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			For the secret keepers

			• • •
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			•

			Jakob

			First things first: a riddle.

			A traveler crosses a border into enemy territory. We’re talking ages ago—ancient times, warring kingdoms, that sort of thing. The traveler is stopped by soldiers. It’s their job to make sure no one carries any secret messages. They search the man, strip him bare, run fingers through his hair.

			The man is clean. He pulls on his clothes, goes on his way.

			But he does have a hidden message.

			Where? I’ve given you a clue.

			No, it’s not in his brain. And not in his body, though that can work. It’s a classic spy trick. There’s this story from the American Revolution where a British spy is caught sneaking through American lines. The Yanks suspect him of carrying secrets. They force him to drink some horrid potion, and next thing you know the poor chap’s evacuating from both ends. Sure enough, out pops a silver bullet. This is no ordinary bullet—it’s hollow and can be unscrewed. Inside is a tiny folded note.

			But our traveler carries no such spy gadget. Our man continues his journey. He walks for hours. Finally, deep in the woods, at an agreed-upon spot, he meets a rebel leader, an ally of his own king. The traveler asks for a very sharp knife. He lifts the blade to his head…and begins to shave off his hair.

			The secret message is written on his scalp.

			I’ll never forget telling my sister this one. Lizzie was six or seven, and for weeks she ordered every adult she saw to bend down so she could search their head for hidden writing. She informed Mr. Davies, our neighbor across the hall, that he could never, ever be a spy.

			“Why not?” he wished to know.

			She said, “Because you have no hair.”

			Davies was terribly put out. Maybe he dreamed of becoming a spy. Maybe he was one. It’s possible—a nice head of hair is not required these days. You see, people have come up with better ways to send secrets than writing them on each other’s heads.

			Of course, the more cunningly the secrets are hidden, the harder people like me will work to find them.
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			•

			Lizzie

			Allow me to explain something.

			I’m lying.

			And surprisingly, I’m quite good at it. I never imagined that at the age of fourteen I’d excel at deception. But these days, many things surpass even my robust imagination. England on the brink of German invasion, for one thing. The sweaty man in front of me, for another.

			“Apologies, Mr. Fleetwood. I didn’t realize I’d walked us so far today.”

			That was one of the lies, of course. The walk was a death dash. A ploy to ensure he’d be positively exhausted when we boarded the ship and entered our cabin.

			Fleetwood, my chaperone for the voyage, heaves his bloated and blistered trotters into a pan of water. Remarkably small feet for such a wide frame. He mops a line of sweat from his brow, his face so flush with pink, it resembles a glazed holiday ham.

			“Oh, goodness. Gran made no mention of your foot ailment,” I tell him.

			“I’ve no ailment. And you will report no such thing to your grandmother. I simply wasn’t prepared for a march around the whole of Liverpool.” He loosens his tie, settling in with a drink.

			“Perhaps you can understand my melancholy,” I say, placing my suitcase where he’ll be certain to trip over it. “Today is the last I’ll see of England before we sail for America.”

			“And whose fault is that?” he bellows, wagging a finger toward the ceiling of our cabin.

			“Hitler’s fault.” I nod dutifully. “This war is Hitler’s fault. My displacement, Hitler’s fault. This gas mask I carry at all times”—I raise my voice for full effect—“Hitler’s fault!”

			That’s the reply he wants.

			Please note that I do not include the words “I think.” Because I do not think. I know.

			Another benefit of the sage age of fourteen: There are many things you just know. Like the terrible truth that many British men who leave for the war will die in the war. Or the fact that Mr. Fleetwood enjoys one too many nips of Old Schenley. When I share things like that, people often say, “My, aren’t you precocious, Elizabeth.”

			But let’s be honest, shall we? When adults tell a child or a teenager that they’re precocious, what they’re really saying is, “Please don’t say that aloud.”

			But I say most things aloud.

			I prefer being straightforward. My older brother, Jakob, used to be straightforward. Before Willa disappeared, that is. Willa is our mother. Killed in a bomb blast, they told us. A falsity I refuse to accept. I no longer refer to her as Mother because she’s not currently here to “mother” me. So it’s easier, and hurts less, to call her by her first name.

			Precocious? Probably.

			Willa is American. From a posh place called Cleveland. Some say that explains why I’m so straightforward, because I’m half American. They say the word “American” as if it’s scandalous. I love that. Willa loved it too.

			Of course, someday I’ll make it to America and meet genuinely scandalous girls. I imagine Cleveland to be a pond well stocked. But I’ve never been to America. As I grew up, Gran always came to London because Willa was constantly working. And now Gran thinks I’m rushing to join her in Cleveland. So does her estate steward, the yeasty-footed Mr. Fleetwood.

			But I’m not. Of course I’m not.

			Willa is the only parent Jakob and I have left. I made a pledge to uncover the truth about her disappearance. I told my brother as much in my correspondence. But Jakob hasn’t responded to any of the letters that I’ve sent to the curious address he provided. I’ve heard nothing from him—for over three months. First Willa disappears and now my brother. I refuse to leave England until I determine their whereabouts.

			“Mr. Fleetwood, would you like to join me for a stroll on deck before we depart?”

			“No, no,” he replies. “I’ve just poured a drink.”

			“Yes, probably best to rest your legs. It’s a small ship, but so lovely of Gran to book such a large suite, don’t you think?” I continue to chatter, as I’ve learned it tires him. “Will you be able to endure the discomfort? I hesitate to leave you.” I place a hand to my chest. “Even for a moment.”

			“I’m fine!” he insists. His footbath is now pinked by the weep of his blisters. Perfect.

			“All right. I’d like to wave my hankie as we set sail. A transatlantic voyage to escape German invasion. It’s all so exciting!” I gush. “I’ll return and unpack my suitcase as soon as we depart.”

			“Very good, Elizabeth.”

			I exit the cabin. Turn the corner in the hallway. Pull a deep breath.

			And then I run.

			As fast as I possibly can, dodging a luggage steward, vaulting over suitcases, and picking up speed midair. I dash down one staircase, then another, taking the final five steps in a single airborne leap. I land, rump first, on what appears to be a gilded box owned by a pinch-faced peacock of a woman.

			“My hat!” she exclaims.

			“I do apologize,” I say, removing my backside from the squash of her box. “But I’m in a terrible hurry.” And then I’m off again.

			“Young lady!” bellows the peacock. “Young lady, what on earth are you doing?”

			Her voice fades as I see my target exit.

			What am I doing?

			I’m lying. And escaping.

			And honestly, I do feel a bit bad about it. It was much too easy. Poor “Feetwood,” as my brother calls him.

			Clearly, he has no experience with teenagers.

			Clearly, he has no idea what I’m about to accomplish.

			Clearly, he is a very poor chaperone.

			Because the steamship will sail for America.

			But I’ll be racing back to London when it does.
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			Jakob

			I stumble down the train station stairs and sprint along the platform, chasing the moving cars like the world’s scrawniest adventure hero. Lunging for a door, I leap on board, trip, and tumble into the lap of a seated gentleman.

			“Lovely afternoon,” I say.

			The man offers an irritated hmph and returns to his newspaper.

			I leave the gent to his reading and start down the corridor in search of a seat. I’m sweating. I’m panting.

			And I’m wondering what my sister has done this time.

			Here’s what I do know. Lizzie is supposed to be on her way to America. For some reason, she didn’t go. Instead, she showed up at the London address I use for mail—asking for me. And so I’m to go fetch her. Those were the Colonel’s exact words when I was called to his office this morning.

			“Fetch, sir?” I asked. He clearly does not know my sister.

			“Fetch her, yes,” the Colonel snapped. “Which part of that order is unclear? And for heaven’s sake, keep her quiet until you get back.”

			“I’ll try.”

			“What have you told her about your work here?”

			“Nothing, sir,” I said, my voice coming out rather higher pitched than I’d like. “I gave her the address we were told to use. The false one, in London. She’s written me a few times, but I’ve been so busy, and if I’m honest, we haven’t been close in a long—”

			He’d already returned to the paperwork on his desk. Conversation over.

			So I ran to the train station, and now I’m on my way to fetch Lizzie. What’ll I say to her? How can I possibly prepare her for the strange place I’m going to take her to?

			I can’t. I know that. Unless I want to be shot for treason.

			From London’s Euston Station, I take a taxi to the Foreign Office, a block-long building of white stone. The driver agrees to wait. I run up the stairs and into the soaring entryway. I’m directed up to an office on the third floor. The door of the room is open.

			And there she is.

			Those flashing eyes. The wiry frame and electrified brown hair. What is she now, fourteen?

			Also, who is that poor man in the brown suit?

		


		
			4

			•

			Lizzie

			A middle-aged man in a baggy brown suit sits at a desk. He looks as if he could weep of frustration.

			“I’m simply saying, sir, that an ill-fitting suit—it does a man no favors.”

			“Shouldn’t you be in school somewhere?” he scoffs.

			“My school was evacuated to Berkshire. I’ll miss my friends, but I’m quite keen for a new adventure. My grandmother summoned me to Cleveland, but that ship has sailed, you see. Pun intended.”

			A stick figure with a mop of brown curls appears in the doorway. My brother.

			“Jakob!” I exclaim, vaulting from the chair with relief. I throw my arms around him and squeeze. “Goodness, you’re thin. A duck’s leg has more meat on it.”

			“You’re the brother?” the man asks. “About bloody time!”

			“Yes. Jakob Novis. It took me a bit. I came from…had to travel from…”

			“I know where you came from,” the man growls.

			“Well, I don’t. Where did you come from?” I ask. My brother shoots me a silencing glare.

			The man looks Jakob up and down and so do I. He’s taller than I remember but still has a boyish face. His trousers and jacket are wrinkled. Tie poorly knotted. Faint gray crescents ring his tired brown eyes, and his bedraggled curls are longer than usual. Has he been sleeping on the street?

			The desk man is not overly impressed. “I see they employ children now.”

			“I’m nineteen, sir.”

			“Bully for you. Perhaps someday you’ll even shave.”

			Jakob reaches to touch his hairless chin.

			“Yes, he looks young for his age. Always has,” I say. “But be on your guard. He’s quietly brilliant. He’ll take you down in chess. Three moves.”

			“Yes, well,” says Jakob, ignoring me. “I was instructed to fetch my sister.”

			“Excuse me?” My hands shift to my hips. “Fetch?”

			“She showed up hours ago,” the man says. “Asking for you. Asking endless questions. Making herself a perfect nuisance.”

			“Yes,” my brother sighs. “She does that.”

			“What was I supposed to do, Jakob? You never answered my letters.”

			“I’ve been a bit busy.”

			It stings. My brother is too busy to care? He thinks I’m a nuisance?

			“D’you know,” the man grouses, “I could file a report. I stepped out for a moment, came back, and found her rummaging through the drawers of my desk. Outrageous!”

			“What’s outrageous, sir, is your lack of organization. I’ve made dramatic improvements to your pencil tray.” I turn to Jakob. “You say you’ve been busy. Busy doing what?”

			My brother looks to the office man, then back to me. “We have to go. I’ve got to get back,” he says.

			“Back where?” I ask. No reply.

			I turn to the baggy man. “You see, this is what I was telling you. My brother used to be a bookish but chatty boy. Very bright. Skipped ahead two whole grades. Awkward but lovable.”

			“I assure you, miss, I’ve no interest—”

			“But now he’s become so distant,” I charge on. “Cryptic. A positive enigma.”

			Jakob gasps, slamming his hand against a filing cabinet. A stack of folders tumbles to the floor.

			The man drops his head into his hands.

			“My apologies, sir. We’ll be leaving now,” says my brother. He storms out of the building, and I run to follow.

			“Jakob, what in the world is wrong with you?” I shout as we race down the stairs. “Jakob, wait!”
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			Jakob

			We get into the waiting taxi, and I give the driver the address of our family’s flat.

			“Jakob, why are you being so horrid?”

			I turn my back, away from my sister’s blazing eyes. Her bossy elbows. She’s always had those.

			I watch out of the window instead. Crews fill sandbags, piling them in front of buildings. They hammer wooden boards over store windows. London is bracing for war. I notice patches of yellow paint on all the letterboxes—those weren’t there before. The driver sees me looking.

			“That’s special paint,” he explains. “Meant to change color if it’s exposed to poison gas.”

			“Everyone knows that,” Lizzie tells me. “Have you been living in a cave?”

			“Not exactly.”

			“Jakob,” Lizzie pleads. “I wanted to see you. Is that so terrible?”

			I sigh, turning back toward her. “No, it’s not terrible. I just…I really need to get back in time for work.”

			“What work?”

			Here we go with the questions. I’ve got a few myself. “What about you? You’re supposed to be on your way to America. Said so in your last letter.”

			“Which you didn’t answer.”

			“I meant to. What about America?”

			Lizzie swats away the question. “I didn’t go.”

			And I can’t hold back a laugh. It’s that crooked grin. Her untamable hair. One of the most annoying things about my sister is how difficult it is to stay angry with her.

			“Fine,” I say. “What happened?”

			“I got off the ship. Just before it sailed.”

			“What about Gran’s awful henchman?” I ask. “The dreaded Driftwood.”

			She laughs. “Fleetwood.”

			“He didn’t try to stop you?”

			“He needed a footbath,” Lizzie says, as if this explains everything.

			I shake my head. “So that poor devil’s on the ship right now? Crossing the Atlantic without you?”

			“He won’t be lonely for long.” Lizzie smiles. “Gran’ll be there to greet the ship in New York.”

			A terrifying image. “She’ll be even more furious with you, Lizzie. No one crosses Gran.”

			“I know,” she says. “But I couldn’t just leave.”

			“Why not? Look around. The war’s coming. It’s coming here, literally. Mum’s gone. What’s there to stay for?”

			“What if she comes back?”

			“Lizzie…”

			“No one will be here.”

			“Lizzie. She’s not coming back.”

			I see the pain on her face. And I’m sorry. But it’s true. Our mother worked for the US embassy in London. She was sent to Poland in late August 1939, right before Hitler started the war. She never came back. It’s now May 1940, and there’s still no sign of her. We were told she’d almost certainly been killed in the German offensive.

			“My plan was to stay with you,” Lizzie says. “I went to the postal address you gave.”

			“I’m not living in London.”

			“Where are you? At Cambridge?”

			“Elsewhere,” I say. “Working.”

			“On the war effort?”

			I gesture to the back of the driver’s head, giving Lizzie a not here look.

			She doesn’t take the hint. My sister’s not a big hint taker.

			“You’re a maths student, Jakob,” she says. “What are you going to do, attack Hitler with algebra?”

			“Be serious. I’d use calculus at least,” I say—and instantly regret it. Even jokes about our work are strictly forbidden.

			We drive through St. James’s Park. The lawn is cut with trenches for people to jump in when Hitler’s bombs start falling. The driver glances up at the sky, as if expecting to see German planes.

			“Won’t be long now,” he says.
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			Lizzie

			Mayfair, a neighborhood typically whirling with noise and bustle, stands eerily quiet. Windows are draped in black, signs point the way to air raid shelters, and the few people dotting the street clutch gas masks and steel helmets. Gibbs, the doorman across the street at Claridge’s Hotel, watches as we exit the cab and approach our building. I give him a small wave. And at that moment, despite the air of danger, I’m so relieved that I’m not on that ship. I would have missed our peculiar, rust-red building with the big black doors. Willa always described it as old, neo-Georgian. And she always emphasized that the flat wasn’t ours, but Gran’s. Gran did buy it, but she never stayed with us. Gran always stayed at Claridge’s or with her American friends, like Lady Astor.

			Gran. I should probably explain Gran because much of this mess involves her. You see, I do love Gran, but I’m not always certain that I like her. Family dynamics are complex things, especially when you blend an American mother with a Polish Jewish British father who died before my third birthday.

			“Your mother chose poorly,” Gran never tires of telling me. “An old academic with a weak heart? I warned that he would die early and leave you fatherless. And of course I was right.”

			“She loved him,” I always say.

			“Exactly. She chose poorly!”

			Gran feels the need to emphasize that I resemble “the Cleveland family” but Jakob resembles “the other side.” Gran can be callous. And more than straightforward.

			When Gran enters a room, people stop talking. Her nose is always slightly elevated, as if she detects a foul smell. Her ashen hair sits in a quivering pile atop her head and her spectacles, if not teetering on the end of her sniffer, hang from a sterling chain to rest upon her ample bosom. Gran’s figure resembles an upholstered settee. Overstuffed. Expensive but uncomfortable to sit on. And she insists on formality. Demands it. To Gran, I am Elizabeth, never Lizzie.

			“Nicknames such as ‘Lizzie’ are reserved for barmaids and axe murderers, of which you are neither,” she once said.

			Not yet, I should have replied. But I’m getting ahead of myself.

			Jakob has opened the door to our flat and is pulling me inside.

			“Hurry and pack, Lizzie. We’ve got to make the next train!”

			“Pack? But where are we going? Where have you been since the war began?”

			“Not now, Lizzie. There’s no time.” He quickly checks the blackout curtains that Viola, our housekeeper, installed. “You need to pack.”

			“But, Jakob, to pack properly, I need to know where you’re taking me.”

			“You’ll see when we get there.” He runs to my room and throws open the closet doors. He turns to me, confused. “Lizzie, why are your clothes still here?”

			“I knew I wasn’t going to Cleveland.”

			“You loaded empty luggage onto the ship?”

			“Of course not. I needed weight. Convincing weight. I loaded my suitcase with the old cricket bats”—my voice drops in volume—“and maybe your rock collection.”

			“My rock collection?! Lizzie, how could you?”

			His expression of sadness mixed with shock. It’s awful and something I haven’t seen since I accidentally swallowed his favorite marble. It eventually reappeared but was no longer his favorite.

			“I’m sorry. I didn’t realize you still cared about rocks.”

			Jakob’s face pinches with offense. “They’re not just rocks, Lizzie. They’re minerals, crystals, and fossils. It took me years to find all that stuff!”

			“Well, now they’ll be safe from the Germans. In Cleveland.”

			He begins pacing, pulling at his curly hair. “Enough, forget it! I’ve got to get back to work. We’ve got to make the next train!”

			I reach out and grasp his arm. “But what about Willa? If we leave, how will she find us?”

			His patience thins. “Lizzie, stop. She’s not coming back.”

			“You’re lying. She is coming back. She’s alive!”

			He spins to face me. “Maybe it’s best if she’s not. Did you ever think of that, Lizzie?”

			A chill floods my body. How could he say such a thing? I note his expression, and that’s when I realize. My brother’s not only lying. He’s not only annoyed. He’s frightened.

			Truly frightened.

			What is he not telling me?

			And suddenly, I’m frightened too. I dash to my closet, grabbing and throwing things.

			The Germans are coming. Hitler is coming. What do you pack if you don’t know where you’re going or when you’ll return?

			Everything.

			That seems to be the wise answer. So I fill an entire trunk. After all, what if the Germans blow up our flat, like they supposedly blew up Mum? I mean…Willa.

			Willa. I’ll take some of her scarves. Perhaps a lipstick or two.

			“Lizzie, please. The train!” yells my brother.

			I run to Willa’s room and grab things from her drawers.

			Wait.

			Her wellies. I have to take her wellies.

			“LIZZIE!”

			I dash to the closet, whipping things out and throwing them aside. Where are the boots? I drop to my hands and knees and reach back into the dark closet, pushing and prodding around the floor. A board moves. Then two.

			Is the floor collapsing? That would be straightforward, as floors have been known to cave amid war.

			But that’s not what is happening.

			We are on the brink of German invasion.

			My brother is lying to me.

			But the floor isn’t collapsing. And what I find beneath the floor at that moment isn’t straightforward.

			At all.
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			It’s unsettling, watching Europe’s largest city prepare to hide in the dark.

			Lights are gone from the lampposts. Blackout drapes hang in the windows of flats. Cars have switched on their headlamps, but they’re covered with plastic lids, each with a few thin slits that let out only a dim glow. Thick white lines have been painted on the pavement to help guide drivers in the dark.

			We’re back in the taxi, but there’s no arguing this time. No talking at all. Lizzie’s got her back to me, her trunk on the seat between us. She’s furious about what I said in the flat, that maybe it’s best if Mum’s not alive. It was a horrible thing to say, I know. But she’s got to face facts. Willa went to Poland, the Germans attacked, and she was killed.

			It’s awful. But I can’t think of a better version of the story.

			I glance over at my sister. The little kid who used to follow me around, beg me for puzzles, interrupt me at chess tournaments with healthy snacks. And suggestions for moves.

			Am I in charge of her now?

			No, I can’t be. I’ve got work to do. More important work than I ever imagined doing. There’s no way I can look after Lizzie at the same time. I can’t even talk to her. Can’t answer the storm of questions I know is coming.

			I wish I could just turn to her and say, “Look, Lizzie, I’m a cryptanalyst. A code breaker. It’s all very hush-hush.”

			Sounds ridiculous, I know. A line from a bad play. But the thing is, if I told her the truth, how I got into all of this, she’d accuse me of exactly that—imagining myself in some far-fetched spy drama. But it really happened just like this:

			It was late one night, about a year ago, months before the war started. I was in my rooms at Cambridge. I had my feet up on my desk, wearing my too-small baseball cap and reading through a new batch of American detective magazines, when a lecturer in algebraic geometry called Gordon Welchman poked his head through my open door.

			“There you are, Novis,” he said.

			Don’t picture some dowdy old professor type. Welchman’s about thirty, leading-man looks, a pipe clamped between his teeth. He glanced around to confirm we were alone. Then he stepped in, shut my door, clicked the lock.

			I put down the latest issue of Spicy Detective.

			Welchman made himself at home, dropping into a sagging armchair that was probably quite comfortable during the reign of King George III. He said, “Which way do the hands of a clock move?”

			I had no idea why this man had come to see me. Still, I badly wanted to impress him. The question itself seemed like a kind of clue. The answer couldn’t simply be “clockwise”—or why bother asking?

			I’d taken my watch off earlier and set it on my desk. Now I watched the second hand tick-tick-tick its steady pattern.

			I looked at Welchman. “The hands go one way if you’re looking at the clock,” I said. “And the opposite way if you are the clock.”

			He gave a short grunt.

			“Was that some sort of exam?” I asked.

			“Just a question we like to ask.”

			“We?”

			“Shows how you think. You walk into a room—”

			“What room?”

			“Just listen,” he said. “You walk into a room. On a table is a full deck of playing cards. There’s an open window. There’s a box of matches and an ashtray. You pick a card and look at it. I’m returning in thirty seconds. If I identify your card, you lose. What do you do?”

			“I could throw my card out of the window,” I said, thinking aloud. “Or burn it. You’d never find the card then.”

			“True.”

			“But those things, the window and the matches, those are decoys.”

			“Could be.”

			“If I get rid of the card, so what? You’d look at the cards left in the deck and see which one was missing. No…the smart thing would be to simply put my card back into the deck and shuffle.”

			Welchman smiled. “The card is there, but you’ve made the information disappear. A useful thing to know how to do.” He snatched a piece of paper from my desk.

			“Those are my notes for—”

			He wrote while he talked. “We’re doing some work that may prove important if things with Hitler heat up. Long hours, terrible pressure, lousy pay. Interested?”

			“I, um…”

			He handed me the paper. “If you get a phone message that contains the phrase ‘Auntie Flo is not so well,’ come to that address. You understand, you’re to tell no one where you are going or say anything at all of this conversation.” Welchman stood, struggling a bit to get out of the chair. “They still talk about your father, you know.”

			“Who does?”

			“Before my time, of course,” he said. “But he was a legend.”

			“My father? My father was a schoolteacher.”

			Welchman winced, rubbing the small of his back. “Good Lord, Novis, you actually sit in that thing?” He lit his pipe as he walked out the door.

			Sweet smoke drifted back to my desk. I sat looking at the paper he’d given me. A town I’d never heard of.

			An address marked Station X.

			None of it made the slightest bit of sense. But was I interested? War work against Hitler? Most definitely interested. I’d thought a lot about joining up if war broke out but wondered how I’d do as a soldier. Welchman’s offer, whatever it was, sounded like the perfect job.

			And it was. It is.

			Now I just need to keep Lizzie from mucking it up for me.

			“We’re here, sir.”

			It takes me a moment to snap out of my thoughts. The driver has to repeat himself.

			“We’re here, sir. Euston Station.”

			The taxi has pulled to the curb outside of the train station. Or what I trust is the station—it’s too dark to see across the street. Lizzie’s already wrestling her trunk out of the door.

			I take a few coins from my pocket but can’t tell one from the other.

			The driver strikes a match and offers me its faint yellow light.
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			My brother strikes a match to light a pipe. A pipe! Before I can comment on his ridiculous attempt at maturity, he burns his thumb and quickly abandons the effort.

			A froth of steam and fog boils along the darkened platform at Euston Station. Lamps burn low and tarps black out the windows above ground, an effort to conceal the building from Hitler’s bombers. Crowds of nervous passengers weave through lines of soldiers. I watch as they emerge, ghostlike, from the shadows, clutching gas masks and items most dear to them. Items they want to save from the Germans.

			A porcelain teapot. Leather-bound photo albums. A large brass menorah.

			My brother used to be dear to me. For years, I’d literally count the days, awaiting his return from boarding school so we could resume our adventures. But he’s changed. Completely. He’s being rude, evasive, and saying terrible things. And he’s clearly anxious. I wish I could turn to him and demand the full truth. But his behavior in the cab and now at the station—his telegraphing is clear:

			Don’t ask, Lizzie.

			The train we’re about to board is bound north, out of London. That isn’t surprising. But the stops along the line—Berkhamsted, Leighton Buzzard—where are we going?

			And lording over us, plastered to the walls inside the station, are the ever-present warnings:

			Keep Your Gas Mask with You

			An Enemy Ear May Be Near

			And this one:

			Tell Nobody—Not Even HER

			Who is “her”?

			Gran? Viola? Originally, Viola was my nanny, but when I turned six, we had “the chat.”

			“Vi, you know I adore you, but really, who needs a nanny at six?”

			Viola of course agreed, and from that point she enthusiastically assumed the titles of housekeeper and best friend. Some say Viola reminds them of Mrs. Claus, but that’s judging a book by its cover. Imagine a cracking good baker meets a squat Agatha Christie. That’s Viola.

			My attempt to think of Viola instead of the warning posters fails. The words shout at me.

			Careless Talk Costs Lives.

			I swallow what I believe is apprehension. Because if I’m perfectly honest, which is sometimes difficult to be, I have to admit that the posters in the station concern me. A great deal. They concern me more than the grim soldiers marching about with weapons or the threat of a warbling air raid siren. And that’s because I have a problem.

			Evading capture, being straightforward, running long distances, making friends—those are just a few of my talents.

			Keeping secrets?

			It’s not one of my talents.

			There’s something so deeply satisfying about the hushed sharing of information. What good is a story that can never be told? But Viola warned that the war would change everything. “There’s a dark storm ahead, a very dark storm indeed. Things will be different, Lizzie.”

			Of course things would be different. They told us Willa was dead. I imagine people are told a lot of things during a war. But in the reports about Willa, there are too many evasive answers, too many missing pieces. Before she left, Willa told me that she had work in Poland and that I should mind Viola while she was gone. Her trips were often extended, so this one probably was too. Her ration book arrived just last week. The government wouldn’t allot valuable rations to a dead woman.

			No, the assumptions about Willa’s death—they don’t make sense. Nor does Jakob’s behavior. When a maths equation doesn’t properly compute, we don’t accept it. I made the right decision to stay in England. And with Jakob’s terrible transformation, I’ve made another decision. I’m taking on the investigation myself. I’m going to find Willa.

			Myself.

			My mind flickers back to her room and I suddenly feel my hand beneath the floor, grasping the small leather book. My fingertips graze something. Was there more down there? And, wait, did I replace the floorboard? I’m not inclined to tell Jakob about the book I stuffed into my pocket. After all, if he has secrets, I can too.

			But does it even matter? Gran sent Viola home to Wales, and the rest of my friends are scattered willy-nilly. I won’t have to worry about secrets anymore.

			The whistle blows and the conductor calls for departure. Jakob confirms my trunk is situated, and we board the overcrowded train. The corridors jam with weary war travelers, and the loos overflow with stink. I follow him to our darkened compartment, which is already occupied by three sleeping soldiers, a stout nun, and an irritable hen. The window blind is pulled shut, and the bare bulb overhead is painted a dimming blue, giving an unearthly tinge to all beneath it.

			We take our seats and I note the pained, worried pucker of my brother’s forehead.

			“How many antacids do you think Fleetwood has eaten by now?” I ask.

			“Antacids? Not on Gran’s bill.”

			He’s right. Gran speaks often of money. She lives on what used to be Millionaires’ Row in Cleveland. I’m told it’s cheeky to speak of money and extremely cheeky to have a street called Millionaires’ Row. But most of the millionaires went bust and the houses have been demolished. Except Gran’s. Her pure stubbornness keeps it standing. Gran uses the mansion for exercise. Cleveland winters are long, so she suits up and high-steps through the hallways. Fit form, proper intake, and proper elimination. It’s all extremely important to Gran.

			“She was going to let you roller-skate in the ballroom,” says my brother.

			“But the constant lecturing on the perils of dogged bowels—not quite an equitable trade, is it?” I whisper.

			My brother bites back a smile, and I jump at the opening.

			“You’re keeping something from me. What’s going on, Jakob?”

			“A war, Lizzie. There’s a terrible war. I don’t want to talk about it.” He leans back and closes his eyes.

			What has happened to Jakob? Does he know how awful he’s being? He’s clearly memorized the handbook for horrible brothers. But no matter. My resolve is steadfast. I will hunt down the truth about Willa and thwart anyone who tries to stop me. Gran and Fleetwood included.

			It’s evening, but we aren’t in a sleeper coach. That means the journey won’t be long. It’s all such a puzzle. I used to love puzzles…when I could solve them with Jakob.

			The train hisses in its sidings. A couple of clangs, and, slowly, we begin to move.

			As the train departs and shadowy London pinches smaller behind us, a chill prickles at the back of my neck. It feels like the opening chapter of a spy novel from Jakob’s bookshelf. A thriller that might require the light to be left on overnight.

			Could it be possible that I don’t really know my brother? But what is there to know? He’s a Cambridge man and belongs to the cardigan corps of mathematicians. He’s humble, witty, and sometimes speaks in riddles, just to see if I’ll notice. I always notice.

			Does Jakob notice things like I do? Has he noticed the bulge in my coat pocket? Has he noticed the way I keep my hand over it? Probably not. Which also means he doesn’t see the young soldier who wakes and smiles at me in the dark. Or the way I decide it’s only polite to smile back, until the nun glares and clears the fatty phlegm from her throat.

			I press my fingers against the shape in my pocket. A small book. A crinkle of folded papers. Why would Willa hide them beneath the floor? I steal a look at Jakob. His eyes are still closed. I dip into my pocket and slowly remove the narrow bundle. I extend my palm to catch the sickly overhead light. It’s a worn book of pale leather, fastened with a tiny lock—a pocket calendar diary? There appear to be papers tucked inside.

			I promptly try the lock with my fingernail but can’t spring it. The nun coughs and the hen flaps. Jakob stirs, and I shove the book back into my pocket.

			How curious. I’ve never seen the diary before. Is it something Willa used for work? And the items tucked inside, what are they?

			Sixty-six minutes. The train bleeds off speed and approaches a station. Without word or warning, my brother snaps up.

			“Come on,” he says. “This is it.” He waves me out of the compartment, off the train, and into complete darkness. A curling breeze emerges from nowhere, lifting the ends of my hair.

			The smell. An industrial tang. That’s what I notice first.

			And next, the smoking man. A tall, narrow figure in a trench coat and hat stands alone on the moonlit platform. He starts toward us with the awkward gait of a marionette. He inhales on his cigarette, and the glowing tip illuminates his face. Something about him resembles my old doll with the smashed glass eye, or a curious illustration from a medical encyclopedia. I like him instantly.

			“Welcome back,” says the smoking man to my brother.

			“Thanks,” he replies.

			The smoking man then peers down at me with an odd grin. “And welcome to you as well, miss. Happy to be here, I imagine?”

			Here? Where is “here”?

			The red rear lights of the train grow smaller, disappearing into the blackness. I look down the long, grubby platform, squinting to find the station sign.

			And then I see it.

			We have arrived and our destination is revealed.

			
				Bletchley
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			“We’ve got a little walk, Lizzie,” I say. “Let’s leave your trunk with the stationmaster.”

			I lift the front of the trunk, and she takes the back. We climb the train station stairs and cross the bridge over the tracks, our shoes clanking on the iron floor.

			“Who was that man?” Lizzie asks. “The smoking scarecrow?”

			“Dunno,” I say. “Policeman, I suppose. There’s loads of security here.”

			“Why?”

			“For our own good.”

			No need to see her face to know she’s frowning. Annoyed with me again. How many of our conversations will hit these sorts of dead ends?

			All of them, I guess.

			We drop Lizzie’s trunk in the station office. I lead the way across a dark street and down a narrow lane lined with trees. An entry gate blocks the road. A military policeman steps out of a small guard’s hut, switching on a torch and pointing it down.

			Wonderful. It’s Reg. Short and wide, arm muscles bulging through his shirt. He shines the light in my eyes, then in Lizzie’s.

			“Novis,” he says, grinning. “Got yourself a bodyguard? It’s about time.”

			“This is my sister, Elizabeth,” I explain, handing him my entry pass for the Park. “We’re expected inside.”

			Reg makes a quick call, then waves us through the gate.

			“Take care of your kid brother, Elizabeth!” he shouts.

			Lizzie looks back. “You can’t let people speak to you like that.”

			“That’s Reg Ribchester,” I say. “Knew him at grammar school. His moronic remarks haven’t advanced in the years since.”

			“Jakob, you’re not in grammar school anymore.”

			“A brilliant insight.”

			Lizzie peers around. “What is this place?”

			“Used to be a rich family’s country home, absurdly large and showy. Kind of like a very polite haunted house. Stop asking questions.”

			We walk up to the mansion and into the entry hall. The oak-paneled walls soak up the room’s faint light. We climb the staircase and stand before a closed door.

			Lizzie can see the dread on my face. She finds it amusing.

			“This is not a game,” I whisper. “Just do what he says.”

			“Who?”

			“And don’t ask questions.”

			“Why?”

			“Lizzie! What’d I just say!”

			The door swings open. “Novis,” the Colonel says. “What’s all the racket?”

			That’s what everyone here calls him: the Colonel. He’s a civilian now, high up in secret intelligence. He’s maybe fifty, slim, but looks as if he could crush you. And might want to. His falcon eyes shift from me to my sister. “This is the child?”

			Lizzie steps forward. “Elizabeth Novis. Pleased to meet you.”

			He looks her over. “Young lady, what do you mean by showing up at the Foreign Office? Asking questions you’ve no right to ask?”

			“I was only trying to find out where Jakob—”

			“She missed her ship to America,” I explain.

			Lizzie raises a protesting finger. “Technically speaking, I escaped.”

			“Well, it sailed without her, so…” I jab Lizzie with a shut up elbow. “She can stay with me, at the Mutton. Just until we get things sorted.”

			The man sighs, annoyed. He grips my arm in a viselike talon, marches me a few paces down the hall. “Listen, Novis, we’ve got some new arrivals, a couple of young mathematicians. You’ll get them up to speed.”

			“Me, sir? I’m not a teacher—”

			“Good Lord, man, make yourself useful! Do you want me to pull senior people off their work for this?”

			“No, but, er…How do I know what to say?”

			“You know the—” He stops himself, gazing at Lizzie. She’s snooping down the hall. Exploring. Enjoying herself. “You know the machine,” he says.

			“Yes.”

			“You know how it works.”

			I nod. That’s the easy part: how it works.

			“Well, show them,” the Colonel orders. “Like us, they’ll have signed their lives away.”

			This causes him to chuckle. And reminds him of Lizzie.

			He snaps in her direction, points to his open door. “My office, Miss Novis.”

			

			
				[image: ]
			

			I wait outside for Lizzie. The sky has cleared a bit. The moon lights a layer of fog on the lake.

			I walk down there, sit on a bench by the water, listen to the frogs. Close my eyes for just a moment, remembering my first time here.

			The “Auntie Flo is not so well” call came in August 1939. I took the train to a little town called Bletchley and walked to the address Gordon Welchman had given me.

			Station X.

			Or Bletchley Park. That’s what they called this place when it was the Leon family’s country estate. A mansion and grounds, a little lake. Even a hedge maze, an actual maze made of six-foot-high bushes. The government bought the property in 1938, anticipating war with Hitler, figuring they’d need out-of-the-way spots to do secret intelligence work. Bletchley Park was secret site number 10—X in roman numerals. Hence, Station X.

			The charming Colonel had me sign a paper swearing me to secrecy on pain of death. He informed me I was now employed by something called the Government Code and Cypher School.

			Let me say that again. The Government Code and Cypher School.

			You see, I was never the sort who dreamed of running away to join the circus. Too many things to fall off at the circus. But if I’d known there was a place called the Government Code and Cypher School, I’d have begged my mum to send me.

			It wasn’t what I’d have imagined as a boy: a castle on a lonely cliff, scholars in robes rushing down stone stairways with heavy books. It was better. I’d just been whisked away to Britain’s top-secret cryptography center. Some of the brightest minds in the country were gathered at this isolated estate with the mission of cracking German codes. And I was on the team. That was the most thrilling part of all.

			As the work began, I kept spotting people I knew of from Cambridge—the classics scholar Dilly Knox, the brilliant mathematician Alan Turing. Then, early in 1940, the country’s top chess champions showed up. We knew Germany’s military was stronger than ours. More soldiers, more planes, more bombs. But if we did our jobs, we could read their plans. Give our boys a fighting chance. That’s all I want to do. Play some small part in punching Hitler in the mouth. Save the world from the Nazis.

			And get a bit of revenge for Mum while I’m at it.

			The problem is, we’re failing. We’re shut out. We intercept German messages, but we can’t break the ciphers. And time’s running short. Hitler’s armies are rolling over Western Europe. Heading this way.

			“Bishop takes knight.”

			I jump, startled by the voice.

			But it’s only Nigel. Up in a tree that leans over the lake. I can see him up there, the shape of him, and his eyes. Watching. Always watching.

			“Catch any spies yet?” I ask.

			“It’s no joke, Jakob,” he says. “We’re all supposed to be on the lookout.”

			“I know. You’re right.”

			“Anyone could be an enemy agent. Scouting the roads. Planning acts of sabotage. Did you hear that German troops parachuted into Holland disguised as nuns?”

			I can’t help but laugh. “No—is that true?”

			“Maybe,” he says. “Or maybe just a rumor. Just let Hitler try that here. I’ll be ready.”

			Nigel’s about twelve. Bowl of brown hair, big glasses on a small face. His father’s in charge of maintenance for the Park, and their family lives in one of the old servants’ cottages on the grounds—they’re the only family living inside the fences. I started noticing Nigel when I first got here. Always alone. He’s not allowed to have friends over, he told me. Park rules. One day he challenged me to a game of chess. He’s a strong player. Keeps a board in the pigeon loft, and we’ve usually got a game going.

			“Who’s the girl?” he asks. “I saw you two go into the mansion.”

			“That’s my sister. Elizabeth.”

			“What’s she doing here?”

			“I have no idea,” I say. “I feel like I hardly know her.”

			“You don’t know your sister?”

			“I do. I used to. But I’ve been away at boarding school, and then university, and then here…Why bishop takes knight? I can just capture back, improve my pawn structure.”

			“I’ve got a plan,” he says. “You’ll see.”

			Nigel really is clever. If there are any German spies around, he’ll probably find them.

			I look up at the dark mansion, its thin chimneys a deeper black than the sky. I wonder how Lizzie’s doing in there.

			Or should I be more worried about the Colonel?
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			Darkness. Whispers. Shadowy figures with torches, scurrying across a broad lawn.

			Where are we?

			I couldn’t fetch a good look at the structure in the dark, but it’s sprawling. Mansion-like and eerie amid the shadows.

			The man standing in front of me is also sprawling, the man my brother refers to as “Colonel,” and carries the attitude to prove it. He closes the door.

			“Is this a military installation?” I ask.

			“Have a seat, miss.”

			He avoids my question entirely. His tone is entirely serious. I sit down.

			A stub of a candle flickers, sending weak light across the deep scratches on his desk. Thick black curtains hang over the windows. Blackout curtains are unwashable. These carry the bitter whiff of motor oil. I’m about to recommend a good hoovering, but the Colonel speaks first.

			“Do you know where you are, Miss Novis?” he asks.

			“In Bletchley. I saw the placard at the station,” I reply. I squint to make out the pastel figure decorating the wallpaper behind him. It’s…Peter Rabbit. In a military office?

			“And what is being done here at the Park?” asks the Colonel.

			“The Park?”

			He stares at me. “What has your brother told you? Do you understand why you might be allowed here?”

			If this is a test, I’m failing. I don’t like to fail. I’m unprepared, and Jakob is to blame.

			“I don’t know what’s being done here, sir. But from the look of the wallpaper, this room has not long been a war office. From the annoyance in your tone, you are not welcoming visitors this evening. My apologies for that. I’d be grateful if you could provide a bit more information or clues to solve the puzzle,” I reply.

			He stares at me. Unblinking.

			“What I can tell you is this: should Hitler have his way, we’ll all be speaking German by the end of the year. If you love your family, your country, and your freedom, you will embrace that patriotism and serve both your king and Britain in the most important and noble of ways.”

			I nod, waiting to learn the noble role to which I will happily commit.

			The Colonel opens the desk drawer. He removes a piece of paper and places it squarely on the desk.

			“You will swear an oath of secrecy. You will never speak of your work, or of your time here. Ever. You will speak with colleagues only of your shared tasks and common goals to complete your assignments. You will not inquire about the work of others. You are free to socialize on site, as long as your assignments and work are never discussed.” He slides an ink pen and the sheet of paper across the desk to me. “You will sign this solemn pledge, Miss Novis, and understand me well—you will suffer the consequences of treason if you violate it.”

			
				THE OFFICIAL SECRETS ACT

				Be it enacted by the King’s most Excellent Majesty:

				You must not put the State in danger by…

			

			The paper lists several things I mustn’t do, communicate, remove, sketch, note, etc. Would I be violating the king’s wishes by listing what it says? Best not take a chance.

			My stomach rolls. This is not a poster in a train station. The man in front of me is an officer, commanding me to solemnly swear that I will not share any secrets. It’s an awful quandary because part of me knows that I’m a horrible secret keeper and have no business signing such a document, but another part of me is entirely intrigued. He mentions colleagues and assignments. Secret assignments. If I refuse, I won’t be privy to secrets at all. And then a thought occurs to me.

			“Has my brother signed this document?” I ask.

			The Colonel nods. “Everyone at the Park has. And everyone working in conjunction with the Park. It ensures protection against espionage and the unauthorized disclosure of information.”

			He keeps referring to “the Park.” Should I tell him I don’t understand what he means? Should I tell him I’m looking for Willa? Should I tell him I’m horribly unsuited to sign such an oath? Should I tell him I’m feeling a bit frightened and excited all at once?

			Of course I should.

			But I don’t.

			And I don’t know why. Perhaps because Jakob has signed it? My brother always says that games should be worth playing. In a way, this feels like the most worthwhile game. The most dangerous game, and one that could save Great Britain and even the world. But more so, sometimes there are things we do in life without being able to fully explain them. Even to ourselves. This falls into that category.

			I scan through the remaining paragraph and sign my name at the bottom. He whisks the paper away and deposits it into a folder before I can change my mind. He passes across a small slip of paper.

			“Your new address. Anonymous. Anything sent to that address will be privately forwarded here to the Park.”

			I look at the paper and recognize the address. It’s the same address my brother had given me: Room 47, Foreign Office, Whitehall, London. A nondescript postal collection depot overseen by the squat man in a frumpy suit.

			“Report back to the Park tomorrow. Ask for Commander Bradley. He will provide further information and orders.” The Colonel stands and escorts me to the door. He bids me good night with a firm, official handshake.

			I step through the doorway and turn. “A question, if I may, Colonel?”

			He sighs, impatient.

			“Is Peter Rabbit part of the Secrets Act?”

			The door swings shut in my face.
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			I make my way down the grand staircase, struggling to make out looming shapes and forms in the darkness. Are those marble columns or polite ghosts?

			I rush down the steps and hurry out onto the lawn, scanning the darkness for the pencil of a figure that is my brother. Jakob’s voice emerges from nowhere, making me jump.

			“Let’s go,” he says. “It’s late.”

			He sets off and seems to know where he’s going. We’re outside and exiting the gates of what I assume is the Park when he stops to tie his shoe.

			“Peter Rabbit wallpaper. Did you notice?” I ask.

			“That room was the prior owner’s nursery.”

			“Well, I was very unprepared and it’s your fault, Jakob. Documents to sign? The Park?”

			“Shh…stop.”

			“Stop? I don’t even know where to begin. What am I allowed to say?”

			“Say nothing. Think you can manage that for a few minutes?”

			“Of course I can.” We continue walking. “To be honest, I’m worried about you. You look exhausted, Jakob. And much too thin. How long have you been here?”

			My brother shoots me a glance. Remains silent.

			Ah, I see. He is well ahead of me. When, exactly, did he sign the Secrets Act?

			We arrive at a huddled stone cottage with a sloped thatched roof. A bracketed sign swings and creaks on the night wind.

			
				Shoulder of Mutton Inn & Pub

			

			“I’ve got a room here. It’s humble, but the innkeepers are kind.” Jakob holds the door open for me.

			We enter into a warm front room. Stone walls and floor. Candlelight. Low timbered ceilings, muffled chatter and laughter. A man with a spongy face, a bushel of white hair, and a patched tweed jacket grumbles at Jakob from the bar.

			“A perfectly able young man and not in uniform. A disgrace to the Empire!”

			“Good evening, Novis,” greets a boy in a flat gray cap. He looks to be my age or a year older. Tall, sandy brown hair. Mischievous blue eyes. Handsome, if you like that sort.

			“Hello. Just need to get my key. Oh, this is my sister, Elizabeth,” says my brother before heading to the bar.

			I stand, looking at the boy, waiting to see if he’ll speak first. I don’t have to wait long.

			“Waiting to see if I’ll speak first, eh? Okay, I’ll take the bait. Hello, Elizabeth. I’m Colin. My parents own the inn.”

			“Actually, I prefer Lizzie, if that’s okay.”

			“All right, then.” He smiles. “Hello, Lizzie. I’m Colin. My parents own the inn. What brings you to County Bucks?”

			What am I allowed to say? After signing that paper, I’m not sure.

			“To be perfectly honest, I don’t exactly know what brings me to Buckinghamshire. Perhaps the fact that I skipped the boat to America. But even if I did know what brought me here, I’d hesitate to reveal it to a total stranger.”

			There, that was probably the correct thing to say.

			Colin nods. “Ah, working up at the Park, are you? Wise not to say too much if you’re involved with the house of secrets. Never know who you can trust these days or who might be a spy, eh?”

			Oh my, he understood completely.

			“Yes, exactly.” I take a breath. “For example, you’re the innkeeper’s son, but perhaps you harbor secret, unsavory ideas of helping the Germans. One can never be too careful. Give me some proof that you’re trustworthy.”

			“Well, I’m Colin. Heir to this establishment. My brother’s my best mate. He’s an RAF pilot, risking his life to defend this country.” His roguish eyes turn resolute. “I’m not some tearaway. As soon as I’m old enough, I’ll be up there with him. But in the meantime, I’m signing up with the Home Guard.”

			“Making the point you’re not a conscientious objector.” I nod.

			His head cocks in query. “You said that aloud. Do you always speak your thoughts aloud?”

			“I do. I’m half American. I’m straightforward. Does that make you uncomfortable?”

			“It doesn’t make me uncomfortable. I’m just…not used to it.” He adjusts his cap as if it’s itching. “But I think I might like it.”

			My brother returns with the key. “All right, let’s head up. Oh, Lizzie, this is—”

			“Colin. His parents own the inn. His brother’s a pilot for the RAF. And as soon as he’s old enough, he’ll be up there with him.”

			“Oh,” says Jakob, surprised. “Your brother’s a pilot? How’d I miss that?”

			“You’re a bit…preoccupied, Mr. Novis. Working such late hours and all,” says Colin.

			Interesting. Colin might know more about my brother than I do.

			Jakob gives a tired nod, eager to get wherever we’re going. He heads toward an alcove of crooked stairs.

			“A trunk was delivered from the station,” says Colin. “I assume it’s yours? I’ve put it in your brother’s room.”

			“Thank you, yes.”

			“What do you have in that big box? It was right heavy.”

			“I beg your pardon. What’s in my trunk is none of your business.” Oh my, I sound like Gran. He laughs and makes a comment. But I’m no longer listening. I’m exhausted. And distracted.

			The smoking man from the train platform is now sitting in the pub, tucked behind a newspaper. He sees me looking and gives a small wave.
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			Jakob

			My room at the Mutton’s barely big enough for a narrow bed, a dresser, and a tiny table. Every surface is cluttered with clothes and stacks of books and magazines.

			And now my sister. She’s in the bed, tossing and turning.

			I sit at the table with a candle, reading the baseball box scores in the Paris edition of the New York Herald Tribune. It’s the one paper that carries sporting news from America. Always a few days old by the time I see it, but at least I can keep up with my Detroit Tigers. Gran’s from Cleveland, but I’m a Detroit man all the way. Have been since Gran took me to a game the summer I spent in America. I was thirteen and didn’t know a foul ball from a fastball, but the Tigers were in town and the moment I heard they had a Jewish slugger called Hank Greenberg, I was hooked.

			They’ve got a good club this year. Hammerin’ Hank’s off to a slow start, but just wait.

			It’s nearly midnight when I blow out the candle. I stand and take my jacket and Tigers cap off the hook by the door.

			“You still wear the hat I made you?” Lizzie asks.

			“Of course.”

			It’s rather small, I’ll admit. Hopelessly out of fashion. But who cares? I brought it home from America. It was just a plain baseball cap at the time, but later that year, right before my birthday, it went missing from my room. It reappeared when I unwrapped Lizzie’s present. She’d cut out and sewn on a homemade version of the Tigers’ fancy letter D.

			I pull on the cap. My hair sticks out at odd angles.

			Lizzie sits up in bed. “Where are you going?”

			“Work.”

			“Now?”

			“Yes,” I say. “Get some sleep.”

			“I’m trying,” she says. “The bed smells of socks.”

			“Well, who invited you?” I pull on my jacket.

			“Why are you avoiding me, Jakob?”

			“I need to get to work.”

			“I don’t mean now,” she says. Hurt in her voice. “You’ve been avoiding me for months.”

			It’s true, and I feel like a heel. I just want to get out the door.

			She doesn’t give me the chance. “Gran wrote to you months ago. She told you Willa was missing, that the American embassy thought she was probably dead. Why didn’t you come home?”

			“My work…” I begin. “It’s very important.”

			“So am I,” Lizzie says. “So is Willa. So are your feelings. You can’t hold them in forever, you know.”

			“I can try,” I say. And regret it. Joking again, when I should be serious.

			She swings her legs off the bed, slaps her bare feet on the wood floor. Demanding my attention—and better answers.

			“Why did you say that horrible thing? That maybe it’s best if Willa’s not alive. How could you say that?”

			“I didn’t mean it, Lizzie. I was angry.”

			I sit on the edge of the bed. My sister’s rattled, like a kid after a nightmare. What would a proper big brother say in a moment like this?

			I don’t know. But I can’t give her false hope.

			“Think about it,” I say. “Mum left for Poland at the end of August last year. Hitler attacked on the first of September. She was there when the Germans rolled in with tanks and planes, bombing everything. If she’s alive, where is she? Why haven’t we heard anything?”

			Long silence.

			“She could have been captured,” Lizzie says, horror in her eyes. “Is that what you mean?”

			“Yes,” I say. “The Nazis could have her in some prison camp…”

			She chokes out the words. “Torturing her?”

			“No, I don’t think that. I think she’s…dead.” I put a hand on Lizzie’s shoulder. “I’m sorry, but we’ve got to face it.”

			I get up and open the door. “Good night, Lizzie.”

			“Jakob?” Lizzie says.

			“Yeah.”

			Her voice is clear and strong now. “She’s not dead.”

			

			
				[image: ]
			

			This will never work, having Lizzie here. I can’t have distractions.

			I start down the staircase. The ancient steps creak like some evil violin. I step outside, into a warm, drizzly night. A man stands beneath a tree across the street.

			“Hullo again,” he calls softly.

			The smoking scarecrow from the train platform. He stubs out his cigarette before walking toward me in long, loose strides.

			“No joy in the news reports tonight,” he says. “Don’t count on the French to stop Hitler. Which means we’ll be next.”

			“It does look that way.”

			“We haven’t properly met,” he says. “I’m Jarvis.”

			“Jakob Novis. How d’you do?”

			The man reaches into his jacket, pulls out an identity card. I can just make it out: William James Jarvis, of the Security Service. Also known as MI5.

			British counterintelligence. The spy catchers. I’d taken him for a local police inspector.

			“Up from London,” he says, smiling, “and I won’t complain. Bit of fresh air.”

			That hardly explains what he found so interesting about Bletchley train station at night. Or why he’s standing outside the Shoulder of Mutton at midnight.

			“Well…” I say. “I’d best get to it.”

			“Good luck, sir!” he calls out.

			I start along Buckingham Road with my torch pointed down, as they’ve instructed us to do. Can’t see much, but neither could an enemy plane overhead. A car drives by with its headlamps hooded, swerving wildly, and I have to spring aside to avoid being hit. Springing has never been my strong suit.

			The driver calls out an apology as I land in a bush.
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			Lizzie

			I am awake. I am pacing. And I am hungry.

			This will not work. It’s entirely inconvenient being in Bletchley. I should be in London, at the flat. What if Willa comes back?

			That floorboard in her room—did I replace it? Did I miss something? The questions still peck at me. I pull my coat from beneath the tumble of items at the foot of the bed and remove the pale blue leather book. Why have I never seen this? Beneath the glow of the candlelight, I can see Willa’s initials imprinted on the cover. Seeing her initials makes my stomach feel something worse than hunger.

			I try a hairpin but can’t open the lock. Peeking from between the pages is a piece of paper. I tug it out.

			The page has the blue crest of the American embassy. It’s a memo, dated August 1939, regarding Willa’s assignment in Poland. I feel a small hitch in my breath. Finally. Why was she sent there? I scan the paper.

			The memo details the plans for the evacuation of the American embassy in Warsaw and Willa’s work to dismantle the office. She was to retrieve and protect sensitive documents per standard protocol. The final instruction was to assist four female embassy clerks in traveling to London. Of the four names, one immediately jumps out at me.

			Olivia McQuatters.

			Olivia was friends with Willa! I met her at an embassy holiday party, and she once came to the theater with us. She generously bought me what she thought was a fizzy drink but was actually something called a “gin and tonic.” It was disgusting, but I didn’t want to hurt her feelings, so I sipped what I could. Willa took a drink to help me finish it, and that’s when we realized: it was not a fizzy drink. We laughed all the way home.

			But wait, did Olivia disappear as well, or did she make it safely out of Poland? Thousands of people were being evacuated from Poland. But if it was a routine evacuation per standard protocol, why did Willa hide the details beneath the floor?

			I grab one of her wellies I’d packed and stuff the memo down into the toe. It’s not an adequate hiding space, but it will have to do until I can find another. Holding that dark green Wellington boot, my chest suddenly feels tight, like someone is sitting on it. The wellies were for adventure days. Our days. Willa’s low-heeled oxfords were for work. When I was little, I would hide the oxfords.

			“Someone stole your shoes, Mummy? Well, I guess you can’t go to work.” I’d shrug.

			She’d smile, then kneel, taking my face in her soft hands. “But if I don’t go to work, how will I pay for our toffees this weekend? I want to buy the big tin.”

			I swallow past the lump in my throat and shove the boot back into the bottom of the trunk. I take a breath. The first step in my investigation will be to find Willa’s friend Olivia. The more pressing step? To unlock the calendar diary.

			I pull my coat on over my nightdress and slip the small leather book into the pocket. Carefully, I peek out of the door. The upper corridor of the Mutton is pitch-black, silent. I retrieve the candle from the bedside table and make my way into the dark hallway. My movements are swift, my bare feet silent on the rough wooden planks, until I reach the stairs. The first two steps release a feline screech. I move to the right for the next two, which produce a low groan. I pause, then hop to the left edge for the rest, which creates a sound I can only describe as gastrointestinal. Goodness, the crooked stairway is a musical scale of a most unfortunate melody.

			As I reach the bottom, the soft, worn wood gives way to the cool stone floors of the pub. Surely, there’s something behind the bar I can use to pop the lock or cut the leather strap connected to the lock.

			A knife. Yes, a knife would do. I begin to rummage.

			“FREEZE!”

			A light flares, blinding me.

			“Don’t shoot! I’m half American.”

			“Lizzie?”

			The light lowers to reveal a face. Colin. The innkeeper’s son.

			We stand, silent. Upon the honor of women in bedclothes, I claim the right to speak first.

			“What on earth are you doing? You scared me half to death!” I tell him.

			“Me? What are you doing? Skulking around in the wee hours, bungling the staircase so as not to be heard.”

			Oh my. Colin’s ears are quite sharp. “Yes, the stairs are a muddle, aren’t they? That fourth step, it sounds—”

			“Like a bum trumpet. I know. That’s how I knew someone was sneaking about. Most residents at the inn pound down the stairs with a defined rhythm. Your rhythm, it was off.”

			Colin takes a step closer. He looks intently, and his head cocks to the side.

			“What are you staring at?” I ask.

			“Your hair. It looks…alive.”

			“Quite. I’m told it’s untamable. Very unfortunate.”

			“It’s interesting,” shrugs Colin. “So, are you a sleepwalker? We had one of those once.”

			“I’m not sleepwalking, just stretching.”

			He gives a skeptical look. “Stretching or stealing? You’re wearing a coat.”

			“But I’m barefoot.” I stick my foot out. “I imagine thieves require appropriate footwear. But I might steal a bit of food right now. I’m terribly hungry.”

			“So that’s why you’re rummaging around.” Colin smiles. “Sorry, everything’s put up for the night. I’ve got the last pinch of a scone in my room. It’s rock hard, but you’re welcome to it.”

			“Oh, that would be lovely.”

			Colin leaves to retrieve the scone, and I quickly run my hands along the bar, feeling for a piece of cutlery or any sort of lock-popping instrument. I open a drawer and shift through its contents.

			“Ahem.”

			His voice is practically in my ear. I whip around and find Colin just inches above me.

			“You sure you’re not a thief, Lizzie?”

			“Very funny. I thought I might have lost a hairpin.”

			“A hairpin. Nice try. Anything else I can help you with? Maybe show you where we hide the family valuables?”

			“Truly, I’m not a thief. More of an investigator.”

			Colin’s brows raise with a flash. He hands me the rock stump of a scone. “An investigator. I’ll keep that in mind.”

			“Please do. I really can’t waste time here in Bletchley.”

			“Aw, Bletchley’s not so bad. You might get to like it.”

			“Well, thank you for the scone. I’m sure this will take the edge off my hunger.”

			“That or break a tooth. Then you’ll need a dental investigator.”

			I try to stifle a laugh, which brings another smile from Colin. And then we stand, silent for a moment. “Well, I’ll be heading up now.” I raise the candle to light my way. “Good night, Colin.”

			His reply emerges softly through the quiet dark behind me.

			“Good night, Lizzie.”
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			Jakob

			The first code breakers at Bletchley Park came to shoot pheasant.

			That was the cover story, anyway.

			This was back in September 1938, well before I knew the place existed. A few dozen men and women from the Government Code and Cypher School gathered for a sort of dress rehearsal. Of course, local folks noticed all these professor types showing up, so the GC&CS spread the tale that the crowd at Bletchley Park was “Captain Ridley’s shooting party”—just your typical, boring gathering of posh ladies and gents.

			To what extent did this fool the town? Hard to say. In any case, the code breakers went home soon enough, and didn’t return till it was obvious that Hitler was about to start a world war.

			Now the Park’s expanding fast. There are a few hundred of us here, and we’ve long since run out of workspace in the mansion. Crews have hammered up long wooden huts on the lawn, with more in progress, and they’re adding brick walls around the huts. Bit of shelter from German bombs, should they find us here.

			I’m with Gordon Welchman in Hut 6. Our team’s job is to attack German army and air force ciphers. Welchman’s got us working in eight-hour shifts, round the clock. Guess who’s on midnight to eight a.m.?

			As I approach the building, a few men and women from the four-to-midnight shift step out into the drizzle. Their exhausted, irritated faces say it all.

			No breakthroughs. The crisis continues.

			I walk down the narrow hallway that runs down the center of the hut, my shoes leaving puddles on the wooden floor. Small rooms line the hall on either side, all with the same black drapes over the windows, the same dim lamps with green shades. The place smells damp. Rain and sweat.

			Through an open door I see Welchman at his desk. Slumped in his chair, pencil in hand, unlit pipe in his mouth, surrounded by slips of paper, many of them crumpled up.

			Another Cambridge mathematician, Alan Turing, reclines in a chair with his feet up on a wooden table, staring at the ceiling. He mainly works on naval codes but sometimes stops in to swap ideas with Welchman.

			Turing’s in his late twenties. Thick black hair neatly parted and big warm eyes. He’s got his quirks—chains his tea mug to the radiator by his desk, wears a tie for a belt, and rides a rickety bicycle along country lanes while wearing a gas mask. But the man’s a genius. People use that word as a synonym for great intelligence, but that’s not what I mean. Speak with very intelligent people and you may be impressed; you may even be amazed. But you can follow their train of thought. You can see where their ideas came from.

			It’s not that way with a genius. It’s not that way with Turing.

			He’s got this theory that any cipher written by a machine can be broken by a machine. He’s testing an electronic gadget over in Hut 1, an ingenious invention by all accounts. Only it doesn’t work. Yet.

			“Sounds like we’re getting more help,” I say.

			“Huh?” Welchman grunts. He looks up at me with puffy eyes. “Is it midnight already?”

			“The Colonel told me,” I say. “New brains from Cambridge? I’m supposed to give some sort of orientation tomorrow?”

			“Right, that’s right.”

			“I…I don’t know what to say.”

			“Keep it simple, Novis. Very clever people tend to skip the basics.” Welchman laughs. “I just had to help the prof here with long division.”

			“I never learned basic arithmetic,” Turing says.

			“Your teacher taught it,” Welchman says. “You just weren’t paying attention.”

			Turing smiles. “That sounds plausible.”

			“I’ve heard the stories,” Welchman says. “Reading Einstein instead of doing your homework. You missed the easy stuff.”

			“That’s the thing,” I say. “This is easy. It’s such a simple idea.”

			I take a sheet from the tray on Welchman’s desk. Thin paper with handwritten groups of letters:

			
				YMJWJ  FWJAF  XYSZR  GJWXB  MTBNQ  QWJSI

			

			And a few more lines like that. An intercepted German message. The blocks of five letters, we figure, make the text easier for telegraph operators to send and receive.

			And harder for us to read. That’s something code makers figured out centuries ago—remove the spaces between words, and the message looks jumbled.

			
				NOW­DO­YOU­SEE­WHAT­I­MEAN?

			

			But this is no real hindrance. Just takes a bit of practice.

			We know the Germans are using a substitution cipher—each letter of the original German message has been replaced by another letter.

			That’s it. A two-thousand-year-old idea.

			“So why can’t we read the messages?” I ask. “Sorry. Stupid question.”

			Turing’s staring at the ceiling. “They say there are no stupid questions.”

			“I’ve heard a few,” Welchman says. “But who knows? Maybe that’s what we need.”

			He turns to me.

			“The whole country’s depending on us, Novis, even if they don’t know who we are. We need new ideas, and we need them now.”
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			Lizzie

			My stomach pokes with the reminder that a fossilized scone does not qualify as nourishment. I climb from beneath the thick quilt and dress quickly. I must figure out a way to open Willa’s calendar diary. As I part the curtains, early-morning sun spills through the window, spreading warm light across the knotty plank floor. The sloped ceiling gives the room the appearance of a triangle. My brother’s books and newspapers litter the narrow space. He needs a bookshelf.

			Jakob left at midnight. What sort of work can begin at midnight?

			Report to the Park and ask for Commander Bradley. He will provide further information and orders.

			Those were the Colonel’s final instructions.

			I make my way down the stairs. As I reach the stooped archway into the pub, I notice a small door tucked into an alcove. Instead of a doorknob, it has a large metal hasp with a hefty padlock. Perhaps the ale and wine cupboard?

			Colin sits in the pub, a wrinkled map spread out before him. He stretches, scratching his sandy-brown hair. “Morning, Lizzie.”

			“Good morning, Colin. Plotting a journey?”

			“Wouldn’t that be grand. No. Trying to figure out which airfield my brother, Simon, has been sent to. I’d wager RAF Kenley.”

			“Where’s that?”

			“It’s here,” says Colin, pointing to a dot south of London.

			“And where are we?” I ask.

			“Bletchley’s here.” Colin slides his finger northwest.

			“I see,” I say quietly. “Far enough in the country to be out of the way.”

			“Yes, but still conveniently close to London. Interesting, isn’t it?” He runs his finger back and forth along the train route. “You’re still hungry, I imagine?”

			“Famished.”

			“Mum! Lizzie’s awake and she’s hungry!” he yells to no one I can see.

			“I was here first!” the man with the spongy face bellows from his stool at the bar.

			“Yeah, you always are, Mr. Berrycloth. But a good gent would say ‘ladies first,’ wouldn’t he?” quips Colin. He shakes his head and rolls his eyes. “So, how long will you be investigating here at the Mutton?” he asks.

			“I’ve no idea. Jakob didn’t say.”

			“Did you leave a lot of friends and family back home?”

			“Most were evacuated when our school was closed. Our housekeeper, Viola, went to Wales, and I was supposed to go to America to stay with my gran.”

			“You mentioned that last night. Why didn’t you go?”

			“Well, Gran’s what they call ‘a big personality.’ She has many notions and potions. My father died when I was an infant and Gran’s been very involved ever since. I didn’t want to be subjected to her lectures, forced to drink slimy things, and I didn’t want to leave my brother.”

			“Where’s your mum?” asks Colin.

			I freeze, not sure how to respond.

			“Here we are, luv!” beams a stout woman wearing a stained apron. She clatters a plate of eggs, toast, and a cup of tea in front of me. “I’m Mrs. Tilbury. I’m terribly sorry, remind me of your name? Colin just shouted it, of course, but I’ve a horrible memory. Everything just leaks right out.”

			“It’s Elizabeth. But if you don’t mind, I prefer Lizzie. My gran says that’s a nickname reserved for barmaids and axe murderers, but I quite like it.”

			Colin laughs.

			“Barmaids and axe murderers?” His mother smiles. “Well then, you’ll fit right in around here. So, I imagine you’ll be having a poke around today?”

			“Yes. I’ll be going up to the Park,” I tell her.

			“Oh, the Park! I almost forgot. Goodness, I’m always forgetting. Colin, we had a message from Mrs. Meager on Church Green near the Park. The light in her loo is broken, and she’d be grateful if you could have a look. And no need to fuss, Mr. Berrycloth. Your breakfast is coming!”

			“Don’t burn the toast this time,” he mutters.

			Mrs. Tilbury swats a playful hand at him and shuttles back to the kitchen.

			“Loo repair. Are you a plumber?” I ask, digging into the eggs.

			“More of an electrician. It was a hobby that became a vocation once I turned fifteen and the war began.” Colin looks longingly at the map in front of him. “I’d much rather be flying a Spitfire with Simon.” He folds up the map.

			“An electrician. I imagine you have tools, then?”

			“Lots of them. Are you looking for something?”

			“I’ve done the silliest thing. I’ve lost the key to my calendar diary.”

			“A calendar diary. How posh.”

			“Oh no, it’s nothing like that. Gran’s house in Cleveland, yes, I imagine that’s posh, possibly to the extent of being vulgar. And her constant attempts to play matchmaker are also vulgar. But I’d say a calendar diary is more practical than posh.”

			“Your gran, she sounds like she’s lost the plot, eh? There’s a war going on, the Germans are coming, and she’s playing matchmaker?” Colin gives a snort and rolls his eyes.

			To be honest, the way Colin describes it, it does sound a bit ridiculous.

			“Well, she’s the only gran I’ve got. Besides, without a dash of ridiculous, a person is usually very boring.”

			Colin considers the comment as I finish my breakfast. “Ridiculous, huh? Never thought of it like that. But you might be right. My dead uncle, Hugh, used to swallow farthing coins. Said it was revenge against his ulcers. Seemed ridiculous, but he was one of the most exciting people I’ve ever known.”

			Hmm. Colin is quite interesting.

			“So,” he says. “You want me to pop that calendar lock?”

		


		
			16

			•

			Jakob

			I step out of Hut 6, squinting in the morning sun. It was another long night hunched over a table, staring at groups of letters on little slips of paper. Another failure of a night.

			Birds chirp in the trees, the fools. Don’t they know we’re one day closer to being blown off the map?

			I duck into Hut 2 for a cup of coffee. There are stale rolls on offer, and some truly foul-smelling salted fish. I take a roll and stroll over to the lake.

			Nigel’s down there. I spot the bowl of brown hair over the tops of the weeds. The kid’s stalking through the brush along the edge of the water, gazing down with great focus. He stops and bends over. Lifts something and cradles it in the front of his shirt. Then continues the search.

			“Pawn takes bishop,” I say.

			“I know,” he says. He holds up a blue-green egg. “Duck egg. Ever try ’em?”

			“Don’t think so.”

			“My mum won’t. Says you don’t know where they’ve been. You look tired.”

			I nod but say nothing. Nigel knows the rules. I don’t talk about my work, and he doesn’t ask. He finds two more eggs.

			We walk to the newspaper stand beside the mansion. A tilting wooden box, with good old Thomas Tooth behind the counter in his woolen sweater vest. As always, the man’s knitting socks for the soldiers. Tooth reaches under the counter when he sees me, takes out a copy of the New York Herald Tribune. Three days old, but my only lifeline to American baseball scores.

			“Thank you, Mr. Tooth,” I say, handing over two coppers. “It’s really good of you to bring this paper in for me.”

			He nods. And knits.

			I tuck the Tribune under my arm and glance at today’s headlines in the London papers:

			
				Nazis Advance 
Across Wide Front; 
Hitler Eyes 
Quick Victory

			

			And below that:

			
				You Will Be Told 
what to Do 
If Invasion Comes

			

			I turn to Nigel. “Guess we’d better start watching the sky for nuns.”

			“You shouldn’t joke, Jakob.”

			“I know.”

			We continue under an archway into a wide courtyard. It’s surrounded by brick cottages and the old horse stables, which are now used to park cars. There’s a pigeon loft in the attic space above the garage. Mr. Skevington’s van is parked out front. He’s loading birds in cages into the back of the van.

			“Coming out with me today, Nigel?” he asks.

			“Yes, sir,” Nigel says. “Just a minute.”

			The old owners of Bletchley Park used to raise racing pigeons. When the war started, the army brought Mr. Skevington in to train the birds as carrier pigeons. He takes them out to nearby parks, sets them loose, and they find their way back here. He drives them farther and farther out each time. Eventually, you can take them hundreds of miles away—fly them to France, behind enemy lines—and attach a message to their leg, and they’ll find their way back home. No one knows how they do it.

			Nigel and I continue on to his family’s cottage. “Very strange people working here,” he says.

			“All interesting people are strange, don’t you think?”

			“They don’t look where they’re going. And they walk around saying things like, ‘Quite right!’ Or ‘No, that can’t be!’ But there’s no one else there.”

			I laugh. He could be describing any one of us.

			“And that man on the squeaky bicycle,” Nigel says. “Alan Turing.” He sees the surprise on my face. “I’m not supposed to know people’s names, but you hear things. He rides around wearing a gas mask.”

			“That’s for his hay fever,” I say. “He says it helps.”

			“Well, this morning he walked over to one of the huts that’s being built. He picked up a shovel and took it. Just took it and walked away.”

			“Hmm,” I say. “He must need it for something.”

			“Like what?” Nigel asks. “Worth watching, anyway.”

			We stop in front of Nigel’s cottage. He goes in to drop off the duck eggs. I really need to get over to the mansion for my lecture.

			Now, if I can just think of something intelligent to say.
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			Lizzie

			I set my dishes on the bar and follow Colin to the latched door beneath the stairs.

			“Your tools are in the ale cupboard?” I ask.

			“It’s not an ale cupboard.”

			Colin quickly unlocks and opens the door. He steps aside and waves me in with a grand gesture.

			I peek through the doorway. “Gran would say it’s improper to go into a boy’s room.”

			“Well, right now I’m not a lad; I’m a locksmith. This is my shop.”

			“Excellent point.” I step into the small room and instantly lose my breath. A symphony of clicking, ticking, and tocking surrounds me. The walls are covered, top to bottom, with shelves of all sizes, crowded with what appear to be radios, clocks, tubes, small motors, and every mechanical device you could imagine—and some you couldn’t. Bundles of coiled wires hang, scalloped, from the ceiling. Beneath a mullioned window is a desk made of a door and two tree stumps. Colin turns on a lamp fashioned from a metal pipe and a round tobacco tin.

			It’s incredibly cramped but incredibly organized. And Colin clearly favors lists. The walls are covered with them. The handwritten roster next to me says PARTS: Central Electricity England, Two Sparks: the Dynamo of Dixie, and Peerless Light Co. Chicago.

			I turn, and on the wall next to Colin’s small cot of a bed I see it. The war. Maps marked with red string. RAF posters with images of planes and slogans like On to Victory! and Air Crews Wanted! Astride Colin’s bed is a framed photo. A young man in uniform has his arm slung around Colin. They’re standing in front of a motorbike, smiling. He notices my gaze.

			“That’s Simon,” he tells me as he fishes through a box on his desk. “We built that motorbike from scratch. Took us two years.”

			I nod, gazing around the room. “Has Jakob been in here?” I ask.

			“Nah,” he laughs. “The sound drives some people barmy. Especially my dad.”

			“I think it’s lovely. It’s like a mechanical forest.”

			“Yep, puts me right to calm,” says Colin. “So, you have that diary?” He holds up a wire.

			“It needs a key.”

			“No, it doesn’t.” A sly gleam appears in his eye.

			I hesitate, then retrieve the small leather book from my pocket. Colin leans over and, without even touching the diary, inserts the wire and springs the lock. The cover peeks open and I see a photo of myself and Jakob as young children.

			“Is that you?” he asks, stepping in closer.

			I snap the book shut and as if on cue, several cuckoos appear from intricately carved wooden clocks, announcing the hour half past. There are so many, I have to raise my voice.

			“Thank you,” I say, sliding the diary back into the pocket of my skirt. “I’d better get to the Park. I don’t want to be late.”

			“I can take you up. I’m heading that way.”

			I nod and try to act casual, but my mind is racing. What if the small book in my pocket has the answers I’ve been looking for? What if it leads me—

			To Willa?
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			The Colonel’s secretary leads me into an office on the mansion’s second floor. Desks pushed to the wall, a few chairs, and a chalkboard on wheels.

			A small wooden case sits on the floor in the corner.

			Where to begin?

			Keep it simple, Welchman had said.

			I pick up a piece of chalk and copy from my notebook onto the chalkboard:

			
				GJLNS FYYFHP FY IFBS

			

			I pull my pipe from a jacket pocket. It’s actually my father’s pipe, one of the few things I’ve got of his. I’ve given up trying to light the blasted thing.

			“Okay, this is a cipher,” I say, pacing the empty room, rehearsing. “Which is not the same thing as a code. In a code, a whole word or phrase is replaced by letters, numbers, or some other symbol. A cipher is different—seemingly simpler. In a cipher, one letter stands for another letter.”

			I tap the bowl of the pipe on the chalkboard. “This one’s known as the Caesar shift. Probably the first cipher used in war, dating back to—you guessed it—Julius Caesar. To encipher a message with the Caesar shift, you simply shift each letter of your message down the alphabet some set number of places. For a Caesar shift of one, A becomes B, B becomes C, and so on. For a shift of two, A becomes C, B becomes D. Simple. And yet if Caesar’s enemy had intercepted such a message, they’d have had no clue how to make sense of it. This cipher was perfectly unbreakable. Until it wasn’t. Can you see its weakness?”

			“I believe so.”

			The voice startles me. The pipe drops from my hand and clatters on the floor.

			A woman stands in the doorway. She’s around my age, with two pencils sticking from a bun of reddish-blond hair. She takes the chalk from my hand and writes the solution to my cipher on the board:

			
				Begin attack at dawn

			

			I nod to her, impressed. “That was fast.”

			“I’m Beryl,” she says, handing me the chalk. “I think you dropped your pipe.”

			A chap about the same age steps into the room. Big ears and a boyish let’s get started grin. “John,” he says.

			“Hullo, I’m Jakob.” I bend to retrieve my pipe. “Have a seat.”

			I’ve seen these two around Cambridge. Both are gifted mathematicians.

			They’re waiting for me to say something worth hearing.

			“So, right…the weakness of the Caesar shift.” I tap the chalkboard. “It’s susceptible to brute force. That’s to say, you can simply check every possible solution. There are only twenty-five Caesar shifts, since a shift of twenty-six gets you right back where you started. Once people figured that out, the cipher was useless. That set off a two-thousand-year war between makers and breakers of secret writing. A twisting path that leads to this Park. Right here to this room.”

			That was rather good. John and Beryl lean forward.

			“Code makers came up with more and more complex ways to substitute one letter for another, but they always left patterns, clues for the code breakers to hunt down. Meanwhile, technology changed—telegraph, and then the big one: radio. Communication at the speed of light, but at a cost. Anyone can grab radio waves from the air. Code breakers kept their lead, all through the Great War and into the 1920s.

			“That’s when we—I mean British intelligence, and the French and Poles too—we started intercepting German radio messages that were baffling. No clues in the language, no mathematical patterns. Just a random mix of letters, impervious to attack by any known strategy. Finally, the code makers had retaken the lead.”

			I step to the corner and lift the wooden case. Heavy for its size.

			“There was only one logical explanation. The Germans had begun using a machine to generate ciphers.”

			I set the case on a desk.

			“And here it is.”

			Beryl and John gather round as I lift the lid. Inside is a black metal device, the size and shape of a typewriter.

			“Meet your enemy,” I tell my students. “Enigma.”
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			“Well,” I say. “What d’you think?”

			They’re still looking over the Enigma. Trying to get their heads round the fact that this obscure contraption may determine the outcome of the war.

			“Beautiful, in its way,” says John. He’s got an Irish accent. “Elegant.”

			“You think so?” Beryl asks. “I was going to say sinister.”

			I’m with Beryl. Every time I look at Enigma, I see Nazis marching. I see Hitler with that toothbrush mustache, hair flopping in his eyes, ranting and raving.

			It’s quite irrational. The thing’s a collection of keys and wires and light bulbs, powered by a battery. A mindless machine.

			Enigma looks like a typewriter at first glance. It’s got a twenty-six-letter keyboard, but there’s no place for paper. Instead, above the keys is a lamp board: twenty-six round windows, each with a letter, arranged in the same order as the keyboard.

			I press D on the keyboard. The L lights up on the lamp board. I press E, and W lights up.

			“This is all Enigma does,” I say. “It’s nothing more than a clever way of turning one letter into another.”

			I open the front of the machine. Inside sit three metal rotors. I pull one out and hold it up. The little wheel is marked on its outside rim with the letters A through Z.

			“Each of these rotors is filled with cross-wiring. Press a letter on the keyboard, say an A. An electrical current enters the rotor as an A but exits as a different letter, say J. The current enters the second rotor as a J and exits as say, Y. It enters the third rotor as Y and changes again, say to H.” I put the rotor back in place. “And each time you press a letter on the keyboard, at least one of the rotors moves.”

			The office door opens. The Colonel steps in. A raptor’s head in a tailored suit. He shuts the door behind him, sits on a table in the corner, gives me a go on gesture.

			“So, um…the operator types in the German message and different letters light up on the lamp board. That’s the enciphered message. That gets sent by radio in Morse code. The receiver sets up his Enigma exactly the same way as the sender. He types in the gibberish, and, letter by letter, the original German lights up on the lamp board.”

			“Brilliant,” John says. Then adds, glancing at the Colonel, “Sorry, sir. But I mean, credit where credit is due.”

			“I quite agree,” the Colonel says. “Continue, Novis.”

			“Well, we intercept German radio messages at listening posts. Motorcycle couriers bring stacks of messages here all day and night. But we can’t read them.”

			“Because we don’t how the operator set up his machine,” Beryl says.

			I nod. “It’s a maths problem.”

			I toss Beryl a piece of chalk. “Enigma comes with five different rotors, each with unique wiring. Three rotors are used at a time, in any order. So that means there are—”

			Beryl writes on the chalkboard:

			
				60

			

			“Right,” I say. “Sixty possible rotor combinations. Each rotor can start in one of twenty-six positions. So that’s twenty-six cubed—”

			Beryl writes:

			
				17,576

			

			“Yes, thanks,” I say. “Of course, you’ve got to multiply that by sixty rotor combinations, which is—”

			I stop to check my notes. Beryl writes:

			
				1,054,560

			

			The Colonel chuckles.

			“Um, right,” I say. “A million-plus ways to set up the machine. But if we had an army of cipher clerks, each checking one setting every minute, we could brute-force the solution in a day or so. The Germans knew this. They added more layers of complexity. Each rotor has a ring setting—a movable notch that shifts its internal wiring. There’s also the plugboard.”

			I open a flap at the front of the machine. Behind the flap is a set of twenty-six holes, each marked with a letter. Black cables snake between many of the holes.

			“One end of a cable is plugged into any letter, and the other end can be plugged into any other letter. Standard procedure is to swap ten pairs of letters. By this point, the numbers are truly fiendish. How many ways can an Enigma operator set up their machine? May I?”

			Beryl hands me the chalk. I write:

			
				158,962,555,217,826,360,000

			

			John lets out a long groan.

			Beryl wipes chalk on her skirt.

			I remember the feeling well, from when I first met Enigma. I’ve still got it. Overwhelmed by the machine’s raw power. Terrified by it.

			“Checking one a minute’s no good anymore,” John says.

			Beryl nods. “To try them all, we’d need longer than the age of the universe.”

			“Look on the bright side,” I say. “Probability is we’d luck into the right answer in only half that time.”

			Mathematicians’ humor. But no one’s laughing.
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			“Are you sure you don’t mind walking me?” I ask.

			“Nah, I have to fix the Meagers’ loo. It’s on the way to the Park,” says Colin.

			We exit the inn, and standing beneath the thatched roof is the scarecrow from the train station. He hovers within a globe of shadow, smoking.

			“Lovely day,” he greets us. “Already quite warm, isn’t it?”

			“Yes, but I’d rather be warm than cold, wouldn’t you?” I reply. He gives a quick nod and slips inside the inn.

			“Who’s that?” asks Colin.

			“Some sort of security man. Does he stay at the inn?”

			“No. Last night was the first time I’ve seen him.” Colin kicks a stone across the dirt road. “But it’s nearly impossible to keep track of everyone who’s coming and going.”

			Colin grips his toolbox with one hand and gestures with the other. “Beyond the railway is the brickworks. That’s what you smell. There are some nice ponds down there, if you know where to look. Just up from the railway bridge you’ll find a fish shop and the chemist.” He points in the other direction down a narrow road, clotted with stones. “Down Victoria Street is Parriss’s sweet shop, but with war rationing, Mr. Parriss doesn’t have much to offer. Neither does the butcher. Don’t know how Mum manages a larder stock, but she does somehow.”

			I nod, taking in the small village as we walk. Dry stone walls are perfumed with tumbles of pink roses. It’s cozy, relaxing in a way that makes me feel like I can breathe deeper. But the bounce of Willa’s calendar diary against my leg is a constant distraction.

			“Bletchley’s nothing like London, but over the past year there’s been a constant stream of people,” explains Colin. “Every home in the village is billeting someone who works at the Park. An odd combination of folks from all parts, even as far as Edinburgh and Belfast. Can’t really figure out the common thread. Girls in pearls, chess players, antiquarian booksellers, intellectual toffs like your brother. Lots of people and all working strange hours.”

			“Is there a library?”

			“Yes, at Elmers School. But that’s part of the Park now.” He passes the toolbox to his other hand. “With the chaos of the war, I haven’t seen much of my old schoolmates. You’re the first person near my age who’s come to the inn.” A hint of sadness lingers around the statement.

			“Well, I’ll be your friend. I’m very good at making friends and I’m confident I’ll find a few more for us.”

			Colin walks, looking at a tree instead of me. “Last night, you mentioned that you’re straightforward.”

			“Yes, I prefer being straightforward and prefer others to be straightforward with me. It reduces the space between people. Saves time.”

			“All right, I’ll have a go.” He begins slowly. “This morning…when I asked about your mum…you looked relieved that my question was interrupted. Am I right?”

			Oh my, Colin is very good at being straightforward.

			“Yes. Perceptive of you to notice,” I reply. “I’ve been lied to regarding her whereabouts.” I look to Colin. “It hurts to be lied to, of course.”

			He nods. “Yeah. It does.”

			“And now, if I may continue our straightforward exchange? I’ve noticed a tiny hitch in your step, which tells me that your age may not be your only hurdle in becoming a soldier?”

			Colin says nothing, just stares at the street. We pass a long line of terraced row houses. A train whistle sounds in the distance and suddenly the sour smell of the brickworks gives way to the scent of freshly cut grass.

			“I’m sorry, Colin. Too straightforward?”

			“No.” He shrugs. “Well, maybe. Broken leg didn’t heal right. Didn’t imagine you’d notice. Most don’t.”

			“Friends would. Just like you noticed my expression at the table this morning. But now that we’ve been straightforward, things are out in the open and there’s no awkwardness. Isn’t that a relief?”

			A small smile pulls at the corner of his mouth. “Yeah, I guess it is.”

			We walk in silence, making our way up a rutted slope toward the entrance of the Park. The entire perimeter is bordered by a thick band of trees, obscuring any possible view. As if the trees weren’t an adequate barrier, a metal fence surrounds the approach, decorated with rolls of barbed wire. Goodness, I hadn’t seen any of that in the dark. What are they protecting behind the fence? Or hiding. A tingling curiosity stirs within me.

			A military sentry stands guard at the gate. “Pass card, please.”

			“Oh, I don’t yet have a pass. I’m Elizabeth Novis, and I was told to report to Commander Bradley this morning. I imagine he’ll give me a pass and whatever else I need.”

			What might I need? I have no idea why I’ve been summoned here this morning. It’s most inconvenient. I have an investigation to conduct. The sentry instructs me to wait while he makes a call. I try to peek through the gates.

			“Looks like a lovely setting,” I say.

			“Fifty-five acres. Used to belong to the Leon family,” says Colin. “When I was little, I’d climb the trees to spy. There’s a hedge maze on the side of the property.”

			“A maze! Have you been through it?” I ask.

			“No. Always wanted to, though. The Leons were pretty posh. There were house parties on the lawn, hunters in the stables, chauffeurs, a fancy butler who carried trays of drinks, and dozens of other servants. Mum said Lady Leon had her own French maid. It’s a bit dingy now and houses an army of mice, but it’s not as bad as they say. The way people describe it in the pub at the Mutton, it’s as if they find it offensive or something. A provincial pile, a maudlin monstrosity, they call it.”

			“An overuse of alliteration.” I nod.

			“Well, now there’s an overuse of security. I’ve been inside a bunch of times. Did a lot of repair work when they were trying to sell the place. And then when it sold, everything went hush-hush.”

			“Interesting.” I look up at the thick barbed wire. “What’s so hush-hush?”

			“Don’t know. I was told my services were no longer needed and only those with special passes could get in. Guess I’m not the ‘special pass’ sort. It’s rubbish.” He gives a small sigh. “Well, I better be off to fix that light in the Meagers’ loo.”

			“Colin, your services are needed. Perhaps later you can help me find something I’m looking for?”

			“Sure, what’s that?” he replies.

			“A magnifying glass and a good hiding place.” My voice dims. “But keep it just between us friends, of course.”

			“Of course.” Colin adjusts his gray cap, revealing his tanned face. A spark of mischief glimmers in his eyes. “You up to some trouble, Lizzie?”

			“I’m not exactly sure what I’m up to,” I tell him.

			And at that moment, the guard opens the gate. A slim man with dark hair pedals slowly by us on a dilapidated bicycle. He wears scuffed shoes and a striped necktie as a belt. Strapped across the handlebars is a rusty shovel. He turns, glancing briefly at us, and it feels as if the scene drops into slow motion. His face is undecipherable; it’s covered by a green rubber gas mask.

			I look from Colin to the thick metal gate.

			No, I have no idea what I’m up to.
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			I’m not sure how long we’ve been standing here, goggling at the twenty-one-digit monster on the chalkboard.

			
				158,962,555,217,826,360,000

			

			The Colonel raps his knuckles on a table, breaking the spell.

			“The thing is, it can be done!” he tells us. “We were reading some Enigma messages early in the war.”

			“That’s right,” I say. “But the Germans added new procedures, new complications, just as they launched their attack in Western Europe. Now we’re shut out again.”

			“And the clock’s ticking,” the Colonel adds.

			John touches the side of the Enigma machine. “Where’d we get this?”

			“From Polish code breakers,” the Colonel says. “They were working on Enigma before the war.”

			I’ve heard of the Polish team, but don’t know much about what they did. Or what happened to them when the Germans invaded. I look to the Colonel.

			“Enough history,” he says, checking his watch. “Show them Dilly’s idea. By Jove, give them some hope!”

			And he’s out the door.

			“Right,” I say. “Hope.”

			“Hope would be nice,” John says.

			“Well,” I say, “we suspect Enigma is unbreakable.”

			“You’re not helping,” Beryl says.

			I laugh. “Unbreakable—if used perfectly. But there are thousands of these machines out there, which means thousands of Enigma operators. They could be our age, even younger. Some brighter than others. They make mistakes, and this might be our way in.”

			I gesture for John to sit in the chair in front of the Enigma.

			“You’re the operator,” I say. “You come on duty at midnight. That’s when operators change the settings on their machines. Once a month, they all get the same sheet, which tells them which rotors to use each day and in what order, which ring settings and plugboard settings. So you set up your machine.”

			“Then what?” John asks.

			“Then you wait. You wait for someone to hand you a message to encipher. At that point you’ll need to pick a starting position and message key—six letters.”

			“Why six?” John asks.

			“I’ll get to that,” I say. “Meanwhile, you’re bored. You’re scared, you’re homesick. You start dreaming of a girl back home, the lovely Ingrid.”

			“The beautiful Bertha,” Beryl suggests.

			“Bertha works,” I say. “Six letters. Picture it. You and Bertha enjoy a picnic in the forest. You’re swimming in a blue-green lake.”

			I slam the desk with my open hand. John jumps.

			“The fantasy shatters,” I say. “You’re handed a message, ordered to send it. Your machine is already set up according to the monthly sheet. But you still have to pick six letters—now, right now! What’s the first thing that pops into your head?”

			John roars, “Bertha!”

			“Right,” I say. “So spin the rotors to BER.”

			John turns the Enigma rotors until the letters B-E-R show in the tiny windows on top of the machine.

			“That’s your starting position,” I say. “Now type in THA. That’s your message key.”

			He does. The letters K-L-W light up on the lamp board.

			I erase the big number from the chalkboard and write:

			
				BER KLW

			

			“You put those six letters on the top line of your message. It’s called the preamble. The operator who receives the message has got his Enigma set up according to the monthly sheet. He sets rotors to BER and types in KLW. What lights up on his lamp board?”

			“THA,” Beryl says. Amazing how quick her mind is.

			“Yes,” I say. “The receiver then moves his rotors to THA—and he can begin to decipher the message.”

			Beryl is nodding. “But we can’t do the same. We see BER KLW in the message preamble. But if we set our machine to BER and type in KLW, we don’t get THA.”

			“Because we don’t know the machine’s other settings,” John says.

			“Exactly,” I say. “And we can’t know them, so long as operators pick random sets of six letters. But what if they don’t? Say we intercept a message. We see BER KLW in the preamble. What does that tell us?”

			“We know the operator started at BER,” Beryl says, “and typed in something to get KLW.”

			“But what?” I ask. “We can’t know—unless operators are using names or six-letter words. In that case, the first three letters are a clue to the identity of the second three. If we see BER KLW in the preamble, we can guess that KLW might be deciphered as THA. And if we’re right, we’ve got the message key!”

			Beryl shakes her head, amazed. “Operators really do this?”

			“Most don’t,” I say. “But some do. It’s a mistake that turns Enigma messages into basic word puzzles. We’ve seen preambles with HIT and then three random letters. Say you see these letters in preamble—how would you decipher the second three-letter group?”

			I write on the chalkboard:

			
				HIT KSO

			

			“LER,” Beryl practically sings. “Hitler!”

			Then silence.

			Not the done thing, to shout that name with glee.

			“Right,” I continue. “Some operators use swear words. Or obvious patterns on the keyboard, like QWE ASD—the first three letters on the top two rows. Dilly Knox calls these sorts of mistakes ‘cillies.’ Named for this one lazy chap who sets his machine to CIL LIE over and over. His girlfriend’s name, we reckon.”

			My students are quiet for a moment, taking in the information.

			“So there’s the hope,” I say. “They make mistakes. Finding cillies gets us partway in the door—but only partway. There are still so many settings we don’t know.”

			“Fine,” Beryl says. “We need another piece of the puzzle.”

			“Are there other clues in the messages?” John asks. “What else are they giving away?”

			“Good questions,” I say. “Let’s find the answers.”
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			The guard waves me through the gate, and I proceed through a thick barrier of trees onto a crunching gravel drive. In the daylight, I can see that it is, indeed, a lovely setting. And not just a setting; it’s a small village unto itself. Lush English gardens pop with color across an expanse of acreage. A shimmering lake decorates the center of the property, fringed with more greenery.

			I make my way farther into the Park and a rhythmic pulsing emerges. The serenity of the honey-colored cottages in Bletchley gives way to the energy of a London train station. Rumbling motorcycles whiz about the drive. Construction crews haul supplies while women in skirts wheel laundry carts of paper between bald wooden huts. Others dash to and fro, carrying large brown envelopes. Groups of men congregate in conference, smoking and whispering on the lawns. I shield my eyes, squinting into the distance. The grounds extend into endless meadows dotted with more huts and construction.

			Why is Colin not allowed inside? I wonder.

			And just as I ponder the question, my breath pulls back with a gasp. The mansion stands before me in the distance. A hulking, labyrinth of a manor, punctuated with chimneys of all shapes and sizes. Sturdy red bricks adjoin pale stone accented by ornamental flourishes. Across the face of the house are countless windows in white wooden frames. I spot porches, a conservatory, and an odd copper dome wedged in on the side. It’s the type of estate that must be full of hidden doorways and secret passages, a sprawl of a mansion whose stairs creak and speak, while the windows rattle on the wind.

			It’s not maudlin. It’s marvelous.

			I pause, thinking of my school studies. Victorian Gothic, combined with Tudor, with dashes of…baroque? An architectural collage of sorts. But this can’t be a military installation. Very few are wearing uniforms. So what on earth is going on here?

			A man in a tweed suit stands alone and sock-footed in the grass. His eyes are closed and his face lifts toward the sun. He wears an apricot bow tie which, by my estimation, makes him very approachable.

			“Excuse me, sir.”

			His eyes slowly open, and his face lowers to mine.

			“Could you tell me where I might find Commander Bradley?”

			“Administration. First floor of the mansion.” He slowly closes his eyes, takes a deep breath, and returns his face to the sun.

			Positioned at the entry archway of the mansion are two stone griffins. Imagine a vicious dog with wings. They’re quite sinister and would certainly frighten off ghosts or thieves. I give them a cheery greeting and pass through the door. The light changes, pulling instantly into shadow. The Leon family clearly favored dark wood paneling. The walls and ceiling are covered with it.

			A woman carrying a stack of folders notices me. “May I help you, dear?”

			“Yes, please. I’m looking for Commander Bradley.”

			She points to an alcove on the left. “He’s stepped away but will return shortly.”

			I make my way into the large room, which is lighter, but not exactly cheerful. A broad desk sits in front of tall, draped windows. A cigarette glows from an ashtray crowded with butts, and smoke twists and climbs toward the chipped ceiling. An unattended cigarette? Very irresponsible. And I do believe Gran’s reports that tobacco is unhealthy. I quickly put it out.

			The desk contains folders, clipboards, a small lamp, and something else:

			A telephone.

			I throw a quick glance over my shoulder. Could I? He left the cigarette burning, so he won’t be gone long. I pick up the handset. How do the phones work here? Is the operator used to hearing a man’s voice from this extension? Wait, would making a call violate the Secrets Act? There’s no time to think because the operator is on the line. I do my best imitation of Jakob’s voice.

			“Grosvenor 4111, please.”

			A series of clicks and the line is ringing.

			“Office of the American embassy.”

			“Good morning. Olivia McQuatters, please.”

			I suddenly hear a man’s voice coming from the hall. And then footsteps on the hardwood floors.

			“I’ll connect you,” says the embassy operator.

			I quickly hang up and spin around. Within a fraction of a second, a tall, elegant gentleman enters the room. My mind is exploding with thoughts: I asked for Olivia. The operator said she would connect me. That means Olivia is at the embassy in London.

			“Hello,” says the commander, eyeing my proximity to his desk. “I didn’t see you come in.”

			“Good morning, commander. I’m Elizabeth. My brother is Jakob Novis. I was told to report to you.”

			“Ah, yes. Hello, Elizabeth.” He takes a seat and scans a register in front of him. “The Colonel felt you’d be well suited to assist as a messenger. Are you physically fit?”

			Oh dear, he sounds like Gran.

			“The position requires quite a bit of stamina,” says the commander. “You’ll carry messages between the various departments and it often calls for a swift stride. You’ll be stationed in the center of the Park.”

			“Excuse me, commander? A position? Stationed?”

			“Yes. You’re being put to work,” he says.

			My eyes blink with disbelief. What is he talking about? “Oh, there must be some mistake. I can’t work here. I have some very important work of my own that I’m pursuing. But thank you for the invitation.” I give a polite smile.

			The commander’s brow narrows. “These are orders, Miss Novis. Not an invitation. When summoned, you’ll be given a large, sealed envelope and instructed where to deliver it. You must never open the envelope, ask about its contents, or make stops during delivery. Is that clear?”

			Oh my. He’s entirely serious. But how on earth can I pursue my investigation if I’m saddled with work in this peculiar mansion? It’s most inconvenient.

			“I said—is that clear, Miss Novis? There’s a war going on and we must all do our part.”

			“Yes, commander.”

			The commander leans to look past me. “Is that the morning post, Marion?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			A diminutive girl appears and sets a bundle of envelopes on the desk. She has black hair, moon-pale skin, and eyes so large they give the appearance of a doll, the kind that never blinks. Adorable.

			“Marion, this is Elizabeth. She’s about your age and, like you, she will be contributing because she has a family association with those who work here. Elizabeth will be starting today as a messenger. Please see that she gets a brief overview of the property and then direct her to the messenger stand at the center of the Park.” He turns to me. “Now, Elizabeth, I’d like you to repeat the instructions I gave you.”

			“I will be summoned. I will be given a large, sealed envelope and told where to deliver it. I will not open the envelope nor ask about its contents. And I will deliver it directly without making any stops.”

			“Very good. Your brother said you were sharp.”

			Jakob said I was sharp? Marion looks to me, impressed.

			He hands across a small card. “This is your pass into the Park. Guard it carefully and never, ever, show it to anyone. Very well, ladies. That is all,” says the commander. He reaches for his cigarette but is quickly confused by the smashed and bent end.
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			Marion is petite but has a purposeful stride. Her walk is akin to a march. We exit the office and she speaks in a hurried whisper. “I think you impressed him. He’s very kind but expects perfection.”

			“Perfection? But perfection is boring and forgettable. It’s the imperfections that I find interesting.”

			“Goodness, you sound so adult. Are you a philosopher, Elizabeth?”

			“I prefer Lizzie, if that’s all right with you. And heavens no, I’m not a philosopher. I just have the awful habit of speaking whatever pops into my head. I think it’s because I’m half American.”

			Marion’s eyes flash. “You’re half American?”

			“I am. But I do hope that won’t prevent us from being friends. You seem like a nice girl, Marion.”

			“Oh!” Her mouth forms a perfect circle. “I don’t mind. I’ve just never met anyone who’s half American. My older sister lives in America, and I’m desperate to join her.”

			“Really? Where is she?”

			“Lone Cabbage. In a state called Florida.”

			“Oh my, how wonderfully exotic!”

			“Yes, she reports there are alligators. Our parents are English. Jewish, you see. They teach in a music conservatory in Austria. They insisted we evacuate from Vienna. There were no alligators there.”

			“No, I imagine not.”

			“My sister was sent to a distant cousin in Florida. I was sent to Bletchley to live with a family friend. My parents know a composer doing some work here at the Park.”

			A composer? Colin had said there were girls in pearls, chess players, intellectuals, and mathematicians like Jakob working at the Park. And a music composer? What on earth is going on here?

			We arrive at the front entrance of the mansion and pause near the griffins. I turn to Marion. “Well, I was supposed to be in America at this very moment, in the cultural capital of Cleveland. But I skipped my ship, you see, so now I’m here. And with the Germans at our door, we do need to build our own circles of friendship to get through all of this, don’t we, Marion? I’ll introduce you to my new friend, Colin. He’s quite smart and understands the nature of imperfection.”

			“Colin, the attractive boy who repairs things?”

			“Oh, do you find him attractive?” I ask.

			“No, I don’t.” She looks to me, serious. “I find Winston Churchill attractive, though. Very attractive.”

			“Yes, strong orators are appealing, aren’t they?”

			“Did you know that Churchill was born in America?” says Marion. “And Prime Minister Churchill is more than just a talented speaker.” Her fists clench. “He’s courageous and ready to destroy Hitler!” Marion’s face suddenly pinches with anger. This small girl has a large temper.

			I pat her shoulder. “Oh my, I didn’t mean to upset you. One thing my gran is correct about: blood pressure is a silent enemy. Let’s start over. I suggest we establish a tradition of petting these griffins.”

			“The griffins? Oh no, Lizzie. You mustn’t. They’re wicked!”

			“Only to an invader. If we pet them, we’ll create a rapport and they’ll become our friends.” I stroke the cold, stone ears of the statue.

			Marion cringes. “My, how easily Americans make friends,” she whispers. “But going to America, it’s my greatest dream.”

			“I wish it were mine. Now, Marion, before we begin the orientation that Commander Bradley mentioned, perhaps you can explain a bit about the communication system here. The phones in the mansion—are the exchanges anonymous, similar to the anonymous address in London they’ve given me?”

			Marion claps her hands over her ears. She takes a deep breath, then pulls me forward by the sleeve.

			“I didn’t hear that, Lizzie. You didn’t say that. I know nothing and neither do you, isn’t that right?” This tiny wisp of a girl is fiercely strong. “Isn’t that right?!” she repeats.

			“Yes, Marion,” I reply. “I know nothing.”

			But that’s a lie. Because I do.

			I know this:

			I am Elizabeth “Lizzie” Novis. Despite my good intentions, I often blunder, misstep, and stumble. And to be perfectly straightforward, let’s state the obvious:

			I am the candidate most likely to violate the Official Secrets Act.

			And I will be convicted of treason when I do.

		


		
			24

			•

			Jakob

			I charge toward the water and dive. The shock of the cold hits my eyes and my lungs, and I’m wide awake for the first time in hours.

			This is my favorite place near town. My secret pond. But an odd pond, a square one. It’s one of the clay pits dug by the town’s brickworks and has since filled with water. It always reminds me of Mum. She’d swim in all weather, no excuses accepted. We were once at some lakeside hotel in Switzerland, and she went in at sunrise. Lizzie and I had to follow. This was one of Mum’s games—and rules are rules. We were splashing around, shivering and laughing, and Gran ran to the shore waving her mighty arms, warning us we were doing irreparable harm to our gallbladders.

			I start to laugh—and these are the moments it hits. How much I miss my mum, and that I haven’t adjusted to the fact of living in a world without her. She and I were always close, in our way. She used to read me stories of history’s great spies, and we’d try the spy tricks at home. We even made our own invisible ink. Lemon juice, milk, vinegar—all are effective. The writing disappears as it dries but can be made visible again by gently heating the note.

			Urine also works well. We proved it. It was in the interest of science.

			Mum felt more like a friend than a parent. Maybe because I was away at school so much. But it’s also how she was. She made everything a game.

			I pull in a big breath and swim down, see how deep I can go. When I break the surface a white bird lifts from the water, dripping as it flies off.

			“You startled him!”

			A tall man stands on the shore, watching the bird through binoculars. It’s Jarvis, the MI5 agent. He was at the train station, the inn. And now my pond.

			Another coincidence?

			The man lowers his field glasses, looks at me, and shouts, “Smew!”

			This is a very difficult statement to respond to.

			“That was a smew,” he says. “A small duck, mature male. Rare to see in Britain.”

			My teeth are chattering. Wouldn’t mind a bit of privacy. But the tall fellow’s still standing there, scanning the trees through his binoculars. I scurry to my clothes, pulling them on over wet limbs. “Sorry about your…um, duck.”

			I start down the dirt lane toward town.

			“Actually, if you don’t mind.” The man falls in beside me. “I need a word with you. About Willa Novis.”

			I stop. Stunned.

			“You see,” Jarvis says, “we’d very much like to know what happened to her.”

			“We? You mean…”

			“Yes, the Security Service,” he says. “She disappeared in Poland, just as Hitler attacked. The American embassy is fairly certain she was killed. But there was never a funeral.”

			“That was Gran’s decision. My mum’s mother. ‘Not while there’s hope,’ she says.”

			“Do you have hope?”

			I open my mouth to answer, but I can’t. The word “no” catches in my throat. I manage a slight headshake.

			Jarvis nods. Sympathy? We walk on, past a farmer and a young boy weeding their field.

			Jarvis turns to me. “You’re a Jew, Novis, aren’t you?”

			A hostile note in the question. One I recall all too well from boys at boarding school.

			“My father was Jewish,” I tell him. “Why does that matter?”

			Jarvis grins. “It will matter a great deal to Hitler, if he gets here.”

			My heart’s racing, and I realize I’ve balled up my left fist to throw a punch. It’d be the world’s shortest fight, but at least I’d go down swinging.

			“No offense meant,” he says. “But I’d think you’d want to help protect us from the Nazis. You see, we’ve got plenty of enemies right here at home. Folks who’d rather give in to Hitler than fight him. Might even want to give him a helping hand.” He pulls out a small notebook. “Willa worked at the US embassy in London. Had done for about ten years, correct?”

			“Yes.”

			“And she was sent to Poland in late August 1939. To the US embassy in Warsaw. Her task was to help the embassy pack up, get the staff safely out of town before Hitler invaded.” He looks up from his notes. “Bit of a risky assignment.”

			“Well, she wasn’t the sort to be talked out of things.”

			“Did you try?”

			Should I tell him about that? How Willa showed up at my room at the Mutton, right before leaving for Poland?

			But it was such an odd conversation. I still can’t figure out why she came, or why she seemed so…what was it? Unsettled? Evasive? I don’t know. I haven’t even told Lizzie about it. And the strangest part of all: Weeks later, I found something she’d left in my room. A newspaper clipping with recipes and tips for homemakers. It made no sense at all. Mum always hated stuff like that.

			It wasn’t till about the tenth time I looked at the article that I found Mum’s coded message.

			Jarvis is waiting. Wondering why I’m taking so long to answer. Why tell this scarecrow anything that’ll make him more suspicious of my mum?

			“I was pretty worried,” I say. “But she was American; they’re not in the war. It should have been fine.”

			Jarvis watches me for a long moment. He turns a page of his notebook.

			“We know she made it to Warsaw,” he says. “She was with the staff, helping them pack up, when the Germans attacked on the first of September. A group of American staffers—all women—were given an embassy car and told to get out of Poland as fast as they could. Willa was supposed to go with them. But when it came time to leave, she was nowhere to be found.”

			That’s more than anyone’s ever told me about my mum’s disappearance. I want to stop and think, but Jarvis keeps pushing.

			“Why do you suppose she didn’t leave with the other embassy staff?” he asks.

			“I wish she had.”

			“Why didn’t she? Why would anyone stay in a country that was about to fall to the Nazis?”

			“Hold on, what are you suggesting? My mum loathed Hitler as much as I do!”

			“Naturally,” he says with an unpleasant grin. “But it’s a question that needs to be answered. We need to know if she’s still out there somewhere. Working against us.”

			Blood really can go cold. The icy flow shoots through my chest and arms.

			“She would never do that,” I finally manage. “Never.”

			“Let’s hope not.” Jarvis closes his notebook. “But Novis, if I find out you helped her in any way, or obstructed my investigation in any way, you’ll be guilty of treason in time of war.”

			“Treason?”

			“And the same goes for your sister.”

			“Lizzie? She’s fourteen. What could she know?”

			He takes another long look down at me. “We’ll speak again,” he says.
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			I continue alone into town, aching like I’ve been thrashed by a school bully. Struggling to make sense of Jarvis’s story.

			I’ve been trying so hard not to think too much about her. Telling myself there’s a war on. That I’ve got to stay focused on my work, or I’m no good to anyone.

			I don’t think that strategy’s going to work anymore.

			What must it have been like for her in Poland, those first days of the war? The chaos and fear, bombers in the sky, explosions and fires. But she had a way out, with those women from the embassy.

			Why didn’t she take it?

			I turn onto Buckingham Road. On the corner across from the Shoulder of Mutton, a man stands on a ladder. He’s taking down the street signs, dropping them into a cart.

			Nigel stands there beside his bicycle. Watching the man work.

			“Happening all over,” Nigel tells me. “Why give the invaders any help?”

			I nod and cross the street to the Mutton.

			“I saw Alan Turing in the village this morning,” Nigel says.

			“What, you’re following him now?”

			“I was at the sweet shop,” he says, avoiding my question. “Turing came out of the secondhand shop. He was pushing a pram.”

			“A baby carriage?”

			Nigel nods. “He tied it to the back of his bicycle with a piece of rope. And rode away, west on Shenley Road.”

			“He’s billeted out there,” I say. “At the Crown Inn.”

			“Does he have children?”

			“Dunno, I don’t think so. Must have been picking it up for someone.”

			“Maybe,” Nigel says, his eyes almost bigger than his glasses. “But first he takes the shovel. Now the pram. I say he’s up to something.”

			He’s being ridiculous. Which is good—I needed a laugh.
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			Lizzie

			My legs ache. I ran countless brown envelopes around the grounds of the mansion today and saw the most curious things. Bizarre machines, chalkboards full of odd notations, and people hunched over tiny slips of paper. Of course, the wretched Secrets Act forbids me from inquiring about what I observed, so I’ll have to puzzle it out on my own.

			I so enjoyed meeting Marion that I invited her to the pub for dinner. And now we’re standing with others around the radio. Jakob appears through the door of the Mutton with a young boy that I saw at the Park. The boy’s glasses appear too large for his small face. Poor Jakob looks so tired.

			The pub is full of evening visitors. Groups of people gather by the bar or sit at tables in front of games of chess. But after a few moments, no one’s talking. Except for Mr. Berrycloth. He recites the dramatic, unmistakable words of Winston Churchill printed in the day’s newspaper.

			
				“…we shall not flag or fail. We shall go on to the end, we shall fight in France—”

			

			Colin stands with a slender, older man. The resemblance is strong; perhaps his father? Marion grips my hand, captivated by the words of our prime minister.

			Berrycloth speaks slowly, giving space and reverence to each phrase.

			
				“We shall fight on the seas and oceans, we shall fight with growing confidence and growing strength in the air.”

			

			Mrs. Tilbury checks the blackout curtains on the window.

			
				“We shall defend our Island, whatever the cost may be.”

			

			The smoking scarecrow steps inside and listens from the doorway.

			
				“We shall fight on the beaches, we shall fight on the landing grounds.”

			

			Jakob takes a step closer. Our eyes meet. He looks…rattled. Something is wrong. What’s happened?

			An invisible stone sinks in my stomach.

			Berrycloth raises his volume, bellowing the proclamations of Winston Churchill:

			
				“We shall fight in the fields and in the streets, we shall fight in the hills; we shall never surrender!”
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			Jakob

			We march out of the woods and up a sloping meadow, sweating in the summer sun. We’ve got broomsticks leaning like rifles on our shoulders and armbands with the handwritten letters LDV.

			We are, perhaps, not the world’s most fearsome army.

			There are about twenty of us, a mix of code breakers and local citizens. Turing and Welchman are with the group. So are Britain’s top chess masters. Marching in front of me is the classics scholar Dilly Knox, who must be near sixty, and John, who works with me in Hut 6. To my right’s Mr. Tilbury from the Mutton and his son Colin.

			“Thought you had to be seventeen to join,” I say to him.

			“Mind your own beeswax.”

			Well, he has no trouble with the fast pace, though he walks with a slight limp. Truth is, I’m the one struggling to keep up. It’s been a rough few weeks since Hurricane Lizzie hit town. My sister barges in when I’m sleeping. She makes me laugh one minute, tidies without permission the next. And she absolutely will not leave the Willa questions alone. Won’t accept the obvious truth.

			Add that to the nights of failure in Hut 6. And now marching halfway to Scotland.

			One good thing: that MI5 man, Jarvis, seems to be gone. Haven’t seen him since the day we talked at my square pond. Guess he’s found better things to do.

			We parade through a small cemetery and around the side of St. Mary’s church. Our fearless leader is Major Thomas Tooth—who knew? The friendly chap from the newsstand sports an officer’s uniform from a couple of wars ago. But he’s as fit as a gymnast. Voice like a horn.

			“Squad! Halt!”

			I halt too slowly and crash into the back of Great Britain’s second-greatest chess player. My broomstick falls to the ground.

			“Steady on there, lad,” Major Tooth tells me. “You’ll do yourself a mischief.”

			I bend to grab my stick, noticing a slight grin on Colin’s face.

			“Squad! At ease!”

			We’re on the lawn behind the Elmers School building, standing in rows, wooden rifles at our sides. We’ll train with real ones, apparently. When they become available.

			“Gentlemen, I commend you,” Tooth begins. “Our government put out the call for Local Defense Volunteers—the Home Guard, as Mr. Churchill calls us—and you stepped forward. And you could not have done so at a more critical time.”

			He paces, inspecting his troops. “The news is grim. France has fallen. Great Britain stands alone against the Nazi onslaught. In the event of a German invasion, you will be a vital aid to our defense. The prime minister said it best.”

			Major Tooth stops pacing and does a dead-on impression of Winston Churchill’s bulldog growl: “We shall never surrender!”

			Our little army erupts in cheers, ready to charge through a wall for this old fellow.

			“You will continue with your jobs,” Tooth says in his own voice, “but stand ready for action. From this point forward, the ringing of church bells for any normal purpose has been banned. If you hear the bells of St. Mary’s, gentlemen, the invasion has begun.”

			The group stiffens.

			I notice Nigel sitting on the steps of the school. Watching, as always.

			“In the meanwhile,” says Tooth, “as Home Guard volunteers, you must be on the watch for enemy agents. You are empowered to detain anyone whom you have good reason to suspect of sabotaging telephone wires, signaling to airplanes, or any such acts of treachery. Anyone you suspect of scouting or spying for the enemy.”

			The major stops in front of me. A mothball-scented cloud rises from his jacket. “You understand, you are to trust no one.” His weathered face is inches from mine. “If a motorist so much as asks for directions, what are you to do?”

			I smile. “Let’s hope a German spy really does ask me. I’ll get ’em lost, with my sense of direction!”

			Dead silence on the green. Major Tooth closes his eyes.

			And I clearly hear, from the school steps, Nigel slap his own forehead.
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			“You shouldn’t joke,” Nigel says as we walk back to the Park. “I told you.”

			“I know,” I say. “It’s what I do when I’m scared.”

			“If a driver asks for directions, you demand to see their identity card,” Nigel informs me.

			“Right, that was in the handbook. Anyone could be an enemy.”

			“Well, they could.”

			Speaking of enemies…Reg stands guard at the back gate of the Park. He glances at my identity card, then up at my LDV armband, with his schoolboy smirk. “Going to protect us from Hitler, are you?”

			“I’ll try,” I say. A biting retort.

			I stuff the armband in my pocket. Nigel and I walk down a narrow lane behind the mansion and into the stable yard. Mr. Skevington’s van is parked below the pigeon loft.

			Nigel climbs the ladder to the loft, and I follow him up. It’s a stuffy space beneath the sloping garage roof, with maybe thirty birds in cages. The main smell is fresh straw. I grab a bucket of water from the floor and drink in long gulps.

			“That’s for the pigeons,” Nigel says.

			I take another swig. I pass him the bucket, then fall to the floor.

			The birds coo and hop as Nigel moves from cage to cage, pouring water into small bowls. “I still haven’t figured out why Alan Turing bought that pram,” he says.

			I lie back on the straw, hands behind my head. It’s actually quite comfortable.

			“I talked to Mrs. Ramshaw at the Crown Inn, where he’s billeted,” Nigel says. “It wasn’t for anyone there.”

			“You’ve got the wrong end of the stick, Nigel. Turing’s a legend at twenty-seven. You know I can’t talk about what he does here, but…surely you’ve read his famous 1936 paper ‘On Computable Numbers, with an Application to the Entscheidungs­problem’?”

			Nigel blinks. I’ve never made the kid laugh. Not once.

			“Imagine if someone that smart’s working against us,” he says.

			Preposterous. But I’m too tired to argue.

			Nigel starts down the ladder. “Well, someone’s got to find out what he’s up to.”

			I close my eyes. As I drift off, I see the usual parade of letters. Enciphered Enigma messages. Hitler’s plans to destroy us march through my head in meaningless groups of five:

			
				JWKFN YMKZQ XJWAN HJNSY MNXBF
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			Lizzie

			Patience is a virtue, but unfortunately, I have none.

			It’s been weeks since I found Willa’s calendar diary and I’ve made little progress. And despite my attempts, I haven’t been able to sneak in another call to Olivia McQuatters. Instead, I’ve spent days poring through Willa’s small book, trying to make sense of her entries and the odd papers tucked inside. After deciphering practically nothing, I sent a letter to our housekeeper, Viola, in Wales, and promptly enlisted the help of Colin and Marion. Three minds are better than one, of course, and I do love working with a team. Colin is tireless and discerning. Marion is organized and adventurous in the best of ways.

			“We’re like a secret detective bureau,” said Colin.

			“Ooh, I like that,” agreed Marion. “And I do enjoy transcribing information.”

			After reviewing our notes for the millionth time, here’s what I know:

			
					
					The notations in Willa’s calendar diary are not straightforward. Colin pointed out that she has her own coded form of shorthand. Numbers, initials, symbols. I’ve been able to recognize references to myself as L and Jakob as J but nothing else. There are long strings of meaningless letters such as:

					ikswe­jerik­cyzor­iksla­gyz

					

			

			There are also curious receipts, odd newspaper clippings about kitchen domesticity, and a few pictures of Willa with my father that make my chest hurt.

			
					
					Of course, I could ask Jakob. Show him the diary, the random items, and enlist his help. But he’s been so awful and annoying that I refuse to speak to him. Instead, I decided to snoop through all of his personal belongings in our room. I assured myself it wasn’t an invasion of privacy, just part of the investigation to find an explanation for his wretched transformation. My “finds” were not illuminating. Tattered spy novels, texts on information theory and binary multipliers, and an old Polish-English dictionary. At this point, the most I can accuse my brother of is being incredibly dull.

				

					
					I’ve had several unpleasant dreams where I’m encased in one of Gran’s glass paperweights or trapped beneath the bell jar that houses her arrangement of dried flowers and dead butterflies. This is my brain’s way of reminding me that if my patience is waning, Gran’s has run out. She won’t give up easily.

				

			

			My thinning patience is what has landed me here, on the train platform with Colin.

			“You sure about this, Lizzie?” asks Colin, removing his LDV armband and putting it in his pocket.

			“Goodness, you’ve asked that a thousand times. Yes, I’m sure. Jakob will never miss the coins I took from the dresser and the only way we’ll find answers is by going to London. This is my only afternoon off. But if you’d rather not come, I do understand, Colin.”

			“Hitler’s troops are on the move. The papers predict bombs are gonna scream from the sky. Think I’d punt on seeing a few Spitfires in the air? Wouldn’t miss it. Besides, it’s not safe for you to go alone.”

			“Lizzie!” Marion comes racing down the platform, excited and out of breath. “I’m so glad I’ve caught you. You’ve a letter. From Llangollen.”

			“That’s Viola. Finally!”

			Marion hands me the wrinkled envelope. “Shall I give you some privacy to read it?”

			“Absolutely not. What if there are tragic or scandalous details?”

			“No time to read it now. Train’s here,” says Colin, pointing to the approaching steam engine in the distance.

			Marion dutifully removes a small paper and pencil from her skirt pocket. “It’s already two o’clock. Remember, your time will be limited. Follow the schedule we created. Do you have your gas masks and the sandwiches? And Colin, do you have the tool kit and the umbrella?”

			“Sandwiches and brolly are in my rucksack,” says Colin. “Tools, yeah.” He opens his lightweight jacket to reveal a modified tool belt around his waist.

			“And yes, I have our gas masks. Now, Marion, let’s review the plan,” I say.

			Marion nods and references her notes. She’s become quite a dutiful stenographer.

			“If Jakob comes poking around, I will tell him it’s your afternoon off and that you’ve gone dress shopping in Bedford. In reality, you will be in London, in great danger, inspecting your flat and calling on Olivia McQuatters at the American embassy.” Marion sighs. “The American embassy, oh my. How lucky you are, Lizzie.”

			“And the contingency plan?” I ask.

			“Yes,” says Marion. “If you do not return on the final train at eight thirty p.m. this evening, I will assume you are dead.”

			“No,” sighs Colin. “You’ll assume we’ve been detained. You’ll tell my mum that I helped Lizzie with an errand and that we’re running late.”

			Marion makes notations on her paper. “Detained, not dead.” She nods.

			The train pulls in with a steam-swirling screech.

			“Oh, Lizzie, I’m still not sure this is a good idea,” says Marion. “It’s too dangerous.”

			The conductor blows the whistle.

			“We’ll see you this evening,” I assure her. “Jakob will never know I was gone.” As we walk down the platform toward our carriage, I notice a familiar face peering at me from the first-class car. It’s the Colonel. My first inclination is to wave, of course, but since we’re not at the Park, would acknowledging him be a violation of the Secrets Act? He looks away, so I do the same. Such a bother, this business of secret keeping.

			We board the third-class car and take our seats. The train clangs and begins to move. We wave to Marion through the window. She begins to run alongside the train, waving with a mix of vigor and desperation—as if she’ll never see us again.
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			Jakob

			After lunch I stop by the newspaper stand. Thomas Tooth—that’s Major Tooth to you—is once more the mild-mannered newspaper seller, knitting socks for the soldiers.

			There’s no more Paris edition of the New York Herald Tribune, not since the Nazis took France. I hope Hank Greenberg’s busted out of his slump by now. Which I feel ridiculous for even thinking as I read the day’s headlines.

			
				Germans Make First Big 
Air Raid on England

			

			The story describes the Luftwaffe air raid. They hit factories and airfields up and down the coast. And some nearby houses as well.

			“They haven’t bombed London yet?” I ask.

			“Anytime now.”

			“Is it my imagination, Major Tooth, or have newspapers gotten thinner?”

			“Pulp shortage,” he says without looking up from his knitting, “since the Nazis took Norway.”

			“And no more weather reports?” I ask, looking over the front page.

			“They could only help Hitler, damn his eyes.”

			I notice another headline, lower down on the page:

			
				US Embassy 
Aide Detained 
As Suspected Spy

			

			My eyes race over the brief story. An American called Tyler Kent, a twenty-nine-year-old clerk at the US embassy in London, has been arrested. British police suspect him of secretly working for a foreign power, but there are no details. Below the article is a photo of Kent being led from his flat by a government agent in a long trench coat.

			The agent is William James Jarvis.

			The photo sets my heart pounding. The long shape of him. The bony face under the shadow of his hat.

			“Are you quite well?” Tooth asks.

			I realize my hands have tensed, crumpling the edges of the newspaper.

			“Look as though you’ve seen a ghost,” he chuckles.

			“No,” I say. “A scarecrow.”

			He nods, goes back to his knitting.

			I reach into my pocket for a copper and set it on Tooth’s counter.

			And look again at the article. Does this explain why Jarvis hasn’t been around Bletchley for a couple of weeks? He’s been busy catching a spy at the American embassy?

			Where my mother worked right up until she disappeared.

			But there can’t be any possible connection—

			“Jakob!”

			It’s Nigel, hollering as he races his bicycle up to the newsstand. He skids to a stop on the packed dirt and shouts, between pants, “He’s on the move!”

			“Huh?”

			“Turing!” Nigel says. “I just saw him pushing his pram, with the shovel inside, and something else in there, something heavy, and it made the bottom of the pram droop way down, and he’s heading for Shenley Wood! Mr. Tooth, can Jakob borrow Griselda?”

			“Who’s Griselda?” I ask.

			“Welcome to her,” Tooth says, gesturing with his chin to the side of his stand.

			“Let’s go!” Nigel shouts at me.

			“Go where?”

			But he’s already speeding toward the Park exit.

			I peek around the side of the newsstand. A truly ancient bicycle leans on the wooden wall. Griselda, I presume.

			I climb onto the antique thing and start pedaling.
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			Lizzie

			The train hurtles toward London, rolling through green pastures and fields dotted with sheep.

			“Nervous?” asks Colin.

			“Yes. But also a bit excited. And you?”

			“Same.” He smiles. “Haven’t been to London since I was a little boy.”

			“Let’s see what Viola has to say.” I tear open the letter. Colin leans in close and we read together.

			
				Dear Lizzie,

				Imagine my surprise at receiving your letter and learning that you are still in England. My dear, war is upon us, and your mischief is most dangerous. And this London address you’ve given me—what the dickens are you doing there?

			

			“Mischief? If she only knew,” laughs Colin.

			“Oh dear, let’s skip the interrogation.” I scan the letter. “Ah! Here.”

			
				Now, Lizzie, I have something of great importance to share:

				Two days ago, a postal clerk arrived at my door, demanding I follow him to the office. He was in such a twist, shouting that I would be receiving a call from America.

				Well, I hurried down the lane, not even bothering to remove my apron. Of course I hoped the call was from you, announcing your arrival in Cleveland. But it wasn’t you. It was your gran. Imagine my disappointment. A costly telephone call wasn’t necessary. She was shouting with such volume that I could have heard her clear across the Atlantic. She raved on and on, as she always does, about money, the need for you to be educated in America, and the imperative nature of a good marriage. But I do believe her last words were the ones worth sharing. She shouted:

				Tell Elizabeth this will not be tolerated. With God as my witness, my granddaughter will leave England. Fleetwood will return to London in a few days’ time. I have instructed him to use force if necessary.

				Now, what on earth does she mean by “force”? Remember when she forced Jakob to have that nasty treatment with the red rubber hose? I will do everything in my power to protect you from that.

				Must run. My dear Lizzie, I’m concerned for your safety. We have many evacuees here in Wales and fortified air raid shelters. Do consider coming to Llangollen.

				—Viola

			

			“Viola sounds like a nice lady,” says Colin. “But the red rubber hose and a good marriage? Crikey. And Fleetwood ‘in a few days’ time?’ When did she post that letter?”

			I look at the date. Nearly a week ago. Colin’s concern is justified. We’re heading to London to find answers, but as the train rattles farther and farther from Bletchley, a dark realization settles over me.

			We’re entering the battlefront that Prime Minister Churchill described, and perhaps even more concerning…

			I’m making it easier for Fleetwood to find me.
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			And so now I’m in a tree. High up in a tree, balancing beside Nigel, ten feet above the forest floor.

			“The last time I climbed a tree was in Hyde Park,” I say. “My sister’s seventh birthday party.”

			Nigel puts his finger to his lips.

			“I fell off,” I whisper. “And landed on the cake.”

			Nothing. Not even a grin. “Well, don’t fall now,” he orders.

			“I won’t.”

			“And stop talking.”

			“Right.”

			We wait maybe fifteen minutes. I’m about to tell Nigel, yet again, how absurd this all is. How we’re wasting our time with childish games. Except for one thing.

			Alan Turing is pushing a pram through the woods.

			A shovel handle sticks out of the baby carriage. I can’t see what else is inside but it’s a lot heavier than any baby, based on the way the pram’s bottom sags. Turing struggles to wheel the thing over fallen branches, through patches of mud.

			It’s officially the oddest thing I’ve ever seen.

			He stops beside a stone footbridge over a little stream. He’s maybe thirty yards from our perch. We’ve got a clear view.

			He takes out the shovel and starts to dig. He digs for several minutes, neatly piling dirt beside the hole, then leans the shovel on a tree.

			He reaches into the pram and lifts something. A small object wrapped in cloth. But heavy. He needs two arms to hold the thing. He steps to the hole, drops to his knees, and lets go of the burden. It hits the bottom of the hole with an audible thud.

			I crane my neck for a better view and my foot slips. The branch I’m gripping for balance rustles and creaks.

			Turing stops. Looks around. But not up.

			He returns to his work. He lifts a second wrapped object from the pram and sets it in the hole.

			Nigel hits me with an I told you so nudge.

			What can I say? He did.

			Turing grabs the shovel and fills in the hole, stamping down the earth with his shoes. He kicks fallen leaves over the spot, then takes a small notebook from a jacket pocket and starts to write.

			“I bet he’s making a map,” Nigel whispers.

			It’s like something out of Treasure Island. I want to tell Nigel he’s got it all wrong. But how can I, after what we’ve just seen?

			Turing finishes writing. He puts the notebook back in his pocket, drops the shovel in the pram, and pushes it—with ease now—toward the road.
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			Nigel and I wait a few minutes before leaving the tree.

			We walk to the spot by the footbridge and clear away the fallen leaves. Turing’s shoe prints are clearly visible in the spot where he stamped down the dirt.

			“We better dig it up,” Nigel says.

			“Doesn’t seem right somehow.”

			Ignoring me, Nigel kneels and starts digging with his hands. Making very slow progress. I grab a thick stick. Nigel picks up a pointed rock. We stab the ground, loosening the earth, scooping out mounds with our hands. About a foot down we hit something hard. Something covered in a scrap of cloth.

			It’s stunningly heavy. I take one side, Nigel the other. We heave the thing up and drop it beside the hole. Nigel unwraps the cloth.

			It’s a brick.

			The size and shape of a brick. But much heavier. A shiny metallic gray.

			Nigel rolls it over. Something’s stamped into its side in tiny letters:

			
				1,000 OZ .999 + FINE SILVER

			

			“Silver,” Nigel says. “Pure silver!”

			“A thousand ounces…” I do some quick maths. “It weighs over sixty pounds. Got to be worth a small fortune!”

			“And there’s another one,” Nigel says, pulling the cloth back from a second silver ingot still in the hole. He looks at me with enormous eyes.

			As if I’m supposed to know what to do.
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			We cycle back toward Bletchley. Without the silver.

			We couldn’t ride with sixty-pound bricks in our pockets. I’m having a hard enough time staying on Griselda as it is.

			“But we can’t just leave the silver out there,” Nigel says for about the tenth time.

			“It’s not ours,” I say.

			“It could be anything. Payment for some secret agent, or who knows? We at least have to tell the police.”

			He’s probably right. What was it Tooth told us? Something about reporting anything suspicious? This certainly seems to qualify.

			“There’s got to be an innocent explanation,” I say.

			“You keep saying that.”

			“Just give me a couple of days. Let me see what I can find out.”

			Nigel’s annoyed. We ride on without talking.
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			The train hisses to a stop and I peer out of the window.

			Euston Station is barely recognizable. Benches have been replaced by voluntary aid stations draped in beige canvas. A makeshift military canteen has been erected, with a sign announcing Refreshment for Troops in Uniform. And ARPs—air raid precautions—are everywhere. First aid supplies, stacks of metal helmets, and stirrup pumps with fire hoses. The intense facial expressions give voice to the afternoon headlines.

			Invasion is imminent. Bombs will soon scream from the sky.

			I swallow. Was this a mistake? I clutch my satchel with our gas masks. Colin adjusts his cap, retrieves the LDV armband from his pocket, and puts it on.

			“Ready?” he asks. I nod.

			The train we descend from immediately fills with a rush of waiting passengers. A woman with tearstained cheeks stands on her toes, kissing a man leaning out of a carriage window. We pass a group of young soldiers who look to be Jakob’s age. They stand in a huddle, smoking, fidgeting, and checking their watches. A few steps down, two servicemen inspect a damaged metal trunk.

			Colin kneels to assist. “Hinge is bent.” He retrieves his pliers and manages a quick fix.

			“Thanks, lad,” says the soldier. “Look forward to you joining us.”

			Colin nods, his face a mix of pride and sadness. And suddenly, the quiet truth emerges. Many of these brave young men setting off to fight Hitler and save the world—they won’t return.

			“They’re putting themselves in the line of fire. Literally. Voluntarily,” I say to Colin as we walk toward the exit. “What must that feel like?”

			“It feels good. And it feels right. That’s what Simon told me.”

			We walk on, but my gaze remains fixed on Colin. He’s so determined, competent. And I’m suddenly so grateful that he’s with me. But before I can tell him that, he speaks first.

			“So, Marion said the schedule is tight. Where to first?”

			“The American embassy, before it closes for the day. It’s about two kilometers away. I’m not certain if the tube is running.”

			“I’d rather walk,” says Colin. “Get a look at what’s going on in London.”

			And goodness, what a look. Military lorries rumble through the streets in a fog of exhaust. Looming overhead, the sky is bruised with dark clouds and constellations of fish-like blimps, each the size of a bus.

			“What on earth are those?”

			“Barrage balloons,” replies Colin. “They’re filled with hydrogen and suspended by steel cables. They’re placed around valuable sites to deter German aircraft.”

			We walk along the street, passing shop windows obscured by sandbags and boards. Fire buckets are poised at the ready. A newsboy clutching a stack of papers shouts from the corner.

			“Batten down the hatches! Battle of Britain! RAF on offensive!”

			“This is where the action is,” mutters Colin. “I’d be more help here than in Bletchley.”

			Colin’s right, it does seem that everyone working around the mansion might have more to offer here. I think of the Colonel on the train. What business does he have in London?
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			We arrive at 1 Grosvenor Square, the elegant seven-story Mayfair address that adjoins a small park. It houses the embassy, Ambassador Kennedy’s family, and also employs Olivia McQuatters and hundreds of other Americans. Colin’s steps slow, taking in the imposing building with countless windows and columns.

			“It’s so…grand.”

			“Yes, it’s been home to aristocracy since the 1700s.”

			Colin attempts to brush the wrinkles from his jacket. “Do we need an appointment?”

			“An appointment? Nonsense. They know me here. Betty at reception is a friend.”

			I enter the embassy with purposeful stride. Something I picked up from both Gran and Marion. Emphasize that you mean business. But Betty isn’t at reception. It’s someone I don’t recognize. And the lobby is flanked by armed guards.

			“Why such excessive security?” I whisper to Colin. “Yes, there’s a war going on, but America isn’t in it. Not yet, at least.” A guard steps forward to block our path.

			“May we help you?”

			“Afternoon,” says Colin, taking off his cap and taking charge. “We’re here to see Miss Olivia McQuatters.”

			“Is she expecting you?”

			“Not expecting, exactly,” I say. “But I’m certain she’ll be delighted. We’re old acquaintances. If you please, tell her that Miss Elizabeth Novis from the Cleveland family is here for her.”

			“And your name, young man?”

			“Colin Tilbury. Colin…from the Mutton family.”

			The guard whispers to the woman behind the reception desk. She makes a call, nods, and then relays a message back to him.

			“Miss McQuatters will be down shortly,” announces the guard.

			“Well done,” Colin whispers, elbowing me. “Blinkin’ impressive, you are, Lizzie.”

			We wait, pretending to appreciate a rather homely rendering of George Washington in the lobby, when a commotion descends from a nearby staircase. The ambassador appears, trailed by a gaggle of aides and colleagues.

			“The trim man with the round spectacles,” I whisper to Colin. “That’s Mr. Joseph Kennedy, the American ambassador.” Colin’s brows rise.

			“Roosevelt demands a report!” bellows Kennedy, heading for the door.

			I step toward the ambassador, eager for a chat about Willa, when Olivia appears. She quickly slips her arm through mine and steers me away from the ambassador. Her loose copper hair and pencil skirt are more feminine in style than Willa would wear to work.

			“Lizzie!” she gasps. “How wonderful to see you!”

			“Yes, and I’ve brought my friend Colin.”

			“Nice to meet you, Colin,” says Olivia. “Let’s walk to the garden just across the street.”

			“Looks like rain,” says Colin.

			“Yes, it does,” she replies, pulling us outside. “But I’d love a bit of fresh air.”

			We sit on a bench and Olivia takes me by the hand. “We have more privacy here. What a surprise. Where have you been, Lizzie, and how are you and Jakob doing? Do you have news?”

			“I have questions, actually, and a train to catch. So in the interest of time, forgive me if I jump straight to it. This business of Willa being dead. It makes no sense and to be quite frank, I just don’t buy it.”

			Olivia’s face. It’s undecipherable. “Have you spoken to your grandmother, dear?”

			“Have you spoken to Gran?” I counter.

			“No, but I’ve heard that she’s been hounding Ambassador Kennedy for information about Willa.”

			“Really?” I ask.

			“Yes, and I’m glad to hear it. I’ve been so distraught, Lizzie. I do think that I was among the last to see your mother. She came to the US embassy in Warsaw to help break down the office and evacuate. The Germans descended quicker than we expected and—” Olivia takes my hand.

			“And all hell broke loose,” says Colin. “Read about it in the paper.”

			“Exactly. Our ambassador in Warsaw gave us a car and instructions to depart immediately. But when the time came to leave that evening, Willa was nowhere to be found.”

			I take a breath, hesitant to ask. “So, you didn’t…witness her death,” I say.

			Olivia’s voice softens. “I didn’t see her at all. We waited and waited, but she never arrived. We had to leave. That afternoon she had been meeting with some Polish families.”

			“What families?” I ask.

			“Three men. With wives and children. They were at a local restaurant. I don’t think she realized that I saw her. And then we had to leave. We looked everywhere for her.”

			I stand and begin to pace. “But to clarify—you did not witness her death,” I repeat.

			“No, but, Lizzie.” Her face becomes tender. “The entire area was severely bombed. I was told the restaurant she was at was destroyed later that evening.”

			“But she had already left the restaurant by then.” I cross my arms. “She’s not dead.”

			Olivia gives me a sad look. She glances to Colin for help.

			“Lizzie’s just pointing out that we have no proof, Miss McQuatters. No actual proof that Willa was killed,” says Colin.

			“Maybe she was captured. Maybe she’s in some camp. Can’t Ambassador Kennedy help?” I ask.

			“Your grandmother has already interrogated the ambassador. Really annoyed him.”

			“Yes, she has a knack for that,” I say. “But maybe I could speak with the ambassador? He must know something.”

			“If only I could help, Lizzie, but he’s far too busy. I’ve tried to speak to him myself. Perhaps you’ve seen the papers and noticed the armed guards in the lobby? An embassy code clerk stole a batch of secret files. He’s been taken into custody and accused of being a spy. The ambassador’s under enormous strain and Churchill’s pressuring the Americans to join the war.” Olivia’s face suddenly brightens. “But there’s to be a party.”

			“A party?” says Colin.

			“Yes. The embassy staff has been bonkers with work for months. To reward our efforts, Ambassador Kennedy is hosting a party at his country estate next weekend. The ambassador has even arranged for an American film to be shown.”

			“A party?” repeats Colin in disbelief. “The Germans are invading and the Americans are throwing a party?”

			“A diversion,” I tell Colin. “An attempt to buoy spirits. Gran does it all the time.” And then I understand what Olivia is covertly suggesting. I sit back down and give her hand a squeeze. “This party. Yes. It will be the perfect setting for me to speak candidly with the ambassador and enlist his help. When and where is it?”

			“Next Sunday evening. Wall Hall mansion. Aldenham in Hertfordshire. But, Lizzie, there’s something you should know. Your gran telephoned the embassy not only to speak to the ambassador but to speak to Consular Security. She’s sent her steward to take you back to America.”

			Colin takes a step closer. “What did she say?”

			“What didn’t she say? She was livid. But that’s only part of the reason I was surprised to see you today.”

			“Why?” I ask.

			“Because her estate steward, a Mr. Fleetwood, he was at the embassy just thirty minutes before you. He’s in that café—right there—just across the square at this very moment.”
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			Mr. Berrycloth is planted on his permanent stool at the Shoulder of Mutton bar. He turns as I enter, taking in my windblown hair and muddy trousers and shaking his head with contempt.

			“Busy playing games, he is. While the real men are off fighting Hitler.”

			This calls for a cutting comeback. Something like:

			Well, Mr. Berrycloth, I didn’t see you out there at Home Guard training. Perhaps you plan to fight Hitler by striking him on the skull with your pint of ale?

			But no, that’s really too long to be called cutting…I’m working on a revision when the tall man beside Berrycloth turns to face me.

			“Novis! I was hoping to run into you here.”

			Jarvis. He’s flashing those long choppers, like a cat happy to see a mouse.

			“Nice to see you, sir,” I lie. I point to the stairs. “Just going up to change my clothes.”

			“No, no, sit with me,” he says. “Won’t take a minute.”

			It feels more like an order than a friendly suggestion. All the tables are empty. He leads the way to one in the back and we sit.

			“Don’t know if you saw the news,” he says, folding one long leg over the other. “We caught a spy in the American embassy in London.”

			“I read something about it,” I say.

			He sets his hands on the table. “It’s quite the story. This fellow Tyler Kent was a cipher clerk at the embassy. Had access to all sorts of secret documents. Nasty piece of work, Kent. The sort who gripes about there being too many foreigners on the streets of London, too many refugees.”

			Jarvis leans in close to me. “Only he calls them ‘refu-Jews.’ ”

			This guy really knows how to get my blood boiling. It entertains him.

			“Isn’t that awful?” he says, grinning.

			Mrs. Tilbury comes over and sets a plate in front of me. Some sort of pie with dark gravy. “Potato and turnip,” she says. “Can’t go missing meals, luv.”

			The simple kindness brings tears to the corners of my eyes. “Thank you, Mrs. Tilbury.”

			“Tuck in, by all means,” Jarvis says. “It’s my job to find out what side people are on. Well, we’ve been watching Kent. Turns out he’s got lots of unsavory friends. Fascist types, pro-Nazi buffoons. And we find out Kent was offering them papers, material he stole from the embassy. Personal correspondence between Churchill and President Roosevelt. Highly classified stuff. The idea was to pass it on to their pals in Germany. So we arrange a raid of Kent’s flat, and the man’s got boxes of the stuff. Thousands of pages of secrets. We caught him just in time, I’d say. Aren’t you going to eat?”

			I haven’t touched the pie. And I’m famished.

			Or I was a minute ago.

			“You’re smart, Novis. You know what I’m going to say next. Who else was Kent working with? Was he alone in the American embassy, or did he have help? Your mother worked there right up until her trip to Poland. Right up until she pulled her vanishing act. She leaves in August 1939, and Tyler Kent takes over soon after. Working the same job at the same embassy.”

			“Hold on,” I say. “My mother was a cipher clerk?”

			“You didn’t know that?”

			“No. She never said.”

			He chuckles. “Sounds like there’s a lot about Willa you didn’t know.”

			That’s not true.

			Is it?

			“I know…” I try to steady my voice. “I know she was not a spy.”

			“You know no such thing, Novis, and neither do I. We don’t know if she’s alive or dead. We don’t know what she may have taken from the embassy or who she shared it with. We don’t know why she stayed in Poland when her orders were to leave with the other American employees. Can you help me answer any of these questions?”

			I think again about Willa’s last visit. It was right before she left for Poland. I can still feel her goodbye hug. The tightness of her grip, the way her chin dug into my shoulder. She’d never hugged me like that before.

			I stand up. “I should get ready for work.”

			“Yes, by all means,” Jarvis says dismissively.

			I’m so sick of being bullied by this toothy scarecrow. I shouldn’t say it, but I do. “I have an important job, you know!”

			It sounds so stupid. Childish.

			“Oh, surely,” he says, reaching for my plate of pie. “For now.”
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			Although Jakob insists that I’m prone to exaggeration, I’m being entirely factual when I say this:

			I now have full appreciation of the phrase “run for your life.”

			I lead the mad dash to our flat, and as we round the corner it becomes very clear that despite his injury, Colin really should be considered for service. He’s even faster than me. I skid to a stop in front of our rust-red building and fumble through my satchel for the keys.

			“Lizzie,” breathes Colin. “That gent across the street. He’s trying to get your attention.”

			I throw a glance over my shoulder. Gibbs, the doorman at Claridge’s, is smiling and waving. Most inconvenient. “You didn’t see us!” I shout.

			Gibbs swiftly turns around, and we slip inside the building.

			“Can we trust him?” asks Colin as we climb the stairs.

			“I’m not sure. Gran likes him. Tips him generously. He could be a snitch. He saw me here with Jakob before we left for Bletchley. And we have to be careful. Fleetwood is probably staying in Gran’s suite. He could show up at any time.”

			A jangle of keys, a twist of a doorknob, and we’re inside our flat. Colin shuts the door and locks it. I stand, silent, in our foyer, and without word or warning, an odd rush of emotion rains over me.

			“What is it?” says Colin.

			“I…don’t know,” I tell him.

			“Seeing your house, coming back to it. It makes you feel things.”

			“Yes.”

			Colin gives a gentle nod. “Yeah. I understand. A few years ago, I drank some milk that was full of bacteria. I was in hospital for an entire month. When I finally came back to the Mutton, I had all sorts of feelings.”

			“Exactly. Thank you for understanding, Colin.”

			“Before we go inspecting, take a breath and look around. Is everything as you remember?” he asks.

			“It hasn’t been long enough for my memories to fade.”

			“That’s not what I mean,” he says.

			And then I understand. “Oh, Colin, you’re brilliant!” I turn in a slow circle, scanning the room. “Yes, I notice small changes. The sugar bowl on the table. That wasn’t there. Those two books that are off the shelf. The teacup next to the chair. I see it clear as day, now.” I turn and face Colin.

			“Someone has been in the flat.”

			“Marion says we need to write down all the details. Even small things. Says it will help the investigation.” Colin removes his rucksack, and while he fishes for pencil and paper I walk through the flat. The changes are small, probably undetectable to most, until I get to Willa’s room. And then I gasp.

			Colin steps in beside me. “Blimey. Looks like a bomb went off. Someone was searching for something. Think it was Fleetwood?”

			“No. He’s the meticulous sort. Can’t stand disarray.”

			“Well, this is a pig’s breakfast. Looks like a raid.”

			The way Willa’s clothes are strewn about the room, it makes my stomach hurt. I reach for a blouse, but Colin stops me. “Don’t. If we move anything, they’ll know someone was here.”

			“Good thinking.”

			I can’t remember if I put the floorboard back in place. Could they have found the hiding spot? I make my way to Willa’s closet. The board has been removed. I kneel, take a breath, and reach down beneath the floor.

			Nothing. If something else was there it’s gone now. Drat.

			Noise sounds from the foyer. A shaking of keys.

			“Someone’s here!” I jump into the closet and pull Colin to follow. We shut the door.

			“Careful, there’s a hole in the floor,” I whisper. We crowd together into the corner.

			“I locked the door,” says Colin. “Who has keys?”

			“Jakob, the building superintendent, and Gran.”

			“Fleetwood!” we whisper in unison.

			Panicked thoughts bounce at me through the blackness. “Colin, what if he hauls me off to Cleveland? Will you and Marion continue the investigation? Will you write to me? What if we get locked inside this closet?”

			“Shh,” says Colin. “I’ve got my tools.”

			The floorboards creak. I press my back to the wall. “He’s inside the flat!”

			“Shh.”

			We stand, listening. I feel a trickle of sweat drop behind my ear into a channel down my neck. A faint rhythmic clap sounds from the living room. Is he opening cupboards or drawers? There’s a clanking of bottles. Glasses. Of course. He’s in the liquor cabinet. I pray that he takes the bottle and leaves. After a few long moments we hear the front door close. I reach for the doorknob.

			“Wait,” whispers Colin, grabbing my hand. “It could be a trap.” His fingers gently fold around mine. “He could have closed the door but is still inside, waiting to see if we’ll come out.”

			Oh my, Colin is quite good at this. Generally, I’m the one to identify perils and pitfalls. But standing in the dark, holding Colin’s hand—it’s jumbling my thoughts in the most annoying of ways.
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			After what I imagine must be ten silent minutes, we slowly open the door. Light floods into the small space on the sour scent of cigar. We tiptoe out of the closet and Colin inspects the flat.

			He returns to Willa’s room. “Talk about a close call,” he whispers.

			“What time is it?”

			He checks his watch. “Going on six. Per Marion’s schedule, it’s time to eat. Then we’ve gotta head to the station.”

			We sit on the floor. Colin removes the sandwiches from his rucksack and we review our findings.

			“Fleetwood’s hot on the trail,” says Colin. “The embassy probably noted our names. There’s record of us being there.” He hands me a jam sandwich. “Say, that bloke that Miss McQuatters mentioned—the clerk that got arrested for stealing files. Did your mum know him?”

			“I don’t know. But I do know that she worked in the clerk section, so she must have been aware of him?”

			“A rat in the American embassy. That’s big stuff. Treason. And the Polish families that Miss McQuatters mentioned. That feels important. We need to run that down. Gosh, this sandwich is good,” he says, swallowing a bite. “Wish we had some crisps.”

			“Gran says crisps are unhealthy. Say, the Polish families, they might have been the last to see Willa. And I had a thought: I’m surprised I didn’t think of this earlier. The strings of odd lettering in Willa’s diary—what if they aren’t coded phrases, but actually words in Polish?”

			“Hey, that’s a good theory. You might be on to something!” Colin leans back against Willa’s bed, stretching his leg out in front of him.

			“Overall, I think our mission today has been quite successful,” I say. “We confirmed that thus far, no one has reported witnessing Willa’s death. We have a plan to speak to the ambassador and a delightful party to attend.”

			“Yeah, not bad,” says Colin. “Now we just need to sneak off to the station and make it back to Bletchley before the Germans bomb or Marion tells my mum we’re dead.”

			We both laugh.

			A soft spatter sounds from Willa’s bedroom window. Rain.

			“Excellent timing,” I note. “Rain and brollies provide good cover. We’ll sneak out through the back of the building. It’s too dangerous going out the front. We can’t risk Fleetwood following and discovering that I’m staying in Bletchley.”

			“Right. And that doorman might be a snitch.”

			“If Fleetwood finds me, he’ll haul me to America on the spot.”

			Colin nods slowly, finishing his sandwich. He looks at me in a curious way.

			“Is there something on my face?”

			He shakes his head, then looks away. “We better get going.” He stands, lifting his rucksack.

			I rise and look to the closet. “Should I replace the floorboard?”

			Colin doesn’t reply. He’s now standing at Willa’s dresser with his back to me.

			“Colin?”

			He turns around, gripping a framed photo.

			“This photo. These are your parents?” he asks.

			“Yes.”

			“And this woman,” Colin’s voice drops to a whisper. “This woman. This…is Willa?”

			“Yes, why do you say it like that?”

			Colin looks at me, his face awash with shock.

			“Because I recognize her. I’ve seen her, Lizzie.”
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			I’m swimming in my square pond. Gliding through cold clear water.

			“Jakob!”

			I’m deeper than I’ve ever been before but feel no panic. No need to go up for air. I like it down here.

			“Jakob, wake up!”

			Who’s that, a fish? A turtle? Funny, they sound like Lizzie.

			Now my face feels wet. Makes sense, as I’m underwater. But it wasn’t wet before. How curious.

			“JAKOB!”

			I open my eyes.

			My sister stands over me, holding a now-empty mug. “Willa came to visit you?”

			I sit up, wiping water from my forehead. “I was finally getting some sleep…”

			“Willa came to the Mutton?” Lizzie roars. She kicks the side of my bed. “She was in this room?”

			“What time is it?” I look around for my watch. Colin stands in the doorway.

			“I saw her, Novis,” he says. “She came up here. And you talked with the door closed.”

			I scowl at the kid. “Didn’t realize you spied on your guests.”

			Colin looks hurt. “Didn’t realize it was so secret.”

			“It’s not secret,” I say. “Just private.”

			“Private from me?” Lizzie demands, with hands on hips, elbows cocked for battle. “How could you not tell me?”

			“I’m sorry. It was too much to try to explain in a letter.”

			“What letter? You never wrote to me!”

			“Fine, I’ll tell you now!”

			I jump up, furious with both of them. And feel ridiculous. I’m in my undershorts. I reach for my trousers.

			“Colin,” I say.

			“What?”

			“Shut the door on your way out.”

			He and Lizzie share a glance. She nods to him. He closes the door and starts down the screeching staircase.
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			That’s how I knew someone was coming up to my room. The rude music of the stairs.

			It was near the end of August 1939. I’d just gotten to the Mutton. I was pulling books from a box on my bed, stacking them on the windowsill, an empty pipe clamped between my teeth. There was a knock on my open door.

			And my mother came in.

			“Mum…?”

			A bit taller than Lizzie, with a more angular version of the same face. Wavy brown hair and an immaculate gray jacket and skirt. Serious, sober—but watch her eyes for a mischievous sparkle.

			She said, “Since when do you smoke a pipe?”

			“I don’t…I mean, why not?” I put down the pipe. Gave her a quick hug. I was stunned to see her at Bletchley. I’d told her I’d been chosen to work in “government communications” and given her the Foreign Office address in London.

			“How’d you find me?” I asked.

			“I’ve worked in London a long time,” she said. “I know a few people.”

			“What does that mean?”

			“Sit with me a minute.”

			I shut the door of my room. “You could get me in trouble just by being here.”

			“It’s all right, Jakob. I just wanted to see you.”

			She sat on the edge of the bed. I sat at the table.

			She told me she’d be traveling to Poland for work. Leaving that evening. It was obvious Hitler was about to invade Poland. She was to help pack up the American embassy in Warsaw.

			“That sounds dangerous,” I said.

			“No, not really,” she said. “Even if war starts, the Americans aren’t in it. It should be fine.”

			Her words were calm, but she seemed anxious. Restless. So unlike her.

			“So why come here to tell me?” I asked. “Won’t you be back in a couple of weeks?”

			“I just wanted to see you,” she said. Again. She stood and looked around the tiny room, laughing. “My god, this is a closet.”

			“It’s a bit snug.”

			“How’s the food?”

			“Quite good.”

			Did she really come to ask about the food?

			She looked into the box of books on my bed. “And how do you like your ‘government communications’ work?”

			“It’s fine.”

			“Interesting stuff?”

			“Mum…”

			“You can’t talk about it,” she said. “I understand.”

			She pulled out my Polish-English dictionary. A tattered red book that used to belong to my dad.

			“You still have this.” She smiled a sad smile, flipping through the pages. “Do you ever study Polish?”

			“I’ve been a bit busy.”

			“No, of course. But you should. Your father wanted you to learn.”

			The visit was getting stranger and stranger. Her eyes were glassy with tears. My mum was never a big crier.

			“I’m sorry,” she said, blinking. “Do you have anything…?”

			I looked around for a handkerchief, a towel, anything clean. “Hold on.”

			I ran down the hall and came back with a piece of toilet roll.

			“Thanks.” She wiped her eyes. “I should go. Just remember that I love you.”

			“Mum, this is crazy. You’re coming right back…”

			“Write to Lizzie more often,” she said. “She misses you, you know. Talks about you all the time.”

			She brushed the hair out of my eyes. Something I’d always hated as a little boy.

			And then the embrace. The bear hug, with her chin digging deep into my shoulder.
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			Lizzie

			I’ve never been a crier, but I’m fighting tears. Furious tears. Fists clenched and nails biting my palms, I take a breath and try to speak slowly.

			“Willa was here. She traveled all the way to Bletchley to tell you about her trip. She seemed different, worried. And you…you didn’t think to mention that to me?!”

			“I dove into work as soon as I arrived. Days turned into weeks, and Mum didn’t come home. What should I have said?”

			“Are you really asking that? Our mother appears out of nowhere and is acting strange, very unlike herself. Instead of being concerned and trying to gather information, you dove into work and just forgot about it? That makes no sense!”

			I begin pacing, trying to untangle things. “The question is—why was she so worried about the trip to Poland in the first place? That’s an important clue. And why did she need to see you to announce the trip? She barely mentioned it to me, just told me to mind Viola while she was gone.”

			Jakob shrugs. “She probably didn’t want to worry you.”

			“No. She wanted to share the information—go on the record somehow—that’s certain. So she told you, the emotionally distracted child, because she knew you wouldn’t probe deeply. And then she hid—”

			No.

			I’m not going to tell Jakob what I found beneath the floor. He doesn’t deserve to know. He clearly doesn’t care enough. And if he can withhold information, I can too.

			“She hid what?” says Jakob.

			“She hid…her fear because she knows I’m a tremendous sleuth and would immediately uncover everything.”

			“Did she hug you?” asks Jakob. “Before she left?”

			“Of course.”

			“Just a normal hug? Don’t tell me you don’t remember.”

			My brother baffles me. He wouldn’t think to tell me of Willa’s visit, but understands that I’ve spent countless hours revisiting that final hug?

			“She hugged you tight, right? Unusually tight?”

			The hug. I don’t reply. It’s painful to think about.

			Jakob exhales a sigh of exhaustion. “Where were you today?”

			“I went to London.”

			His head snaps to me. “What! London could be bombed any minute. What were you thinking?”

			“I was being proactive. Taking the investigation into my own hands instead of waiting for others. I went to the American embassy to meet with Olivia McQuatters, one of Willa’s colleagues. She worked at the embassy in Warsaw. She was there when Willa arrived.”

			Jakob pauses near the window. “Wait, she saw Mum there, in Warsaw?”

			“Yes. She said Willa helped pack up the embassy, as planned. Then, the day they were supposed to leave, Olivia saw her through the window of a restaurant. Willa was sitting with a group of people. Polish men and their wives, she said.”

			“Polish men? What Polish men?”

			“I don’t know. But when the time came to leave Warsaw, Willa was nowhere to be found.”

			Now Jakob is pacing. “Meeting with the Polish families, was that an assignment for the embassy?”

			“It didn’t sound like it.”

			“Lizzie,” whispers Jakob. “Do you ever get the feeling that we didn’t really know Mum?”

			What on earth is he implying? “Of course we knew her,” I say. “At least I did. I do.”

			“I mean, how did she find me here? And did you know she was a cipher clerk? Working with secret documents? This MI5 man, the smoking scarecrow, he seems convinced she’s some sort of secret agent.”

			“Impossible.”

			“That’s what I told him,” says Jakob.

			“Do you doubt it?”

			Jakob pauses. He looks toward the corner of the room, eyeing a stack of books. His voice drops in volume. “There’s something else I should tell you, Lizzie.”
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			Jakob

			Most of my books are stacked on the windowsill. I pull out the Polish-English dictionary.

			I flip through the pages, stopping when I come to a folded piece of paper. It’s an article, torn from a newspaper. I take it out, unfold it, hand it to Lizzie. It’s one of those homemaker advice columns—someone called Mrs. Bardell describes tasty and nourishing dishes women can cook for their families in only five minutes.

			Lizzie scans the article. She’s confused. “What is this?”

			“It’s from Mum,” I say. “She left it there, in the dictionary. Must have done it when I went out to the bathroom for a piece of toilet roll. I know it wasn’t in there before—look at the date.”

			The article is from August 1939.

			“Is that why she asked you about studying Polish?” Lizzie asks. “She wanted to put the dictionary into your mind?”

			“I guess so. She wanted me to find this.”
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			“Why this article, though?” Lizzie looks again at the paper. “She hates this ‘women’s work’ sort of thing.”

			“I know, that’s what I thought. At first. You don’t see the hidden message?”

			Lizzie glares at me. “Jakob, I see a recipe for hasty pudding.”

			“I didn’t see it at first either,” I say. “Watch this.”

			I take the paper and step over to my bedside lamp. I hold the article almost on top of the light bulb. Lizzie leans in close.

			As I move the thin newsprint over the bulb, tiny dots of light shine through the paper.

			Tiny holes—barely noticeable pinpricks—have been poked in or above certain letters, allowing the light to shine through.

			“It’s a classic code,” I say. “You only read the letters with the holes.”

			Lizzie takes the paper back. She slides it back and forth over the bulb, reading aloud: “Your…father…would…be…proud…of…you.”

			She looks up from the paper. “That’s it?”

			I nod.

			“Dad would be proud? What’s so secret about that?”

			“Dunno,” I say. “She wanted me to find the article. She knew I’d spot the code. But it’s something she could have just told me. So why the code?”

			Lizzie looks over the article again. “Could it just be a game? It’s the kind of thing she’d do for fun.”

			“It is…but that’s just it. That’s what bothers me.”

			“What?”

			“Was it one last game between us? Something to remember her by?”

			“No.”

			Why is she sure all the time? It’s so irritating. “Lizzie, if you saw the way she was when she came here. It was almost like…”

			“What? Just say it!”

			I step over to the window and look out. I don’t want to say it. Don’t want to make it seem real. But Lizzie’s not going to drop it.

			“Almost like…” I turn toward Lizzie. “Almost like she knew she wasn’t coming back.”

			Her eyes are aflame. “Jakob, how could you say that!”

			“Forget it, then!” I throw my hands in the air. “She went to Poland for work. The Germans attacked, bombed the place to rubble. She was killed. End of story!”

			“You don’t know any of that. You don’t even want to know what really happened!”

			“No, I don’t, Lizzie! I really don’t!”

			My sister stares at me like I’m a monster.

			“I’m sorry,” I say. I reach out to touch her shoulder. “I just want to do my work.”

			That last line does not improve things.

			She pulls away. “Fine, go work. I’ll do this without you.”

			“Lizzie…”

			But she’s turned her back. She’s done with me.

			I grab my jacket and stomp down the stairs.

		


		
			38

			• •

			Jakob

			I’ve solved the hedge maze before, though never at night.

			The shoulders of my jacket rustle against tiny leaves as I walk down a dark, narrow path. I come to an opening in the wall. Left or right? I turn left, walk a few paces, doubting myself. There’s just enough moonlight to see a solid mass in front of me. Dead end.

			I turn round, make a right turn, then a left. This is feeling good. Another left.

			Dead end.

			Turn round and try again. It takes me fifteen minutes to find the clearing at the center of the maze. I lie on the grass and look up. It’s a clear night with loads of stars. And the unmistakable glow of my favorite planet.

			My father once brought a telescope along on holiday to Cornwall. We took it to the beach at night, and he aimed up at the biggest dot of light in the sky. “Jupiter,” he said, smiling. “Take a look.”

			I bent my head to look through the lens—and gasped.

			“Now you know how Galileo felt,” my father said. You could hear the smile in his voice.

			Jupiter was bigger through the telescope, of course, but the amazing thing was the appearance of four bright balls, two to the left of the planet and two to the right, arranged in a tilted line.

			“The moons of Jupiter,” my father said. “Can you imagine Galileo’s reaction when he first saw them? There’s nothing there, for all of human history. He finds a new way to look—and there they are!”

			My father told me the names: Io, Europa, Ganymede, and one more…He died later that summer. Heart attack, very sudden. I couldn’t talk for a week. Lights flashed in my head anytime someone touched me. I didn’t realize it at the time, but I can see it now: I made up my mind never to be that shocked by anything ever again. And I mean to keep that promise. I came to Bletchley Park to work.

			That’s what I was trying to say to Lizzie. It came out all wrong. I just want to work. It’s the only way I can do any good.

			Callisto, that’s it. A massive moon, nearly the size of the planet Mercury.

			I walk over to Hut 6 a few minutes before midnight, picking grass from my hair. Gordon Welchman stands outside the hut. He looks exhausted. He shakes his head and walks off toward the exit of the Park.

			It’s another frustrating night at my table, working by the light of my green-shaded lamp, marking up messages with colored pencils. Trying new ideas on scrap paper. Failing, always failing. Beryl covers the blackboard with mathematical ideas. John tinkers with the Enigma machine we keep in the room.

			I crumple yet another scrap and toss it in the burn bin. Or in that general direction. It hits the side of the bin and falls to the floor beside several others. A stern woman in a red sweater drops a new stack of Enigma messages into the tray on my desk. She looks with disapproval toward the crumpled papers on the floor.

			And she’s right. It’s sloppy. I get up to gather the scraps. Even our rubbish is secret here. All of it must be burned.
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			The next week falls into a pattern. Me at my desk. Beryl at the blackboard. John at the Enigma.

			Lizzie strides through the Park holding envelopes. We pass each other on the paths, but she won’t make eye contact.

			I march with the Home Guard. Swim in my square pond. Nap in the cinema in town, slumped in the back row with my Tigers cap pulled low over my eyes, drifting off to the eerie string music of Son of Frankenstein.

			Motorcycle couriers speed up to the mansion day and night, each with a new packet of Enigma messages. Code breakers walk the paths of the Park, mumbling, rubbing their eyes. People snap at each other. I see one man, a respected linguist, throw his mug in the lake from sheer frustration.

			And it’s back to Hut 6 at midnight. Beryl cycles up and we go inside together. She sits at the Enigma. I pace and think. John works at the blackboard.

			The Colonel visits the hut one morning at dawn. He stands in the doorway in his tailored suit, arms crossed, watching us. Doesn’t say a word. Doesn’t need to.

			We’re failing. We’re nearly out of time.
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			Lizzie

			This is war. Of the worst kind. Family war.

			I have not only avoided Jakob, I’ve also succeeded in temporarily imagining he does not exist. Why would Willa leave him that coded message and not me? We were so close. Did I miss a note?

			The bus rumbles up the rocky, sunlit slope, making its way to Hertfordshire. My reflection takes shape in the window, and I smile. I’m glad I wore Willa’s scarf. And her lipstick too. Today’s outing will be a welcome distraction. Passengers glance at us, their brows arrowed.

			“Why are they staring?” whispers Marion.

			“Curiosity. Or perhaps envy. We’re clearly dressed for an important party. We do look rather tony, don’t we, Marion?”

			“You look absolutely fetching, Lizzie. The way you’ve wrapped Willa’s silk scarf around your head is lovely. And with her big sunglasses and lipstick you could be a famous actress. Or a spy.”

			“Thank you. Mrs. Tilbury’s purple dress looks divine on you. You can’t even see the pins holding it together. And how wonderful of Colin to pinch that big yellow hat.”

			“It belongs to his dead grandmother. They planned to bury her in it, but it was too large for the coffin.”

			“How fortunate!”

			“Yes. Do you imagine many of the Americans will be wearing hats? Oh, Lizzie, you know how I pine for my sister and all things American. Going to an American embassy party—I’m so excited, I could just pop!”

			“Well, don’t pop. Not yet, Marion. We have a mission to accomplish. What do we know about the venue? Best to be acquainted prior to arrival.”

			“I went to the library at Elmers School and consulted the Burke’s guide for information.” Marion pulls the small notebook from her skirt and clears her throat.

			“Wall Hall. The earliest record of the estate in Aldenham village dates back to the thirteenth century.” She looks to me. “There was loads in between, but in 1910 an American banking scion—a Mr. J. P. Morgan Jr.—acquired the property. Very wealthy. It said the Morgan family is credited with coining the phrase ‘If you have to ask, you can’t afford it.’ That sounds like frank American wisdom, doesn’t it?”

			“Yes. I’m told commenting about prices is very American. Anything else about the mansion?”

			“A forty-minute drive from London, the hulking Gothic Revival estate is a turreted and castellated house full of secret doors and old safe rooms.”

			“That sounds promising.”

			“Did you tell Jakob you were leaving for the day? I know you’re angry, Lizzie, but I do wish you’d mend fences with your brother.”

			“I’m sorry, Marion. Some fences are simply beyond mending.”

			I look out the window, annoyed by the mere thought of Jakob. He’s wrong and I’m right.

			But now I have to prove it.
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			We step off the bus and Marion plants her patent leather shoe squarely into a lone patch of mud. I quickly reach from the bus steps to steady her and together we tumble sideways onto the dirt road.

			The yellow hat is mashed and splattered. Marion’s lip begins to quiver.

			“Don’t fret. We’ll just turn the hat around.” I rotate it so the large bow now flops over her face. “Very avant-garde. Like a large parrot. More of a statement piece now.”

			“Really?” She brightens. “What about my foot? I have mud up to my ankle.”

			“We’ll tell them we rode here on bicycles.”

			“Or a horse,” suggests Marion. We dust ourselves off and make our way down the long, winding lane.

			A few gleaming motorcars pass with a honk. A tawny motorcycle whizzes by and suddenly stops. The passenger in the sidecar turns, lifts her riding goggles, and waves.

			“Olivia!” I shriek. We break into a run toward her.

			“Hello, girls! So glad you made it. This is my boyfriend, Denny. He works in the visa section at the embassy. We’ll tell the guard at the gate that you’re with us.”

			“Hiya.” Denny nods. “Nice to meet you both. See ya inside!” Denny and Olivia buzz away on the motorcycle, kicking up a cloud of dust.

			“Hiya,” whispers Marion, attempting her best American accent.

			We make our way through the gate, passing a long row of ancient cedars. The yellow stone walls and broad green lawns of Wall Hall stand at attention in front of us. The Burke’s guide did not exaggerate. The embossed crosses on multiple turrets present a towering fortress with absolute castle stature. All that’s missing is a moat.

			“Golly,” says Marion. “Certainly fit for a king, isn’t it?”

			Olivia stands near the ivy-covered entrance wearing a flowered dress and heels. Her leather jacket and riding goggles are gone. So is Denny.

			“Ambassador Kennedy is greeting guests just inside the door,” says Olivia. Her eyes travel over us. “Goodness, the journey has left you a bit worse for wear.” She wipes a smudge of dirt from Marion’s nose and scrubs lipstick from my teeth with her finger. “No matter. I imagine the cocktails have been on heavy pour. But Lizzie, I might suggest removing the sunglasses.”

			“Yes, direct eye contact is important.” I remove the glasses and put them in my purse. “Olivia, what we’re after are details of Willa’s mission, any news he’s received, and any details of the Polish men you saw her with.”

			Olivia nods. “After we spoke, I remembered some things. When I saw your mother in the restaurant, I asked the maître d’ to tell her that we’d be departing soon. He jotted a note to himself and referenced her as ‘the woman at Mr. Rejewski’s table.’ ”

			“Mr. Rejewski?” I say.

			“Yes, and something else—the last time I spoke with Willa she was looking for a shovel.”

			“A shovel? What for?”

			“She didn’t say.”

			“Rejewski,” says Marion, making a quick scribble in her notebook. “Looking for a shovel.”

			None of it makes sense. But the mention of a shovel makes me uneasy.

			“Shall we?” Olivia gestures toward the door.
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			Lizzie

			“What’s the appropriate salutation for an ambassador?” I ask. “It’s important to get the conversation off on the right foot.”

			“You should greet him as ‘Mr. Ambassador.’ As Willa’s daughter, I think he will be quite moved to see you. He might be more inclined to speak to you than any of us.”

			“And we need an escape plan,” I say. “Once inside, we must scout exit options in the event the Germans break in or bomb.”

			“Appropriate greetings, German bombings. Goodness, now I’m nervous,” says Marion. She shakes out her hands. “I’m not at my best when I’m nervous.”

			Olivia pats Marion’s shoulder. “Don’t worry, dear. If anything should happen we’ll flag Denny and he’ll assist us. I imagine the castle has a dungeon we can use as a bomb shelter. And tell me, what is your full name so I can present you to the ambassador?”

			“Marion Hoffman.”

			“All right, Marion. I’ll present you first and then Lizzie.”

			It’s happening. I’m about to meet the man who might finally be able to help.

			My heart percolates and my hands begin to sweat. I walk behind Marion, avoiding her single muddy footprint on the stone steps. I see him before he sees us. Medium height. Thinning hair parted to the side. Round glasses and a crisp suit and tie. Friendly smile.

			“Mr. Ambassador,” says Olivia. “I’d like to present two very special guests who are joining us today. This is Marion Hoffman.”

			“Well, hello there, Miss Hoffman. Glad to have you with us. And don’t you look lovely.”

			Marion stands, frozen. The moment hangs, suspended, until Marion suddenly bends forward into a slow, deep bow, so deep that her smashed hat falls onto the ambassador’s feet. She grabs it and quickly snaps up. “Such a pleasure to meet you, Ambassador. I mean—Mr. Ambassador. That’s a lovely suit. Very expensive. I won’t ask about the cost because if I do, you’ll know I can’t afford it.”

			The ambassador gives a hearty laugh. “And what brings you here, Miss Hoffman?”

			“I evacuated. From Vienna.”

			“Vienna?”

			“Yes, my parents are employed at the music conservatory. My sister went to America. I’m desperate to join her.”

			“Ah, and where is your sister?”

			“In Lone Cabbage. In a state called Florida.”

			“And where are you living now?” he asks.

			“In Bletchley.”

			No! How could she reveal that? I lurch forward.

			“Mr. Ambassador, I’d like to introduce myself. I’m Elizabeth Novis, daughter of embassy clerk Willa Novis, who disappeared in Poland.”

			The ambassador’s eyes widen. He looks to Olivia and then to me. “Oh my. Elizabeth…”

			“Yes,” says Olivia softly. “Elizabeth has traveled a long way to see you, Mr. Ambassador. And you know how close I was with Willa.”

			“Yes. Elizabeth is staying with you, Olivia?”

			“No,” I blurt. “I’m staying with our housekeeper. In Llangollen.”

			“Elizabeth came to see me at the embassy,” explains Olivia. “She’s hoping you might spare a moment to speak with her.”

			“I have just a few questions, sir.”

			“Yes, I’m certain you do. I’m so glad to have you here, Elizabeth. As you might imagine, I have some duties as the host this evening. To give you my full attention, it’s probably best if we meet privately in my office once the party is in full swing. In the meantime, I invite you both to enjoy yourselves. I’ve managed to wrangle a special cut of The Wizard of Oz to screen. It’s a recent film from America. Would you like to see it?”

			“The Wizard of Oz? That’s the movie in Technicolor,” gushes Marion.

			“Yes, we’d like that,” I say. “And I do understand that you’re busy. But my primary goal in coming here was to speak with you.”

			“I understand. I’ll come find you as soon as I can break free.” He smiles down at me kindly.

			“Thank you.”

			Well, Ambassador Kennedy seems delightful. Not at all what I imagined based on Willa’s descriptions. But what does he know, and how much will he share?
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			Jakob

			Supper at the Mutton is tinned salmon croquettes in curry sauce. It’s a minor miracle, what Mrs. Tilbury can do with rationed ingredients. I compliment her as she clears away my empty plate.

			“Thank you, luv,” she says. “But credit for this dish goes to Mrs. Bardell.”

			Berrycloth turns toward us. I’m sure he’s about to belch out some rude remark. Instead he says, “Loads of good ideas in that column.”

			And returns to his ale.

			Mrs. Tilbury and I look at each other, stunned. She smiles and walks to the kitchen.

			There’s a small group over by the chessboard in the corner. I’d love to get in a game, but I’d better save my energy for work.

			I step outside. It’s a warm, humid night. Colin kneels under the awning, working on his motorbike. The inn’s windows are covered with thick black drapes, and not a sliver of light shines through.

			“How can you see anything?” I ask.

			“I can see fine,” he says. He takes a tool from his wooden box. “I wasn’t spying on you, y’know.”

			“Sure felt like it,” I say. “Where’s Lizzie tonight?”

			He ignores me.

			“Off playing detective again?” I ask.

			“If it was my mum, I’d want to know what happened.”

			“I do know, Colin. Lizzie’s the one who won’t accept the facts.”

			He looks up at me. “Can you blame her for not giving up? Why can’t you just help her?”

			I can hear how much he cares. He lowers his face, inspecting the side of his bike. Not that I could see him blush in this light.

			“You don’t realize how important you are to her,” he says. “I mean, what sort of brother are you?”
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			I leave Colin to his work. Walk along Buckingham Road with my torch pointed down.

			What sort of brother am I?

			A good one, I thought. Used to be, anyway. I used to make Lizzie loads of games and puzzles. One winter, when I was home from school, I wrote her a story with the words replaced by numbers, like this:

			
				169-12-6 15-3-3 261-8-6 331-27-4 52-17-2

			

			“It’s a book code,” I explained. “A classic. Two spies agree to use a certain book. They both have identical copies. But they don’t tell anyone what book their using.”

			I opened my copy of The Hobbit. “Say you get this message,” I said, pointing to the coded story. “You know that each of the number groups stands for one word of the secret note. To decode 45-12-3, turn to page 45 of the book, count down to line number 12, and count over to word 3 on that line. That’s the first word of the message. Then you—”

			She grabbed The Hobbit from me. “Don’t tell me more!”

			“It’s simple,” I said. “But don’t let that fool you. If the identity of the book you’re using remains secret, it’s an absolutely unbreakable code.”

			Lizzie wasn’t listening. She was decoding.

			The next day my baseball cap went missing from my room. And reappeared with Lizzie’s homemade Detroit D sewn on. Best present I ever got.

			What sort of brother am I? What sort of brother do I want to be?

			“Jakob! Hold up!”

			I raise my torch for just a second. John comes down the steps of a row house by the railway station.

			“That’s your billet?” I ask.

			“Landlady doesn’t much relish the company,” he says. “But it’s comfortable enough.”

			We walk toward the Park.

			“There’s this lovely old armchair in the sitting room,” John says, yawning. “The sort you sink into. I was resting there just now, dozing, I suppose…”

			“Sounds nice.”

			“Yes, though something strange happened. I woke with a start and the faint trace of a dream in my mind, the image of a German Enigma operator setting up his machine at midnight. He was putting the rotors into the machine…I felt I was so close to something, you know? To understanding something.”

			I know the feeling. There’s an idea there, and you reach for it, and it darts away.

			“Don’t force it,” I say. “It’ll come back.”

			“I suppose. If it’s any good.”

			We approach the Park’s front gate. “Oh, wonderful,” I say. “Reg is on duty.”

			“You know him?”

			“Sadly. We were at boarding school together. He’s the sort who’d clobber you for enjoying maths class.”

			“Of course,” John says. “We had the same louts in Belfast.”

			We hand Reg our identity cards.

			“Found yourself a little friend, huh, Novis?” Reg looks from me to John. “Where’s your slide rule?”

			“That’s on a strictly need-to-know basis,” John says, snatching back his card. “And, mate, you don’t need to know.”

			Reg stands, confused, at the entry gate.

			John and I walk together to Hut 6.
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			Prior to the film screening, Marion and I make best use of the time exploring the castle. In the stone cellar we uncover blankets, crates of champagne, tins of French pâté, and a folder of glossy photographs of a woman called Gloria Swanson. On the upstairs landing we discover something called a dumbwaiter, which, upon inspection, is not dumb at all. A pull of the cord sends the large box swiftly from the upstairs straight down to the belly of the kitchen.

			But despite the curious items we discover, the castle is not entertaining. There’s a shadow of menace amid the corners. I’m eager to meet with the ambassador so we can leave.

			The tap on my shoulder comes two hours later, just as Dorothy and Toto are captured by flying monkeys.

			“The ambassador will see you now.”

			“Excellent timing,” whispers Marion. “This movie is scary!”

			I hand Marion my purse and mouth the words Follow me. I look across the darkened room to Olivia, trying to get her attention. But she’s clinging to Denny and shielding her eyes from the monkeys. We follow a man to the bottom of a staircase, where Ambassador Kennedy waits.

			“We’ll go up to my office,” he says. “Miss Hoffman, I hope you understand, but I’d like to speak with Elizabeth privately.”

			“Yes, of course,” says Marion. “But I can’t be near those flying monkeys. Technicolor is terrifying. I’ll follow you up and wait outside the door.”

			The ambassador laughs and ascends the stairs. “That’ll be fine. You know, Elizabeth, I’m so glad to see you here. Your grandmother has long been a supporter of mine, and I was so happy to have your mother in my employ.”

			“Why did you send her to Poland?”

			He stops on the landing and turns to face me. “I didn’t. That was her plan. She knew that our Warsaw operation was being dismantled and insisted on supervising. I consented. She was always angling for assignments, and I figured this might scratch that itch.”

			“And the Polish men?”

			The ambassador stares at me, unblinking. “What men are you referring to?”

			It’s impossible to tell what he knows. Is he withholding information, or have I just presented new information? I mustn’t blunder.

			“Who have you been speaking to, Elizabeth? And where did you say you’re living now?”

			“In…Llangollen.” I throw a glance over my shoulder. Marion’s dress has come unpinned, and she’s tripping over it. But despite the hardship, she’s dutifully behind me.

			“Actually, I do think we can help each other. Shall we step into my office?” says the ambassador. His tone is kind. Sympathetic.

			He opens the door and waves me inside. “Your grandmother is an insistent woman. She’s a proud woman. And she loves her family. Like you, she’s gone to great lengths to investigate your mother’s death, and—”

			“Do you have confirmation that Willa is dead?” I interrupt.

			He closes the door. “No. I do not have confirmation of that.”

			Hope surges within me. He knows something.

			“What I do know is that your grandmother is pursuing all avenues, and I do know that she loves you, Elizabeth.” His tone shifts. “She’s been a blasted thorn in my side and I’m tired of it. There’s a war going on. I assure you that if we receive any information, your grandmother will be the first to know. She always has to be first, doesn’t she?”

			“Indeed she does,” replies a thick voice. I see the shadow of a wide frame step from behind a bookshelf.

			And then the smell. The sickly, sour scent of his cigar.

			“This game of yours, Elizabeth. It’s come to an end.”
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			Beryl stands at the chalkboard in our room in Hut 6, staring at a jumble of probability theory. John’s in a chair in the corner, tilting back with his feet up on the table, his eyes closed. Trying to recapture his idea.

			Or possibly napping.

			I look again at the Enigma messages spread out on my desk. My mind’s drifting. This never used to happen. I’m staring at:

			
				YMNXN  XFBFW  TKYMJ  ZSPST  BSBFW  WNTWX

			

			But in my head, I’m hearing:

			
				WILLA: I just wanted to see you.

				JARVIS: You’re smart, Novis. You know what I’m going to say next.

				NIGEL: We at least have to tell the police.

				LIZZIE: You don’t even want to know what really happened!

				COLIN: What sort of brother are you?

			

			I shake it off. Get up and stretch. Step over to the table with our replica Enigma.

			What would Arthur Scherbius think of all this? All these clever people at this secret countryside estate, desperately scrambling to solve his machine.

			Scherbius came up with Enigma in the early 1920s. His idea was to sell it to banks, insurance firms—businesses that needed secure links between offices in different cities. The poor chap peddled it around Europe, passing out pamphlets at conventions. We’ve got one in the mansion: One Secret, Well Protected, May Pay the Whole Cost of the Machine.

			Maybe so. But no one was interested. It was expensive, and a lot more security than most firms really needed.

			“He died in a horse accident, you know,” I say.

			Beryl looks over from her maths. She tucks a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Who did?”

			“Arthur Scherbius, the inventor. Run over by a carriage in 1929. Didn’t live to see the German military buy his machine by the thousands.”

			She smiles, returning to her calculations. “Fascinating, Jakob.”

			But it is fascinating. “Scherbius pictured Enigma being used in offices by highly trained professionals,” I tell her. “Now there are thousands of them out there. Thousands of Enigma operators. And we know they make mistakes that would horrify old Mr. S.”

			I sit down at the machine and lift the lid, exposing the rotors.

			“I’m the operator,” I say. “I’m in some trench near the front lines. It’s midnight—time to change the machine’s settings. The daily list tells me which rotors to use, and in which order. I put the rotors in. Now I check the list for the day’s ring settings. I suppose I should do that before I put the rotors in…but no, actually, it works either way—”

			“Say that again.”

			That was John. Feet up. Eyes still shut.

			Beryl laughs. “I thought you were sleeping.”

			“I’m thinking,” John says. “Say that again, Novis.”

			“Which part?”

			“About changing the ring settings. That’s just what I was picturing in the armchair tonight. Can you change the ring settings with the rotors already in the machine?”

			“Sure, it’s easy,” I say. “I just reach in and slide this little notch on the side of the rotor. Slide it till it’s next to the assigned setting for the day.”

			“What setting?” he asks.

			“I don’t know, I’m making this up. Say H.”

			“Do it.”

			The letters A through Z are printed in bold capitals around the rim of the rotor. I spin the rotor until H is facing me. Then I reach for the ring setting notch on the side of the rotor and align it with H.

			“What do you see?” John asks. He still hasn’t opened his eyes.

			“The H is facing up,” I say.

			“Why?”

			“Makes it easier to see where to put the notch.”

			“Go on,” he says. “What next?”

			“I do the same with the other two rotors.”

			“Go on.”

			“Then I lock them in place,” I say. “I close the lid. The machine’s ready.”

			“Go on.”

			“That’s it. Then I wait. I wait till someone gives me a message to encrypt.”

			John opens his eyes.

			Very slowly, a smile forms on his face.
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			“Ring twitch.”

			Amidst a war, new terminology is born. It’s often quite creative. “Eggs and fish” to describe bombs and torpedoes. “Devil’s piano” to indicate a machine gun. And the phrase “gone for six” means that someone has died.

			Ring twitch. To anticipate danger with a feeling of fear or excitement. That’s the term that best applies when I see Fleetwood’s sweaty pink face. A surge of adrenaline explodes within me and in my state of high alert, flashbulbs of facts pop through my mind:

			Ambassador Kennedy called Fleetwood.

			While waiting for him to arrive, he probably called Gran.

			Fleetwood will haul me away from Jakob, away from the investigation, away from Colin and Marion.

			I have a copilot. Will she remember the plan?

			“Mr. Fleetwood?!” I shout at the top of my lungs. “Mr. Fleetwood! Is that you?” I repeat, hoping Marion is still perched outside the door. I feign uncontrollable excitement and unleash a devil’s piano of dialogue.

			“Mr. Fleetwood, I’m so glad to see you! Please don’t feel badly about what you’ve done. I’ve been waiting for you. Have you brought my luggage? You made off with Jakob’s rock collection, you know. I went looking for it and while searching the docks, you left without me. I’m sure it was an honest mistake, you dozing off after a tipple, but it’s a cherished family collection. Tell me, when did you realize that you had left me behind, carelessly abandoned amidst a war?” I turn to Ambassador Kennedy. “Theft and child abandonment are offenses punishable by law, you see. That’s what I was told when I reported Mr. Fleetwood to the chief constable.”

			“You reported me?” blusters Fleetwood. “Abandonment? That’s preposterous!” Fleetwood’s face deepens from pink to plum while the ambassador’s brow knits with confusion.

			“You didn’t try to flee?” asks Kennedy.

			“Flee? I’m fourteen, alone, and vulnerable amid my grief, Mr. Ambassador. I can’t even begin to convey the myriad of dangers I had to dodge when Mr. Fleetwood abandoned me and made off with our family’s valuables. I had to navigate on my own, all the way to Llangollen.”

			“I did not abandon you!” bellows Fleetwood.

			“I told them abandonment wasn’t exactly correct. When I explained that you had celebrated our departure with a few toasts they crossed out ‘abandonment’ and wrote down ‘gross negligence.’ But you’re American, so I’m not sure they can prosecute you here. Can you help him avoid a trial, Mr. Ambassador? I haven’t breathed a word to Gran about you being off your trolley, Mr. Fleetwood. You know her feelings about intoxicants. Regardless, you’re here now. That’s what’s important. And we’re off to Cleveland! Just let me get my purse. Mr. Ambassador, please make sure Mr. Fleetwood doesn’t try to leave me behind again. I’ll be right back.”

			I rush from the room and hoist myself into the dumbwaiter. My dress catches on something and rips. No matter, I must escape! I slide the hatch closed and yank the cord.

			But nothing happens. I tug at the cord again. Nothing.

			Why isn’t it working?

			My pulse outruns the seconds, each beat bringing me closer to capture. The ambassador’s voice appears.

			“Slippery little weasel. Where’d she go?”

			Weasel? How positively insulting. Shall I jump out of the box and race them down the stairs? Before I can decide, whoosh! The box drops down the pitch-black tunnel.

			A metallic screech rings in my ears and my stomach rises up into my chest. The box lands with a soft bounce and the door slides opens.

			“EEEEK!” A kitchen maid screams upon seeing me folded into the box.

			“Terribly sorry for the fright. I’m in a bit of a rush.” I jump out and run past her, bound through the kitchen, and catapult over a basket of potatoes with the leap of an adventure hero. I find the bathroom and pound the code on the door. Two flat-hand knocks, two knuckle knocks. The door whips open, Marion pulls me inside and locks the latch behind us. A chair is positioned near the bathroom window.

			“Olivia?” I ask, vaulting onto the chair and crawling out the window. I help Marion through, and we crouch behind a bush. She hands me my purse.

			“Denny’s on his way,” says Marion. “Olivia was hesitant, Lizzie. She was very confused about why we had to leave instantly. I told her you didn’t feel well and didn’t want to offend the ambassador or his catering by vomiting in public. She understood and promised not to tell him that we had left.”

			Through the open window, we hear knocking and commotion outside the bathroom. I grip Marion’s hand. Where in the world is Denny?! And at that second, a rumble approaches. We jump from the bush into the darkness, straight into the path of Denny’s motorcycle. He swerves to avoid flattening us.

			“Sorry, girls. Not allowed to use our headlamps. War regulation.”

			“Goodness!” squeaks Marion as we squeeze into the sidecar.

			Goodness, indeed. We were almost gone for six.

			Denny speeds away. I’m too terrified to glance back. This has not gone well. I close my eyes and attempt to deny the truth:

			My time in England—it’s running out.
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			I speed down the center of the dark road on Beryl’s bicycle, splashing through puddles all the way to Great Brickhill. The Duncombe Arms is completely dark. Silent as the grave.

			Until I start pounding on the inn’s front door.

			Pounding and hollering: “Welchman! Professor Welchman! Wake up!”

			A blackout curtain is moved aside in a second-floor window. Gordon Welchman’s head leans out. He brushes a loose strand of hair from his eyes. “Who’s that? Novis? What the blazes?”

			“Professor!” I shout up to the window. “You need to come with me!”

			“Now?”

			“Now!”

			“Right,” Welchman says. “Down in a minute.”
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			Welchman drives us back to the Park, and we hurry across the grass to Hut 6. John’s sitting at the Enigma. Beryl is at the blackboard.

			“All right, I’m here,” Welchman says. He pulls his pipe from the pocket of his jacket. “What’ve you got?”

			John, Beryl, and I exchange glances. We’ve worked out the idea together—now we have to explain it.

			I jump in. “We’re doing all these complex calculations, but what if a big part of the answer is much simpler. What if it’s staring us in the face?”

			Welchman strikes a match and holds it to the end of his pipe.

			I step over to John, put my hand on his shoulder. “Here’s our Enigma operator. It’s midnight. Time to reset the machine for the day. He rearranges the rotors and looks up the day’s ring settings.”

			“At each ring setting, the wiring inside the rotor changes,” Beryl says. “We need to know these settings—but we can’t know them. There’s nothing about them in the messages themselves. Or is there?”

			“I’m listening,” Welchman says.

			“All right.” John demonstrates as he talks. “Let’s say the first rotor’s ring is supposed to be set to H. I turn the rotor until H is facing me. Then I slide the notch on the side of the rotor until it aligns with the H. I do the same for the next two rotors—say W for the second rotor and B for the third.”

			John does this. He closes the machine. The letters H-W-B show through the three tiny windows in the lid of the Enigma.

			“The machine is ready,” John says. “But nothing happens. An hour passes. Two hours. Then suddenly I’m handed a message.”

			“Send this,” I order John. “Immediately!”

			“This is where human error creeps in,” Beryl says. “We know about cillies. But some operators might make a different mistake.”

			“It’s easy to imagine,” I explain. “The operator has to pick a starting position for the rotors. Three random letters. Suppose he simply uses the letters that happen to be showing in these little windows? H-W-B.”

			“Good Lord…” Welchman gasps.

			“And that goes in the preamble of the message, which is not enciphered.” John says. “The letters H-W-B seem random enough. They are random, to any outside viewer. Except for one thing—I haven’t spun the rotors since I set up the machine. I should have, but I forgot to.” He turns to Welchman, smiling. “So ask yourself, why are those particular letters—H-W-B—showing through the windows?”

			“Because you turned the rotors there to make it easy to change the ring settings,” Welchman says, his volume rising to a roar. “Because H-W-B are the ring settings!”

			His voice rumbles like thunder round the room. This is the moment code breakers live for. There’s nothing there, and then you find a new way to look—and there it is.

			“It’s so simple…” Welchman finally says. “Could they really be doing this?”

			“Most probably don’t,” I say, “but we don’t need most. If only a few operators make this mistake, we’ll know. We can watch for patterns as messages come in this morning. If we see the starting positions beginning to cluster around any three letters, that’s probably not a coincidence.”

			“It’s too good to be true,” Welchman says. “For twenty-four hours we’d have the ring settings for the Luftwaffe’s entire Enigma network!”

			We look at each other, too astonished to speak.

			The stern woman in the red sweater comes in with a new batch of messages.

			She seems a bit alarmed when all four of us lunge toward her.
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			“Are you sure about this?” asks Denny, peering through the low-clinging mist. “Doesn’t feel right, dropping you off at a cemetery. Especially so late.”

			I decide it’s best for Denny not to know where we’re staying. After all, we must conceal our location and mind the Secrets Act as well.

			“We’ll be fine,” I assure him as we clamber out of the sidecar and wave goodbye.

			And we are fine. We’re nearly through the dark cemetery…and then we hear them.

			Planes. The rumble and thunder of fighter engines overhead.

			Marion gasps and grabs my arm.

			And we run.

			We arrive at the Mutton and creep around the side of the building. Colin’s window is open, his motorbike just beneath it. The wind blows and a faint strip of light flickers beneath the bottom of the black drape. Colin is at his desk. I’m so happy and relieved to see him that I quickly squeeze by the bike and pop my head beneath the curtain.

			Startled, Colin flips back in his chair and tumbles to the floor. He grabs a broomstick and points it at me.

			“Blast, Lizzie! You scared me near to death. I thought you were a German.” He quickly gets to his feet. “Did you hear the planes? They were ours—RAF Spitfires! Those Rolls-Royce engines are unmistakable.”

			“We heard them but didn’t know they were the RAF. We ran.” I pant.

			Marion pops up next to me. “We’re locked out. Can you let us in?”
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			Colin unbolts the thick wooden door. He leads us into the dark pub and lights a candle. The stone floors have been swept and chairs are resting upside down on tables.

			“Come with us,” I whisper to Colin. We rush by the bar to the scoop of crooked stairs. The old wooden steps shriek something awful.

			“Can’t you fix that?” I say to Colin. “Sounds like we’re stepping on a cat.”

			“What took you so long?” he whispers. “Air raid out there?”

			“Worse,” I reply.

			We enter the triangle room. I close the door, bracing myself against it.

			“Fleetwood,” I say, looking at Colin.

			“He’s on his way?”

			“He was there!” exclaims Marion. “He came to take Lizzie away, but we escaped.”

			“What?” Colin steps toward me. “Did he follow you?”

			“No, but we haven’t got long.”

			“If he didn’t trail you, he might not find Bletchley.”

			“I told them I was visiting from Llangollen, but, Marion—”

			“Oh, Colin, I was so nervous and excited to meet the American ambassador. I was simply shaking. He had such a lovely accent and when he asked me where I was staying, the words ‘in Bletchley’ just popped right out.” Marion throws herself face down on the bed in distress. “I’ve jeopardized the whole operation!”

			“You’re a wonderful co-conspirator, Marion, and you helped me escape tonight. What’s most important are the new facts of the investigation.”

			“Oh yeah? What did you learn?” asks Colin.

			“The embassy didn’t send Willa to Poland. She chose to go, perhaps even initiated the mission herself.”

			“Interesting. But she came here first, to see your brother,” says Colin.

			I try to brush off the hurt. “Exactly. Why? There had to be a reason. And a reason it was Jakob, not me.”

			“What else did you discover?” asks Colin. “And hey, where’s my gran’s hat?”

			Marion rolls over and claps her hands to her head. “The hat! It must have flown off when we ran though the graveyard.”

			“The graveyard? Forget it. What are the new facts?”

			Marion pulls the notebook from her pocket. “Olivia McQuatters remembered the name of one of the Polish men that Willa was with. Rejewski. Why does that sound familiar? Oh, and one more thing.”

			Colin stands, waiting.

			“Willa was searching for something.” Marion’s voice drops to a whisper. “She was searching…for a shovel.”
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			“A shovel,” says Colin quietly. He looks to me. “Digging or burying?”

			“I don’t know.” I traverse the small space, revisiting my brother’s story. “Jakob said that Willa came here. She said she just wanted to see him. Told him that she had been assigned to pack up the embassy in Warsaw.”

			Colin raises a hand to stop me. “But she hadn’t been assigned. The ambassador told you she insisted on coordinating and supervising.”

			“Yes. Why did she alter the facts? Jakob said Willa was looking at his books and was happy that he still had our father’s Polish-English dictionary. I didn’t know it belonged to our dad.” I snap on the bedside lamp and an amber glow illuminates the corner. I pull the red dictionary from the stack of books on the nightstand. “She asked Jakob if he studied Polish. And when Jakob went to fetch a tissue she must have inserted this clipping I told you about.”

			Colin shuffles through the details. “Your father’s Polish dictionary. The coded message saying he would be proud. And then she organizes the trip to Poland. A dangerous trip.”

			“Excuse me for interrupting,” says Marion. “What’s that?” She points toward the door.

			Lying on the floor near the door is an envelope.

			“We must have walked right over it,” I say, snapping it up. “It’s addressed to Jakob. Private correspondence addressed to my brother?” I begin to open it.

			“Lizzie, don’t!” says Marion. “The Secrets Act!”

			“What’s the Secrets Act?” says Colin.

			Silence. Marion and I stare at him. “You haven’t signed it?” I ask.

			“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

			His face is so sincere. “Never mind. Here.” I hand him the letter. “You open it.”

			Colin shrugs and opens the envelope.

			“Looks like another newspaper column from Mrs. Bardell. Quick and easy recipes.” He passes it back to me.

			My hands begin to tremble. I step toward the lamp, inspecting the paper.

			“What are you looking for?” asks Marion.

			“Another secret message. Pinpricks. But there are none.” I hand the clipping to Colin and inspect the envelope.

			“No return address,” says Marion. “Just the number 53.”

			I nod. “But wait. This is addressed to Jakob. Not at the London address, but right here…at the Mutton. No one is supposed to have this address.”

			“Lizzie,” says Colin, stepping in close. “Look at the date on this newspaper clipping. It was last week.”

			“What does that mean?” asks Marion.

			My throat begins to quiver. I swallow hard before making the declaration.

			“It’s another coded message from Willa. And it means…she’s alive.”
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			“How many times are you going to do that?”

			“Dunno,” I say. “I’m up to twenty-eight.”

			I start my twenty-ninth trip around the Bletchley Park lake.

			Nigel’s up in his favorite tree. As I walk under his branch, he asks, “What exactly are you doing?”

			“Looking for duck eggs.”

			“I don’t believe you.”

			I could really use a bath. A few hours of sleep. But I can’t leave the Park. Not now.

			Because our new idea seems to be working.

			We’ve tracked the starting positions on every message that’s come since midnight, charting the results on a sheet on the wall in Hut 6. We’ve come up with a good guess at today’s ring settings. Between that and the usual cillies, we’ve got two big clues about how German operators have their Enigmas set up today. Now a new team of code breakers is on the case—linguists, crossword experts, chess masters, people who see patterns hidden in chaos. Give them just a few letters of the real message, and they may be able to work out the whole thing.

			But it takes time. They’re in the hut right now, hunched over slips of paper, scratching away with colored pencils, rifling through German dictionaries.

			And, apparently, they don’t enjoy young mathematicians watching over their shoulders.

			So I walk around the lake. There’s always something to see. People coming and going from the mansion and the huts. Motorcycle couriers zipping in and out, the lifeblood of the Park. Construction lorries hauling in more wood, more bricks, sacks of cement mix. Looks like something new’s going in over by the hedge maze.

			There’s a shout from the direction of Hut 6.

			“Hear that?” Nigel asks.

			I stop beneath his branch and listen.

			Another shout from the hut. And a few more. People run in that direction. Nigel looks with longing toward the action. But he knows not to ask.

			“I’ll see you,” I say, and take off running.

			It’s only fifty yards or so to Hut 6. A small group has already gathered. Beryl grabs my arm. “I think it’s working!”

			Welchman steps out of the hut. The little crowd goes silent.

			Very casually, Welchman takes the pipe from his mouth. He says, “We’re back in.”

			No one knows how to react. We’re all looking at each other.

			My head’s floating. Floating and bouncing like a balloon on a string. I could almost break into dance…but I don’t want to be the only one. Someone cheers. And we all cheer, and start shaking hands and laughing, slapping each other on the back.

			Welchman throws an arm around John’s shoulder. He looks at Beryl and me. “This will not be forgotten,” he says.

			And that’s all I want. To be part of the team.

			Did we really do it? Did we just punch Hitler in the mouth?

			The Colonel watches from the nearby lawn. It would be a stretch to say that he’s smiling. It’s pretty close, though.
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			A soft tap sounds at the door.

			We freeze, eyes wide, staring at our operation notes scattered across the floor. Then another tap, followed by a bubbling voice.

			“Lizzie, open the door, luv. I have some refreshment for you.”

			“It’s my mum,” whispers Colin.

			I jump up and open the door a crack.

			“Good afternoon, Lizzie!” smiles Mrs. Tilbury. She’s holding a thickly woven basket draped with a checked cloth. She leans in. “I can only see your eye, and a pretty eye it is. Open the door so I can bring some tea in.”

			“How kind of you. Could you set it outside the door?”

			“Don’t worry, lamb. I’ve seen a girl in her nightie before.”

			“Oh, I’m perfectly decent, Mrs. Tilbury, but Marion and I are working on something quite secret and important.”

			“Secret and urgent, I see! Well, it’s no secret that you and Marion returned in the middle of the night. My memory might not be strong, Lizzie, but my ears haven’t failed me yet. Are you girls all right? You didn’t come down for breakfast.”

			“We’re fine. Thank you, Mrs. Tilbury. We have the midday shift at the Park today.”

			“All righty, then. Have you seen Colin? I can’t seem to find him.”

			“Oh…” I reply, not wanting to lie to sweet Mrs. Tilbury. “I’m sure he’s around.” Without warning, her eyes begin to well.

			“Mrs. Tilbury, whatever is the matter?”

			“Just the war, luv. Haven’t had a letter from Simon. A mum worries about her ducklings, you know. All right, I’ll set the basket here on the floor. Do eat something before you set off to the Park today. With rations tightening, we must eat up while we can.”

			Mrs. Tilbury leaves the basket and heads back down the squealing staircase.

			I close the door and turn to Colin. “You haven’t heard from Simon?”

			He shakes his head, avoiding my gaze.

			“How long has it been?”

			“A while. He’s busy. You heard the planes.” He quickly stands, still averting my eyes.

			“I’ll grab the food. I’m hungry.”

			Nestled in the basket is a pot of warm tea, thick slices of bread, jam, and a wire dish of boiled eggs.

			“Right,” says Colin, grabbing a piece of bread. “Let’s get back to it. Operation Fleetwood. I think our plan feels sound.”

			“Yes, but it relies heavily on spirits. What if he’s cautious?” I say.

			“Just a wee glass, I’ll tell him. And then I’ll refill it. Again and again,” says Colin.

			“No, it’s not yet sound. We need more time. More planning for contingencies.” I look over to Marion. She’s been hunched over Willa’s calendar planner for nearly an hour.

			“Is she asleep?” whispers Colin. “If so, there’s something…Well, I wanted—”

			“Eureka! I found it!” shouts Marion, jumping to her feet. “I found it! We thought it sounded familiar. We were RIGHT!”

			She bends, thrusting the calendar planner in our faces. “Right there. Read that. Read it!”

			I take the calendar planner and try to sound out the string of encoded words.

			“ikswe­jerik­cyzor­iksla­gyz.”

			“Now read it backward!” Marion says. I read it again: “zygalskirozyckirejewski.”

			“Rejewski!” I exclaim. “It sounded familiar because we saw it in her calendar diary! So if ‘Rejewski’ is a name, could the two other words also be names?”

			“Lizzie, that’s brilliant,” says Marion. “Three names, not three words.”

			“Yes. Perhaps they’re the people Willa was last seen with.”

			“Lizzie,” says Colin, rising from the floor. “Is there anyone at the Park you might drop those words to? Try to confirm if they’re names?”

			“I could try the Colonel. Maybe even Jakob. But I’d have to be awfully crafty about it.”

			Colin smiles. His eyes dance with laughter. “If anyone’s crafty, it’s you, Lizzie Novis.”
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			We quickly work out a system in the Park. Our own little factory of codebreaking.

			The process starts at midnight in Germany, when Enigma operators reset their machines. The Hut 6 team charts messages as they come in. We work out the day’s ring settings and search for cillies. We’ve even learned how to narrow down which rotors the Luftwaffe network might be using that day, and in what order. They have a policy, we’ve noticed, that no rotor can be in the same position in the machine for two days in a row. A smart idea, right?

			Wrong. It’s unforgivably bad.

			Moving the rotors makes them easier to find. There are five different rotors, and they use three at a time. So there are 5 x 4 x 3 ways to arrange them: 60 total. But if you change every rotor’s position every day, you can’t use 28 of the 60 possible combinations. So when we figure out the rotor positions for one day, we only have to check 32 positions the next day.

			You see, this is why the world needs mathematicians!

			When we’ve got a good guess at the day’s Enigma settings, we send everything down the hall to the Decoding Room. There, young women sit at clattering Typex machines—bulky black typewriters with spinning spools of white tape. The machines are built to work like Enigmas. Operators type in an enciphered message, and—if we’ve got the settings right—the original German is printed on paper tape.

			When an operator sees German on her tape she shouts: “It’s coming out!”

			I live for that moment.

			The other operators adjust their machines to the day’s settings. From the Decoding Room, deciphered messages go to Hut 3—through a wooden tunnel. Park carpenters hammered it up to connect us to our neighbors. We fill a tray with papers and push it through to Hut 3 with the end of a broom handle. Cutting-edge technology indeed!

			In Hut 3, one team translates the German into English. Another analyzes the intelligence in each message: what it means, level of priority, who needs to see it. From there, everything is relayed by phone or courier to high-level military leaders in London and beyond. A box of choice product is prepared each day for Winston Churchill.

			Then the Park’s librarians take over. They’re creating a catalog of decrypted messages on index cards. The idea is to be able to search for any message by any subject: names of German generals, specific ports or airfields, types of planes or weapons. The details in previous messages give us clues to solving the new ones. It’s a colossal task. We’re going to need a lot more librarians.

			It’s not my job to read individual messages, but I’ve got a good idea of what we’re deciphering. The position of German forces, how many planes they’ve got at different airfields, targets they plan to hit, that sort of thing. There are lots of mentions of something called Operation Sea Lion.

			That confused us. Until this morning.

			I was on my way to breakfast when I saw Beryl standing by the tunnel to Hut 3, reading from a yellow slip of paper. She asked, “How’s your German?”

			“Poor.”

			She handed me the deciphered Enigma message, saying, “Ever think you’d be reading Adolf Hitler’s direct orders?”

			My schoolboy German was just good enough for a rough translation:

			
				SINCE GREAT BRITAIN IN SPITE OF HER HOPELESS MILITARY SITUATION WILL NOT COMPROMISE I HAVE DECIDED TO PREPARE A LANDING OPERATION AGAINST BRITAIN

			

			“Operation Sea Lion?” I asked.

			Beryl nodded. “That’s their code name for the invasion of Britain. Could come anytime. Enjoy your breakfast.”
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			In fact, I do enjoy it. Sea Lion one minute, baked beans on toast the next. That’s life at Bletchley Park.

			I step outside after the meal, deciding to stroll for a bit, wind down before trying to sleep. Turing and Welchman are just coming out from Hut 1 as I walk past. I get a quick look inside at the prototype of Turing’s codebreaking machine. The thing’s enormous, eight feet high and wide, with webs of wires and rows of rotating rotors—like something the Son of Frankenstein might have invented, if he’d been a brilliant code breaker.

			“It’s getting close,” I hear Welchman tell Turing. They’ve got their shirtsleeves rolled up, their hands and wrists streaked with grease. Welchman laughs. “Maybe you didn’t need to bury that silver after all!”

			What? Did I hear that right?

			They walk toward Hut 2. I lurk a few steps behind, close enough to hear.

			“I still don’t get it,” Welchman says. “What’s wrong with a bank?”

			“It’s safer this way. If the worst happens.”

			“If the worst happens, we’ll have bigger problems than—” Welchman spins around. “Novis, are you spying on us?”

			“No!” I quack. “No, I was just going…walking over to, um…”

			Welchman’s smiling. He was joking. “Did you hear about Long John Turing here? Invested his life savings in silver ingots and buried them in some secret spot.”

			“If the Germans take over, you’ll wish you’d hidden your money too,” Turing says.

			“It’s barmy, man. You’ll never find it!”

			“I made a map. Written in cipher.”

			“Which you’ll have to invent a machine to crack, no doubt!”

			They go back and forth like this, Welchman laughing, Turing not the least bit offended. They head into Hut 2.

			And I run to find Nigel.
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			He’s up in the pigeon loft, feeding the birds. I tell him what I just learned.

			“It’s a bit strange, burying silver,” I say. “But perfectly innocent.”

			“Yeah.” Nigel’s kneeling in front of one of the cages, filling a little bowl with dried corn. “Interesting.”

			“It’s good news, right? We don’t need to do anything.”

			“Well…”

			“What?”

			“The thing is…” Nigel stands. He brushes off his knees. “I moved the silver.”

			“What!”

			“I had to, Jakob! I couldn’t just leave it there for some enemy agent to collect.”

			“It’s not for an enemy agent,” I point out.

			“How was I supposed to know that?” he asks. “I went back out there with my school satchel and a gardening trowel. I had to make two trips. They’re really heavy.”

			“Where are they now?”

			“Safe,” he says. “Hidden. Here in the Park.”

			I have to laugh. “Okay, no harm done. We’ll just put them back. No one will know. So, where’s the silver?”

			Nigel opens one of the birdcages. He reaches under the straw and pulls out a piece of paper, folded into fourths. He hands it to me.

			I unfold the paper and read the handwritten note. A riddle. I really do like this kid.

			
				We lie behind walls,

				but under no roof.

				Make all the right turns,

				and left ones too.

				And there we rest,

				beneath your shoe.
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			Lizzie

			Have you ever opened your eyes, only to be jolted by the realization that you’ve overslept?

			That’s what’s happened to me. I’m late for my shift. I throw on my clothes, race down the stairs, and bolt toward the door of the Mutton. “I’ll eat at the Park!” I yell to anyone who might be in earshot. I exit the inn, and I’m about to break into a run when I hear it.

			“Miss Novis. A word, please?”

			The smoking scarecrow.

			“I’m sorry, I’m in a terrible hurry,” I tell him.

			“I’ll walk with you.”

			We fall into step, and he wastes no time. “Miss Novis, we haven’t been properly introduced. Do you know who I am?”

			“Yes, you’re the security man who smokes constantly and seems to enjoy chatting with my brother. Can we move a bit faster, please?”

			“Yes, I’m William James Jarvis. An inspector. British counterintelligence.”

			MI5. Jakob had mentioned that. Why is an MI5 agent loitering around the inn?

			“Goodness,” I say. “You’re a spy catcher. How exciting.”

			“Yes, and as you’ve noted, I’ve been speaking with your brother.”

			“I assure you, Mr. Jarvis, Jakob is not exciting enough to be a spy.”

			“Ah, you find spies exciting?”

			“I find information exciting. I’ve been told I’m quite perceptive.”

			“Really? What have you noticed?” he asks.

			“You light a lot of cigarettes but smoke just two puffs before putting one out and lighting another. You extinguish the cigarettes with your toe rather than your heel, and you never step inside the Park, only linger outside of it. That leads me to believe that you’re struggling to quit smoking, you’re probably a wonderful dancer and very light on your feet, and the loitering—I do believe you could be up to no good.”

			“I’ve been told that I’m perceptive, too.”

			“Forgive me, but if you were truly perceptive, you’d realize what a rush I’m in.” I begin to jog.

			“Miss Novis,” he says, trying to keep up. “My perception is that you miss your mother.”

			I stop and turn to face him. “Do you know Willa, Mr. Jarvis?”

			“Interesting choice of tense. You said ‘know’ instead of ‘knew.’ Your brother uses past tense when speaking of your mother. Have you heard from your mother, Miss Novis? Or perhaps seen her?”

			The hair on my neck stands at attention. Something isn’t right. I have to ask myself, could it really be a coincidence that a letter arrived yesterday from Willa? Or did this man send the letter only to ask me about it? What’s he up to?

			“What do you know about your mother being sent to Poland?”

			“I had a very forthright conversation with Ambassador Kennedy about it. She wasn’t sent. She insisted on supervising the trip.” I resume walking. “I get the sense that you might be trying to ensnare me in some sort of trap, Mr. Jarvis. I much prefer being straightforward. If you have a question, please ask it directly and allow me to do the same.”

			“Is your mother alive, Miss Novis?”

			“Yes.”

			Jarvis’s reaction, his body language: it’s instant. He then tries to conceal it. “How are you certain?”

			We arrive at the gates of the Park. “Because a daughter keeps her mother alive in her heart,” I tell him.

			“Ah, so you’re speaking metaphorically, Miss Novis.”

			“I believe it’s my turn to ask a question. Do you think my mother is alive, Mr. Jarvis?”

			He pauses, exhaling a scarf of smoke. “I do. And—I hesitate to get between siblings—but there’s a chance your brother may have seen her.”

			He’s wasting my time. “Yes, she came to the Mutton and he failed to tell me about it. That’s old news.”

			“Wait,” says Jarvis. “She was here? When was that?”

			Oh. That was a huge misstep. He didn’t know. I try to recover.

			“And you call yourself an agent? Please be straightforward and get to the point, Mr. Jarvis. Do you have any information that hasn’t yet been considered? Something worthy of making me late for work?”

			Jarvis has pulled a small notepad from his pocket and is jotting something down. “Well, I was thinking of your mother’s beautiful name. Willa Aristéa Bradford Novis. I’ve confirmed that Willa is short for Wilhelmina, which makes sense.”

			“Yes.”

			“But are you aware, Miss Novis, that the name ‘Wilhelmina’—that’s a German name.”

			I swallow. What is he suggesting?

			“We must investigate any potential ties to Germany. German sympathies are a dangerous commodity at the moment. You are young, my dear, but your brother is now considered an adult. If your brother has asked you to harbor secrets about your mother, you would do well to tell me.”

			This man is despicable. But he doesn’t frighten me. He’s a scarecrow, an empty suit of straw. “Mr. Jarvis, you are a very poor negotiator. You’re trying to draw information out of me while insulting my family to the very core, a shameful tactic. Willa working for the Germans, and good grief, implying that Jakob might be a spy?”

			An audible squeak sounds above the gate. We look up into the tree, and perched on a branch is not a bird. It’s Nigel, the young boy with binoculars. He’s sitting atop the lost yellow hat.

			How much has he heard? There’s no telling and no time to ask. I’m late for work. I leave Jarvis standing with his notepad and run past the guard at the gate.
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			Jakob

			It’s high time for a clean pair of trousers.

			I walk the mile out to the Shoulder of Mutton. Just as I’m getting there, a little blue motorcar chugs past and pulls to the curb outside the inn. Mr. Berrycloth climbs out in his plaid jacket, patting down piles of windblown hair.

			Colin steps out of the inn. He’s wearing his Home Guard armband, holding a thin pamphlet. “Mr. Berrycloth, may I have a word? I don’t know if you’ve seen this new publication, sir, If the Invader Comes. They’re being posted to every home.”

			“Sounds fascinating,” says Berrycloth. He tries to brush past, but Colin blocks the way to the door.

			“This is serious business,” Colin lectures. “We’re on our own now, and there’s loads we need to do to prepare. You’ve got to hide any maps from now on. See that the enemy gets no petrol. The big thing is that you’ve got to put your car out of action when it’s not in use. You’ve got to take out the distributor, so it can’t be started by enemy troops.”

			“Stop blathering, child.”

			“I’m sorry, sir,” Colin says. “But if you don’t do it, I will.”

			Berrycloth’s turning berry red. “My boy, you will do no such thing!”

			“I’m sorry, but it’s my duty as a member of the Home Guard. It’s quite a simple procedure; let me show you—”

			“I’ll thank you to remove your hands from my motorcar!”

			Sounds as if the argument may last a while. I continue into the Mutton.
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			Mrs. Tilbury’s wiping down tables in the pub. Two men sit at the chessboard in the corner, in the middle of a game.

			One of the players is Jarvis. Does the man seriously have nothing better to do?

			It takes me a moment to place his opponent. Been ages since I’ve seen him. But there’s no mistaking the eyes, the jowls. The stink of his black cigar.

			It’s Gran’s dreaded henchman—Fleetwood!

			So he’s tracked Lizzie to the Mutton, the old bloodhound. Well, I knew Gran wouldn’t give up. I’ve got to warn Lizzie.

			Or would it be safer for her to go to America? Better for everyone?

			Jarvis sees me watching. “What do you think?”

			I step closer, take a look at the board. Jarvis has a winning position.

			Fleetwood glances up. He doesn’t seem to recognize me. He looks back to the board and makes an unforgivable pawn move.

			“Aha!” Jarvis says, leaping his knight into enemy territory, forking Fleetwood’s king and queen. “Check!”

			It’s pointless to continue. Fleetwood stands, grumbling, and shuffles to the bar.

			Jarvis resets the white pieces. He gestures to the empty seat across from him. “I’m no match for you, I’m sure,” he says.

			I sit down, set up the black pieces, and we start. He tries a Ruy López opening but fouls up the move order. He’s doomed already. So why’s he smiling?

			“So,” he says, sliding a bishop forward. “At what point were you planning to tell me about Willa’s visit?”

			He set me up for that. A sucker punch to the gut.

			“Who…who told you about that? Colin?”

			He shrugs. “Unimportant.”

			“Nosy kid.”

			“What matters is that your mother was here,” he says. “Right before leaving for Poland, she came to this inn.”

			“Yes.”

			“And you chose not to tell me.”

			What do I say? Try to explain that I’d have told him if he’d only have been nicer to me? How pathetic would that sound? I pick up my knight, just to do something.

			“Do you remember what I told you?” Jarvis asks. “About obstructing my investigation in any way?”

			As if I could forget that walk from my square pond. He said that I’d be guilty of—

			“Treason,” Jarvis fills in. He lowers his voice to a menacing whisper. “Now, answer me very, very carefully, Jakob. Did Willa ask about your work in the Park?”

			She did, actually. Why would she do that?

			“Just in a general way,” I say. “She asked how things were going.”

			“What did you say?”

			“Going fine, that sort of thing. She didn’t press for more.”

			“And what was she like when she was here?” Jarvis asks. “How would you describe her mood?”

			I have to tell him. He’ll find it out from Colin, if he hasn’t already. “A bit nervous, maybe?”

			“Why do you suppose that was?”

			“I’m not sure,” I say. “She was worried about her trip, I guess.”

			Jarvis shakes his head. “But she wanted to go to Poland.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“She all but insisted that Ambassador Kennedy give her the assignment,” Jarvis says. “You didn’t know that?”

			I didn’t. I’m still holding my blasted knight. I set it down unsteadily, unable to decide on a move.

			“Your sister knew,” he says, moving in so close that his bony knees knock into mine. “Tell me, Novis—why would your mother willingly go into what was about to be a war zone?”

			“She liked a challenge. She never felt her talents were being used at the embassy.”

			“I see. She felt resentful toward her boss. Tempted by a challenge. Wanted a more exciting life. Do you know what you’re describing?”

			“What?”

			“Many of the classic motivations of spies.”

			“That’s impossible. She hated Hitler.”

			“We’ve been over that,” Jarvis says. “You didn’t know her.”

			“Of course I did!” I slam the table, knocking over a few of the chess pieces.

			Jarvis leans back, satisfied with the beating he just gave me.

			Mrs. Tilbury’s cleaning the table next to ours. She asks me, “You did get that letter, didn’t you, luv?”

			“Letter?”

			“Curious, I thought,” she says. “You never receive any mail here, in all your time at the Mutton. And then that one comes, addressed to you here. I slid it under your door.”

			“Oh…” I say. “Um, thank you, Mrs. Tilbury.”

			Jarvis stands. Arms crossed and scowling.

			“Get up, Novis,” he says. “Let’s go.”
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			Jakob

			“I’m telling you, Mr. Jarvis. I didn’t get any letter.”

			The scarecrow follows me up the stairs to the second floor.

			“We’ll have a look if you don’t mind,” he says.

			Jarvis leans his head down to get through the doorway of my room. He rifles through the American sports pages on the table. My well-worn copies of Spicy Detective magazine.

			What letter could Mrs. Tilbury be talking about? Addressed to me here? At the Mutton? Who even knows I live here?

			No.

			It can’t be her…

			Can it?

			I shoot a glance over at the books on the windowsill. Neatly arranged, since Lizzie moved in. There’s my Polish dictionary—with the very top of Willa’s newspaper clipping sticking up from the pages.

			How could I possibly explain her your father would be proud of you message? I don’t understand it myself.

			Jarvis strides to the bed. His long frame fills half the room. He lifts the thin mattress, looks underneath. “Outside of the Park, and people in town, who knows you live here?” He drops the mattress.

			“No one.”

			“How did Willa find you here? Ever think about that?”

			I have, of course. “She said ‘I know people,’ something like that.”

			It sounds awful.

			“I’ll bet she does know people.” Jarvis reaches toward the books on the windowsill. He pulls out the Polish dictionary. “The question is, who are they?”

			“But hold on,” I say, hoping he can’t hear the panic in my voice. “Stop for a second.”

			He turns toward me.

			“Isn’t it still most likely my mum was killed when the Germans attacked Warsaw?”

			“That would simplify things, wouldn’t it?” He slides the book back into place. “But no, I think she had plans we don’t know about. I think she’s alive.”

			I feel a spark of hope. Hope I didn’t know I had.

			Jarvis is a step ahead, as usual. “Can you imagine the damage she could do, if she told the wrong people about your work?”

			The word “damage” doesn’t begin to cover it. It would be catastrophic. The Germans could wait until the key moment, then change their Enigma procedures. Undo all our breakthroughs.

			Send us back to the drawing board, just as their invasion begins.

			He glares at me with open disgust now. “You think you’re so smart, Novis. But I’m done playing games with you. I’m going to have a talk with your superiors. I’m going to strongly recommend that you be removed from the Park.”

			“My work…”

			Jarvis opens the door. “You want to fight Hitler so badly? Let’s see if we can get you sent to the front lines.”
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			Lizzie

			My shift has ended. I think I’m finally beginning to make sense of what’s happening at the Park—like the flow of information and the chain of command. And other things. Like the fact that Jakob has no idea that Beryl steals looks at him.

			I step beyond the gates of the Park, and a hand grabs me from behind.

			“Not that way—this way,” whispers Colin. We break into a jog along the perimeter of the fence, toward the church.

			“Fleetwood? Already?!”

			“He’s at the Mutton. Our operation is officially underway.”

			“No. I’m not prepared. I thought we’d have a few days. Where’s Marion?”

			“I sent her ahead. Told her to crawl through my window and hide for a bit.”

			I draw a deep breath. “I’m sorry, Colin. I need a moment to think.”

			We make our way into the church and sit on the floor between the pews. Colin quietly removes his cap and runs his fingers through his hair.

			One of the many wonderful things about Colin: he appreciates silence. He understands that some spaces are perfectly fine being empty. We sit, alone together, as the soft dusk light streams through the stained glass windows.

			I hate that Fleetwood is ahead of me.

			I hate that Bletchley could be behind me.

			I hate the idea of Cleveland and Gran’s slimy health drinks. But most of all?

			I hate that I haven’t found Willa.

			I’ll manage. If need be, I’ll continue the investigation from Cleveland. I’ll set up my headquarters in Gran’s musty house on Millionaires’ Row. I’ll find a way.

			Jakob has his work, but this—this is my work. And I’m not giving up.

			I pull another deep breath, trying to tame my galloping heartbeat. “Have you seen the papers?” I finally ask. “They bombed along the Thames. There were fatalities. The Germans, they’re here.”

			“Yeah. The RAF are fighting them off.”

			“Any word from Simon?”

			His eyes dim. “Not yet.”

			I nod. But why am I nodding? Where are my words? I should say something comforting.

			“Speaking of brothers,” says Colin. “Jakob came to the Mutton after his shift. He was with that guy who’s always smoking and skulking around.”

			“Jarvis?”

			“I don’t know his name. He followed your brother up the stairs. Jakob looked more than peeved.”

			“Jarvis is MI5.”

			“What? MI5? At the Mutton?”

			“He bothered me all the way to the Park today.”

			Colin’s eyes narrow with concern. “What do you mean he ‘bothered’ you?”

			“He was fishing for information. He implied that both Jakob and Willa could be spies for the Germans.”

			Colin fiddles with his shoelace. “Well, I’ll be straightforward, Lizzie. Working as a code clerk at the embassy and all, I’ve wondered if your mum might have been recruited into something. But Jakob, a spy? What a bunch of twaddle.” He laughs.

			“It’s not funny, Colin. Accusing my mother and brother of betraying England is offensive. And preposterous. Willa and Jakob despise Hitler.”

			“I know, but you have to admit, there are a bunch of unknowns.”

			“We were getting so close. We have Willa’s note. We just need more time,” I say.

			“We don’t have time. Fleetwood’s here. And MI5 at the Mutton?” Colin whistles below his breath. “Something’s going on. Something big, Lizzie. And that Secrets Act you mentioned…”

			The way he mentions the Secrets Act, as if he hopes I’ll explain but knows that I can’t. I look at him. Colin’s always so honest. I wish I could tell him about everything I’ve seen inside the Park: countless huts with different departments; the odd, clicking machines; the chalkboards littered with equations; the small slips of paper; ladies crying in the loo; men buckling from exhaustion; and couples kissing behind trees. Marion and Jakob must see it all too. But the Secrets Act prohibits us from talking about it.

			“Colin,” I begin, choosing my words carefully. “Please know that I don’t want to keep anything from you. Ever. It’s never been my plan to go to Cleveland.”

			He looks down and plucks at his cap. “I know, Lizzie. I can see how painful it is when you can’t be straightforward.”

			“Exactly. Thank you for understanding. I was so intent on decoding Willa’s mission that I underestimated Fleetwood’s ability to move quickly, and now he’s here, and—” My voice cracks with emotion. “Fleetwood, Gran, the war. It’s all so much. I don’t want to go to Cleveland. I really don’t. Would you write to me?”

			Colin slowly raises his eyes to mine. “I’d rather not talk about that possibility. I’m not good at goodbyes, Lizzie.”
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			Jakob

			This nonsense stops right here. Right now.

			I march up to the Bletchley Park mansion. Through the door and up the stairs. A woman holding a stack of folders steps out of the Colonel’s office.

			“Just need a word,” I say.

			She leaves the door open. I enter. The Colonel’s at his desk, sifting through a pile of papers, putting some into a red box. He sees me and closes the box.

			“Novis. What is it?”

			I take deep breath. “Colonel, I don’t know if you’re aware of this MI5 man, Jarvis. He’s been following me around. Making threats, wild accusations. It’s just—it’s not right, sir!”

			The Colonel doesn’t seem surprised. “I know of the case.”

			“Case?” I don’t love the sound of that.

			“What would you have me do?” he asks. “I can’t stop him from asking questions. He’s Security Service. He’s got his job to do, after all.”

			“So he’s MI5,” I say. “And you’re Secret Intelligence, correct? MI6?”

			The Colonel’s face goes blank. “I’m not aware of any such organization.”

			Of course. He has to say that. “But I mean, Jarvis doesn’t outrank you or anything.”

			“Hardly.”

			“So why’s he making these threats? He says he’s going to get me reassigned. Send me to the front lines.”

			“The front lines!” The Colonel throws back his head and howls with laughter. “Oh, that’s rich!”

			I stand there fuming. Is it absolutely necessary for everyone to laugh at me?

			“With due respect, sir, I could fight.”

			“No doubt, Novis, no doubt.” He finally gets hold of himself. “But combat? Where you might fall into German hands? Never—not with what’s in your head. No, no, if necessary, they’d just lock you in some island prison up north.”

			“That’s very comforting, sir.”

			“Look, I told him we want you here,” the Colonel says. “Valuable part of the team and all that. What more do you want?”

			He starts reading the papers on his desk. Conversation over.

			I walk out of the mansion and down to the lake, feeling worse than before. More alone than I can ever remember feeling. I drop onto the bench, look out at the water and the tiny island. I was hoping Nigel would be around. I could use at least one friend.

			And there he is. Up in his favorite tree. He’s looking right at me. But he doesn’t say anything.

			No—please tell me no.

			He’s watching me now?
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			Lizzie

			The clock in Colin’s room reads 6:00 p.m. when we crawl through his window. Marion isn’t there. I quickly steal up the stairs, fearful that Fleetwood might be waiting in my room. He isn’t waiting for me, but a few notes are.

			
				Elizabeth,

				Pack your things.

				We shall depart this evening.

				The police constable is ready if necessary.

				—Fleetwood

				Lizzie,

				The griffin is in the stable.

				I am watching and waiting.

				—Marion

			

			I move quietly about the sloped room, gathering a few essentials. I change my clothes and see Willa’s green wellies peeking out from beneath the bed.

			What is Willa trying to tell Jakob? I hold the envelope in front of me. Stare at it. I looked at the clipping a few times during my shift at the Park. It’s a Mrs. Bardell column, all about making pickles. There’s an image of a clock by her name. Could that mean something? Next to the article is another advertisement for Andrews Liver Salt. The headline reads: Are You Doing Anything About Your Inner Cleanliness?

			That smacks of Gran. Is it a private joke? I’m normally so clever about these things. Why am I struggling?

			The stairs creak. Someone’s coming. I stuff the article back into the envelope and shove it beneath the pillow. I locked the door, didn’t I? I dash to check, and just as I touch the knob it turns and the door pushes open.

			Jakob appears.

			My shoulders sink with relief. “I thought you were Fleetwood.”

			“He arrived a couple of hours ago. Didn’t even recognize me. I heard him say you’re leaving tonight. Evacuating with some personnel from the embassy.” My brother looks at me. “What are you wearing?”

			“Traveling clothes. A grief ensemble. I’m in great distress, Jakob. I would do anything to avoid going to Cleveland.”

			“I know. But you saw the papers. The Germans are already bombing us. This will be the last chance for you to leave safely before all hell breaks loose. Lizzie…” He tries to make eye contact with me. “As your brother, I want you to be safe.”

			“As my brother, you know I don’t give up easily. I need answers, so I’m going to ask you something, Jakob. And you must be straightforward with me. Do you recognize any of these…as names?” I pronounce them as best as I can. “Zygalski. Różycki. Rejewski.”

			Jakob’s mouth falls open.

			“You recognize them!”

			“It’s pronounced Reh-yev-ski,” he says. “I’ve heard Turing mention him.”

			“Well, let me inform you of something. Willa was with them the day she disappeared.”

			Jakob’s posture stiffens. “How do you know that?”

			“Who are they, Jakob? Just tell me!”

			“I…I don’t think I can,” he stammers.

			“The Secrets Act, the Secrets Act. We’re family!” I shriek. “Isn’t that more important?” My voice falls to a whisper. “Please, Jakob. I know you value your work and position at the Park—whatever that may be. I respect that. But I’ve lost everything. I don’t want to go to Cleveland.”

			“And I don’t want to go to jail. Jarvis, that MI5 guy, is hinting at some awful things. I could lose everything too, Lizzie. And I can’t lose you.”

			Jakob doesn’t want to lose me? I’m not a nuisance?

			“Gran’s a handful, but you’ll be safe there. I really need you to be safe.” My brother’s tone is pleading. “Mum would want you to be safe. You know that.”

			“You must promise me something,” I announce.

			He stands, waiting.

			“You must promise me that you will never, ever, give up on Willa. She’s not dead, Jakob. Trust me.”

			He shrugs, near tears. “Right now, the only thing I understand—is that there’s so much I don’t understand.”

			His sad frustration makes my heart hurt. I pull the wrinkled envelope from beneath the pillow and hand it to him. “This came for you last night.”

			“You’ve been hiding a letter for me? I just swore to Jarvis that I didn’t receive any letter!”

			“Well, you didn’t.” I shrug. “Not until now.”

			Jakob looks at the envelope. “And you opened it? This is addressed to me!”

			“A technicality. It pertains to both of us. Look inside.”

			My brother pulls the clipping from the envelope. He swallows.

			“Yes, another clipping. And look at the date. It’s from last week.”

			“We don’t know it’s from her. Anyone could have sent this.”

			“It’s the same column and it was sent here to the Mutton, not to the London address. She’s alive, Jakob! But there are no pinpricks. No code this time. Except, instead of a return address, it says ‘53.’ That means something.”

			“Lizzie, no one can know about this. Do you hear me? It could be a trap. It could—”

			Beyond the door, we hear the screech of the stairs.

			Boom! Boom!

			Jakob jams the letter and envelope into his pocket.

			“I’m indisposed. I’m not decent,” I yell.

			“I need to speak with Mr. Novis. Open the door.”

			Jarvis.

			I open the door a crack. “Good evening, Agent Jarvis. I’m just dressing to leave. Perhaps you’ve heard that I’m being exiled to Cleveland.”

			“It’s for the best, Miss Novis. I’ve been asked to inform you that if you’re not downstairs in five minutes, this door will be taken off its hinges.”

			“I’m so disappointed in you, Mr. Jarvis. I quite liked the look of you that very first night at the train station and hoped we could be friends.”

			Jarvis stares at me, rattled. “In any case…I’m here with news for your brother. Do you mind?” He pushes the door open and steps into the room.

			“Pack your things, Novis,” he tells Jakob. “You don’t live here anymore.”
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			“What do you mean, pack my things?” I ask. “This is my room.”

			“I’ve made other arrangements.”

			“Where am I going?”

			“Just get packed,” he orders.

			“What’s the idea, am I being watched? Stuck somewhere where it’ll be easier to tell if anyone comes to see me?”

			Jarvis nods. “Makes sense, doesn’t it? People with no business here drop in to visit you. Mysterious letters arrive—then go missing.”

			“You can’t do this,” I protest.

			“Go cry to your boss,” he says. “See how much good it does.”

			Lizzie jumps in. “You can’t speak to him like that!” She spins toward me. “Jakob, don’t let him speak to you like that!”

			Mrs. Tilbury’s voice calls from the stairs. Her tone lacks its usual sparkle. “Lizzie. It’s time, luv. You must come down.”

			Lizzie looks daggers at Jarvis. If it’s meant to chase him off, it fails.

			She throws her arms around me. “Goodbye, Jakob. I’m sorry about everything.”

			“Me too, Lizzie.” I grip her tight. For weeks I’ve been wishing my sister would just leave me alone. Now I don’t want to let her go. “I’ve been horrid to you. I’ll make it up somehow.”

			Jarvis checks his watch.

			“Safe travels, Lizzie,” I say. “Give my best to Gran. And get Feetwart home in one piece.”

			“I will,” she says. “And do wash your socks. They stink up the whole room. You’re better than that.”

			My shoulders shake with laughter. No one can break me up like she can.

			“Let’s go; get packed,” Jarvis tells me. “Be down in half an hour.”

			He starts down the stairs. Lizzie follows with her suitcase.

			I kick the door shut. Take a look around my room. It’s a shame, really. I’ve grown fond of this little closet. I honestly don’t believe it smells of socks.

			I take a deep breath. What I mainly smell is soap. Lizzie’s soap.

			I wipe the start of a tear from the corner of my eye. I’d better start packing. In a minute.

			As I sit down on the bed, I feel the crinkle of paper in my pocket. The piece of newspaper Lizzie gave me.

			I pull out the article and unfold it.
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			I descend the stairs slowly, allowing each wooden plank to shriek with complaint. It must be dramatic because, after all, this is dramatic. I’m a young woman being torn away from all promise, all community, and the only homeland I’ve ever known. I take a breath at the bottom of the stairs and proceed into the pub with the suitcase.

			Marion is waiting. She bows her head. But where is Colin?

			Fleetwood sits at a small wooden table with Mr. Berrycloth, who laughs as I enter.

			“What on earth is she wearing?” Berrycloth exclaims.

			I can hardly see him through my black veil.

			“The black dress and veil, it’s mourning attire,” says Marion. “Please show some respect, Mr. Berrycloth.”

			“Yes, I am in mourning.” I lay a hand to my forehead. “I’m a war orphan. Life has taken everything from me, and now you’re tearing me from my brother and my friends. You and Gran are the epitome of cruel, Mr. Fleetwood. You wield your sickle without mercy. You may have won this match, but never underestimate the intellect and guile of women with goals.”

			Marion nods.

			“Women? A woman?” laughs Fleetwood. “I don’t see a woman. All I see is a petulant child. This dramatic behavior,” wheezes Fleetwood. “This reassures me that I was of sound mind never to have children.”

			“Indeed. They’re noisy and disrespectful,” nods Berrycloth.

			“Don’t look at me, Mr. Fleetwood. Grant me the respect of privacy amid my grief.”

			“My pleasure.” Mr. Fleetwood smiles contentedly and looks away. “I don’t care how you dress, Elizabeth. Once we arrive in Cleveland you will be the ward of your grandmother, and I will strongly suggest she lock you up and throw away the key. You are a first-rate criminal.”

			He raises an empty glass in salute.

			Fleetwood appears well oiled, but he’s not slurring his words. What has happened to our plan? He should be completely blotto by now.

			Colin suddenly appears. He wears his usual tavern apron and cap, but the expression he wears is troubled. He clears his throat. “Just a final toast,” he says as he pours a dash of liquid from an amber jug into Fleetwood’s glass. But Colin’s voice is not his own. He disappears as quickly as he appeared. What about our plan? What on earth is Colin doing?

			Berrycloth lifts his glass. “To a safe flight.”

			“I detest planes,” grumbles Fleetwood. He throws back the entire glass Colin has poured.

			“A plane?” I say.

			“A plane!” says Marion. “Oh, Lizzie, a plane to America? How wonderful!”

			It’s not wonderful. Nothing is going to plan. Operation Fleetwood is failing.

			“Where is Colin?” I whisper to Marion. “Fleetwood should be well tippled by now.”

			“I’m afraid things have taken a turn, Lizzie. Colin’s been preoccupied.”

			“What do you mean?”

			Marion takes my arm and pulls me into the corner. She consults her trusty notebook. “A messenger arrived this afternoon. Mrs. Tilbury is simply beside herself. It’s been reported that Colin’s brother was shot down over the Channel. He hasn’t been found.”

			The walls of the room suddenly begin to fold. The echo of NO screams in my head.

			Marion gently takes me by the shoulders. “It’s a terrible blow. But we can’t lose hope. You must be strong, Lizzie. I will never forget you.”

			“Colin?” I whisper.

			“Colin’s out back. He says he’s not good at goodbyes.”

			Marion wraps me in a hug. Her voice becomes fierce, just like the first day I met her.

			“Chin up. We’ve done our best and we must continue. Willa would want you to be strong. There’s so much more to learn. I know you’ll keep hunting.” Her grip squeezes my arm. Hard. “I do understand Colin’s struggle with farewells. But for us, Lizzie, this is not goodbye forever. It’s just goodbye for now.”

			“Yes, say those goodbyes. Taxi’s on the way, girls,” says Fleetwood.

			“But…I must at least leave a note,” I announce. “For Colin.”

			“We can leave it in his room,” nods Marion.
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			It’s hard to describe the prospect of leaving everything you’ve ever known and loved behind. No matter how strong I assure myself that I am, I will forever be reminded of my fear. A fear that carries the oily smell of aviation, the sour smack of Fleetwood’s cigar breath, and the shudder of a plane with the power to carry me off into the dark skies toward an unknown land called Ohio.

			No. Things have not gone to plan. But even so, I don’t feel beaten. After all, this is war. Face bloodied but unbowed, I feel confused amid conflicts of strategy and organization.

			How will this all proceed? Defiance lights within me.

			I will continue my investigation however I am able.

			I am undaunted. I am unstoppable.

			I am Lizzie Novis.

			And I will show them all.
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			It’s the same sort of article as the one I found in the Polish dictionary. Someone called Mrs. Bardell offers advice about making “tasty dishes to satisfy both men and kiddies alike.” Lizzie was right. Our mum loathed this stuff.

			She was a terrible cook and proud of it. I’d hate to think what she’d do with some of these recipe ideas. “A pickled carrot sandwich, preferably made with wholemeal bread, is a fine sustainer for an energetic child!”

			But there are no tiny holes in the paper. No tiny dots in or above the letters.

			Next to the article is an advertisement for Liver Salt, some sort of ghastly drink promising “inner cleanliness.” Sounds like something Gran might put in our orange juice at breakfast…I really should start packing. Soon. I jump up from the bed, prowling the room.

			Is this article really from Mum?

			Let’s say it is. Let’s say Jarvis is right about one thing—there’s a lot more to her than I ever knew.

			Let’s say she left me that first article as…I don’t know, a sort of setup. The message wasn’t important. It was a way of setting up a system of communication. So I’d know to look for a hidden message if I got a similar article. She’d know not to repeat the same code. But the message would be there. It’d just be a matter of looking in an unseen place.

			Could that be it?

			I grab the box of matches, light the candle on the table.

			I hold the candle a few inches below the article, waving the flame back and forth. I just want to warm the thin paper, not burn it. There’s a toasty smell. A wisp of white smoke rises.

			And there it is! A tiny dot appears inside the letter b of the green bean recipe.

			Then another dot a few lines down, below an r. Another below an i.

			I don’t know what sort of invisible ink this is, but it’s working well. The dried liquid turns brown as it heats up, becoming clearly visible. Moving slowly, careful not to miss a spot, I find the letters of a four-word message:

			
				Bring what you took

			

			What does that mean?

			The newspaper’s date is printed at the top of the clipping. It’s from two weeks ago.

			This was sent just two weeks ago.

			My sister’s right about one thing, at least. Mum is alive!
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			I charge down the stairs. I’ve no clue what my mother is up to. We’ll figure it out together, Lizzie and I.

			I run into the pub, shouting, “Lizzie!”

			The place is nearly empty. News plays on the wireless. Reports on the air battle over Britain. Berrycloth turns from the bar. “You missed ’em.”

			“They left?”

			He sighs. “An end at last to that girl’s ceaseless chatter.”

			I let that go. No time to argue. “Come on, Mr. Berrycloth, let’s take your car. We can catch up!”

			He shrugs. “Petrol’s rationed. Got to avoid unnecessary driving.”

			“Like coming here for beer?” I snap. “They’re driving down to Leighton Buzzard, right? Please, it’s barely ten miles!”

			“Can’t do it. Churchill’s coming on the wireless at nine.”

			“May I borrow the car?” I plead. “I’ll pay for the petrol!”

			He emits a grunt of ale and onion. “I’m trying to hear the news.”

			I let out a scream. Never been a screamer. It feels quite good.

			Could I just take his car? It’s always out front. And I’ll bet he didn’t do that thing Colin said, take out that part so it doesn’t start. No, I could never…That’s it. Colin!

			I run to Colin’s bedroom, bang on the door.

			The door opens a crack. “What is it?”

			It’s dark in the hallway, but I can see the boy’s eyes are puffy. “Your mum told me about Simon,” I say. “I’m really sorry. Don’t lose hope.”

			Colin nods. “Did you want something?”

			“I hate to bother you with this…But can I borrow your motorbike?”

			Hesitation. He loves that machine.

			“It’s an emergency,” I say. “I’ll be careful.”

			He’s unconvinced.

			“Colin, I’ve got to see Lizzie!”

			He nods. “It’s round the back.”

			And he shuts the door in my face.
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			I tear down the road out of Bletchley, hunched over the handlebars, the bike engine screaming, my hair dancing in the wind. I race through the village of Stoke Hammond, swerving round a bus as it stops for passengers.

			“Slow down!” the driver calls out his window.

			Not a chance, my good man! The bike goes like a dream. I fly past cars, past boats on the canal, past farmers in their fields. Up ahead is a man on a bicycle, a thick man in a military policeman’s uniform.

			Can it be? Yes, it’s Reg Ribchester!

			I whip around him like he’s standing still, leaving him behind with a wave and a cloud of dust.

			The sun’s just above the trees as I get to the airfield. It’s just a large meadow, with a hangar to one side. And one airplane on the grass. A small plane, with room for maybe eight passengers. Its two propellers spin as the plane taxis to the edge of the field.

			I lean the bike on the side of the hangar and run onto the field.

			“Lizzie! Wait!”

			As the plane turns, I see the unmistakable figure of Fleetwood through one of the windows. Slumped on the glass, fast asleep.

			“Lizzie, you were right!” I scream. She probably can’t hear me, but I’ve never been so glad to say these words. “You were right, Lizzie! You were right!”

			Through the window in front of Fleetwood’s I see her ridiculous black outfit. I jump and wave my arms, running toward the plane. “Mum’s alive! Come back, Lizzie! We’ll find her together!”

			The propellers roar. The plane darts forward, accelerating as it bounces down the grass.

			I give chase, quickly losing ground, knowing it’s hopeless.

			The plane lifts into the air and skims over the trees at the edge of the field. Orange sunlight glints off its metal wings as it banks toward the west.

			I stop and bend over, hands on my knees and panting.

			Lizzie’s said all along that Willa is alive, and I’ve done nothing but contradict her. Undermine her hopes.

			Colin was right. What a lousy brother.
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			I step out of Hut 2 into a gray drizzly morning, balancing three mugs on a tray. A motorcycle swerves round me on its way to the mansion. I carry the tray into Hut 6 and down the corridor to our little room. Beryl and John get the tea.

			“Cheers,” Beryl says.

			John yawns.

			This is our routine now. We work all night. We help find the day’s Luftwaffe Enigma settings. Then we sit together, waiting to hear “It’s coming out!” from the Decoding Room down the hall. We need to know we’ve done all we can for the day. That for one more day, the RAF commanders will have the German plans.

			I take a sip of what passes here for coffee. “It has to be soon. Operation Sea Lion.”

			John’s got his feet up, eyes closed. “Really, professor?”

			“He’s right,” Beryl says. “Hitler’s trying to knock out the RAF, trying to get control of the skies over the English Channel. He needs it to get his army across the water. But he needs calm seas as well. And he won’t have that for more than another couple of weeks.”

			“Summer’s over,” I say. “It’s got to be now.”

			Which makes me think of Lizzie.

			It’s a week since she left. I’m glad she’s safely away from the war, but I miss her. Never thought I’d say that. The eyes, the hair, the elbows. Even the endless questions. I miss it all.

			You must promise me that you will never, ever, give up on Willa.

			That line of hers clobbers me over and over.

			But what can I do?

			
				Bring what you took

			

			Bring what? Bring it where? When?

			I’ve searched the Mrs. Bardell article twenty times for additional clues. No luck. Finally, in the ad for Liver Salt, I found seven more dots of invisible ink.

			
				Goulash

			

			That’s what the letters spelled. Goulash. As in beef stew with loads of paprika? My father’s favorite dish? I have no idea.

			I can read Hitler’s secret orders but can’t make heads or tails of these five words from my mum.
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			I pass major Tooth’s newsstand on my way out of the Park that afternoon. His air raid warden’s helmet sits beside the stacks of papers. He patrols the grounds at dusk now, inspecting the mansion and huts for the tiniest leaks of light. When the air raid sirens sound—which has been happening almost every day—Tooth gets everyone into the shelters.

			I give him a quick salute. He responds with a nod.

			There’s no sign of Nigel. He’s been keeping his distance. Watching me, I suppose? No hard feelings. He’s scared, like the rest of us. I even left him a coded invitation to my new home: a blackberry wrapped in a cloth. I put it in the pigeon loft, where he’s sure to see it. The kid can’t resist a riddle.

			Or so I thought. He hasn’t been out to see me.

			The dirt lane to my new billet is lined with trees and thorny bushes, barely wide enough for one car. This new room of mine was arranged by Jarvis. He makes no secret that he wants me isolated. That he’s keeping an eye on me. He’s even got a second agent, a short chap called Digby, who watches me from his car.

			Message delivered: You’re not trusted, Novis. If anyone comes to see you, I’ll know.

			It’s about two miles to my new home—a cottage with a thatched roof, surrounded by tall grass and gnarled apple trees. Mr. Berrycloth’s two-seat motorcar is parked out front.

			Which makes sense. This is Berrycloth’s house.

			The front door opens, and out steps the man himself. The tweed jacket, the glorious puffs of white hair, an envelope under his arm.

			“There’s bread on the table,” he says. “Only one spoon of marmalade this time, if you please.”

			“You’re too kind.”

			He stiffens. “You know, I had no desire to take in boarders.”

			“You’ve made that clear enough, Mr. Berrycloth.”

			“I’m only doing it at Agent Jarvis’s request.” He opens the door of his car. “My bit for the war effort. Of course, it’s not like housing a real soldier.”

			Berrycloth revs the engine and chugs toward town. He’s clearly not been removing that part from his car when he parks. Colin would not be pleased.

			I go inside, let my eyes adjust to the dark. The rooms are small, with plaster ceilings sagging between wooden beams. There are piles of stuff everywhere: books and newspapers, loose papers and boxes, grubby plates. On the wall of the sitting room is a striking portrait, a thin woman with perfect posture and laughing eyes.

			“My wife,” Berrycloth told me the day I arrived. “Annie.”

			We stood together in front of the picture. His whole face went soft. For a moment I liked him.

			“Passed away,” he said. “Some years ago.”

			“I’m sorry.”

			He grunted, straightening a stack of newspapers. “Look at this mess! The maid took work at the munitions factory in High Wycombe—the thanks I get for hiring her!”

			And then he launched into the Rules of the House.

			I may not have guests. I may not use the fireplace. I am never to set foot in his study. I may take one hot bath a week, and the water may reach only to the crusty stain ringing the inside of the tub.

			I’ve had my bath for the week, so that’s out. I fall into a chair in the sitting room—permitted when the master of the house is away. I pick up a book and read for five minutes, and drift off…till I’m woken by a knock on the back door.

			I knew it! He solved the berry/cloth riddle. What a clever kid.

			“Nigel!” I say, reaching for the doorknob. “I hope you brought your chess set!”

			I open the door. It’s not Nigel.
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			Shocked.

			That’s how I’d describe the look on his face. But how can he be shocked? My brother has known me for all of my fourteen years. Did he really think that I would allow Gran, or someone like Fleetwood, to control me?

			“Jakob, snap out of it. Jakob!”

			He blinks, dazed. “But…I saw you on the plane.”

			“Did you?”

			“Yes, I saw that ridiculous black outfit with the veil you called—”

			“My traveling clothes. My grief ensemble. A wonderful disguise.”

			“Disguise? Oh, Lizzie, no. You didn’t.”

			“Of course I did. Going to America was Marion’s greatest dream! She was so lonesome for her sister, who was dispatched to that rural outpost called Florida. So we concocted a plan and used Willa’s veil from Dad’s funeral. Truly fortuitous that I overpacked coming to Bletchley.”

			Jakob shakes his head of curls, as if he’s trying to make room in his brain.

			“Of course, Marion had to leave notes at her billet and the Park explaining her absence. She cited the Secrets Act for her inability to give details. It was wonderfully convincing. I do believe Marion might have a future on the stage.”

			My brother stares at me for several moments, then pulls me into a hug. He’s squeezing the air out of me in a way he’s never done. Could Jakob have actually missed me?

			He releases his grip and steps back, hands on hips.

			“So, what of mine did you send off in your suitcase this time?”

			I push past him into the cramped, frowsy cottage. He throws a quick look out the back door before closing it.

			“You’re a brilliant mathematician, Jakob, but sadly you’re just not perceptive. You miss details. If you were perceptive, you would have noted that I don’t have a suitcase here. I came to Bletchley with a trunk. Therefore, the suitcase I was carrying was not mine, which would indicate that I was not the one getting on the plane. The suitcase was Marion’s. It was all there before you. We swapped clothes in Colin’s room under the guise of leaving him a note.”

			“Wait, Colin was in on it?”

			“Initially, yes. But then Simon went missing and Colin was pulled away from the operation, so we had to improvise.”

			“The operation—you mean Fleetwood?”

			“Indeed. Operation Fleetwood. Too many nips of Old Schenley.”

			Jakob’s mouth falls open, then twists with a laugh. “Gran’s going to have your hide!”

			“I hate that phrase. It sounds…medieval. Speaking of medieval, look at this mess!”

			I scan the tumbledown cottage. Dishes in the sink, yellowed newspapers stacked waist high, and a soiled handkerchief next to a sagging armchair.

			“A snotted handkerchief? Really, Jakob? Two bachelors, yes, but Viola would be ashamed of you!” I make my way into what appears to be a study.

			“Lizzie, no. That room is off-limits.”

			“According to whom? The door is wide open.”

			My brother trails after me, trying to shoo me out. “Where have you been these past days?”

			“Hiding at the Mutton,” I say, examining a stack of mail on Berrycloth’s desk. “I was worried that Fleetwood might return. So I calculated the exact number of days for each possible mode of transportation he might take. I factored in your brotherly instincts for my safety and decided it was best to hide from you as well. The more pressing question is—why did you race off to the airfield? You feared I had another rock collection in the suitcase?”

			“No. I came after you because I found what I think is confirmation,” he whispers. “Confirmation that Mum’s alive. I found a secret code in the Mrs. Bardell column.”

			I whip around. “A code? What did it say?”

			“Careful, Lizzie.” Jakob peeks out the window. “This is exactly what they’re watching for.”

			“You mean the sleepy man in the car out front?” I roll my eyes.

			“They suspect Mum is trying to contact us.”

			“She is.”

			“But Jarvis doesn’t know that,” Jakob says. “And I’d rather not try to explain it. We don’t know what she’s up to. And if we go down this road, we may wish we never had.”

			I do understand what my brother is saying. But this is an investigation. A search for truth. Of course, a positive outcome can never be guaranteed, but what’s the other option? To ignore the situation for fear of being disappointed? If there’s a punch, better to take it quickly, I say.

			“You’re trying to protect me. I do appreciate that, Jakob. I will accept whatever the outcome is once we know the truth. Tell me about the code.”

			“It said ‘bring what you took.’ But that makes no sense. All you took were a few clothes and her wellies.”

			I swallow. Jakob doesn’t know about the blue leather book I found beneath the floor. Is that what this is about? Willa needs the calendar planner—or whatever’s inside it?

			The rumbling approach of an engine curbs our conversation. Jakob darts to the front window and peers out.

			“It’s Berrycloth! We can’t get into this now.”

			“But, Jakob, we need to talk. Let me see the coded paper.”

			“The safest place to show you will be at the Park. You have to leave now. Out the back. Hurry!” He yanks me toward the back door of the cottage.

			“Jakob, can we agree that from this point forward we’ll work together? That we’ll both be straightforward? I have something to share with you too.”

			“Yes.” He nods. “Meet me in the Park tomorrow morning. At the lake.” He looks at me with alarm. “That hair! Jarvis and his men will spot you a mile away—they’ll want to know what we talked about.”

			“Good point.” I snatch a trilby from Mr. Berrycloth’s coat rack. I look at the hat. I’ve seen women in the Park wearing men’s clothes. Trousers and even suspenders. I quite like the look of it. “I’m sure Mr. Berrycloth won’t mind.” I twist my mane up into the hat. “Until tomorrow, then.”

			A car door slams. Jakob shoves me out the back.
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			Lizzie

			I steal through the darkening streets back to the Mutton, grateful to be reunited with Jakob but missing my co-conspirator Marion. I step on the wood stump beneath Colin’s window, and I’m halfway through the blackout curtain when I hear the voices. I freeze.

			“It’s no use. We can see your leg,” says Colin.

			I lift the curtain from my straddle on the windowsill to find Mr. and Mrs. Tilbury standing next to Colin.

			“Lizzie? What on earth, luv?! I’d thought you’d be in America by now,” says Mrs. Tilbury.

			“Oh…that.” I heave myself through the window and tumble to the floor. “I didn’t go.”

			“I told ye he was hidin’ a lass in his room!” stomps Mr. Tilbury. “That bird on the phone said we’re harboring a fugitive!”

			“Now, Rupert. Mind your temper. We don’t want another cardiac incident. Let’s go into the pub and I’ll explain. I now understand why Colin has been camping outside this week. He was not only watching for Germans, but he was also being a gentleman.” Mrs. Tilbury gives me a knowing look.

			“Indeed.” I nod. “I assure you both that there was nothing untoward. I take full responsibility for any tarnish to your son’s purity.”

			Colin’s eyes expand.

			“I mean, his honor.”

			“Lizzie, stop,” whispers Colin. He shifts his cap to conceal his reddening face.

			Mrs. Tilbury pushes her husband out of the room. “Lizzie, dear. I’m truly happy that you’re here. But I do expect you to return to your room upstairs.”

			“Yes, of course, Mrs. Tilbury. My sojourn in Colin’s room was simply to avoid impoundment in Cleveland. As you know, I have a job at the Park. I can pay you weekly for the room.”

			The Tilburys exit in a bluster of chatter. Colin collapses into the chair at his desk.

			“I’m sorry, Colin. I didn’t mean to…Well…What on earth happened?”

			Colin lifts the brim of his cap so I can see his eyes. Any mischievous twinkle is gone. “Your gran telephoned. A transatlantic call to the post office. Of course, they summoned my father. I trailed along because I had my suspicions. She was yelling and speaking American so fast that my da just shook his head and handed the phone to me.”

			“Did Marion make it safely?”

			“Well, Marion made it all right, but apparently flying doesn’t agree with Fleetwood. Your gran was shrieking. Does she always shriek?”

			“I’m afraid so.”

			Colin lifts his vocal register to imitate Gran’s starchy voice. “My granddaughter, Elizabeth, will not be corrupted by the British. She will not live in a bar. She will not socialize beneath her class, like her mother did. She will come to America, make her debut into society, be educated as a proper young lady, and make a favorable marriage match. Are you listening to me, young man?” Colin looks at me and shrugs. “So I replied, ‘Yes, ma’am. I’m listening. But I don’t know anyone named Elizabeth. I do know a girl named Lizzie, but she can’t be the one you’re squawkin’ on about. The Lizzie I know is crafty, kind, and destined to become a barmaid or an axe murderer.’ ”

			“Colin, you didn’t.”

			“I bally well did. And then I hung up. Like I said, there’s a war going on. My brother’s missing and Hitler’s dropping bombs. And yer Gran, she’s lost the plot. Oh and by the way, she waxed on about Fleetwood. Apparently the flight and stress were too much for the chap to handle. She says his spirit and health are broken, so he’s sequestered in some spa town—a place called French Lick, Indiana. He won’t be coming back for you.”

			I stare at Colin, trying to find appropriate words.

			“No thanks necessary,” says Colin. “I’ve already moved your stuff back upstairs.”
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			Jakob

			I pull on my jacket and start down the dark lane from Berrycloth’s cottage. I can feel my father’s pipe in the side pocket. I’m not a pipe man, I’ve decided. But it’s nice to have it with me.

			“Novis, what a pleasant surprise!”

			Pleasant indeed. Just as I was beginning to clear my mind for another night of work in Hut 6, Jarvis comes toward me with his loose puppet strides.

			He says, grinning, “I trust you’re enjoying your new accommodation?”

			But I’m not playing mouse to his cat anymore.

			“Most luxurious, Mr. Jarvis. Thanks for your concern.”

			I continue toward the Park. He joins me. “I notice your sister is back.”

			“Never left, apparently,” I say. “Can’t get rid of her that easily.”

			“You seem pleased.”

			“I am. I’ve come to realize that life’s more interesting with Lizzie around.”

			Jarvis laughs. “And have either of you received any more mysterious envelopes?”

			“No. I’m like you—focused on my job.”

			“Good for you,” Jarvis says. “Thought you might like an update on the Tyler Kent case. The spy we caught at the American embassy.”

			I nod. Curious, but not about to encourage him.

			“The American embassy in London,” he says. “You know, where your mother used to work.”

			“The Kent case has nothing to do with my mum.”

			“I wouldn’t be so sure,” Jarvis says.

			I turn to him. “Can’t you ever just say what you mean, Mr. Jarvis?”

			He ignores the request. “We’ve got Kent in prison. He’s confessed to stealing secret documents and giving them to Nazi agents. He says the Americans should stay out of the war and thinks the Brits should give up. Hitler’s going to win anyway, he insists, so we may as well quit now.”

			“What a lot of rot.”

			“Quite,” Jarvis agrees. “Still, some of what Kent says is fascinating. He wasn’t working alone, for instance. We’ve asked him for a list of accomplices. Guess whose name came up?”

			I try to swallow the lump in my throat. Can’t quite do it.

			“You got it,” he says. “Willa Novis.”

			The way he says the name…It’s like a kick to my knees. Does he see me wobble?

			“He’s a liar,” I manage. “He’ll say anything to save himself.”

			“Oh, he knows he’s done for,” Jarvis says. “So why lie now? No, I’m convinced Kent knows your mother. I’m convinced he’s met with her. He gave us exact dates, meeting locations.”

			We stop at the corner in front of St. Mary’s church. I look with longing toward the Park entrance. The safety of that secret world.

			“I’ve warned you about hiding information from me, Novis. You’ve done it before, and I suspect you’re doing so again.”

			He’s guessing. That’s my only consolation. He can’t know about the invisible writing on the Mrs. Bardell article.

			“Willa Novis is not the woman you thought her to be,” Jarvis says. “Isn’t that obvious? Protecting her is a terrible mistake. You’re throwing away your work. Your freedom.”

			My freedom? I remember that line from the Colonel, about being ditched on some island up north.

			“You know what, Novis? I think we should continue this conversation at the local police station.”

			It’s no use pretending not to be rattled. I can feel the sweat on my forehead. “Am I under arrest?”

			“Not yet,” Jarvis says. “But I think we’ll make more progress talking in a more formal setting. I’ll have a word with your boss, make the necessary arrangements.” He checks his watch and smiles, as if we’ve been having a friendly chat. “I might head over to the Mutton for a late supper. Mrs. Tilbury is a bit of a magician, isn’t she?”

			I nod.

			“Do you know what I have a powerful craving for, Novis?”

			“No, Mr. Jarvis.”

			He pats his long, lean belly. “A nice bowl of goulash.”
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			Lizzie

			I feel entirely reenergized. Sleeping upstairs—with Fleetwood on another continent—has done a world of good. Poor Mr. Fleetwood. I do hope French Lick is helpful for his feet and nerves.

			I savor a deep breath as I walk the gentle slope to the gates of the Park. Jakob’s nemesis, Reg, is on duty.

			“What’s with the hat? And hey, what are you doing here? Heard you were sent home to America.”

			“I suggest you check your sources, Reginald. You’ve been misinformed. My home, by right of birth, is here in England.”

			“Well, well. Inspector Jarvis will be keen to know that you’re back.”

			My posture tightens. “And the Colonel will be keen to hear that you’re violating a certain written agreement by speaking with outsiders about employees of the Park.”

			“Now, wait,” stammers Reg. “I didn’t say I was going to tell him, just said he’d be keen to know.”

			“I’ll make that distinction to the Colonel. I’m on my way to see him now.”

			Reg lathers with objection. I give him a smile and sashay through the gates. As I reach the entrance to the mansion, I stop to greet the griffins, who are now buffered by piles of sandbags to protect them from potential bomb blasts. I must write to Marion and let her know.

			A woman descending the stairs sees me and stops midstep.

			“Lizzie? I thought you left for the States.”

			“Change of plans,” I say with a smile. “Is the Colonel in?”

			“Yes, but—”

			I race by her, up the steps and across the hallway to the door. I give a firm knock. An annoyed “What now?!” comes from behind the door, so I open it.

			“Good morning, Colonel. May I have a moment?” I remove my hat.

			He glances up from his paperwork, and his head snaps to attention.

			“What the devil? I thought you had left.”

			I close the door and approach his desk. “Yes, but what we think and what we know are indeed very different categories, aren’t they? Especially amid war. Permission to speak freely, sir?”

			He gives a perplexed nod.

			“Marion Hoffman went to America in my stead. I have confirmed she has arrived safely. As you know, I’ve been a messenger here at the Park since I arrived. And with the exception of the past week, I’ve had perfect attendance. I apologize for not coming to work, but I was in temporary concealment. And during that period, I reflected on my time here, and that’s when I came to the realization.”

			“What realization?”

			“The truth. I’ve put all of the pieces together. And because of the annoying oath of secrets, I can speak to no one about it, not even my brother. When I first arrived, you asked me what I thought was going on here at the Park. I didn’t have the answer, but I now do. This lovely and eccentric country estate has been transformed into an ultrasecret codebreaking operation. And you are at the helm.”

			He sits, frozen. “Excuse me?”

			“I’ve discovered that you’re running a secret codebreaking operation. You see, most people here are compartmentalized. They report to work and complete their isolated tasks without the benefit of seeing the big picture. As a messenger, I have a different perspective. I’ve had the advantage of racing around every inch of the Park, and in doing so, have observed exactly what is going on, all of the machines involved, and how the work in each section integrates.” I take a breath.

			“Mr. Turing in Hut 8 is working on German naval messages. Mr. Knox in Cottage 3 has a wonderful team of all women. But the whispers of them as Dilly’s Fillies is disrespectable and inaccurate. You report to a certain Mr. Menzies in London, who reports to Prime Minister Churchill, and—”

			“Enough! That’s quite enough. You’re guessing. We don’t encourage guessing.”

			“I see. Well, there are other things going on, but relating them might fall more into the category of tattling, which we all hate, so I won’t mention them.”

			“What sort of things?”

			“Well, the light in the ladies’ loo isn’t broken. The light bulb is intentionally unscrewed, as that location is a preferred spot for snogging.”

			“I beg your pardon?”

			“Snogging. That is to say, kissing.”

			“I know what snogging is, Novis.”

			“Well, you’d do well to appoint a social director who might arrange dances or more respectable opportunities for interactions and rendezvous. What else? Let’s see. The teacups and mugs that constantly go missing from the refreshment hut can be found at the bottom of the lake. Male chauvinism at the Park continues to be problematic, and Reginald Ribchester, one of your guards at the front gate, is becoming all too chummy with Mr. Jarvis, a bully of an inspector with MI5.”

			I flop into the chair at his desk. “Goodness, I can’t tell you what a relief it is to speak these things aloud, Colonel. The Secrets Act is most exhausting.” I return the hat to my head.

			The Colonel leans back in his chair. “This different perspective you claim to have. It’s interesting. And how did you manage to evade departure to America?”

			“It comes down to motivation, doesn’t it? Since we’re being candid, we might as well acknowledge that we saw one another on the train bound for London. We both have missions and we’re motivated.”

			His eyes narrow with intrigue. “And what is your mission?”

			“To uncover the truth about Willa Novis. She’s my mother, and I’ve been told she was killed in a bomb blast, a falsity I refuse to accept because there is no supporting evidence. When I saw you on the train, you were on your way to report to your intelligence superiors in London, and I was—”

			He raises a hand to stop me. “Why are you in my office, Miss Novis?”

			“To unburden myself of the weight of secrets, to apologize for being absent from work, and to emphasize that the two of us seem to have much in common. Perhaps you’d like to unburden yourself of some information? I’m a very good listener.”

			“I’d like to unburden myself of your presence. I’m very busy. You will return to your work as a messenger. And you will keep quiet. Is that clear, Miss Novis?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“And from this point forward”—the Colonel leans forward and stares at me—“you will report only and directly…to me.”
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			I exit the mansion trying to determine whether I’ve just been reprimanded, promoted, or both. I scan the perimeter of the ornamental lake, looking for my brother. I hope he didn’t forget our appointment. And then I see him.

			Jakob’s pulling a dilapidated rowboat from the trees. He sees me and waves. And then he pushes the boat into the water.

			And promptly falls in.
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			Jakob

			“Jakob!” Lizzie roars as she sprints to the lake, elbows whirling like propellers. “I’m coming! Don’t panic!”

			Panic is not the problem. I’m sitting beside a rowboat in a foot of murky water. The main danger I face is death by humiliation.

			My sister splashes in and hauls me up. “Jakob! Are you all right?”

			“Never better.”

			I put my dripping Tigers cap back on. “It’s fine!” I tell a few curious onlookers, and to Lizzie I say, “Thought we’d go on a little boat ride.”

			“Good idea.” She pulls a wet twig from my jacket pocket. “I’ll row.”

			We step into the creaky vessel and Lizzie guides us to the middle of the little lake. Can’t be more than thirty yards from the shore in any direction, but it feels like a safe place to talk.

			I lean close to my sister. “Someone’s been in my room!”

			“At Berrycloth’s house?”

			“It must have been Jarvis or one of his men,” I say in an angry burst. “Can you believe that? Let themselves in and rifled through my stuff, like I’m a criminal. And Lizzie, he knows about goulash!”

			“What? Jakob, take a breath.”

			I pull out the Mrs. Bardell article, hand it to Lizzie. She inspects the clipping, the dots that appeared when I warmed the paper.

			“Bring…what…you…took,” she reads aloud. “You told me about this.”

			“There’s more,” I say. “Look at the advertisement for Andrews Liver Salt, starting where it says ‘Be regular with your Andrews.’ ”

			Lizzie finds the dots above the letters. “Goulash,” she says.

			I take back the clipping. “Jarvis found this. He knows I’ve lied to him. He’s threatening to arrest me. We have to solve this thing now!”

			“Agreed,” Lizzie says. “But goulash…What on earth does that mean? And why write ‘53’ on the back of the envelope?”

			“I was hoping you’d have an idea.”

			“Me? You’re the code breaker.”

			“Lizzie!” I squawk, nearly falling back into the lake. “I’ve told you, I’m in government communications.”

			“Of course,” Lizzie says with a slight smile. “Goulash. Didn’t Dad love goulash?”

			“He always wanted it for his birthday, but Mum couldn’t cook it.” The memory makes me laugh. “She tried once, and it came out a dog’s dinner. From then on, Dad always cooked his own birthday meal.”

			“I wish I remembered more about him,” Lizzie says.

			“I know. The way his face lit up when you ran to him…” I shake the image from my mind. “But why use ‘goulash’ as a message? And ‘bring what you took’? Bring what?”

			“I think I know that part.”

			She reaches into her skirt pocket and pulls out a small book covered in pale leather. A calendar diary. I flip through the pages. It’s full of brief notes in Mum’s looping cursive. Names, dates; some of it in what looks like code.

			I turn the book over in my hands. “Where’d you get this?”

			“Mum’s closet in the flat,” Lizzie says. “Hidden under the floor. Don’t be cross I didn’t tell you, Jakob—we were both keeping secrets.”

			Fair enough. I turn a few more pages. One of the August 1939 pages has a string of handwritten letters.

			
				IKSWE­JERIK­CYZOR­IKSLA­GYZ

			

			Lizzie points to the page. “You have to read it—”

			“Backward, I see it.”

			“Those are the men Willa was seen with in Warsaw.”

			“Polish mathematicians.” I look around. “Experts at, er…”

			“Let me guess,” Lizzie says. “Government communications.”

			“They worked on breaking German ciphers,” I tell Lizzie. “All through the 1930s. Made some major breakthroughs, is my understanding.”

			I can see Lizzie’s mind racing to absorb this new information. “And they were still doing that work in 1939? Right up until the war started?”

			“Yes. Right up until Mum was seen meeting with them in Warsaw.”

			“What happened to them when the Germans invaded?” she asks. “Were they captured?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“You have to find out.”

			“I will,” I say, trying to think of who I can ask. “But why would Mum meet with these mathematicians? Why would she even know about them? Was she trying to learn something from them?”

			“Or help them?” Lizzie suggests.

			“Or recruit them to the other side? That’s what Jarvis thinks.”

			Lizzie snorts. “Ridiculous.”

			“We keep saying that.” I close the calendar. “And why does she need this back?”

			“It must have notes that are important to her.”

			“Notes?” I ask. “Hidden under the floor?”

			“There’s a simple explanation,” Lizzie says, and I can almost see the bulb light up in her head. “Willa is a spy!”

			“What?”

			“For the Americans, don’t you see?” Her eyes shine with pride. “The embassy job was just a cover, and she did all this secret work on the side! Of course she’d hide it from snooping scarecrows like Jarvis. She’d hide it even from us! And now she needs our help.”

			It’s a nice idea. Hopeful. Very Lizzie.

			“We can prove it,” she insists.

			“We’d better,” I say. “Quickly.”

			Lizzie lifts the oars. “Jakob, you really must get some sleep.”

			“I try. It’s hopeless. They’re organizing us into mobile units, did you know that? For when the invasion starts. Teams of code breakers and radio operators, and we’re going to flee from the Nazis in buses that look like they won’t make it out of town and continue our work on the run, and, Lizzie, what’s going to happen to you— Hullo, are you listening to me?”

			She’s not. She’s looking at the lake’s tiny island. At a bowl of brown hair, a big pair of glasses visible amid the clump of weeds and trees.

			“Nigel,” Lizzie says. “Why are you watching us?”

			He steps to the edge of the island. The boy’s face is tight. Terrified. “He says I should.”

			“Who?” I ask. “Jarvis?”

			Nigel nods.

			“Nigel,” I say, “you know me.”

			He stares at me through those enormous glasses.

			“You know we have a few secrets of our own,” I say.

			Lizzie spins toward me. “You do?”

			I make a shoveling motion with my hands. And I could swear Nigel nearly cracks a smile.

			“Come on,” I say. “Get in the boat.”

			“I can walk,” Nigel says. “It’s not that deep.”

			I reach out my hand. Nigel takes it and gets in.

		


		
			67

			• • •

			Lizzie

			Stay Where You Are.

			That’s the title of the pamphlet. It says:

			
				Information on behalf of the War Office.

				This is not simply advice: it is an order from the Government, and you must obey it just as soldiers obey their orders.

			

			Hmm. Now that I report to the Colonel, am I considered a soldier of sorts? I sit on the bed and scan the document.

			
				If you do not stay put, you will stand a very good chance of being killed.

			

			It’s terrifyingly possible. We’ve seen reports of what’s been happening in other cities, and the air raid sirens have been roaring here lately. The other day we sat in a trench behind Hut 4 for over an hour before Mr. Tooth announced the all clear.

			The pamphlet appeared beneath my door overnight. Yes, my door. It’s entirely wonderful, living on my own. I now understand Willa’s constant emphasis on the importance of independence.

			“Put yourself in a position to make your own decisions, Lizzie.”

			At the time, her advice seemed silly, as I couldn’t imagine anything that might keep me from acting at my own discretion. But the past months have shown that circumstance can be the thief of choice. For example—at no fault of my own—I was so close to being expelled to Cleveland, which would have changed my life forever. But now that I’ve redecorated my tiny triangle room, I can’t fathom a life in some drafty American mansion. I wish Willa could see how independent I’m being.

			Willa. Is she working with the Americans? If so, where is she and what is she trying to convey? 53. Bring what you took. Goulash. Invisible ink. Why can’t I figure it out?

			I exit the room, lock my door, and hear Colin’s voice as I descend the stairs.

			“You can’t serve tea, Mum! Tea is being rationed.”

			“But I’ve got a supply saved. Your father and I will do without tea, but it seems unkind to ask guests to. I think of Simon. Every night I pray that some kind soul has wrapped my duck in a blanket with a hot cuppa.” She lifts the edge of her apron to wipe her eyes. “Oh, good morning, Lizzie, dear. Fancy some tea?”

			“No, thank you. I have to be at the Park early today. But I do have a question, Mrs. Tilbury. Could you tell me—what are the ingredients of goulash?”

			“Hungarian goulash or American goulash?”

			“American goulash? Is there such a thing?”

			“Yes. The butcher told me about it. There’s another word for it, but you know my memory, everything just leaks right out. I’ll check my notes later for the ingredients of goulash. As rations tighten we’ll be having more stews.” Mrs. Tilbury scuttles back to the kitchen.

			“Goulash. Still wrestling with the code your brother told you about?” whispers Colin.

			“Wrestling, yes. That’s a good way to describe it.”

			Mr. Berrycloth rattles through the wooden door of the inn. Upon seeing me, he points a finger. “Your family is the no-good sort. Your brother is stealing things from my home.”

			“How dare you make that accusation! Jakob is a lot of things, but he’s certainly not a thief, Mr. Berrycloth.”

			“Oh really? My hat is missing!”

			Colin stifles a laugh. I elbow him to stop, but then I begin to laugh too. And suddenly we’re both laughing uncontrollably.

			“Crookery is not funny!” booms Berrycloth.

			Mrs. Tilbury appears behind the counter. “Slumgullion! That’s the word for American goulash. Now, Mr. Berrycloth, it’s too early to be fussing. Would you like some tea?”

			“Indeed. Hot this time.”

			Colin throws his hands up. “We’re supposed to be turning pots and pans into Spitfires, removing distributors, rationing tea. What use are precautions if no one will mind them?”

			I pull Colin aside by the sleeve. “Like these precautions?” I hold up the Stay Where You Are pamphlet. “I assume you put this under my door?”

			“I did. No more trips to London.” He quietly kicks at something nonexistent on the floor. “You have to stay in Bletchley.”

			He looks at me and hesitates, as if he has something else to say but then decides not to. He gathers the breakfast dishes from a nearby table.

			You have to stay in Bletchley. But the way Colin said it, it almost sounded like Please stay in Bletchley. It doesn’t feel straightforward. I can’t tell what he means. “Colin, what—”

			“Postal clerk heard that parachutes were found in the Channel.” He stares into the stack of dishes. “RAF parachutes.”

			“Oh. And the pilots attached to them?”

			He shakes his head. “No word.”

			I pause, clutching both the pamphlet and the gravity of the situation. My mind feels entirely jumbled.

			“As your friend, I’ve wanted to say something comforting these past days, but I’m not sure what might be best. And I don’t want to say something trite just for the sake of speaking. That would be disrespectful to Simon, to you, and to our friendship. I’ll think of what I’d like to say, but in the meantime, please know that I’m terribly sorry that your brother is missing. And I’m terribly sorry that your heart hurts.”

			Colin says nothing, just gives a small nod. He takes the dishes and heads to the kitchen.

			Mr. Berrycloth, who has clearly eavesdropped, remains quiet. For once, instead of complaining, he sits solemnly, fiddling with his fork.

			I exit the inn just as a slender man with dark hair jogs by. He wears athletic shorts and a sleeveless singlet.

			“Mr. Turing!” I race to catch up with him and we fall into a jog together.

			“Hello,” he says. “Do I know you?”

			“Yes. I’m Lizzie Novis, a messenger at the Park.”

			Mr. Turing’s legs are twice as long as mine, so I have to run to keep up with his jog.

			“My brother works in Hut 6,” I huff. “I’ve delivered a myriad of messages to you. Often see you running.”

			“Oh.”

			My speed sets to his. “Since you work at the Park, I know you’re wonderfully brilliant in some unique way. But I wonder if people know that you’re such a fine athlete.”

			“I imagine there’s quite a bit people don’t know about me.”

			“Well, I’d love to get to know you better. I’m very good at making friends, and often it’s sharing something personal that binds us, isn’t it? Would you like to go first?”

			“You can go first.”

			“Thank you. I’m wrestling with a very personal quandary, you see. I’ve received a message that I don’t quite understand. It’s simply a word, but I don’t think the word itself is the message.”

			“Think of extensions beyond the word,” he says. “What does it symbolize, what could it represent, or what do you associate it with? Could it be untangled or reorganized in some way to create another meaning or point in a direction?”

			What could it represent. Another meaning. Point in a direction. My scalp begins to tingle. Goulash isn’t an answer; it’s an arrow!

			“Mr. Turing, you are brilliant! Please know that I’m available whenever you’d like to share something. But at this moment, I must excuse myself and break into a dead run. I have to speak to my brother!”

			Turing smiles and picks up the pace. “I’ll race you to the Park,” he replies.
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			Jakob

			I stand outside Cottage Number 3, working up the nerve to enter. Dilly Knox is known to be quite prickly about interruptions.

			The cottage is right next to Nigel’s family’s home. It was once the groom’s cottage, but Dilly has set up shop here. He likes to work on his own, outside the system of huts, with a few handpicked assistants. He’s got some new line of attack on the Italian navy’s Enigma network.

			I open the door and step inside.

			About ten young women sit at desks, their pencils flying over documents, their hands sliding colored slips of paper over giant tables of letters. Nearly every surface is covered with books or overflowing wire trays. Dilly’s leaning over one of the code breaker’s shoulders, reading with intense focus.

			I step toward him. “Professor Knox. I, um—”

			“Please tell me you’re here to fix the light,” he says. “The evil thing keeps blinking.”

			“No, sorry,” I say. “I work in Hut 6. Jakob Novis.”

			Knox turns, pushing thick-lensed glasses up the bridge of his nose. “Novis. I heard there was a Novis here.” He’s in his midfifties, thinning hair, owlish eyes that radiate intelligence. “Yes, I see it,” he says, nodding. “You look just like him.”

			“My father? Ezra Novis?”

			“Yes.”

			“Welchman knew of him too,” I say. “But…my father was a schoolteacher.”

			Dilly laughs. “That’s true. Let’s get some air.”
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			We walk along the path beside the lake and continue toward a stand of tall trees.

			Dilly says, “I’m guessing you’ve heard of the work we did during the First World War?”

			“A little. I know you were able to break some of the German codes.”

			“My boy, we read everything,” he says. “Made a real difference in the war—just like we’re doing now. Ezra was a remarkably gifted linguist. Great passion for any sort of puzzle. Drank black coffee by the gallon. Continued working with us after the war, off and on as needed. You never suspected?”

			“Never.”

			Come to think of it, he did spend an awful lot of weekends away at “school conferences.”

			What else have I never suspected?

			“Ezra Novis was one of the greats,” Dilly says. “Is that what you wanted to know?”

			“Not really,” I say. I wish I could think of a natural way to bring up the subject. I can’t, so I just jump in. “The three Polish mathematicians,” I say. “The ones who were working on Enigma before the war. I’ve heard Turing say you knew them.”

			Dilly stops. I expect him to ask me why I want to know.

			“That story’s not in any history book,” he says. “Nor will it be—not for decades, in any case. Not till long after I’m gone.” He looks at me with those owlish eyes. “Someone needs to make sure they get credit for what they did.”

			We walk on, down a sloping field. Construction crews are working over by the hedge maze, but there’s no one near us. As Dilly talks, I focus on every word, memorize every detail. I don’t know when I’ll be able to tell this story. But I know I’ll never forget it.
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			The government code and Cypher School got a late start on Enigma. They’d spent barely a year on it by the summer of 1939, with not much to show for it. That July, the Polish government extended a surprising invitation. They wanted a few British code breakers, and a few from France as well, to come to Poland for a top-secret meeting.

			Dilly Knox was one of the Brits. He flew to Warsaw. Drove with a small group out to a bunker in a forest near the city. The head of the Polish cipher bureau, Colonel Gwido Langer, brought the visitors inside. They had to speak German, ironically—the only language they all had in common. Langer led everyone to an underground room, up to a table on which bulky shapes sat beneath a cloth. He waited for people to gather round, then lifted the cloth.

			On the table were machines. They looked like typewriters but with rotors and bulbs that lit up. Knox and the others knew, in theory, what Enigma looked like. It looked like these machines.

			One of the French intelligence officers asked the question everyone was thinking: “Where did you get these?”

			Langer replied, “We made them ourselves.”

			These, Langer explained, were not the commercial machines that had once been available for purchase. These were exact replicas of the German military Enigma.

			Ten grown men from Britain and France, professional spies and cryptanalysts, stood with their mouths agape. Dilly Knox felt a burst of fury at having fallen so far behind.

			A feeling which quickly changed to admiration, to wonder, as he learned more.

			The leading Polish code breakers—mathematicians called Jerzy Różycki, Henryk Zygalski, and Marian Rejewski—had been working on Enigma for nearly ten years. After thousands of hours of calculations, countless dead ends, and a few brilliant mental leaps, they’d worked out Enigma’s internal wiring. The three mathematicians were there in the bunker. They explained methods they’d devised for breaking Enigma messages. They showed their visitors an entirely new machine, a four-foot-high cabinet with spinning rotors on top. The “bomba,” they called it. It made a ticking noise as it churned through Enigma settings at incredible speed, eliminating wrong solutions far faster than possible by hand.

			This was astonishing work, some of the finest in the history of codebreaking. But by that summer, the Polish team had gone as far as they could. The Germans had added new Enigma rotors and other new complications, and the Poles didn’t have the resources to keep up. Hitler was about to attack. They were out of time.

			The Poles gave their allies everything. Deciphering tricks, technical diagrams, even two of their replica Enigma machines. One went to Paris. The other arrived by train to Victoria Station, London, in August 1939.

			Days later, German forces crossed the border into Poland.
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			“Everything we do here is built on the work of the Polish team,” Dilly says. “Without them, we wouldn’t be reading German plans right now, when we need it most. Even Turing’s machine is basically a more sophisticated version of their bomba.”

			We reach the fenced-in edge of the Park and start back toward the mansion.

			“And they made it out of Poland?” I ask.

			“They got out somehow. Talk to Turing; he met with them last Christmas.”

			I want to stop and go over everything. Make sure I’ve got it all straight. But I still need to find my mum’s connection to this story.

			“The Americans,” I say. “Were they in on any of these Enigma meetings?”

			Dilly laughs in my face. Positively snorts.

			“The Yanks shut down their codebreaking bureau in 1929,” he says. “Poor chaps are way behind when it comes to spying—any sort of secret intelligence work.”

			There goes Lizzie’s theory that Mum is an American spy. I have that terrible thought, and another quickly follows.

			“So that means…no one in the American government even knows about Bletchley Park?”

			“Certainly not,” Dilly says. “Let them get serious about helping us win this war, and we’ll clue them in. Look, I really have to get back.”

			He starts toward the stable yard.

			I need to find somewhere to think.
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			Lizzie

			
				“Hut 4—

				Now!”

				“Hut 8—

				Urgent!”

				“Number 3 Cottage—

				Don’t delay!”

			

			I’ve been running brown envelopes since setting foot in the Park today. And Jakob is nowhere to be found. How am I to make progress with the investigation if my partner is unavailable? I spot Nigel near the lake, gazing toward two new huts where the maze used to be.

			“Nigel!” I call from my post at the center of the Park. “Have you seen Jakob?”

			He shakes his head and backs away from me.

			“Nigel, you must cease this suspicious behavior. I assure you that Jakob and I are devoted to England. If we weren’t, we wouldn’t be here at the Park. We’re not the enemy. You and Jakob are so much alike.”

			He looks at me, evaluating. “The war. It’s getting bad. Look how people are acting here. And where’s your friend, that girl Marion? What happened to her?”

			“Nothing happened to her. She chose to go to America. But we remain devoted friends.

			“Speaking of friends, I know you’ve been approached by that scarecrow, Jarvis. But he’s not a quality candidate for friendship. Think about it—why is he always lurking outside the Park and never allowed beyond the gates?”

			Nigel seems to consider this.

			“Well, if you see Jakob, please tell him I’m looking for him. It’s urgent.”

			“What’s urgent?” says a voice.

			I turn, and standing in front of me is the Colonel.

			“Oh, good morning, Colonel. The urgency relates to Willa’s disappearance.”

			“Miss Novis.” He pauses, choosing his words carefully. “I would urge you to abandon the investigation related to your mother.”

			“Have you heard something?”

			“Regarding your mother? No. But the bombings in Poland resulted in terrible casualties, and it’s no secret that we’re now in the crosshairs. It’s imperative that we focus on our tasks at hand and report anything that might be suspicious. The future of our country is at stake.” The Colonel’s eyes meet mine. “You do understand that? There’s work to be done.”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Are you familiar with the librarians?”

			“Yes. Their index and cataloging operations are most impressive.”

			“Indeed. I’m heading to a meeting, but I’d like you to visit the librarians and see if they have something in Index 5 for GA3. Don’t ask me what it relates to.”

			“I don’t have to. It relates to jet fuel.”

			His face, he’s shocked. “Did the librarians tell you that?”

			“They didn’t have to. There are over a dozen peripheral indexes and Index 5 is the Air Index. During your meeting with the flight adviser this morning I noted that you mentioned 120,000 liters of GA3. And now you’ve asked me to get a card from the Air Index on GA3. So it was obvious.” I give a small shrug. “I’m deciphering so much around me. It’s only a matter of time until I figure out the location of my mother. And with your contacts in London, I’m sure you have access to information that could—”

			“Stop. I told you to drop it. There’s work to be done.” The Colonel’s eyes cut left. Nigel.

			He stands, hands stuffed into his pockets. “Excuse me. The person you seek can be found in the pigeon loft.” Nigel pauses, then runs away.

			“Skevington’s got you running messages from the pigeon loft?” says the Colonel.

			“No. The pigeon loft is a preferred spot for napping.”

			The Colonel’s brow arches. “Is there any aspect of the Park that you’re not familiar with?”

			“Oh goodness, yes. There are endless secrets to uncover. Well, I’ll be off now to retrieve that card from the index for you.”

			“Thank you.” The Colonel takes a few steps then stops. He turns to me. The slightest smile appears upon his face. “GA3. Well done, Novis.”

			A small glow of pride warms my chest. “Thank you, sir.”
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			Lizzie

			I climb up to the pigeon loft and find Jakob fast asleep. The poor code breakers. They’re all exhausted. My brother’s sleeping so soundly that I hesitate to wake him. But this is urgent business. I shake him until his eyes flutter.

			“Jakob. Wake up. I have a theory!”

			He looks at me, heavy-lidded. Eyes blinking but still asleep.

			“I spoke to Mr. Turing and I think I’ve got something.”

			His eyes pull open. “You spoke to Turing?”

			“We had a lovely run together, discussing this and that, but that’s not important. What’s important is that he helped me think of things from another angle. What does goulash represent? What do we associate it with?”

			“Dad.”

			“And how do we associate goulash with our father?”

			“With his birthday.”

			“Right. And when is that?”

			“September seventh.”

			“Exactly. Tomorrow. The word ‘goulash,’ it’s an arrow. Willa is pointing us to a specific date, Jakob. Do you see what I mean?”

			Jakob sits up. “A shared memory code! Give the code to the greatest genius, but if they don’t share the same memory or private information, they can’t possibly know what it means. Brilliant, Lizzie! So let’s say Willa’s out there, lying low for some reason, secretly working with…er…”

			“The Americans.”

			“Don’t be so sure.”

			“Why?” I demand.

			“Dilly Knox says the Americans are hopelessly behind on codebreaking and spying. They know nothing about the Park or what we’re doing here.”

			“Oh.” I bite my lower lip. “So…Willa knows things that the Americans and most Brits don’t. She’s ahead of everyone.”

			“Exactly.” Jakob’s expression turns sober. “Where is she getting her information?”

			I look away from my brother. Fear seeps into my stomach. I don’t have an answer this time.

			“The return address—53. We have to determine what 53 refers to,” I tell him. “She wants us to figure it out. Then we’ll understand what’s happening tomorrow. Tomorrow,” I repeat. “Tomorrow is September seventh, and we still don’t have answers. Why did Willa meet with those Polish mathematicians? Why didn’t she leave with Olivia and the American embassy staff? We’ve got to figure this out!”

			I flop back onto the straw. “Goodness, codebreaking is positively exhausting.”

			“You’ve got that right.”

			We lie quietly, staring at the crisped wooden beams of the loft, serenaded by the flap and flutter of the pigeons in their cages. After a few minutes, I’m suddenly thinking of Colin.

			“Colin received an update. RAF parachutes were found in the Channel.”

			“That poor family…Those pilots go up there day after day to fight off the German attacks. Did you hear that the average life expectancy for a Spitfire pilot is just four weeks?”

			Four weeks. Simon’s life expectancy as a pilot was just four weeks?

			“I want to say something to comfort Colin, but ever since we were in that dark closet together—”

			“Excuse me?”

			“In London. We were hiding from Fleetwood. And since that trip to London I have the oddest reaction when I’m around Colin. My stomach is jumbled and sometimes I even lose my words. And, Jakob—you know me—I never lose my words. It’s annoying.”

			“I believe that’s what’s called a ‘crush.’ ”

			A crush. Oh…

			“Is there a remedy for it?”

			“Nope. Just be honest. Be yourself.”

			“Right. Be straightforward.” I turn to look at my brother. “Speaking of crushes, I quite like Beryl. Shall I put in a good word for you?”

			I can’t hear Jakob’s response or see his face. He’s buried my head in straw.
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			Jakob

			I leave the stable yard and walk over to the hedge maze. Where it was, that is, till about a week ago. Huts 10 and 11 now stand in the cleared field. Uprooted bushes lie in piles beside the new buildings.

			Poor Nigel. He loved that maze.

			As I step into Hut 11, I’m hit with the smell of motor oil and a relentless metallic click-clack, click-clack. And there’s Turing’s second machine, delivered a few days ago. It looks a lot like the first one: like a bookshelf with spinning rotors where the books would go. The other side’s a tangle of plugs and cables, a spiderweb of colored wires. Welchman is back there with his sleeves rolled up, adjusting connections with a pair of tweezers.

			“Novis,” he says. “Don’t you sleep?”

			“I’ve given up.”

			“I know the feeling. Got to get this thing working before Sea Lion hits.”

			Someone behind me says, “I met your sister, Novis.”

			I turn. Turing sits at a table assembling a rotor, tiny machine parts strewn around him, grease all over his white shirt. “She’s rather different.”

			“Yes.”

			“You understand,” he says as he works, “I mean that as a compliment.”

			See, I knew I liked this chap. I point to the machine. “You’re getting close?”

			“Very,” Turing says. “It was Welchman’s insight to add those cross wires. Lets the bombe check more combinations at once.”

			“That name, bombe,” I say. “It’s related to the Polish machine, right? The bomba?”

			“A tribute to the Polish team,” Welchman says. “We’re using some of their ideas.”

			“Some of yours too,” Turing says.

			“Mine?” I ask.

			Turing nods. “For this thing to work, we need cribs.”

			“Educated guesses at what a particular block of cipher text might actually mean,” Welchman explains. “We need to be able to ask: What if these jumbled letters represent, say, ‘today’s weather report’?”

			Turing steps to the machine with his assembled rotor. “Then we can ask: What Enigma settings would turn that block of cipher into those words? The bombe will check solutions at electronic speed. But none of it works without good cribs, and we only have good cribs because of the breaks you’re making in Hut 6.”

			I catch Turing’s words and hold them, tuck them away for later. To take out and to treasure.

			Now I’d better get to what I’ve come here to find out.

			“The Polish mathematicians,” I say. “Dilly Knox said you met with them.”

			Turing sets his rotor into an open slot. “Late last year. Flew to France to compare notes, share ideas, that sort of thing.”

			“How’d they get to France?” I ask. “It must have been difficult for them. Getting out of Poland, I mean, with Hitler’s army rolling right toward them.”

			The rotor Turing replaced clicks and spins. Oil spurts onto his shirt.

			“It’s quite the story,” he says. “Hand me that towel, will you?”
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			Lizzie

			The Mutton bustles with activity when I return from my shift. Loud conversations echo over rounds of darts in the pub. I don’t see Colin or Mrs. Tilbury, so I head up the wailing stairs to my room. I open the door and my eyes immediately pull to the floor.

			An envelope and a postcard.

			I shut the door and snatch them from the floor.

			The airmail postcard features a rendering of a tall building. Along the top it says:

			
				Union Terminal Tower at Night. 
Cleveland, Ohio.

			

			It’s from Marion!

			On the reverse side, in teeny-tiny cursive, she writes:

			
				Dear Lizzie,

				I’ve made it to America! There is no war here yet and everything feels quite posh. Your gran is furious with you and has put your photos face down on her shelf. She let me roller-skate in the ballroom and I broke what’s called my tailbone. But Gran has taken good care of me and my tailbone has become her project. It only hurts when I sit, so I stand for meals. Has there been word about Colin’s brother or updates on the investigation? How can I assist?

				Love to all
—Marion

				PS: Please remember, Lizzie—mind the s__ act!

			

			Oh, I just knew Marion’s trip to America would be successful. But Gran tending to her tailbone? That sounds unpleasant.

			The other envelope is addressed to me. The address is typewritten. Perhaps a new ration book. I open the envelope and my hands begin to tremble.

			It’s not a ration card.

			It’s a folded scrap, torn from a newspaper. Not a column from Mrs. Bardell. It’s a crossword puzzle. The boxes of the puzzle grid are empty. But to the left of the puzzle, one of the clues is underlined.

			
				9 Across: Source of bilious complaint

			

			The typewritten envelope has a Victoria and George stamp. It’s postmarked London. From London…yesterday. When did it arrive and who slid it under my door?

			I have to tell Colin.

			I have to tell Jakob!
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			Jakob

			“By the end of the first week of war, Hitler’s forces were nearly to Warsaw.” Turing wipes his hands on a greasy towel as he talks. He watches the bombe’s rotors spin and clack. “The Enigma mathematicians jumped on a train out of town.”

			“With their bomba machines,” Welchman adds. He’s sitting at a table, writing in a notebook. “And replica Enigmas. Can you imagine if that kit had fallen into Nazi hands?”

			“That’s right,” Turing says. “The train started east. The code breakers had their wives and young children with them—it was a hellish journey. German planes dove at the tracks over and over, and everyone had to dash out and crouch under trees, cower in gardens, bombs exploding all around.”

			“But they made it out?” I ask.

			Turing nods. “There was a woman on the train who was quite keen to help them. Stayed with the families at all times, comforted the children. An American woman.”

			“What!”

			Turing and Welchman look over at me. Wondering why I just shouted at the top of my lungs.

			I touch my ear, grateful for the clattering of the rotors. “Sorry. Wasn’t sure I heard correctly. An American, you say?”

			“So the Poles recalled,” Turing says. “About forty years old. Some sort of embassy official.”

			I try desperately to stay calm. To appear calm, at least. There are loads of forty-year-old American women.

			But how many were embassy officials, who happened to be in Warsaw at that exact time? Who happened to be seen with the Polish code breakers?

			“Why was she on the train?” I ask.

			Turing checks the connections on the bombe as he talks. “Said she was supposed to evacuate with other American embassy staffers, but the car left without her. She needed a way out of town.”

			“And what…” I stop, scared to continue. This feels like the closest I’ve gotten to my mum since she went missing. “What happened to her?”

			“Why the sudden interest, Novis?” Welchman asks. “We’re not keeping you busy enough?”

			It’s hard for me to tell when he’s joking. I try to laugh it off. “No, I just…I like to understand things.”

			Welchman looks at me for a long second, then returns to his notes.

			“The train stopped about a hundred miles east of Warsaw,” Turing says. “German bombers hit the station, blew it apart.”

			I wait for more. Turing sees the terror in my eyes.

			“The code breakers were all right,” he says. “But they had to separate from their families. The three mathematicians got in a motorcar and sped south. A French embassy official in Romania gave them train tickets to France.”

			“We’d love to have them here in the Park, of course,” Welchman says. “But the French have been rather possessive. ‘We rescued them, they work for us’—that’s their line.”

			Another amazing chapter that won’t be in the history books. Not until the secrets of Bletchley Park can be told.

			Still, there’s only one part of the story I care about right now.

			“This American,” I say. “They didn’t see her again? After the train was bombed?”

			“No, but it didn’t look good,” Turing says. “Flames, smoke, rubble—utter chaos.”

			He stands back from his clattering invention, arms folded, watching with pride. “They did wonder about her afterward, the Poles,” he says, turning to me. “How helpful she’d been during the journey. They wondered if maybe she’d been a little too helpful.”
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			Lizzie

			I sit cross-legged on the stone floor in the mechanical wilderness that is Colin’s room. I’m staring at the crossword puzzle while he examines the envelope.

			“Mum must have put the mail under your door. Interesting. This is postmarked just yesterday. And it’s addressed to you, not Jakob,” says Colin.

			“Exactly. And not a Mrs. Bardell column this time. How do we know this is from Willa?”

			“Good thinking. It could be a trap.” Colin leans over to look at the crossword puzzle. “Bilious complaint? Is ‘bilious’ even a word? Never heard it before.”

			“I’m not familiar with it either. What we need is a dictionary.”

			Colin stands and pulls a thick book from a shelf. He sets it on his desk beneath the homemade lamp and flips to the page. I join him and together we peer at the dictionary beneath a ring of yellow light. Colin reads aloud:

			
				bilious bil•ious /’bilēəs/ (adjective)

				Relating to a yellow or greenish fluid secreted by the liver that aids in the emulsification and absorption of fats.

			

			“How positively disgusting.”

			“Bilious complaint,” repeats Colin.

			“A liver complaint? Too many nips of Old Schenley?”

			“Fleetwood?” says Colin with concern.

			“It can’t be Fleetwood. He’s cloistered in French Lick. I have to find Jakob. I have to go back to the Park.”

			“Now? We just got started.”

			“Yes, now.”

			Colin sighs, then looks to me. “Okay, but it’s dark. I’ll walk you.”

			We step into the crowded pub, and Mr. Tilbury flags Colin. “Sink’s overflowing in the kitchen. Hurry!”

			“Aw, blimey. Wait for me, Lizzie. I’ll fix it right quick and then we can head to the Park together.” Colin disappears through the crowd.

			It’s very kind of Colin to offer to walk with me, but this really can’t wait. I’ll find Jakob and be back before he’s done repairing the sink.
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			Jakob

			They’ve got American jazz on the wireless in Hut 2. I’m trying to force down a cheese and pickle sandwich, though I’m too confused and nervous to eat. It’s just an hour till my midnight shift. An hour before September 7th begins.

			But how can I figure out anything more tonight?

			I’ve got to get my mind ready for Hut 6. I take a bite of my sandwich, wondering what year this bread was made, and then Lizzie bursts in.

			“Lizzie! What is it?”

			She looks around and gestures to an empty corner of the hut. I leave my sandwich behind.

			We sit across from each other. She pulls an envelope from her pocket and hands it to me. Mailed from London. Addressed to Lizzie at the Mutton.

			“Another one?” I ask.

			I slide a piece of newspaper from the envelope. An ad for shoes on one side. A crossword puzzle on the other. One of the clues is underlined in pen:

			
				9 Across: Source of bilious complaint

			

			I find 9 Across on the puzzle. Eleven letters.

			“I’m rubbish at crosswords,” I say. “Bilious means what, ill-tempered?”

			“It can,” Lizzie says. “But you have to look at things from different angles.”

			That makes me smile. “You’re one of us now.”

			“A bilious complaint is caused by bile,” she says, eyes closed, thinking aloud. “Bile is made in the liver. The liver is the source…”

			“ ‘Liver’ is only five letters.”

			“Bile is made in the liver.” Her eyes snap open. She’s got it. “But it’s stored in the—”

			“Gallbladder!” I shout.

			A few people look over.

			“He’s fine,” Lizzie announces. “A touch of indigestion.”

			I count the letters on my fingers. Eleven. “What does gallbladder make you think of?”

			“That time at the lake,” she says. “When Mum made us swim in the icy water.”

			“And Gran came running like a lifeguard.”

			“Get out now, this instant!” Lizzie cries in her dead-on Gran voice. “You’ll do irreparable harm to your gallbladder!”

			Even now, at a moment like this, she makes me laugh. “Okay, gallbladder. Another shared memory clue. A family joke no one else knows.”

			“It has to be from Willa,” Lizzie says.

			I can’t argue that. “Goulash is a date,” I say. “She wants the calendar. She wants it tomorrow.”

			“And gallbladder must be a place,” Lizzie says. “She’s arranging a meeting.”

			“The lake was in Switzerland. She can’t expect us to go to Switzerland.”

			Lizzie shakes her head. “No. It must mean something else.”

			“Some place we can get to,” I say. “And 53? How does that fit in?”

			“A room number? Time of day?”

			“Could be. But, Lizzie, I can’t go to some secret meeting, not knowing what I’m walking into. I can’t risk that, with what I know.”

			“Fine,” she says. “I’ll go.”

			“Lizzie, you can’t!”

			She glares at me. It’s not her favorite thing to hear.

			Everyone in the hut is staring at us.
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			We walk outside, toward a dark patch of grass. Not a sliver of light shines through any window in the Park.

			“Look, Mum’s been sending us these clues,” I say. “It has to be her. But why? Doesn’t that frighten you? Is someone forcing her? What if it’s some kind of trap?”

			“She would never do that,” Lizzie says. “She needs our help.”

			“But there’s too much we don’t know.”

			I look around. The night’s moonless, raven black. Still, I lower my voice to quickly tell her about the American woman on the train from Warsaw. The one who seemed so keen to help the code breakers. To stay close to their codebreaking equipment. “Here’s one thing I know for sure, Lizzie: Mum did not get on that train to be a babysitter.”

			Lizzie blinks. Angry blinks.

			“The calendar you took from the flat…” I say. “Maybe we should show it to someone.”

			“Not Jarvis.”

			“I despise him as much as you do, but—”

			Her eyes stop me cold. They’re more hurt than shocked. “You’re suggesting we turn in our own mother? Betray our own mother when we have proof of nothing?”

			Betray…The word lands like a fist to the chest. Takes me a moment to catch my breath.

			“He’s going to find out about it,” I say. “He finds out about everything. What if the worst happens? This Tyler Kent character claims to have met with Mum. What if they really were working together?”

			“Impossible.”

			“But what if it’s not? And what if it comes out that we knew Mum was here in Britain, and asking for this book—and we kept it secret?”

			“The only solution is to go and meet her,” Lizzie says. “Do what she says.”

			“Lizzie, stop this. I’m your older brother. Right now I’m the closest thing you’ve got to a parent. I’m telling you—you are not going anywhere!”

			She stiffens, elbows pointed. “You’re upset, Jakob. I understand. Jarvis is threatening you, and you’re scared. I will solve this mystery tomorrow. And I’ll do it on my own.”

			She spins and stomps off, disappearing almost instantly into the darkness.

			I’m shaking. Heart racing. But it’s all right. It’ll be all right. Lizzie won’t dash off to some mysterious meeting. She can’t go, in any case.

			She doesn’t even know where it is.
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			Lizzie

			I set off and quickly pull back to stop. I can’t see. It’s cloudy, without a moon to cast even a shadow. Goodness, the term blackout truly is appropriate. Mr. Tooth, in his role as our air raid warden, ordered that luminous white rings be painted around the base of the tree trunks. Very wise, as it creates a path of sorts. I make my way to the library in Hut 4. I’ll work there with the benefit of reference materials. I’m going to figure this out.

			I help myself to a pencil and paper from a tray and choose a small table in the corner. I write down and revisit the clues.

			
				Bring what you took.

				Goulash. 53.

				Goulash = September 7th. Bring the calendar planner on September 7th.

				But what does 53 represent?

				9 Across. A bilious complaint = Gallbladder

				Goulash. 53. Gallbladder. Goulash. 53. Gallbladder.

			

			I take a breath and close my eyes.

			Think of extensions beyond the word, said Mr. Turing. What does it symbolize, what could it represent, or what do you associate it with? Could it be untangled or reorganized in some way to create another meaning or point in a direction?

			I sit for several minutes, frustration rising into my smokestack of a brain. Why can’t I figure this out? Am I trying too hard? Am I missing something obvious?

			What does it symbolize, what could it represent, or what do you associate it with? Gallbladder. Well, of course I associate that with Gran and her constant health warnings.

			“The gallbladder is a filter. You must not shock or pollute it!”

			I revisit the memory. We were swimming with Willa when Gran shrieked her warnings that the cold water could harm our gallbladders. We all pretended that we didn’t hear her and dove beneath the surface.

			The swimming incident, that was in September of 1937. At the Swiss Hotel. In Lucerne.

			Could Willa be in Switzerland? Surely she couldn’t expect us to travel to the Swiss Hotel, so far from London, amid war?

			London. I jump from the chair and run to the librarians on duty.

			“A telephone directory! Do you have a London telephone directory?”

			“Of course, dear. Directories are there on the bottom shelf.”

			The book is in my hands. I flip frantically through it to the page I need.

			And then I see it.
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			Swiss Hotel, 53 Old Compton Street.

			My brain begins to tick. Goulash 53. Gallbladder.

			Goulash is September 7th.

			Gallbladder is the Swiss Hotel.

			My heart pounds. I can barely breathe. 53 is the address. 53 Old Compton Street, London.

			That’s it! That’s where she’s telling us to meet her!
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			Lizzie

			I dash through the door of the Mutton and spot Mr. Berrycloth at the bar.

			“Mr. Berrycloth. Don’t leave! I must give you a note for Jakob.”

			“I’m a busy man,” he says sipping his ale. “I’ve no time to ferry letters.”

			“But Jakob lives with you. Please, just take a note home for him.”

			“Well, hello to you too,” scowls Colin, wiping the bar.

			“Good evening, Colin. I’m anxious to speak with you, but I’m in an awful hurry to get a note off to Jakob.”

			“Right. Seems you’re in a hurry to do a lot of things these days.”

			I stop and turn. “What do you mean by that?”

			Berrycloth picks up his ale. “I’ll take a table. We’ve enough gunshots overhead. Don’t need them in my pub.”

			“You’re free to find a different pub, Mr. Berrycloth. We’d all be happier if you did,” says Colin. Berrycloth looks at him, his expression a mixture of hurt and shock. He shuffles off and takes a seat at a table.

			“Colin! That was unkind.”

			“Unkind? That’s ripe. You’re calling me unkind?”

			I march behind the bar to face him.

			“I understand you’re upset about Simon,” I whisper. “I’m so very sorry that you haven’t heard anything yet. But it’s not fair to take it out on others. And these barbs you’re throwing at me, they’re not straightforward. I don’t know what to make of them, and I don’t know what’s wrong, and since I don’t know what’s wrong, I don’t know how to respond.”

			Colin yanks the cap from his head. “You don’t know what’s wrong?” he says. “We were working on an investigation together, deciphering clues together, dodging your gran together, building Operation Fleetwood together. We were doing everything together. And then you tossed me aside and started working with your brother. I had to fix the sink tonight. I asked you to wait, to let me walk you up to the Park because it was dark. But you left without me!”

			“I’m sorry. I thought it would be a quick trip. I knew you were busy.”

			Colin’s anger softens. “Busy? Are you that daft, Lizzie? I wanted to walk with you.”

			“I’m sorry, I’ve just been a bit muddled about something.”

			“Well, I’m a bit muddled too.” Colin takes a step closer, wringing his cap in his hands. His voice is a whisper. “I like you, Lizzie Novis. I really like you. Is that straightforward enough? And these days, I seem to be losing the people I care about. And I don’t want to lose you.”

			His sincerity, it catches me off guard. “Oh…Colin. Please, don’t worry.”

			“Don’t worry? All the clues we’ve been deciphering—they all point to you leaving to find your mum.”

			“Wouldn’t you do the same?”

			“No! We’re not even sure the messages are actually from Willa. We don’t know what she was caught up in. I think it could be a trap. There’s a war raging, and we could be blown up at any minute. I’m desperate to find Simon, but you don’t see me running off.” He takes a deep breath. “Stay where you are. That’s what the pamphlet said. Those are the instructions from the government. Can you do that, Lizzie? Can you do that…for me?”

			“But, Colin, there’s something—”

			“Just promise you won’t leave. Not until it’s safe. We can go together then.”

			I stand, trying to digest the straightforward information he’s given me, unsure how to explain my mission. Tomorrow is September 7th. I must go to London. Willa will be waiting for me at the Swiss Hotel.

			“Can you promise me?” repeats Colin. His eyes search mine. “Don’t go. Please, Lizzie?”

			How can I explain this? I open my mouth, but nothing comes out. I bite my lower lip.

			“Nothing?” he whispers. “You have nothing to say?” His eyes fill with hurt. “Fine. I see how it is.” He turns and leaves. The glasses and bottles rattle on their shelves when he slams his bedroom door.
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			Jakob

			I pull aside the blackout curtain above my desk in Hut 6 and a beam of yellow sunlight shoots across the room. The seventh of September is a glorious, sunny day.

			Of all the rotten luck.

			Hitler’s air force has something big planned for today. That’s clear from the sheer volume of messages they sent overnight. We don’t know the target yet, but we know the Luftwaffe’s got a few thousand aircraft, fighters and bombers, massed in fields along the coast of France. Once airborne, flight time to British shores is six minutes.

			Six minutes.

			And it’s a beautiful blue-sky morning. An ideal day for flying.

			Almost certainly not an ideal day for London.

			John comes in with three mugs on a tray. He hands one to Beryl and one to me, then sits down and lets out a long sigh. We’ve done our bit for the night. I sip my watery coffee. The work in Hut 6 does a wonderful job of keeping my mind busy. But the moment I let down my guard, Lizzie’s words come at me:

			I will solve this mystery tomorrow.

			I check my watch. Just after 8:00 a.m.

			My shift is over. I hate to leave before hearing “It’s coming out!” But today is my father’s birthday. Goulash day. A massive German attack is coming. Our mum is out there somewhere. Expecting us.

			Is Lizzie going to try to find her? She can’t. She won’t. I told her not to.

			But this is Lizzie we’re talking about. I jump up.

			“Jakob!” Beryl shouts as I run from the room. “What’s the hurry?”
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			I race past the lake toward the Park’s front entrance.

			“Jakob, wait!”

			Nigel stands in the path.

			“Has Lizzie come to work yet?” I ask.

			“No,” Nigel says.

			“I can still catch her at the Mutton,” I say, starting off again.

			“Wait!” He grabs my sleeve. “Jarvis is outside the gate. Waiting for you.”

			“What? How do you know?”

			Stupid question. This kid seems to know everything.

			And he’s back on my side.

			“I’ll go out through the stable yard,” I say.

			Nigel shakes his head. “He’s got a man there too.”

			So it’s time for that ride to the police station. Time for questions in a more formal setting.

			Not today, pal. Not before I check on Lizzie.

			There’s got to be another way out of the Park. Nigel reads my mind.

			“This way,” he says.

			We dart past the mansion and into the stable courtyard. The pigeon van is parked below the loft, its back doors open.

			A man’s voice calls down from the loft, “That you, Nigel?”

			“Yes, Mr. Skevington.”

			“Come take Winkie,” he says. “And let’s head out.”

			Skevington’s boots clomp on the ladder as he starts backing down, a cage in one hand.

			Nigel shoves me toward the back of the van. It’s piled with pigeons in cages, cooing and hopping about.

			I look at him and smile.
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			Lizzie

			The train chugs along the tracks, panting in the heat. Faces are grim. No one speaks. Passengers squint through the open windows toward the sky. And suddenly, I’m angry, ready to call the Germans’ bluff. They’re manipulating the whole of Britain through threats and propaganda. They’re not going to bomb us. They don’t need to. They’re controlling us through our own fear.

			Have German citizens been bracing themselves for months, like we have?

			We stop at every single station, so the going is slow. The sun is already blazing, too hot for morning, and the air in the train carriage is thick, making it difficult to breathe.

			A sleepless night. Yes, partially my argument with Jakob, but if I’m entirely honest—which in this case is sometimes difficult to be—I struggled more with thoughts of Colin. He expressed himself so earnestly. And me? I said nothing. How jilted he must feel. I knocked on his door before bed, but he didn’t reply. And my stomach’s still in a twist because of it. With all of the health hazards and ailments that Gran has warned me about, why did she not explain that heartsickness might just be the worst of all?

			I shift the potato sack on my lap. I don’t have a suitcase, and it didn’t feel right to sneak one from the Tilburys, so I put everything in a burlap bag I found in the larder of the Mutton. If Marion were here, she’d insist on reviewing my packing list. In her honor, I sift through the bag.

			Willa’s calendar planner. My nightdress, in the event I stay at the hotel with her. Willa’s favorite scarf, which I’ll put on as soon as I get to London—a secret flag of identification to make sure she recognizes me. My notes with all of the clues. And lastly, an apple jam sandwich. I glance across the aisle to another passenger. The woman doesn’t have luggage or a sandwich. Just her purse and a gas mask.

			A gas mask.

			I dig through my sack and gasp loudly at the realization. I forgot my gas mask!

			Passengers turn to look at me. A man previously obscured by the Daily Telegraph peers slightly over the newspaper.

			Wait. I recognize that eye. Could that be Digby, the agent who works with Jarvis? The one who sits outside Berrycloth’s cottage? How dare he tail me.

			My fingers curl, strangling the top of my sack. I’ve worked too hard and come too far.

			I will not be detained. Not today. Poor Digby. He has no idea what he’s up against.
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			Jakob

			The pigeon van slows nearly to a stop at the crossroads near the Mutton. I open the back doors and jump out, lunging to shut the doors as the van picks up speed.

			Nigel sticks his arm out of the window and waves with the back of his hand.

			I run into the inn and fly up the stairs to Lizzie’s room. I’m about to knock when I see something taped to the door. An envelope with my name on it, in Lizzie’s handwriting. I pull it down, tear it open.

			
				Swiss Hotel, 53 Old Compton Street, London.

			

			The Swiss Hotel, but in London. Number 53 is a street address. Of course, it all fits! Very clever. But that means—

			I reach for the doorknob, knowing I’m too late—

			Locked.

			I run back down to the pub. Berrycloth’s at his spot, reading the paper. Do I beg to borrow his car? There’s no point.

			But I definitely need to use it.

			I run back outside, leap into the little two-seater, and push the ignition.

			Nothing. Not a sound.

			Am I doing this correctly? Difficult to say. I jab the blasted button three more times.

			“It won’t start, Novis.”

			Colin stands under the awning next to his open toolbox. He’s holding up some sort of metallic cylinder. “Not without the distributor,” he says.

			I look up and down the street. There’s no sign of Jarvis or the other agent—yet.

			“You’ve got to remove it when you park,” Colin says. “I warned him more than once.”

			“Put it back, will you? I need to drive to London.”

			He stands there looking miserable. “Lizzie.”

			“That’s where she went, don’t you think?”

			He nods. “I asked her not to.”

			“I told her not to. Positively ordered her.”

			“Have you ever met your sister?”

			“I know, I know. Look, Colin, I need to go get her. Now. This is no day to be in London.”

			He thinks it over. Then grabs a wrench and steps to the car. He lifts a panel covering the engine, bends over, and starts working. “Can you drive?”

			“A bit,” I say.

			“I’ll drive you.”

			“No.”

			He looks up from his work.

			“Colin, no. Your parents, with everything that’s happened. If anything should happen to you…”

			I see the agony on his face. He bends over the engine. He gets the part back in and starts tightening bolts. “You must know something,” he says. “The Luftwaffe’s sending over a major attack today.”

			“Don’t worry. I’ll bring Lizzie home.”

			Colin shuts the engine panel and wipes his hands on his pants.

			“I will,” I say. “I promise. Why are you smiling?”

			“She’ll bring you, more likely.” He points to the driving seat. “Try her now.”

			I get in and push the ignition. The engine coughs and starts up.

			I look toward the door of the Mutton. “I’ll explain all this to Berrycloth tonight,” I say. “Meanwhile, maybe don’t mention that you know anything?”

			“About what?”

			I reach out my hand. “Thank you, Colin.”

			We shake. “Good luck, Jakob.”

			I do a U-turn and hit the gas.
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			Lizzie

			As we approach London, passengers stand and gather their belongings. I’m near the back of the carriage, but if I’m to lose the agent, I must be first off the train. So I wait for the line of passengers to thicken. I tap people, holding my middle and announcing, “Gippy tummy. Need the loo.” They immediately step aside. I hunch near the door and dip my hand into the sack for the scarf. The train hisses to a stop, and I’m off.

			And then I run.

			Toward the loo at the first. After my loud pronouncement on the train, that’s where the agent expects me to go. I hear his footsteps, clipping behind me. And then I feel him swat at my shoulder. I speed up. How are his knees? Better hope they’re Wimbledon caliber.

			I cut left. And then I cut right. And then left again. And then I dart toward a large crowd and swing my burlap sack against a tower of stacked fire pails. They clatter and scatter, creating a terrible blockage and commotion.

			“Ow! You brat!”

			Let’s hope his joints are stronger than his vocabulary. I pause beside a column and risk a look. The agent sits on the platform, gripping his ankle. I tuck my hair tightly beneath Willa’s scarf and tie a knot beneath my chin. And then I slip into the sea of humanity making their way to the exit.

			Does the agent know where I’m going? Better not take any risks. I hate to lose time, but I must veer from the course I had planned. I have to lose the agent. After what feels like ten minutes of sprinting through an obstacle course that might challenge even Mr. Turing, I slow to a stop and conceal myself in a doorway. I pull the scarf back from my hair, leaving it to hang around my neck.

			I look left and right, trying to catch my breath and determine my next steps. There’s no sign of the agent. But where am I? I’m completely disoriented. I’ve spent fourteen years in London, yet the city feels unrecognizable. They’ve done such a good job preparing to confuse the Germans that they’ve confused even me. I step out into the road.

			The streets are nothing but boarded windows and sandbags.

			Addresses are obscured.

			Dozens of gray barrage balloons float overhead.

			Directional signs point to air raid shelters.

			I turn in a slow circle.

			The sky is blue, but the city is the color of war.
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			Lizzie

			It takes me two hours to find the Swiss Hotel. It’s in Soho—a square mile of soot-stained chimney pots in a sector rife with artists, musicians, restaurants, and a street market. A wonderful pocket of bohemian spirit. What’s not to love?

			When I arrive, my reflection in the window gives me a start. I’m soaked with sweat and my monstrous hair is positively electrified by the heat. I try to smooth the tentacles standing at attention, but it’s no use.

			No matter. Willa always said that she loved my hair. Perhaps she’ll braid it for me.

			I step back to study the hotel’s ornate and weathered facade. How curious. Imagine a piece of a palace wedged between two flavorless buildings. A four-story eccentric grande dame beside two plain Janes. Ornamental bay windows protrude from the sooty brick exterior that I estimate to be seventeenth century. In the center of the second story is an oval arch, featuring the mythological Pan and his flutes, the god of nature and the wild. How interesting! And above the main level are two tall floors plus a squat attic topped with a flourish of Gothic finials. I do hope Willa is staying in the attic.

			I push through the door and find myself in a darkened tavern. The smell—goodness, it certainly doesn’t smell like the hotel in Lucerne. The scent is musty and close, as if it needs a good airing. I hate to be unkind, but the hotel is a bit down-at-the-heels. More of a shady old lady than Swiss nobility. Tucked to the side of the tavern lobby is what appears to be a front desk. I set down my sack, smooth my skirt, and tap the bell on the counter. And then I wait.

			But no one appears.

			I clear my throat. “Hello?” I call into the airless dark.

			I tap the bell again. As I wait, I notice that the cubbies that normally hold room keys are all empty. I peer over the counter. The desk is entirely empty too. No telephone, no register, just a lone piece of paper and a pencil. Where is everyone? A prickle of apprehension skitters up the back of my neck.

			I turn slowly to look at the lobby. Empty. A lone teacup sits atop a small table in front of a single chair that’s clearly nested with mice. My breathing flutters.

			A man descends the stairs with a newspaper tucked beneath his arm.

			“Oh, hello,” I say. “Have you seen the desk clerk?”

			“Yes. He’s upstairs, dealing with a room service mishap. They’re a bit short-staffed here.” He looks at me. “You’re not alone…are you?” The way his lip curls with the question gives me shivers. I shake my head, lift the burlap sack, and proceed toward the staircase. I wish Jakob were here,

			The crossword clue was 9 across. Room number 9.

			I take a few steps up the stairs. The sound they make is different from at the Mutton. These steps make a low, laughing sound. The balustrades are dark wood, and the twisted inlays remind me of crooked fingers, beckoning. I pause. Jakob’s and Colin’s warnings whisper back to me. My stomach tenses.

			I take two more steps. Then two more. A door creaks.

			Alarm bells ring in my chest. I am alone. And suddenly, I’m frightened.

			The Swiss Hotel. This is indeed the correct place. But nothing about this feels right. It feels wrong. Entirely wrong.

			It feels…like a trap.
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			Jakob

			I pull to the curb, jump from the car, and cross Compton Street to the Swiss Hotel.

			The lobby is dark and silent. Lots of wood paneling and old carpet. Framed paintings on the walls, scenes of castles in the Alps, faded and drained of color. I’m about to start up the stairs when Lizzie comes rushing down.

			“Jakob!” She’s got a burlap sack in one hand and grabs my wrist with the other. She’s jumpy, her hair wilder than ever. “Am I glad to see you!”

			“I came as soon as I found your note. I took Berrycloth’s car.”

			That brings a brief smile to her face. “I hope you didn’t dent it.”

			“I was careful,” I say. “You went up to the room? Room 9?”

			“I started to.”

			“What’d you see?”

			“Nothing,” she says. “It just didn’t, I don’t know…feel right.”

			A newspaper crinkles. I turn and see a man in one of the lobby’s cracked leather chairs. Legs folded, reading a newspaper.

			I take Lizzie’s arm, and we climb the stairs. We stop on a small landing, out of view of the lobby.

			“We can’t stay long,” I say. “It might not be safe here today.”

			“London, you mean?”

			“Yes. And also…” I gesture up the stairs. To room 9. To whatever’s up there.

			She nods, understanding. “But we can’t leave now. We said we’d see this through. Together.”

			“Together,” I agree. “Even if we don’t like where it leads. Remember that part.”

			“I remember,” she says. “Let’s go up.”
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			The second-floor corridor is narrow and darker than the lobby. We stop in front of the door to room 9. We look at each other, sharing what courage we’ve got.

			I knock. No answer.

			I knock again. Nothing.

			Lizzie tries the door handle. It’s locked.

			We stand there in the hall. I’ve no idea what to do next. I stare at the peeling wallpaper: fruit baskets and bottles of wine.

			“It was nine, you’re sure?” I ask. “The crossword clue?”

			“Nine across,” she says. “Source of bilious complaint.”

			I shake my head. “We could have this whole thing utterly wrong, you know. We’re figuring it wrong, or we’re missing a clue…”

			“No, we’re right. We have to be.”

			“Nine,” I say. “What could that be, if not the room number? Nine. Nine across…”

			And we say it at the same moment:

			“Nine across!”

			We turn round. Room 10 is almost directly across the hall from room 9.

			Lizzie looks to me. I nod. She knocks. Nothing.

			I try the handle. It’s open.

			We step inside. I put on the light and shut the door. Lizzie drops her sack and starts inspecting. It’s an ordinary hotel room. A large space, with a bedroom and a sitting area, and blackout curtains on the windows.

			It’s neat and clean-smelling, as if it belongs in a different building from the rest of the hotel. The bed is made. There’s nothing on the tables, no books or papers or belongings of any sort. Nothing in the bathroom but an unused bar of soap.

			Again, I start to wonder if we’re in the right place, if we’re here at the right time.

			The door creaks as it opens.
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			Lizzie

			The door opens, creaking like the stairs at the Mutton.

			But no one appears.

			Was it a gust of wind from the hallway? I grab Jakob’s hand, gripping it tightly. A figure emerges and I gasp. What is happening?

			Jakob and I exchange a wide-eyed look.

			The Colonel closes the door. He gestures to the two chairs positioned in the room.

			“Please. Have a seat.”

			We sit. He remains standing. He speaks below a whisper.

			“You will hold any comments while I remind you that you swore an oath to your king. You are bound by the Official Secrets Act. This meeting never happened. I was never here. You were never here. You will never mention anything we discuss. Is that understood?”

			“Yes, sir,” we say in unison.

			“I encouraged you to abandon the search for your mother. Your persistence is admirable, but I feared it might land you in danger. You are both valuable assets to the Park. We can’t have you falling into enemy hands. So I decided to consult my superiors, those with access to information well above my rank. I am here at my own risk.”

			I shoot a glance to Jakob. He sits, frozen.

			“As you know, your mother traveled to Warsaw to assist with the dismantling of the US embassy before the invasion. But unknown to embassy employees, that was not her only goal. She tracked down three Polish mathematicians, crucial figures in our intelligence war. She infiltrated not only the group of Polish code breakers, but also their families. She befriended their wives and helped with their young children. She was subtle and appeared earnest, offering to assist with their evacuation from the city.”

			“She was trying to help them,” I blurt. “And she’s trying to help us. That’s why she summoned us here.”

			“I suggest you brace yourselves. Your mother is not coming today.”

			Jakob’s hand lands upon mine.

			My shoulders curl from the punch to the gut. No. This is not happening. Willa can’t be dead. How will I ever live without her? My eyes well with tears. I love my mother. I don’t want to live without my mother.

			The Colonel clears his throat to continue.
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			Jakob

			“Your suspicions were correct. Your mother…is a spy.”

			My hand covers Lizzie’s, my fingers pressing into the bones.

			“A spy for us,” the Colonel says.

			I hear a gasp—and realize it came from me. Lizzie yanks her hand free and holds it to her mouth.

			The Colonel pulls over a chair. “I dislike repeating myself, and yet I will. I never told you any of this. Is that understood?”

			I tip my head forward in agreement. It’s about all I can manage.

			The Colonel looks to Lizzie. She nods.

			“Here’s what I’ve learned.” He sits down facing us. “We recruited Willa Novis two years ago.”

			“We?” I ask. “Secret Intelligence, you mean? MI6?”

			The Colonel frowns.

			“Sorry,” I say. “No such organization.”

			“Keep your interruptions to a minimum,” he says. “Willa knew that America was not taking the rise of Hitler seriously enough. Not doing enough to prepare for what she saw was an unavoidable war. We became aware of her concerns. We approached her about working with us. She wanted to help fight the Nazis. We offered her an opportunity to do so.”

			“Two years ago,” Lizzie says. “That’s when she started working more at night. Taking extra shifts at the embassy, she told me.”

			“A necessary fiction,” the Colonel says. “Trust me when I say it was time well spent. Time wriggling her way into fascist groups here in Britain. Earning the trust of Nazi sympathizers within the American government—that swine Tyler Kent, for instance.”

			“But not working with him,” Lizzie says, turning to me. “I told you.”

			“You did.”

			The Colonel ignores our aside and continues. “Then we found out—this was August 1939—we found out Willa was going to Warsaw for the American embassy. She arranged that assignment on her own, by the way. Remarkable woman. Well, we asked her to take on a job for us at the same time. We needed her to make contact with three Polish code breakers, to gain their trust, if possible. Her job was to help them escape the Germans. But there was an even more vital aspect to the task.”

			“To destroy evidence of the work the Poles had done,” I say.

			“The shovel…” Lizzie says. “Is that why she needed a shovel?”

			The Colonel raises his hand for silence. “It was absolutely essential that not a trace of the work done by the Polish team be left behind. No documents, no machines, nothing that could tip off the Nazis about their breakthroughs. Willa traveled with the mathematicians on the train from Warsaw. She familiarized herself with the materials they’d brought along. She stuck to her post, even as German bombers targeted the train.”

			“I heard about that from Turing,” I say. “The station was destroyed. The Poles thought she was probably killed.”

			“So did her bosses here in London,” the Colonel says. “American and British alike. As it happens, she was wounded in the attack. Undeterred, bleeding from a gash on her head, she helped load codebreaking equipment into a lorry. She sped east with the priceless cargo, away from the advancing German invasion. When the lorry ran out of petrol somewhere near the Soviet border, she helped dig a deep ditch—and buried the secret machines in an unmarked grave.”

			I look to Lizzie. She’s wide-eyed, frozen. It’s too much to take in.

			“It took her some time,” the Colonel continues, “but your mother made her way back to Britain. By then she was presumed dead. And the decision was made, at the highest levels, to keep her dead. Perhaps you can imagine how valuable such an asset can be to us going forward. An invisible agent. A highly talented woman who happens not to exist.”

			My mouth hangs open. Which question do I ask first?

			“You’ll have a million questions,” the Colonel says. “Don’t ask any of them. But do know this: it would be difficult to imagine a more important task than the one Willa Novis accomplished. Our work at the Park is built on the discoveries of the Poles. If the Germans found out what the Polish mathematicians had accomplished, and adjusted their methods accordingly, it would set us back a year at Bletchley Park. A year we simply do not have.”

			The Colonel checks his watch. “As for contacting you two, leading you to this room. Her idea, I’m told, was to meet you here. To explain all of this herself. This, I’m afraid, was overruled. She pleaded for permission, but to no avail. And so here I am in her place. A poor substitute, I confess.”

			“She wanted to be here,” Lizzie says. “She wanted to see us.”

			“Of course, Novis,” the Colonel tells her. “Don’t carry on about it. We’re all making sacrifices.”

			“So this is one of your secret meeting spots?” I ask. “A safe house?”

			“You read too many novels,” the Colonel says. “This is simply a room in a shabby hotel. Now, look, you won’t see your mother for the duration of the war. She has vital work to do, but you must go on as if she is dead. She died in Poland, in a German bombing, a year ago.” He reaches inside his jacket. “This I can return to you, as her next of kin.”

			He pulls out a dark red booklet. An American passport.

			Lizzie takes it. Her hands are shaking. So are mine, and I’m not holding the thing. She opens the passport to a square photo of our mum.

			Mum’s face…it’s always like this in photos. Serious. Almost stiff at first glance. But look at the eyes. Shining through the paper.

			Ready for adventure.
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				MI6.

				The Poles. Remarkable woman. Wounded.

				Unmarked grave. She was presumed dead.

				And the decision was made, at the highest levels…

				To keep her dead.

			

			The words and phrases orbit around me. I’m sitting in the stuffy hotel room, listening, yet part of me is absent while my brain processes and engages with a conversation all my own.

			Willa is remarkable. Of course she is.

			Willa is not dead. Of course she’s not.

			I look at the passport in my trembling hands. The Colonel’s voice breaches my storm of thoughts.

			“Your expression, Novis. Yes, this is a lot of information,” he says. “But you must file it away now. Our mission remains intact. Do you understand?”

			Jakob and I both nod. I lean in, closer to the Colonel.

			“And from this point forward?” I ask.

			“From this point forward, your response will be that your mother was killed in Poland.”

			“But…to whom can I confide the truth?”

			Jakob turns to me. “With no one. Only me. This is just between us.”

			“But what about Gran, Viola…Colin?” I ask.

			The Colonel’s face deepens a shade. His fingers slowly curl around the globes of his knees. “Hear me well, Novis. You are bound by the Secrets Act. I assured my superiors that you were trustworthy. Do not make me regret my decision.”

			A clattering emerges in the hall. The door opens a crack, accompanied by a lilting voice.

			“ ’Scuse me. Are you the gent who called for tea…or was that room 7?”

			My hands are still shaking. “Oh, tea sounds lovely,” I say.

			A woman pokes through the doorway behind the Colonel, smiling and holding a tray. “Here we are. Just the thing, tea.”

			The Colonel gives a dismissive wave over his shoulder. “Wrong room. I didn’t order tea. Leave us.”

			“Apologies, sir.” She shifts the tray to one arm and out of the corner of my eye, I see movement.

			She snatches my burlap sack.

			The door shuts abruptly.

			My mouth falls open. Jakob gives me a silencing glare.

			Did he just see what I saw?

			The Colonel checks his watch and stands. “I’m running late. Where was I?”

			“Lizzie had asked,” says Jakob, his voice unsteady, “to whom she can confide the truth. What are we to tell our gran? After all, she’s Willa’s mother.”

			“You will tell her what you will tell everyone. That your mother was killed in Poland. From this point forward, Willa Novis is no more. She is dead. Is that understood?”

			I look to Jakob. I feel his knee pressing against mine. We nod.

			“Good. I must leave. We can’t be seen exiting together. Wait here for ten minutes. I expect you back at the Park this evening. We have work to do.”

			He turns to depart, and I jump from my chair. “Wait!” I gently grasp his arm. He looks down at me.

			“Thank you, Colonel. Thank you ever so much.”

			“You’re welcome, Novis.” He pulls from my grasp and slips quietly from the room.

			I lean back against the closed door. I’m positively dizzy. An equal mix of adrenaline and emotion courses through me. I’m elated, illuminated, vindicated, and so much more. Jakob sits, face buried in his hands. I say nothing, just take a few steps and kneel in front of him. After several moments, I softly set my hand upon his knee.

			“She’s not dead,” I finally whisper. “She’s alive, Jakob!”

			“Clearly,” he replies. He lifts his face from his hands. His expression is one of amazement. “You were right.”

			“Thank you. It’s a lovely and virtuous trait, being able to admit that you were wrong. She’s alive. She helped the Poles. She buried Enigmas.”

			His mouth drops open. “Wait, how do you know about Enigma?”

			“I’m sorry, I can’t tell you that. I’m bound by the Secrets Act.” I smile. “So, did you recognize her right away?”

			“Immediately. Didn’t you?”

			“Of course! And she was imitating Viola.” I clear my throat. “ ‘Here we are. Just the thing, tea.’ And did you see? She swiped my sack!”

			I roar with laughter, falling back onto the floor. My brother tries to silence me but realizes it’s no use. He throws his hands in the air and bursts into laughter himself.

			“The Colonel,” whispers Jakob. “Do you think he knew?”

			“Absolutely not!” I breathe. “She needed whatever was in that calendar planner and she was going to get it. But even more so, she wanted to see us, Jakob. And she wanted us to see her. Leave it to Willa to out-six MI6. And quite frankly, I would expect nothing less. Willa is remarkable. Willa is unstoppable. Willa is…our mother.”

			“Indeed,” says Jakob, shaking his head in disbelief. “And, Lizzie, you are so much like her.”

			My hands clap to my chest. “Thank you, Jakob. That is the greatest compliment.”

			I stand, grabbing her passport from the chair. “So, let’s go find her!”
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			Lizzie darts down the hall toward the stairwell. I’m a step behind—and skid to a stop on the carpet.

			Lizzie’s sack sits on the floor by the door of room 10.

			“Jakob, come on!” Lizzie commands, her footsteps pounding the stairs.

			I grab the bag and chase after her.

			We bolt through the lobby and out the door. Lizzie and I turn and look in opposite directions.

			Cars roll down the narrow street. People stroll past on the sidewalk.

			A kid leans on a wall reading a comic book.

			An air raid warden stands on the roof of a building across the street, scanning the sky through binoculars.

			No sign of our mum.

			“We’re too late, Jakob.” Lizzie’s voice cracks a bit. “We missed her.”

			She’s right. And the thing is, we know our mum better than we did this morning. If she doesn’t want us to find her, we’re not going to.

			Lizzie notices the bag in my hand.

			“It was in the hallway,” I say.

			She takes it, looks in. “It’s gone,” she says. Her face glows with admiration. “The calendar is gone!”

			I step closer and look in the bag. Some clothing. A sandwich.

			“What’s this?” Lizzie asks, reaching in. She pulls out a piece of paper and unfolds it. A sheet of Swiss Hotel stationery. A short note, in Mum’s familiar handwriting:

			
				I love you both so much. I miss you & I’m proud of you. Look after each other. When this is all over, we’ll all go for a nice swim.

				PS: Keep watching for new recipes!

			

			Her eyes are teary. So are mine. I take the paper from her hand. I just want to hold it.

			“That’s it,” she says. “We won’t see her again.”

			“For the duration of the war,” I say, repeating the Colonel’s phrase.

			“That could be years.”

			It’s true. There’s no ending in sight. No good ending.

			“But she knows where to find us,” I say. “She’ll be in touch.”

			“The recipes…” Lizzie says, touching the words on the note.

			“The recipes,” I say. “Good old Mrs. Bardell.”
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			We start down the block toward Berrycloth’s car. Which I now notice that I somehow managed to park with one wheel up on the curb. Well, what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.

			Lizzie laughs. “You really did take it!”

			“Had no choice.”

			“I didn’t even know you drove.”

			“Nor did I. Hop in.”

			Air raid sirens wail, blaring from speakers mounted on buildings.

			People on the sidewalks stop and look up, shading their eyes. There’s no panic. It’s been a summer of sirens.

			But they don’t know what I do.

			A uniformed air raid warden starts blowing his whistle, windmilling his arm, directing people toward an open doorway in a stone building. But no one’s in any hurry.

			Another warden calls to drivers: “Clear the streets! Clear the streets!”

			Cars pull to the curb. The road is open, and I’m tempted to jump in the car and make a break for Bletchley. Get back in time for work.

			“Jakob,” Lizzie says.

			“If we can get out of the city, we’ll be fine.”

			“Jakob!”

			She’s looking up. I follow her gaze.

			Black planes, rows and rows of them, high above the city. Arranged in neat formations, almost like pieces on a game board.

			“Take cover!” the wardens yell. “Take cover at once!”

			The sirens rise and fall, mixed now with the metallic grind of engines in the sky.

			Small black dots drop from the planes and fall, tumbling, toward the city.
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			“Run! Take cover!”

			Police whistles shriek as people dash wildly through the streets. Air raid sirens wail. An elderly woman trips and falls. Jakob stops to help her. “Run to the shelter, Lizzie. Now!”

			A woman in a wedding gown races by me, knocking my shoulder. I stand amid the pandemonium, clutching my burlap sack, unable to pull my eyes from the sky.

			They’re here, a sinister swarm of evil black birds. And there are so many of them. Hundreds of them. Black wings everywhere. The engines buzz and grow louder as they flock closer.

			And closer.

			Bombs drop, whistling in descent, then exploding, demolishing their targets. The streets shake and tremble. The sky is on fire.

			The Germans have arrived. Hitler’s wrath is descending.

			We’ve prepared for a year, but somehow they’ve caught us off guard on this bright summer day. Where is our mum? Did she make it to a shelter? What about the Colonel?

			BOOM! A building nearby explodes.

			“LIZZIE!” Jakob grabs my hand as pulverized stone and glass rain down upon us. I begin to cough. I have no gas mask. Flames rise in the distance, licking the sides of buildings. A glowing fog covers the streets. My brother pulls me through an opening in a mountain of sandbags to the entrance of a shelter. We scramble down a dark stairway, smashed within a mass of terrified people. The stairs rumble with tremors beneath our feet as we make it to the bottom.

			We’re in a brick basement. With each explosion, bare bulbs swing from suspended wires overhead, throwing golden casts over the room. People huddle and whisper on quilts and blankets spread across the floor. An air raid warden steps through the crowd, checking on everyone.

			“How long will it last?” I ask.

			Jakob looks at his watch. “This might be a big one, Lizzie. Could go all night.”

			I pull the cloth napkin from my bag and unwrap the apple jam sandwich.

			“You certainly came prepared,” says Jakob.

			“I thought I might be spending the night with Willa. Do you think she got to a shelter?”

			“I hope so.”

			I lean closer to Jakob and whisper, “The work that’s being done at the Park. If we’re successful, we can help fight off these attacks.”

			“That’s the idea.” Jakob nods, his eyes steady with determination.

			An explosion detonates nearby, shaking the basement. A baby cries. Mortar crumbles from the bricks and a hushed group of voices begin a chorus of “God Save the King.”

			I think of the countless lives that will be lost during this one evening alone. Up to this point it’s all felt like a cerebral exercise. A warning. But suddenly, it’s all too real. Children will be orphaned, wives widowed, homes destroyed, and families forever changed. And this is just the beginning. How long will the war last, and how many countries will be affected? I think of our brave young soldiers, so willing to give their lives, and boys like Colin, who are desperate to join them. And what does this feel like for the older men who experienced the first war, followed by the Depression? Is there no reprieve? The magnitude of it presses in on me, overwhelming. I’m so grateful to be with my brother.

			“I’m sorry,” I whisper to Jakob. “I underestimated the importance of your work. And you left it, stole a car, and ran to London to save me.”

			“Borrowed a car,” he corrects as he swallows. He extends the half-eaten sandwich to me. I shake my head and push it back to him. Metal buckets are being used as latrines in the hot shelter. The sounds and smells have quashed my appetite.

			“Dad,” Jakob says. “He was in it too, you know.”

			“In what?”

			He lowers his voice. “The same sort of work as me. As you. Mum, it turns out. All of us. He was part of a group called Room 40, during the First World War. They broke codes, read everything the Germans sent. Dad was one of the great minds, Dilly Knox said.”

			I lie back on the blanket, thinking about our family. Our father was a cryptanalyst?

			The explosions creep closer. Another bomb detonates, shaking the basement.

			Is Bletchley also under attack? Yes, I want to be independent, but there are times in life when we should never be alone. This is one of those times. I reach for my brother’s hand. He clasps mine tight.
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			We climb the shelter stairs and step out into a different city.

			The bombs fell all night and dark smoke now drifts over the Thames. The morning air is sharp with the tang of burning wood, rubber, paint, sugar—whatever was in those warehouses along the river. Groups of people stagger away from the waterfront holding armfuls of clothing, pushing prams piled with wireless sets, clocks, books, dolls.

			This is our city. It’s always been our home. I want to stay and help, and I’m sure Lizzie feels the same. But we can do a lot more good from the Park.

			We start down Old Compton Street toward Berrycloth’s car. Kids play in the street, shouting with excitement. A confusing sight on such a somber morning. Until I see it.

			An airplane.

			Or the pieces of a plane, hunks of metal wreckage scattered along the road and sidewalk. Kids argue over souvenirs. A boy sprints past with what looks like part of a propeller.

			One end of a wing rests on the roof of a car, the other end on the pavement. Painted on the wing is the black-and-white cross of the Luftwaffe.

			“Messerschmitt Bf 109,” a kid says.

			Another adds, “Top speed of over three hundred and twenty miles per hour!”

			A policeman stands watching the scene. “Pilot bailed out,” he tells us. “We nabbed him in Regent’s Park. Not a scratch on him, the lucky devil.”

			A girl darts past holding a license plate. The letters and numbers look familiar.

			Fighter planes don’t have license plates.

			Lizzie says, “Isn’t that from…?”

			“Berrycloth’s car!”

			We run forward. Kids are in and around the car. One is attempting to pull off the driver’s-side mirror, which hangs like a broken limb.

			“Hey, leave that!” I shout.

			The kids dash off, laughing, clutching prizes.

			Lizzie and I walk around the car. Berrycloth’s precious motorcar. It must have been hit by falling wreckage. It’s dented all over. The headlights are smashed. The windshield is simply gone.

			“Not too bad,” Lizzie says. “Maybe he won’t notice.”

			Once again in a terrible moment, my sister makes me laugh.

			I open the driver’s-side door and brush glass off the seats. I get in and push the ignition button. The engine starts right up.

			Lizzie opens the passenger-side door.

			It falls off.

			She shrugs, gets in, and looks to me. “Let’s go.”

			“Right,” I say. “Let’s get back to work.”
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			Hitler’s bombers have been back every night since that first big raid two months ago. They’ve killed thousands, pounding London and other cities—Liverpool, Birmingham, Manchester, Southampton. London remains the bull’s-eye of the Blitz, as newspapers are calling it.

			But if Hitler was hoping to break our spirit, to sow panic and despair, he must be sadly disappointed.

			Londoners emerge at daylight, sweep the rubble from their doorways, and go about their day. Shopkeepers hang handwritten Business as Usual signs over their broken windows. If a block’s been roped off because there’s an unexploded bomb buried in the street, people just go round another way. Churchill vows the government won’t leave London. He goes out often to survey the damage, standing with people who’ve lost their homes, crying with them.

			“We can take it,” he growls, waving his walking cane. “We can take it!”

			It’s clear now that the Luftwaffe has failed to knock out the RAF. And with weather getting worse in the Channel, the papers are starting to speculate that maybe the German invasion isn’t coming this year.

			Actually, I know a bit more than the newspapers.

			In the middle of September, Hut 6 started picking up a change of tone in Luftwaffe Enigma messages. Key elements of the invasion—moving ships into forward positions, for instance, and canceling leaves for soldiers—kept getting postponed. On the morning of October twelfth we heard the usual call from the Decoding Room:

			“It’s coming out!”

			We’d been breaking Enigma every day. We didn’t necessarily rush down the hall every time we heard those magic words.

			Then the operator shouted: “Direct orders from Hitler!”

			That did it.

			I ran to the Decoding Room with Beryl and John. Welchman was already there, leaning over a clattering Typex machine, reading the strip of tape as the operator typed. The other operators had stopped their work and turned to watch. Curious code breakers crowded into the doorway.

			“Lack of air superiority over the Channel,” Welchman read aloud, translating the German on the fly. “Weather conditions…What’s that word?”

			The woman operating the machine leaned forward to help. “Deteriorating.”

			“Weather conditions deteriorating…”

			The keys clacked as the operator typed in more of the cipher.

			Welchman read: “Sea Lion…”

			He tore the tape from the machine and read it to himself.

			Everyone pressed in closer.

			Welchman cleared his throat. “Sea Lion postponed until spring.”

			No one spoke. I’m not certain anyone breathed.

			“We’ve won,” Welchman said softly. “For this year, at the very least,” he said a bit louder, “we’ve won the Battle of Britain.”

			A long silence. Then handshakes and backslaps—but no eruption into cheers. I suppose we were all thinking of those pilots, what they’d given to get us here. All the fighting yet to come.

			Still, it was the biggest news of the war. I had two thoughts right away:

			
					
					Now we have most definitely punched Hitler in the mouth.

				

					
					I can’t tell Lizzie. But so what? It’s Lizzie. She’ll figure it out.
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			I button up my jacket as I walk down the dirt lane toward the Park. It’s a crisp autumn evening, with a sky full of stars. As I approach the front gate, a figure steps from the dark guard’s hut, his faint torch angled down.

			It’s Reg. Good. I’ve got something for him.

			“Novis,” he says.

			“Ribchester,” I reply. “Did you finish?”

			He nods. We step into the tiny hut. He grabs a sheet of paper, shines his torch on it. The sheet is filled with trigonometry problems in my handwriting and answers in his. Attempts at answers.

			“Good, much better,” I say. “You’ll be ready for that technician’s exam in no time. But you’re still mixing up your sine and cosine.”

			“It’s bloody puzzling.”

			“Just takes practice.” I pull a new sheet from my jacket pocket. “Try these.”

			“Thanks, Novis.”

			He looks as if he might want to say something more. Maybe next time.

			I walk past the dark mansion toward Hut 6.

			Welchman stands outside the hut, an unlit pipe in his mouth. He nods to my Tigers cap as I walk up. “How’d your boys do this year?”

			“Made the World Series,” I say. “But lost to the blasted Reds.”

			“Get ’em next year.”

			“Maybe not,” I say. “Hank Greenberg just registered for the draft, one of the first big leaguers to do it.”

			Welchman nods. “Take all the help we can get,” he says. “Good hunting tonight, Novis.”

			I go down the hall to our little room. John and Beryl are already there. A mug of lukewarm coffee sits on my desk. Soon we hear the sound of motorcycle couriers zipping into the Park. The day’s Enigma messages start coming in batches, and we get to work hunting cribs for Turing’s machine.

			The bombe is really working now. More are being manufactured, and they’re going to allow us to attack multiple Enigma networks much more quickly. The next big hurdle will be Germany’s naval Enigma, which has four rotors and fiendishly complex procedures. Turing has taken the lead on that challenge. He’ll crack it, if anyone can.

			It’s a quiet night at Bletchley Park. Until the German bomber finds us.
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			In the morning, I walk over to the stable yard to check on Nigel. Skevington is out in front of the pigeon loft, working on his van’s engine. I climb the loft ladder. Nigel’s up there, filling the birds’ water bowls.

			“Quite the racket last night,” I say.

			Nigel looks up from his work. “Is everyone all right?”

			“Yes, fine. One bomb hit Elmers School, and another landed in the school’s lawn. Two hit inside the Park. Broke a few windows in Hut 4, nothing worse.”

			“But that means they’ve found us,” Nigel says.

			“It’s frightening, I know.”

			“It means they’ll be back.”

			“Not necessarily,” I say. “It was just one plane. Most likely the pilot couldn’t find his real target and just unloaded his bombs before heading home.”

			Nigel shrugs, not particularly comforted. He dips his water can into the bucket by the ladder.

			I sit down on the straw. “I bet you think I forgot about it,” I say. “The silver.”

			“Didn’t you?”

			“Yes.” I pull a folded piece of paper from my pocket. “But then I found this.” I unfold the paper and read:

			
				We lie behind walls,

				but under no roof.

				Make all the right turns,

				and left ones too.

				And there we rest,

				beneath your shoe.

			

			“It’s a clever riddle, Nigel,” I say. “No roof, green walls, right and left turns…The hedge maze!”

			“Right,” he says.

			“Buried in the center?”

			“Right.”

			“But the hedge maze is…”

			“I know.”

			When Nigel’s done feeding the birds we walk over to where the maze used to be. Crews are adding brick walls around the new huts. It’s hard to say exactly where the center of the maze was. It looks as if it must be under Hut 10.

			Nigel says, “I guess you’d better tell Turing.”

			“Me! You’re the one who moved his silver.”

			“But I don’t know him. It would be better coming from you.”

			“What am I supposed to say?”

			“I don’t know,” he says. “Just tell the truth, I guess.”

			“Can you picture that?” I ask. “Look here, Turing, old sport, you won’t believe it, but remember that silver you buried in the woods?”

			Nigel lets out a little laugh.

			“I’ll work on it,” I say. “How about a game of chess?”

			He nods. We walk together back toward the pigeon loft.
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			Lizzie

			My little desk is tucked against a wall in the corner of the Colonel’s office. Who needs a window when I can look upon Peter Rabbit and his friends playing in the garden wallpaper? It was my idea to share an office. And for the past two months, it’s worked splendidly. As long as I don’t chatter too much, the Colonel enjoys having an assistant.

			I scan through the mail and timetables in front of me. The Colonel steps over and hands me a card. “From the index, please.”

			“Certainly. Are you prepared for your meeting with Commander Bradley? I left two new memos and a map on your desk. You’ll want to take them with you. The position of the Italians in Greece is interesting.”

			He stretches, yawning. “Thank you. I’ll head to Bradley’s office now.”

			“Might I ask a favor, sir? I’d like to make a phone call.”

			“Keep it brief.” He exits and closes the door.

			I make myself comfortable at the Colonel’s desk and lift the heavy black phone receiver. I wait for the operator.

			“Yes, hello. I’d like to place a person-to-person call to Cleveland, Ohio, the United States of America, please.”

			While waiting and being transferred through several operators, I organize the stacks of papers and files on the Colonel’s desk. After a lengthy wait, the operator’s voice reappears.

			“I’ll connect you now.”

			A series of clicks and a voice emerges. “Lizzie? Is that you, Lizzie?”

			“Hello, Marion! Indeed it is me. The Colonel allowed me to make a phone call.”

			“Goodness, does he know you’re calling all the way to America?”

			“Oh, I guess I didn’t mention that. We’ll be brief. Quick, tell me everything!”

			“First, I’m so very sorry about Willa. My dear Lizzie, I can’t imagine how distraught you must be. How are you managing?”

			“I’m doing the best that I can. I’m trying to keep busy with work and find comfort that the investigation is closed. And I have good news. Viola has arrived! It’s ever so comforting to have her here with me. How is Gran?”

			“Gran is full of energy. And also full of forgiveness. She righted your photos and displayed many of you and Jakob during your mother’s funeral. Nearly five hundred people attended, followed by a catered reception at the mansion with two dozen butlers.”

			I pull a silent breath. They had a funeral. No one suspects the truth.

			“Mr. Fleetwood was in attendance. He’s using a walking stick now because he’s recovering from bunion surgery. But overall, Gran seems rejuvenated by the attention and my constant company. I believe she likes having a ward. I daresay, Lizzie, your gran may have suffered from loneliness. But I’m so delighted because Gran is bringing my sister to join us!”

			“She’s leaving Lone Cabbage?”

			“Yes! Gran says the sun of Florida is bad for the skin, which of course sounds ridiculous. But she also says there are preferable marriage matches here in Cleveland. My sister will board something called a Greyhound that will bring her north. Oh, Lizzie, I’m positively giddy with glee. And I’m so grateful to you for allowing me to come in your place. You are the dearest and most generous friend, and I am forever in your debt. Now please, give me your news.”

			“Well, as you know, I can’t say too much about work. But perhaps you’ve heard that Ambassador Kennedy was removed from his post. The room at the Mutton is all my own now.”

			“And I must ask…what news of Simon?”

			A deep ache presses against my chest. My voice softens. “A letter arrived a month ago, declaring Simon officially missing in action.”

			“Oh, Lizzie. I’m terribly sorry. How is Colin?”

			“Stoic but hurting, of course. We all are. But we refuse to surrender our hope. Just yesterday we heard of two downed pilots who were discovered in a burn unit. We’re awaiting their identity. So, we’ve been trying to comfort each other and remember that those who are gone are not necessarily lost.”

			“Sharing your grief. Wonderfully bonding,” says Marion.

			“Indeed. But now I must get back to work. Letters are lovely, of course, but it’s been absolutely invigorating to hear your voice and feel your happiness. Sending you all my love, dear Marion. And do give my love to Gran!”

			“I will. And, Lizzie—thank you again. For everything.”

			“Of course.” I smile. “Bye for now, Marion.”

			The line clicks. I hang up the phone, filled with a quiet gladness.

			Friends are like family. And sometimes the families we build are just as strong as those we’re born into.

		


		
			93

			• • •

			Jakob

			We march at a fast clip out to Willen Lake and start down the waterside path. Real rifles at our shoulders now, heavy Enfields left from the last war. Major Tooth leads the way and we’re all just trying to keep up. Turing and Welchman are up front. The chess masters march to my left, Colin and John to my right. I’m proud to say there’s a lot less panting and wheezing than when our Home Guard unit first formed.

			After training I walk out to Berrycloth’s. Home, such as it is.

			Berrycloth’s beloved motorcar sits out front, a bit worse for wear. His reaction when I first brought it limping back from London…well, there was a fair amount of yelling. Turns out his insurance will pay for the repairs, though it’s impossible to get parts right now, with factories churning out Hurricanes and Spitfires, Blenheims and Wellingtons. Colin fixed what he could. The rest will have to wait.

			I step inside and hear the man of the house typing away in his study. It’s like an entirely new home—fresh air, fewer piles, shiny tables. Viola turned up at Bletchley a few weeks ago, and she’s been working at Berrycloth’s house a few mornings a week. She’d heard the “official” story of Mum’s death and rushed here to be with Lizzie and me. How’d she find out where we live? I’m guessing Gran had something to do with that.

			I take a few apples from a bowl in Berrycloth’s spotless kitchen. Grab my swim trunks and a magazine from my room, stuff everything into a canvas bag, and head out the door.
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			Beryl is already at my square pond. She sits on a blanket on the grass, wrapped in a thick sweater, doing a newspaper crossword.

			She looks up as I arrive. “Bit chilly for a swim.”

			“You’re right,” I say. “Very bad for the gallbladder.”

			It’s a postcard late autumn day, sunny and cool. Glittering ripples on the water and the leaves on the trees gone orange and gold. I put my apples beside the bread and cheese Beryl brought and settle in with my new issue of Spicy Detective.

			A few minutes later a car drives up with my old friend Mr. Digby at the wheel. The passenger door opens. Jarvis gets out. He’s got the hat, the overcoat—the whole scarecrow getup. Haven’t seen him since before my day in London with Lizzie.

			“Novis!” he calls. “I was told I’d find you here.”

			I set down my magazine. “You mean you’re not here for the bird-watching?”

			“If only,” he says, gazing at the woods with real longing. “A bit busy for that. I wanted a word.”

			I get up and walk over. He puts a hand on my shoulder.

			“Listen,” he says, “I learned the truth about Willa.”

			I flinch. He notices, of course.

			“An upsetting subject, I understand,” he says. “Your boss put me in the picture. How your mother died in Poland, killed in a bombing raid on a train station near the Soviet border.”

			Just as I let myself exhale, Jarvis flashes that toothy smile.

			“That’s the story, anyway,” he says.

			“It’s the story they told me,” I say.

			“And those coded notes you and your sister received at the Shoulder of Mutton? That was all some sort of misunderstanding?”

			“Apparently. Mr. Jarvis, the case is settled. I thought you were here to apologize.”

			“For doing my job? Not likely.” He reaches out his hand. “Anyway, my condolences. Just wanted you to know I was thinking of you and Elizabeth.”

			“I’ll give her the message,” I say, already looking forward to acting out the whole scene for Lizzie tonight at the Mutton.

			Jarvis walks back to the car and drives off.

			Beryl looks up from her crossword. “Friend of yours?”

			“Not really,” I say. “I’m quite glad to see the back of him.”

			She waits, curious to hear more.

			“Long story,” I say. But I don’t offer to tell it.

			“Jakob Novis,” Beryl says, smiling. “Man of mystery.”

			I suppose I can live with that.

			John walks up, bottles clinking in his backpack as he sits on the blanket. He tears off a hunk of bread and starts chewing. Beryl goes back to her crossword.

			I look out at the square pond. The water looks so nice. What would Mum do? It’s not even a question. I stand, pulling off my jacket.

			I don’t care how cold it is. I’m jumping in.
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			Leaves flutter, abandoning their trees as I exit the Park. The evening is soft, patiently waiting for darkness and the stars to appear. Sitting beneath a large oak tree outside the gates is Colin. He wears a thick scarf and appears engrossed in a book.

			“Good evening, Colin! What are you reading?”

			He holds up what looks like a textbook. “Aviation mechanics.” He gets to his feet and tucks the book under his arm. “Thought I might walk you back, if that’s okay.”

			“Yes, I’d love that.” We fall easily into step. “So, the book finally arrived?”

			“In today’s post. I might not be able to serve on the front lines, but I figure in a year they might let me work on Spitfires. Can’t help but wonder how many are shot down and how many ditch because of mechanical failure.”

			“What a wonderful way to serve, Colin.”

			The comfy scent of evening chimney fires mingles with the autumn air as we walk back to the Mutton. A train whistle blows in the distance and a crisp breeze lifts the ends of my hair.

			“Want to hear a secret?” asks Colin.

			“Of course.”

			“I think Berrycloth’s sweet on Viola.”

			“What?”

			“Yep. Every morning after breakfast they sit in a corner, huddled close over a notebook, whispering. They laugh a lot and even have pet names for each other.”

			“No!”

			“Honest. They call each other ‘Mr. Bardell’ and ‘Mrs. Bardell.’ ”

			“Wait. Bardell?”

			“Yep. And Berrycloth giggles like a schoolgirl. It’s fine by me. At least he’s stopped whining about his car being demolished or his hat going missing.” Colin shoots me a look and we both laugh.

			We walk on together, silent for a few moments as the evening sun dips toward the horizon.

			“Well, actually,” I say, “I’ve got a secret too.”

			“Oh yeah? What’s that?”

			“You were so brave in your pronouncements before I left for London. And I said nothing. I was entirely overwhelmed with the task at hand. It was terribly unfair of me. And when I returned, we were navigating the news of both Willa and Simon, and it didn’t feel right to burden you with my thoughts. But I think the time is right now.” I stop and turn to face him.

			The cool autumn air has brought a glow to his cheeks. His eyes glint with curiosity. He looks quite handsome.

			“I must announce that I have a crush on you, Colin Tilbury. A big, mad crush.”

			He tries to contain a smile. “Aw, that’s no secret.”

			“It’s not?”

			“No! I knew you liked me the first night you stepped into the pub. You were talking all straightforward like, reprimanding me for asking about your trunk.”

			“I certainly didn’t know then that I liked you.”

			Colin shrugs. “Well, I did. Mechanics, we just know things, like when something’s loose or an engine’s about to overheat.”

			“How interesting. I just knew that every time I was around you, I felt so odd.”

			“Yeah, like in the closet in London.”

			“Exactly! Thank you for understanding. I’ve never had a crush. What happens now?”

			“Well, I’ve never had a crush either, but I imagine we’ll just be better friends now.”

			“And perhaps hold hands from time to time?” I reach out to him.

			A grin tugs at the edge of his mouth, quickly becoming a smile. He adjusts his cap and takes my hand. We make our way back to the Mutton. I feel lighter yet somehow a bit warmer after unburdening my heart. Yes, I can feel it. We’re even better friends now.
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			The Mutton bustles with the usual evening activity. Mrs. Tilbury scuttles by carrying a large tray of bowls. She does her best to remain cheerful. “Hello, my ducks. Goulash tonight. Colin, there’s another tray in the kitchen. Be a luv and bring it out.”

			Viola ambles close behind, carrying two pitchers. Her favorite ruffled apron pulls across her squat frame. Her cheeks are pinked and her gray hair is pinned up, with ringlets descending like holiday tinsel. She looks at Colin then gives me a wink. “Good evening, my Lizzie! How’s my favorite axe murderer?”

			Colin smiles as he heads toward the kitchen. “Sorry, Viola, she’s my favorite axe murderer now.”

			Viola’s eyes widen. She gives me a nudge as Colin disappears. “Oh my. I expect a full report after dinner, my dearie.”

			Beryl and Nigel stand behind Jakob, who’s playing John in a last round of chess before their evening shift at the Park. Berrycloth sits at his resident stool, his cheeks flushed with ale and courtship. He pounds on the bar, commanding attention.

			“Mr. Tooth has informed me that it appears that Franklin D. Roosevelt has won a third term as US president, carrying thirty-eight of the forty-eight states of America. Let us hope that he sees the error of his ways and will soon join us in the fight to save humanity from evil. But until then, how proud and grateful I am to every British citizen, young and old, who is doing their part, in whatever way they can, to serve our homeland—especially those who have given their life in the process. Who knows what the future holds, but we shall endure it together.”

			Mr. Berrycloth pans the room as he speaks, addressing all of us. “I’d like to raise a glass to our soldiers, our mothers and fathers, our young men and women, our Home Guard, and those who fought in the Great War. And to the RAF and Mr. Simon Tilbury. As Churchill so aptly said, ‘Never in the field of human conflict was so much owed…by so many…to so few.’ ”

			A chorus of “Hear! Hear!” fills the room.

			Mr. Berrycloth’s toast gives me a lovely feeling of gratitude.

			I make my way over to watch Jakob beat John at chess. Viola brings them a cup of tea. “Here we are. Just the thing, tea,” she says.

			Jakob’s eyes cut to me and we share a smile.

			I look around the small candlelit pub, breathing in the kindred atmosphere. Yes, I miss my father, and of course I will miss Willa during this war. But we must all do our part. And the work at Bletchley Park is sure to impact the course of the war and the future.

			Dad was a cryptanalyst. Mum is a spy. Jakob is a code breaker. I am an investigator.

			Our house—the Novis family—we are great pretenders and defenders.

			We’re a Secrets Act all our own.

		


		
			Historical Note

			The Bletchley Riddle is a novel—but it’s based on the real history of Bletchley Park, Britain’s top-secret World War II codebreaking center. The teams at Bletchley cracked German codes and ciphers throughout the war, and historians estimate that this remarkable work shortened the war in Europe by as much as two years.

			Could people like Jakob and Lizzie have worked at Bletchley Park? Absolutely. The Government Code and Cypher School recruited young mathematics students. Messengers as young as fourteen really did run from hut to hut with vital intelligence. As for Colin and Nigel—the town of Bletchley did have an inn called the Shoulder of Mutton (how could we not use that detail?) and a family, with children, really did live in a cottage inside the gates of Bletchley Park.

			In addition to the adventures of our fictional characters, it was important to us to feature the contributions of at least a few of the real-life code breakers, such as Alan Turing, Gordon Welchman, and Dilly Knox. A Cambridge student named John Herivel, just twenty-one at the time, had the insight—while half-asleep in a chair—that careless Enigma operators might be giving away the machine’s ring settings. This was the inspiration for the breakthrough in Chapter 45 of our book.

			While Beryl is not based on any specific person, there were many women among the Park’s top code breakers, including Mavis Batey and Margaret Rock. Women were messengers and librarians, machine operators and translators. As the Park brought in more and more of Turing’s bombe machines, the complex contraptions were run almost entirely by crews of young women. By the end of the war, women made up seventy-five percent of the staff of Bletchley Park.

			Tyler Kent was a real spy. Kent worked as a cipher clerk at the US embassy in London, where he stole secret documents and shared them with fellow Nazi sympathizers. After his arrest and conviction, he was imprisoned in Britain and deported to the United States in 1945.

			One of our top priorities was to highlight another true story—the heroic and little-known work of Polish code breakers in the years leading up to World War II. Throughout the 1930s, Marian Rejewski, Henryk Zygalski, and Jerzy Różycki attacked Enigma relentlessly, making key breakthroughs that were shared—as described in Chapter 73—with the British and French right before the fighting began. Details of the Polish team’s harrowing escape from Warsaw as the Germans invaded are based on recollections of the code breakers and their wives.

			Willa is our own creation, as is her secret mission to Poland in the late summer of 1939, though it is true the US packed up and evacuated its embassy in Warsaw at that time and that a group of American women fled in an embassy vehicle. And it’s true that when the train carrying Polish code breakers and their Enigma equipment was bombed, teams loaded the priceless material into trucks and buried it somewhere along the border of Poland and Ukraine. As far as historians know, it has never been found.

			And speaking of burying things—yes, Alan Turing really did invest his savings in silver ingots, carry them in a baby carriage into the woods, and bury them near the village of Shenley. Turing made notes about the location of the silver and enciphered them—but when he returned to the spot after the war, he was unable to find the treasure. We invented the bit about Nigel moving the bars of silver. Where is it now? No one knows, but it must still be out there somewhere!

			The work done at Bletchley Park remained top secret for decades after World War II. Everyone at the Park really did sign the Official Secrets Act—and no one talked, not even to their spouses or family members. Winston Churchill referred to the hidden heroes of Bletchley as “the geese that laid the golden eggs and never cackled.” Finally, in the 1970s, the British government began allowing Bletchley veterans to tell their stories. Many did, and these first-hand accounts were an invaluable source for this book. Some refused to talk; they’d vowed to keep the secret for life and did just that.

			The good news is, there are now shelves of books about the history of Bletchley Park. You can visit the Park, tour the mansion and huts, walk around the lake and grounds. We’ve only told a tiny part of the story. As always with history, there’s so much more to explore and uncover.
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It Will Take Only
Five MINUTES

—Says Mrs. Bardell

E wouldn’t be human if we

didn’t get tired of our jobs

sometimes, so let’s be sym-

pathetic with the home-
maker who has an occasional day, when
lengthy cooking operations appal and
her one aim is to get gut of the Kitchen
as quickly as possible.

Of coyrse, no woman with a hus-
band and family to cook for can escape
entirely fyom food preparation, but at
least she can, on occasion, give her task
the minimum of time and thus make
sure of a few hours of freedom from
domestic chores, Here, for instance, is
a tasty and nourishing dinner dish that
men appreciate, and ig will take only
five minutes to prepare, provided you
boil sufficient potatoes the day before
w have some left over.

Ingredients: 8oz corned beef, 8oz
boiled potatoes, 10z margarine, salt
and pepper, a little chopped onion, 2
teaspoonfuls chopped chutney, un-
sweetened tinned milk.

Mash thg potatoes with the mar-
garine and Seasoning, add the cut-up
meat, onion, chutney, and moisten with
the milk.

Beat all over the fife until the mix-
wre is light and creamy, and serve very
hot.

Hasty Pudding

The kiddies will enjoy this light pud-
ding, I you haven’t twg eggs available,
use one and a litele milk.

Ingredients: 3 tablesps. flour, 3 des-
sertsps. sugar, 1 dessertsp. baking
powder, 2 eggs, jam.

Mix sugar, flour, and baking powder
and add the beaten eggs. Spread mix-
wre on a greased baking tin and bake
for five minytes in a hot oven.

Cover with a thin Jayer of jam, roll
up and serve with custard.

Stuffed Rolls

Any oddments of cooked foodsin the
larder can be used for stuffing rolls with
asavoury filling.

Minced meat blended with cooked
rice or mashed potato and a little good
gravy; sweet corn mixed with choppeq
hard-boiled eggs and a little savoury

MIDGE :

Quickly prepared and tasty are eggs cooked this way. Break them
intowell-greased scallop shells or individual fireproof dishes, season

10 taste, then sprinkle with grated cheese and bake
g white is set and the cheese a golden brown.

until the

white sauce or unsweetened tinned
milk; mixed cooked vegetables with
gravy or tomato sauce, and a host of
other oddments.

Be sure to season well. A litde
chopped chutney, celery salt, a dust
of curry powder, all help to make the
stuffing appetizing.

Here's a tasty supper made with 6

dinner rolls, 1 pint milk, 3 eggs, 30z
grated cheese, 20z. breaderumbs, Toz.
butter or margarine, 1 cupful cooked or
tinned peas, 2 plain boiled carrots, salt,
pepper and chopped parsley.
* Cut the tops off the olls and scoop
out the centres. Beat gne egg with the
milk and soak the prepared cases in
this mixture before putting them in the
oven to crisp and turn a golden brown
colour.

Fry diced carrots and peas with
seasoning and chopped parsley in the
bytter and mix with the remaining two
eggs, hard boileg and chopped small.

Pack the mixture intg the cases,
brush each over with the remaining
beaten egg and milk mixture, sprinkle
sieved breadcrumbs on top and cover
with grated cheese. Brown under a hot
grill.

Sour Milk Scones

This will give you an opportunity of
using up lefover milk that has tumed

in a moderate oven

little milk or beaten egg if you can
spare it.

Cherry Buns

You can make these appetizing little
buns in the morning when friends are
coming for tea.

Ingredients: 6oz, plain flour, %
teasp. baking powder, 207 ground
tice, 207, butter, 207. sugar, 207. glacé
cherries, 1 egg, a little milk.

Rub butter into flour and ground
rice, add sugar and cherries cut small,
reserving a few for garnish. Add

Save Time

Recipes for

Sunny Days

1 beaten egg, milk and baking powder
and mix smooth.

Divide into greased patty tins, put
half a cherry on top of each and bake
for seven to ten minutesin a hot oven—

Mark 7.
Buck Rarebit

Made nicely, this tasty snack well
deserves ts popularity.

Ingredients: 2 tablesp.  grated
cheese, 1 dessertsp. top milk, 1 egg,
salt, pepper and mustard, a round of
hot buttered oast.

Put cheese, milk and seasoning in
pan and cook until smooth and hot
Pour over hot buttered toast and brown
under the grill. Set a poached egg on
top and serve immediately.

These quantities are for one person
The quantities can easily be increased
as required.

Fish Snack

You can vary this scrambled egg mix-
ture by using a skinned tomato in place
of the fish, in which case you would
season with salt and pepper instead of
anchovy.

Ingredients: 2 eggs, 1 tablesp. milk,
%oz butter, anchovy essence (o season,
1 tablesp. cooked, flaked fish, pepper,
hot buttered oast.

Whisk the eggs, add the milk and a
drop or two of anchovy and stir in the
flaked fish and pepper.

Melt butter in a saucepan, add the
mixture and stir over gentle heat unil
thick without boiling. Dish on hot, but-
tered toast and serve at once.

W i

CAMPING in

Camp tidied, they enjoy a quiet hour

F you are unable to take the children
only fora

—-——\\r

the GARDEN

Way to make the
holidays fly!

tent, which becomes rather stuffy in
warm weather.

Let them have a bath of water for
“sport” once a day if the weather is
kind. Itis a healthy treat for them and
causes keen delight. Bathing costumes
should be worn.

If they cook their own fooy
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Atend o
Inner Cleanliness first if you
want to start each day, bright,
clear-headed and fit. And re-
member, for deepdown Inner
Cleanliness take Andrews Liver
Salt. Each sparkling glass of
Andrews cleanses the entire
system, leaving you refreshed,
cooled, invigorated. First, An-
drews cleans the tongue. Then
it settles the stomach, corrects
acidity and indigestion, and
keeps the breath sweet. As An-
drews goes on its purifying way,
it tones up the liver and chec
biliousness. And finally — to
make your Inner Cleanliness

complete—Andrews gently clears
the bowels, sweeping away those
body-heating impurities that im-
poverish your blood and sap your
energy

Only Andrews—the delicioys In-
ner Cleanliness Health Drink—
can do all this for you. So take it
regularly. Tt will gradually correct
constipation and the same dose
always answers. Get a tin to-day.
4075, 9d, g 075, 1/4.

“Just a litde testimony o the almost im-
mediate benefit I have derived from An-
drews Liver Salt. Since | started taking
it 1 have lost all constipation and bilious-
ness, and wake up in the moming fe
ing one hundred per cent. better. I shall
never be without Andrews.” A.S., Sheffield.

For Inner Cleanliness be regular with your

tin
B
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