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      Tuesday, 23 April 1940

      

      “Sergeant Saxton, what do you think of when you hear the word ‘treason’?”

      Lillian Saxton stood at attention and frowned. She wore her assigned brown uniform, belted at the waist, tie neatly knotted, with a skirt that hung just at the knees. Since she was inside Houston’s Rice Hotel, her garrison cap was folded over the belt. Her red hair was pulled up behind her ears.

      “I’m sorry, sir, I don’t understand what you mean.” Her voice was curious but deferential.

      “Treason, Sergeant. It’s a simple concept. What does it mean to you?”

      The man who snapped at her she didn’t know, but his brown uniform displayed the rank of colonel. He stood to the side of a table in one of the upper suites of the famous Rice Hotel. The man who sat at the table, littered with stacks of paper and a typewriter, she knew. He was Captain Ernest Donnelly, her commanding officer. She looked at him for clarification.

      “I’m the one speaking to you, Sergeant,” the colonel spat. “If there’s ever a situation where you think you need to look elsewhere for help, then we’ve got a bigger problem than I imagined.”

      Donnelly, dressed in his brown uniform but with the tie loosened around his collar, leaned back in his chair. “Honeywell, why don’t you just…”

      “Don’t tell me what I should do, Captain,” Honeywell blurted. “I’ve asked the sergeant a question. I expect an answer directly from her and not from her superior officer or anyone else she thinks can help her.”

      A little fire burst into existence deep within Lillian’s gut. She hated what many of the men in the United States Army thought of her: weak, not as good as a man, only good for typing up reports. She was none of that, and she strove every day to prove wrong that kind of thinking.

      “Treason,” Lillian began, speaking evenly but with force, “is the active betrayal of one’s country. In most cases, especially in war time, it is punishable by death.”

      Honeywell regarded her for a moment. His short cropped hair was receding across the top of his head. The gray flecks caught the lamp light and seemed to glow.

      “That is pretty much the letter of the law, Sergeant. Now, even though we’re not at war, what do you think should be done about someone who may commit treason?”

      “May commit, colonel?”

      A small twitch along the corner of his mouth might have grown into a smile, but Honeywell didn’t give it the chance. “Yes, Sergeant. Would you trust anyone whom you suspect of committing treason?”

      Lillian pondered the question for a few heartbeats. “It would depend on the circumstances, Colonel. If the person was only suspected, I would seek out additional information, either to clear the individual or convict him.”

      Another twitch, this time along Honeywell’s eyebrows. Lillian had to admire a person like the colonel who could so easily contain his outward emotions. She made a note never to play the colonel in poker although that likelihood would probably never come to pass.

      “So you would investigate?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Undercover?”

      “If necessary, yes.”

      “What if you knew the person? Would that cloud your judgement?”

      Another few heartbeats. “No, sir. This is the United States of America. All citizens, military or civilian, are assumed innocent until proven guilty. Same goes with someone suspected of treason. You investigate, gather evidence, and, if the evidence points to treason, you arrest the individual. You bring him to trial and, if he is found guilty, you inflict punishment.”

      “Back to my second question: what if you knew the person? Would you hide evidence, alter testimony, or do anything to sway the arresting officer or jury?”

      “No, sir. Treason is treason, and if the evidence indicates that, there is no other recourse.” She glanced to Donnelly, then back up to Honeywell. “I would, of course, be upset, but that’s a personal matter, not a military one.”

      In the intervening silence, Donnelly spoke. “Well, Colonel, I think that should satisfy you.”

      Honeywell narrowed his eyes. “I’ll let you know when I’m satisfied.”

      “Of course.” To Lillian, Donnelly asked, “Have you contacted Wade to get his report on your brother?”

      Donnelly was referring to the assignment recently completed. Samuel Saxton, Lillian’s brother, was lost in Europe. She feared the worst, especially with the Nazi army threatening to strike. A reporter, Wendell Rosenblatt, had information about Samuel. He was due to land in Houston, but had vanished. Lillian had hired private investigator Benjamin Wade to locate Rosenblatt. He did, but it was too late. Rosenblatt was dead, but Wade found the reporter’s notes complete with all the details about Samuel’s whereabouts.

      Lillian had been waiting for Wade to deliver his report when Donnelly summoned her to his room in the Rice Hotel.

      “No, sir.”

      Donnelly gestured with his head to the next room. “Why don’t you give him a call?”

      Lillian nodded once and left the room.

      [image: ]

      “I think she passes your muster, Colonel,” Donnelly said.

      “You’re just too close to her and the rest of your little squad.” Honeywell walked over to a bureau where a single bottle of Jack Daniels whiskey rested. He poured himself a couple of fingers and downed half in one gulp. He held the glass in his hands and mulled over something in his head. “But the communique was to her personally. Do you think Monroe is trying to recruit her?”

      “Don’t be silly,” Donnelly blurted. He realized he was addressing a senior officer and stood. He poured his own glass of whiskey. “As far as I know, Frank Monroe is only an investment banker. His job takes him all over the U.S. and Europe. He has contacts everywhere. Sure, he’s been over to Germany since they invaded Poland last year, but there’s no cause to think he’s turned traitor.”

      “Why else would he insist on seeing her? You think he knows she works for the Army?”

      “Lillian Saxton’s job is no secret. What she does for the Army is. Look, they’re old friends from back when they attended college in Europe in the ‘30s. He says he has vital information about the war, but will only talk to her. And the meet’s in D.C. They’re not even leaving American soil. What’s to lose?”

      “I don’t trust anyone who has business dealings with the Nazis and then turns around and asks to meet with one of my soldiers.”

      Donnelly did not have time to respond. The adjoining door opened and Lillian Saxton walked in the room. She must have tried to mask her emotions, but Donnelly noticed the red rimming her eyes.

      “Is everything okay, Sergeant?” Donnelly asked.

      Saxton merely nodded.

      “You find out about your brother?”

      “He’s dead.”

      The two senior officers gave the revelation a few moments of silence. “I’m sorry,” Donnelly said. He reached into his pocket and held out a handkerchief. She walked over and took it.

      “Thank you, sir.” She dabbed at her eyes. She stood straighter and pulled herself together. She handed the handkerchief back to the captain. “What’s the next assignment? It’s why you brought me here, isn’t it?”

      Donnelly said, “Sergeant, this is Colonel Clive Honeywell. He will explain the situation.”

      Honeywell stepped forward. “Sergeant, do you know a Frank Monroe?”

      Donnelly watched the emotions cross Saxton’s face. He prided himself on not just being a commanding officer to his squad, but to know his officers as real people. Saxton had a circuitous route to the United States Army, but she had acquitted herself beyond even his expectations. The name “Frank Monroe” hit a nerve.

      After a moment, Saxton said, “Yes, sir. He’s from a prominent family in Boston. He and I went to the university back in 1934. He’s  some sort of banker now, I think.”

      Honeywell narrowed his eyes. “You hesitated. Why?”

      “The name came out of left field, Colonel. We haven’t even seen each other in years. It just wasn’t a name I expected you to say.”

      Pursing his lips, Honeywell said, “He’s asked to meet you.”

      For the second time, Donnelly noted Saxton’s surprise.

      “Me?”

      “Yes. Personally.”

      “Where?”

      “Washington.”

      Saxton frowned. “Why?”

      Honeywell raised his glass and pointed a finger at her. “That’s what you’re going to find out.”
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      The place where Frank Monroe suggested he meet with Lillian was on the National Mall near the Washington Monument. On the flight from Houston to the nation’s capital, Donnelly had filled Lillian in on all the details of the mission. Banker Frank Monroe, while at the London branch of his bank, had contacted the American Embassy and  requested a meeting with Lillian Saxton, sergeant U.S. Army, in Washington. The reason he gave was top secret—even Donnelly didn’t know the truth—and might help the coming war effort.

      The message had been passed up the chain of command of the diplomatic corps, over to the military, and back down to Colonel Honeywell. He, in turn, had contacted Donnelly and met in Houston on the tail end of Lillian’s mission. Since the nature of the message from Monroe was secretive, Honeywell immediately didn’t trust him. Or Lillian, who had been serving under his command for nearly two years. It was all Donnelly could do to persuade Honeywell not to post watchers along the perimeter of the National Mall.

      But Lillian pretty much knew they were there. If she were in charge, she’d do the same thing.

      She sat on one of the north benches that faced the tall obelisk. Against Donnelly’s judgement, Lillian wore a nice professional business suit, the kind worn by any civilian working woman. She told the captain it wasn’t a good idea to walk around in an Army uniform—thus announcing her identify—if the reason for all the secrecy was to meet clandestinely. Tourists milled about the entire area, enjoying the late spring temperatures before Washington became an insufferable city in the depths of summer. Families with children mixed with citizens who worked in the city. The sun shone down on all. The flags that ringed the monument flapped in the breeze. It was a scene such as this that reminded Lillian why she did what she did.

      A man approached and sat next to her. “I’m glad you got my message.”

      She turned. A huge grin spread across her face. If any of Honeywell’s spies questioned that, she’d just have to explain her physical reaction to seeing an old friend after so many years. She reached over and threw her arms around Frank Monroe’s neck.

      “Well, if that’s the kind of reaction I had coming, I would have contacted you much earlier.”

      She pulled back and gave him a pouty stare. “Then why haven’t you?”

      “Business. And your job isn’t one that keeps regular office hours. What is it you do for Uncle Sam?”

      Doubt immediately flashed through her. Was Honeywell right to cast this meeting under a cloud of suspicion?

      “I could say it’s classified but you’d keep asking. So I’ll just say that I do whatever the Army needs me to do.” She sat there a moment and just looked at him.

      When she had last set eyes on Monroe, it was on a celebration vacation in Paris after their graduation from Oxford. She, Frank, and a few other friends had all crossed the Channel and celebrated their freedom from academics. Frank, born in Boston to a family that could trace its lineage back to the Mayflower, was always the richest of the bunch. He often spotted their little gang of Americans a few rounds in the pubs. His father had paid for a week’s vacation to Paris as a reward to his son before the younger Monroe started his professional life.

      Even during the trip, Lillian had known about Frank’s ulterior motivation. She and another member of their cadre, James Geiger, had split as a couple. He wanted to stay in Europe, preferably Germany, and use his mathematical talents as an engineer. She did not. That caused an irrevocable split between them. Frank, always the third wheel, saw his opportunity.

      But Frank was never one to recognize good timing. Her heart was still raw from the breakup and she had had to tell Frank “no” to his proposal of marriage. He had accepted her answer magnanimously but she had also cut short her vacation and left Paris ahead of her friends.

      Now Frank Monroe sat next to her. He had lost none of his charming good looks. His blond hair still remained radiant under his gray fedora. The only wrinkles that marred his face were on the corners of his eyes and around his mouth. He must laugh quite a bit, she thought. As it was back in the day, his gray suit was immaculate. Even his shoes were shined to perfection. Knowing her life since she left Paris, Lillian wondered what it would have been like had she accepted the offer.

      “Penny for your thoughts” Frank’s smile showed perfect teeth that were perfectly white.

      She patted his arm. “It’s really good to see you.”

      He put his hand over hers. “You, too.”

      They sat silent a moment before Lillian broke the spell. “Now, what is so important that you had me fly halfway across the country just to meet you?”

      Some of Frank’s joviality eroded from his face. “It’s about James.”

      [image: ]

      The man in the brown suit acted like a tourist. He walked around the Washington Monument gazing up at the tall structure. He admired the Americans for erecting a monument to a soldier even if Washington himself was known more for retreating than actively fighting. There was also the dastardly sneak attack on the Hessians in New Jersey. Was that the only offensive role Washington had ever successfully attempted?

      Around the man’s neck was slung a camera. He snapped some pictures he wouldn’t even bother to develop. He also snapped pictures of his mark, a man named Frank Monroe. The man in the brown suit had followed Monroe from the train station all the way to the Mall. The mission was simple: find out who he talked to and, if possible, the subject. When Monroe sat on the bench next to a red-haired woman, the camera in the brown-suited man’s hand clicked. He watched as Monroe and the woman hugged each other. The smiles on their faces revealed they knew each other. Old friends, perhaps. The way they held each other’s hands indicated something more.

      Click.

      The man in the brown suit swept his eyes around the perimeter of the monument. He wanted to see if there were others watching Monroe and the woman. He saw tourists freely walking around, not a care in the world. The Americans had that luxury. Their oceans had protected them for their entire history. No one dared attacked shores hundreds of miles away. But with superior German air power, the Americans would soon learn that their precious oceans would no longer protect them.

      There. That officer in uniform loitering under the trees. He pretended to read a newspaper but his eyes rarely reached the page. Instead, he stared at Monroe and the woman.

      Click.

      The man in the brown suit captured the officer’s image. That picture might prove useful in the growing dossier of known military personnel.

      Monroe stood. So did the woman. They made their way to the curb of the nearest street. The officer under the trees folded his unread newspaper under his arm and followed at a discreet distance. That answered that question.

      Monroe hailed a cab and he and the woman climbed in. From down the street, a parked car eased away from the curb and pulled up next to the officer. He climbed in and the dark sedan zoomed after the cab.

      The man in the brown suit hailed his own cab. He opened the door and sat in the back seat. “Do you see that car a block away? Follow it.”

      The man in the brown suit spoke perfect English. He smiled at himself. He had worked long and hard to remove all vestiges of his German accent before being stationed in Washington, D.C.
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      Frank directed the cab driver to a nice upscale eatery a few blocks away from the National Archives. Situated on the Dupont Circle, the Hoffsteader Restaurant was hopping with the noontime crowd.

      Lillian wasn’t sure what Frank said to the head waiter, but they quickly found themselves at a nice table in the center of the floor. Large paned windows bordered three sides of the structure, giving the patrons a wide panorama of the Circle and the cars, buses, cabs, and pedestrians moving about. The fourth wall led to the kitchen, but above it was a large mirror, giving the room an even grander feel.

      Frank ordered for them: two pastrami sandwiches and coffee. Lillian also asked for water. Giving the room another once-over, Frank finally settled his eyes on Lillian.

      “Yes, it’s about James.”

      “What about him? I’ll admit that six months after Paris, I stopped looking for details on his life.”

      Frank grinned. “Six months, huh?’ He folded his hands together and leaned on his elbows. “That’s a rather peculiar date.”

      Lillian just gave him her eyes. She sipped her coffee.

      “You take it black?” Frank asked. “You used to take cream and sugar, two teaspoons if I remember correctly.”

      “You remember correctly. I decided to change the way I drink coffee in the years since we were at Oxford.”

      “Let me guess: did that change also happen around six months after Paris?”

      Heartbroken at the breakup with James and shocked to have had Frank propose marriage in that aftermath, Lillian had returned to England and was adrift. Unlike Frank or James who had their professional lives lined up before they left college—one might even say they had their lives lined up before college—Lillian was at Oxford to broaden her mind. A California girl who grew up in San Diego, Lillian wanted to put as much distance from her upbringing as possible. It wasn’t that she didn’t love her parents and family, but she wanted to see the world, and the only way to do that was to get out of San Diego. Education was the key, and she earned a scholarship to U.C.L.A. and then on to Oxford. She studied philosophy and history, the subjects that were great in school but had little real-world value. She also had a knack for mathematics. That’s how she met and fell in love with James Geiger who was also studying math at Oxford. But after his desire to remain in Europe and Germany, an irrevocable split emerged and nothing, not even the love of math, could mend it.

      Six months after they broke up, James Geiger married  Elsa Schmidt.

      She gave Frank a wan smile. “There were lots of things I changed at that time.”

      “Well,” Frank said, reaching over and grasping her hand, “some things never change. You still look as radiant as ever.”

      Lillian chuckled, effectively dismissing the comment even though she inwardly like the compliment. “Let’s get down to it. What’s the story about James. And why in hell should I care?”

      Another quick scan of the room. Frank reached into his suit coat and withdrew a small package. He put it on the table and slid it to Lillian.

      The package was wrapped in brown paper and sealed with tape. On one side, her name was handwritten in a script she recognized. James had written it. He had even included the fancy tail he always applied to the “S” in her last name. It had been so long since she last set eyes on this style that her heart skipped a beat.

      The sensation surprised her. After all the years of tending to her own happiness and trying to forget James, she didn’t think something as insignificant as seeing his handwriting would do that to her. She was at once happy and angry with herself.

      She picked it up and held it up to the light to examine the tape.

      “No, I didn’t open it,” Frank said. He smirked. “Thanks for trusting me.”

      She curled half her mouth at him. With a fingernail, she sliced open the tape and unwrapped the object.

      It was a small book, hardback, that could easily fit inside trouser or jacket pockets. The exterior was a turquoise blue. Her heart skipped another beat. She already knew what this book was. She turned it over and opened the cover.

      There, on the fly leaf, was the inscription James had written to her over five years ago: “To Lillian, may we grow old together reading these poems to each other. Always yours, James.”

      The sting of a tear stabbed her eyes. She turned her face away from Frank. She bit her inner cheek and tried her meditation techniques to stem the coming tide of emotions. It took her a few moments, but she succeeded. When she looked up, he was giving her a meaningful look.

      “I’m sorry about that. I didn’t know what it was.”

      Lillian cleared her throat. “You weren’t supposed to. It was to me. But what does this have to do with James?”

      Frank gazed at her. “When I saw James a week ago, he gave me that package. He also gave me this message.” He looked at the ceiling, clearly recalling the words. “You are to remember that time in London when you both went to see Romeo and Juliet. From there, do the calculations.”

      Lillian frowned. “Do the calculations?”

      Frank shrugged. “That’s what he said. Heck if I know what it means. It wasn’t directed to me.”

      Lillian started mouthing the message over and over again. She thought about the time she and James took the train down to London. It was a weekend fling to get away from the drudgery of their studies. They stayed in adjoining rooms at one of the fancier hotels in the city, and quickly opened the common door. It remained open the rest of the weekend. They took in two plays, ate great meals, and generally forgot about the world for two glorious days. It was during that trip that he had bought this book for her. They had repeatedly checked out a similar copy at the library, but hated having to return it. They wanted their own copy so that they could write in it.

      Realization dawned on Lillian. She flipped through the pages. There, in the margins, were all the annotations they had made. Some passages were underlined, others had hearts and designs surrounding them. It was a mixture of her handwriting and James’s. But what made these annotations particularly personal were the dates. Every trip they had taken together resulted in a new favorite poem. They had begun to write the dates of their trips and the towns visited. In a sense, this small book was a history of their relationship.

      And James had kept it. Now he had sent it to Lillian.

      The more pages she flipped, the more she started to mouth the words to the message. “Meet” appeared first. Then “in Belgium.” “Will deliver” followed. The next word puzzled her.

      “Codebook?” Lillian said.

      Frank gave her a curious look. “What did you say?”

      “Codebook. What codebook?”

      The blood in Frank’s face lightened one shade. He quickly sipped his coffee to hide.

      “Frank, what is it?”

      He kept drinking. He drained his cup and clattered it down on the saucer. “I didn’t know.”

      “Know what?”

      Frank signaled the waitress. He held up his empty cup. She came over and refilled his cup and Lillian’s.

      Once the waitress had left, Lillian leaned forward and whispered, “What didn’t you know?”

      “The nature of James’s message.”

      “Of course you didn’t. You just told me that.”

      “That’s not what I mean.” He paused and adjusted himself in the chair. “You said you haven’t kept up with him, right?”

      She nodded.

      “Do you know what he does now?”

      Lillian shrugged. “Other than being married?” Her tone was dismissive. “Or his job?”

      “His job.”

      “I haven’t the slightest idea. He majored in mathematics back in Oxford with a minor in engineering.”

      Frank nodded. “Since he stayed in Europe and married Elsa”—he glanced at her to gauge her reaction—“he got himself some rather influential and powerful friends and family.”

      Lillian narrowed her eyes. The only influential people in Germany nowadays were likely to be Nazis. “How influential?”

      “Very. We’re talking just about as high as an American-born man can get. Elsa’s family is rich and well-connected. James used those connections to make more connections. He is entrenched in what’s going on over there.”

      Lillian thought about what that meant. Here in late April 1940, they were in what the press dubbed The Phony War. Germany had invaded Poland back in September 1939, prompting Britain and France to honor their treaty and come to Poland’s aid. It hadn’t amounted to anything, for the country fell in a matter of weeks. Then the Nazis did a most unusual thing for a war: they stopped. No one quite knew why but it had happened and it had gone on for months. Long enough to make everyone in Europe on edge. Chances were good Hitler wasn’t completely satisfied, but no one knew where he’d strike next. He had already invaded Norway at the beginning of the month. The western front was probably going to come next.

      But when?

      Frank continued. “Don’t you see? What codebook might James have that you’d want? I’m talking ‘you’ as in ‘your job’ you.”

      Lillian knew what he meant and it puzzled her yet again. While she had stopped keeping up with James years ago, clearly James hadn’t stopped knowing about her. That meant he knew she worked for the U.S. Army.

      She gasped as the ramifications slammed into her. She sat up straight, blinking. She looked at Frank. His eyes met hers with a steadiness that meant he had figured it out as well. She broke off her gaze with him and scanned the room. Her back was to the front door and windows so she looked up in the mirror to scan the rest of the room.

      And she stopped. There, in the reflection, she could see a man waiting outside at the bus stop. He looked familiar. He wore a brown suit with a camera slung across his neck. She had seen a man dressed exactly the same at the Washington Monument. She had taken every person there for a tourist. But what were the chances that a tourist from the monument would come to this coffee house and be standing right outside the window within sight of her and Frank?

      Possible, but unlikely.

      She closed the book of poetry and slipped it into her pocket. She picked up her coffee cup but didn’t drink. She talked from behind it.

      “Frank, you see that man outside at the bus stop? Brown suit. Camera. No, don’t stare at him. Just sweep your gaze around. That’s better. He was at the monument when we first met.”

      His eyes got wider. “Are you sure?”

      “You remember who I work for, what I do? I’m trained to notice things like this. It could be coincidence but I’m betting not. Here’s the thing: he’s probably following you.”

      Frank frowned deeply. “Surely not. You’re the one in the Army.”

      “But I’m not dressed like I’m in the Army. And the last few assignments have all been here in America. You, on the other hand, just arrived from Europe.” She patted her pocket. “And you just delivered something to me.”

      It was Frank’s turn to lift his coffee cup and talk from behind it. “You sure?”

      She gave him a pitying look. “Would I ever question you regarding banking activities? So don’t question me on this. Listen, I’m going to buy a paper from the newsboy over there near the bus stop. I’ll get a better look at him.”

      He reached out a hand and grasped her arm. “Let me.”

      Lillian plucked each one of his fingers off her arm and stood. “I’m not the way I was back at Oxford. I don’t need some handsome hero to look out for me.”

      She folded her napkin and turned to the front door.

      [image: ]

      The man in the brown suit had gambled when a bus arrived at the stop and he didn’t get on. He was pretty sure Monroe and the woman hadn’t noticed him. It helped that the cafe had windows on three sides. It enabled him to walk on any of the three sides and still keep an eye on the Americans.

      He noted they ate pastrami sandwiches with sauerkraut. He gave them points for eating good food. The sight of it made him want a sandwich. Or sausage links and sauerkraut. His mouth watered. He also noted when Monroe had delivered a package to the woman. A new focus came over him. What his superior officer suspected proved to be true: Frank Monroe was a spy.

      The man in the brown suit now stood next to the bus stop. He glanced into the cafe.

      The woman was gone. Probably went to powder her nose. No matter. He’d follow her when she left, see where she lived and where she worked.

      Amid the screeching brakes of the approaching bus, a woman’s voice said, “Excuse me.”

      The man in the brown suit turned and came face to face with the woman Frank Monroe had met. Up close, a part of his mind noted the details of her face. Her lips were full with red lipstick giving them a glossy sheen. Her red hair, pulled up over her ears, caught the sunlight. Her skin seemed flawless except for delicate wrinkles under her eyes. He wondered what had put them there.

      “Can I help you?” the woman asked. “You seem lost.”

      “No, thank you, madam,” the man in the brown suit stammered. “I know perfectly well where I am.”

      “Care to tell me why you’re so interested in me and my friend?” She stepped closer to him. “And why you’re taking pictures?”

      The man in the brown suit had been trained well, but this was his first mission. He had internalized all the scenarios and the appropriate responses. One dictum stated “when approached by an officer of the law, stick to the cover story. So he did. “I am a tourist from Indiana. I’m in town to visit the sights. It appears that we are both seeing the same sights and eating at the same restaurants.”

      “Then why haven’t you come in and ordered?”

      “The cafe is crowded. I was merely waiting for the line to thin.”

      The woman looked at him with clear suspicion. He read it on her face. He also could read she had nothing other than suspicion. He tried to change the subject. “What do you recommend?”

      “The Reuben.”

      Frank Monroe arrived and stood next to the woman. She looked up at him and smiled wanly.

      “Are you ready?” Monroe asked the woman.

      She nodded. “Sure.”

      Monroe offered her his arm. She took it. Together, they walked down the street.

      The man in the brown suit breathed a sigh of relief. The intersection was way too public for any sort of altercation. He was confident he would prevail, however. The training he had undertaken was extensive. There were few who would emerge unscathed.

      Turning, the man in the brown suit hopped onto the bus. He didn’t care about its destination. He just wanted to put as much distance between himself and the couple. Once safely away, he’d get to his apartment and the dark room therein. He needed to develop his photographs as soon as possible so he could make his report to Herr Colonel.
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      “Hail a cab,” Lillian blurted.

      “What?”

      Lillian broke off from Frank’s arm and stepped into the street. A car swerved to avoid her. She paid it little mind. Her focus was on the cab halfway down the block. She waved her arm and the yellow car veered to meet her.

      “Get in,” Lillian ordered Frank. Mutely, he complied. To the driver, she said, “Follow that bus.” The cabbie started the meter.

      “What’s going on?” Frank asked.

      “I want to see where that tourist goes. Something about him I don’t trust.”

      “He looked normal to me.”

      “Exactly. I don’t think he’s a tourist.”

      “Then what is he?”

      “Not sure, but we’ll find out. Who knew you were coming to meet me?” She thought a moment. “Besides James.”

      Frank pondered the question. “My boss, of course. I told him I would be taking a few days off and wondered if he needed anything done over here. A few friends. My parents.”

      Lillian’s mind raced. She dared not say anything untoward until she had more evidence. But chances were good Frank had a spy on his tail. But with the U.S. not at war, she wondered who it might be. Germany was obviously a candidate. The Soviet Union as well. She wouldn’t put it past France or England to engage in espionage on American soil either. The man had spoken in perfect English so his accent didn’t betray him. Maybe his movements now would.

      The cabbie followed the bus for two stops. Both times, Lillian had the driver wait until the bus departed, scanning the passengers who disembarked to see if the man in the brown suit was among them. The third time proved a success. She got out of the cab. Frank tried to follow her but she stopped him.

      “Listen, you wouldn’t want me telling you how to operate a bank. This is what I do. You’d just be in the way. Stay here, but watch where he goes. If things get bad, call the police. Also call Captain Donnelly of the Army.” She blew a kiss at him and slammed the door.

      The man whom Lillian had come to think of as Brown Suit waited until the bus left and looked around. Lillian found protection behind a newsstand. The cab remained in place. Brown Suit appeared satisfied and walked across the street. Lillian matched his pace on her side of the street.

      Brown Suit walked an additional five blocks west, then two north. Lillian turned to verify Frank and his cab were following her. There were half a dozen cabs on the street including Frank’s. Chances were Honeywell and his crew were also keeping tabs on them. She felt secure enough to close some of the gap between her and her mark.

      At the entrance to a three-story apartment building, Brown Suit turned and entered the lobby. Lillian crossed the street so she could approach without being seen. As she neared the lobby with its bay window facing the street, she slowed to a halt. Cautiously, she peered inside.

      The lobby was small. Four chairs bordered a small table littered with ashtrays and wrinkled magazines. A man sat in one of the chairs. He was reading a newspaper.  There was no sign of Brown Suit.

      Lillian glanced back at the cab. It was half a block away. She scanned the rest of the street. No other cars passed by. If Honeywell’s men were anywhere, they were hiding pretty well.

      She grasped the handle and walked inside the lobby. The moldering odor of smoke, alcohol, and mildew assaulted her senses. She winced at the smell, not expecting it. At the rear of the lobby was an old elevator, the kind with an Otis scissor door. The door was closed and the car missing. Brown Suit lived somewhere on one of the upper floors.

      Lillian turned to the man reading the newspaper. She fingered her red curls and adopted a squeaky voice, the kind one would expect from a love-struck doll.

      “Hey, mister?”

      He looked over the top of the paper. His eyes were hard and gray. “Yes?”

      “Um, the guy who just came through here, the one in the brown suit, do you know which apartment he lives in?”

      He displayed no emotion. “Why?”

      She assumed a goofy grin. “Well, you see, I saw him at a bookstore today and we got to talking. We talked so much that he accidentally left one of his books at the counter.” She pulled out the poetry book and waggled it. “I’d like to return it to him.”

      He grunted and put the paper back between them. “3C.”

      “Thanks.”

      Lillian contemplated the elevator but dismissed it. The noise would have alerted Brown Suit. She chose the stairwell. She winced again. Added to the other odors she already had experienced was now urine.

      She ascended the wooden stairs on her toes. The steps made no creak under her weight. The second-floor landing had a bulb that was just about to die, the light was so feeble. She glanced up, just to make sure no one lurked in the shadows. Satisfied, she continued up.

      From somewhere within the building, a mechanical sound rumbled. It was the elevator. Hearing how loud it was, Lillian praised herself for taking the stairs.

      At the third floor, she reached a door. It was solid. No window. She’d have to open the door with no way of knowing if Brown Suit was wandering the hallway. But why would he? She’d developed quite a good sense on how to follow people. Donnelly and others had commended her for that very thing in multiple reports. She opened the door.

      The hallway smelled better than the stairwell. The floor was wood with a long throw rug running down the middle. A light bulb glowed right above her. Another was at the far end of the hallway, about thirty feet away. A third bulb was at the center where the elevator was located. She noted the gate was closed up here.

      Four apartments were on each floor, two on the right and two on the left. Lillian moved forward and glanced at the number on her left: 3A. The number on her right read 3B. Odd and even. Apartment 3C was up on her left. The doors had no peepholes. Still walking on tiptoes, she passed the elevator. She could see the cables moving. Whoever was using it was coming up. The sound was quite loud. She used it as camouflage to close the distance between her and apartment 3C.

      The elevator wasn’t so loud that she couldn’t hear footsteps on the other side of the door. She inhaled deeply and set her feet in a fighting stance. She wasn’t sure what to expect, but surprise was going to be her weapon. A thought crept into her brain: what if Brown Suit really was a tourist? She dismissed it when the doorknob turned. No tourist would stay here.

      The door opened a crack. Half a face peered out. She made eye contact and the person’s eye widened in surprise. He grunted and tried to close the door quickly. She rammed her shoe in the space and prevented it. Next, she slammed her shoulder into the door. Taking the other person by surprise, she flung the door open, banging him in the face.

      Lillian Saxton stormed into the room. A distinct odor, a new one, met her. She recognized it but had no time to determine what it was. The man had quickly recovered and was moving toward her.

      She recognized him as Brown Suit in the instant before his fist flew at her. It came from her right side. She raised her right arm to deflect the blow while, at the same time, pivoting on her right foot. She used his momentum in her favor. His fist met air and he momentarily lost his balance. That gave her time to crash her left fist on his face.

      Years ago, when Lillian had joined the Army, she knew her size and weight would never prevail for long in a fist fight. Lillian felt confident in her abilities if her opponent was a woman. When fighting a man, however, she knew her size and weight meant she needed to end it as quickly as possible. Speed and dexterity were her greatest allies. She knew her blows couldn’t end fights with a single thrust, so she honed her ability to rain multiple blows on her opponents.

      Her left fist landed on Brown Suit’s jaw. She brought her knee up a second later and smashed his chest. Finally, with her right arm now free from deflecting his one swing, she placed her hand on the back of his neck and shoved him downward.

      Brown Suit toppled to the floor on his hands and knees. He held his head at such an angle that Lillian knew she had stunned him good. She took a step back to regain a proper fighting stance.

      His hand shot out and clipped her ankle. She lost her balance and stumbled backward. She reached out for something to stop her movement and found only air. Lillian backpedaled a few more steps, her thick heels clogging on the wooden floor. A few more feet and she hit the back of a couch. This stopped her backward movement and gave Brown Suit time to stand.

      He charged.

      Still not quite on perfect balance, Lillian gambled. Brown Suit expected to body slam her. In response, she fell to the floor, landing on her back. A few puffs of air escaped her lungs but she was rewarded by the surprised look on his face as he sailed over her, arms outstretched.

      Lillian rolled over and got to her feet. Brown Suit hit the wooden back of the couch and fell to the floor again. A grunt of rage erupted from him but she didn’t press him nor did she move closer. His hitting her ankle told her he knew how to fight. Better to get a good handle on her surroundings than to risk another swipe at close quarters.

      The interior of the apartment was spare. The couch she had met. Only a coffee table fronted it. The large room had a small kitchen off to her left. A modest wooden table and chairs were to her immediate left. On the far wall was a door that likely led to the bedroom.

      Lillian looked around for a weapon. She found none. Not even a plate or a knife on the counter. Only a radio. She judged it too heavy for effective use.

      Brown Suit now stood opposite her. His hair had fallen in his face and he swiped at it. A stream of blood coursed from his lip. The red spot left by her fist was already starting to bruise.

      “You’re an interesting one,” he said. “How did we miss you?”

      We? Lillian didn’t have time to think about that now. She studied his face, watching his eyes and his body for the next move. What she saw took exactly one second to process. It was a subtle change in his expression. A relaxing of his grimace. And a slight shift of his eyes to a spot behind her.

      She ducked. In the same moment, she swept her leg out behind her. It met something solid. Another person’s leg. She heard a cry of surprise from that person—a man. She hoped her action might give her a precious few seconds to readjust to this new scenario. Two to one. Not good.

      The other person lost his balance and fell. He landed almost directly on the seat of one of the kitchen chairs. The momentum and his weight cracked the wood. It gave way and splintered into pieces.

      It also gave her a weapon.

      She reached out and grasped one of the broken chair legs. Out of the corner of her eye, she noted Brown Suit was reaching his hand into his suit pocket. Chances were good he wasn’t trying to be gentlemanly and offer her a tissue.

      Holding the chair leg like a baseball bat, she swung. With his hand buried deep in his suit, there was nothing he could do. The wood connected with Brown Suit’s face. He crumpled to the floor.

      Not waiting a second, Lillian pressed her advantage. The other man was now on his knees. She recognized him as the man reading the newspaper in the lobby. Unfortunately for her, Newspaper Reader had already drawn a pistol and was bringing it to bear on her.

      She shifted her grip on the chair leg from a baseball bat to a fencer’s grip. She extended her arm and jabbed at the gun hand. Newspaper Reader, having just witnessed Lillian swing with two hands, was momentarily surprised at her action.

      He swatted away the chair leg. That was exactly what she had hoped for. She wanted him to think that was her only move.

      It wasn’t.

      Lillian let the shattered chair leg leave her grip. She leapt into the air and brought her leg around in a roundhouse kick. The thick heel of her shoe found its mark. Already on his knees, the man huffed in pain and crashed to the floor.

      She landed on both feet. In a single movement, she kicked the pistol across the room. She pivoted and assumed another fighting stance just in case either man had more fight in him.

      They didn’t.

      And that’s how Honeywell’s men found the situation when they stormed into the room, guns drawn.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            5

          

        

      

    

    
      “We have to go to Belgium.” Lillian Saxton repeated.

      She stood in the office of Colonel Honeywell in Washington, D.C. It was two hours after her altercation with the two men in the apartment. Scattered across an ornate table of dark mahogany were black and white pictures of people in various stages of life. They were clandestinely clearly taken.

      The odor Lillian had detected upon entering the apartment was developing fluid. The second room was a darkroom. Brown Suit was a spy.

      “Out of the question” Honeywell stood behind his desk, glowering. Donnelly kept his silence near the table with the photographs.

      “Why?” Lillian asked.

      “Let’s start with we’re not at war,” the colonel snapped. “And we can end it there.”

      “War is coming. You know it. I know it. Blast it, the whole world knows it. This so-called Phoney War is merely the calm before the storm. If we can get our hands on a Nazi codebook, we can have the upper hand.”

      “We’re not at war with Germany. Besides, how do you know those men are German spies? They spoke perfect English.”

      “Exactly. It’s too perfect. And regarding our using the book, why not deliver it to Britain or France? They’ll certainly be fighting Hitler before we will.”

      Honeywell looked at Donnelly. The junior officer merely shrugged. Honeywell continued. “And this friend of yours, James Geiger. Why do you think he’s doing this?”

      Lillian shook her head. “I’m not sure. But there has to be a good reason he’s willing to deliver a top secret Nazi codebook to me.”

      “You don’t think it’s just so he can get you over there?”

      “To what end?” Lillian said, exasperation settling into her voice. They had been at this for nearly an hour.

      Donnelly, for his part, stayed out of it. The colonel let the silence say what he didn’t want to voice.

      Lillian shook her head, exasperated. “James is married.”

      “Since when has that ever stopped anyone?” The colonel arched an eyebrow.

      “It’s enough to stop me. Besides, we ended things a long time ago.”

      “Not so long that he didn’t contact you, of all people, to make this offer. If he wanted to smuggle out a codebook, why not just give it to your other friend in the outer office?” He was referring to Frank who had accompanied her to Honeywell’s office building but was refused admittance into this meeting. “There’s something else going on here.”

      “I don’t know what it is, sir, but I’d like permission to find out. What’s the worse thing that could happen?”

      Honeywell walked to the mahogany table. Lillian watched his fingers run over the images. She knew some of the subjects. They all worked for Honeywell. Curiously, her picture was not in the mix. Likely it was in the camera they had seized at the apartment. Honeywell’s team was developing the pictures as they argued.

      A knock sounded at the door and Honeywell’s adjutant entered. He wore the same brown uniform that everyone wore except Lillian. “Sir, there’s a gentleman to see you.”

      “Not now, Private. Can’t you see I’m in a meeting?”

      “He said it pertains to the meeting.”

      Lillian glanced out of Honeywell’s office and locked her gaze with Frank. He raised his eyebrows in a silent question. She shook her head.

      Honeywell frowned. “Who is it?” He ran a tight, closed ship and few people outside the military knew his business. And, as he had yet to report to his senior officer, no one knew the nature of this meeting.

      “The name’s Reginald Nevins.” A man with a British accent strode into the office uninvited. He was tall, dressed in a fine gray suit complete with vest, and carried a black cane. Of all things, he wore a derby. He removed his hat with a flourish and bowed at the neck. “My friends call me Reggie. If you hear what I have to say, you can do the same.”

      No one spoke for a few moments. Lillian was surprised to discover her mouth hung open. Honeywell was not the type of Army officer who suffered his authority lightly. Indeed, he recovered first. “Who the hell are you?”

      “Reginald Nevins. I believe I said that already.” He turned to Lillian. “And this is the lovely lady who took on two Nazis with scarcely a scratch on her.” He reached for her hand, scooped it up in his, and shook it. “Impressive work, my dear. We couldn’t make heads or tails of what was happening until your boys stormed into the room.”

      Lillian smiled at Nevins, still unsure what was going on.

      “How the hell do you know what happened?” Honeywell demanded.

      “Oh, we have the room bugged.” Nevins’s tone was offhand and dismissive.

      “Who’s ‘we’?” Honeywell asked but Lillian already knew the answer.

      “British intelligence. MI-5. And you boys owe us.”

      

      “What the hell are y’all doing spying on American soil?” Colonel Honeywell demanded of Nevins after the British spy had detailed his group’s activities regarding the two men Lillian had bested. It turned out Brown Suit’s name was Dieter Hous and his companion was Kurt von Himmel. Both were Nazi spies that Nevins’s team had been keeping tabs on since the invasion of Poland eight months ago.

      “Trying to guarantee we win,” Nevins replied.

      Nevins had strolled into the room like it was his own office. He examined the photographs on the table and began naming the ones he knew. Honeywell stood in shock.

      Inwardly, Lillian enjoyed the sight.

      “Okay.” Honeywell finally broke out of his stupor. “I understand spying over here. What do you know about this?”

      “Trying to determine if that banker out in your waiting room is helping the Nazis.” Nevins spoke the words as a statement.

      “What?” Lillian moved next to Nevins. “Frank? Helping the Nazis?”

      Nevins shrugged. “Why else would someone like him meet with a known Nazi collaborator?” He let the words hang in the air. In the meantime, he withdrew a pouch of tobacco and a short pipe. He filled the bowl, put the pouch back in his pocket, and put a lighter to the dried leaves. The pungent aroma of the burning tobacco filled the room.

      Lillian’s mind raced. Nazi collaborator? Whom could Nevins mean? The answer zeroed itself out of the blue. “Do you mean James Geiger?”

      “Precisely, my dear.” He pointed to the wall on the other side of which sat Frank Monroe. “A week ago, that man travelled to Berlin ostensibly on business. He met with the same James Geiger you mentioned. Tall man, broad-shouldered, dark brown hair, flecks of gray along the temples?”

      Lillian tried to image the young man she had last seen four years ago with gray in his hair. She couldn’t. They were both still twenty-nine and she had no gray hair despite the life she had chosen.

      “I don’t remember the gray part, but yes, that’s James.”

      “You know he’s working for the Nazis?”

      All eyes turned to Lillian. She straightened her back. “As I’ve already told my commanding officer, I’ve had no contact with James Geiger for over four years. It been just about that long for Frank Monroe. And if you think either one is helping the Nazis, you’re crazy.”

      Nevins cleared his throat. “I admire your loyalty to your friends, but in the case of Geiger, he is helping the Nazis. He manages a factory that manufactures barrels for large artillery.”

      Lillian nodded. “That makes sense. He majored in math.”

      “He also helps the Nazis create their codes.”

      A thunderclap of silence filled the room. In the pregnant pause, Honeywell spoke to Lillian. “Tell him.”

      Lillian moistened her suddenly dry mouth and told Nevins about the true nature of Frank’s mission back to America. She showed him the book of poetry and explained how the code worked. Lastly, she vouched for Frank as being unaware of James’s request until she told him herself.

      “Your friend, Frank,” Nevins said after she finished. “You sure he’s not in on it?”

      “Unlikely. It makes no sense if he was. Besides, what would be the outcome? Why request the two of us to return to Belgium and meet James in person next week?”

      Nevins sucked on his pipe. His eyes were focused on one of the trophies on the shelf. “Why indeed?” Plumes of smoke wafted in the air. On a dime, he turned. “Colonel, might I have a word with you? In private.”

      Honeywell indicated the door with his chin. Lillian and Donnelly took the hint and left the room. Donnelly closed the door behind them. Frank stood expectantly. Even the adjutant stopping typing a report.

      “Well?” Frank asked.

      Lillian shrugged. “Not sure yet. You know the man who just arrived here?”

      “No.”

      “Ever seen him before?”

      “No.”

      “How did James contact you? I mean, was it out of the blue or do you have regular contact?”

      Frank seemed to be taken aback by the line of questioning. “Have I done something wrong?”

      “Just tell me, Frank.”

      He furrowed his brow at her. “We have regular contact. Well, we did up until last fall. Normally, we’d get together every time I had to go to the Continent. Especially when I went to Germany. Didn’t matter the town, he’d make a point to meet me, even if it was just for supper.”

      Donnelly found his voice. “Why’d he do that?”

      “We’re friends, sir. That’s what friends do.”

      “What would you talk about?”

      Frank cocked his head. “What’s going on?”

      “Tell me what you talked about,” Lillian said.

      “The old times.” Frank spoke the words slowly. “College times, mainly. He told me once it was good to speak to someone he knew that also spoke English. He didn’t mind German but he liked speaking in his native Texas tongue.”

      “Do you know what James does? His job?” Lillian asked.

      “Sure. Manages a factory that builds barrels for all the big artillery. Told me he gets to use his math skills to help design improved ways to shoot the bombs and make them more accurate.”

      Lillian changed tactics. “What happened last fall?”

      “How do you mean?”

      “If you had regular contact up until last fall, why’d you stop meeting?”

      “The war started.” He paused. “My bank stopped going over to Germany. Froze many of their assets. But after Poland and this Phoney War business, things kind of got back to normal.”

      “Last week,” Donnelly said, “who initiated the meeting? You or Geiger?”

      “He did.”

      Lillian and Donnelly exchanged a look. “You think it strange, his contacting you?” Donnelly asked.

      “Not really. It was a good time. We met in Berlin, had supper, good beer, took in a show. Even got to see the apartment he lives in there.” He paused. “Saw Elsa, too.”

      A wave of emotion coursed through Lillian. She hated her feelings at that moment and buried them. Deep within her. “And that’s when he gave you the book and the message to me?”

      Frank nodded.

      Lillian chewed her inner lip.

      The door to Honeywell’s office opened. The colonel beckoned them inside. Frank, too. He closed the door and walked around to his desk. He sat in the chair. Nevins sat in a chair next to the desk, smoke pluming from his pipe.

      “Sergeant, Captain,” Honeywell began, “we’ve come to a decision. Upon consultation with Mr. Nevins here, we feel it is in the best interest of America as well as Britain that you go to Belgium. Meet with James Geiger. Obtain the codebook and bring it back to London.”

      “Why not Washington, sir?” Donnelly asked.

      “Because we’re not at war with Germany yet. They are.” The colonel pointed at Frank. “Are you going as well. If the message from Sergeant Saxton is correct, Geiger is expecting both of you, not just her.”

      He folded his hands and spoke the next words carefully. “Sergeant, you are going as an American citizen, not as a member of the United States Army. You are not to wear your uniform or any insignia. You will travel by air but using commercial aircraft.”

      Reginald Nevins puffed on his pipe. “Just because you’ll be operating undercover and away from the U.S. military, our assets will be at your disposal, should you need them. But I caution you to refrain, as much as possible, from contact with my agency in London. There are no doubt Nazi spies in London. Despite all our efforts, they’ve probably marked some of my people as spies as well. We’d like to minimize contact to avoid outing any of my people.”

      He blew a ring of smoke into the air. “Nevertheless, I’ve arranged for the two of you to report to my office in London when you arrive and before you disembark to Belgium. The ferries are still running to the Continent. Planes as well. Make whatever travel arrangements you like, but let us know so we can at least monitor your activities. Mr. Monroe, that’ll be your job. It’ll look better anyhow.”

      Frank nodded.

      Lillian nodded.

      Honeywell leaned back in his chair. “If those photographs over there are any indication, the
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