told.”

				“I know! How do you lead a country like ours, sir?” Jack asked curiously. “Where most people don’t read, and think even less? It’s like living among the deaf and blind.”

				“I think I was deaf and blind myself when I was your age,” Roosevelt said. “I had the use of my legs then. I took them—and everything else—for granted. Before I was forced to decide what to live for. Or whether to live at all.”

				It was far more than he’d intended to say. He stopped before he told the boy the unforgivable thing: that in his dreams at night, he walked tirelessly for miles down a thousand sidewalks, the campaign crowds awed to silence.

				Jack was looking at him intently, his mobile features arrested. He was thinking about what Roosevelt had said; Roosevelt, knew, suddenly, that he understood it in his gut and in his blood, where his illness lived.

				“Sir,” Jack said carefully. “You still haven’t told me why I’m here.”

				Franklin leaned toward him. “Can you keep a secret, Jack Kennedy?”

			

		

	
		
			
				TWO. THE SPIDER

				THE WOMAN PERCHED ON the black stool was perfectly dressed for the Stork Club, even if she was parked in the cloakroom instead of onstage. Silk draped the generous curves of her body, her platinum hair was swept high in a shining pouf, and her lips were painted crimson. Her name was Katie O’Donohue and she was twenty-six years old. She earned five dollars a week checking coats, and lived in a fourth-floor walkup somewhere in Hell’s Kitchen.

				Her teeth were sharp and white as a cat’s, the man thought as he watched her from the curtained doorway. Her tongue darted over her painted red lips as though a drop of cream lingered there. The man read greed and lust in that tongue, Katie’s chief weaknesses; he planned to capitalize on them tonight. He glanced at his watch, then back at the girl. Nearly two a.m., the end of her shift. It was time.

				His gloved fingers tightened on the handle of the plain black satchel he held close to his coat. He stepped out of the shadows.

				Her eyes widened as she saw him; her lips parted in a false smile. “You’re making a late night of it, Mr. Saunders. Are you alone, or meeting someone?”

				It was the prearranged code phrase and she had it down pat; but instead of answering her with the correct phrase—Unfortunately I’m alone, Miss O’Donohue—he moved swiftly round the coat-check counter and swept her into his arms. The satchel dropped at his feet.

				She stiffened beneath him, but when he kissed her roughly on the painted mouth something in her relaxed; Katie understood men and sex. That was her other weakness.

				“Aren’t we all hot and bothered tonight,” she murmured, as he eased away from her.

				“I am,” he agreed. “Let us go. There is a back entrance, yes?”

				“There is a back entrance, yes,” she repeated, mocking his foreign accent. “What about your bag?”

				He placed the satchel on the cloakroom’s bottom shelf; it was empty, but Katie didn’t need to know that. Her friend Jimmy Riordan had been picking the satchel’s lock for the past three weeks, thinking nobody would notice. Jimmy was swimming in fifty feet of East River tonight, with a stone tied where his balls used to be.

				Katie shrugged herself into a smart red coat.

				“Don’t button it,” he said. “I want to be able to feel you.”

				Her false smile again; the catlike teeth. The orchestra surged from the dining room, a triumphal blast before the break—and he wanted the cover of noise. He’d have to move fast.

				He grasped her arm and propelled her toward the rear door.

				“Ow,” she said irritably. “Hold your horses, Loverboy. What I’ve got’ll keep.”

				The door gave out into darkness, a single streetlight shining where the alley met 53rd. He turned his back on it and stared down at Katie.

				She slipped her arms around his neck, pressing against him. “Where were we?”

				“You’ve been stealing from me,” he said gently. “Haven’t you?”

				She stepped back, fear tightening her pretty face. “Never! I swear it!”

				“Jimmy Riordan says otherwise.”

				“Jimmy Riordan’s a stinking liar.”

				He pulled her close, his fingers firm on her ribs, feeling the silk dress slither over her delectable body. She was caught between his hands. He kissed her cat’s mouth open and drank in the rush of surprised air as she gasped; tasted her moan of almost-pleasure as his knife slid wetly between her ribs.

				She stiffened an instant, then collapsed to the street. She was dying at his feet, a stricken look on her face. He knelt down and peeled back one sleeve of her coat, one strap of her dress, exposing the creamy flesh of her breast. With the tip of his knife, he carved a crouching spider just above the nipple.

			

		

	
		
			
				THREE. HATCHECK GIRL

				THE BOOK TITLES displayed in the plate-glass window looked like tough times and February. The Fashion in Shrouds, by Margery Allingham. Anthem by Ayn Rand. And the latest Simon Templar novel, Prelude for War.

				Jack studied the haloed stick drawing on the cover. The Saint wandered the world alone. He used his brains as much as his body. His charm was devastating to women. Jack was feeling a little like Simon Templar this morning, although sainthood had never been one of his ambitions.

				I need an independent thinker.

				He wandered down the aisle of the bookstore—Charles Scribner’s Sons, his favorite haunt in New York, with its wood paneling and iron scrollwork over the soaring windows. His father had bought the Billy Whiskers stories here when Jack was about five years old. Rose said they were vulgar and should be given away, but Jack loved Billy Whiskers. Like him, the goat was always in trouble, and always butted his way out of it. He hid the books and read them alone, when he was sick.

				Can you keep a secret, Jack Kennedy?

				He had no intention of telling Dad about the midnight conference with FDR. He was hugging his knowledge to himself, well aware of the family betrayal implicit in his silence. He was serving the President and his country; Dad would be proud enough when it was all over. And if he wasn’t... Jack shrugged slightly, his eyes roving among the stacked titles. He’d spent most of his life begging forgiveness instead of asking permission.

				***

				“YOU KNOW THAT IN THIS COUNTRY we’ve got no spies, Jack,” Roosevelt had said in the silence of the Pullman, the circle of lamplight focused on the manila file in front of him. “We tried to get a network started once, after the last war when the whole Bolshevik thing blew up, but a horse’s ass of the Grand Old School declared that Gentlemen do not read each other’s mail, and as a result the spies were sent packing. We’re heading into a hurricane now with our ears plugged and our eyes closed.”

				“That can’t be good, Mr. President.” Jack flushed; he sounded idiotic and young. But Roosevelt didn’t notice.

				“You’re a sailor, Jack,” he said. “Ever sail into a hurricane with your ears plugged and your eyes closed?”

				“I hope I never have to, sir. But I understand you’re a blue-water skipper to reckon with.”

				“That’s something else we have in common, then.”

				“There are some tricky shoals off Hyannis,” Jack admitted, “but they’re nothing compared to Campobello.”

				Roosevelt lit a cheroot, his hands large-knuckled and veined in the flare of the lighter. “I suppose I’ve beaten the odds once or twice in my day.”

				Jack tried not to stare at the wheelchair. “Are you asking me to read someone else’s mail while I’m in Europe?”

				Had that been too blunt? Too lacking in finesse?

				“I’m suggesting you take this trip of yours and keep your ears and eyes open.” Smoke spiraled from Roosevelt’s nostrils, veiling his face for an instant. “Talk to anyone who’ll agree to see you, in London and Paris and Munich and Prague. Chat up Stalin himself and Hitler into the bargain, if you can pencil yourself onto their dance cards.”

				Jack nodded, but his brows pulled together slightly. “Forgive me, sir—but aren’t dance cards my father’s job?”

				There was a silence, the heavy kind that falls over a chessboard when a player considers checkmate. There were a number of questions within Jack’s question, a number of possible answers. The notion of loyalty—and of dividing it—hovered over their heads. Then Roosevelt smiled. It was, Jack thought, his characteristic smile—sharp enough to slit throats.

				“Your father is tied down in London. You’re a free agent. And to be honest, Jack... I can’t trust the State department with this. It’s a different kind of job.”

				And then the President lowered his voice and stabbed the desk in front of him with one long forefinger and took Jack into his confidence—right into his breast pocket.

				“I’ve decided to run for a third term,” he said.

				Jack frowned. “Is that legal?”

				“Of course. It’s just never been done before.”

				“Bucking history, aren’t you, sir?”

				“—Because George Washington thought eight years should be enough for any man? He never met Hitler, Jack.”

				The conversation was increasingly unreal, as though his tiredness and the stale underground air of the Pullman were lulling him to sleep. He blinked at Roosevelt and tried to argue, but the President forestalled him.

				“I’m afraid for this country. Afraid of what will happen if an isolationist gets his hands on power. Somebody who’ll wash his hands of Europe and hope the Germans never come calling. Somebody who’ll hide his head in the sand until it’s bombed out beneath him.”

				“An isolationist would be right up Hitler’s alley,” Jack agreed.

				“That’s why he’s trying to buy one. To install in the White House.”

				He stared at Roosevelt. “What do you mean?”

				“The Germans are flooding Democratic precincts all over the country with cold, hard, cash.” Roosevelt smiled thinly. “Money that people need, money that Regular Joes can give their wives and children. Money to pay for coal and bread and a new pair of shoes. Provided they vote the way they’re told. Which will certainly not be for me.”

				“How much money are we talking about?” Jack asked.

				Roosevelt adjusted his spectacles, well aware that price tags never shocked a Kennedy.

				“Ed Hoover puts it at about a hundred and fifty million.”

				“Marks?”

				“Dollars.”

				Jack whistled thoughtfully. “He actually thinks he can buy an American election?”

				The President’s fingers fluttered. The cheroot’s tip described a glowing arc. “You think it hasn’t been done before?”

				After that, Jack gave up questioning the strangeness of the night, his own exhaustion, the intimacy of the hidden train car, or the fact that several floors above him, people tossed restlessly in the Waldorf’s beds. He was talking conspiracy with Franklin Roosevelt. He recognized some of the names the President dropped like cooling ash on his Pullman floor: Democratic labor leaders, union people, local bosses, state senators. Isolationists to a man. All ready enough to take a Nazi buck and kick the one guy willing to fight them out of power.

				“We know Hermann Göring proposed the plan,” Roosevelt was saying. “We know Hitler approved it. What we don’t know is how a hundred and fifty million is getting into all these men’s pockets, in Ohio and Pennsylvania and the coal mines of West Virginia. That’s a hell of a lot of money, Jack, to send over from Germany in a diplomatic pouch. We have to find who’s running the network—and how.”

				“When you say you can’t trust the State department—”

				“I mean I can’t trust anybody right now. Particularly over at State. Cordell Hull’s an excellent man, but those cookie-pushers of his think it’s their job to swap stories at every cocktail party in Europe. Too many of my private conversations are finding their way into Hitler’s office.”

				A traitor? In the State department?

				Jack opened his mouth to ask another question, but Roosevelt’s face had suddenly set in stone. There was a warning there; a limit, apparently, to what he would tell Jack.

				Was Dad one of the people the President couldn’t trust?

				The thought wormed its way through Jack’s tired brain but he dismissed it irritably. Roosevelt would hardly be talking to him if he had no confidence in his father.

				“I’ve been turning it over in my mind, Jack—this trip of yours,” the President was saying. “To the Nazis, you’re just the American ambassador’s son. But to me, you’re a perfect spy. My independent thinker. Arriving in London with a fresh outlook and an unclouded mind. As far as the Nazis are concerned, you’re clean as the driven snow. They know your dad and I don’t always agree. They’ll never expect you to be my man in Europe.”

				His man in Europe.

				Despite his doubts and the lateness of the hour, or perhaps because of those things, Jack’s breath caught in his throat. Clean as the driven snow. Like a boy on his First Communion day. Like the Innocent Lamb his mother had always wanted him to be.

				“You’ll have access to everybody,” Roosevelt persisted. “Your father will see to that. You’ll have a diplomatic passport and a hired car. Your own brand of guts. Your charm and your smile and your trick of making everybody underestimate you. You’ll find the German network we’re looking for, Jack—I know you will.”

				He didn’t add that Jack had a body nobody could count on. Or that he would probably be sick more often than he was healthy.

				And because infirmity and physical weakness meant nothing to Franklin Roosevelt, Jack Kennedy would have died for the man then and there if he’d asked.

				***

				HE CONCLUDED HIS BUSINESS with the Scribner’s clerk.

				“There’s a book coming out in a few months. Poland—Key to Europe, by Raymond Leslie Buell.”

				“Yes, sir. Publication is scheduled for April.”

				“Soon as you’ve got a copy,” he said, “I’d like one sent to a Mr. Sam Schwartz. I’ll write out the address. Do you have a card I could enclose?”

				

				I thought you might enjoy reading this, Mr. President, he wrote in his cramped, barely legible hand. Perhaps we could discuss it after I’ve been to Danzig.

				Sincerely yours,

				Jack Kennedy

				P.S.: Please thank Mr. Casey for the use of his comb.

				***

				HE BOUGHT A COPY OF Prelude for War as a going-away present for his dad. Joe liked a good thriller; it would help kill the boredom of another Atlantic crossing. Even if he refused to admit war was coming.

				They met for dinner that night at the Stork Club. Dad was boarding the Queen Mary in the morning and he wasn’t happy about it. London was perpetually dark and chill in February and Rose was traveling through the Middle East. He’d wanted two more weeks of Palm Beach sun and Jack’s company for the crossing. But Roosevelt had changed all that.

				“Franklin’s little joke,” J.P. said with his tight smile. “I could buy and sell the bastard a hundred times over, so he reminds me every once in a while who runs the country. This year, at least.”

				Jack eyed his father, the way his chest swelled slightly as he boasted; he was such an innocuous-looking man, neat and trim from his wire-rimmed spectacles to his handmade shoes. Only something about his mouth, the way it twisted when he thought he’d been insulted—or maybe the coldness of those eyes he tried to mask with his round schoolboy glasses—suggested Joe Kennedy’s ruthlessness. As long as he could remember, Jack had ached for his father’s approval. And watched him toss it casually to his older brother instead.

				There were some who called Joe Kennedy a crook to Jack’s face, and others who hinted his dad’s luck was too good to be true. But they never said it twice. Jack was a scrappy fighter. He didn’t care if he nursed a shiner for a week; there were still such things in the world as honor. He had a pretty good idea how Dad had made his millions. But that was between Joe Kennedy and the Law—and the Law had caved.

				He was realizing, however, that there were limits to his father’s canniness, and they began and ended with Wall Street. How was it possible, Jack wondered, for Joe Kennedy—the Bronxville Shark, the Croesus of Hyannis Port—to believe all those reporters inflating his ego in Palm Beach? Did he seriously think he had a shot at the presidency? He dined with the King of England now, and his wife bought her clothes in Paris—but the rest of the world would never forget he was the son of a mick who’d owned a saloon. Nobody would be voting for Joe Kennedy, Jack thought—because FDR was running for president again, and apparently not even Joe Kennedy knew it.

				He fingered his private knowledge like a smooth and shining pebble, hefting its weight. He was the Bearer of Secrets. He knew things his father did not know.

				“Everything go okay out at Mayo?”

				Mayo.

				Jack’s stomach turned over, the acid of his wine mixing unhappily with beef and potato.

				“Mayo was swell,” he said, scraping his fork through a pool of gravy. Dad would have read George Taylor’s notes already. That’s what Joe Kennedy paid the world for—advance notice of disaster.

				“Does it hurt?” his father asked abruptly. “—cutting those pills into your leg?”

				Jack glanced up. “No,” he said.

				“Think they help?”

				“I’m here, aren’t I?”

				His father reached out and clapped him on the shoulder. “Attaboy. Can’t keep a Kennedy down.”

				They lingered a moment in the club’s foyer while the girl got their coats. J.P. was holding out a folded dollar and smiling at her in a way that made Jack uncomfortable. Foscarello’s face rose suddenly in his mind. Your old man’s swell. Out dancing with a hatcheck girl.

				“Where’s our Katie, then?”

				The girl’s dark eyes dropped to the counter. Her thin white hands rested there, trembling slightly, the nails painted blood red. “I couldn’t say, sir.”

				His dad’s smile grew more fixed. “Out on the town with some young man?”

				“If you’ll excuse me, sir—”

				The girl disappeared behind the curtain.

				“Didn’t you read the paper this morning, Dad?”

				Joe looked at him, perplexed.

				“There was a murder out back in the alley last night. A hatcheck girl—stabbed to death.”

				“Murdered? Jesus, Mary, and Joseph—”

				“Her name was Katie O’Donohue.”

				“I knew her people in Boston, Jack.” His father looked white and shocked in the foyer’s gentle light. “Truth be told—I got her this job.”

				Jack fished awkwardly in the pocket of his overcoat. “Here,” he said, handing his dad the Simon Templar novel. “I got you this today. For the crossing.”

				Joe stared at the stick drawing of the haloed Saint. “Thanks. I haven’t read this one.”

				“I didn’t think you had.”

				“Little Katie,” Joe murmured, his gaze sliding past Jack, to the shadows around the door. “It’s a terrible world, you know that?”

				“I’ll get us a cab,” Jack said.

			

		

	
		
			
				FOUR. LOOSE ENDS

				“TAKE A LOOK AT THIS.” J. Edgar Hoover passed a folded square of newsprint to Roosevelt, who adjusted his glasses and peered at the black-and-white image of a Manhattan alley, police in the foreground. A shrouded form, humped and miserable, bisected the shot.

				“That’s the girl we were tailing. She was murdered the other night while you were in New York.”

				“Really?” Roosevelt glanced over the edge of the newspaper. “And your tail never saw me plunge my knife into her heart, Ed? You’re slipping.”

				Hoover grimaced. “Mr. President, I never meant to imply—”

				“Just a joke, Ed.”

				“The girl was murdered, Mr. President.”

				“Yes. Very sad. And she was how old?”

				Hoover shrugged, unsettled. “Twenty-five, twenty-six. I don’t know. She was just a hatcheck girl.”

				Typical, Roosevelt thought. Sanctimonious and callous in the space of a heartbeat. Hoover was an odd fellow—emotionally unstable, in Roosevelt’s opinion; paranoiac and a hypocrite and quite probably a liar; but wickedly intelligent. He saw wheels within wheels. The trick lay in knowing when to stop listening.

				“The point is,” he was saying, “that Katie O’Donohue was a lead in this German money case. And now she’s gone. The mick she was dealing with has done a bunk, too. Nobody’s seen him for days.”

				“Then he probably killed her and took the cash.” Roosevelt sighed. “And your tail saw nothing?”

				The FBI chief moved restlessly in his chair. “He was stationed in front of the Stork Club, waiting for her shift to end. She left by the back alley instead.”

				“Your tail would have recognized the... mick, as you put it? If he had entered the club by the front door?”

				“Or even the alley. Sure. Hammond’s a good op—he’d have picked up Jimmy Riordan right away. But the only guys Hammond saw were the usual types who hit the Stork. Well-dressed. Respectable. Walter Winchell and his crowd.”

				“And the cash hasn’t surfaced?”

				“Not yet.”

				“What about a personal motive? Love gone wrong?”

				Hoover shook his head. “The wound’s not the work of an amateur. It was a trained thrust, straight through the ribs to the heart. Military, one of our forensic boys said. And there’s another thing: a swastika was cut into her left breast.”

				Roosevelt whistled faintly. “Hardly subtle.”

				“We think it’s a deliberate warning.” Hoover dropped his voice. “From the Germans. We think they know we’re onto them—and they’re rolling up the network.”

				“If German agents came all the way to New York to kill this girl,” Roosevelt pointed out gently, “then someone at your shop has talked too much. This man Hammond, perhaps?”

				“No.” Hoover was emphatic. “Or he’d be the one with the knife through the heart. Maybe Katie talked—or had light fingers. A girl doesn’t make much these days, checking hats.”

				“So what will Hitler do?” Roosevelt mused. “Silence a few more bagmen? Find another Katie? Or concede my third term?”

				“Hitler’s got eighteen months before the next election and plenty of cash to spend, Mr. President. He won’t concede.”

				Roosevelt set the newspaper clipping on his desk. “Poor child. Why did you even notice her in the first place?”

				“Because of the company she kept.” Hoover smiled wolfishly. “She was one of Joe Kennedy’s girls.”

				***

				AFTER THE FBI CHIEF LEFT the White House, Roosevelt sat for a while staring at nothing. There were issues on his plate—he’d asked Congress for $525 million to buy planes and train pilots, but the Hill was taking its time. Nobody wanted to vote for defense and look like they were voting for war. He wanted to amend the Neutrality laws this term, so he could help France and Britain if Hitler turned west, but it was risky—the isolationists would eat him alive. And then there was Eleanor. His wife was demanding repeal of Jim Crow laws segregating blacks and whites in the South. He couldn’t push the issue now and win reelection next year. He needed too many Southern Democratic votes.

				So why, with so much to handle, was he obsessed with Hoover’s parting words?

				He rolled irritably across the uncarpeted floor. His study was oval in shape and next to his bedroom. By the connecting door was a table where he worked on his stamp collection—he was concentrating on Central and South America at the moment, but he was thinking of starting a special war album. Stamps of countries annexed by the German Reich, countries that would cease to exist by the end of the summer. How rare those stamps would be!

				He had just picked up the envelope full of foreign mail the State department saved for him each week, so he could cull the stamps, when there was a knock on the door.

				It was Sam Schwartz, the head of his Secret Service detail.

				“Tell me something, Sam.”

				“Mr. President?”

				“Did I, at any time, to the best of your recollection, require J. Edgar Hoover to investigate Joseph P. Kennedy, the ambassador to the Court of St. James’s?”

				“Investigate him, sir?” Schwartz looked puzzled. “You mean his manipulation of the stock market years ago? Our boys over at Treasury have turned that inside and out. We couldn’t touch Kennedy. There weren’t enough laws on the books then to cover what he did.”

				“Poking around in his private life, Sam. Following him off-hours. Checking up on the people he chooses to... entertain. That sort of thing.”

				“No, sir,” Schwartz replied with distaste. “To my recollection, you have never asked the FBI to investigate Mr. Kennedy in that way. Perhaps Mr. Hoover... fell into it, when you asked for the background report on Mr. Kennedy’s son.”

				“Charitable of you, Sam. But they’re different people, surely? Edgar keeps files, you know. Secret ones. Full of scandalous information. He’s very diligent in compiling them. A bit of blackmail will always be useful.”

				“That’s not right, sir.”

				“Edgar doesn’t waste time on what’s right—he concentrates on what’s legal. And in my experience, that’s whatever the FBI decides is legal. Makes you wonder,” Roosevelt added, “whether he has a file on you. Or my children. Or me.”

				“I doubt that, sir!”

				“Why?” He eyed his bodyguard. “If he has the dirt on one of the wealthiest men in America, why not the President?”

				Schwartz’s stolid face was shocked. “Because you’re the president!”

				Roosevelt laughed mirthlessly. “I bet he tapped Kennedy’s phones in Palm Beach. God, those transcripts would make some reading! Sam, I think it would be as well if you and Casey and Foscarello swept my bedroom for whatever it is that taps phones. Hell, sweep the whole White House for the damn things.”

				“Bugs, sir?”

				“Bugs.” The word delighted him; it suggested something telling about Hoover’s mind.

				He turned his wheelchair toward his desk and rolled slowly across the study floor. “Edgar thinks the Germans know we’ve discovered their secret cash network. And that they’re shutting it down as a result.”

				“Hitler doesn’t shut down, Mr. President.”

				“Agreed. You think Edgar’s too eager to declare victory, Sam?”

				“It’d serve his purpose.”

				“Which is?” Roosevelt demanded.

				“To make himself indispensable. First he threatens you with a plot, then he blows it sky-high and calls himself a hero. Remember General Butler?”

				“How could I forget?”

				Major General Smedley Darlington Butler was a man Roosevelt admired. Once the youngest major general in the Marine Corps and twice a recipient of the Congressional Medal of Honor, he’d been forced to retire by Roosevelt’s predecessor, Herbert Hoover, for publicly denouncing Benito Mussolini as a “mad dog.” When the Italian ambassador complained, then-president Hoover threatened the general with court-martial. Butler stood by his words—and was forcibly retired.

				In 1934, Butler came to J. Edgar Hoover with a bizarre story: He’d been tapped by two prominent American Legion officials to lead an armed march of half a million veterans on Washington, protesting the New Deal. The men in question had just returned from Europe, where they’d been studying the formation of Germany’s Nazi Party, the Italian Fascisti, and the French Croix de Feu. They were struck, Butler said, by the critical role army veterans had played in the founding of these political movements—and felt there was a place for such an organization in the United States. It would save America from the Communist Menace. If Roosevelt opposed them, he’d be removed by force, along with his cabinet.

				Butler wanted no part of any plan to overthrow his own democratically elected government, but he played along with his contacts in order to learn who was financing them. They told him confidentially they were backed by a new organization: the American Liberty League.

				The ALL’s professed purpose was to oppose “radical” political movements. Among its members were the directors of some of the country’s largest corporations—U.S. Steel, General Motors, Standard Oil, Montgomery Ward, Goodyear Tire. Alfred P. Sloan was a member, as were the Du Ponts. E. F. Hutton had joined. So had Elihu Root. Together, they controlled more than $37 billion in assets.

				And they were gunning, Butler explained, for the overthrow of Franklin Delano Roosevelt.

				Hoover refused to investigate the American Liberty League; he told Roosevelt they’d violated no federal statute. The real reason Ed sat on his hands, Roosevelt knew, was that he would never cross the wealthiest men in the country. He handed that thorny problem directly to Roosevelt. The President tossed it to a private congressional subcommittee charged with investigating Nazi propaganda in the United States. In a closed session, they listened to Major General Butler and others who’d been offered leading roles in the putsch. Word of the plot leaked from the session and circulated in Washington and New York. Somebody wrote a news exposé about it. By the time Roosevelt ran for a second term in 1936, the American Liberty League was totally discredited. Most of its prominent backers had quit.

				But the lesson remained. J. Edgar Hoover had prevented a conspiracy to overthrow the United States government. And he’d come to Roosevelt again, five years later, with evidence of the Nazi money network.

				“The way he sees it, Boss, you owe him something now,” Schwartz surmised.

				“Spies,” the
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