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Prologue
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A LIGHT SNOW FELL as Reed reached the house. He thought that unusual. Wasn’t Southern California supposed to always be bright and sunny like in the films? On the other hand, the town where the man he came to see lived was located high in the San Jacinto Mountains and known as Mile-High Idyllwild—a rural area but not too isolated. A secluded home surrounded by tall pine trees, incense cedars, oaks, and manzanitas. Solitary enough for a man who wanted to forget his past.

The small park home stood on a cement slab, well-kept with white aluminum siding and roof, a wooden porch, and a matching carport large enough for one car. Reed knew the man lived alone. One car would be enough.

Reed climbed from the rented sedan, a leather briefcase in one hand, and placed the garrison cap on his head with the other, checking its alignment in his reflection in the car window. Earlier, he had decided to wear his Class A dress uniform with its matching green coat and pants, light gray shirt, and black tie. A lot of the old vets became more talkative when they saw a young GI in uniform, eager to recall their time in the service. And Reed wanted this man to talk.

He mounted the three steps to the porch and rang the doorbell. The man who answered was on the tall side but slightly stooped with age. His hair, still full and combed back, had turned pure white. The nose was hawkish, the brow heavy, and the dark eyes wary.

“Major Haig Wilcock?” Reed asked, though he recognized the man standing before him. He had studied Wilcock for months.

Wilcock eyed the young soldier, taking in the uniform and the briefcase. “Son,” he said, “I haven’t been called major in some forty years.”

Reed smiled nervously and offered his hand. “First Lieutenant John Reed, sir. Thank you for agreeing to meet with me.”

Wilcock’s mouth turned down in a grimace, but he nodded. “Well, come on in, then,” he said, holding the door open.

Inside, the small home was as tidy as the outside. The front door opened into a comfortable living room furnished with a sofa, lounge chair, and a console TV set. Opposite the front entrance stood a sliding glass door leading to another, larger porch and, beyond that, a small fenced-in area that served as a backyard. A large brown dog with droopy ears slept next to the glass door. The hound looked up at Reed as he entered, found him uninteresting, and went back to sleep.

“I put some coffee on,” Wilcock said. “You want some?”

“That would be nice, sir,” said Reed.

“All I got is decaf,” Wilcock said as he ambled down a hallway to the kitchen. “Docs don’t let me have the real stuff anymore. And don’t call me sir, damn it. The name’s Haig.”

“Yes, sir—uh, Haig,” Reed said.

As he waited, Reed studied the photographs on the wall. Most captured Wilcock’s career with the Los Angeles Police Department, a position he held before serving in the war as an army counterintelligence officer and again after his discharge. A couple of the photos showed him as a young soldier with longish, jet-black hair brushed straight back. On the end table sat a small, framed photo, which Reed picked up and studied. The photo showed three men, including Wilcock. Reed easily recognized the other two. One was tall, middle-aged, heavyset with iron-gray hair and mustache, wearing army khakis and the twin stars of a major general; the other younger and of medium height, rail thin with a long, aquiline face topped by a wide-brimmed, pork-pie hat.

“You need milk or sugar?” Wilcock stood behind him with two large steaming mugs.

Reed started at the voice and turned around. “Sorry, I was admiring ...” Embarrassed, he held the photo up before setting it back down. “Black’s fine, sir—Haig.”

Wilcock handed the soldier one mug and sat in the lounge chair with a grunt. “Have a seat, lieutenant,” he said, gesturing to the couch. After Reed sat, he asked, “You recognized the two other men in that photo?”

“Yes, si—Yes, I do, Haig,” Reed stammered, sitting rigid on the sofa. “General Leslie Groves, director of the Manhattan Project, and—”

“J. Robert Oppenheimer, father of the atomic bomb,” Wilcock interjected.

Reed nodded. “You worked with them.”

Wilcock barked a laugh. “I worked for them,” he said. “I was only a captain, a cog in a very big wheel.” He sipped his coffee. “But I suppose that’s what you’re here for, right? Something about a master’s thesis on the project?”

“Well, Haig,” Reed began, “not on the project itself. You see, I’ve been working on a master’s degree in military history, and since I’m in the Counterintelligence Corps like you were during the war, I chose WWII counterintelligence efforts as my thesis topic.”

“A rather wide subject, isn’t it?” Wilcock said. “That would span CIC efforts in every war theater and the States.”

“Yes, I agree,” Reed said, nodding. “But while researching the topic, trying to narrow it down, I came across an old report written by a British MI5 agent. MI5 is the British counterintelligence service, I’m sure you know.” Wilcock nodded. “This report was about the three sabotage teams the Nazis sent to the U.S. during the war.”

“Operations Pastorius and Elster,” Wilcock said. “Pastorius involved two teams of saboteurs landed by U-boat in two locations on the East Coast. Elster was a two-man espionage team, Gimpel and Colepaugh.”

“Yes, and as you know, all three teams were apprehended by the FBI.”

Wilcock chuckled. “It would be more accurate to say they were arrested by the FBI.”

Reed smiled. The old man shared his opinion of the FBI’s counterintelligence efforts during WWII. “Well, that’s just it, Haig; the FBI arrested them, but they didn’t really catch them, did they?” he said. “I mean, in each case, one of their own betrayed the teams. If they hadn’t, it’s possible the FBI would never have known about them.”

The old man shrugged. “Maybe, maybe not.”

“More like likely not,” Reed insisted. “When George Dasch, one of the Pastorius team leaders, tried to turn himself in to the FBI, they wouldn’t believe him until he showed them a suitcase full of money the Abwehr—the German intelligence service—had given them.”

Reed took a sip of coffee before continuing. “Same with the Elster mission. Colepaugh got cold feet and turned himself in.”

Haig nodded. “Yes, I remember.”

“Then there was the Bureau’s vaunted double agent they codenamed ND-98,” Reed continued. “You have heard of ND-98?”

Haig knew the story but replied, “Enlighten me, lieutenant.”

“ND-98 was a Dutchman working for the Abwehr,” Reed said. “The Abwehr sent him to the States to spy, but he turned himself in to the FBI and offered to work for them as a double agent, which they accepted. Years after the war, ND-98 was revealed as a triple agent—pretending to work with the Bureau, sending the Abwehr fake intel, while he was actually still spying for the Nazis behind the FBI’s back. Volunteering to work for the Bureau as a double agent was actually his cover story. The Bureau has never acknowledged that.”

“Well, I think you may be a little too harsh on the Bureau, lieutenant,” Wilcock said. “In those days, we were all pretty new to spying and counter-spying. But anyway, what’s your point?”

“It’s that MI5 report I mentioned.” Reed leaned forward, his speech becoming faster and more enthusiastic. “According to the report, the Nazis sent another sabotage team to the States—a team the FBI never uncovered. I started narrowing my thesis topic down to that. What didn’t the FBI know? Was there another team, perhaps only one man—the last saboteur, so to speak?”

Though young, Reed was a trained army counterintelligence agent, and when Wilcock tensed slightly, he knew he had hit pay dirt.

“That’s an interesting hypothesis,” Wilcock said. “I certainly don’t have any love for the Bureau. We clashed swords many times during the war. But I can’t see how I can be of help to you. You need to talk to someone at the FBI.”

“I did, sir—Haig,” Reed said. “All I got was the runaround. They just kept repeating J. Edgar Hoover’s old mantra—”

“There are no more Nazi spies in the United States,” the old man said in a singsong fashion while waggling his head. “Yes, I’ve heard it—many times.”

“So, I searched the National Archives,” the soldier continued. “And I searched the Bureau’s archives. I flew to Germany and poured through the archives of the Abwehr and the SD, the intelligence arm of the SS. I filed several Freedom of Information Act requests with our government and Britain’s. Everything I found was highly redacted, but ...” He held up a finger for emphasis. “Now and then, something got through. You know how intelligence works, Haig. A bit of information from here, a bit more from there and, like a jigsaw puzzle, a picture starts to form.”

The old man shifted uncomfortably in his chair. He cleared his throat and asked, “And what form did your picture take?”

“A picture of a Nazi attempt to sabotage the Manhattan Project,” Reed said.

Wilcock stared at Reed for a long time without speaking or moving. Finally, he said, “Impossible. Both Pastorius teams landed on the East Coast. All the Manhattan sites were located inland for that very reason—security.”

“Los Alamos is nearly nine hundred miles from the Gulf of Mexico,” Reed said, “but it’s less than four hundred from the Mexican border.”

“So?”

“German spies operated in Mexico during the war, and the border was still open despite the war,” Reed said. “And before Pearl Harbor there were thousands of pro-Nazi Americans in this country—members of the German American Bund, the German American Business Association, the Christian Silver Shirts, the American Fascist League, the America First Movement. Hell, the Bund held a Nuremburg-like rally in Madison Square Garden and filled the place.”

“Police and the Bureau rounded up those people after Germany declared war on us,” Wilcock insisted.

“Not all of them; only the leaders,” Reed said. “Many went underground. Who knows how many of them could have operated as spies for Germany? They could’ve provided a support system to a sabotage team or even a single saboteur—safe houses, supplies, transportation, even weapons—just like the resistance movements did to the American OSS and British SOE in World War II.”

“Okay, okay.” Wilcock held up his hand. “Let’s say this last saboteur—as you call him—did exist. What makes you think he would target the Manhattan Project, especially Los Alamos? The town didn’t officially exist. It didn’t appear on any map. To the outside world, the lab was just a post office box. Even the people in New Mexico didn’t know much about it.”

“Because in all the documents I’ve found through my research, one name keeps popping up—and that name is tied to Los Alamos,” Reed said.

Wilcock’s brow furrowed, the gray eyebrows nearly touching. “Whose?”

“Yours,” Reed said. “You were on the security team at Los Alamos.” He handed his briefcase to Wilcock. “Perhaps you should read through this, sir.”

☼

Almost an hour later, Wilcock replaced the documents and handed the briefcase back to Reed. Without speaking, he walked to the kitchen and returned with a coffee pot and a bottle of bourbon. He refilled both mugs and added a large slurp of whiskey to each one.

“You might as well loosen your tie and get out of your jacket, lieutenant,” Wilcock said. “This is a long story.”
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HE STOOD AT THE WINDOW of his office at No. 22 Berkaerstrasse and watched as lingering pillars of smoke rose from what used to be the beating heart of Nazi Germany. Only a few years before, Berlin had been one of the greatest cities in Europe, known for its architecture, science, and engineering. Its streets bore witness to the comings and goings of some of the most powerful men in the Third Reich—Hitler, Himmler, Goebbels, and others. Automobiles crammed their lanes, while buses and trains shuttled office workers between their homes and workplaces.

No. 22 Berkaerstrasse had little of the grandeur of central Berlin. Located on the edge of the Grunewald Forest in Wilmersdorf and surrounded by gardens and residential apartments, it looked exactly like what it previously had been—a Jewish retirement home. Few passersby knew its current role—headquarters for Department 6 of the Sicherheitsdienst or SD, the intelligence service of the Nazi SS. Those who did know probably quickened their pace as they passed by.

Little was left of Berlin’s glory days. By late 1944, most of the city lay in ruins from constant bombing by the American and British air forces. Both Prinz Albrecht Strasse and Wilhelmstrasse, where much of the government’s offices were located, now sat nearly empty, rubble replacing the throngs of workers and automobiles. As ruined as Berlin had become, the man at the window knew it could be worse—far, far worse—if his intelligence reports were correct. And he had no doubt they were.

As brigadeführer of Department 6, Walter Schellenberg was responsible for the collection of all foreign intelligence. Only a few months before, his department shared that responsibility with the Abwehr, the military intelligence organization run by Kriegsmarine Admiral Wilhem Canaris. But the Abwehr was disbanded, Canaris losing his position for alleged incompetence and for questioning in Hitler’s presence whether Germany could still win the war—not a wise career move in Nazi Germany. Now the man at the window bore the burden of being the Reich’s eyes and ears in foreign lands.

A heavy responsibility for someone so young, still in his early thirties, and not one Schellenberg enjoyed bearing, despite having engineered the demise of his sometime-friend, sometime-adversary Canaris. Schellenberg excelled at intrigue and manipulation, not deep thinking. Average height, with black hair parted on the left, a deep V-shaped face with blue eyes under a weighty brow, playing office politics energized him far more than arranging, collecting, and analyzing intelligence reports. He normally left that to his subordinates, but the information he had now was too important to leave to others. Nazi Germany may be losing the war, but if he didn’t act on the matter at hand, Germany could very well cease to exist.

A knock on his office door roused Schellenberg from his dreary thoughts. An aide opened the door and announced, “Mein general, Colonel Schneider and a Professor Heisenberg to see you.”

Schellenberg nodded, and the aide showed the two men in. Colonel Klaus Schneider strode in, a tall, thin man with a long, thin face, dark eyes, and thin lips. Like Schellenberg, he wore a field gray SS uniform. He stepped toward Schellenberg, raised his right arm in a salute, and said, “Heil Hitler, mein general.” Schellenberg acknowledged the salute with a disinterested wave of his right hand. “General Schellenberg, may I introduce Professor Werner Heisenberg, director of our—”

“Now, now, colonel,” the professor said, “we don’t like to say it out loud. I’m sure the general knows who and what I am.”

“I do, professor,” Schellenberg said, gesturing for both men to sit down without offering to shake the professor’s hand.

Only in his forties and already an acknowledged genius in the field of theoretical physics—having received the 1932 Nobel Prize for his work in quantum mechanics—Heisenberg was not happy being at No. 22 Berkaerstrasse. His theories went against the beliefs of the Deutsche Physik school that the Nazi hierarchy preferred. He had been called a “white Jew” by Himmler and investigated by the SS. He only avoided a concentration camp because the three SS agents conducting the investigation, each with a background in physics, came to support his theories.

Schellenberg remained standing. He picked up a file from his desk and flipped through its pages. “An interesting man, this ‘Carrick’ as you call him,” he said to Schneider. “A holdover from Canaris’s Abwehr. One of the admiral’s few successes, apparently.”

“Yes, general,” replied Schneider, who was Carrick’s SD handler. “He originally helped the Abwehr in 1940 with Operation Mainau, its attempt to start an IRA revolt in Northern Ireland. That attempt, of course, failed, but not due to Carrick’s involvement. He was highly successful at reporting on the buildup of American troops in Northern Ireland before the June 6 landings. He continued reporting from Northern Ireland until we recalled him only forty-eight hours ago.”

“Born in Dublin, but grew up in Germany,” Schellenberg feigned reading the file. Despite not being a deep thinker, he had a remarkable memory for details, and he had already read the file twice. “Father a member of the Irish Republican Army, got into trouble with the British and Free Irish governments, and fled to Germany with his family.”

“Yes, sir,” Schneider said. “Something to do with some bombings, I believe. Once here, his family joined the colony of IRA ex-pats in Germany.”

“He grew up here,” Schellenberg recited, “but never gave up his Irish citizenship.”

“No, general,” Schneider said. “Few of the Irish ex-pats have.”

“But growing up in Germany, speaking German, he can still pass as an Irishman?”

“Carrick speaks fluent German,” Schneider explained, “but he never lost his Irish accent as his family only spoke English or Irish in the home. They also played host to many of the ex-pats, including IRA man Frank Ryan.”

“And so, technically, this Carrick remains a neutral in the war.” Schellenberg looked up from the file. “But he works for us ... just for the money?”

“He is handsomely compensated,” Schneider agreed.

“But can he be trusted?” Schellenberg asked. “What if the British intelligence offered him more money?”

“The Bank of England does not have enough pounds to buy Carrick,” Schneider assured his boss. He paused for a moment, thinking of how to explain Carrick to Schellenberg. “There is an old Arab saying. ‘The enemy of my enemy is my friend.’”

“Yes, yes, I know the saying,” Schellenberg said impatiently.

“Because of his father and his associates, Carrick grew up hating the English,” Schneider explained. “That hatred grew exponentially when his parents died in a British bombing in 1941. He is neither German nor Nazi, but we are the enemy of his enemy.”

“I see.” Schellenberg nodded gravely. “You are correct, Klaus. There wouldn’t be enough British pounds to buy Carrick. But Carrick is simply his codename, correct? I notice there is no mention of his real name.”

“No, sir,” Schneider said. “When the Abwehr was disbanded, Admiral Canaris and his ... cohorts ... burned many of their files, including Carrick’s, which would have had his real name. As part of working with us, Carrick insisted we never ask for or record his real name in any official file or papers. I don’t even know it. No matter who wins the war—his phrase, sir, not mine—he wants to live the rest of his life out in quietude. He doesn’t want anyone looking him up after the war for vengeance or otherwise.”

Schellenberg nodded solemnly. That was an argument he could understand, especially since he had been making his own plans to disappear should Germany lose the war—which he secretly thought inevitable.

A knock on the door interrupted his thoughts. His aide opened the door and announced, “A Herr Carrick to see you, Herr general.”
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THE MAN WHO STEPPED through the door was of average height, with an athletic build, blue eyes set deep into a ruddy face, and thick black hair that looked unkempt even when combed. His lips were set in an insolent smirk, a look reflected in his eyes as he scanned the other three men in the room. He wore corduroy trousers tucked into seaman’s boots, a heavy sheepskin jacket that had seen a good amount of wear, and a news boy’s hat pulled down over his eyes. He looked like a man ready for a fight and capable of winning it.

“Carrick, welcome home!” Schneider said as he crossed the room and shook the man’s hand. “An uneventful crossing, I hope?”

“Bloody awful, to be truthful, Klaus,” Carrick said. “The captured British Lysander you sent to pick me up still had RAF roundels. One of your blasted Luftwaffe fighter pilots tried to pick us off as we came over the coast, he did.”

“Why, that’s terrible,” Schneider said. “KG 200 was supposed to warn coastal defense they had an operation going.”

“That’s what the Lysander pilot told the pilot of the fighter when he finally raised him on the wireless,” Carrick said. “Only in stronger language. Much stronger, in fact.”

“I will issue a strong protest myself,” Schneider assured him. “But now, come and meet your new boss—”

Carrick stepped up to Schellenberg’s desk as if to greet him. The general rose, but Carrick stopped before the desk and admired it.

“So, this is your famous fortress desk,” Carrick announced, rubbing a hand along its polished surface. “The one with the hidden machine guns?” He glanced up at Schellenberg, who appeared surprised at Carrick’s knowledge. “All over the Abwehr rumor mill, it was. You know Canaris. Couldn’t keep a secret.”

“Carrick, have a seat,” Schneider said, producing a cigarette case. “Cigarette?”

Carrick drew a pack of Carroll’s from his pocket. “I’ll have one of my own, thank you.”

He lit the cigarette with an old trench lighter, then scanned the others. His eyes fell on Heisenberg. “And who might you be?”

“My name is Heisenberg. Professor Heisenberg.”

“Professor, is it?” Carrick said. “And what might it be you teach?”

Heisenberg’s brow knitted in consternation. How could this man not know who I am? “Physics,” he finally said.

“Ah!” Carrick said. “Not my cup of tea.” He shook his head. “I was never much at science in university, in fact. Literature—now there’s something to warm an Irishman’s heart.” He gestured with his cigarette at the two SS men. “So, what brings you in league with these two masters of skullduggery?”

Heisenberg didn’t answer. He turned to Schellenberg and Schneider to explain.

“Professor Heisenberg is here to help brief you on your new assignment,” Schellenberg said.

Carrick exhaled a lungful of smoke. “Which is?”

Schellenberg walked to the front of his desk and leaned against it. “We want you to go to America.”

“Really now?” Carrick said. “And which America would that be? North, Central, or South?”

“North,” Schneider said. “The United States.”

“Now, if I recall correctly, Uncle Willie tried that before and it didn’t end well,” Carrick said.

“Operation Pastorius was doomed from the start,” Schellenberg said. “Some of the agents the Abwehr chose for the mission used to live in the United States. They volunteered so they could return there and turn themselves in.”

“From what I read in the British papers,” Carrick said, “it didn’t work out well for them, now did it? Most of them executed, fried in the Yanks’ ruddy electric chair.”

“As traitors should be,” Schellenberg said.

“Carrick, that’s one of the reasons that make you the man for this mission,” Schneider said. “There are many Irish Americans in the States, and you can pass as one. And you’ve never been to America, so you’d have no vested reason for wanting to stay.”

“I’ll be returning for the incredibly generous amount of money you’ll be transferring to my Swiss bank account when I finish the mission,” Carrick said.

“Which you don’t get if you don’t complete the mission,” Schellenberg said.

“Ah, yes,” Carrick said. “That’s true motivation. So, what is this mission I’ll be doing?”

“We’ll come to that,” Schneider said. “But first, Professor Heisenberg needs to give you some background. Professor?”

Heisenberg sat up and adjusted his coat as if preparing for a lecture. “First, Herr ... Carrick,” he said, “what do you know about fission?”

Carrick screwed up his face and scratched an ear. “Something to do with atoms? I told you I wasn’t much at science.”

“Yes, atoms,” Heisenberg said. “The splitting of atoms.”

“Surely, you’re pulling my leg,” Carrick said. “Split one of those wee little things? And for whatever purpose would you do that?”

“Energy,” Heisenberg said. “Unlimited energy.”

Carrick stamped out his cigarette. “Energy to do what?”

“Light up cities!” Heisenberg said.

“Or destroy them,” Schellenberg said.

“Destroy a city with atoms?” Carrick asked. “Now how would you do that?”

“When an atom is split, it releases a great amount of heat and radiation,” Heisenberg said. “If you can maintain the fission—one atom breaks apart, then sends protons into other atoms breaking them apart and so on—you can use the heat from the process to make unlimited electricity if you can control the fission process. If not controlled, you can create an explosive capable of unbelievable devastation.”

“Really, you say?” Carrick said. “And how unbelievable would that devastation be? It’s hard to believe anything can be more devastating than this war we’re in. Look out the window, professor. Berlin isn’t looking so lovely these days.”

Heisenberg leaned forward toward Carrick. “One single atomic bomb, as we call it, could flatten all of Berlin in an instant.” He snapped his fingers. “Just like that. And the resulting radiation would make the remaining rubble an uninhabitable wasteland for years.”

For once, Carrick found himself speechless. He stared at Heisenberg, expecting the scientist to smirk or break out laughing, but Heisenberg only stared back at him. Carrick turned to Schellenberg and Schneider. “He’s not joking, is he?” Both men shook their heads. He turned back to Heisenberg. “You’re not joking. One bomb?”

Heisenberg dipped his chin in a solemn nod. “One bomb.”

“And the United States and Britain are trying to produce these ‘atomic bombs’,” Schneider said, “to use on Germany. We’ve received intelligence that they plan to use one on Dresden, but that will only be the start of their atomic bombing campaign. They are planning to turn the whole Fatherland into a wasteland. That’s why we want you to go to the United States, Carrick. To prevent them from succeeding.”
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“THE AMIS CALL IT the Manhattan Project, Carrick,” Schneider said, using the German slang for Americans. “The intelligence we have says their development of this atomic explosive is well-funded and advanced.”

“Wait a minute, colonel,” Carrick said. “This information you’re talking about means you must have agents in place, agents infiltrated into this ... Manhattan Project. Can’t they stop the program? Why do you need this loving boy of Éire?”

Schellenberg answered. “We don’t have anyone inside the project. But the Russians do, and we have agents inside Russian intelligence. You might say we are getting this information second hand.”

“Again, I ask, why me?” Carrick said. “This sounds more like a mission for commandos, one of your Brandenburger teams.”

“The Americans did something very smart with this project,” Schellenberg said. “We made the mistake of putting our entire rocket program in one location—Peenemünde. When the British discovered the location, the RAF bombed it to rubble. The Amis, however, have decentralized this Manhattan Project, locating its key facilities all across the United States. There is no one target to bomb or raid that would stop their program.”

Schellenberg picked up a file from his desk. “There is, however, one target—a target we believe, if taken out, would stop their atomic program—or, at least, cause serious delays.” He handed Carrick the file folder. “This man.”

Carrick opened the folder and found a single black-and-white photograph of a thin, wiry-looking man with a long face, pale skin stretched over high cheekbones, and a long nose that bent to the left. His eyes were pale—Carrick guessed blue—and sharp with a touch of loneliness. Or were they haunted? Black hair peeked out beneath a wide-brimmed porkpie fedora. A cigarette dangled from the corner of his wide, thin-lipped mouth.

“Who is he?” Carrick inquired.

“Dr. Julius Robert Oppenheimer,” Professor Heisenberg said. “Scientific director of the Manhattan Project.”

“Your target, Carrick,” Schneider said. “Kill that man and you kill the Manhattan Project.”

“Is that so?” Carrick lit another Carroll’s, took a deep drag, and exhaled. “And why is he so important?”

“Apparently, Oppenheimer is the glue that holds the entire project together,” Schellenberg said.

Carrick turned to Heisenberg. “He’s the brains behind this atomic bomb, as you call it?”

The professor snorted. “Not by any means,” he said. “Oppenheimer is a competent enough theoretical physicist, but many of the physicists and other scientists we understand are working for him are far more brilliant—Nobel laureates as I am. No, what appears to be Oppenheimer’s gift is his organizational and leadership skills, his ability to get all these brilliant minds—and their immense egos—to work together.”

“We understand Oppenheimer’s military superior—a relatively unknown general named Groves—insisted he be named project director because he’s the only man Groves believes could get the job done,” Schneider said. “Groves’ superiors distrusted Oppenheimer because of previous ... dalliances ... he’s had with known communists.”

Carrick studied the photo of Oppenheimer. A communist? “How serious were these ‘dalliances,’ as you call them?”

“His wife, Kitty, belonged to the party until sometime in the Thirties,” Schneider said. “As did his mistress, a woman named Jean Tatlock. His brother is still a member of the party.”

“And yet he’s the director of this Manhattan Project?” Carrick said. “He must be important to it.”

“Precisely, Herr ... Carrick,” Heisenberg said as he stood and straightened his coat. “And now, gentlemen, I believe my part in this ... briefing ... is completed, and I must take my leave and let you go about your ...” He looked at Carrick with a slight smile. “... skullduggery. Heil Hitler.”

Heisenberg stepped toward the door.

“One more question, Herr Professor,” Carrick said.

Heisenberg stopped with his hand on the doorknob and turned. “Yes?”

“Does Germany have a Manhattan Project?” Carrick asked. “And might you be its director?”

Heisenberg stiffened, his lips pursed, and he glanced at the two SS officers. “That, Herr Carrick,” he said, “is strictly need to know.”

☼

“If this Dr. Oppenheimer is so important to this project, why haven’t you assassinated him already?” Carrick asked. “If you don’t have your own people in place, why not ask Adolf’s friend Franco to order one of his Spanish operatives in the States to kill him?”

“No one can get near him, Carrick,” Schneider said. “Wherever he goes, he has at least one bodyguard. When he travels by train, he has a Pullman car to himself.”

“Then how the bloody hell am I supposed to kill him if I can’t get near him?” the Irishman demanded.

Schneider and Schellenberg exchanged glances before the former turned back to Carrick. “There’s one more thing about you that makes you perfect for this mission.”

“And now what might that be?”

Schellenberg picked up another file and dropped it on Carrick’s lap. “This.”

Unlike the previous folder, this one contained several sheets of paper. On top of the sheets lay a black-and-white photo of himself. His brow knitted as he glared at the two officers. “What kind of bloody joke is this?”

“Read the back of the photograph, Carrick,” Schneider said.

Carrick flipped the picture over. On the back, a typewritten label read:

Donegan, Garrett

MI5

He looked up from the photo, still not understanding.

“That is not a photograph of you, Carrick,” Schneider said softly. “That is a photo of a British counterespionage agent named Garrett Donegan. The resemblance is uncanny, is it not?”

Carrick stared at the picture, then stood and walked to the window and held it up next to his reflection in the glass. After several moments comparing the two images, he turned and said, “Handsome brute, isn’t he?”

Schneider guffawed. Schellenberg allowed himself a small smile. “And the similarities don’t end with the face,” Schneider said. “He is also your height and build, with blue eyes like yours, and ...” Schneider paused for effect. “He’s also Irish.”

“Is he now?” Carrick said with a bit of distaste. “A boy of Ireland working for British counterintelligence?” After a moment, he asked, “And what part would he be playing in this little task of yours?”

“Donegan provided security for the British scientists who worked on England’s atomic fission program,” Schellenberg explained. “Those scientists are now in America working on the Manhattan Project. We recently learned from one of our agents in England that Donegan is being assigned as a liaison to the project’s own security officials at an installation in the state of New Mexico. Klaus, the map.”

Schneider stepped to a cabinet and removed a rolled-up map, which he spread on Schellenberg’s desk along with a newspaper clipping. “Last March, a Spanish diplomat in the U.S. sent us this newspaper article from The Cleveland Press,” he said.

Carrick picked up the clipping and skimmed it. The headline read FORBIDDEN CITY. The story, bylined John W. Raper, described a “secret city” called Los Alamos that the reporter stumbled upon while vacationing in Santa Fe, New Mexico, a heavily guarded city of several thousand residents working together on some kind of secret government research project, possibly chemical weapons or a new explosive. According to Raper, the project’s director was a Dr. J. Robert Oppenheimer, whom he described as “the second Einstein.”

“Jesus, Joseph, and Mary,” Carrick exclaimed. “This is a bloody awful breach of security. The eejit who wrote it should be shot.”

“As he would have been if he were German,” Schellenberg said.

“Prior to receiving this press clipping, all we knew about the New Mexico site was its codename, Project Y,” Schneider said. “After receiving it, we activated a sleeper agent codenamed Introvert, who managed to get a job at Los Alamos.”

Carrick glanced sharply at his handler, his eyes narrowing. “Didn’t you tell me just a short while ago that you didn’t have an agent inside the Manhattan Project?”

“And we don’t,” Schneider explained. “Some workers employed at the site are day workers—construction people, house maids, and the like—who have no access to the parts of the installation where the scientists are performing their atomic research. Introvert works on one of the construction teams as an inspector. He doesn’t have access to Oppenheimer. He’s only seen him pass by in his automobile. It was only when I saw the Donegan file and his photograph, that I thought we had a chance to get at Oppenheimer.”

“And how might that work?” asked Carrick.

“That should be obvious,” Schellenberg said. “You’re going to kill Donegan before he reaches Los Alamos and take his place.”
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Chapter 4
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SUMMER GAVE WAY TO fall, and up on what Santa Fe locals called “The Hill,” the temperature dipped to highs in the forties and fifties. Steam radiators in the Los Alamos administration building clicked and snapped as they tried to counter the October morning chill. The building, like all the Project Y buildings, was new, built only during the past two years. But exposure to New Mexico’s summer sun and winter snow prematurely aged the wooden structures, leaving their army-green paint faded and peeling.

Major Peer de Silva sat at his desk wearing an army sweater against the chill and shuffled through a small mountain of reports. As head of the Counterintelligence Corps special detachment at Los Alamos, de Silva held full responsibility for all security at the installation. A 1941 graduate of West Point, he rose quickly through the ranks and was only twenty-seven, though the burden of his post etched premature worry lines across his face, and his wary eyes mirrored the instinctive distrust of others his post had given him.

He looked up at a knock on his door. An older soldier, a captain, poked his head through the open door. “You wanted to see me, major?”

De Silva glanced at his wristwatch. “Yeah, but I have a meeting with Oppie in a few minutes.” He stood and made his way through the door. “Walk with me, Haig.”

Captain Haig Wilcock fell in alongside de Silva. At a little under six feet, Wilcock was the taller of the two men, with a strong build and thick, longish black hair combed back from a high forehead. His sun-reddened angular face sported a hawkish nose and dark, deep-set eyes that constantly moved, constantly observed.

“Your weekly security report was due yesterday, Haig,” de Silva said. “Where is it?”

“Josh is working on it,” Haig said. “He’ll have it done this afternoon.”

“Haig, you’re responsible for that report,” de Silva said. “It’s your responsibility to see that it’s done on time, not Josh’s.”

“We were busy following up on something, sir,” Wilcock said.

“Following up?” De Silva sounded doubtful. “Like what?”

“One of our informants in town reported overhearing three soldiers in a bar spouting pro-Nazi propaganda,” Wilcock said.

“Soldiers? You’re sure?”

Wilcock nodded. “They were in uniform,” he said. “Our informant described their shoulder patches, and we identified them as coming from the 620th Engineer General Service Company.”

“And?”

“And that’s the labor unit from Camp Hale in Colorado.”

De Silva stopped and turned to Wilcock. “Isn’t that the POW camp those German prisoners escaped from last February?”

“Yes, sir,” Haig said. “Escaped with the help of some soldiers from the 620th. The 620th is an isolation unit where the army sends soldiers who’ve expressed pro-Nazi sympathies. A lot of them were members of the German American Bund or the Christian Silver Legion.”

De Silva ran a hand through his short black hair. “Jesus,” he said, lowering his voice, “we’ve got a bunch of Red-loving brainiacs working for us, and a bunch of Nazi-loving soldiers and real Nazi POWs just a train ride away. What a hell of a security situation. So, what did you do?”

“I talked to the 620th’s commanding officer and explained we did classified war research here and suggested if he didn’t make New Mexico off-limits to his little band of fascists he might end up chipping ice in the Aleutians.”

“Really?”

“Yes, sir,” Wilcock said. “He seemed to take it well, but you may get a nasty phone call asking questions about a General Wilcock.”

“Jesus, Haig, tell me you didn’t impersonate a general,” de Silva begged.

“I didn’t, sir,” Haig said. “When he asked my rank, I repeated the standard Counterintelligence Corps mantra, ‘My rank is classified, but in this matter, you can be assured I outrank you.’ He assumed that meant I wore stars.”

De Silva sighed loudly. His head drooped. “Haig, what am I going to do with you?”

“You can have me shipped to Europe,” Wilcock said, grinning. “I joined the army to fight the Krauts, not babysit a bunch of graybeards.”

“You know I can’t do that,” de Silva said. “You know too much about the project. What if you were captured and tortured?”

Wilcock crossed his heart and raised his hand as if swearing an oath. “I promise to save my last bullet for myself.”

“Look, Haig, I’m aware you have a
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