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Dear Reader,

Many people will read this book and wonder how much of it really happened. During my research, I learned that the sabotage and espionage going on in North America in 1915 reached a massive scale. The bombing of the bridge at Vanceboro, Maine, is a true incident. The bombing of the Peabody plant and many other factories happened, as did the attempted bombing of the occupied armory at Windsor, Ontario. The sinking of the ships William P. Frye and the Gulflight, as well as the sabotage of the Minnehaha and the Nebraskan, really happened. These, along with the Lusitania, are only a few of the Allied ships attacked or bombed that year. However, the Larkin is a fictional ship.

While several German diplomats in America were arrested in connection with espionage, passport fraud, and other crimes, most of them were apprehended later than this story’s timeframe. Otto van Wersten (“Kobold”) is a fictional character.

Erich Muenter’s (alias Frank Holt’s) bombing of the U.S. Senate reception room and subsequent shooting of J. P. Morgan were real, tragic events occurring in July 1915. The gathering of cryptographers by the U.S. government actually began a little later than this story. Room 20 at Trafton House is loosely modeled after Great Britain’s famous Room 40 at Bletchley Park in England. While Alfred Shuster and his cipher machine were slightly ahead of their time, such devices were already appearing in Europe, and it is not unreasonable that a clever mathematician would come up with such a machine at this time.

For more on the pre–World War I espionage in the country, you may want to read French Strother’s book, Fighting Germany’s Spies. If you have a deep interest in cryptography, I recommend David Kahn’s The Codebreakers and Fletcher Pratt’s Secret and Urgent as starting places.

For those readers who wish to try their hand at cracking a cipher, be sure you enter the drawing explained at the back of this book.

I love to hear from my readers. You can reach me in care of Summerside Press or at my Web site: www.susanpagedavis.com.

Susan


CHAPTER ONE
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Wednesday, January 27, 1915

Emma Shuster hurried across campus against the cold wind coming off Casco Bay. Most of the walkways had been shoveled, but a few students employed by the college worked to clear the last few stretches. Six inches of powdery snow draped the brick buildings in glittery icing, and Emma’s heart sang.

A man in a blue wool coat with epaulets on the shoulders and a peaked hat of the same hue approached the Searles Science Building from the opposite direction. Navy, Emma concluded—a fine-looking officer. She looked away before he could catch her eye.

He reached the door of the brick building just as Emma did. “Hello.” He smiled brightly and opened the door for her.

“Thank you.” As she entered, she tucked the large envelope she carried under her arm. She pulled off her knit gloves and headed for the stairs.

“Excuse me,” the man said.

She paused and turned toward him. “Yes?”

He unbuttoned his overcoat, revealing a uniform beneath. “I wonder if you could direct me to Professor Shuster’s office.”

Emma relaxed and smiled. “I’m just on my way up to see him, sir. If you’d like to follow me, I’ll take you there.” Her father was a navy veteran. She wondered what the young man wanted with him.

He followed her to the second floor, where they turned and took the next flight. Classes were in session, and they met no one in the halls. He walked beside her to the third floor landing. The handsome stranger towered nearly a foot over her.

She supposed she should break the silence if she didn’t wish to be thought rude. “Several of the mathematics and science professors have their offices up here.”

“Indeed. I expect the climb keeps them fit.” The young man smiled. “I’m John Patterson.”

“And you’re with the navy, Mr. Patterson?”

“Yes. Lieutenant, actually.”

They’d reached the door of her father’s office. Emma gave a quick knock and turned the knob. “Father, I’ve brought someone to—” With the door halfway open, she broke off with a gasp.

Her father’s slender form lay sprawled on the floor. Blood seeped onto the varnished oak boards and the papers strewn near him.

“Father!” She dropped her envelope on the floor and knelt beside him. Bending close, she touched his arm. The awful stillness of his body sent chills through her. A dry, fierce ache filled her throat. Pushing his shoulder slightly, she tried to speak again, but a sob wrenched her chest.

Patterson knelt on the other side and put a hand to the fallen man’s throat. After a moment, he reached across and gently touched Emma’s sleeve. “I’m sorry, ma’am.”

“No, no! He’s my father! We need to call a doctor.”

“I’m afraid there’s nothing a doctor could do for him.”

She wept then—great, hot tears splashing down her cheeks.

“Miss Shuster.” His quiet voice held authority she couldn’t ignore. “Come and sit down.”

Emma raised her hand to her mouth, staring at the blood. Her father had received a fatal wound—but how? She struggled to stand, but her knees buckled, and she grabbed the lieutenant’s outstretched arm.

He caught her as she wilted. “There, now. Let me help you.” He turned a wooden chair to face the door, holding her upright with his steel-like right arm. “Sit down, miss.”

Emma sank onto the chair and held her hands over her face.

“Can I get you anything?”

“No,” she managed. “Thank you. Just…please, see to Father. Make certain…”

“Only if you assure me you won’t topple out of that chair.”

“I—yes, thank you.” She pulled in a deep breath to prove it.

He left her side, and she shivered, even in her thick woolen coat. She wanted to look over her shoulder and see what Patterson did—to assure herself that she’d been mistaken and only imagined the ghastly scene.

She didn’t move.

The lieutenant came back, his jaw tense. “I’m sorry, Miss Shuster. I’m afraid it’s too late.”

A new sob worked its way up her throat.

He touched her shoulder, and the weight of his hand through her coat was oddly comforting. “We ought to call the police. Is there a telephone box nearby?”

She jerked her chin up and stared at him. His solemn brown eyes reassured her. “There’s a phone in the front office of this building, to the right of where we came in.”

“I’ll run down there and call for an officer. Will you be all right?”

She studied his face, wondering how he expected her to answer that. “I…don’t think so.”

“No, of course not.” He squeezed her shoulder lightly. “I’m so sorry, Miss Shuster. Would there be people in the other offices on this level?”

“Yes, probably.” She bit her lip. “Professor Fairleigh is across the hall, and Dr. Shaw is next door.”

“All right, I’ll be right back.”

He was at the door before she forced out a word. “Lieutenant—” His broad shoulders swung around, and the rest of his lanky form followed. “Yes, ma’am?”

She wanted to say, “Take me with you,” but she didn’t. Even if she couldn’t make herself look at Father again, she couldn’t leave him unattended. She shook her head and clenched her hands in her lap.

“I promise I won’t be long.”

She nodded.

His knocking on another door echoed in the hallway. The murmur of voices was followed by quick, heavy footsteps.

Short, sturdy Dr. Shaw appeared in the doorway. His gaze pinned Emma to her chair then shot past her. He gasped. “Good heavens! Whatever happened?”

“We don’t know, sir,” Patterson said. “If you would be so good as to go down and ask someone to phone the police…”

“Of course.” Dr. Shaw’s thick shoes clumped on the oak stairs.

Far away a bell chimed, and the hubbub of students exiting their classes wafted up the stairwell.

Emma raised her chin and blinked back tears.

Patterson stood ramrod straight, just inside the door, as though on guard duty.

“Thank you,” she said. Thank you for sending Dr. Shaw, and for not going yourself—but she couldn’t say that. She would much rather stay in the room with the grave young man than with the overbearing Dr. Shaw. Father had never gotten along with him, and their disagreement over number theory was legendary on campus.

“You’re welcome. And if there’s anything else…”

“If you are a man of faith, Lieutenant, I’d appreciate any prayers you could spare this morning.”

“You have them already. Miss Shuster, I sincerely regret what has happened. I’ll help you in any way I can.”

Her heart ached, and a fresh stream of tears bathed her face.

Patterson reached into a pocket and produced a spotless cotton handkerchief, folded and ironed into a perfect square. He placed it in her hand and pressed her fingers around it.

For a moment, the warmth of his hand spread to hers. “I don’t know what I’d have done if I’d walked in alone.” She unfolded the fabric and wiped her cheeks.
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An hour later, John entered the small, first-floor chamber where Miss Shuster sat with the dean’s secretary, Mrs. Whitson.

Emma huddled in a padded chair near the window with a full cup of tea cooling on the small table beside her. She’d removed her coat, hat, and scarf, and she looked small and vulnerable in her dark green dress.

She turned wide blue eyes up to him. Her face looked too puffy for her fine cheekbones. Dried tears mottled the creamy complexion he’d admired when he’d walked up the stairs with her—ages ago, it seemed.

He nodded to Mrs. Whitson and crossed to Emma’s chair. Her lips trembled. He couldn’t remain standing, looming over her. He went to one knee on the rug beside her.

“Miss Shuster, I’ve spoken to the police chief.”

“What can you tell me?” Her damp lashes lowered, hiding her reddened eyes.

“Chief Weaver will come and speak to you soon, but I’ve learned a few things about your father’s death.”

She shuddered, and he wished he’d cushioned his words.

Mrs. Whitson cleared her throat and rose. “Lieutenant, I shall give you and Miss Shuster some privacy.” She pulled over another chair, indicating that he should use it, not kneel before the bereaved young woman like an awkward suitor.

John rose and pulled the chair closer. “Thank you, ma’am. I’ll stay with her until Chief Weaver comes.”

Mrs. Whitson left the room.

He turned his attention back to Emma, who had made good use of his handkerchief and held it wadded in one hand.

“Did they discover how he…died?”

“The coroner is there now. I’m not sure he’s come to a conclusion about that. But the police are treating this as a crime.”

She winced, and it hurt him to know he’d made her difficult day a little harder, though she’d have learned that fact soon anyway. He’d leave it to Weaver to give her the details of the investigation.

“Is there anyone you’d like notified? Your mother…?”

“She’s been gone since I was seven.”

“I’m so sorry.”

She sniffed. “There are relatives…. Father’s sister…but I’ll let them know later—after I’ve spoken to the chief and had a chance to think.”

“Of course.” He held out a large envelope. “I retrieved this from your father’s office. The police chief said it was all right when I told him you’d carried it in with you this morning.”

“Thank you.” She tucked it between herself and the side of the armchair. “I’ve been helping Father with a private project he was working on.”

John inhaled and studied her face. “If I may address that topic, would that have been his banking project?”

“I beg your pardon.”

If nothing else, his comment had distracted her from the grisly scene upstairs.

“I’m speaking to you confidentially, of course. I’m assigned to the navy’s Signal Corps. My supervisor, Captain Waller, is an old friend of your father’s.”

“Captain Waller?” Emma blinked and nodded slowly. “I’ve heard Father speak of him. They served together in the Philippines, back in the war.”

“Yes, so I understand.” John looked toward the door to be sure it was securely shut. “The captain sent me here to speak to your father about a matter they’d discussed before—the possibility of Professor Shuster going back to work for the navy—”

“Father joining the navy again?”

“Not necessarily. The captain wanted to offer him a position with the Signal Corps. We have several civilians working there, and your father could have served in that capacity if he wished.”

She pushed back a strand of her light brown hair. “I don’t understand. What is it they wanted him to do?”

“To work in cryptography.”

She nodded, the light of comprehension in her eyes. “I see. But Father was happy here at Bowdoin College.”

“Captain Waller hoped the prospect of adventure would entice him away from his academic nest. Your father told him in confidence about the work he was doing for a banking corporation. Designing a system of encryption to help the bank make long-distance transactions securely, by telegraph transmissions.”

Her eyes widened. “I’m surprised Father would disclose even the nature of his work to anyone.”

“He and Waller were apparently close friends, and the captain has a deep interest in this type of work. In fact, during their military service together, they had reason to discuss it often. I telephoned the captain, and he has authorized me to discuss it with you.”

Again she nodded. She must know that during the war her father’s military assignment had included putting messages in code so the Spanish could not decipher them.

“Captain Waller would have come to Maine himself, but his duties prevented that, so he sent me with a private message for Mr. Shuster and instructions to persuade him to come to Washington if at all possible. Waller wanted him badly.”

“Are code makers needed so urgently then?”

“Ah, Miss Shuster, if only it were that easy. But you say you assisted your father on this assignment?”

“Yes, I’ve worked on the project with him since the beginning. It challenged him to his limits, but by God’s grace, he was able to find the solution needed by his employers. He was nearly finished.”

John nodded, thinking quickly over his instructions and how much he could reveal. “It’s not code makers we need just now, but code breakers.”

A rap at the door drew their attention. The oak panel swung open, and the chief of police entered. “Miss Shuster?”

“Yes.” Emma wobbled slightly as she stood, and John stepped nearer, in case she collapsed again.

“I’m Chief Weaver.” He closed the door and walked toward her. Emma extended her hand, and he shook it gravely. “I’m sorry about your father.”

“Thank you. Can you please tell me what happened?”

“As near as we can tell—and it’s early days yet, ma’am—someone surprised him when he came into the office this morning. The gunman may have been inside when he arrived, and—well, shot him.”

Emma caught her breath. “Surely someone would have heard the sound.”

“Not if the killer used something to muffle the report. Besides, I understand the professor came to his office early this morning, before there were many others in the building.”

“That’s true. He left the house about six thirty. Classes don’t begin until seven forty-five. He may very well have been the first one here.”

The chief took a small pad from his pocket and made a note. “The coroner says your father suffered a gunshot wound to his chest. That’s what killed him.”

Emma’s face paled, and John prayed silently as he watched her, ready to help.

“When you entered, you two were together?” the chief asked.

“Yes,” John said. “I met Miss Shuster when I came in and asked directions to the professor’s office. I had no idea she was his daughter at that time.”

Weaver scribbled in his notebook. “And who entered the room first?”

“I did,” Emma said. “I opened the door, and when I saw Father lying there, I ran inside. This gentleman was right behind me.”

“That’s right. As soon as I saw Professor Shuster, I hurried in and felt for a pulse. There was none. I got Miss Shuster into a chair and went for help. One of the other professors called your department for us.”

Weaver nodded. “Now, we’ve looked all around the room—under his desk and everything. We didn’t find a weapon.”

Emma said nothing but waited, her lips parted and her brow furrowed.

Weaver coughed. “That is to say, at this point, we don’t think it was a suicide.”

“Suicide! I should think not. That is the last thing Father would do.”

The chief held up his hand. “As I say, miss, we found no weapon. But we had to check, you understand.”

“Yes, I suppose so.”

“We’ve reached the conclusion that this was murder.”

John raised his arm, ready to catch her, but Emma didn’t waver this time. She drew a deep breath and squared her shoulders. “All right, sir. What do you intend to do about it?”


CHAPTER TWO
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“I’d be honored to drive you home, Miss Shuster,” John said two hours later, when the police had at last persuaded Emma to leave the science building. He didn’t like the thought of her walking home alone after her ordeal.

“Thank you, but it isn’t necessary. It’s less than half a mile, and I walk it frequently.”

“I’m sure you’d be fine, but you’ve had a severe shock and a tiring morning. I have a car just around the corner. Allow me this privilege.”

She gave in gracefully, and he offered his arm. She took it, letting her hand rest gently in the crook of his elbow as they walked along the snowy path to the car. He hoped they could get away quickly. The hearse would arrive any minute. She ought not to be present when they carried out her father’s body.

The air had warmed, and clumps of melting snow fell from the tree branches. The eaves of the college buildings wept as the sun warmed the roofs.

At the corner, they met several young men walking toward their classes. One of them detached himself from the group and hurried toward them. “Emma! How nice to see you this morning.”

He wore a fur hat and stood only a couple of inches taller than Emma. John could tell from the way the newcomer’s pupils expanded while gazing at her that he considered meeting her more than simply “nice.”

Emma slowed her steps. “Mr. Hibbert.” She swallowed hard.

The young man looked up at John and frowned. John schooled his features to remain neutral, but the other fellow’s mouth tightened.

“This is Lieutenant Patterson.” Emma turned to John. “May I present Mr. Clark Hibbert? He is assisting my father on his private project.”

“Pleased to meet you,” Hibbert said without offering his hand.

“I must get home,” Emma said.

Hibbert leaned toward her, as though his words were only for her ears. “I was hoping I’d see you at your father’s office.”

“Oh…no. Father…” She looked helplessly up at John.

Reading the signal from her eyes as clearly as he could a semaphore, he pulled his elbow, and her hand, a little tighter against his side. “I’m afraid there’s been a tragedy, Mr. Hibbert. Professor Shuster met with misfortune this morning.”

“What?” Hibbert stared at him blankly for a moment then at Emma. “What is he talking about? Emma, what’s happened?”

John said quietly, “If you please, sir, keep your voice down. The professor is dead. It will be all over Brunswick before the day is out, but we don’t wish to draw attention to Miss Shuster just now, do we?”

“I—no, certainly not.” Hibbert’s dark eyes searched Emma’s face frantically. “It can’t be true!”

“It is true.” Emma’s eyes glistened, and she gently tugged on John’s arm. “If you would please see me home now, Lieutenant.”

“Of course.”

“No, wait!” Hibbert seized Emma’s arm. “What about the project? What will happen now?”

“I don’t know. That’s a decision to be made by someone other than me. Now, please, let me go.”

John edged Emma past the stunned young man, toward the Model The’d rented at the local garage. He opened the passenger door for her and helped her up. After she arranged her long skirt, he closed the door and hurried to crank the engine. He glanced up the sidewalk. Hibbert had regained his mobility and strode down the path toward them. The engine caught, and John jumped into the driver’s seat. Without his customary period of warming up the motor, he eased the car away from the curb and drove down the street.

“Which way?”

Emma raised her chin and looked at him. “Oh, I’m sorry. Turn left down there.”

After performing the turn, he asked softly, “You lived with your father?”

“Yes. Father’s had the house since he came here to teach six years ago.”

He wondered what she would do now, but he didn’t raise the question. It was too soon. “Will you be all right tonight?”

“I expect so. I’ll call my aunt and uncle. They’ll probably drive over from Woolwich.”

“I’m staying at the inn in town tonight. If you don’t mind, I’ll check on you in the morning and see how you are doing.”

“I don’t mind.” Her eyes flickered toward him. “It doesn’t seem real yet.”

“No, I suppose not. The offer of my services was sincere. Please contact me if I can help with anything. I have room 14 at the inn.”

“Thank you. You’ve been most kind. Father went out the door this morning optimistic and contented.” She gave a little sigh that twisted his heart. “Turn right at the next corner.”

He swung the car into the cross street. “It’s been just you and the professor at the house then?”

“Yes. My mother died a long time ago—while Father was away to war.”

“How dreadful for you.”

She nodded. “I went to stay for a while with Aunt Althea and Uncle Gregory.”

“Are they the ones you said will come when you call them?”

“Yes. Their children are grown now. I’m sure Aunt Thea will want to come immediately.”

“She’ll help you with the arrangements?”

Emma pressed her lips together and nodded. After a moment she said, “There. The small brick house on the left.”

He pulled up in front of the house she indicated and went around to help her down from the car. As they walked toward the front entrance, she took a key from her pocket.

“I hate to leave you alone,” he confessed.

“I’ll be all right. Mrs. Whitson said the dean will call on me this evening, and I expect others will come around, too, as the word spreads.”

“Could you tell me a little more about the gentleman who spoke to us on the walkway?” John asked.

“Clark Hibbert?”

“Yes. You said he was helping your father.”

She inserted the key in the lock. “He’s an advanced student in engineering. I believe he graduated last year and is continuing his studies and tutoring new students. He’s been building the machine Father designed for the bankers.”

John’s pulse quickened. “What sort of machine?”

“Well, I…” She bit her lip. “Father was very secretive about it.”

“Of course. Forgive me.”

“No, it’s all right. You know about his work.”

“How long have you been working with your father?”

“A year and a half now—since I finished my degree at Smith and came home to live.”

“So, you know all about the ciphers he developed,” John said.

“Yes. This machine is for secure encryption of financial information—any message, really. But Father didn’t have the mechanical know-how to construct it, so he looked around for a student with the ability, and he found Clark.”

“And how has that worked out?”

“Fine, I suppose. Father drew some rudimentary sketches, showing how he envisioned it working, and Clark seemed able to translate that into a physical apparatus. You heard him say he’s nearly done with the project.” She sighed. “I suppose I’ll have to contact the bankers tomorrow. I ought to have brought home Father’s files.”

“The police will keep the office locked up until they’re done investigating. I doubt you’ll be able to go inside for a few days.”

“Oh. Then I’ll just have to wait.”

“Yes. You need to rest and take care of the arrangements. And if I may be of service…I could perhaps drive you to any appointments you find necessary tomorrow morning.”

“Thank you. I’ll know more after I speak to my aunt. You’ve been a great deal of help.”

She extended her hand, and he held it for a moment, gazing down at her.

Even in her grief-stricken state, she held an appealing air of grace. Her face was well-formed, though not beautiful. A single woman living on the campus of an all-male college. Why wasn’t she married yet? Of course, she’d gone away to further her own education, and she’d chosen an exclusively female school. Now that she’d returned, most of the students might consider her too old for them and perhaps too intellectual—though Clark Hibbert had practically salivated in her presence. Probably many more like him haunted the halls of Bowdoin.

He realized he’d been staring. “Good day, Miss Shuster. It’s been a delight to meet you, though I regret the circumstances.”

“Thank you.” She went inside and closed the door.

John walked briskly back to his car. Emma Shuster had backbone. Within the last year, he’d gone to England, France, and Belgium as an observer for the navy’s Signal Corps. In his travels, he’d met many smart young women, but he hadn’t met a girl he admired quite so much. Yes, Emma had wavered at the first shock, but since then, she’d held up, insisting that the police tell her what they knew. He’d stood by her and championed her right to know, yet tried to shield her from the harshest details.

She was the first woman he’d met who knew how complex ciphers worked. That brought a smile to his face. He’d planned to head back to Washington early in the morning. Instead, he would check in with Captain Waller by telephone this afternoon and offer his services to Emma in the morning. Until he knew more about Shuster’s work—and his daughter’s expertise—he would go nowhere.
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For a long time Emma sat on the parlor sofa, weeping silently and soaking up her tears with a stack of fresh handkerchiefs. At last, she stirred and fixed a pot of tea. She opened the icebox, knowing she ought to eat something. After a moment, she closed the door and went to the breadbox. A cornmeal muffin would do.

After her meager repast, she steeled herself to call Aunt Thea. It was now past three o’clock, and the house was chilly. She used that as an excuse to put off the telephone call for another ten minutes while she descended to the cellar and stoked the coal furnace.

She couldn’t delay any longer. Already her relatives would wonder why she’d waited so long to notify them. She went to the dining room, where the telephone was mounted between two windows, and lifted the earpiece.

Less than a minute later, her aunt greeted her. Althea Meyer had married a man who emigrated from Germany as a boy and still spoke the language. Unlike the Shusters, the professor’s sister and her family sometimes spoke German in their home.

“Aunt Thea, it’s Emma.”

“Emma, leibchen, how are you?”

“I’m—not so well, Auntie.”

“What is wrong, child?”

The fist-sized lump had reclaimed its place in her throat. She gulped and fished in her pocket for the latest handkerchief. “It’s Father. He…”

“What now?”

“I—he…” Emma sucked in a whoosh of air. “He’s dead, Auntie.”

Stark silence hovered for a good five seconds. She almost spoke again, when her aunt at last responded.

“Did you say dead? My brother is dead?”

“Yes.”

A muffled chattering reached Emma through the instrument she held to her ear. She supposed Aunt Thea had covered the mouthpiece with her hand and was telling Uncle Gregory.

“Emma?” His deep, stern tone came over the wire.

“Hello, Uncle Gregory.”

“What is this? Your father has met with an accident?”

“No accident, I fear. Someone has killed him.”

“What?” Uncle Gregory went off into a string of rapid German.

“No, no, not here at home,” Emma said, trying to follow his words. “He was at his office. Yes, the police are looking into it.”

Her aunt came back on the line. “I’m sorry, Emma. This is such a shock. What is being done, child? Did you speak to the undertaker?”

Emma sobbed and wiped her face again. “Yes. Father’s being taken to a mortuary here in town. I’m going there tomorrow to settle the arrangements.”

“We must come right away.”

“I don’t want to trouble you…”

“Nonsense! Of course we’ll come. Will you be all right tonight? We can come tomorrow.”

“Yes, that’s fine. I’ll expect you.”

“Good. I shall pack tonight. And we must get someone to keep the dogs—unless you think we could—”

“I think that would be best,” Emma said quickly. The two huge Alsatians would crowd her out of her snug little parlor and leave dog hair all about to be swept away daily. “Isn’t Herman home? Surely he could keep the dogs.”

“No, he’s gone to Boston with a friend. Don’t worry—I’ll speak to your uncle about it. He’ll find a place for them.”

By the time they’d settled a few more details of the visit, Emma felt a bit claustrophobic. She loved her kin and was grateful for all they’d done for her in her childhood, but Uncle Gregory’s hearty presence and Aunt Thea’s fretting always made her feel she was being stifled in an airless box. At least their youngest son, Herman, was away and wouldn’t arrive with them tomorrow.

“Aunt Thea,” she ventured, “if it’s too much trouble for you to get away tomorrow, come the next day. I’m leaning toward putting the services off until Monday, and—”

“No, no! You mustn’t be there alone. We will come tomorrow and stay until the service is over. Look for us by noon.”

“All right.”

“Such a shock!” Aunt Thea went off into a wail of despair, and Emma gritted her teeth.

A metallic rapping sounded, and she turned toward the front entrance. “I must go. Someone is calling on me. I expect the dean of the college this evening, but perhaps he came early.”

Glad for an excuse to end the conversation, she replaced the earpiece and hurried to the door.

The college president and the dean stood on the steps in their long wool overcoats and fur hats.

“Miss Shuster,” the dean said in appropriately somber tones, “may we come in?”

“Of course.” She stepped aside, slightly intimidated by their formal demeanor.

“I hope you’re not alone this evening,” President Mason said, looking about the dim entry.

Emma hadn’t had time to light the lamps, and the rooms lay in shadows. “Thank you for coming. Won’t you come into the parlor?” She hurried to draw the curtains and light the kerosene lamp.

“Do you have a chaperone?” the dean asked.

She paused with a safety match in her hand. “Why, no, not at this moment, but my aunt and uncle will arrive before noon tomorrow. They’ll stay out the week with me.”

“Then we shan’t stay but a moment,” the dean said.

“My dear Miss Shuster,” Mason began, eyeing her paternally, “we wanted you to know how much the college has appreciated your father’s service.”

“Thank you.” She adjusted the flame and turned to face them.

Neither made a move to remove his coat.

“Shocking affair,” said the dean. “We’ve never had such a thing happen on the grounds before.”

President Mason nodded. “Shameful. Of course, we invite you to stay here until after the funeral services.”

Emma blinked at him. “Here?”

“In the house.”

“Oh.” Her heart plummeted. She hadn’t considered that aspect of her newfound situation. Of course the house belonged to the college.

The dean coughed. “We’ll get someone to cover your father’s classes for the next few weeks, but we’ll need to hire another mathematics professor as soon as possible.”

“Yes, and when we do, regrettably…” Mason couldn’t quite meet her gaze. “We’ll need to have your father’s office and living quarters available.”

“Of course.”

“I’m so sorry,” the dean said. “Please don’t feel pressured about it. We’ll let you know when we have a prospect and will need the accommodations.”

Emma’s lips trembled. “Thank you.”

“Indeed.” Mason shifted from one foot to the other. “Well, we should get along. Be assured of our sympathy, Miss Shuster. If you need anything, please contact my office.”

She showed them out and resisted the urge to collapse on the sofa. With the Meyers arriving tomorrow, she had much to do. She went upstairs and took clean linens from the hall closet. For a moment she stood in the doorway to her father’s chamber, storing the image of his most personal space in her memory. This room would never be the same.

Quickly she stripped the bed and made it up again with clean linens, then carried the dirty sheets out and dropped the heap on the landing. She went back to the bedroom and shuffled Father’s clothing to one side of the closet rod, leaving space for her aunt and uncle to hang their things. She would have time later to think about what to do with Father’s clothes. Perhaps Aunt Thea would help her with that. She started to shut the closet door, but paused and reached for the sleeve of his gray wool jacket. Tears sprang into her eyes. She would not give in to them now.

Hurrying out into the hallway, she decided to take a quick inventory in the small room her father had used as a den. Before the confusion of the funeral arrangements and visitors began, she wanted to know where all of Father’s notes on the cipher project lay.

She paused at his desk and picked up the small, framed photograph of them together at Old Orchard Beach. The memory of that pleasant summer day was one she treasured. She wiped away a tear, set the picture aside, and opened a drawer.

A few minutes’ work rewarded her. She found two notebooks and a folder of papers pertaining to the project and carried them to her own room. Careful perusal told her that she had the most important papers in her hands. Were these the only ones that had remained here in the house? Were there more at his campus office? The ones she’d just found held the most vital part of his research and the plan for the bank’s cipher.

Emma held the notebooks to her chest for a moment. Was this her father’s most important work? And was this the reason he’d been killed? She’d felt relief that her aunt and uncle would leave her alone this one night, while she came to terms with Father’s untimely death, but now a shadow of fear darkened her spirit. If someone wanted Father’s research badly enough to kill him for it, might he not also come here looking for it? Was she in danger, here in the snug little house she loved so much? She shivered and bundled the papers into a hat box, which she shoved to the back of her wardrobe.

As she went downstairs to check all the locks, her thoughts flitted to the tall lieutenant who’d arrived on campus this morning. Was it a coincidence that he’d come in time to share with her the worst moment of her life?

Her cheeks flushed as she reviewed the scene. Patterson had seen her in her weakest, most vulnerable moment. Sharing such a personal time of crisis with a strange man had added to her distress. If she’d had a choice, she would have hidden all emotion from those around her, but he’d seen her shock, her helplessness, and her grief. So many men had surrounded her—policemen, college officials. She wasn’t used to being the center of activity like that. And yet, Patterson had acted the perfect gentleman. Without his presence, her grim discovery would have been much harder. She accepted his arrival today as a gift from God.

The reminder of God’s care put her more at ease as she prepared for bed. Her heavenly Father would never leave her. He would watch over her during this difficult night alone.


CHAPTER THREE
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Thursday, January 28, 1915

John called Captain Waller again from a telephone box in the hotel lobby the next morning. “Nothing new since last night, sir.”

“Be sure to express my deepest regrets to Miss Shuster,” Waller said.

“I will, sir. I’m heading over to her house now.”

“I regret we didn’t bring her father here sooner. The man was a cryptographic genius.” Waller sighed. “I’ll miss my friend.”

“I’m sorry I didn’t get to meet him,” John said.

“I don’t know where we’ll find another man as knowledgeable on the topic. Well, find out all you can, Patterson, especially about that machine he designed. And bring with you any papers you can get his daughter to release.”

Waller had envisioned Professor Shuster bringing a fresh approach to the Navy Signal Corps. Radio had made it possible for combatants to intercept their opponents’ messages, and a more secure system of communication was needed.

Losing Shuster’s abilities was tragic, but the greater part of John’s sadness was for Emma. She had loved her father deeply, and he’d been brutally torn from her.

“Might I stay here in Brunswick until after the funeral, sir?”

“When is it?”

“I’m not certain yet.”

“I’d hoped you could catch a train to Boston today. They’ve found another of those cargo bombs on a ship there. Thank God it was discovered before the ship sailed.”

John did some quick thinking. “If I help Miss Shuster this morning, perhaps I could get to Boston by evening.”

“Do it if you can. Of course I want you to assist her. And if you settle things quickly in Boston, maybe you can get back up there in time for the service. Wish I could be there myself. I’ll send flowers.”

When John got to the house, Emma opened the door with a tremulous smile. “Lieutenant Patterson, it’s kind of you to come again. I rose late this morning and am just finishing my breakfast. May I offer you a cup of tea?”

“That would be terrific.” He followed her to the kitchen. She had dressed in a gray suit and white blouse, not quite mourning attire but probably the closest she owned. She’d looked much prettier yesterday in the green dress. Her complexion was made for vibrant colors. “Were you able to contact your aunt and uncle?”

“Yes. They’ll be here by noon. And the police chief has promised to come by after lunch to keep me abreast of his department’s investigation.”

John took the chair she indicated. “I hope they find out soon who did this.”

“So do I.” She lifted the brown teapot from the table and poured out a strong cup of tea for him. “Sugar or cream?”

“Both, thank you.”

As John doctored his tea, she sat down and resumed eating. Her delicate hands moved without wasted motion, and she had soon eaten the last few bites on her plate. She sipped her tea. “I plan to go to the mortuary this morning.”

“Allow me to take you.”

Her cheeks colored. Had she hoped he would renew his offer?

“I’d like that.”

John leaned toward her across the table. “I spoke with Captain Waller yesterday, and again this morning. He was most saddened by the news of your father’s death. He asked me to express his condolences.”

“Thank you. That’s kind of you both.”

“I’m sorry to intrude on your life at such a distressful time.” “I’m glad you were with me, as I said yesterday. You were very supportive.”

He almost smiled at that, recalling how he’d held her up when she’d threatened to crumple.

A few minutes later, Emma donned her coat, gloves, and a dark red woolen hood that added the color she needed. He doubted she realized how it complemented her features.

They went out to his car. Sunlight sparkled on the crusty snow. The thick layer had shrunk and settled but still blanketed the ground.

“I don’t know what you’re planning for services,” he said as he drove toward the funeral home, “but the captain authorized me to arrange a naval detail if you would like it.”

“I’d like that very much.”

“Four men can come to stand in their dress uniforms—two at the door of the hall and one at either side of the casket. The men can fold the flag and present it to you before the casket is removed from the church.”

She nodded. “Perhaps I should wait for my aunt to come before finalizing the details, but the undertaker was most anxious to meet with me, and I think I’d really rather make these decisions myself. Father did not like ostentation. I’m afraid his sister, if given free rein, would turn the occasion into something he would find distasteful.”

“Then you should plan it now.”

She turned her deep blue eyes on him. “I’m glad you and Captain Waller suggested giving him military honors. Father’s service in the navy meant a lot to him, and this will be much nicer than anything Aunt Thea would come up with.”

“The captain spoke of Mr. Shuster’s loyalty and patriotism. He also said your father was a genius.”

“I’ve always thought so.”

John pulled up before the funeral home. “Are you ready to go in, or would you like a minute?”

She inhaled deeply. “Let’s go in.”

An hour later, he drove back to her street. Emma had retained her poise during the interview, and John felt she’d made wise decisions—economical, but befitting her father’s position. On the ride home she looked out the side window, hardly speaking, and he was reluctant to break her reverie.

As they approached her house, he spotted a black car parked before it. The driver’s door opened, and a large man climbed out.

“It appears that Chief Weaver is here early,” he said.

When he’d parked, Emma got out and greeted the chief.

“Hello,” Weaver said. “Your neighbor called. She saw a man poking about your back door and peering in windows, so I drove over.”

“What?” Emma stared at him for a moment then hurried up the steps. As she unlocked the door, John and the chief joined her on the porch.

“By the time I got here, no one was about,” Weaver said, “but I found footprints in the snow around the side and back of the house.”

Emma hurried inside, her face flushed. She strode through the rooms on the lower level and came back to where the men stood in the entry. “Nothing seems disturbed.”

“Would you like me to check upstairs and in the cellar, to be sure?” Weaver asked.

“That’s probably a good idea,” she said.

John unbuttoned his coat. “I can check the cellar if you wish, and I’ll build up the fire in the furnace for you.”

“Thank you.” Emma turned to Weaver. “My aunt and uncle will be here momentarily.”

“That’s good. You shouldn’t be alone right now. I’ll take a look, and then I’ll tell you how things are going in our investigation.” He mounted the stairs.

“I’m sure everything will be all right,” John said.

Emma nodded, but her brow remained wrinkled. She showed him the light switch, and he went down into the shadowy basement.

A thorough look around assured him no one hid in the coal bin or behind the furnace. He set about loading the firebox.

When he emerged a few minutes later, he could hear Weaver’s voice from in the parlor. He paused in the kitchen and built up the fire in the cook stove. Once the blaze was going well, he walked toward the parlor.

Emma looked up as he reached the doorway. “Please come in, Lieutenant. The chief has just given me some more distressing news.”
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Emma found John Patterson’s presence unexpectedly comforting. On her invitation, he entered the parlor and sat down opposite the police chief.

“I was just telling Miss Shuster that some of her father’s files seem to be missing,” Weaver said.

“Oh? I didn’t see any disarray in his office yesterday—other than where he had fallen, of course.”

“My men have turned out the entire room today. They found it very curious that one drawer of his files was empty. I’ve described its location to Miss Shuster, and she tells me it was where the professor kept his notes and correspondence concerning a private contract he was working on for a banking firm.”

Emma glanced at John. Once before, she’d felt that he’d read her thoughts by studying her eyes. Could he do it again?

He nodded almost imperceptibly and turned to the chief. “I’m aware of the project.”

“Ah. Then it wasn’t confidential?”

“Why would a mathematics professor’s work be confidential?”

The chief eyed him thoughtfully. “You said you arrived yesterday from Washington to visit Professor Shuster.”

“Actually, I was on my way to the shipyard in Bath, and my supervisor asked me to stop in and greet his old friend. He and Mr. Shuster served together in the Spanish-American War.”

“Aha.”

The chief didn’t seem entirely convinced that Patterson had told him the whole story, but Emma was glad the lieutenant hadn’t mentioned that her father’s project involved cryptography. Perhaps she should have told Weaver herself, but she felt that would be a betrayal. Her father had guarded the information zealously.

She wondered if the empty drawer in his office was where the papers she’d hidden last night were stored when he took them to the campus. How could she ever know if something else was missing? An in-depth study of the papers she had in hand—those in the hat box and the ones she’d had in the envelope when she discovered her father’s body—might help. She could recall several parts of the project she had worked on, but she wasn’t certain she’d seen all of it.

The hope had grown in her over the past twenty-four hours that she could gather all his notes, finish his project, and deliver it as planned to the bankers. If it became known what type of work her father had been doing, that might lengthen the police investigation and keep her from being able to close out the project. Of course, that was assuming his notes were intact. Were more missing that she would never recover?

The police chief turned his attention back to the matter at hand. “Well, the professor’s files on this banking project appear to have been stolen. At least, they were not in his office when my men arrived on the scene yesterday.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.” John didn’t look at Emma but said smoothly, “And do you have any leads in the investigation, sir?”

“Unfortunately, not yet. Too many people had access to the building. But we’ve got several crackerjack men on the case.” Weaver nodded firmly in Emma’s direction. “Don’t you worry, miss. We’ll find the killer.”

Emma tried not to let her doubt show on her face. If some of her father’s files on the cipher project had indeed been stolen and he was murdered for them, then the killer had probably long since crossed the Maine border.

Still, the police chief’s probing about the time of John’s arrival brought back her own vague doubts. Could John’s appearance possibly be connected to her father’s murder? And was she entirely too trusting? Somehow she couldn’t look too closely at those questions. John had helped her so much, she wanted to believe in him without reservation.

When Weaver left, she looked at the clock. Perhaps she had a few minutes left with Lieutenant Patterson before Aunt Thea and Uncle Gregory arrived. “I’m sorry, but I need to put on some potatoes for lunch. You are welcome to join me in the kitchen while I do it.”

“I’d like that, if you’re sure I’m not intruding. And don’t apologize.”

She felt her cheeks flush as she turned toward the kitchen. The stove ticked, and her teakettle steamed cheerfully. “You built the cook fire too. How can I thank you?”

“It was nothing.”

She smiled as she tied on her apron. Surely her faith in him was not misplaced. She went to her vegetable bin to choose half a dozen potatoes—more than they’d need, but she liked to have plenty when Uncle Gregory was a guest. Did she dare ask the lieutenant to join them?

She searched through her utensil drawer for a paring knife. “Will you stay to eat with us?” Her pulse thrummed when she’d said it, and she felt an uncertain guilt. Ought she to be thinking of how handsome a man was when her father lay dead at the mortuary? Disgraceful, her aunt would call it.

“I mustn’t. I’m already later starting out than I’d planned, but thank you for the invitation. I’m glad I was able to speak to the police chief again.”

“Yes.” She found the knife and turned to face him. “Thank you for not telling him about Father’s ciphers. I was of two minds—whether to explain, which could help the police find Father’s killer, or to keep quiet, which might prolong the life of the project.”

“But if your father’s files were taken…”

She frowned. “Yes. I want to thoroughly search the house. Father usually kept the project files here, not at the office, though he sometimes took papers over there to work on between classes. I doubt he’d have left them there overnight. He was a stickler at keeping them secret and safe. I’ve gathered up some from his study, but I’m not certain I have everything.”

“The envelope you had with you yesterday—”

“I was working on a portion of it for him after he went to work. I needed to ask him a question, so I put the papers in an envelope and walked over to his office.”

John nodded. “I thought that might be part of the cipher project.”

“Yes. And last night I removed some papers from his den upstairs.”

“Then you don’t think anything of significance was stolen from his office?”

She sighed. “There could be more I didn’t know were there.”

“Where did he keep the blueprints for the machine?”

Emma paused with a potato in one hand and the knife in the other. “I’m not sure there were any blueprints. He made sketches. Clark must have them. He’s been constructing the machine to Father’s specifications.”

John nodded with a faraway look in his eyes.

What was he thinking? The project was for the bankers, not for the navy.

An imperious knocking reverberated through the house.

She arched her eyebrows at Patterson. “That’s Uncle Gregory, to be sure. You must meet him and Aunt Althea.”

“I’d like to. And then I should be off. I need to return the car and catch a train.”

They went to the entry, and Emma opened the door. She tried to see her family through his eyes. Large, blustery Uncle Gregory shook Patterson’s hand vigorously while his eyes roved the young man’s face. Trying to size him up, no doubt. Emma could see that she’d have to assure them later that John was not a suitor.

Aunt Thea, short and plump, swooped on the lieutenant. “Are you a friend of Emma’s?”

“Yes, ma’am, albeit a new friend,” Patterson said. “I was with her yesterday when she learned of her father’s death.”

Again he showed diplomacy, and Emma was glad. She hadn’t told them she’d discovered the body, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to.

“I’m sorry you’ve lost your brother, ma’am,” Patterson said gravely.

“Thank you.” Aunt Thea squinted up at him. “Are you from this area?”

“No, ma’am. I was here on business, and I must leave you almost at once. I have a long trip ahead of me.”

“That’s your car out front?” Uncle Gregory asked.

“Rented, sir.”

“Ach.” Uncle Gregory eyed him for another long moment.

Patterson turned and extended his hand to Emma. “Good day, Miss Shuster. I’ll be back on Saturday if at all possible, for the funeral.”

“What?” Aunt Thea screeched. “I thought the funeral was Monday. You said Monday, leibchen.”

“I know, but Saturday turned out to be more convenient.”

“I told all the children. They will come too late.”

“Then we’ll call them all again, and I shall set them straight.” Emma took her aunt’s arm. “Come now. Let me take your wraps. I’ve got lunch cooking.”

John threw her a tight smile and edged toward the door. “Good day, ma’am. Sir. Miss Shuster.”

Emma took her aunt’s coat and hung it in the closet. “Uncle Gregory, don’t you want to take your coat off?”

“Not until I get the dogs from the car.”

Emma stared at him and counted silently to ten.
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