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			To Erica, Ryan, and Tony

			Who know my secrets and love me anyway

		

	
		
			
			
				It is difficult to get a man to understand something when his salary depends upon his not understanding it.

				—Upton Sinclair

				Between the truth and my mother, I choose my mother.

				—Albert Camus (sort of)

			

		

	
		
			
			To understand the story that follows, you have to remember a few things. Including what happened in the previous volume, Max in the House of Spies:

			Max, a brilliant Jewish boy, was sent away from home and from his parents to escape the Nazis. Living in England, he convinced British intelligence to train him as a spy so he could go back to Germany. Last we saw him, he was dropped into Germany by parachute, harnessed to Major Johnny Jameson—and Major Jameson died on impact with the ground.

			So that’s what you have to remember. But you also have to FORGET a few things. You have to forget everything you know about World War II, about Nazi Germany, and about the Holocaust. For example, you might know that starting in 1941, Nazi Germany and the Soviet Union went to war with each other. You might know that in 1942, the Nazis began to systematically murder all the Jewish people living in Europe. And you might know that in 1945, Nazi Germany was defeated and Adolf Hitler killed himself.

			But no one knew any of that in the fall of 1940, when we resume our story.

			What they knew was that Germany was winning the war, their economy was booming, and their experiment with Nazism was going very, very well indeed…

		

	
		
			Chapter 
One

			“You’re just going to leave him there?”

			Max walked away from the body of Major Johnny Jameson. The muscular paratrooper with a hero’s mustache lay staring at the sky, black blood pooling beneath his head.

			“Max!” said Stein, the dybbuk who’d been sitting on Max’s left shoulder for over a year now. Stein had the affect of a vaudeville comedian and a hint of Yiddish in his speech. “Max, shouldn’t you do something with the dead guy? Wrap him in his parachute and bury him or something?”

			Max ignored Stein. There were lights along the edge of the field. Max headed that way.

			“I don’t want to be here!” moaned Berg, the kobold who’d been sitting on Max’s right shoulder for over a year now. Berg spoke with an antique German accent and had the mopey demeanor of some Bavarian philosophy student. “We got on your shoulders in the first place to get away from Germany! Now we’re back?!”

			Max would have told his immortal hitchhikers to keep quiet—since he was a spy who had just parachuted out of a British bomber into Nazi Germany, and he was really hoping to avoid attracting attention—but that was unnecessary, because he seemed to be the only human who could hear or see Stein and Berg.

			At the moment, though, he wished he could neither hear nor see them.

			He needed to focus.

			He was on a mission.

			Well, two missions.

			Mission One: infiltrate the Funkhaus, the center of Nazi radio and propaganda. This was the mission his British spymasters knew about. It was why they’d sent him.

			Mission Two: find his parents. Mission Two was forbidden. Max’s spymaster and adopted uncle, Lieutenant Commander Ewen Montagu, had made him promise not to go looking for his parents. Max had promised. He had lied.

			Two missions. One twelve-year-old Jewish boy in Nazi Germany. What’s the worst that could happen? Max asked himself. That was a joke. He knew what could happen. What probably would happen.

			Just focus. Take it one piece at a time. Like assembling a watch. That’s what his papa would have told him.

			First piece: Get to my apartment building. Without getting caught.

			
			

			—

			The lights at the edge of the field turned out to be a couple of houses. Good.

			Max figured where there were houses, there had to be a road.

			He was right. The road was long and thin and newly paved.

			Max looked left and right. “Which way to Berlin?” he murmured.

			Stein pointed down the road. “Berlin is that way.”

			“You’re sure?” Max asked.

			“Let me think…” said Stein. “I’ve lived in Germany since the Sixth Day of Creation, and while the pavement is new, this road has been here since at least 1640—”

			“And it was an oxcart path since the 1300s,” Berg put in.

			“—so, yeah. I’m pretty sure,” Stein concluded. “Any other dumb questions?”

		

	
		
			Chapter 
Two

			As Max made his way down the paved country lane, Berg said to Stein, “I can’t believe Max just left that dead man in the field.”

			“Yeah,” agreed Stein, studying the side of Max’s face in the moonlight. “And he doesn’t even seem upset about it!”

			This was not true. Max was very, very upset about the death of Major Johnny Jameson.

			But he couldn’t afford to think about it.

			Back in Tring Park, Uncle Ewen had said: You have to have a strange relationship with truth to live a fiction, Max. You have to believe the fiction you’re living, and your mind needs to be totally and utterly free from the truth. Except. You cannot lose the truth. You must keep it buried, in a box under the stairs in the cellar of your brain. You might even struggle to find it some days. But if it’s tossed out, if it’s lost…then so are you.

			Max had shut Major Jameson in a box, carried the box down into the cellar of his brain, and shoved it into a dark hiding place under the stairs.

			He just hoped the body’s smell wouldn’t haunt his dreams.

			
			

			—

			Hours later, Max was walking down the broad boulevard known as Friedrichstrasse. It was two in the morning, according to the clock on top of the newsstand. Max should have been tired. He’d walked through the countryside, then through the wealthy suburbs of Charlottenburg.

			But he was in Berlin now, for the first time in more than a year.

			His town. His dangerous, thrilling town. The streets were empty. The five-, six-, seven-story buildings were lit from below by yellow streetlamps. Silent. Waiting. In just a couple of hours the city would explode again into raucous life.

			Flush with adrenaline and sleep deprivation and the recent trauma of being attached to a dead man, Max didn’t care that he was a Jew in a nation of Nazis. He was back in the city of his birth, where he’d spent every minute of his life before leaving for England. He knew the streets, the alleys, the signs, the crosswalks, the buildings. He knew it all.

			And the two police officers strolling down Friedrichstrasse. They looked like any Grüne Polizei in Berlin, wearing long green trench coats and military helmets.

			Except these two cops were heading directly for Max.

			“Oh no,” said Stein.

			“They’re coming for you,” said Berg.

			Max stopped. He did not run, though he wanted to.

			He forced himself to stand there, watching the cops approach.

			And he threw his mind back to England.

			Specifically, to a kangaroo.

			Specifically, specifically, to Kathy Kangaroo.

			Specifically, specifically, specifically, back to what Jean Leslie had said after he’d been attacked by Kathy Kangaroo: No matter what someone is doing to you, no matter how strange or scary it is, stay calm. If you stay calm, you can think.

			Max tried to slow his racing heartbeat as the two cops got closer.

			One was older, with a small, curly mustache and a belly so big it seemed to be leading him down the street. The other cop was lean, and young. Young enough that he probably should have been in the army. But he wasn’t. Which worried Max.

			Max glanced to his right. There was a garbage-strewn alley with a door at the end. Think, Max told himself. Stay calm and think.

			The door would be locked.

			There was a trashcan in the alley, which looked to be full.

			Beer bottles were strewn across the alley’s cobblestones.

			Hmm, thought Max.

			And then he thought, Perfect.

			He started speaking very quickly to Stein and Berg. (Just as no one else could hear Stein and Berg, no one could hear or see that Max was talking to them. Max didn’t understand it—it was metaphysical or something. But he was used to it now.)

			“I need one of you to go to the alley…” he began.

			“Oh, no, we’re not helping you ever again!” Berg said, waving his hands. “The last time we helped you, you brought us back to this Nazi-infested hellhole!”

			Max ignored him. “…find a beer bottle that still has some beer in it, pour it in your mouth…”

			“Ew! No! Are you listening to me, Max?” continued Berg.

			“And then you’re going to spit it…”

			Suddenly, Berg stopped objecting.

			Max finished explaining his idea. Stein laughed. Berg was smirking.

			“Okay, never mind,” Berg announced. “This is my kind of plan.” And he slipped off Max’s shoulder and disappeared.

			Just in time, because the Grüne Polizei, or Green Cops, were now just a few feet from Max. The older one with the curly mustache stopped. The younger one didn’t.

			He was smiling. It was not a friendly smile. He walked until he was just a few inches from Max. Uncomfortably close. Max had to look up as the young Green Cop looked down into Max’s face. “Where do you think you’re going?” The young cop’s breath smelled of alcohol, and his teeth were stained brown, like he fell asleep with a bottle of schnapps glued to his lips.

			Max swallowed. “I’m going to my uncle’s.” This was the story that Lieutenant Charles Chumley and Uncle Ewen had drilled into him before he’d left England.

			The young cop’s eyes narrowed. Slowly. “You’re going to your uncle’s at two in the morning?”

			Max did not have an answer for that. Johnny Jameson was supposed to have helped Max hide somewhere until sunrise. The plan hadn’t been for Max to be walking alone through the streets of Berlin in the middle of the night. But before Max could think of an explanation for why he was going to his uncle’s at two a.m., the older cop said, “What happened to your chin?”

			Max touched his chin. He could feel dried blood, and now that he was touching it, he realized it hurt. He thought back to when the navigator had kicked them out of the bomber. He hadn’t remembered slamming his chin against the bomb bay door until just now. He thought back to Major Johnny Jameson, with his head cracked open, in a field. Max wondered when someone would find his body.

			And when the authorities would come.

			And when they would see that Major Johnny Jameson was wearing a double harness.

			And when they would start to wonder where the other parachuter was.

			“Kid?” said the older cop with the little mustache. “Hello?”

			“I’m going to my uncle’s because my father’s been drinking,” Max improvised.

			Suddenly, the young cop’s hands were on Max’s jacket, grabbing his lapels. “So? What’s wrong with a little drink?”

			Max murmured, “My dad gets kinda rough when he drinks.”

			The young cop jerked Max closer to him. Right into the cloud of his boozy breath. “And…? If your father wants to smack you around, that’s his right!” He thrust Max away, making Max’s head snap forward.

			The older cop spoke to Max: “Who is your uncle?”

			Max rubbed the back of his neck. “Pastor Andreas Maas.”

			“Where does he live?”

			“Kreuzberg.”

			The young cop snapped, “Let’s see your papers.”

			Max hesitated.

			Every German had to carry their papers with them at all times. To prove who they were. To prove that they weren’t enemy agents.

			Or Jews.

			Max, of course, was both.

			“You do have papers, don’t you?” the young cop demanded.

			“No…” said Max slowly.

			The young cop eagerly began fumbling to unclasp the leather pouch on his belt where he kept his handcuffs. Until the older one said, “Of course he doesn’t have papers, Dieter. How old are you, kid? Ten?”

			“Twelve,” said Max.

			Every German aged fifteen and above had to carry their papers. Kids didn’t have papers. Except Jewish kids. Which Max was pretending he wasn’t.

			Suddenly, there was a clatter of bottles from the alleyway. The older cop looked over his shoulder.

			Max smiled to himself.

			But the young cop—Dieter—must have seen Max smile, because suddenly he grabbed Max by the collar and he began twisting Max’s shirt so it choked him.

			“Oh no,” said Stein. And then he called to Berg, “Hurry up!”

			Dieter had pulled Max close to his face. “Running away from a beating…that’s the problem with this country! My father used to beat me and thank God he did! That’s how you know he loves you.”

			Stein said, “Uh…no.”

			The young cop was still breathing booze into Max’s face. “Maybe I should give you the beating your father thinks you deserve,” Dieter snarled.

			“Dieter…” the older policeman said. “Come on…”

			The young cop raised a fist. His knuckles were scabbed, like he used them a lot.

			Stein shouted at Berg, “What are you waiting for?!”

			The scabbed fist was drawn back—when Max, as calmly as he could manage, said, “Excuse me, did you pee in your pants?”

			“WHAT?” snapped Dieter, on the verge of letting his fist fly. He looked down—and then he shoved Max away from him. A large wet stain trailed down his pants, from his groin to his knee.

			“Oh, Dieter,” said the older cop. “Again?”

			Dieter said, “I didn’t! I don’t know how that happened!”

			“I’m going to have to report this, Dieter. Drinking on the job. Wetting your pants. It’s embarrassing!” The older cop looked at Max. Then he jerked his head. “Get to your uncle’s. And get that chin looked at. You might need stitches.”

			Max gave the older cop a silent, grateful nod—and then hustled away.

			Berg had climbed back onto Max’s shoulder. The kobold was laughing. He had done just what Max had told him to: gone to the alley, found a beer bottle with some beer still in it, poured it in his mouth, and then spit it onto the Green Cop’s pants. He crowed, “What a good plan, Max! You’ve still got it! And how about my timing, huh? That is some expert prank work, no?”

			But Stein merely murmured as he wiped sweat from his immortal brow, “One encounter with the authorities down. An infinite number to go.”

			And Max? Max’s heart was beating so fast it hurt.

		

	
		
			Chapter 
Three

			When Max reached his apartment building about an hour later, the first thing he noticed was the large glass shopwindow. Watch Repair, it said.

			Max suddenly felt like he was levitating. For a mad moment, he thought, My father’s shop is open! Uncle Ewen was wrong!

			But as soon as he thought it, he saw the words printed below Watch Repair.

			Watchmaker Baldur Persicke. A True German.

			Max stopped levitating. In fact, now he felt like he was sinking into the sidewalk.

			Who is Baldur Persicke? he thought, before remembering that Persicke was the name of the family living in his apartment now.

			Isn’t Jacob Bretzfeld a true German?

			And if he’s not here, where is he? And where is Mama?

			The shop was on the first floor, its door on the left. On the right was the door that led to the apartments above. That door, as always, was coated with layers of thick green paint that reflected the yellow streetlights behind him.

			Eight buzzers, eight black buttons, set in a brass frame.

			A small card next to the bottom left buzzer read Persicke, in crisp, typewritten letters.

			Not Bretzfeld.

			“Tough luck, kid,” said Stein.

			Suddenly Max wanted to lie down in the field next to Major Johnny Jameson and die.

			Instead, he reached out and pushed the buzzer next to the name Maas. The sharp electric buzz made him wince.

			He waited.

			He glanced over his shoulder.

			If Pastor Andreas Maas did not open this door soon, surely some neighbor would see Max standing in the street. And report him to the Gestapo. The Gestapo was not like the Grüne Polizei. They were much, much worse.

			Max was about to ring the bell again when the door opened, and Max exhaled in relie—

			It was not Pastor Andreas Maas.

			It was a girl, just about Max’s age.

			“Who are you?” the girl snarled. She had yellow hair and hazel eyes that were squinting angrily. “What the hell are you doing ringing the bell in the middle of the night?”

			Max was so surprised he couldn’t form a single sentence. “I…I thought…”

			The girl’s gaze was withering.

			“I’m…looking for my uncle.”

			“Your uncle doesn’t live here. Are you drunk?”

			Who was this rude, foulmouthed girl?

			“I’m looking for Pastor Andreas.”

			Suddenly, there was creaking on the stairs behind the girl, causing her to spin around. “Pastor! Some boy claiming to be your nephew is here! In the middle of the night! And your stupid buzzer is so loud it woke me up! What the devil is going on? He’s got blood on his face! Should I call my father? Or maybe the Gestapo?”

			Pastor Andreas reached over the girl’s head and pulled the door wide open.

			“That won’t be necessary, Liesel.”

			Max hadn’t seen the pastor in over a year. He looked almost the same. He was still very tall, with a long neck and eyes so circular they reminded you that no one actually has circles for eyes, except for maybe Pastor Andreas. The only difference was that his hair, which had once been black with gray patches, was now entirely white. “Hello, Max,” he said. Then he looked down at the girl. “I’m sorry, Liesel, I didn’t expect Max until the morning. I apologize for disturbing you.”

			Liesel sneered up at the pastor. “Everything about you disturbs me. Is he really your nephew? You never said you had a nephew.”

			“He is the grandson of my oldest brother. And why would I have mentioned my nephew to you, Liesel? We never talk.”

			“I don’t talk to traitors like you,” she shot back. And then she stomped through the echoey foyer of the building, past the mailboxes on the left, up the stairs—making far more noise than the buzzer—and disappeared from view.

			An instant later they heard a door slam. On the second landing.

			Where Max’s family’s apartment was.

			“I guess my parents really aren’t here,” Max said to Pastor Andreas.

			Andreas put a long finger to his lips and gestured for Max to follow him up the stairs.

		

	
		
			Chapter 
Four

			Pastor Andreas’s apartment looked the same. To the right, a kitchen, with a round table and two chairs. To the left, a living room—Max noticed the standard issue People’s Receiver wireless radio right away, and also a small bookshelf that was bending under the weight of books shoved sideways and straightways and every-which-ways into each available crevice and cranny. Beyond the living room was the bedroom. Straight ahead, facing the front door, was the toilet. Max pointed at it and, after a nod from Pastor Andreas, hustled inside and closed the door behind him.

			He examined his chin. Blood had dried in a streak down his neck. He wet a hand towel and wiped it away, and then cleaned the cut as best he could. He wouldn’t need stitches. He hoped.

			Then he headed to the kitchen, where a kettle was on the stove and pumpernickel bread and butter on the table. Max gratefully smeared as much butter on the thick slice as he thought he could get away with and shoved it hungrily into his mouth. Pastor Andreas set down a mug of watery hot cocoa in front of Max, which Max used to wash down the bread.

			Pastor Andreas smiled kindly at the boy.

			Max wiped his mouth on his sleeve, and with no prologue whatsoever, said, “Where are my parents?”

			Pastor Andreas frowned. “We should keep our voices down,” he said quietly. “You met Liesel Persicke already. My new neighbor.”

			“You mean the little Nazi who looks like she bathes in lemon juice?” said Stein. “She was grumpier than you,” he added, looking at Berg.

			“And you know, for some reason,” Berg replied, “that did not make me like her any more.”

			Pastor Andreas, of course, couldn’t see or hear any of this. He went on in low tones: “Liesel isn’t even the worst of them. Frau Persicke, her mother, is the worst. Definitely a Gestapo informant. She calls them if the mail carrier isn’t here before four p.m. each day. I bet even the Gestapo hate her.”

			He smiled at Max. Pastor Andreas had a charming, lost demeanor that made you relax immediately.

			But Max didn’t relax.

			Pastor Andreas noticed this and kept speaking: “There’s also Liesel’s little brother, Bert. He’s all right, for now. But each day that goes by he swallows a little more of the Persickes’ bitterness. It’s heartbreaking. Baldur, the father, focuses on his work and ignores his family.”

			Watchmaker Baldur Persicke. A True German.

			Max said, again: “Where are my parents?”

			Pastor Andreas got up and poured a cup of watery cocoa for himself. “I was contacted through the Grüber group. The same people who helped get you out of Germany. They said you were coming back. I couldn’t believe it. After all we did to get you out, why on earth would you come back? Most Jews would kill to get out Germany right now. Heck, I’d kill to get out of Germany. Not literally, of course.” He smiled apologetically. “I’m a pacifist. That’s why Liesel calls me a traitor, you know. Because I’m against the war.”

			“Have you noticed that he’s not answering Max’s question?” Berg said.

			“Yeah, we noticed,” Stein replied.

			Max looked right into Pastor Andreas’s round eyes and spoke very slowly. “Pastor Andreas. Please. Where are my parents?”

			The pastor sat down. The creases at the edges of his eyes stretched until they met the white hair at his temples.

			“I don’t know, Max.”

			“What happened to them?”

			“It’s a long story. Maybe you should sleep. Have you slept at all tonight? You need to sleep. A young body without sleep is like a—”

			“Pastor Andreas.” Max’s voice was a little too loud.

			“Call me ‘uncle’ now,” said Andreas. “For the cover story. And please, keep your voice down. Liesel is probably standing on her bed right now, with her ear against the ceiling.”

			Max’s voice was very quiet when he said: “Tell me.”

			Pastor Andreas sighed and looked into his cup of cocoa.

			And then he told Max.

		

	
		
			Chapter 
Five

			“About a month after you left, a Nazi official came to your parents’ apartment,” Pastor Andreas said, still staring into his cup.

			Max’s fingers were interlocked like a cage. On his shoulders, Stein’s and Berg’s tiny hands were doing the same thing.

			“This Nazi was interested in your father’s talent with watches. He was recruiting workers for a factory that makes very small parts for rifles, pistols, and bombs. Fine machine work, they call it. Your father would be perfect, the official told your parents. And if he agreed to come work in the factory, he could start making money again. Not a lot, being Jewish, of course. Couldn’t take money from the pockets of true Germans, he said. But some. And your parents could stay in the apartment. Otherwise, they would be evicted.”

			Max’s fingers were pressing so hard into his flesh that he was hurting himself. He pressed harder.

			“So your father started working at the Krupp fine machine parts factory, over in Spandau. But I guess it didn’t go too well.”

			“His eyesight,” Max said.

			“So you knew? I didn’t,” said Andreas.

			Max looked at his clenched hands. “That’s why he likes the radio so much. He can listen and rest his eyes.”

			Pastor Andreas looked momentarily confused. “I thought the radio was your passion?” And then, comprehension dawned on him. Max loved working with radios because it was the one way he could help his father feel better.

			Pastor Andreas went on: “Your father kept making mistakes at the new job, because of his eyesight. And the foreman at the factory…well, he was not kind.”

			Max could imagine.

			“Your father didn’t like to talk about it, but your mother told me that the factory foreman was shouting at him, calling him a ‘filthy Jew’ and worse, from the beginning of the day to the end. It wore him down.”

			Max closed his eyes and tried not to imagine a foreman screaming hate at his intelligent, talented, delicate papa.

			“Your father was getting weaker, from the strain of the work. And then,” Pastor Andreas said, “the SS showed up to take the wireless set.”

			“What?” Max exclaimed. “Our radio? Why?”

			Andreas shrugged. “It’s one of Dr. Goebbels’s policies. I don’t remember what his supposed justification is. But I’m sure it was really just another law designed to make your people miserable.

			“So, late one night, three men in SS uniforms came. When your mother opened the door, they pushed their way in and grabbed your wireless.”

			Max put his head in his hands. He had made that radio set. Pieced it together from parts he special ordered from the local radio shop. Paid for it with pfennigs he’d hoarded over the years. Its sound was mellow, but rich. Just like his papa liked it. The woodwinds sounded like they were in the room with you. You could hear each pluck of pizzicato strings. Max could see his father now, sitting on the sofa, his eyes closed, his head back, a faint smile on his face. Listening to what Max had made.

			“I heard shouting,” Pastor Andreas said. “I rushed downstairs. Your mother was screaming at the SS men, hitting them, as they carried the set out into the street.”

			“Did they smash it?” Max asked.

			“No. They put it in their truck and drove away.”

			Max thought he would have felt a little relief knowing the set was not smashed—but he didn’t.

			“Your father went to the factory the next day…and he didn’t come back.”

			Max covered his eyes.

			“He didn’t come back that day, or the next, or the next. Your mother went to every police station, Gestapo post, and SS office she could find, begging them to tell her where your father was. And then, one day, she didn’t come back either.” Andreas shrugged his thin shoulders. “She never came back. And neither did he.”

			Max stared through his fingers at his empty plate. Brown crumbs made a constellation.

			Outside the window, even though it was still dark, there were no stars in the sky.

			Stein said, “I’m sorry, Max.”

			Berg said, “Yes, so am I.”

			After a while, the sounds of Berlin waking up filtered in from the street.

			“You should lie down,” said Pastor Andreas. “You can use my bed.”

			Max didn’t argue.

			He allowed Pastor Andreas to lead him to the bedroom. To pull back the covers on the single bed. To turn off the lamp.

			Max put his face into Pastor Andreas’s pillow and sobbed until the sun came up. Only then did he fall asleep.

		

	
		
			Chapter 
Six

			It was past noon when Max stepped out of the front door of the apartment building. He refused to look at the shopwindow, which bore the name Baldur Persicke instead of Jacob Bretzfeld, and the words A True German instead of the blank space that, apparently, every non-Jew had been reading as Not a True German.

			Oranienstrasse was a midsized street, with lots of cars and delivery vans and a few horse carts for things like vegetables and newspapers. And people, plenty of people. It was the end of lunch hour, so women in workers’ clothes hustled past and older shopkeepers sauntered by, consulting their pocket watches judiciously.

			Max felt hollowed out inside. Like someone had taken a chisel and dug around, peeling out the wood that had made him solid, until the shavings were scattered on the Berlin sidewalk.

			He had been trying not to believe, when Ewen told him his parents weren’t here.

			He had been trying not to believe, when he saw the shopwindow with someone else’s name on it.

			Even when he had heard that jerk girl slam the door to his apartment as if it were her own, he had been trying not to believe.

			They were living with Pastor Andreas, he’d told himself. Or they’d left word with Pastor Andreas so Max would know where to find them.

			But Max believed now that they were gone.

			The question was—where?

			Max looked across the street. There was another five-story apartment building. On the second floor, in the window all the way to the right, was a small red sign. In black Gothic letters, it read, Deutschland Mein Fader Und Muter Ist.

			Germany is my father and mother.

			The sign made Max’s heart jump in his chest.

			“That’s the sign,” Max said to Berg and Stein.

			“What sign?” said Berg.

			“The red one,” Stein replied.

			“Yes, I see the sign, thank you. I am asking what is the sign a sign of? Why is it making Max so excited?”

			“I dunno. He likes the font?”

			Max set off, trying to walk as quickly as he could without looking like he was hurrying. He turned onto a small street called Manteuffelstrasse. It was narrow but bright, with charming old cobblestones. It was also the wrong way.

			Max was doing just what Lieutenant Chumley had taught him, during their weeks of games at Tring Park. To check if you’re being followed, go the wrong way, then suddenly—

			Max stopped in front of the window of a stationery store, as if the fountain pens had caught his eye. He furtively glanced back the way he’d come, to see if someone had followed him down the street.

			No one had.

			He waited a minute.

			He was alone on Manteuffelstrasse, save an elderly couple who had just emerged from their apartment building with empty grocery baskets. He waited, apparently gazing at the pens but actually watching the reflection in the plate glass shopwindow, until the couple had turned onto Oranienstrasse.

			Then he headed for the canal.

			“Stein!” said Berg.

			“What?” said Stein.

			“Do you see what street we’re on?”

			Stein glanced at the street sign as they crossed Reichenberger Strasse. “Yeah? So?”

			Berg said, “Manteuffelstrasse! The Devil in Disguise Street! This is where the Devil got caught pretending to be a little girl!”

			“What?!” said Stein and Max at the same time.

			“Yah! The Devil was trying to trick some poor woman, and so he disguised himself as a little girl! But an angel—I think it was Raguel—spotted him. And he made the Devil grow back into his true form—but still with the little girl’s dress on! Then Raguel made the Devil curtsy to the woman and apologize for bothering her! Oh, it was the talk of the town for decades!”

			Stein was laughing right along with him, “When was this?”

			“Oh, 1520 or thereabouts. Whew, good old days, eh?”

			“Yeah,” Stein agreed. “Like one hundred percent fewer Nazis back then.”

			Max emerged from Manteuffelstrasse and saw the sunken, tree-lined canal that ran through the Kreuzberg neighborhood. Either side of the canal were grassy banks, with benches and weeping willows. Nannies played with children in the grass. An old man fished in the green canal waters.

			Max took a left and walked a block. “There,” he said.

			Facing the canal was a tall church made entirely of bricks. Max had always loved this church as a boy. Most churches were made of large gray stone, but this one was a bright brick red.

			At the corner of the church there was a thick hedge that circled the small grassy churchyard. Between the hedge and the wall of the church was a very small gap.

			Max scanned the area around him, saw that no one appeared to be watching, and swiftly ducked through the gap.

			“What is he doing!?” Berg demanded.

			“If you’d been paying attention during training,” said Stein, “instead of trying to sabotage him at every turn, you would know.”

			“So you tell me!”

			“Well, unfortunately, I wasn’t paying attention either.”

			Max walked stealthily beside the brick church—the grassy churchyard, scattered with gravestones, was on his right. He came to the back of the church, and found himself in a small flagstone area with a drain in the middle. Max followed the back wall of the church, counting the bricks under his breath, “One, two, three, four…”

			When he got to the fourteenth brick, he stopped. He angled his body so his back was facing the churchyard.

			“He’s peeing, isn’t he?” said Berg. “Why did he have to leave Pastor Andreas’s apartment just to pee behind a church?”

			“He isn’t peeing,” said Stein.

			At Max’s waist was a brick, the fourteenth one across and the eighth one up from the ground, that had no mortar around it. If you weren’t looking for it, you would never have noticed
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