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			ONE
		

		
			
			Thursday, 9:47 A.M., Garbsen, Germany

		Until a few days ago, twenty-one-year-old Jody Thompson didn’t have a war.

		Back in 1991, the young girl had been too preoccupied with boys, phones, and acne to pay much attention to the Persian Gulf War. All she remembered were TV images of white flashes tearing through the green night sky, and hearing about Scud missiles being fired at Israel and Saudi Arabia. She wasn’t proud of how little she recalled, but fourteen-year-old girls have fourteen-year-old priorities.

		Vietnam belonged to her parents, and all she knew about Korea was that during her junior year of college, the veterans had finally gotten a memorial.

		World War II was her grandparents’ war. Yet oddly enough, she was coming to know it best of all.

		
			Five days before, Jody had left behind her sobbing parents, her ecstatic little brother, her boyfriend-next-door, and her sad springer spaniel Ruth, and flown from Rockville Centre, Long Island, to Germany, to intern on the feature film Tirpitz. Until she sat down on the plane with the script, Jody knew almost nothing about Adolf Hitler, the Third Reich, or the Axis. Occasionally, her grandmother spoke reverently about President Roosevelt,  and now and then her grandfather said something respectful about Truman, whose A-bomb saved him from being butchered in a prison camp in Burma. A camp where he’d once bitten the ear of a man who was torturing him. When Jody asked her grandfather why he’d done that, didn’t it only make the torture worse, the gentle man had replied, “Sometimes you just have to do what you have to do.”
		

		Other than that, the only time Jody encountered the war was on TV, when she flashed past an A&E documentary on her way to MTV.

		
			Now Jody was taking a crash course in the chaos that had engulfed the world. She hated to read; TV Guide articles lost her halfway through. Yet she’d been mesmerized by the script of the American/German coproduction. It wasn’t just ships and guns, as she’d feared. It was about people. From it, she learned about the hundreds of thousands of sailors who’d served on the icy waters of the Arctic, and the tens of thousands of sailors who’d drowned there. She learned about Tirpitz’s sister ship the Bismarck, “the terror of the seas.” She learned that factories, based on Long Island, had played a large, proud role in building warplanes for the Allies. She learned that many soldiers had been people no older than her boyfriend, and they’d been just as scared as Dennis would have been.
		

		And since she’d come to the set, Jody had seen that powerful script come to life.

		Today, by a cottage in Garbsen, outside Hanover, she had watched the cast film scenes in which a disgraced former SA officer leaves his family to exonerate himself on the German battleship. She had seen the gripping special effects footage of the attack by RAF Lancasters that had capsized the battleship in Tromsofjord, Norway,  in 1944, entombing one thousand crew members. And here, in the prop trailer, she had touched actual pieces of the war.

		
			Jody still found it difficult to believe that such madness had taken place, even though the evidence was spread on the tables before her. It was an unprecedented array of vintage medals, lanyards, gorgets, cuff-titles, weapons, and memorabilia on loan from private collectors in Europe and the United States. On the shelves were carefully preserved, leather-bound maps, military books, and fountain pens from the library of Generalfeldmarschall von Harbou, on loan from his son. In a file box in the closet were photographs of the Tirpitz taken by reconnaissance aircraft and midget submarines. And in a Plexiglass case was a fragment of one of the twelve-thousand-pound Tallboy bombs that had hit the ship. The rusted, six-inch shard was going to be used as a background image for the closing credits crawl.
		

		Oil could stain the relics, so the tall, slender brunette wiped her hands on her School of Visual Arts sweatshirt before picking up the authentic Sturmabteilung dagger she’d come for. Her large, dark eyes shifted from the silver-tipped brown metal sheath to the brown hilt. In a circle near the top were the silver letters SA. Below them were a German eagle and a swastika. Because of the tight fit, she slowly withdrew the nine-inch weapon and examined it.

		It was heavy and horrible. Jody wondered how many lives it had ended. How many wives it had widowed. How many mothers had cried because of it.

		
			Jody turned it over. The words Alles für Deutschland were etched in black on one side. When Jody had first seen the knife the night before, during rehearsals, a veteran  German actor in the cast had told her it meant All for Germany.

		
			
			“To live in Germany back then,” the man had said, “you were required to give everything to Hitler. Your industry, your life, your humanity.” He’d leaned close to her. “If your lover whispered something against the Reich, you had to betray her. What’s more, you had to feel proud about betraying her.”

		“Thompson, the knife!”

		Director Larry Lankford’s high voice ripped Jody from her reflection. She pushed the dagger back into the sheath and hurried to the trailer door.

		“Sorry!” she yelled. “I didn’t know you were waiting!” She jumped down the steps, rushed past the guard, and ran around the trailer.

		“You didn’t know?” Lankford yelled. “We’re waiting to the tune of two thousand dollars a minute!” The director’s chin rose from his red ascot and he began clapping. “That’s thirty-three dollars,” he said with a clap, “sixty-six dollars, ninety-nine dollars—”

		“I’m coming,” Jody panted.

		“—one hundred and thirty-two—”

		Jody felt foolish for having believed Assistant Director Hollis Arlenna, who’d said that Lankford wouldn’t be ready to shoot for another ten minutes. As a production assistant had warned her, Arlenna was a little man with a big ego, and he fed it by making other people feel small.

		As Jody neared, the AD stepped between her and the director. Breathing heavily, Jody stopped and handed him the dagger. He avoided her eyes as he turned and jogged the short distance to the director.

		“Thank you,” Lankford said affably as the young man handed him the blade.

		While the director showed his actor how to hand the dagger to his son, the assistant director backed away from them. He didn’t look at Jody, and stopped well short of where she was standing.

		
			
			Why am I not surprised? she thought.
		

		After less than a week on location, Jody already knew how the film business worked. If you were smart and ambitious, people tried to make you look stupid and clumsy so you weren’t a threat. And if you screwed up, people distanced themselves from you. It was probably that way in any business, though movie people seemed to have made a bitchy art form of it.

		As Jody walked back to the prop trailer, she thought about how much she missed the support system she and her friends had had back at Hofstra. But that was college and this was the real world. She wanted to be a film director, and she was lucky to have landed this internship. She was determined to come through it stronger and wiser. And as pushy as the rest of them, if that was what it took to survive.

		As Jody reached the trailer, the elderly German guard gave her a reassuring wink.

		“These bullies can’t yell at the stars, so they yell at you,” he said. “I wouldn’t worry about it.”

		“I won’t, Mr. Buba,” Jody lied, smiling. She picked up the clipboard hanging on the side of the trailer. Attached to it was a list of the scenes to be shot that day which detailed the props needed for every scene. “If that’s the worst thing that happens while I’m here, I’ll survive.”

		Mr. Buba smiled back at Jody as she climbed the steps. She would have killed right now for a smoke, but it wasn’t permitted in the trailer and there wasn’t time to stand around on the outside. She had to admit she’d  have killed right now for even less. For instance, just to get Hollis out of her hair.

		Upon reaching the doorway, Jody stopped suddenly and peered into the distance.

		“Mr. Buba,” she said, “I think I saw someone moving around in the woods.”

		The guard rose on the balls of his feet and looked over. “Where?”

		“About a quarter of a mile away. They aren’t in the shot yet, but I’d hate to be them if they ruin one of Lankford’s takes.”

		“I agree,” Buba said as he pulled the walkie-talkie from its belt-strap. “I don’t know how they could have gotten through, but I’ll have someone check on it.”

		As he radioed in the report, Jody returned to the trailer. She tried to forget about Lankford and his snit as she re-entered a darker world, a world where the tyrants carried weapons, not shooting scripts, and attacked nations instead of interns.

	
		

		
			TWO
		

		
			
			Thursday, 9:50 A.M., Hamburg, Germany

		Paul Hood awoke with a start as the big jet thumped down on runway two at the Hamburg International Airport.

		
			
			No—! yelled something deep inside of him.
		

		His head resting against the sun-warmed shade, Hood kept his eyes shut and tried to hold onto the dream.

		
			Just a moment longer.
		

		But the engines screamed to slow the aircraft, and their roar blew the remnants of dream away. A moment later, Hood wasn’t even sure what the dream had been, except that it had been deeply satisfying. With a silent oath, Hood opened his eyes, stretched his arms and legs, and surrendered to reality.

		The lean, forty-three-year-old Director of Op-Center was stiff and sore after eight hours in the coach seat. At Op-Center, flights like these were called “shorts”—not because that was where they hurt, though they did, and not because the flights were short. They’d gotten the name because they fell short of the thirteen-hour barrier, the minimum flight-time requirement for a government official to buy a spacious business-class seat. Bob Herbert believed that Japan and the Middle East received so much attention from the U.S. government because trade  negotiators and diplomats liked flying in style. He predicted that the day twenty-four-hour flights earned officials a first-class seat, Australia would become the next trade or political battleground.

		But cramped as Hood had been, at least he felt rested. Bob Herbert was right. The secret to sleeping on airplanes had nothing to do with whether one reclined. He hadn’t, yet he’d slept wonderfully. The key was silence, and the earplugs had worked perfectly.

		
			Hood frowned as he sat up straight. We’ve come to Germany at the invitation of Deputy Foreign Minister Hausen to look at millions of dollars of hi-tech equipment, and fifty cents worth of Brooklyn-made silicone makes me a happy man. There had to be a moral in that.
		

		Hood removed the plugs. As he poked them into their plastic container, he tried to capture at least the contentment he’d felt in his dream. But even that was gone. Hood raised the window shade and squinted into the hazy sunlight.

		
			
			Dreams, youth, and passion, he thought. The most desirable things always fade. Could be that was why they were so desirable. In any case, he told himself, what the hell did he have to moan about? His wife and kids were happy and healthy and he loved them and his work. That was more than many people had.
		

		Annoyed with himself, he leaned toward Matt Stoll. Op-Center’s portly Operations Support Officer was sitting in the aisle seat to Hood’s right. He was just removing his headphones.

		“Good morning,” Hood said.

		
			“Good morning,” Stoll said as he stuffed the headphones in the seat back. He looked at his watch, then turned his big, Kewpie-doll face toward Hood. “We’re twenty-five minutes early,” he said in his precise,  clipped tones. “I really wanted to hear Rockin’ ’68 cycle through a ninth time.”
		

		“That’s all you did for eight hours? Listened to music?”

		“Had to,” Stoll said. “At thirty-eight minutes in, you get Cream followed by the Cowsills and Steppenwolf. It’s like Quasimodo’s beautiful ugliness—‘Indian Lake’ sandwiched between ‘Sunshine of Your Love’ and ‘Born to Be Wild.’ ”

		Hood just smiled. He didn’t want to admit that he’d liked the Cowsills when he was growing up.

		“Anyway,” Stoll said, “those earplugs Bob gave me melted right out of my head. You forget, we heavy people sweat more than you skinny people do.”

		Hood glanced past Stoll. Across the aisle, the gray-haired Intelligence Officer was still asleep.

		Hood said, “Maybe it would’ve been better if I’d listened to music too. I was having this dream and then . . .”

		“You lost it.”

		Hood nodded.

		“I know the feeling,” Stoll said. “It’s like a power failure which takes your computer data with it. You know what I do when that happens?”

		“Listen to music?” Hood guessed.

		Stoll looked at him with surprise. “That’s why you’re the boss and I’m not. Yeah, I listen to music. Something I associate with good times. That takes me right to a better place.”

		From across the aisle, Bob Herbert said in his high Southern drawl, “Me? I rely on earplugs for peace of mind. They’re worth stayin’ skinny for. How’d they work for you, Chief?”

		“Fantastic,” said Hood. “I was asleep before we passed Halifax.”

		“Didn’t I tell you?” Herbert asked. “You oughta try ‘em in the office. Next time General Rodgers is in a funk or Martha goes into one of her bootlick rants, just slip’em in and pretend to listen.”

		Stoll said, “Somehow, I don’t think that’d work. Mike says more with silence than he does with words, and Martha’s been E-mailing her screeds all around town.”

		“Gentlemen, cool it on Martha,” Hood cautioned. “She’s good at what she does—”

		“Sure,” Herbert said. “And she’ll haul our asses into court for racial and sexual discrimination if we suggest otherwise.”

		Hood didn’t bother to object. The first aspect of leadership he’d learned during his years as Mayor of Los Angeles was that you didn’t change people’s minds by arguing with them. You just shut up. That put you above the fray and gave you an aura of dignity. The only way your opponent could reach that high ground was by surrendering some of the low ground, which meant compromise. Sooner or later, they all came around to that. Even Bob, though it took him longer than most.

		As the jet came to a stop and the passenger bridge was swung over, Herbert said, “Hell, it’s a new world. I guess what we need are electronic earplugs. If we don’t hear what we don’t like, we don’t run the risk of being politically incorrect.”

		
			“The information highway is supposed to open minds, not close them,” Stoll said.
		

		“Yeah, well, I’m from Philadelphia, Mississippi, and we didn’t have highways back there. We had dirt roads  that flooded in the spring, an’ everyone pitched in to clean ’em up.”

		The seatbelt sign was turned off and everyone rose except Herbert. As people collected their carry-on luggage, he leaned his head back, his eyes fixed on the overhead reading light. It had been fifteen years since he’d lost the use of his legs in the Beirut Embassy bombing, and Hood knew he was still self-conscious about not being able to walk. Though no one who worked with Herbert gave his handicap a thought, Herbert didn’t like to make eye contact with strangers. Of all the things Herbert disliked, pity was at the head of the list.

		“Y’know,” Herbert said wistfully, “back home, everyone started from the same end of the road and worked together. Differences of opinion were settled by trying it one way. If that didn’t work you tried it another way and the job got done. Now,” he said, “you disagree with someone and you’re accused of hating whatever minority they happen to belong to.”

		Stoll said, “Opportunism knocks. It’s the new American dream.”

		“Among some,” Hood pointed out. “Only among some.”

		After the door was opened and the aisle had emptied, a German flight attendant came over with an airline wheelchair. Herbert’s customized chair, with its cellular phone and built-in laptop, had been sent along as baggage.

		The young attendant turned the chair around beside Herbert. She leaned across the chair and offered him a hand, which he declined.

		“Not necessary,” Herbert huffed. “I’ve been doing this since you were in grade school.”

		With his powerful arms, Herbert lifted himself over the armrest and dropped into the leather seat. As Hood and Stoll fell in behind, toting their carry-ons, he led the way through the cabin, wheeling himself.

		The heat of the Hamburg summer permeated the passenger bridge, but it was mild compared to what they’d left behind in Washington, D.C. They entered the bustling, air-conditioned terminal, where the flight attendant turned them over to a government official Lang had sent to help them through customs.

		As the attendant turned to go, Herbert grabbed her wrist.

		“Sorry I snapped at you,” he said. “But me and these”—he patted the armrest—“we’re old friends.”

		“I understand,” the young woman said. “And I’m sorry if I offended you.”

		“You didn’t,” Herbert said. “Not at all.”

		The woman took off with a smile as the government official introduced himself. He told them that a limousine was waiting to take them to the lakeside Alster-Hof Hotel once they were through customs. Then he pointed the way, standing well back as Herbert began wheeling through the terminal, past the window which looked onto busy Paul Baumer Platz.

		“Well,” Herbert said, “I think it’s damned ironic.”

		“What is?” Hood asked.

		“I can’t find a square inch of common ground with my own people, yet I’m in an airport the Allies bombed to hell along with half of Hamburg. I’m here making nice with a flight attendant and getting ready to work on the same end of the road with guys who shot at my dad in the Ardennes. Takes some getting adjusted to.”

		“Like you said,” Hood remarked, “it’s a new world.”

		“Yeah,” Herbert said. “New and darin’ me to keep up with it. But I will, Paul. God in heaven help me, I will.”

		So saying, Herbert picked up the pace. He scooted around Americans, Europeans, and Japanese—all of whom, Hood was sure, were running the same race in their own way.

	
		

		
			THREE
		

		
			
			Thursday, 9:59 A.M., Garbsen, Germany

		Werner Dagover’s lip curled with disgust when he rounded the hill and saw the woman sitting behind the tree.

		
			
			That was fine, fine work by the road team, he thought, letting someone through. There was a time in Germany when careers were destroyed by slipups like this.
		

		
			As he approached, the barrel-chested sixty-two-year-old security guard vividly recalled being seven years old and having his Uncle Fritz come to live with them. The master saddler of an army riding school, Fritz Dagover had been the ranking official on duty when a drunken army sports instructor snuck a Generalmajor’s horse from the stable. He took it for a midnight ride and broke its leg. Though the instructor had committed the infraction without Fritz’s knowledge, both men were court-martialed and dishonorably discharged. Despite the fact that civilian manpower was scarce during the war and Uncle Fritz was a trained leather-worker, he was unable to get work. He ended his life seven months later, swigging arsenic-laced ale from his canteen.
		

		
			
			It’s true, Werner reflected, great evil was committed during the twelve-year Reich. But a high value was placed on personal responsibility. In purging everything  from the past, we’ve also cast out discipline, the work ethic, and too many other virtues.

		Today, few guards were willing to risk their lives for an hourly wage. If their presence on a movie set, at a factory, or in a department store was not a deterrent, then it was too bad for the employer. The fact that they’d agreed to do a job didn’t matter to most guards.

		
			But it mattered to Werner Dagover of Sichern. The name of the Hamburg-based company meant “security.” Whether it was a woman accidentally interrupting a shoot or a gang of thugs celebrating Hitler’s birthday during this week’s insidious Chaos Days, Werner would see to it that his beat was secure.
		

		After notifying the dispatcher that there was a woman in the woods, apparently alone, Werner shut off his walkie-talkie. Drawing back his shoulders, he made sure his badge was on straight and pushed stray hairs under his hat. As he’d learned during his thirty-year tenure as a Hamburg police officer, one couldn’t wield authority without looking authoritative.

		
			As Sichern’s guard-at-large for this operation, Werner had been stationed in the command trailer on the main road of the small town. When the call came from Bernard Buba, he’d biked the quarter mile to the movie location and parked by the prop trailer. Then he’d made his way inconspicuously around the crew, past the hill, and headed into the twenty acres of forest. Beyond the woods was another road where Sichern guards were supposed to be watching for picnickers or birdwatchers or whatever this woman was.
		

		As Werner neared the tree, his back to the sun, he stepped on a nutshell. The slender young woman rose with a start and turned. She was tall, with aristocratic cheekbones, a strong nose, and eyes that seemed like  liquid gold in the direct sunlight. She was wearing a loose white blouse, jeans, and black boots.

		“Hello!” she said breathlessly.

		“Good morning,” Werner replied.

		The guard stopped two paces from the woman. He tipped his hat.

		“Miss,” Werner said, “a film is being shot just around the hill and we must keep the area clear.” He extended his hand behind him. “If you’ll come with me, I can escort you back to the main road.”

		“Of course,” the woman said. “I’m sorry. I wondered what those men were doing on the road. I thought perhaps there had been an accident.”

		“You would have heard an ambulance,” Werner noted.

		“Yes, of course. ” She reached behind the tree. “Let me just get my backpack.”

		Werner called his dispatcher on the walkie-talkie and explained that he was escorting a woman back to the main road.

		“So—a movie,” the woman said, slinging the backpack over her left shoulder. “Is anyone famous in it?”

		Werner was about to tell her he didn’t know much about movie actors when he heard leaves rustle above him. He looked up in time to see two men, dressed in green and wearing ski masks, jump from the lowest branch. The smaller man landed in front of him, holding a Walther P38. Werner couldn’t see the larger man who dropped behind him.

		“Don’t speak,” the gunman told Werner. “Just give us your uniform.”

		Werner’s eyes shifted to the woman as she removed a folding-stock Uzi from the backpack. Her expression was cool now, impervious to the contemptuous look he  gave her. She stopped beside the gunman, nudged him aside with her knee, and pressed the gun muzzle under Werner’s chin. She glanced at the name tag on his breast pocket.

		
			“Just so there’s no misunderstanding, Herr Dagover,” she said, “we kill heroes. I want the uniform now.”

		After hesitating a long moment, Werner reluctantly undid his belt buckle. He pressed down on the walkie-talkie to make sure it was snug in its loop, then laid the big leather belt on the ground.

		As Werner began undoing the big brass buttons on his uniform, the woman crouched and scooped up the belt. Her eyes narrowed as she removed the walkie-talkie and turned it over.

		The small red “transmit” light was glowing. Werner felt his throat go dry.

		He knew it had been a risk to turn it on so the dispatcher could hear them. But sometimes the job required risks, and he didn’t regret having done it.

		The woman touched the “lock” button with her thumb, taking it off transmit. Then she looked from Werner to the man behind him. She nodded once.

		Werner Dagover gasped as the man slipped two feet of copper wire around his throat and pulled tight. The last thing he felt was a ripping pain which girdled his neck and shot down his spine. . . .

		
			 


		Short, powerfully built Rolf Murnau of Dresden, in what was formerly East Berlin, stood at ease beside the oak. The nineteen-year-old was armed and attentive as he watched the hill that lay between them and the film set. He held the Walther P38 in one hand, but that was only his most obvious weapon. The ski mask tucked in his belt was lined with washers, making it a devastating and  unexpected bludgeon in a fight. A sharpened hat pin hidden beneath the collar of his shirt was perfect for slitting throats. Stick in the point, drag it quickly to the side. And the crystal of his wristwatch made a surprisingly effective weapon when dragged across an opponent’s eyes. The bracelet he wore on his right wrist could be slipped over his hand and used as brass knuckles in a fistfight.

		
			Every now and then, Rolf turned to make sure no one approached from the road. No one did, of course. As planned, he and the other two members of Feuer had parked off the road and walked in when the guards were on their coffee break. The men were too busy chatting among themselves to notice.
		

		Rolf’s smoky eyes were alert, and his small, pale lips were pressed together. That, too, had been part of his training. He had worked hard to control his blinking. A warrior waited for an opponent to blink, then attacked. He had also learned to keep his mouth shut while drilling. A grunt told an opponent that a blow had worked or that you were struggling. And if your tongue were extended, a punch under the chin could make you bite it off.

		
			Rolf felt strong and proud as he listened to the sluts and gays and moneymen beyond the hill on the movie set. All of whom would die in the flames of Feuer. Some would perish today, most of them later. But eventually, through people like Karin and the famous Herr Richter, the world vision of Der Führer would be realized.
		

		
			The young man’s head was covered with a black stubble which barely concealed the fire-red swastika cut into his scalp. Perspiration from a half hour in the mask gave the hair a bristly, boyish shine. It also dribbled into his eyes, but he ignored it. Karin was big on military formality,  and she would not approve if he wiped his brow or scratched an itch. Only Manfred was permitted such liberties, though he rarely took them. Rolf enjoyed the discipline. Karin said that without it he and his comrades “are like links which are not a chain.” She was right. In the past, in gangs of three or four or five, Rolf and his friends had attacked individual enemies but never an opposing force. Never the police or anti-terrorist squads. They didn’t know how to channel their anger, their passion. Karin was going to change that.
		

		To Rolf’s right, behind the oak, Karin Doring finished removing Werner’s uniform while the hulking Manfred Piper put it on. Once the corpse had been stripped to its underwear, the twenty-eight-year-old woman dragged it through the soft grasses toward a boulder. Rolf didn’t offer to help. When they’d finally gotten a close look at the uniform, she’d told him to stand guard. And that was what he was going to do.

		
			From the corner of his eye, Rolf saw Manfred squirm as he dressed. The plan required Karin and one of the men to get close to the movie set, which meant that one of them had to look like a Sichern guard. Because the guard had been so barrel-chested, the clothes would have looked ludicrous on Rolf. So although the sleeves were short and the collar was tight, Manfred got the job.
		

		“I already miss my windbreaker,” Manfred said as he struggled to button the jacket. “Did you watch as Herr Dagover came toward us?”

		Rolf knew that Manfred wasn’t addressing him, so he said nothing. Karin was busy hiding Werner’s body in the tall grasses behind the boulder, so she also didn’t answer.

		
			“The way he adjusted his badge and hat,” Manfred went on, “took pride in his uniform, walked erect. I  could tell he was raised in the Reich. Very possibly as a Young Wolf. In his heart, I suspect he was still one of us.” The co-founder of Feuer shook his large, bald head. He finished with the buttons and tugged the jacket sleeves as far as they would go. “It’s too bad that men of his pedigree get comfortable. With a little ambition and imagination, they could be of great use to the cause.”
		

		Karin stood. She said nothing as she walked to the limb where she’d hung her weapon and backpack. She was not the talker that Manfred was.

		
			
			Yet, thought Rolf, Manfred is right. Werner Dagover probably was like them. And when the firestorm finally came, they would find allies among people like him. Men and women who were not afraid to cleanse the earth of the physically and mentally deficient, of the foreign-colored, of ethnic and religious undesirables. But the guard had tried to signal his superiors, and Karin was not one to forgive opposition. She’d kill him if he questioned her authority, and she’d be right to. As she’d told Rolf when he dropped out of school to become a full-time soldier, if someone opposes you once, they’ll do it again. And that, she’d said, was something no commander could risk.
		

		
			Karin picked up her Uzi, slipped it in the backpack, and walked to where Manfred was standing. The thirty-four-year-old wasn’t as driven or well read as his companion, but he was devoted to her. In the two years that Rolf had been with Feuer, he’d never seen them apart. He didn’t know whether it was love, mutual protection, or both, but he envied them their bond.
		

		When Karin was ready, she took a moment to slip back into the girl-on-a-lark persona she’d used on the guard. Then she looked toward the hill.

		“Let’s go,” she said impatiently.

		Putting his big hand around Karin’s arm, Manfred led her toward the set. When they were gone, Rolf turned and jogged back toward the main road to wait for them.

	
		

		
			FOUR
		

		
			
			Thursday, 3:04 A.M., Washington, D.C.

		As he looked at the short stack of comic books on his bed, General Mike Rodgers wondered what the hell had happened to innocence.

		
			He knew the answer, of course. Like all things, it dies, he thought bitterly.
		

		The forty-five-year-old deputy director of Op-Center had awakened at 2:00 and had been unable to get back to sleep. Since the death of Lieutenant Colonel W. Charles Squires on a mission with his Striker commandos, Rodgers had spent night after night replaying the Russian incursion in his mind. The Air Force was delighted with the maiden performance of their stealth “Mosquito” helicopter, and the pilots had been credited with doing everything possible to extract Squires from the burning train. Yet key phrases in the Striker debriefings kept coming back to him.

		
			“. . . we shouldn’t have let the train get onto the bridge . . .”
		

		
			“. . . it was a matter of just two or three seconds . . .”
		

		
			“. . . the Lieutenant Colonel was only concerned with getting the prisoner off the engine. . . .”
		

		Rodgers had done two tours of Vietnam, led a mechanized brigade in the Persian Gulf, and held a Ph.D. in  world history. He understood only too well that “the essence of war is violence,” as Lord Macaulay put it, and that people died in combat—sometimes by the thousands. But that didn’t make the loss of each individual soldier any easier to endure. Especially when the soldier left behind a wife and young son. They were only beginning to enjoy the compassion, the humor, and—Rodgers smiled as he thought back on the tooshort life—the unique savoir faire that was Charlie Squires.

		Rather than lie in bed and mourn, Rodgers had driven from his modest ranch-style home to the local 7-Eleven. He would be going to see gangly Billy Squires in the morning and wanted to bring him something. Melissa Squires wasn’t big on candy or video games for her son, so comic books seemed like a good bet. The kid liked superheroes.

		Rodgers’s light-brown eyes stared without seeing as he thought once more about his own superhero. Charlie had been a man who cherished life, yet he hadn’t hesitated to give it up to save a wounded enemy. What he’d done ennobled them all—not just the close-knit members of Striker and the seventy-eight employees of Op-Center, but each and every citizen of the nation Charlie loved. His sacrifice was a testament to the compassion that was a hallmark of that nation.

		Rodgers’s eyes fogged with tears, and he distracted himself by thumbing through the comic books again.

		He had been shocked that comic books were twenty times more expensive than when he was reading them—$2.50 instead of twelve cents. He’d gone out with just a couple of bucks in his pocket and had to charge the damn things. But what bothered him more was that he couldn’t tell the comic-book good guys from the bad  guys. Superman had long hair and a mean temper, Batman was a borderline psychotic, Robin was no longer clean-cut Dick Grayson but some brat, and a cigarette-smoking sociopath named Wolverine got his jollies ripping people apart with his claws.

		
			If Melissa doesn’t approve of SweetTarts, these sure aren’t going to go down real easy.
		

		Rodgers dropped the stack of comic books on the floor, beside his slippers. He wouldn’t give these to a kid.

		
			
			Maybe I should wait and buy him a Hardy Boys book, he thought, though he wasn’t entirely sure he wanted to see what had become of Frank and Joe. The brothers probably had lip rings, choppers, and attitude. Like Rodgers, their father Fenton was probably prematurely gray and dating a succession of marriage-minded women.
		

		
			
			Hell, Rodgers decided. I’ll just stop at a toy store and pick up an action figure. That, and maybe a chess set or some kind of educational videotape. Something for the hands and something for the mind.
		

		Rodgers absently rubbed his high-ridged nose, then reached for the remote. He sat up on his pillows, punched on the TV, and surfed through vividly colored vacuous new movies and washed-out vacuous old sitcoms. He finally settled on an old-movie channel that was showing something with Lon Chaney, Jr., as the Wolfman. Chaney was pleading with a young man in a lab coat to cure him, to relieve his suffering.

		“I know how you feel,” Rodgers muttered.

		Chaney was lucky, though. His pain was usually ended by a silver bullet. In Rodgers’s case, as with most survivors of war, crime, or genocide, the suffering diminished but never died. It was especially painful now,  in the small hours of the night, when the only distractions were the drone of the TV and the intrusion of headlights from passing cars. As Sir Fulke Greville once noted in an elegy, “Silence augmenteth grief.”

		Rodgers shut off the TV and switched off the light. He bunched his pillows under him and lay on his belly.

		He knew he couldn’t change the way he felt. But he also knew he couldn’t afford to surrender to sorrow. There was a widow and her son to think about, plus the sad task of finding a new commander for Striker, and he had to run Op-Center for the rest of the week that Paul Hood would be in Europe. And today was going to be a low point on the job, what Op-Center’s attorney Lowell Coffey II accurately described as “the welcoming of the Fox to the warren.”

		In the night, in that silence, it always seemed like too much to deal with. But then Rodgers thought about the people who didn’t live long enough to become oppressed by life’s burdens, and those burdens seemed less crushing.

		
			Thinking that he could understand why a middle-aged Batman or anyone else might go a little nuts at times, Rodgers finally floated into a dreamless sleep. . . .
		

	
		

		
			FIVE
		

		
			
			Thursday, 10:04 A.M., Garbsen, Germany

		Jody’s mouth twisted as she entered the trailer and took a look at the prop list.

		“Great,” she said under her breath. “Just great.”

		The good-natured exasperation which had marked her conversation with Mr. Buba was tinged with genuine concern now. The item she needed was hanging in the tiny bathroom of the prop trailer. Getting to it around the clutter of tables and trunks would require delicate maneuvering. The way her luck was running today, Lankford would print the scene he was shooting after one take and move on to the next before she returned.

		Placing the heavy clipboard on a table, Jody started out. Though it would have been faster to crawl under the tables, she was sure that if she did someone would see her. At graduation, when Professor Ruiz had informed her that she’d gotten this internship, he’d said that Hollywood might try to discourage her ideas, her creativity, and her enthusiasm. But he’d promised that they would heal and return. He’d warned her, however, never to sacrifice her dignity. Once surrendered, that could not be reacquired. So she walked rather than crawled, deftly edging, leaning, and twisting her way through the maze.

		
			According to the prop list, she needed to get a reversible winter uniform which actually had been worn by a sailor on the Tirpitz. It was hanging in the bathroom because the closet was full of vintage firearms. The local authorities had ordered the guns locked up, and the closet was the only cubicle with a key.
		

		Jody sidled the last few feet to the lavatory. There was a heavy trunk and a heavier table beside it, and she could only open the door partway. She managed to squeeze in, though the door shut behind her and she gagged. The camphor smell was overwhelming, worse than it had ever been at her grandmother’s apartment in Brooklyn. Breathing through her mouth, she began flipping through the forty-odd garment bags, looking at the tags on each. She wished she could open the window, but a tic-tac-toe design of metal bars had been welded across it to deter thieves. Reaching the latch and lifting the window would be a pain.

		
			She swore silently. Could anything else possibly go wrong? she asked herself. The tags were written in German.
		

		There was a translation sheet on the clipboard and, with another quiet oath and a mounting sense of urgency, she cracked the door and squeezed back out. As she renegotiated the maze, Jody was suddenly aware of voices outside the trailer. They were coming closer.

		
			
			Never mind the enthusiasm and creativity, Professor Ruiz, she thought. Jody could see her career ending in about twenty seconds.
		

		The temptation to crawl was great, but Jody resisted. When she was near enough to the clipboard, she leaned over, hooked an index finger through the hole at the top, and pulled it toward her. Desperate, she began to hum, pretending that she was on the dance floor and moving  like she hadn’t moved since the freshman orientation dance. And soon she was back inside the lavatory, the door shut, the clipboard on the sink as she frantically compared the clothes tags to the computer printout attached to the scene list.

	
		

		
			SIX
		

		
			
			Thursday, 10:07 A.M., Garbsen, Germany

		Mr. Buba turned as he heard the voices from behind the trailer.

		
			“. . . I’m one of those people who never has any luck,” a woman was saying. Her voice was raspy and she was speaking quickly. “If I go to a store, it’s right after a movie star has been there. If I’m at a restaurant, it’s the day before a celebrity dines there. In airports, I miss them by minutes.”
		

		
			Mr. Buba shook his head. My, how this woman did go on. Poor Werner.

		“So here I am,” she continued as they came around the corner. “I accidentally find myself on a movie set, just yards away from a star, and you won’t even let me see one.”

		Mr. Buba watched as they approached. The woman was standing directly in front of Werner, whose hat was pulled low, his big shoulders hunched forward. She was waving her arms, practically dancing with frustration. Mr. Buba wanted to tell her that seeing a movie star was no big deal. That they were just like other people, if other people were pampered and obnoxious.

		Still, he felt sorry for the young woman. Werner was a stickler for rules, but maybe they could bend them so  the poor lady could see a movie star.

		“Werner,” said his colleague, “since this woman is already our guest, why don’t we—”

		Mr. Buba didn’t get to finish his sentence. Stepping from behind the woman, Manfred swung Werner’s billy club at the guard. The black wood crashed lengthwise against Mr. Buba’s mouth, and the guard gagged on blood and teeth as he fell back against the prop trailer. Manfred hit him again, on the right temple, spinning Mr. Buba’s head to the left. The guard stopped gagging. He slid to the ground and sat there, leaning against the trailer, blood pooling behind his neck and shoulders.

		Manfred opened the door of the cab, threw Werner’s bloody club in ahead of him, then climbed in. As he did, a man from the film crew shouted, “Jody!”

		Karin faced away from the set. She knelt, pulled off her backpack, and slipped out her Uzi.

		The short man shook his head and began walking toward the trailer.

		
			
			“Jody, what the hell are you doing there, our soonto-be ex-intern?”
		

		Karin stood and turned.

		The assistant director stopped. He was nearly fifty yards away.

		“Hey!” he said. He squinted toward the trailer. “Who are you?” He raised an arm and pointed. “And is that one of our prop guns? You can’t—”

		
			A confident pup-pup-pup from the Uzi dropped Hollis Arlenna on his back, arms splayed, eyes staring.
		

		The moment he hit the ground, people began screaming and running. At the prompting of a young actress, a young actor tried to make his way to the fallen assistant director. As he crawled toward Arlenna, toward Karin, a second burst from the Uzi slammed into the top of the  actor’s head. He crumpled in on himself. The young actress shrieked and continued shrieking as she watched from behind a camera.

		The trailer’s powerful engine growled to life. Manfred revved it, drowning out the cries from the set.

		“Let’s go,” he yelled to Karin as he shut the door of the cab.

		The young woman walked backward, behind her Uzi, toward the open door of the trailer itself. Expressionless, she jumped in, pulled up the collapsible stairs, and closed the door.

		As Manfred roared off through the woods, Mr. Buba’s dead body flopped lifelessly to the ground.

	
		
		
			SEVEN
		

		
			
			Thursday, 10:12 A.M., Hamburg, Germany

		Jean-Michel thought it fitting that his meeting with the leader, the self-proclaimed New Führer, was taking place in the St. Pauli district of Hamburg.

		In 1682, a church dedicated to St. Paul was erected here, on the hilly banks of the Elbe. In 1814, the French attacked and looted the quiet village and nothing was the same thereafter. Hostels, dance halls, and brothels were built to cater to the steamship sailors who came through, and by the middle of the century the St. Pauli region was known as a district of sin.

		Today, at night, St. Pauli was still that. Gaudy neon signs and provocative marquees announced everything from jazz to bowling, live sex shows to tattooists, waxworks to gambling. Innocent-sounding questions like “Do you have the time?” or “Have you got a match?” brought visitors together with prostitutes, while drugs were offered by name in low, careful voices.

		It was appropriate that the representative of the New Jacobins should meet Felix Richter here. The new French incursion, and the union of their movements, would change Germany again. This time, for the better.

		The Frenchman had left his two traveling companions asleep in the room and caught a taxi outside his hotel  on An der Alster. The fifteen-minute ride to St. Pauli ended at Grosse Freiheit, in the heart of the lurid entertainment district. The area was deserted, save for tourists who wanted to see the sights without the enticements.

		
			Jean-Michel pushed back his thick black hair and buttoned his moss-green blazer. Tall and slightly overweight, the forty-three-year-old executive vice president of Demain was looking forward to meeting Richter. The few who knew him and the fewer who knew him well agreed on two things. First, Richter was dedicated to his cause. That was good. Monsieur Dominique and the rest of the French team were dedicated people as well, and M. Dominique loathed dealing with anyone who wasn’t.
		

		Second, people said that Richter was a man of wild, sudden extremes. He could embrace you or decapitate you, as whimsy dictated. In that respect, Richter appeared to have much in common with Jean-Michel’s own shadowy employer. M. Dominique was a man who either hated or loved people, was generous or ruthless as the moment dictated. Napoleon and Hitler were the same way.

		
			
			It is something in the makeup of leaders, Jean-Michel told himself, which does not permit them to be ambivalent . He was proud to know M. Dominique. He hoped he would be proud to know Herr Richter.
		

		
			Jean-Michel walked up to the black metal door at the front of Richter’s club, Auswechseln. There was nothing on the door save for a fish-eye peephole and a buzzer beneath it. To the left, on the jamb, was the marble head of a goat. The Frenchman pressed the button and waited.
		

		
			
			Auswechseln, or Substitute, was one of the most infamous, decadent, and successful nightspots in St. Pauli. Men had to come with a date. Upon entering, the couple was given one pink and one blue necklace with different  numbers; whoever had the matching number was their new date for the evening. Only well-dressed, attractive people were admitted.
		

		A rough voice came from the open mouth of the goat.

		“Who is it?”

		
			“Jean-Michel Horne,” the Frenchman said. He was about to add in German, “I have an appointment with Herr Richter,” but decided not to. If Richter’s aides didn’t know who was expected, then he was running a sloppy operation. One from which Jean-Michel and his associates would be wise to walk away.
		

		A moment later the door opened and a bodybuilder over six and a half feet tall motioned Jean-Michel in. The big man shut and locked the door and put a massive hand on the Frenchman’s shoulder. He moved Jean-Michel to a spot beside the register, patted him down thoroughly, then held him there for a moment.

		
			Jean-Michel noticed the video camera on the wall and the tiny receiver in the big man’s ear. Someone, somewhere, was comparing his image with the fax which had been sent from M. Dominique’s office at Demain.

		After a moment, the giant said, “Wait here.” Then he turned and disappeared into the darkness.

		
			
			Efficient, Jean-Michel thought as the big man’s heavy footsteps thumped across the dance floor. But caution wasn’t a bad thing. M. Dominique hadn’t gotten where he was either by being careless.
		

		Jean-Michel looked around. The only light came from four red neon rings around the bar to his right. They didn’t tell him much about what the club looked like or whether the big man had even left the room. All that the Frenchman knew for certain was that despite the hum of the air vents the place smelled. It was a slightly nauseating blend of stale cigarette smoke, liquor, and lust.

		After a minute or two, Jean-Michel heard fresh footsteps. They were considerably different from the first. They were confident but light and they tapped rather than scraped along the floor. A moment later, Felix Richter stepped into the red light of the bar.

		Jean-Michel recognized the dapper thirty-two-year-old from the photographs he had seen. Not that the picture captured the dynamism of the man. Richter stood just under six feet tall, his blond hair short and carefully razor-cut. He was dressed in an impeccably tailored three-piece suit, highly polished shoes, and a black tie with red stripes. He wore no jewelry. Richter’s people regarded that as effeminate, and there was no room in the party for that.

		
			
			“Medals. That is all I allow our men to wear, ” Herr Richter had said once in an editorial in his newspaper, Unser Kampf, Our Struggle.
		

		More impressive than Richter’s attire, however, were his eyes. The photographs hadn’t captured them at all. Even in the red light of the bar, they were riveting. And once they found their target they didn’t move. Richter did not seem the kind of man to avert his eyes from anyone.

		As the German neared, his right hand moved as if he were drawing a gun slowly. It slid up the leg and hip, then shot straight out. It was a curious but elegant move. The Frenchman shook the hand firmly, surprised by the strength of Richter’s grip.

		“It was good of you to come,” Richter said. “Yet I thought that your employer would be visiting as well.”

		“As you know, M. Dominique prefers to conduct business from his factory,” Jean-Michel said. “With the technology available to him, there’s very little reason to leave.”

		“I understand,” said Richter. “Never photographed, rarely seen, appropriately mysterious.”

		“M. Dominique is mysterious but not uninterested,” Jean-Michel pointed out. “He has sent me to represent him in these discussions, and also to be his eyes and ears during Chaos Days.”

		Richter grinned. “And to make sure that the donation he generously gave to the celebration is being well spent.”

		Jean-Michel shook his head. “You’re wrong, Herr Richter. M. Dominique is not like that. He invests in people he believes in.”

		The Frenchman released the German’s hand and Richter fell in beside him. Richter took his guest’s elbow and ushered him slowly through the darkness.

		“Don’t feel that you have to defend Dominique to me,” Richter said. “It’s good business to keep an eye on what your peers are up to.”

		
			
			Peers? Jean-Michel thought. M. Dominique owned a billion-dollar manufacturing company and controlled one of the most powerful right-wing groups in France . . . in the world. He recognized a very select few as his peers. Despite their parallel interests, Herr Richter was not among them.
		

		Richter changed the subject. “The hotel room we booked for you,” he said. “It’s acceptable?”

		“Extremely pleasant,” Jean-Michel replied. He was still annoyed by Richter’s arrogance.

		
			“I’m glad,” Richter said. “It’s one of the few old hotels left in Hamburg. During the war, the Allies bombed most of the city to dust. Hamburg’s misfortune for being a port. It’s ironic, though, that so many of these old, wooden buildings survived.” He swept his arm as if to embrace all of St. Pauli. “The Allies didn’t attack  prostitutes and drunks, only mothers and children. Yet they call us monsters for atrocities like the mythical Holocaust.”
		

		Jean-Michel found himself responding to Richter’s impromptu passion. Though it was illegal in Germany to deny the Holocaust, he knew that while Richter was in medical school he used to do so with regularity. Even having his full scholarship revoked for making anti-Semitic remarks did not stop him. Judicial officials were reluctant to prosecute agitators who were otherwise nonviolent, though they were finally forced to go after Richter when a foreign news crew videotaped his “Jewish Lie” speech at Auschwitz and aired it. He spent two years in prison, during which time his aides ran his young operation—making sure that Richter’s personal legend grew.

		Because of the man’s courage and his devotion to the cause, Jean-Michel decided to forget their bad start. Besides, they had business to conduct.

		They reached a table and Richter switched on a lamp in the center. Beneath the translucent shade was a small white Pan playing his pipes.

		Jean-Michel sat down when Richter did. The light fell just short of the German’s eyes, but Jean-Michel saw them anyway. They were almost as translucent as the shade. The man had made a fortune from this club and from a hostess service he operated in Berlin, Stuttgart, Frankfurt, and Hamburg. But the Frenchman was willing to bet that Richter had been a bastard even when he was poor.

		The Frenchman looked up at the second floor. It was lined with doorways. Obviously, these were rooms for members who wanted to do more than dance.

		“We understand you have an apartment here, Herr Richter.”

		
			“I do,” Richter said, “though I only stay here one or two nights a week. I spend most of my time at the 21st Century National Socialist Party suites in Bergedorf, to the south. That’s where the real work of the movement is done. Writing speeches, telephone solicitation, transmitting E-mail, radio broadcasts, publishing our newspaper—do you have this week’s Kampf?”
		

		Jean-Michel nodded.

		“Excellent,” Richter went on. “It’s all very legitimate. Not like the early days, when the authorities hounded me for one alleged misdemeanor or another. So,” he said, “you’ve come to honor Chaos Days. And to represent your employer in ‘discussions,’ as he called them in my one brief telephone connversation with him.”

		“Yes, Herr Richter.” Jean-Michel leaned forward and folded his hands on the table. “I am here with a proposition.”

		Jean-Michel was disappointed. Richter didn’t move.

		“You have my attention,” Richter said.

		“It is not commonly known,” said Jean-Michel, “but M. Dominique has been quietly underwriting neo-Nazi groups around the world. The Razorheads in England, the Soldiers of Poland, and the Whites Only Association in America. He’s trying to build a worldwide network of organizations with a common goal of ethnic purity.”

		“Together with his New Jacobins,” Richter said, “that would put his strength at some six thousand members.”

		“Close to that, yes,” said Jean-Michel. “And when he goes on-line in America, those numbers are sure to increase.”

		“Almost certainly,” said Richter. “I’ve seen copies of his games. They’re most entertaining.”

		
			“What M. Dominique proposes, Herr Richter, is bringing your 21st Century organization into the fold. He will provide you with funds, access to Demain technology, and a role in shaping the future of the world.”
		

		“A role,” said Richter. “As in a play.”

		“Not a play,” Jean-Michel replied. “History.”

		Richter smiled coldly. “And why should I accept a part in Dominique’s drama when I can direct my own play?”

		Once again, Jean-Michel was shocked by the conceit of the man. “Because M. Dominique has resources the likes of which you can only dream of. And through his connections, he can offer you both political and personal protection.”

		“Protection from whom?” Richter asked. “The government won’t touch me again. The two years I was in prison made me a martyr to the cause. And my people are devoted.”

		“There are other leaders,” Jean-Michel said with a hint of menace. “Other potential New Führers.”

		“Are there?” Richter asked. “You’re referring to someone in particular?”

		The Frenchman had been anxious to use a little muscle on the man, and this seemed like the perfect opportunity.

		
			“Frankly, Herr Richter,” Jean-Michel said, “there has been talk that Karin Doring and Feuer are the rising stars of the movement.”
		

		“Has there been talk?” Richter said smoothly.

		
			Jean-Michel nodded. The Frenchman knew that Felix Richter and Karin Doring had been outspoken adversaries two years before, when Karin came out of East Germany  espousing terrorism while Richter, fresh from prison, was advocating political activism. The two criticized each other openly until members of Feuer ambushed and killed two members of Richter’s group. The leaders finally held a summit in a Berlin hotel, where they agreed to pursue their own goals without criticizing the other. But there was still tension between the unvarnished East German guerrilla and the dapper West German physician.
		

		“Karin is energetic, charismatic, bold,” Jean-Michel said. “We have heard she planned and led the attack on the bank in Bremen, set the courtroom fire in Nuremberg—”

		“She did that and more, yes,” Richter said. “Karin is good at warfare. She’s a cat who leads other cats, an alley fighter, a field commander. But what you and her followers fail to realize is that she isn’t someone who can build or run a political party. She still insists on participating personally in every one of her missions, and one day the authorities or a mishandled bomb will get her.”

		
			“Perhaps,” said Jean-Michel. “Meanwhile, in just two years, Feuer has acquired nearly thirteen hundred members with thirty full-time soldiers.”
		

		
			“That’s correct,” said Richter. “But they’re mostly East Germans. Animals. In five years, I’ve acquired nearly five thousand members from this side of the old border. That, M. Horne, is the basis for a political movement. That,” he said, “is the future.”
		

		“Each has its place,” said Jean-Michel. “M. Dominique believes that either of you would make a potent ally, which is why he has instructed me to talk with her as well.”

		Those riveting eyes moved from the watch to Jean-Michel.  They were like little machines, precise and unemotional. Jean-Michel watched them as Richter stood. The brief audience was obviously at an end. The Frenchman was openly surprised.

		“I will come for you at your hotel at five-thirty tonight,” the German said. “She and I will both be appearing at tonight’s rally in Hanover. Then you will see for yourself who leads and who follows. Until then, good morning.”

		As Richter turned and walked away, the
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