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Publisher’s Note

Some may question casting Winston Churchill as a key character in a series of historical thrillers set during 1929-1939, his “Wilderness Years” when he was out of power, out of favor and a lone voice warning against the rising danger posed by Adolf Hitler and Nazi Germany. They shouldn‘t. Saving Western Civilization in 1940 when England stood alone as a beacon of liberty in a sea of tyranny tends to overshadow Churchill‘s earlier accomplishments.

Churchill is, in many ways, a perfect historical figure around which to craft a period thriller. Winston was an adventure-seeking young man, a fencing champion in prep school, a championship polo player in the Army and a seaplane pilot in the early, peril-filled days of flight in 1910. In between, he was a much-decorated war hero in bloody battles on the Afghan-Indian border, in the Sudan, and in South Africa where his commanding officer nominated him for the Victoria Cross, Britain‘s highest military honor, and where he escaped from a prisoner of war camp and made his way to freedom over hundreds of miles of enemy territory. In World War I, while other politicians, safely abed, sent millions of young men to their death, Winston was with his troops in the trenches of the bloody Ypres salient daily risking death himself.

More importantly for this new series, Churchill maintained a private intelligence network in Britain and Europe during the 1930s which often left him better informed than his own government. The writing team of the critically acclaimed Churchill biographer Michael McMenamin and his journalist son Patrick McMenamin use this fact as a catalyst for their stories. With Churchill at the center spinning his own web, he lures into many adventures his fictional Scottish goddaughter, the beautiful Hearst photojournalist Mattie McGary and the American law professor Bourke Cockran, Jr., a former U.S. Army counter-intelligence agent. Winston, a  romantic at heart, brings the two young people together. Romance blooms but it is not a match made in heaven. Both characters are strong-willed individuals and their Celtic tempers frequently clash. Cockran is the fictional son of Churchill‘s real life mentor Bourke Cockran, a prominent turn-of-the–century New York lawyer, statesman, orator and presidential adviser whose life is chronicled in Becoming Winston Churchill, the Untold Story of Young Winston and His American Mentor by Michael McMenamin and Curt Zoller (Enigma Books, 2009).

The first three novels take place during 1929-1932 before Hitler‘s ill-fated, but entirely legal, appointment as the German Chancellor. In The DeValera Deception, Winston, Mattie and Bourke tangle with the IRA and a real-life, pre-Hitler, Russo-German conspiracy to dismember Poland. In doing so, they discover a plot in the US to assemble arms for an IRA coup d’etat in the new Irish Free State and Cockran seeks revenge for his wife‘s murder by the IRA in the 1922 Irish civil war. In The Parsifal Pursuit [Enigma Books, Spring, 2011], Winston sends Mattie on a grail quest in the company of a handsome villain intent on her seduction, a journey shadowed by the Nazis who want the ancient Christian artifact for Hitler. Also at Winston‘s behest, Cockran travels to Germany to represent a beautiful blonde heiress who is the victim of a Nazi fund-raising tactic—extortion of her business by a protection racket worthy of Al Capone. In The Gemini Agenda [Enigma Books, Fall 2011], Winston and his private intelligence network put Mattie and Bourke on the trail of a plot by Nazi scientists to kidnap and conduct lethal eugenic experiments on American twins. Shockingly, they learn the conspiracy is funded by Wall Street financiers and elements of US Army Intelligence who hope to unlock the secret to creating a master race. I hope you have as much fun reading these stories as I did.

A new Winston-Mattie-Bourke trilogy set in 1933–1934 is in the making so stay tuned…

Robert Miller
 Publisher 
Enigma Books






“Live dangerously; take things as they come; dread naught; all will be well.”

 

 

Winston S. Churchill

The Daily Mail 
28 December 1931






Prologue

England and Austria 1914

I have frequently been astonished since I have been in this House to hear with what composure and how glibly Members, and even Ministers, talk of a European war. I will not expatiate on the horrors of war, but there has been a great change which the House should not omit to notice… Democracy is more vindictive than cabinets. The wars of peoples will be more terrible than those of kings.

 

 

Winston S. Churchill, 13 May 1901




“The Fleet Will Be Ready”

The British Admiralty 
London 
March, 1914

 

 

WINSTON Churchill was late. Again. It was a lamentable habit which he had tried many times to cure but there was always so much to do. The Prime Minister would have to wait. He rose from his desk, walked to his office door, and caught the attention of his private secretary.

“Pray telephone the Prime Minister and tell him I will be not punctual for our 4 p.m. meeting. Half past four will be closer to the mark. Explain I‘ve only now received an urgent naval intelligence report which requires my immediate attention. There‘s a good lad.”

Churchill returned to his desk and opened the red dispatch box which had been sitting there since early morning, taking out a single sheet of heavy bond paper, dense with crisp black type––a report from naval intelligence at the British Embassy in Berlin. Churchill read it with care. He looked up, re-lit his cigar, then read it a second time. Slowly.

When he was done, Churchill walked over to the window and stared out into an overcast sky. Rain soon would come. So would war. He shook his head. Von Moltke. Who would have thought the Chief of the German General Staff would be the one to betray the Kaiser? Every generation had its Judas and von Moltke had no way to know his warning to Austrian Emperor Franz Josef would also make its way to English ears and eyes. But there it was in black and white. The Kaiser was determined to acquire what even Napoleon had not.

He knew others thought differently of him but Churchill neither wanted nor welcomed a war. He had warned against it for fourteen years, but old men didn‘t know war like he did. Now, it was all beyond  his control. War was coming and he could do nothing to stop it. Just as he could do nothing to stop the Kaiser‘s latest scheme. That would be up to a forewarned Franz Josef. Churchill could do only what was within his power. When war came, he vowed to himself, the British fleet would bloody well be ready.

The 39-year-old First Lord of the British Admiralty jammed on his hat and picked up his walking stick. The Prime Minister must be told. At once. The clock on his office wall clicked once more. 4:35 p.m. Winston Churchill was late. Again.




“The Holy Brotherhood”

Castle Lanz 
The Austrian Alps 
March, 1914

 

 

MAJOR Josef Lanz was no stranger to violence. A shade over six feet, he was taller than the average man under his command in the elite unit of ten Austrian Army mountain troops standing patiently behind him on their wooden skis, semi-automatic carbines slung over their shoulders, awaiting his order. He pushed the hood of his white parka back and his dark hair and sunburned face stood out against the blinding white of the snow. A pale scar ran diagonally across his left cheek, a souvenir of more youthful days and happier times. He took off his snow goggles and looked at his army-issue wrist watch below which was a discrete Celtic sun cross tattoo in deep red with a small circle over the center of the cross.

Lanz turned to the man beside him, his second in command, Captain Hans Weber, who had the same tattoo on his wrist. “The snow is letting up. Have the men camp here for the night. Tell them we will ski out at first light. Post no sentries. You and I will ascend to the castle but only after the men are asleep. The threat to the heilege lance, is real. And it comes from our German friends, not the Black Hand.”

Captain Weber‘s eyes narrowed at Lanz‘s words. “I understand, Major. No sentries.”

Weber knelt, unstrapped his skis and walked back to the men standing on their skis in silence looking like medieval monks in whitehooded mountain parkas.

 

AT the base of the castle, which had been in the Lanz family for generations dating back to the Crusades, the Austrian major approached a small wooden door. Freshly varnished, a brass lock of modern design was flush with the wood. It had taken both men nearly thirty minutes to make the trek up. They were carrying identical oblong parcels approximately six feet long, each wrapped tightly in oiled, waterproof canvas. As they placed their packages down in the snow, Weber expressed his surprise at the modern door and lock.

Lanz caught his glance. “Ever since our Order was reborn, I have come here each summer with a single craftsman; each time a different man; each time blindfolded, content to ride in comfort on one of the small Haflinger pack horses bringing supplies and fuel. I knew this day would come where we would once more need to protect our sacred relics from the barbarian hordes, whether they be our German brothers to the north or the savage Slavs in the east.”

Lanz reached inside the pocket of his parka, fished out a key, inserted it into the brass lock and turned the key to the right. The polished door slid silently open on oiled hinges. The two men were standing in a small dark antechamber, the fading afternoon sunlight from the open door their only illumination. Lanz produced an electric torch from his field pack and directed it toward the far corner where stone steps led upward.

“I‘ll hold the light and you engage the metal lever on the left. That will start the generator. Then we dine on warm food and sleep in comfort. 0300 will come soon enough.”

“Yes, Major,” Weber said, as he walked over and pushed the lever upward. He was rewarded with three incandescent globes of light springing to life and illuminating the stairway.

“To our duties first,” Lanz said. “Take the second replica upstairs to the Great Hall. The hidden space beside the fireplace. Make an entry in your notebook as to its location.”

“Where are you going, Major?”

Lanz smiled. “My apologies but you know better than to ask. Both of our notebooks will be delivered to the Archduke himself. But even he will not be able to learn the true location of Castle Lanz from reading them, let alone where within its grounds the holy relic is hidden. That is my secret alone. Rest assured, my old friend, it will be a fitting location.”

 

NIGHT had long since fallen as the two men approached the five tents in silence. The snow-covered mountains were pale against a stark canopy of stars, a few embers in the campfire still glowed amidst the dormant ashes surrounding them. Nearby, stacked neatly against one another in a circle, a group of 7.92 mm Mannlicher M98/40 assault rifles stood ready. Lanz counted them. There were ten. He turned to Weber and unslung his weapon, a Bergmann MP 18/1 submachine gun, and watched while Weber did the same. Lanz crossed himself and turned to Weber, who also made the sign of the cross, then pulled the bolt back on his 9 mm weapon.

“Ready,” Weber said.

Lanz did not like what came next. That was why two days ago, in the small village of Dolloch, he had rousted the parish priest at dawn from beneath his eiderdown comforter and made him hear his men‘s confessions. “Wake the men, Hans. Our Savior waits for them with open arms for their sacrifice in safeguarding the secret of the Spear.”

Weber brought a whistle to his lips and gave three short blasts, the shrill sound echoing in the thin mountain air. One by one, the flaps on the five tents opened and the men mechanically stumbled out and arranged themselves in an orderly line, still wearing the white parkas in which they had slept. Without warning, Lanz opened fire and Weber did the same. The men‘s bodies danced like marionettes on a string, as the 9 mm rounds ripped into their chests and bellies, blowing out their backs with great gouts of blood. In twenty seconds, all the men had collapsed, their white parkas now stained red, their bodies twitching, a few still alive and moaning.

They stopped, smoke still rising from the perforated barrels of their Bergmanns as they slung the weapons over their shoulders. They each withdrew from their holsters an M 1903 model Mannlicher lockedbreach automatic pistol and walked over to the bodies. Going down the  row methodically, a coup de grace was delivered to the temple or forehead of each man, whichever was more convenient, until they discovered, to their dismay, only nine bodies.

“Find the missing man,” Lanz ordered. “There can be no witnesses.”

Moments later, a short burst of automatic weapons fire broke the silence and a frightened solider who had been answering a call of nature stumbled forward. The youngest unit member, Corporal Merz, was clutching his bleeding belly with both hands, as Weber prodded him with the Bergmann‘s snout and then forced him to his knees.

“Excellent, Hans,” Lanz said. “This is all for the best. Corporal Merz, you have fulfilled your duty to our Lord and you shall stand guard over our sacred trust for eternity.” Lanz turned and walked over to an oblong canvas knapsack while Weber took a handful of the Corporal‘s hair and jerked his head back, exposing the neck.

Lanz approached, carrying a sword and scabbard. He slowly pulled out a three foot long broadsword honed to razor sharpness on either side. Gripping it with two-hands, he stood on the wounded soldier‘s left as Weber held his head up, Merz‘s eyes closed, his consciousness fading.

“Prepare him.” Lanz ordered. “You are about to meet your Savior, Corporal”.

Weber slapped the man‘s face sharply and his eyes slowly opened as Lanz swung the edge of the sword in a wide arc, hitting Merz‘s neck barely an inch below his upraised chin and cleanly severing his head from his body, limbs twitching and blood spurting high in the air from the stump of his neck to stain the snow beneath, before it fell lifelessly to the ground.

Weber held the head high in the air for Lanz to inspect. Its eyes were wide in terror and Lanz nodded his approval, as the eyes closed. “You‘re a good man, Merz” Lanz said and the eyes opened to focus on him, blinked a few times as if in recognition and closed for the last time.

“Place the Corporal‘s head on a spike above the castle gate”, Lanz said. “It will serve as a warning to any curious mountain folk that Castle Lanz remains under the protection of the Holy Brotherhood.”

The two men mounted the head on a spike above the main gate beside a large white flag with a blood red Celtic sun cross in its center.  Then, they struck all of the tents and, in two trips, carried them and the men‘s rifles up to the castle, leaving them in the antechamber just inside the door. Strapping on their skis, they glided silently down to the carnage below. They paused by the stiffening bodies of their men, a light dusting of snow already beginning to obscure the blood on the men‘s parkas. Lanz and Weber each crossed himself again.

“Does this mean war?” Weber asked but Lanz did not reply, his eyes fixed on the ten bodies whose souls had been sent to their Creator. “ Josef?” he asked, using Lanz‘s Christian name for the first time.

“I am afraid so. The Archduke agrees with me. Serbia is becoming intolerable. The Slavs must be taught a lesson. Don‘t worry, my friend, it will be a short campaign.”

“I wish we could give them a proper Christian burial.”

“I share your sentiments, but the ground is frozen. By spring, the wolves in these mountains will have made away with our men and left no trace. It will be as if they were never here,” Lanz said as he looked back at the castle. “But what we have left here must never be disturbed nor discovered. You and I are the only ones who know. Anyone else who learns or even guesses about this location will forfeit his life. The secret of the Holy Spear must be preserved at all costs. ”






Part I

Germany

5 November–6 November 1923

 

People who knew him in Vienna [in 1911] could not understand the contradiction between his well-mannered appearance, his educated speech and self-assured bearing on the one hand, and the starveling existence that he led on the other, and judged him as haughty and pretentious. He was neither. He just did not fit into a bourgeois order…. In the midst of a corrupt City, my friend surrounded himself with a wall of unshakeable principles which enabled him to build an inner freedom in spite of all the temptations around him.

 

August Kubizek, 
Young Hitler—The Story of our Friendship





1.

Interviewing Hitler

Café Heck 
Munich 
Monday, 5 November 1923

 

 

ADOLF Hitler was as nervous as a schoolboy on his first date. His hand actually shook as he poured tea for 23 year old Mattie McGary from a delicate Dresden china teapot, politely passing a heaped plate of cream-filled pastries to her before taking two for himself.

The interview had gone well. Mattie‘s editor at London‘s Daily Mirror would be pleased. Hitler had been surprisingly open and candid, just as he had been in their first interview earlier in the year. She had all she needed for a good story and Hitler seemed to really like her. Once they finished the interview in his office at party headquarters, it was Hitler who suggested she join him for afternoon tea at the nearby smoke-filled Café Heck.

Inside the dark-timbered coffee shop, she studied Hitler‘s face once again. His skin was a pasty white and his limp hair brown, but his eyes were a piercing blue, the color of a cloudless summer afternoon in the highlands of her native Scotland. Mattie could tell, by how often during the interview he had fixed her with a direct gaze, that he expected his eyes to captivate her. She had played along and it had worked. Men could be so stupid.

She was ready to take the chance. Her father had told her the Celtic and Christian legends of the Holy Grail and how a spear played a prominent role in both. She was a Christian but not a devout one like  her father. After he stepped down from Parliament, he had devoted the rest of his life to a study of the Grail legends culminating in his last book World History In the Light Of the Holy Grail. He never lived to see it in print. After his sudden death on a twisting mountain road, she arranged with the University of Edinburgh to have it published in 1921.

Mattie adored her father. He was the one who always understood her. He might not always have approved of everything she did but he always encouraged her dream to be a journalist, something her mother never understood. But her father, bless his memory, never tried. He knew all about dreams and fairy tales and happy endings. Happy endings weren‘t always there, but the ones that were started with a dream.

Mattie had to ask. She owed it to her father. Her source in Vienna had shown her a battered, leather-bound nineteenth century edition of Wolfram von Eschenbach‘s Parsifal covered on almost every page with handwritten notes. She had copied the more startling notes into her own edition of Parsifal on the corresponding pages, translated them into English, and then had them checked by a German scholar at Cambridge. Whoever made those notes in his own handwriting believed that Parsifal was an historic character; that the Lance of the Roman centurion, Gaius Cassius, which pierced the side of Christ, was indeed possessed with magical powers, a talisman treasured by kings and conquerors over the centuries; and that it was actually on display at the Hofburg Museum in Vienna. The name she saw on the inside cover of the book was in penciled block letters, “Adolf Hitler, Vienna, 1911”.

Mattie started cautiously. “Herr Hitler, have you been to the Hofburg Museum?”

“Of course, Fraulein,” Hitler replied, his voice hoarse from relentless public speaking. “When I lived in Vienna before the war, I spent many hours there when I was not painting. I made my living that way. Painting. I painted every day. Five, six paintings a week. It was hard work, barely enough to keep the wolf from the door. So when I rested, I roamed through the Hofburg.”

“Do you know the Lance of Longinus?”

Hitler‘s eyes narrowed and then relaxed. “I do, indeed.”

“Is it true you believe in its mystical powers as the Spear of Destiny?”

Hitler‘s eyes flashed with anger but he quickly smiled and the moment vanished. “Fraulein McGary,” he said, shaking his head. “I was born and raised a Catholic. I could scarcely be unaware of the legend associated with the Longinus Spear. That whoever claims it and solves its secret holds the destiny of the world in his hands, for good or evil. I assure you I have long since outgrown the superstitions of my childhood. By the time I came to Vienna and first saw the Spear, I was no longer a child.”

Mattie bored in. “Excuse me, Herr Hitler, but I have seen a copy of Parsifal with your name inside the front cover and the following passage handwritten in the margins on page 96:I knew with immediacy that this was an im portant moment in my life when I first saw the Spear. And I could not divine why an outwardly Christian symbol should make such an impression upon me. I felt as though I myself had held it in my hands before in some earlier century of history–that I myself had once claimed it as my talisman of power, held the destiny of the world in my hands. Yet how could this be possible? What sort of madness was this that was invading my mind and creating such turmoil in my breast?



She read him the passage and his pale complexion turned red after she finished, but with anger or embarrassment, Mattie could not tell until Hitler spoke. Anger. It was definitely anger.

“Lies! All lies! I have enemies, Fraulein, many enemies. They would like nothing better than to make me out the fool. But their days are numbered. I can assure you of that.”

Mattie played her trump card. “I have a photostat of the page on which that passage appears. Here,” she said, sliding the page across the table, “isn‘t that your handwriting?”

Hitler picked up the page and looked at it carefully. “A crude forgery, Fraulein.”

Hitler‘s eyes locked on hers and he lowered his voice. “No German journalist would dare publish such ridiculous accusations. They would be taught a lesson they wouldn‘t forget. Don‘t make the mistake of assuming, because you are a woman and a visitor in our country, that you are immune from the consequences of your conduct.”






2.

Champagne or Me?

Munich 
Tuesday, 6 November 1923

 

 

MATTIE was worried. Back at her hotel one day later, watching the late afternoon sunset from her room‘s balcony, she was still kicking herself. Hitler was right. She wasn‘t immune. Something big was about to happen, and she knew it––the signs were everywhere. But she had no way of knowing exactly what or when. No Nazi would give her the time of day now.

The word had spread fast and it was worse than Mattie imagined. She had good sources within the National Socialist Workers Party whom she had worked hard to develop. Günter, a young post-graduate in the Nazis‘ Economic Section, cancelled their dinner date for last night, barely two hours after she had left Hitler at the Café Heck. Today, Dietrich, a reporter for the Volkischer Beobachter, the Nazis‘ daily newspaper in Munich had cancelled lunch. Three other telephone calls to various midlevel functionaries she had charmed were still unanswered.

Damn! She had pulled strings to get this assignment; to prove to her bosses that a woman could be just as good a foreign correspondent as a man. They had been skeptical. Politics and coups were more complicated, they told her, than battlefields. Even though the Daily Mirror employed more women reporters than other Fleet Street papers, it was only because it had started out as a women‘s paper, a mistake its owners soon rectified. She shook her head. That damn Spear and the Holy Grail! It wasn‘t a rookie mistake but she knew how it would look  back in London. She was too young, they would say, and even though some women now had the vote, it didn‘t mean they were up to a man‘s job. Mattie had run out of options. And sources. This story could make her career and now there was only one source left.

The man wasn‘t even a Nazi, for goodness sake. But he was close to Hitler, or at least he claimed to be. His mother was an American and he had gone to school there. Harvard, no less. He had been trying to seduce Mattie ever since they had been introduced two months before at the opera. Tristan and Isolde. Mattie had been tempted. He was tall, goodlooking, well-read and, by evening‘s end, the life of any party he attended, playing the piano well into the wee hours. There were two drawbacks to allowing him to succeed. First, he was a sometime source and Mattie tried to avoid romantic entanglements like that. More importantly, he was married and that bothered her, having met his beautiful wife on several social occasions.

Mattie was neither a prude nor a virgin. In the years after the war, she had several brief affairs, typically on assignment, but “no strings” was her rule. A married man would seem to fit that rule but she had declined numerous such invitations. It just didn‘t seem right. But this story was too important. She wasn‘t going to give any male higher-up the satisfaction of saying that she wasn‘t up to covering something as big as the revolution in Bavaria she knew was coming.

There were no guarantees it would work and if it didn‘t, she would be out of luck. But rules were made to be broken, even those she set for herself. Mattie left the balcony and began taking off her clothes as she walked to the bathroom and turned on the spigot. Naked, she looked at her body in the mirror and smiled. Ernst “Putzi” Hanfstaengl was about to get lucky.

After her bath, she placed an order with room service for champagne and caviar and then she called him. The maid answered the telephone and Mattie asked for Putzi.

“Hanfstaengl here,” he said in a deep baritone, speaking English with only the trace of a Bavarian accent.

“Ernst, this is Mattie McGary,” she said, holding the telephone receiver in her left hand and toweling dry her short red hair with the  other. “I wanted to thank you personally for arranging my interview with Herr Hitler yesterday. Have you heard about it?”

There was a knock on the door. Telling Hanfstaengl to wait a moment, Mattie put the phone down. Slipping on a green silk robe, she walked to the door, opened it and stood aside as a white-coated waiter entered and set up her room service order. She handed the waiter an English pound note and went back to the phone, ignoring the waiter‘s profuse expressions of gratitude. “No?... Well, why don‘t you come over to my room then. I have some champagne chilling and I‘ll tell you all about it.”

Mattie turned and smiled at the waiter who made an elaborate show of opening the champagne, pulling the silver dome off the caviar over ice, and then backing away from her, bowing as he left as if she were royalty. She smiled again. Tipping in a foreign currency which wasn‘t losing its value on an hourly basis often produced that effect.

Hanfstaengl called up fifteen minutes later and Mattie heard the buzzer to her room a few minutes after that. Mattie paused and looked again at the floor-length mirror. Golden red hair, green eyes and a figure full of curves. She picked up the bottle of champagne and two flutes and walked towards the door, briefly looking back over her shoulder at her reflection in the mirror.

Nice ass, McGary, she thought, as she opened the door, wearing nothing but a smile, to greet Adolf Hitler‘s foreign press secretary. “How nice to see you, Putzi. Please come in.”

Hanfstaengl was broad-shouldered, six feet four inches tall and in his mid-thirties, with dark brown hair slicked back. Mattie smiled as she saw his eyes grow wide in recognition of what was about to happen next. Satisfied at the effect her breasts had produced, Mattie turned and walked back across the room to the low table in front of a dark brown leather sofa and slowly bent over from the waist to place the flutes and champagne down. You are such a shameless hussy, she thought, as she poured their drinks. But ambition trumped her scruples. Women had enough obstacles to overcome as it was. A little harmless slap and tickle with Putzi wasn‘t going to get in the way of this story. Besides, it wouldn‘t become a habit. She looked back over her shoulder. “Where would you like to start? With champagne? Or me?”






Part II

America

25 May–26 May 1931

 

I have studied with great interest the laws of several American states concerning prevention of reproduction by people whose progeny would, in all probability, be of no value or be injurious to the racial stock. I‘m sure that occasionally mistakes occur as a result. But the possibility of excess and error is still no proof of the incorrectness of these laws.

Adolf Hitler, 1931 
(Otto Wagener, Memoirs of a Confidant)





3.

Churchill’s Cable

Court of Appeals 
New York City 
Monday, 25 May 1931

 

 

BOURKE Cockran Jr. was tense. Churchill‘s cable that morning was part of it, but he was always this way before a battle, even a bloodless one like today in the Court of Appeals.

He hated this part. The waiting. Ten more minutes. In the trenches, it wasn‘t the night raids he hated so much as the damned waiting. His CO would inform him of the raid hours in advance. That left nothing to do but sit there with his feet in water, stare at a wall of mud and let the sporadic thumps of artillery give him an idea of the fate that awaited him in No Man‘s Land.

Today he had only the sharp clicks of the bailiff‘s shoes echoing off the high ceiling of the court room to accompany his thoughts as he waited to face the three-man firing squad of the New York state appellate bench. His odds of success were better in the trenches. Still, at least the courtroom was dry and warm. His feet weren‘t in water and there was no wall of mud.

He checked his watch: Five minutes to go. Oral argument started at 1:30 p.m. precisely.

Cockran heard the door to the court room open. He turned his head and stole a glance at the benches behind the bar where members of the public were seated, disappointed when he saw that Mattie McGary still had not arrived. She had promised to come. But that had been  before their row the night before. He checked his watch again, out of habit, knowing he had at least five more minutes left before the judges arrived

Ordinarily, Cockran liked the intellectual challenge of appellate oral arguments. But not today. Not a case like this. He was too emotionally involved, having taken up the fight against sterilization laws after his father, U.S. Congressman W. Bourke Cockran, Sr., had passed away in 1923. He had lost Judy Dill‘s trial five days ago. The State of New York had declared her an imbecile and ordered that she be sterilized within the week. He had filed an emergency appeal. Cockran had taken Judy‘s case and others like it as a tribute to his father‘s memory. It was a matter of principle, individual rights. Governments had no business deciding who could and who could not reproduce. He learned that from his father.

But after today‘s argument, it would all be over, for better or worse, and he could concentrate on repairing relations with Mattie. They had the rest of the week together before they were to sail to England on the Euro pa this Sunday. They had plenty of time.

Cockran took another glance behind him. Still no sign of Mattie. He checked his watch again. The judges were late. Judges could do that. They were judges.

After landing in England, it would be a working holiday for Mattie who had a week of interviews scheduled in Berlin. For Cockran, it was a real holiday, first a week in Kent at Chartwell, the country estate of their mutual friend, Winston Churchill. After that, Cockran‘s young son Patrick would accompany Churchill on his research tour through the battlefields of Germany and Austria, where his famous ancestor the first Duke of Marlborough had first brought glory to the Churchill name. Meanwhile, Mattie would join him for two weeks in Venice in their own palazetto he had leased off the Grand Canal where Cockran hoped to find a diamond ring for her as well as the courage to propose marriage.

Churchill‘s cable was a sudden dark cloud in the otherwise sunny sky before him after the Dill case. The cable was ambiguous. Typical Winston. U.S. COMPANY IN TROUBLE IN GERMANY. STOP. SITUATION URGENT. STOP. YOUR CUP OF TEA. STOP. TRAVEL REQUIRED. STOP. DETAILS TO ARRIVE BY  COURIER. STOP. Your cup of tea. He often suspected that “his cup of tea” tended to be whatever Winston wanted it to be. Winston was shameless that way. But his friends loved him nonetheless. Whatever Churchill had in mind, however, would have to wait a month. Two weeks with Mattie in Venice took precedence. As did revising the proofs of the biography of his father. Judy Dill‘s trial had put him off schedule and his editor Simon Mason in Oxford was becoming more nervous by the day.

Simon notwithstanding, Churchill had a strong hold on Cockran and always would. He had known Winston since he was six years old and the then 26 year old soldier, war hero and newly-elected Member of Parliament had sat with him for hours on the floor of his father‘s study and patiently arranged and rearranged miniature die-cast metal soldiers and cannons with him, complete with running commentary and sound effects. Winston had done the same with Cockran‘s own son, Patrick, nearly two years ago and promised to do so again at Chartwell..

Churchill was, in a word, charming, as well as sentimental, loyal to a fault but also ruthless in using his friends to accomplish his goals of the moment. Still, how could Cockran say no to a man to whom his own father had been a mentor? To a man who had once said to Cockran, “Your father was a great man, Bourke. He had the biggest and most original mind I have ever met. I feel I owe the best things in my career to him. He taught me to use every note of the human voice like an organ. I learned from him how to hold thousands in thrall.”

Well, so long as he could finalize his father‘s biography and then spend two weeks in Venice with Mattie, the short answer was Cockran couldn‘t say no. Not without having the ghost of his father nagging his conscience, the very same ghost that had brought him here today to defend Judy Dill‘s right to keep the state from making her reproductive decisions for her.

Cockran only hoped he could manage to match half of his father‘s eloquence during the forthcoming argument. He also hoped none of the judges would quote Oliver Wendell Holmes, that ancient ninety year old walking advertisement for a mandatory Supreme Court retirement age. He hated it when that happened. And it happened a lot in sterilization cases.

A door opened off to one side of the bench and the bailiff stood up. Cockran rose immediately at the bailiff‘s “All rise”, unconsciously buttoning his pin-striped suit coat over his vest while the three judges entered the courtroom. Cockran stood erect, unsmiling and alert.

Cockran was a big man with his father‘s broad shoulders and large head, softened by his mother‘s hazel eyes. Several inches over six feet tall, he almost looked the judges in their eyes despite their elevated positions on the bench. A reporter had once described his father‘s face as being hewn rather than chiseled but Cockran‘s mother had done much to soften that effect in their son. Cockran‘s own face was more finely drawn, chiseled rather than hewn, topped by light brown hair where his father‘s had been dark. But he was unmistakably his father‘s son.

If the judges looked expectantly at him––and they did––it was not because of his face or hair. They were waiting to hear his voice, his father‘s voice, the silver tongue, the golden throat and the Irish baritone of Bourke Cockran‘s son, the son of the greatest orator of his generation as everyone had said only eight years ago at his father‘s funeral mass.

If any of the judges had heard his father speak, however, they were about to be disappointed with the son. The Cockran voice was there, deep and resonant. But untrained. And undisciplined. For Cockran‘s temper sometimes made words into weapons and adversaries into enemies, something his even-keeled father had never done. But Cockran‘s father, a nineteen-century gentleman and statesman, had never fired a weapon in combat nor taken a human life. The same could not be said of his son.

 

WESLEY Waterman III was an important man. He did not like to be kept waiting. That was the problem with trans-Atlantic telephone calls. You could never tell when problems would arise and cause a delay. Like the call he had been expecting at 12:45 p.m. He looked up at the clock on the mantel above the fireplace in his office. 1:00 p.m. Only 30 minutes left. The Chairman and President of International Calculating Equipment, or “I.C.E.” as it was known around the world, had to leave for the Court of Appeals on Madison Square in 15 minutes and he  didn‘t want to miss either that or this long-scheduled telephone call. He glared at the phone as if he could will it to ring.

Which, at that precise moment, it did and he picked up the receiver, his voice booming out “Waterman here.”

There was a click on the other end. “Ja?”

“Has our competitor accepted our offer?” Waterman asked.

“Nein,” said the man on the other end of the line. “The Englishman continues to insist his German interests are not for sale,” the man said in a heavy German accent.

“Not to anyone, or simply not to I.C.E.?” Waterman asked, pronouncing each letter of his company‘s acronym.

“Not to anyone,” the German answered. “Though he has not said so, it is my belief that the Englishman is especially hostile to I.C.E.”

“And well he should be,” Waterman said. He leaned forward in his chair. “Here is what I need you to do, Reinhard. First, hire some people to talk to his solicitors in Britain. Have them deliver the message that it is not in their best interest to represent Sir Archibald Hampton.”

“Intimidate them?”

“Use your imagination,” Waterman said. “Hire away his German lawyers as well. Make him another offer and change none of the terms. Tell this Englishman that he should be grateful because there will be no more offers. After that, we‘ll deal with his estate or his heirs.”

“There has been one new development,” the German said, “which we learned from our tap on his telephone. Herr Himmler informed me of it only this morning.”

“And?”

“He‘s hired a new American lawyer. From New York.”

“Here in New York City?”

“Ja,” the German said. “How should we handle him?”

“Don‘t worry,” Waterman said. “Give me his name.”

“Cockran. Bourke Cockran.”

Waterman laughed. “I know him. He‘ll fold under a little pressure. Academic types usually do. I‘ll take care of him. You take care of those English and German lawyers.”

“Ja, Herr Waterman. I will see to it.

“Good,” he replied. “Please extend my thanks to Herr Himmler on the thoroughness of his intelligence sources. Tell him I look forward to our meeting next week and to showing him our latest machines. Once in use, they will make preserving racial purity that much easier.”

Waterman, in fact, had never seen Cockran in action as a lawyer. That would come later today. But he knew the man‘s father and had heard him speak. A golden voice but nothing more. A Tammany Hall hack. An Irishman with the gift of the gab. Let that self-righteous English peer try to hire Cockran. What did he care? If Cockran were like most lawyers he knew, there would be no problem. Toss him a bone or two and he would sit up on his hind legs and beg for more. And if not, Wesley Waterman had other and more permanent means at his disposal as well. Sons of hollow Irish political hacks were one thing. Irish mob bosses like Owney Madden with hired muscle for sale were something else entirely. One way or another, Cockran was not going to become Sir Archie Hampton‘s lawyer.






4.

The Chief

The Cedars 
Sands Point, Long Island 
Monday, 25 May 1931

 

 

HEARST’S phone call put a spanner in her plans. Before it, Mattie McGary was looking forward to an ocean crossing followed by a fortnight on holiday in Venice with her lover, that big beautiful Irish bastard Bourke Cockran. A few hours later back at Cockran‘s country home “The Cedars”, the voyage was abandoned and she was packing her bags with an adrenalin rush fueled by landing an exclusive interview with a leading European statesman and the prospect of an exciting new adventure which would have made her father proud. The Venice holiday had been relegated to a pleasant interlude between two more big steps up the ladder in her rising career. But she would phrase that differently when she gave her man the bad news.

Mattie and her boss William Randolph Hearst, known to his staff as “The Chief”, had been walking in the garden of the old Belmont Mansion on Sands Point—Hearst‘s new Ivanhoe castle of a home on Long Island‘s Gold Coast—when he reached inside his tan Harris tweed sport coat and pulled out a long brown envelope and handed it to Mattie.

“What‘s this?” she asked.

“A one-way ticket on the Graf Zeppelin which leaves tomorrow morning from Lakehurst, New Jersey for its home base in Friedrichschafen. The day after you land, you have an appointment in  Berchtesgaden with the leader of Germany‘s second-largest political party.

“Adolf Hitler?”

“Yes. I understand you interviewed him twice prior to his Beer Hall putsch in 1923.”

“Not many people know that, Chief. Where did you hear about it?”

“From Hitler himself. Through Ted Hudson, my chief resident correspondent in Europe. He‘s been negotiating with Hitler to sign an exclusive contract to write for my newspapers but so far unsuccessfully. Mussolini writes for me. So does Churchill. I want Hitler too.”

“But why me?” Mattie asked.

“Hitler refuses to negotiate further with Hudson. He demands twice what we pay Mussolini and Churchill and he says he will only consider a lesser amount if we send you as a representative, the one he refers to as ‘that beautiful and talented young Englishwoman.‘”

“I‘m not English,” Mattie said as if it were an insult. “I‘m a Scot.”

“A distinction which is lost on Hitler.” Hearst put his hand on Mattie‘s back and gently directed her out of the garden and towards the beach. “Hitler is important to me, Mattie. He may well become Germany‘s leader just as I am certain Winston will one day lead England. I want him to write for my papers and you‘re the person he wants to see. Please do this for me.”

Hearst was a gentleman. He wouldn‘t think of ordering Mattie to go. She knew that. But she also knew that Hearst never took no for an answer. He paid well, far more than his competitors, and all he demanded in return was absolute loyalty and total obedience to his every request, which he was always careful to couch in the most polite and reasonable way.

Mattie adored Hearst because he was the first man she had ever worked for who didn‘t look on her as a woman journalist. He was a topflight journalist himself and didn‘t care whether you wore a skirt or a pair of trousers, as long as you got him the story he wanted. It also didn‘t matter to him that Mattie wore trousers more often than a skirt on the job.

She was William Randolph Hearst‘s number one photojournalist and went all over the world, covering riots, wars and insurrections in  pursuit of exposés on Hearst‘s and her own bete noire: The international arms dealers who had helped foment the Great War and from which they had reaped obscene profits. They were still there and she was going to find them, drag them from their hiding places and hold them up to the sunlight. It was an endless adventure. It often put her in peril but she didn‘t mind. As her father‘s friend—her godfather Winston Churchill—had written, “there is nothing more exhilarating in life than being shot at without result.”

In fact, it was Winston who gave her the idea of becoming a journalist. Her father‘s library contained all of Winston‘s books. As a teenage girl, she found the political ones boring but she devoured the adventures. Subduing rebels in North-West India; riding in the last British cavalry charge in the Sudan; and, best of all, escaping from a Boer prisoner of war camp in South Africa. He had been a soldier and a war correspondent at the same time. Once she learned the Morning Post had paid Winston £250 a month in South Africa, she was hooked. That‘s what she wanted to do and that‘s what she did. Her mother was aghast, as were all her relatives. Except for Winston who encouraged her and her own father who supported her. And that was all she needed.

Deciding between an ocean voyage with the man she loved and an interview with a politician she didn‘t like was not difficult. After all, the last time they met, Hitler had threatened her. She hadn‘t published the Parsifal segments of her Hitler interview but not because of Herr Hitler‘s threats. The greater events of the Beer Hall putsch were a much bigger story and didn‘t leave space for the superstitious scribblings of a younger Hitler. She hadn‘t liked the Nazis then and she felt no differently now. True, Hitler was a far bigger figure today as leader of the second-largest party in Germany but Mattie wasn‘t tempted by that. When she was younger, she might have been but she was older and more experienced now. Besides, she hadn‘t been in love then and right now an Atlantic crossing with Cockran was a lot more appealing than once more meeting that pasty-faced man with his striking blue eyes and surprisingly bad breath.

Mattie was still torn, in a sense, between two men she loved, each in his own way, and having to disappoint one or the other—Cockran or  Hearst. She decided to press the Chief on the need to meet so quickly with Hitler.

“Why must I leave tomorrow?” she asked. “Bourke and I will be sailing on the Europa this Sunday. Once we arrive, I can fly to Germany.”

Hearst frowned. “We don‘t have the luxury of time, my dear. Scripps-Howard is sitting on Hitler‘s doorstep like a vulture waiting to swoop in if we fail. I‘ll be damned if I‘m going to let Roy Howard best me again. It was bad enough when he bought out Pulitzer‘s New York papers. This is most important to me, Mattie. Please say you‘ll go.”

Mattie sighed. She was licked and Cockran had lost. Hearst was disarmingly direct. He was incapable of dissembling. When he said “please” and asked twice, it really was that important to him and she knew she couldn‘t turn him down.

“Okay, Chief, I‘m your girl,” she said and gave him a hug and a kiss.

“Wait a moment,” Hearst said as Mattie turned to depart. “There‘s more.”

“More?” Mattie said, turning back, raising her eyebrows at Hearst.

“Yes, my dear. I had a long telephone call from Churchill this morning and he presented an interesting proposition. It may cost £10,000 but, if you agree, I‘m inclined to accept.”

“Winston?” Mattie said, frowning, looking at her watch. “Will this take long, Chief? I‘ve got to leave for court. I promised Cockran I‘d be there to watch his oral argument in the state court of appeals. It‘s a big case for him. Those damn eugenics zealots are trying to sterilize another young girl. What has my dear godfather proposed this time?”






5.

Science and the State

The Court of Appeals 
New York City 
Monday, 25 May 1931

 

 

COCKRAN gripped the podium. “May it please the court, this case is about––”

“We know what the case is about, Counselor,” the presiding judge said. “We‘ve read your briefs. All seventy-five pages. The Supreme Court disagrees with you. Twenty-seven states already have sterilization laws on the books. Don‘t you agree Buck v. Bell controls here?”

“No. Absolutely not,” Cockran said, his voice firm. He knew what came next. Someone would quote Justice Holmes‘ opinion in the Carrie Buck case holding compulsory sterilization laws constitutional as if that justified a denial of due process in this case. Cockran intended to strike first and attack the weak record on which eight old men in black robes had destroyed, in the name of the state, the child-bearing ability of a normal, healthy young woman.

“With all due respect, the Supreme Court ruled on an incomplete record and poorly-defended case. The short-comings of the defense in that case should have no bearing on the lower court‘s denial of due process in this case because––”

“On the contrary,” the presiding judge said and cut him off with a dismissive wave of his hand. Cockran forced himself to take a deep breath and keep his Irish temper in check. So much for striking first. He could do nothing but wait.

No Man‘s Land was better. There, you could shoot people.

“The appellant in that case, Carrie Buck, was an imbecile, like her mother before her,” the presiding judge said as he reached for his reading glasses. “She gave birth to yet another imbecile. Mr. Justice Oliver Wendell Holmes explained exactly why she was a public menace:We have seen more than once that the public welfare may call upon the best citizens for their lives. It would be strange if it could not call upon those who already sap the strength of the State for these lesser sacrifices, often not felt to be such by those concerned, in order to prevent our being swamped with incompetence. It is better for all the world if, instead of waiting to execute degenerate offspring for crime, or to let them starve for their imbecility, society can prevent those who are manifestly unfit from continuing their kind. Three generations of imbeciles are enough.





“Hear, hear,” croaked the bald judge beside him. The one young judge remained silent.

There it was. Rarely a sterilization case went by without someone repeating that ignorant passage from an aging jurist long past his prime. Cockran especially despised the comparison of sterilization laws to drafting men to fight and die overseas in Europe. Men shouldn’t be forced to do that either, you damned fools, he thought. Didn’t the 13th Amendment abolish slavery?

The presiding judge continued. “Mandatory sterilization can only be illegal when performed against the will of the patient. Who then is to consent or decide for the appellant whether it is best for her to have this operation? She cannot determine the matter for herself because she has a congenital mental defect. Tell us, Mr. Cockran, how could an imbecile like Carrie Buck make a decision for herself?”

Cockran stayed with his strategy. Hit the facts. “Like all the other decisions she made every day of her life before the state threatened to take away her reproductive ability. The central fact that Justice Holmes ignored about Carrie Buck is that she was no imbecile. Carrie performed well in school. Her teachers said that her schoolwork was ‘very good.‘ Carrie Buck was declared an imbecile based on the hearsay accusations of another family who had motive to do so and a doctor from the  institution that sought to sterilize her. Yet Justice Holmes accepted this classification at face value, and ignored overwhelming evidence to the contrary.”

“Counselor,” said the young judge in a soft voice. “It is my understanding that Miss Buck was considered a social deviant and that was the reason for her classification as an imbecile.” The other judges watched their younger colleague, though it was difficult to read them. They didn‘t appear happy, that much was clear. “It seems this is also the case with your client, Miss Dill. If so, is there some reason this girl does not deserve to be so classified.?”

“Yes, your honor. There is no record evidence or scientific basis to warrant doing so. The State of New York considers Judy Dill to be a ‘social deviant‘ only because she was seduced by a wealthy boy who told her he loved her. Now she is pregnant out of wedlock with his child. His family, not surprisingly, calls her a prostitute and a social deviant and demands she be classified as such, just like Carrie Buck. But like Carrie Buck, she has a job and supports herself. Human beings make choices in their lives, irrespective of their ancestry. Everyone makes bad decisions. Even Supreme Court justices are not immune to moments of human fallacy especially as they age, yet we do not insist on their sterilization for feeble-mindedness.”

Cockran was met with silence, but the young judge actually smiled. Cockran suppressed a smile in response, and decided to push the envelope even more. Now it was time to attack the sheer arrogance of the law itself. “Laws become lawless when they do not know where to stop, and only the courts may send the sort of message that stops them. There are men in Europe and here as well who call themselves scientists and claim that persons of Jewish or Gypsy ancestry have higher rates of birth defects and deformities. If you cannot see fit to stop the madness of this law, what is to prevent the State from passing a law that requires the sterilization of entire races of people deemed inferior?”

Cockran saw immediately that this was a bad ploy. At least one of the older judges actually thought this was a good idea, judging by his expression, but Cockran pressed on, “This is a country that values liberty at the price of all other values. It is the primary value. No value is well-earned that sacrifices liberty. If there be intellectuals who wish to  treat human beings as horses, let them do it in Europe where the power and authority of the state are valued above the rights of individuals. We must never allow that to happen here. America was forged in the flame of individual liberty, a flame we must forever keep burning bright.”

Cockran tried not to think about the possibility of an adverse decision as he walked back to counsel‘s table, sat down and gathered his papers. He didn‘t like to lose. Ever. But he had done his best and soon it would be out of his hands. The judges followed their inquisition of him by lobbing softballs at the government‘s lawyer––they even finished his sentences for him in a few instances. They gave Cockran his five minutes of rebuttal, but they no longer responded with questions. It was like talking to a man late for a train––he might nod his head as you spoke, but he didn‘t hear a word you said. Still, he had hopes that the younger judge might rule in his favor. A dissenting opinion wouldn‘t help Judy Dill, but it would do more than the courts had done so far to stem the tide of eugenics which, with forced sterilization laws, had produced nearly 50,000 victims.

But as he turned to leave the court room, Cockran was no longer thinking about what he couldn‘t control. Instead, he had turned his mind to Mattie, still hoping she was one of the late arrivals to the argument. To his disappointment, she wasn‘t among the spectators gathering to leave. Cockran was making his way through the crowd when a voice stopped him.

“I must congratulate you, Mr. Cockran.” It was a deep strong voice which came from behind him. Cockran turned around and instead of the man he expected to see, he saw a stunning blonde goddess, tall with fair skin, deep blue eyes and curves to turn the head of any man.

“Excuse me?” Cockran said to the goddess.

“Congratulations,” the voice said again and Cockran realized the voice belonged to a big, broad-chested man standing next to the goddess. In his late forties, his thinning brown hair was carefully barbered and his bullying six foot four frame stretched the seams of his Brooks Brothers suit. He looked like the sort of man who had played football for Yale or Harvard at one point in his life. And Cockran knew him.

“You gave an eloquent and stirring argument,” the man said, looking down at Cockran, “but I‘m afraid the court is against you. You‘re going to lose.”

“It‘s not over yet,” Cockran said. “We‘ve met before, haven‘t we?”

“Yes, once or twice,” he said. “Wesley Waterman, President of International Calculating Equipment.” He stuck out a big hand. Cockran shook it. “I‘m also president of the American Eugenics Society.”

“I see.” Cockran said but couldn‘t keep his eyes off the stunning woman in front of him.

Waterman noticed and frowned. “I‘m sorry, Mr. Cockran, have you met my wife Ingrid?”

Cockran was surprised that he was gesturing to the goddess. Ingrid extended her hand, “No, we‘ve not. It‘s a pleasure, Mr. Cockran.”

“Please, call me Bourke,” he said taking her hand briefly, noting for the first time that she was wearing a tailored gray flannel dress.

“I‘m Ingrid,” she said and smiled. It was a beautiful smile.

“She was born in Connecticut,” Waterman said, “but pure third generation Swedish ancestry. Remarkable. She represents all that the science of eugenics is trying to promote.”

Ingrid‘s face had remained impassive while Waterman recited her genetic credentials. “I admired your argument today,” she said. “Truly.” She smiled again. It was still beautiful.

“Yes, your devotion to protecting the unfit is admirable,” Waterman said quickly, “but it is misplaced. And futile. The law and the courts stand against you.”

Cockran turned back to Waterman. “Even if there were any science supporting eugenics, it still wouldn‘t make sterilization right. Or moral.”

“Oh, but we do have science on our side,” Waterman said. “Darwin has clearly demonstrated the law of evolution which favors the strong over the weak.”

“Darwin identified a law of nature,” Cockran said calmly. “Not a law of man. He never argued that nature required help in the form of a state-sponsored war against the weak.”

“Ah, but nature takes care of animals because they lack one basic human frailty.” Waterman paused, then smiled. “Compassion, Mr.  Cockran. Animals lack compassion. We care so much about our fellow man that we keep alive the moron whom nature intended to starve. That moron passes on his seed––or worse, violates a virtuous woman. In the long run, it threatens the very quality of our human race. Why, take my wife Ingrid, for instance…”

I‘d like to, Cockran thought, as Waterman launched into a description of his wife‘s Nordic features. He looked over to Ingrid who rolled her eyes. Cockran knew little about Ingrid but he knew there was gossip about Waterman‘s first wife. He had put her in a sanitarium and been named the guardian of her person and her inherited millions right before he divorced her.

“Just look at her cheek bones,” Waterman was saying. “Exquisitely sculpted…”

Ingrid leaned closer to Cockran. “As you can imagine, my husband is also an active member of the ABA,” she said, her voice low and pleasant.

Cockran frowned at the non sequitur. “No, I wasn‘t aware your husband was a lawyer.”

Ingrid Waterman laughed. It was a clear, unaffected laugh, as pleasant and melodious as church bells on a clear, cold Sunday morning. “Not the bar association, Mr. Cockran, the American Breeders Association. And I don‘t mean livestock.”

“Oh, I see,” Cockran said, uncertain as to where she was taking their conversation.

“Yes, Wesley has high hopes I‘ll take the blue ribbon this summer at the annual convention of the ABA. The ‘Fecund Females––Nordic Extraction‘ classification. Who knows? Maybe I‘ll even take ‘Best in Show‘,” she said with perfect deadpan sincerity.

Cockran played along. “I wish you good luck. You certainly look like a ‘Best in Show‘.”

Waterman frowned, narrowing his eyes at the fun the two of them were making of him but his wife ignored him and upped the ante. “You‘re very kind, but blue ribbons do more for Wesley than for me. I‘ve often suggested that a public mating of the ‘Best in Show‘ virile male and fecund female—all in the interests of science, of course––would be a more tangible award.”

Cockran stifled a laugh and rewarded her with a broad smile as Waterman spoke in a tight voice. “You shouldn‘t poke fun, my dear, at such a serious subject as improving the genetic qualities of the human race.”

He turned back to Cockran. “Her lack of gravity aside, she has all the physical qualities of a superior human being, with a superior intellect to match––the kind of human beings you only find in Nordic, Aryan stock. Every moron, every whore, every criminal, every misfit we allow to breed is a threat to the future of mankind. Purifying humanity will take time but we have no choice. Remember, Rome wasn‘t built in a day.”

Waterman turned to his wife. “Come, Ingrid. I must return to the office. I still have much work to do before our charity affair this evening.”

“I may pass on that, Wesley. My genetic superiority notwithstanding, I am feeling a bit under the weather.”

“As you wish, my dear,” Waterman said and looked at Cockran. “Mr. Cockran, I congratulate you once again. I hope someday you come to see things my way. Good day.”

“Good day,” Cockran said. “Oh, and one more thing Mr. Waterman?”

“What‘s that?

“Aryans didn‘t build Rome. They burned it to the ground.”






6.

The Spear of Destiny

The Belmont Mansion 
Sands Point, Long Island 
Monday, 25 May 1931

 

 

 

MATTIE listened to Hearst as they walked up from the beach. “Winston told me it involved an expedition to locate something called ‘the Spear of Destiny.‘ He said you would know what he was talking about. Seems it may be missing from a museum in Vienna and Winston is raising capital to mount an expedition to retrieve it. Said you would understand.”

Mattie‘s pulse quickened. She understood perfectly. It meant everything to her late father, Winston‘s closest political friend in Parliament back in 1904 after Churchill bolted the Conservative party and joined her father‘s Liberals. The Spear of Destiny missing? Mattie knew she‘d never make it to court now. But what could a girl do? It was her father‘s life-long obsession, after all. “Tell me more,” Mattie said.

“Not much more to tell. Some professor-type has Winston convinced that the Spear in the museum is a fake and the real one is hidden somewhere in the Alps,” Hearst said.

“The Alps? Where?”

“In Austria. That‘s where the expedition comes in. They aren‘t sure exactly where so it may take some time to locate it. They figure a proper expedition may cost upwards of £20,000. Winston says he‘s persuaded an industrialist friend of his, Sir Archibald Hampton, to put up half the cost. For the other half, we would have exclusive worldwide rights on  the photos and the story,” Hearst said as he looked down at her. “Do you think we should? Is it that big a story?”

“If it‘s true, Chief, it really is,” Mattie answered and gave him the short course on the history of the Spear she had learned from her father. Constantine, Charlemagne, Frederick the Great. Bloodthirsty believers all who held the Spear before them as they waged war without quarter.

“So, this means you would be interested in covering the story yourself?”

Mattie hesitated. Of course she was interested. How could she not be? She looked at her watch. Cockran was only minutes away from his oral argument and she was going to miss it. Worse, later today, she would have to tell him they wouldn‘t be sailing together to Europe as planned.

But Venice? No, she couldn‘t blow that off too, especially not after their fight last night. They both had been looking forward to Venice. Still, things like this were her father‘s lifelong obsession and now his daughter was being offered the real-life equivalent of a grail quest. Could she really pass it up? She sighed. Yes, she could. She loved her father and missed him still. But she had chosen Cockran. He was the man in her life now and she loved him. He came first. She had compromised on Hitler to please Hearst. She would not compromise on Venice.

“How soon would the expedition have to begin? After Hitler, I‘ve got some interviews in Berlin with international arms dealers. Then it‘s two weeks in Venice with Bourke.”

“Fine with me. Take your time. Just bring me back a good story with lots of photographs.”

Well, that was easy, Mattie thought as Hearst escorted her to Cockran‘s big Packard town car and bade her farewell. Cockran‘s chauffeur Jimmy opened the door for her and, as Mattie sank back in the tufted leather upholstery, she realized she was one happy girl. Her father had once told her that happiness was a simple and uncomplicated matter requiring only three things. Someone to love. Something interesting to do. And something to look forward to. Mattie smiled. She had all three. The someone she loved would be disappointed but she knew exactly how to make it up to Cockran later.






7.

A Problem with the Kaiser

The Plaza Hotel 
New York City 
Monday, 25 May 1931

 

 

 

KURT von Sturm liked the Oak Bar at the Plaza. The dark wood, the smoky atmosphere. In fact, Sturm liked America. It was only his second visit and it was a different America than the one which had captivated him during the summer of 1929. This America was still prosperous, of course, but there were unemployed men living in shacks in Central Park who had not been there previously. It was such a large country, however, that he found it difficult to believe that the economic bad times would last as long here as they had in Germany.

Sturm‘s eyes carefully roamed the room after he had taken a corner table, looking for enemies where there should have been none. And there weren‘t. But old habits were hard to break and Sturm had no intention of starting now.

Assassins lived longer that way.

Sturm glanced up as the waiter brought him a crystal tumbler of Bell‘s 12 year old scotch. Prohibition was on its last legs yet a drink in New York had never been hard to come by. He drank sparingly but his mission in America was complete so he raised his glass in a silent toast before he spoke in German to his companion, “I return to Germany tomorrow on the Graf. How did you fare on your recent visit to Holland?”

Anton Dressler, a white-haired Swiss banker in his late 60s, short in  stature but with a trim body and a long patrician face, frowned and drained the last of his cognac. “Not so well, my young friend. But I do not wish to discuss so sensitive a subject here. Walk with me to my apartment. We‘ll discuss it on the way.” Dressler leaned in close and whispered “We have a problem with the Kaiser.”

Dressler spoke softly as the two men left the Plaza, declined the offer of a taxi and began walking north on Fifth Avenue. He was also the Chairman of the Geneva Institute for Scientific and Industrial Progress—known informally as the Geneva Group—and his code name was “Zurich”. It was in that capacity and not as a banker that he now spoke. “I had not mentioned this to Geneva‘s directors because I thought I had a ready solution,” Dressler began, “but it seems I was mistaken. The Kaiser, it appears, is a superstitious man. He has persuaded the Crown Prince to reject our plan to place him on the German throne after our assassination of President Hindenburg unless he is given an ancient artifact he calls the Spear of Destiny, the spear which the Roman centurion Longinus reportedly used to pierce the side of Christ on the cross.”

“It seems the Spear has been possessed at one time or another by all of the great German emperors, including Barbarossa and Frederick the Great. I had not thought it a problem to deliver the so-called sacred talisman to the Kaiser because I had already arranged with the director of the Hofburg Museum in Vienna, where this Spear is on display, to loan it to a Berlin Museum as part of a special exhibition of historic Germanic artifacts.”

Sturm, who served as the Geneva Group‘s executive director, was surprised. “Really? Aren‘t the Austrians especially prickly about their German neighbors on matters like this?”

Dressler linked his arm with the taller man‘s and patted him with a kid-skin gloved hand. “It is the way of the world, Kurt. A generous contribution to the museum‘s acquisition fund and an equally generous deposit in the museum director‘s account in my bank in Zurich.”

“So what is the problem?”

“The Kaiser no longer believes the Spear at the Hofburg is the true Spear once possessed by his illustrious ancestors. He thinks it‘s a fake.”

Sturm sighed inwardly. The current German Chancellor, Heinrich Brüning, was a disaster. He could not muster a majority in the Reichstag and was running the government by presidential decree, driving Germany deeper into depression by raising taxes and contracting the money supply. But the aging President Hindenburg refused to replace Brüning. In despair, German patriots, including the German member of the Geneva Group code-named Berlin, had asked the Geneva Group for help in implementing their solution—elevating the current number two man at the Ministry of Defense, General Kurt von Schleicher, to the chancellorship, where he would immediately institute a massive public works program and a dramatic rearmament of Germany. The Germans assured the men of Geneva that all German industrialists and bankers would support von Schleicher as chancellor. Unfortunately, President Hindenburg refused to go along, whether out of snobbery or senility was difficult to determine.

Sturm believed it was a blend of both. Von Schleicher had been only a captain during the Great War, rising to the rank of major. He was not well known to the German people, but the Geneva Group believed he would be when the truth was told about the role he played in rearming Germany. Despite the restrictions of the Versailles treaty, Germany had continued during the 1920s to develop advanced weapons pursuant to a secret military treaty with the Soviet Union. Deep within the Ural Mountains, German engineers designed and tested artillery, airplanes, tanks, poison gas, as well as an entire range of rifles, light and heavy machine guns and lightweight machine pistols. As a consequence of the treaty, the German Army was limited to 100,000 men, an army of sergeants, it was called. But it was an army which could quickly be armed with the most modern weapons in Europe. The prototypes were there. All that was needed was to flip a switch on the electric power and let loose the waiting factories.

The weapons project in Russia was set in motion by the German General Staff in the days after the Great War. It was supervised by a highly secret task force called Sondergruppe R. The commander of Sondergruppe R, the man who had implemented the plan of the German General Staff, was Kurt von Schleicher. So, when Hindenburg had flat out rejected the industrialists‘ requests that von Schleicher be made  chancellor, they turned to the men of Geneva for a solution. A permanent solution. Hindenburg was to be assassinated and replaced as head of state by someone more amenable to the wishes of the German industrialists––a return of the Kaiser or, rather, his son, the Crown Prince, as a constitutional monarch for Germany. A unifying symbol for the German people. Sturm‘s job, as usual, was to implement the frequently violent wishes of the men of Geneva, something at which, over the years, he had become quite skilled.

“The old man believes the Spear is a fake? What does he want now? For us to magically find the true Spear?”

“In a manner of speaking, yes,” Dressler replied, handing Sturm a manila envelope. “This contains the German translation of a monograph recently published in England by an archeology professor claiming that the Hofburg Spear is a fake and that the real Spear was hidden somewhere in the Austrian Alps before the war.”

Sturm carefully folded the envelope in half and placed it inside his suit coat. “I‘ll read the monograph later. Am I correct that my former monarch and his eldest son now want us to go off on a wild goose chase in the Alps based on an obscure article by an English archeologist?”

“It‘s more than that. The Kaiser and his son firmly believe that Germany would have prevailed in the Great War if it had possessed the Spear. German intelligence apparently reported to the Kaiser before the war that the Emperor Franz Josef personally vetoed an exhibit of the Spear and other artifacts in Berlin. He feared the Kaiser would never return them, which the Kaiser indicates was correct. That is why he believes the Englishman‘s story. Hiding the Spear, he says, is something Franz Josef would think to do. More importantly, the Englishman has been to Doorn at the Kaiser‘s invitation. They were quite taken with his story and his credentials.”

Sturm shrugged his shoulders in resignation. “He‘s a senile old fool but I understand. What do you wish me to do?”

“I told the Kaiser and the Crown Prince that you would interview the Englishman and determine for yourself his reliability. If you are persuaded that his conclusions are accurate, I want you to enlist his help in finding the Spear. Travel to Doorn yourself and meet with the Kaiser and the Crown Prince. They claim that they have further information,  intelligence they received after the war, which may assist you in the search for the Spear.”

“Very well, I will do as you ask, Herr Dressler. But a return of the royal family is not what Germany needs. I wish the men of Geneva could understand that.”

Sturm knew the men of Geneva had another reason for replacing Hindenburg with the Crown Prince and Brüning with von Schleicher. Fear. They feared another European war. They wanted the profits that came from German rearmament, but another general European conflict was not in their best interest. Many smaller wars among lesser peoples in South America, Asia, the Balkans and the Middle East were more to their liking. Once his role as the man responsible for Germany‘s weapons development became known, the men of Geneva hoped von Schleicher would become as popular as the one man in the world they feared the most. Adolf Hitler.

While some in the Geneva Group had dismissed Hitler as nothing more than a rabble rouser, others had read his autobiography, Mein Kampf. They knew that, like von Schleicher, Hitler would rearm Germany. But von Schleicher was a cautious and conservative man. Hitler was not. Hitler was a radical, a revolutionary even. He could very well start a general European war. And now Hitler was the leader of the second-largest party and the second most popular man in Germany. Democracy had failed. A strong man was the only antidote to Hitler‘s popularity.

“It‘s nothing more than a means to an end, Kurt. With the economy getting worse, Germany needs a strong leader, one who will be unafraid to openly rebuild Germany‘s arms industry. Von Schleicher is that leader and the Crown Prince a unifying symbol for your countrymen.”

The two men reached the apartment building on Fifth Avenue where Dressler‘s bank maintained a permanent residence for visiting bank officers. The uniformed doorman held the door open for Dressler as he shook hands with Sturm. “I am sorry you could not join us for dinner.”

Sturm smiled. “I regret it also, Herr Dressler but I am dining tonight with an exceptionally beautiful young woman I met a few days ago at a  reception given by the Swedish Consul General. And, most conveniently, her husband will not be home this evening.”

Now it was Dressler‘s turn to smile. “Enjoy yourself, my friend. I will see you soon in Geneva. Godspeed. Find the Kaiser his Spear.”






8.

Wild Bill Donovan

New York City 
Monday, 25 May 1931

 

 

MATTIE McGary, clad only in a long green silk robe, sat in an armchair by a roaring fire, making notes for her interview with Hitler. She was impatient for Cockran to arrive. He would be home any minute now and she didn‘t intend to let him make it past the comforter she had spread in front of the fireplace. She heard his key in the lock and turned off the lamp beside her. This left the room illuminated only by fire as, earlier, she had closed the drapes to shut out the light of the pale afternoon sun.

Mattie greeted Cockran and gave him a long, warm kiss, molding her body to his.

“Hello, beautiful. I missed you today,” Cockran said, a boyish grin on his face.

“Hello yourself, big man,” Mattie said. “I missed you too. The Chief called. He has a new home in Sands Point. I had to go see him. It was business. I‘m sorry I wasn‘t there.”

“You didn‘t miss much.”

“It was bad?”

Cockran face darkened in anger. “It wasn‘t good. I tried out what we discussed. The real facts about Carrie Buck, but….”

“It didn‘t work?”

“No , damn it!” Cockran said and slammed his briefcase down on a hall table. “The bastards didn‘t care. They just didn‘t care. Or at least  two of them sure didn‘t. What the hell is this country coming to when the government plays God and decides who can and can‘t bear children? It‘s just so goddamned wrong!” he said in a loud, angry voice.

Mattie pulled back and took Cockran‘s face in both hands. He could get this way when something mattered to him and stay in a bad mood for hours. Mostly, she just kept out of his way when his temper got the best of him and it wasn‘t directed at her. But if she did that, her plans for the evening would go unfulfilled. It was time to tame the savage beast.

“Darling, you gave it your best shot. No one could have done more,” she said. “Most men wouldn‘t have tried. I‘m proud of you. Have a martini. You deserve it.”

“Make it a double,” Cockran replied as he followed her into the room. “Did I forget to pay the electric bill this month?” he asked, pointing to the fire as if he had just noticed it.

“No, I only thought it would be cozy to have drinks by the fire before we dressed for the Orphans‘ charity ball.” Mattie replied, vigorously pumping the cocktail shaker up and down, then side to side.

“And the comforter in front of the fire?” he asked as she bent over to pour his martini.

“Floor burns,” she replied.

Cockran looked puzzled. Apparently she had to spell it out for him. “It prevents them.”

Cockran smiled and took a sip of his martini before he took off his coat and loosened his tie. He hesitated a moment. “Uh, where are Paddy and his grandma?”

“A walk in the park followed by dinner at the Palm Court. They won‘t be back before seven.” She opened the robe, slipped it off her shoulders and arms and let it fall to the floor, pooling around her ankles. “So what are you waiting for, sailor?”

As Mattie lay back, Cockran sank to his knees, hovering above her, stripping off his shirt. She could see the thick curls of brown hair covering his chest as he unfastened his trousers. She closed her eyes and felt his tongue trailing a path from her breasts to her belly and below until the familiar stubble of his five o‘clock shadow was brushing the inside of her thighs. His tongue soon reached its goal and her body was  engulfed by wave after wave of sensation, rolling from her hips along her spine and through her neck until she reached her first orgasm. When they finally finished, Cockran was sprawled on top of her, his hands beneath her breasts. She sighed. The trial was over at last and her man was back. This was lots more fun than fighting.

It would be two years this summer since she first seduced Cockran. It was Winston, of course, who brought them together that summer in 1929, having persuaded each of them to help him track down and destroy a huge IRA arms shipment. With that danger behind them, Cockran had tried to end things between them but, to his considerable surprise, she had refused to let him do it. Apparently, no woman he dumped in the past had ever done that.

Besides, Mattie didn‘t believe him. He had been so transparent, saying the memory of his late wife would always come between them. It sounded rehearsed and he admitted later he had used that line before to ease his way out of relationships that were becoming too serious. No way, buster. She had ghosts in her past too. Mattie had only known Cockran two weeks by then but she thought he was someone she could fall in love with and she could tell the same was true for him. It might not work out, she knew, because he had a young son Patrick and she was used to living alone and doing whatever she damn well pleased. But she wanted to see how it would play out so she told him no. She wasn‘t going to leave unless he looked her in the eye and swore he had no feelings for her. Cockran wasn‘t a good liar and didn‘t try. Soon after, she discovered she was falling in love with him and he with her. They still had their share of arguments––like last night––but who didn‘t? They made each other laugh and, to her delight, his son Paddy became her biggest fan. He read all her articles and loved to hear stories of her adventures.

 

“WOULD you like a drink?” Cockran asked as they entered the ballroom. It was the first thing he‘d said to Mattie since they‘d left his Fifth Avenue townhouse in a taxi.

“Yes,” Mattie said. “Johnny Walker and water would be nice.”

Cockran was behaving badly and he knew it. After making love, Mattie had told him about Hearst and an expedition he was financing to  find some ancient Christian artifact that meant a lot to her father. That was fine with Cockran. He knew how close Mattie had been with her father, the same as he was with his. Suitably softened up––and set up––she had hit him with the bombshell. She was leaving tomorrow on an airship for Germany.

Cockran knew he should count his blessings. He was lucky. Most men thought themselves fortunate to find one woman in their life to love. Cockran had found two. It didn‘t seem likely when he lost his first wife, Nora, the mother of their ten year old son Patrick, in the Irish Civil War nine years ago. Nothing had seemed very likely to him back then, a barren future without the love of his life, his young son the only consolation and a constant reminder of what he had lost. Cockran didn‘t think he could ever bear again the impossible pain he felt when he lost Nora. Over the years, he began to see female friends but he never hinted at a future together; and sooner or later, the women would drift away in search of more commitment than he could give them.

But two years ago, Mattie had changed everything. She helped him let go of the guilt he‘d felt over Nora‘s death and, against his earlier resolve, Cockran had fallen in love. Mattie was irrepressible and irresistible. Going on two years now, it was Cockran‘s longest relationship since Nora‘s death. Unlike the other women he had dated, Mattie didn‘t seem to mind that he never talked to her of a more permanent future for them. They simply enjoyed the present and each other for they both knew from tragedies of their own how fragile life could be.

She wasn‘t perfect. Who was? She had a flaw, possibly a fatal one. Mattie was impulsive. Aggressively so. He had quickly discovered that. All he had to do was take a look at the photo spread from her latest assignment, see the young corpses slumped against their guns, and gauge how close she had come to being killed herself. Her only excuse was to quote one of her photographer mentors, Alfred Eisenstadt, who told her if her photographs weren‘t good enough, she wasn‘t close enough. To hell with Eisenstadt! He just didn‘t want to see her hurt. If Mattie wanted to cover stories half way around the globe, fine––but let them be natural disasters, or politics. Just not every god-damned war or  insurrection that the 1930s, thus far, seemed to supply in ample abundance. And above all, she didn‘t have to get that damn close!

“Is that demon rum I see?” someone said to his left. Cockran turned to see the large frame of Wesley Waterman. He held a glass of orange juice. “Nursing the wounds of defeat?”

Cockran didn‘t reply, handed the second drink to Mattie and introduced her to Waterman.

“Well, Mr. Cockran, as you trial lawyers say, ‘sometimes you win; sometimes the client loses.‘ It won‘t be the end of your world when your client loses,” Waterman said.

Cockran let his anger flash. “Tell that to Judy Dill. It‘s her rights and her body you and your government thugs will be violating.” “I meant that sincerely, Mr. Cockran. Not to tease or taunt,” he said in a softer voice. “You did the best you could with a bad case and a worse client.”

“Is this the livestock breeder you mentioned this afternoon?” Mattie asked and he could see she was trying to distract his anger.

“No. Humans, dear,” Cockran said. “Humans.”

“Can you breed humans?” she asked in an innocent tone.

“Mr. Waterman and the so-called scientists he funds think we can.”

“And should,” Waterman finished. “It‘s the only way to improve the human race.”

“Speaking of improving the human race,” Cockran said. “How‘s your lovely wife?” Cockran looked at Mattie and said, “We met this afternoon. She‘s a blonde knockout.”

Waterman pursed his lips. “Ingrid is not feeling well. I decided she should stay home.”

“Sorry to hear that,” Cockran said. “I think she and Mattie would have a lot in common.”

“I‘m sure she‘s a lovely gal,” Mattie said. “But if you‘ll excuse me, I see a few girlfriends of my own I must say ‘hello‘ to.” Mattie turned and weaved through the crowd, her gown sliding wonderfully with her hips which Cockran thought Waterman watched for far too long.

Finally, Waterman turned and calmly placed a strong hand on Cockran‘s shoulder. “Mr. Cockran,” he said in an amiable tone. “You‘re  a fine lawyer. Perhaps I.C.E. could send you some legal work. I see no cause for us to be hostile. We might even become friends.”

“Thanks but I‘ve got more than enough on my plate. As for friends, I don‘t think so. The members of the Harvard Club may find you a congenial fellow but you and others who believe in the pseudo-science of eugenics turn my stomach.”

Cockran glanced at his shoulder, his muscles tensing beneath Waterman‘s grip until, finally, he let go. “I see. Have a good evening then, Mr. Cockran.” Cockran nodded and watched Waterman go. Cockran knew he had been rude but why the hell had Waterman offered to send him I.C.E. legal work?

Cockran wandered through the crowd, keeping an eye on Mattie. She laughed with friends, talked to the women she knew, flirted harmlessly with their husbands or escorts. She did a fine job pretending to have a good time

“What the hell,” said a familiar voice behind him. “What‘s with the long face? I thought this was a charity function, not a wake.”

Cockran turned around to see the ruddy face and large, compact body of his old wartime CO, William “Wild Bill” Donovan, Medal of Honor recipient and head of the law firm where Cockran occasionally received an assignment, usually in international law. His brown hair was streaked with gray but the eyes were still as clear a blue as when they first met. He didn‘t like to be called “Wild Bill” so, to Cockran, he was simply Bill or, on formal occasions, “Colonel”. A great friend. An even better lawyer. Five for five in the Supreme Court and he wasn‘t yet 50.

“Too many Republicans like you here for it to be a wake,” Cockran said.

Donovan grinned. “And a damn shame that it‘s not. If it were an Irish wake, fella might be able to enjoy himself.”

Cockran laughed.

“So, how‘d oral argument go today?” Donovan asked.

Cockran answered by downing half his scotch.

“That bad, huh?”

“Two of them wouldn‘t recognize due process if it bit them in the ass.”

“What about the other one?”

“At least he had an open mind. Maybe he‘ll write a dissent.”

“You think he can pull one of the other judges to his side?”

“No, Bill.” Cockran said, taking another sip. “They‘re going to screw her over.”

They talked for a while. Donovan rarely missed social functions like this while Cockran usually did. But Cockran had met Mattie at a similar cocktail party the year before and that was when Donovan had made him a job offer. Cockran had a good set-up with Bill and was officially listed as “Of Counsel” to Donovan & Raichle, specializing in international law––the same subject he taught at Columbia‘s law school. The work had been good. Never more than he wanted and it sometimes put him in the courtroom, which kept his skills sharp and allowed him to offer his students both a real life as well as an academic view.

Donovan traveled frequently and was almost never in the office at the same time as Cockran so he decided to take advantage of the opportunity to talk to his boss one on one. “Was there a package at the firm from Churchill this morning?”

“From Winston?” Donovan said. “I‘m not sure. There were four large files delivered to our offices this afternoon. It was addressed to you but it wasn‘t from Churchill.”

“That‘s probably it,” Cockran said. He told Donovan about Churchill‘s cable

“Yeah, the files are probably from Winston. Don‘t worry,” Donovan said. “I‘ll review the file first thing in the morning. See me at 8:30. I‘ll tell you what I think.”

“Make it closer to 10:30.” Cockran said, scanning the crowd again, looking for Mattie.

“I don‘t mean to pry,” Donovan said gently, “Are things okay with you and Mattie?”

Cockran turned back to Donovan. “Why? Is it obvious?”

“To me? Of course. I‘m a trial lawyer,” he said. “Your body language betrays you.”

“Things are fine,” Cockran started to say. He was about to continue when Mattie snuck up behind him and touched his elbow.

“Bourke,” she said. “Do you mind taking me home? I have more packing to do.”

“No,” he said. “That‘s fine.”

“Hi Bill,” Mattie said with a smile. “Sorry I‘m checking out so early.”

“Not at all, my dear,” Donovan said. “Ruth will be happy for an excuse to leave.”

Mattie and Cockran said their goodbyes to the people they knew and slipped out from the party. It was still early, the sky a dark shade of blue, when they hailed a taxi on Rector Street. Cockran was quiet for much of the ride home, mildly annoyed that Donovan had been able to read him that well. He was a trial lawyer too and ought to hide his feelings better.

“Bourke, I really am sorry,” Mattie said. “You know how the Chief is. You worked for him once. No one says ‘no‘ to the Chief; you just don‘t do that.”

Cockran nodded. “I know.”

“We still have Venice.”

“Unless the Chief calls again.”

“That‘s not fair,” she said.

“Sure it is. He might.”

“Of course, he might. ‘Might‘ is a pretty big word, Cockran. Lots of things might happen––it‘s not fair to pin that on me.” Cockran sensed her growing impatience but he couldn‘t help himself.

“It‘s more than just ‘might,‘ Mattie, it‘s probable and you know it.”

“So what? It‘s my job!” she said, her voice rising as she threw up her hands.

“I know,” he said. “I don‘t mean you shouldn‘t do your job…”

“That‘s what it sounds like,” she said, interrupting.

“It‘s your career, not mine.”

“Damn right, it is!”

“It‘s only that …” he stopped himself. She was right. He wasn‘t being entirely rational. Her new assignment for Hearst that kept her from joining him on the Europa wasn‘t the issue. What really bothered him were the assignments she did have control over. That‘s what he didn‘t understand. What did she have? A death wish? “What happens after Venice?”

“What do you mean?”

“After Venice. After your expedition in the Alps. Then, you‘ll rush off to some slaughterhouse like Bolivia or India––where men are busy killing each other and they might not make an exception for pretty redheads.”

“Jesus, Cockran,” she said. “What‘s that have to do with the Hitler contract negotiations? Or my expedition in the Alps. I thought those were the sort of safe things you wanted me to do.”

“You‘re right. They are. Just don‘t pretend that you‘re choosing jobs like this contract negotiation,” he said. “Left to your own devices, you choose places like Bolivia and India where you risk your life, month in and month out. You know that Paddy thinks of you like his mother.”

“Don’t bring Paddy into this!” Mattie said, her voice almost a shout. “I am not his mother! No matter how he feels about me, or how I feel about him. You leave him out of this!”

“I can‘t leave him out,” Cockran shot back. Now, he was really angry too. “He loves you, I love you and you‘ll soon be throwing yourself into another war! Two of them, to be precise!”

“I‘m a big girl, Cockran,” she said. “I can take care of myself.”

“No, you can‘t,” he said, resignation in his voice. “It‘s war. No one can take care of themselves in a war. No more than you can flip a coin and make it turn up heads.”

Mattie said nothing and Cockran continued. “When are you going to stop chasing the merchants of death? Trying to avenge the loss of your fiancé Eric and your brothers? When are you finally going to start living your own life?”

Cockran watched as Mattie‘s face registered what he said, the shock setting in, her eyes beginning to water. Then she shook her head and looked down, taking a deep breath, before looking at him again.

“I love you so much, Bourke, I really do,” she said in a tired voice, “but I‘ve heard all this before. I am living my own life. It‘s the one I‘ve chosen, just like I‘ve chosen to be with you. I know you love me but it seems like you‘re always questioning my career and the risks I take. It‘s getting old. It‘s probably a good thing we‘re not going to sail on the Europa together.”

This wasn‘t turning out the way he intended, Cockran thought, as she continued. “Maybe we need to take a break from being together.  Step back and assess what we both really want and need. I may not be the kind of girl you need and I want a man who spends more time in my corner and less at my throat.”

“That‘s not fair,” Cockran replied. “I only meant to….”

“Let‘s not talk about this any more tonight. But think about what I‘ve said.”

They both fell into silence and stayed that way the rest of the ride home. He‘d done more than enough damage. Especially with Mattie leaving in the morning. The possibility of ending things between them, as she had suggested, was new and not what he had in mind. Not at all.
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