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            For Mom and Dad—my original readers

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            Our country has been depopulated, our people degraded, our industries destroyed. If Hell itself were to turn against English
               policy, as it is known to us, we might be pardoned for taking the side of Hell.
            

            —Eoin MacNeill, article in Fianna

         

          

         
            And the individual, powerless, has to exert the

            Powers of will and choice

            And choose between enormous evils, either

            Of which depends on somebody else’s voice.

            —Louis MacNeice, Autumn Journal

         

          

         
            Thou hast chosen an ill place to rest and slumber in, before the city of thine enemy.

            —The High Deeds of Finn McCool
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            S-E-C-R-E-T

         
         
            Date: 05 September 1945

            CPTN FLOYD WEEKS

            BERLIN DISTRICT INTERROGATION CENTER

            APO 755 US ARMY

            TO:

            CPTN CHARLES CARSON

            OFFICE OF STRATEGIC SERVICES, BERLIN

            APO 401 US ARMY

         

          

         
            Charles:

            Am sending the enclosed MS for your review in case it is of any value. It was found this morning in the remains of a bombed-out
               house in Schoeneberg following the arrest of former Abwehr agent Adrian DE GROOT. Little is yet known of DE GROOT’s activities
               during the war, other than he was involved in Spanish and Irish operations before being imprisoned in 1944, then later drafted
               into the people’s militia. At the time of his arrest, he was living under the alias Johann GROTIUS and employed by the Real
               Estate and Labor Office at the new Coca-Cola plant in Steglitz. He is currently under interrogation and seems eager to cooperate.
            

            The Brits want next crack at him, as it was SIS who tipped us to his identity. I figure if we can save them several hours of reading, it would be the neighborly thing to do. Anything in the MS that can clarify the role of Proinnsias “Frank” PIKE in his affiliation with the Abwehr would be of particular interest. PIKE, an IRA fighter and socialist agitator who escaped from a Spanish prison in 1940, is thought to have gone to Germany, where he disappeared during the war. 

            Please give this a look and send a report at your soonest convenience.

            Yours,

            Floyd

            P.S. It appears there are actually two distinct MSS that have been collated either by their owner or the rubble women who
               found them. I leave it to you to puzzle out their relation.
            

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            1
journal

         
         
            November 30, 1943

         

         Frank Pike is dead.

         
         The news is not surprising, and yet it still comes as a shock. Strange, given the perpetual state of shock life has become.
            I wonder if he ever knew how much he meant to me. I do feel partly to blame for the way things turned out.
         

         
         Kriegsmann saw the body before the hospital was hit. Now it’s a hole in the ground. I would have gone myself had I known he
            was there. But with this gash in my leg—damn that dog—and the mountains of smoldering rubble clogging the roads, it would
            have taken days just to get across the city. Imagine: Berlin burning all around him, and the man dies in bed from a fever.
            As though one needed other forms of dying these days. Nonviolent death seems like one of God’s little eccentricities.
         

         
         According to Kriegsmann, he expired in the arms of a nun. Perhaps he had a chance to talk her out of her vow of chastity—one last thrust of the pike, as it were. Even in his beleaguered state, deaf as a post and limbs atremble, his skin cirrhotic and face caving in on itself, Frank Pike knew how to charm. It’s a pity he never could find a proper use for his talents. For all his peccadilloes, questionable loyalties, and that ceaseless Irish garrulity—a verbal spigot for which there was no wrench, not even his handicapped German—he was, it must be said, a man of action. Or at least he could have been. It was our stymieing of his energies, those three years of forced indolence, that caused his undoing. Only in the Germany of today could a man of Pike’s vitality become such a colossal waste. We may add it to the tally of murders foisted upon the world by our regime. Perhaps there are no nonviolent deaths after all. 

         
          

         I first met Pike in a Burgos prison in 1940. Despite the bleak setting, I felt almost giddy, as I’d just spent a week in the
            company of Himmler and would sooner have chosen to become an inmate there than suffer one more minute with that dullard.
         

         
         I still shudder when I recall that trip. I had been assigned to be the Reichsführer’s interpreter on his tour of Spain, a
            demotion that was part of the Security Office’s attempt to flex its muscles over the Abwehr. I knew I was in for a miserable
            week as soon as Himmler boarded the train in San Sebastián. He immediately began complaining that the nitrate deficiencies
            of the Iberian soil had thrown off his digestion and were interfering with the rhythm of his bowel movements. As if that weren’t
            enough, his wife had neglected to pack his bee pollen supplements, no doubt a malicious act, thereby dooming him to eight
            days of throat constriction and adenoidal hell.
         

         
         To my horror, this harangue directed at everyone in his retinue—and to which we were obliged to listen attentively and fill
            the pauses with a natürlich! or wie interessant!—did not end when we pulled into Atocha but continued for days. Through the galleries of the Prado, where the Reichsführer
            insisted on seeing only the German and Dutch Old Masters and admired them without breaking stride, he lectured us on the wonders
            of the neti pot, the earliest Aryan form of medicine, a nasal-irrigation system for the warrior caste that led directly to
            the conquest of the decadent Hittites—it was all to be found in a proper study of the Sanskrit documents. Only when we came
            to Bosch’s Garden of Earthly Delights did our group pause, as the Falangists and SS men all marveled at the ingenious tortures of the right panel, cooing like women ogling dresses in a window display. 

         
         The next day, the mayor of Madrid staged a bullfight exclusively for the Reichsführer. A poor showing. The corrida hadn’t yet recovered from the long siege during the war—the bulls were sluggish, the matadors timid. The regime had to bribe
            or coerce several hundred civilians to fill the stands and, to ingratiate themselves further with their Nazi guests, had chosen
            only the blondest, most Aryan representatives of Madrid. Serrano Suñer, who, as Franco’s brother-in-law and lickspittle-in-chief,
            had been tasked with showing Himmler around the country, presented the Reichsführer with some fragments of a mixing bowl from
            an archaeological site in Segovia. “Hmm,” said Himmler, examining the shards. “Could be a neti pot!”
         

         
         “You see, Reichsführer,” said Serrano Suñer, “we Spaniards are descended from the Visigoths. There is good Aryan blood running
            through our veins, like yours.”
         

         
         Himmler scoffed. No Aryan, he said, would make such a grotesque sport out of maiming innocent animals.

         
         I hated seeing Spain papered over in swastikas. I state this with absolute sincerity, even while I admit my sympathies had
            once been with the nationals. I didn’t want to see Spain go red—the churches torn down, the women renouncing dresses and dancing
            for overalls and agitprop, the vineyards collectivized and turned into Stalinist beet farms. In my naïveté, I had believed
            a conservative stand against the excesses of materialism would preserve the soul and, with it, art, which is always, in its
            authentic form, an expression of the soul. But those of us with a true preservationist impulse against the onslaught should
            have known we had no party to speak for us. I soon learned that Franco’s regime, in its obsession with limpieza social and terror of foreign infection, was really only a rebirth of the Inquisition. Perhaps my idea of Spain, the one I saw threatened by the left, had never existed in the first place and was merely a postcard fantasy from my student days in Salamanca. But with Franco’s victory, it had become clear to me that the caudillo and his Falangists were of the same stunted, loathsome issue as the thugs of our own regime. 

         
         By the time we reached Barcelona, I was about to tear my hair out. I had been buried in a deluge of utterances about poultry-rearing,
            Aryan pottery, and nasal hygiene. Stuck in my brain like a shard of glass was the phrase Rudi, Deine Hände, bitte. This was how Himmler beckoned his masseur, who traveled by his side at all times and was constantly realigning the Reichsführer’s
            chakras.
         

         
         On the eve of the pilgrimage to Montserrat, I seriously considered feigning illness. Himmler, through his study of bogus scholarship
            and his own lunatic theories, had concluded that the Holy Grail was hidden in the library of the mountaintop monastery and
            was dead set on finding it. I was lying in my bed at the Ritz, bracing for a day of temper tantrums and trying to will myself
            into contracting a fever, when a message came for me.
         

         
         It was from the legend himself: Canaris. Only rarely did I receive a direct communiqué from the head of the Abwehr, and it
            was like receiving a lightning bolt straight from Zeus. Canaris was flexing his own muscles now—letting Himmler know he’d
            have to make do with another interpreter because his agent would be busy doing actual espionage. I was so happy, I ordered
            a bottle of cava and drank it in the bath.
         

         
         I left the next morning for Burgos. My instructions were to recruit an Irishman currently serving a life sentence in San Pedro
            de Cardeña, but it felt like I was the one who had been freed from prison.
         

         
          

         His name, Proinnsias Pike, was not new to me. It was my job to know the name of the man Franco once boasted of as his most important prisoner. Pike had come to Spain to fight fascists. He’d led the Irish Connolly Column but was quickly promoted to staff officer of the International Brigades, where he spent the following year organizing forces and directing propaganda. In the spring of ’38, he was captured by an Italian tank division at Gandesa and had been rotting in prison ever since. When Ireland recognized Franco’s government after the war, the caudillo commuted Pike’s death sentence to life in prison. In the meantime, Canaris had convinced Franco to let us have him. That is, if he would have us. 

         
         San Pedro de Cardeña was a monastery the Falange had converted into a prison camp and slaughterhouse. Stuffed into its cells
            were nearly a thousand men from the International Brigades and twice as many Basques. At least, those were the numbers when
            I had visited shortly after the end of the Civil War. Now, upon my arrival a year later, the overcrowding problem appeared
            to be improving. I had little doubt how. Of course, there were still five or six men to each cell originally intended for
            a single pious monk. And the place still reeked of piss and blood and garlic, the latter owing to the daily cooking of huge
            vats of soup, which along with a moldy crust was the prisoners’ only meal.
         

         
         Spanish prison conditions had shocked even Himmler. At least back then. I’m certain the poultry farmer has since orchestrated worse. But it is not an exaggeration to say that in 1940 to have been a republican in Spain was as dire as being a Jew or communist in the Reich. Franco had enslaved the remnants of the Second Republic and was killing them through work and starvation. But Himmler, as he had remarked on our tour of a concentration camp outside Barcelona, saw no reason why purportedly European racial specimens—albeit second-rate ones—should be exterminated like this. After all, these were only ideological enemies, he contended, not racial ones. A few should be shot, certainly, and the gypsies and crypto-Jews naturally would have to go, but most could be reeducated. Serrano Suñer politely begged to differ. The caudillo’s top advisers had conducted research definitively proving that Bolshevism was a congenital affliction similar to racial degeneracy. “That may well be,” replied Himmler, annoyed. “But you people are mismanaging things all the same. With better sanitary conditions and a doubling of the prisoners’ bread ration alone, their productivity could be increased tenfold.” 

         
         A Carlist in a red beret saluted me and led me to the inner sanctum. The Cloister of the Martyrs, with its colorful twelfth-century
            Mudéjar arches, had been repurposed as an execution grounds by morning and a recreation area by day. A garrote stood in the
            center, beneath it a black stain on the earth, wet with the daily evacuations of strangled men. I was looking absently into
            this puddle of gore when the Carlist returned with a prisoner.
         

         
         “You’re Proinnsias Pike?” I asked uncertainly in English. He had the same shock of black hair on a pale, puckish face as the
            photo in my dossier. But prison had made him gaunt and hollow, hardly the strapping Irish street brawler I had been expecting.
         

         
         “Unless you speak Irish, it’s Frank. But most just call me Pike.” In contrast to his appearance, his voice was an unblemished
            baritone with a cadence I found beguiling.
         

         
         “Very well, Pike it is. My name is Johann Grotius. I’m liaison to the German Embassy in Madrid,” I said, putting out my hand.

         
         He gave me a quizzical look before taking it. I noticed his grip was shaky.

         
         “Would you mind if we spoke for a few minutes?”

         
         “Well, I’ve got to give a tennis lesson at two, and then it’s lunch with the duchess, but I suppose I could squeeze you in.”

         
         “That reminds me,” I said. I produced a length of fuet, a small wheel of Catalan cheese, and two rolls from my jacket. “Souvenirs
            from Barcelona.” Pike’s eyes ballooned in their sockets. “Please, this way,” I said, leading him to a corner.
         

         
         It was a warm August day, but Pike, in a soiled tunic and canvas trousers cinched with a rope, was shivering like he was out
            in winter. He eyed me warily. “You mind if we walk? Good for me to move my legs.”
         

         
         “Of course,” I said, “but don’t you want to eat?”

         
         “We Irishmen have an astounding ability to move our mouths and feet at the same time.”

         
         We began to walk the cruciform path. Pike of course noticed my infirmity but didn’t say anything. I have a mildly deformed
            leg—a clubfoot. My left leg is six centimeters shorter than my right, and my foot turns in on itself by about fifteen degrees.
            I wear an orthotic shoe, which allows me full mobility but not without a slight limp. Aside from the expected childhood pains
            of teasing and exclusion from sports, my defect did not mar my life until Goebbels mounted the rostrum. Then the comparisons
            came flooding in. That poisonous dwarf has made life for us clubfoots—at least those of us German clubfoots who are less than
            fanatical about National Socialism—a perpetual embarrassment. It seemed every Spaniard I had met in the last seven years had
            deemed it necessary to point out that I shared the same condition with Señor Gebel. One of them had gone so far as to nickname me Gebelito, which stung far more than any cry of “freak” or “goblin” had in the schoolyard. I was therefore grateful when, whether out
            of prudence or politeness, Pike declined to comment.
         

         
         He pocketed the rolls and cheese and took small methodical bites from the fuet, chewing each piece to oblivion.

         
         “It seems you’ve had a rough go of it here, Pike,” I said.

         
         He looked at me blankly, which made my idiotic statement appear all the more so. I didn’t yet know his hearing was deteriorating.

         
         “How are you getting on?” I asked.

         
         “Oh, grand, just grand. You know what they say about Falange hospitality—always a fresh pot of tea, a warm bed, and a kick
            in the teeth. Tell me, is it true France fell in only six weeks?”
         

         
         “Yes, along with the Low Countries. Denmark and Norway have capitulated as well.”

         
         “And England?”

         
         “Still holding out, for the time being. But the Luftwaffe have many more bombs to drop.”

         
         “Will Franco join the fight?”

         
         “It’s unlikely,” I said. Franco had of course pledged his allegiance to fight the international conspiracy of Jewish-Bolshevik
            democracy, but he demanded the Germans give him Gibraltar and half of North Africa, along with an endless supply of grain
            and gasoline. The Führer had not taken kindly to this conditional offer of support, especially after he had just won the general
            his war.
         

         
         “Look, Pike, I’d like to talk about your particular situation. I trust you’ve heard your death sentence has been commuted.”

         
         “I’ve been awarded a lifelong holiday here instead.”

         
         I handed him a cigarette. “So where does that leave you?”

         
         “Trapped in a Trappist cell,” he said melodiously.

         
         “Yes, quite so, I’m afraid. That is, unless . . .”

         
         “How come you don’t sound like a German?” he asked.

         
         “I’m sorry? Oh, you mean my English? Well, I suppose I have something of a knack for languages. I spent time in England as
            a student. And you?” I asked. “By the sound of it, Limerick with a New York twist. Tell me, do you still have contacts in
            America?”
         

         
         “Surely you know I haven’t been there since I was a pimply young cunt—or can’t you tell ‘by the sound of it?’”

         
         I did know. His lawyer, who was one of our assets, had passed on copies of the correspondence Pike had on his person at the
            time of his capture. He had letters from a sister in New York, as well as friends in Ireland affiliated with the governing
            party Fianna Fáil, the IRA, and the School of Celtic Languages at University College Dublin—all of which made him a particularly
            strategic asset from our point of view. Yet, unlike most prisoners, he appeared not to have written a single letter in the
            last two years.
         

         
         “What is it you want from me?” he asked.

         
         “Very well, since you favor the direct approach, let me ask you another question. What is it you want from life, Pike?”

         
         “Well, I can tell you becoming a Nazi isn’t high on the list. I’d say it’s right below chewing off my own cobs.”

         
         “No one wants you to become a Nazi. I’m not a Nazi.”

         
         “You just work for them.”

         
         “I happen to be German. I work for Germany. I can’t help that a gang of criminals and half-wits has taken power in my country
            and given us a war nobody wanted but one we are poised to win.”
         

         
         We in the Abwehr were encouraged to draw sharp distinctions between the Nazis and Germany as a way to disarm a potential recruit.
            I liked to think my frank contempt for the regime was particularly effective because, at least in my case, it was true.
         

         
         “I have no choice but to work within these circumstances to bring about the best possible outcome.”

         
         “For yourself?” asked Pike.

         
         “For the world, yourself and myself included. I’d like to help you, which will in turn allow you to help the people of Ireland.”

         
         “A charming notion,” he said, laughing. “But I’m afraid not all us socialists have our dye washed out so easily.”

         
         “We want to send you back to Ireland. Helmut Kriegsmann said you would be amenable to the idea.”

         
         For once, he didn’t have a clever reply. “Helmut the German sent you?”

         
         I nodded. “He says you would know how to navigate the political situation there, how to heal the rift between De Valera’s
            government and the IRA rebels and unite them in common cause against the British.”
         

         
         Pike laughed. “I haven’t known anything for two years but hard Spanish stone.”

         
         “Well, you know enough to know this war is not like the last one. Germany is moving swiftly toward victory. Assuming the Russians
            stay out of the way, England will be defeated soon. Then the dream of a German Europe will be achieved. And with it, assuming
            we find the right allies, so will the dream of a united and independent Ireland.”
         

         
         “And what if Hitler’s defeated?”

         
         “It’s possible, though it doesn’t look like he will be. Nor does it seem likely your fledgling republic will ever become whole unless it’s backed by a military force that can actually defeat England. Wouldn’t you like to help end partition?” 

         
         “To what end? So I can help turn Ireland into a German colony instead of an English one?”

         
         “As far as I know, Germany has no designs on Irish sovereignty. It boils down to the simple equation that what’s bad for England
            is good for both our countries. Germany can be a friend to Ireland, and Ireland can be a friend to Germany. But why trouble
            ourselves with geopolitical speculation? You must assess this situation realistically, Pike. This is about Ireland’s fate,
            as well as your own. Nazis have nothing to do with it. The question you have to ask yourself is how, other than by working
            for us, do you plan to get beyond these walls?”
         

         
         We circled the garroting post in silence. I stopped here and turned to him so that the execution site was in his line of vision
            over my shoulder. “Consider it this way. I’m offering you your freedom. And in return all I’m asking for is friendship.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Finn McCool in the Bowels of Teutonia: Concerning His Murderous Exploits in Berlin
2
The Bowels

         
         
            Here continue the high deeds of Finn McCool—retainer to the Taoiseach of Erin and exiled captain of the Fenians. Finn, who
               had hunted men through the boglands of Erin and across the corpse-strewn valley of the Ebro, was, at the moment we encounter
               him, tracking his prey in the bowels of Teutonia.
            

         

         A horse cart brimming with viscera clattered down the cobblestones of Horst-Wessel-Stadt. Its fumes coiled up the saucer-sized
            nostrils of Finn McCool, filling his wise brain with the fragrance of slaughter. The scent was unmistakable. Fouler than the
            spoiled rejectamenta sloshing in those sun-bleached barrels, fouler even than the fetid air of Friedrichshain, which reeked
            of dogshit and despair and industrial sewage gushing into the Spree. It was the scent of Morell. Dr. Theodor Morell. Homeopathic
            healer and physician to the stars. The keeper of needles. The Poisonous Mushroom. The personal doctor of Adolf Hitler.
         

         
          

         Finn crawled along the quay, following the cargo of organ meat that had come from the far reaches of Slavdom. When the two guards became distracted by a girls’ rowing team on the water, he slipped through the open loading dock and hid behind a metal staircase on the factory floor. Here was where they processed the offal into the life-giving serum that flowed through Hitler’s veins. Finn had come to spike the punch. Though, from what he could see and smell from his clancular perch, there was hardly a need for skullduggery. The ingredients themselves were pure poison. Slimy sheep udders, putrefied bull pizzles, an ungodly stew of goat glands and equine vulvae that had traveled across the Ukrainian plains—these would surely kill any man, let alone a vegetarian like the Führer. 

         
         The truth was, Finn’s heart did not warm to such a craven method of man-slaying as the slip of a Mickey. Not after the incident
            with the treacherous Fenian. No, he much preferred monomachy. To feel the hilt of his blade up against the guts, hear the
            deathgroans, taste the bloodspray. Of course, he stood no chance of getting in such close proximity to Hitler. Finn, as he
            crept from the staircase and up into the ventilation shaft, had a different plan.
         

         
         It was rumored that the Führer had become dependent on his daily injections. He simply couldn’t function without them. If
            the rumors were true, then one need not get to Hitler in order to knock him off his feet. All you had to do was eliminate
            the one man he relied upon to get through the day. Kill the doctor, and, with a bit of luck, it just might kill the patient
            too. To think that a feckless, rot-livered Fenian could, with the simple flick of his stag knife, bring this war to a halt—the
            thought made Finn laugh so hard he nearly gave up his hiding spot.
         

         
         Fascists and doctors, Finn had come to understand, were kindred types, and the fascist doctor a lethal hybrid of the two. The fascist was known by his intolerance of ambiguity, overactive disgust reflex, and adoration of authority. The second type, the medical doctor, was of much older issue but exhibited many similar traits: the desire to impose order by excising foreign bodies, the infliction of pain, and the need to reduce reality to convenient contraries like healthy versus sick. The expression of these personality traits, given the right context, could be destructive on its own, but when spliced with the fascist, the result was without exception monstrous. 

         
         With Morell, Finn was circling his sixth kill. Seventh, if one counted that bit of bad business on the submarine, which he
            preferred not to do. The notches on his war club belonged to four Nazi doctors and one nurse, pedigreed party members all.
            Hitler’s doctor, and with any luck Hitler himself, would be his crowning achievement.
         

         
         The problem was that Morell, despite being morbidly obese and uniquely malodorous, was an elusive figure. Finn had sighted
            him but once, stood face-to-face with the man in his office, in fact. But no sooner had he laid eyes on him than the doctor
            was spirited away to a fortress in the eastern forests. Now his office was shuttered and his elite clientele of Reichskabinett
            members and film actresses was left out in the cold, clamoring for harder erections and softer stools. Like them, Finn faced
            the same intractable reality: that an appointment was simply out of the question. Doctors—they must be eliminated! thought
            Finn in his wise brain. That was why he was here in the Hamma factory slithering through the ductwork and scraping his horn
            against hot metal. He needed a new path to Morell.
         

         
         He wormed onward until he reached the vent above the factory office. Stilling his breath, he inched his face to the grate.
            A man was working at the desk below him with his back to the vent. Finn could make out his balding crown and sloped shoulders
            hunched over an account book. He should be going to lunch soon, at which point Finn could root around the files. Surely, one
            of those cabinets had a sheet with the doctor’s home address on it. According to the rumors, the Führer had bought him a villa
            somewhere in the western suburbs in return for curing his eczema. But the problem was, there were several suburbs west of
            Berlin, many of them chockablock with villas. He’d asked his remaining friends among the Wilden, young misfits who roamed the lakeshores of the Grunewald, to keep on the lookout for the portly doctor, but so far the little Indians had turned up only a gold-collared hound and the body of a drowned infant. 

         
         Fifteen minutes passed, and the noon bell rang. Still, to Finn’s surprise, the clerk remained at his desk. The Teutonians
            were usually so mechanized in their routine. Surely this man would not eat at his Arbeitsplatz. The practice was considered unhygienic here, belonging to the uncouth habits of New York financiers and Hollywood film moguls—a
            clear symptom of liberal-Jewish decadence. The one o’clock return-to-work bell struck, yet the little office mole showed no
            signs of abating. Finn could hear him singing the sums to himself under his breath as he tallied: Einundvierzig, Fünfundsiebzig, Zweihundertdreiundzwanzig . . .

         
         Finn’s limbs [perfectly roped muscle] began to cramp. The sweat gathered at the tip of his nose and pattered onto the metal.
            He tried to adjust himself but, in doing so, snagged his nipple on a raised nailhead and let out a groan. The clerk paused
            in his computations, lifted his head, and looked around for something to confirm the report of his ears. Finn remained frozen,
            exerting all the tendons in his neck to hold his face away from the grate. Seeing nothing, the man removed a cucumber, a jar
            of mustard, and a heel of black bread from his desk drawer, gave Finn his bald crown again, and returned to work.
         

         
         Having decided he must wait the clerk out, Finn withdrew his powers of sensual perception and retired into the privacy of
            his mind, as he had done so often during his years in the Spanish pit. He consulted his repertoire of tales and, feeling fatigue
            for all stories concerning his youth in Ireland, his criminal misadventures in New York, and his sobering political education
            in Spain, he decided to regale himself with the story of his ascension from the pit, chronicling his metamorphosis into the
            mighty hunter Finn. He would tell the tale of Finn McCool, secret death-dealing ambidexter, scourge of Nazi doctors, and redeemer
            of Europe—currently stuck in the bowels of Berlin.
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         I picked him up in Hendaye late in the summer of 1940. The air battle for England was then under way (I might add that as
            I write, the RAF are certainly returning the favor in full).
         

         
         Two civil guards drove him to the border in a black Hispano-Suiza, its silver stork piercing the veil of lit fog. Pike got
            out and walked across the bridge into France, where I waited. He was wearing a Guardia Civil uniform.
         

         
         “Well, hello there, Mephistopheles,” he said, taking my hand. “We never did shake to confirm the sale of my soul.”

         
         We drove through the night toward Paris. Pike said little and looked out the open window, lapping up the air like a hound.

         
         At dawn we stopped in Poitiers. It was his first breakfast in two years. It was also my first glimpse of his gregarious and
            libidinous personality.
         

         
         “By God, did you see that?” he asked, after the bar girl brought our meal.

         
         “What?”

         
         “The girl, man. Your gorgeous lump of a waitress there. Did you see her arms? That’s how I’d like to go—beaten to death by
            those fine, slender girl arms. I daresay women have gotten even prettier in the last two years.”
         

         
         I wouldn’t have known.

         
         “Say,” asked Pike, “is it true Trotsky is dead?”

         
         It was.

         
         “Who killed him?”

         
         “Well, he claims to be a jilted Belgian socialist, but he’s almost certainly one of Stalin’s NKVD men. Whoever he is, he was
            caught burying an ice ax in Trotsky’s skull.”
         

         
         Pike shook his head. “And I thought that was just something the guards were saying to taunt us. Jesus, this coffee tastes
            like a dream.”
         

         
         It was nothing special, as I recall, but back then it was still brewed mostly from real coffee beans, and not the chicory
            and dirt that currently fill our cups.
         

         
         I noticed he had broken down his meal into little morsels and arranged them on the plate. He saw me observing him. “Prison
            habit. Made the bread last longer. We ate the pieces in order of least to most moldy.”
         

         
         “I would have thought it better to eat the moldiest first, knowing the meal will only get better.”

         
         “Well,” he said with a mouthful of croissant, “you reveal your deep ignorance of strategy when it comes to consuming rotten
            organic matter. You see, the mold paints its flavor all over your tongue. It’s sharp and it lingers. So, if you eat the moldiest
            bit first, the rest of your bread, even the untainted crumbs, tastes foul. But if you eat those few precious and miraculously
            unbesmirched pieces first, with a clean mouth and at the pinnacle of your hunger, well, then you’ve managed to experience
            pleasure in a place where there’s only pain and privation. Like drawing yourself a cool heavenly pint from the brimstone of
            hell.”
         

         
         I told him that still it must have been awful to end every meal with a rancid taste in your mouth.

         
         “Ah, but isn’t that how life ends, Grotius—with a rancid taste?”

         
         He had no illusions that it would end otherwise for him. “I’ve eaten the best bits of life, and now that I’ve signed on with you lot, I’m onto the moldy parts. But at least I’m still eating. See, that’s my problem. I’m still hungry for life, even after it’s spoiled.” 

         
         “The maddest thing a man can do in this life is to let himself die,” I said.
         

         
         “What’s that from?”

         
         “The Quixote. Sancho to the Don on his deathbed.”
         

         
         “Well, God bless that peasant sage and font of squirely wit,” he said, popping a bread ball into his mouth.

         
         I knew then that I liked him.

         
         Pike slept after we left Poitiers. I had taken two Pervitin with my breakfast and felt like I could drive all the way to China.

         
         We were an hour outside Paris when he stirred. “Grotius! Of course! I’ve finally got it.”

         
         His shout startled me. “What? Got what?”

         
         “Your name. It came to me in my sleep. Hugo Grotius. De Jure Belli ac Pacis. I can picture the spine on my father’s bookshelf. Do you know it?”
         

         
         “The Rights of War and Peace.”

         
         “Is he a relation of yours?”

         
         “Not that I’m aware of. Though I do have some Dutch stock in the family tree.”

         
         Of course, my last name was not really Grotius, but I was telling the truth. And I’m certain that the jurist Grotius had once
            been on our bookshelf too. That is, until my father sold off the family library. By the time I turned thirteen, all that remained
            of my grandfather Johannes de Groot’s spectacular five-thousand-volume collection were two centuries of bound account ledgers,
            a Luther Bible, and an eighteenth-century treatise on rum manufacturing. “Nothing more a Flensburg merchant needs,” I remember
            my father saying after the last cartload of books had been trundled away. Only later, after his death, did I discover that
            my father had kept a secret library of his own.
         

         
         It seems fitting to note here, since the subject has come up and since this may well serve as the only meaningful record of my life, a word about my origins. My family was composed of the northern margins of Germany—Frisians and Dutch on my father’s side, Danes on my mother’s, with the odd Germanizing Saxon thrown into the stew. The De Groots had, amid the chaos of the Thirty Years’ War and the decline of the Hanseatic League, shapeshifted from fishermen into merchants. A century later, Groot & Arnesen was the most prosperous firm in Flensburg. Sugar and rum from the Danish West Indies and whale oil from Greenland passed through our docks and left behind their residue of capital in our coffers. At its height, the firm added its own rum distillery. 

         
         Our fortunes turned with Bismarck. When Flensburg was Prussianized in 1864, so began my family’s long Buddenbrooks-like decline. “We were once the sweeteners of Europe,” boasted my father, who was given to hyperbole, especially regarding
            the past. He was a fatalist and saw it as his duty as son and epigone to steer the family business on its predestined path
            to oblivion. Any attempt to change course or evolve with the times was seen as a betrayal. Although his entire identity was
            attached to an enterprise whose sole purpose had been profit, money itself was anathema to him, something to be spent or gambled
            away as quickly as possible. He regarded mercantilism as his birthright, requiring no more maintenance than a fresh coat of
            paint on the coat of arms.
         

         
         By the time I was born, in 1902, into a patrician house beside the Marienkirche and the trappings of inherited wealth, all
            that remained of the family empire was the rum distillery. And it was bad rum at that, the kind you would see broken veterans
            drinking in the street. By 1921, the G&A Distillery had gone bankrupt and my father was consuming more alcohol than his firm
            was selling. Thankfully, I didn’t witness this up close. I was in England at boarding school on money my family no longer
            had, part of a goodwill campaign to repair Anglo–German relations, and had just won a scholarship to study at university in
            Salamanca. By the end of that year, during my first year in Spain, my father’s liver gave out.
         

         
         I came back a month after the funeral to sell the house and tend to my mother and sister. One morning, while I was cleaning out his wardrobe, I noticed a small door hidden behind his staggering collection of suits. I pushed tentatively, and when I found myself on the other side, suddenly surrounded by a library of floor-to-ceiling perversions, I realized I had never known my father at all. Bodies contorted in horrible poses, pinioned by metal clamps and leather restraints. Wood and bone penetrating flesh. Pain and pleasure entwined. Images that continue to haunt me all these years later. 

         
         “Wonder what that musty old humanist would make of our little arrangement here,” said Pike, still thinking of the jurist who
            shared my name. “We think—or rather, those of us who were fighting for a better world liked to think—we were making progress,
            little by little, century by century. But look what’s happened in just a handful of years. Rule of law, international society
            of peaceful states, the universal dignity of man—all those four-hundred-year-old ideas of Grotius’s out the bleeding window.
            To invoke those words today, well, you might as well be speaking Eskimo. And we have your boss Hitler—no, excuse me, I should
            say our boss Hitler—to thank for it.”
         

         
         I told him Hitler was neither my boss nor his.

         
         “I wish I had your talent for self-obfuscation, Grotius. I hope that’s something they’ll teach me in spy school.”

         
         I said nothing.

         
         “My father once told me Grotius had to flee the Spanish Netherlands by hiding in a trunk of books all the way to France,”
            said Pike, stretching himself out in the cramped seat. “A longer, bumpier ride even than in this pile of metal. Speaking of
            which, what’s a German like you doing behind the wheel of a Renault? Isn’t it your duty to despise all things French?”
         

         
         “On the contrary,” I said. “As you’ll soon see, the Germans love French things. It’s only French people and their ideas they loathe.”
         

         
          

         Paris in the late summer of 1940 felt as though the whole SS had commandeered the city for a stag spree. Just the act of driving
            through at midday on a Saturday made me feel obscene. The Champs-Élysées reeked of champagne vomit and piss. Uniformed officers
            were outside drinking at cafés with their courtesans or walking their Great Danes in a victors’ gait. I much preferred dour
            Madrid, even in its famished and war-weary state. It’s not just that I resented Paris—which, like all foreign-born Hispanists,
            I do. We are distrustful of the city’s easy charms and repulsed by its unchallenged claim to cultural supremacy. The Nazis
            wanted to conquer it, but in order to enjoy it. Even as conquerors, they were under its seductive spell. And this was what
            truly galled me. Seeing my countrymen, speakers of my language, the supposed descendants of Lessing and Goethe, lord their
            authority over a people all while playing out drunken tourist fantasies made me ashamed to be German. At least in Madrid the
            Francoist scoundrels I was working with had done this to their own people. I was merely an observer there and not part of
            an occupying force.
         

         
         We dined at La Tour d’Argent. Canaris was of the school that assets should be overwhelmed by comfort—I suppose this was why
            I had been ordered to drive two hundred kilometers out of the way for lunch. But given Pike’s recent circumstances, I think
            the effect was more jarring than anything. As we climbed the narrow staircase to the sixth floor, I noticed that the suit
            I had brought for Pike fit him like a bedsheet (I suppose he has always loomed larger in my mind). It was also still painfully
            obvious that he hadn’t showered since leaving the Burgos dungeon. I watched him as he took in the elegance of the dining room,
            with its rich wood paneling, chandeliers, and huge windows overlooking Notre-Dame and the Seine. The man looked around the
            room as though lost in a forest.
         

         
         “Don’t worry, Pike. It’s just like any other meal. You pick up food and put it in your mouth.”

         
         “Grateful you told me—saved me the embarrassment of gobbling it up with my arse.”

         
         “And no need to arrange the bites on your plate,” I said. “None of the food is spoiled here. Though I’m afraid the same can’t
            be said of the clientele.”
         

         
         We approached the table where Veesenmayer and Kriegsmann were waiting for us, and I summoned the bland professional tone I
            used when in the company of Hitlerites. I introduced Pike first to Dr. Edmund Veesenmayer, who at the time was serving as
            special adviser on Ireland with the Foreign Office. He was an SS man and ardent Nazi. And, as if that weren’t revolting enough,
            a professor of political science. He wore his hair slant across his forehead in imitation of the Führer, and his veins bulged
            beneath his skin in such a way as to remind one of a turgid glans. He has since moved on to Zagreb, where he is no doubt busy
            with the slaughter of Serbs and Jews.
         

         
         “And Helmut Kriegsmann I believe you already know.”

         
         “Helmut the German!” yelled Pike, embracing him and attracting the attention of other diners. I noticed that he spoke rather
            loudly, a bit too loudly for a spy.
         

         
         Kriegsmann bothered me far less. In fact, I rather liked him. He was with the Brandenburgers, a commando unit dedicated to
            insurgency and sabotage, and he gave off the air of a swashbuckling adventurer—the kind of warrior specimen the Veesenmayers
            of the world secretly longed to be. Veesenmayer revered Kriegsmann for the very qualities he himself lacked but that he prized
            to the point of believing they were his own. Like a collector under the delusion that he, solely by virtue of possessing a
            beautiful painting, is somehow responsible for its creation.
         

         
         Kriegsmann had been the mastermind behind Pike’s release. He knew more about Ireland than almost anyone in Germany. Though that was an achievement rather easily come by, since nobody in Germany seemed to know anything about Ireland. Before the war, he’d been a doctoral student at Trinity, where he studied the migration habits of waterfowl, taught German, and fell in with the IRA. Pike was old friends with Kriegsmann’s Irish wife, Val. 

         
         While the two friends caught up, I was left with Veesenmayer. The man looked like he had been rubbed in oil.

         
         “He reeks,” he said, referring to Pike.

         
         “As would anyone who’s just emerged from San Pedro de Cardeña.”

         
         “I hear the Reichsführer was displeased by his trip to Spain.”

         
         “I’m not sure what you heard, but he seemed to enjoy himself,” I said, recalling Himmler’s daily temper tantrums.

         
         “He said the Abwehr hasn’t lifted a finger to track down German traitors who fought in Spain.”

         
         “Traitors? As I recall, the Reich was never officially at war with the republic.”

         
         “Communists, anarchists, traitors. It’s all the same.”

         
         “Well, as Canaris sees it, it’s not our job.”

         
         “So aloof, you lot. Nothing seems to be your job. That’s why the Security Office has to do everything for you.”

         
         Himmler had made an agreement with Franco to let the Gestapo operate freely within Spain, in exchange for shipping back any
            rogue Spanish republicans found in the greater Reich. This arrangement was also an indirect assault on the Abwehr, as it meant
            Himmler’s laboratory monster Heydrich would be watching over us, making sure Canaris didn’t let things become too ideologically
            lax. Neither Hitler nor Himmler fully trusted Canaris. He was not a party member, and on top of that, he was an eccentric,
            a fox, a pirate captain sailing his ship of spies wherever he pleased.
         

         
         “Mark my words, Grotius,” said Veesenmayer. “Your lot’s days are numbered.”

         
         Mercifully, the waiter arrived with our lunch. Though, after listening to these sinister admonishments come from Veesenmayer’s lubricated face, I had lost my appetite. We were served canard à la presse, which was carved above our plates on a long fork. Pike’s chin nearly fell onto the tablecloth. I was afraid he might be
            in shock. But he soon came to his senses and took up his utensils.
         

         
         “Did you know that right here in this very restaurant is where Henry the Fourth first introduced the fork into French dining?”
            said Veesenmayer to the table in English, as though trying to prove his was as fluent as ours.
         

         
         “What’s this number?” asked Pike, gesturing at a little card that was presented next to his plate.

         
         “It’s the serial number of the duck,” said Kriegsmann. “And it appears you’ve been served number 300,130.”

         
         “Is this a new German policy?” Pike asked.

         
         Kriegsmann and I laughed. Veesenmayer looked annoyed.

         
         “La Tour d’Argent has been serving the best duck in France for centuries. It is one of the oldest restaurants in Europe,”
            he said testily.
         

         
         We all began eating.

         
         “Wait,” said Veesenmayer, putting out his hand like a traffic guard. “We need new wine for the duck. This one’s not right.”
            He shouted for the waiter and demanded to see the wine list.
         

         
         “Is this entirely necessary? This man,” I said, gesturing at Pike, “hasn’t tasted meat in years!”

         
         “If you want to ruin your meal, you can be my guest,” said Veesenmayer.

         
         Pike continued eating. Kriegsmann and I looked at each other and recognized our mutual embarrassment at having heeded Veesenmayer’s
            command in the first place. We, too, resumed eating.
         

         
         “So I’m dining with barbarians,” said Veesenmayer sulkily.

         
         The waiter returned with what looked like a dictionary. Veesenmayer placed a pair of glasses on the tip of his nose, irritably
            flipped through the pages, and barked out a request for a 1921 Cheval Blanc.
         

         
         When the waiter brought the wine, Veesenmayer, as punishment for our insolence, refused to let him pour for the rest of us. It was unclear if he was joking, but Pike looked like he was going to smash the bottle over his head. 

         
         “You may think me a prig, Herr Pike, but I assure you there is nothing more serious than pleasure. And pleasure requires discipline.”

         
         “Gee, I’d sure hate to be your girlfriend,” said Pike with a mouthful of duck, which he washed down after helping himself
            to a glass of Veesenmayer’s forbidden Bordeaux.
         

         
         The man had a contempt for authority and the tongue to match it. It was a miracle he’d survived a Falangist prison. I found
            it thrilling. And, it must be admitted, seductive.
         

         
         Over brandy and cigarettes, Kriegsmann told us of his latest mission, which had been aborted due to weather. The North Sea
            seemed to be our most formidable enemy when it came to Irish operations. Operation Lobster was supposed to deposit him with
            a wireless on the shores of Dingle. But a storm caught them off the coast and nearly capsized the fishing boat. While Kriegsmann
            was undeterred, the Breton captain refused to bring her to shore in the storm and turned back. Pike, who was reeling from
            the wine, listened to his old friend Kriegsmann with eyes closed and a wan smile, like a child hearing a bedtime story.
         

         
         After lunch, we drove to the château in the Loire Valley where Pike would undergo his training. I was to stay the weekend,
            make sure he was properly settled in, and then return to Madrid on the Monday train from Paris. I relished the idea of a quiet
            weekend in the countryside with minimal duties. I’d even brought a bootlegged copy of Zweig’s Erasmus von Rotterdam and planned to spend the next day engrossed under a tree.
         

         
         The château was an impressive Renaissance relic, with crenellated roof and Italian ornamentation that proved just how far the art of masonry had fallen in recent times. No doubt the house had been expropriated from those deemed racially or politically unworthy and somehow Canaris had finagled it into his possession. 

         
         Veesenmayer marched past us in a rage as we came through the front entrance. He was searching for the estate manager, Marcel,
            to berate him about some oversight with the driveway, and told us to go wait in the kitchen. Three other recruits were already
            there, smoking beside the stone fireplace. An American, an Alsatian, and a Bohemian German. All of them were abnormally tall,
            their heads nearly brushing the copper pots that hung from the arch.
         

         
         We appraised one another in silence until a cherubic man descended the staircase and clapped his hands together. “Moin, moin!” he shouted, with a mischievous smile and a cheek full of cut tobacco.
         

         
         He introduced himself as Captain Arne Töller and welcomed everyone to his “House of Deception.” He was clad in green riding
            pants, a loose white tunic, and a Greek fisherman’s cap, his Mediterranean flair contrasting comically with his Plattdeutsch,
            which reminded me of my northern upbringing. Captain Töller then proceeded to explain that for the next few weeks these promising
            recruits would learn some “handy little tricks”—namely, encryption, wireless communication, invisible inking, and explosives—that
            would transform them into “masters of deception.”
         

         
         What strange characters the intelligence community employs, I remember thinking when Pike nudged me. “I haven’t a clue what
            this fella’s on about.”
         

         
         Embarrassed that I had never broached the subject before, I asked Pike if he knew any German.

         
         “Sauerkraut, Danke schön, Flugzeug—what more could I need?”
         

         
         I sighed, and for the second time that month, I took up the role of interpreter. At least it wasn’t for Himmler.

         
         Pike was given a room in the château and I was put up in the carriage house, in somewhat shabbier quarters than I had hoped for. The room was damp and smelled of mold, the bed canopy sagged with dust and cobwebs, and the mattress felt like it had been packed with bones. But at least there was a tap and a stove for boiling water. I had just drawn a bath for myself when I heard a knock at the door. 

         
         Exhausted from so much driving and a heavy meal, I pretended not to hear. I turned the faucet back on, hoping my visitor would
            take the hint. But the knocking persisted. I wrapped myself in a towel monogrammed with the initials of the previous owner
            and went to the door.
         

         
         It was Pike. “Grotius—my interpreter, my liberator—I’ve another favor to ask.”

         
         “Certainly, Pike, but can’t it wait until I’ve had a bath?” I said more testily than I had wished. I suddenly felt conscious
            of being undressed in front of him. I had a slim upper body that I took pride in keeping in a groomed and toned state, in
            hopes it offset the condition of my leg. I noticed Pike survey me in my nakedness down to the hem of my towel.
         

         
         “I’m afraid it can’t, Grotius. It’s been two years and counting. . . .”

         
         I looked at him blankly.

         
         “Don’t you see, man, I’ve been thinking about that girl from the café, and those women on the streets in Paris, and even that
            plump old countess at the table beside us at lunch. I won’t be able to learn a lick of spy work ’til I’ve let my Jap’s eye
            have a proper wink and pumped all this jip from my brain.”
         

         
         “Well, what do you want me to do about it?” I said. “There are no women here.”

         
         I didn’t know whether he saw the hanging implications of that statement. I hadn’t either until I uttered it and then feared
            he’d think I was offering an alternative. Unless, of course, it was he propositioning me.
         

         
         “What’s the closest town?”

         
         “Tours, but it’s been all but destroyed.”

         
         “Is there a town that’s not been destroyed?”

         
         “Well, Orléans, I suppose. Though it’s probably an hour’s drive.”

         
         “Then you’ve got to take me to Orléans. If only for an hour.”

         
         I told him he was mad. I said I was sure a trip could be arranged eventually, but tonight was out of the question. “You don’t
            even have papers, Pike. What if the authorities detain you? You do realize part of the job of being a spy is to evade detection.”
            I reminded him that, according to Franco’s government, he had escaped, which meant the French authorities and the Gestapo
            would send him back to Spain.
         

         
         “But that’s why I need you to come with me, Grotius. Flash those Abwehr credentials at whoever gives us trouble.”

         
         I laughed. “The Gestapo in Orléans won’t set great store by the fact that I’m a diplomatic liaison in Madrid.”

         
         “Are you sure there’s no way I can convince you?” said Pike, slowly this time, as his gaze wandered down to my towel.

         
         Before I knew it, he pushed me backward onto the bed, dropped to his knees, and, pulling loose my towel, took me in his mouth.
            The suddenness and excitement of it all was too much. I felt the wetness of his tongue, his hardness against my bare leg,
            and before I could truly appreciate the first intimate touch I had experienced in years, I came.
         

         
         Pike stood and wiped his mouth on his shirtsleeve. “Shall we go, then?”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Finn McCool in the Bowels of Teutonia
4
The Pit

         
         The smell of the morning’s executions still hung in the air when the screw took Finn from his cell. Was this it? he wondered.
            His name had not been called. But, then, that hardly mattered.
         

         
         Every morning for two hundred days, the priest would intone the roster of damned souls. And every morning they would call
            his name. At the O’s his body would begin to shake. Oppenheimer, Ordoñez, Orozco, Orsen, Ortega, Peña, Perec, Pérez, Pike—each
            time the sound of it stabbed him. Even now, whenever he heard the Spanish pronunciation of his old name, Pi-que, the name he had known before he became Finn, he felt a sting inside his brain. Every morning the screw Clemente rattled the
            cell door open and led him out to the cloister garden, behind the other condemned names. In the early days, when the list
            was long, the prisoners were pushed against the stone wall and shot. After the numbers thinned, the garroting post was erected.
            Every morning for two hundred days Finn was made to stand and watch the executions, waiting for his own, until he alone remained
            in the garden and was then taken back to his cell.
         

         
         Four hundred days had passed since his name had last been called. But here was the screw Clemente, wearing his same weary expression, nudging Finn down the ambulatory with his baton. In the garth, the garroting post shimmered in the midday sun. Three crows hopped around the pool of vomit at its base, pecking at half-digested bread, while guards hauled the last corpse away. Neither paid Finn any mind. 

         
         As he assured himself he would not die today, a voice behind him spoke.

         
         “I told you I would come.”

         
         Finn turned to see the dark, kitelike face of the lawyer Baroucin. He had seen the man only once, at his trial. If it could
            be called that, though nothing was tried. It had lasted twenty minutes and the presiding military judge had sentenced him
            to death, as he had the other dozen prisoners from the International Brigades that morning. The Baron Baroucin, who spoke
            Spanish with a French inflection and looked every bit the reactionary aristocrat, had politely asked the judge to consider
            reducing the sentence to life imprisonment. The judge denied this request, and that was the last he had seen of his lawyer.
         

         
         “I have some news,” he said.

         
         Finn, who was not keen to guess the contents of his lawyer’s mind, stared at him.

         
         “Franco has commuted your death sentence.”

         
         Finn considered these words, taking them apart and putting them back together again. It seemed he had already died many times
            in this courtyard.
         

         
         “So I’m to live out my days here, then?”

         
         Baroucin edged closer to Finn and whispered in his ear. “Not exactly.”

         
         The baron took Finn by the shoulder and escorted him to the far end of the courtyard, away from the guards. “I can’t say much,
            but Lieutenant McGrath is a friend.”
         

         
         Gerry McGrath had been a fellow officer in the International Brigades. Finn had not heard of him since he was taken at Gandesa
            and feared that, like most of the IB men there, he had been captured or killed.
         

         
         “Just keep silent while I talk, and listen very carefully. British intelligence has learned that the Germans are planning an Irish operation to coincide with an invasion of England and that they aim to recruit you as an agent. The details of the plan are unknown, but we have intercepted messages sent between the Abwehr office in Madrid and the Foreign Office in Paris. An Abwehr agent, likely a man named Johann Grotius, will be coming to make you an offer of collaboration in exchange for your freedom. McGrath says you should accept this offer. Don’t act too eager, but accept. Once you are out of Spain, they will likely take you to a training facility in the Loire before bringing you to Germany. We have a contact in Orléans at a brothel called La Pucelle. Find a way to get there, ask for Mamie, and ask her for an Alouette.” 

         
         “An Alouette?”

         
         “It’s a kind of verse. She will tell you more. Now, shake my hand if you understand this and agree to it.”

         
         “Does De Valera know about this?” asked Finn.

         
         Baroucin handed Finn a crumpled five-pound banknote. “Read it.”

         
         On the back, written in the runic hand of his Taoiseach, Éamon the Valorous, with whom he had once passed notes through the
            bars of a cell, was a message:
         

         
         
            Éire must remain officially neutral, but I’m trusting you to be our Finn McCool in the lands of the Gilla Dacar.—E.

         

         So, thought Finn, there’s still some fight in the old dog after all.

         
         “Now eat it,” said the lawyer.

         
         Finn wadded up the five-pound note and swallowed it. “That’s the best meal I’ve had in years.”

         
         “The most expensive one too, I imagine,” said Baroucin. “Now shake my hand and, for godssakes, good luck.”

         
         
            And these were the memories Finn brought to sustain himself on his voyage to Teutonia:

         

         
            	—A grilled rabbit, caught and eaten on the purple wastelands of Aragon.

            	—The face of Arturo at the garroting post, tendons burst from his neck, eyeballs sprung from their sockets.

            	—The gamey smell of the vellum in the Manuscripts Room of University College Dublin.

            	—The black nose hairs of Dr. Vallejo-Nágera, visible just above his clipboard, as he expounded on his theory of congenital
               Marxism.
            

            	—The wind on his face while he and Seán Hogan clung to the running board of a commandeered postal lorry.

            	—The pursed lips of the Chekists in the lobby of the Hotel Florida as they tallied the ideological sins of the clientele and
               drafted kill lists in their heads.
            

            	—A warm loaf of pumpernickel from Liebermann’s, fruit of his first theft.

            	—The sweaty thighs of Lucy O’Donnell during the premiere of Modern Times at the Savoy, the night before he left for Spain.
            

            	—The prim face of Seán Russell after he had expelled Finn and his fellow socialists from the IRA.

            	—The pint of porter gracefully drawn at JJ Bowles pub.

            	—The three Asturian boys, no older than fourteen, lined up and shot in the back of the neck, while their fathers were made
               to watch and the priest looked on.
            

            	—The house thief in Mountjoy who called him China and gave him a friendly tug in the library when the screws weren’t looking.

            	—The jug-eared potato head of that fascist cunt Eoin O’Duffy as he led his Fine Gael goons through the streets of Cork, screaming about godlessness and civilization. 

            	—The sour breath of Herr Doktor Wagner as he leaned to fit the electrode harness over Finn’s face.
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