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Chapter 11. Sweatshop
Inhabiting the mysterious stratum between consciousness and dreams
can be a serene experience—if you’re lying between silk sheets in a Tus-
can villa on the sea with visions of sunning, lunching, and dancing. But
when in your dream your head is a large unshelled pecan in the jaws of
a nutcracker, but you know there are three big, angry Germans awaiting
you in the land of the living, now that’s a dilemma of the first order.

When my eyes opened the hood was off. The room was dim, im-
mense, industrial. The windows were mostly boarded or painted, al-
though thin stilettos of light shone through their various cracks. The air
was hot and still, but I could hear the muffled sounds of motors coming
from somewhere outside. I was sitting on the dusty brick-laid floor, my
back against a metal pole and my hands bound behind it by manacles.
My coat had been removed, but my shirt was soaked with perspiration
nonetheless. Debris and defunct machinery littered the place—another
abandoned building, a factory. But where?

“Shriver! Er ist wach,” a thick voice said behind me. He’s awake. There
was shuffling and heavy steps until two of my captors circled around in
front of me. I could discern no indications of the third man. I recalled
both of their faces from Nice. Both were blond and strapping lads, but
one of them had an almost Neanderthal skull, and when he spoke again
he told me his partner was Shriver. “Soll ich ihn aufstehen?” he asked
Shriver.

Like me, they had shed their jackets and were sweating profusely in
the oppressive setting. I supposed that this would only make their dispo-
sitions worse, and my situation even more tenuous.

Shriver nodded, and Neanderthal—I decided to call him
Steinkopf—walked over and yanked me easily to my feet and spun me
around the pole to where they had been before.

In front of me now were three wooden chairs and a large workbench.
Two of the chairs held the Germans’ jackets. Five empty bottles of Peroni
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lay nearby, along with several cigarette butts, one still lit and no doubt
tossed down when it was discovered I was awake. A closer examination
of the bench showed that I had been completely disarmed—my coat, the
knife, the Pieper Bayard pistol, and my disguise were on proud display.

“English, not French,” Shriver said sarcastically as he walked in front
of me and stepped very close. He waved the forged Jacques Gagneux
passport and newspaper identification card. “What is your name?”

I stared back at him silently. My thumb had located the name
stamped into the handcuffs—CLEJUSO, of course. They were well
made, and would never give easily. Even the acid-dispensing cuff links
had been taken, damn them.

“Name?” he demanded again. I stood my ground, which simply
earned me an open-handed smack on the side of the head from Steinkopf
and a field of dancing stars in front of me. When things cleared up, I saw
that Shriver had pulled a pistol and was pointing it at me.

“Nein!” a voice called from our right.
I recognized it as the gunman’s in front of La Stampa. All three of

us looked. He approached us from a stairwell, carrying my section W
briefcase. He had searched my room thoroughly but missed the umbrel-
la, hiding in plain sight as it were. For a moment I blamed Claude for giv-
ing up my hotel address but then realized the Germans must have started
following me earlier. But how much earlier?

“I am Hummel,” he said simply. His English was clear with less accent
than the others. He put the briefcase on the table next to my other things
and walked slowly up to us. First he pushed Shriver’s arm down. “I know
who you are—Fullerstone’s lackey. So we’ll dispense with the preliminary
deceptions. We know that he is funded by the British government and
that his foppish lifestyle is a ruse for the simple English mind. You’re an
unwitting pawn, Mr. Malmon, within Fullerstone’s international gambit.
But his strategy is about to fail.”

I managed to avoid smiling, barely. This was exactly the game that
the original C and his successor had played against our enemies, this nar-
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rative story sent out in so many tendrils of false communication. It went
like this. Sir John Fullerstone was the brave and heroic airman who’d
been recruited into the SIS intelligence at the end of the war and turned
into a ruthless and deadly instrument of British clandestine intrigue. To
conceal his true identity as a master spy, he hides behind the façade of the
energetic but dull do-gooder, pressing into service the loyal and hapless
Harvey Malmon. That was the deception put out to our rival spy agen-
cies, and these arrogant German fools had bought it. They’d no doubt be
looking to intimidate me, poor Malmon, into turning traitor.

“We’re not after you,” Hummel said. “It’s your boss, the agent who
sent you in harm’s way, that we want. But we require your help.”

I let my facial muscles relax slowly so that my countenance melted
from stony defiance, to doubt, to grave concern, and finally to despera-
tion. My eyes search aimlessly for an answer, and I let my mouth work as
if the terrible inner dialog was clamouring to escape my lips. I slid down
to the ground and let my head rest back on the metal pole. I gave a great
sigh.

“Come, Malmon,” Hummel continued. “It needn’t be too painful for
you.”

My hands slowly began casting for the small twisted piece of wire
I had spotted when my head had been turned to lessen the impact of
Shriver’s blow.

“We have questions. All you have to give is the right answers.”
There, got it! It wasn’t quite the right shape to work the Clejusos. I

began subtly bending it. I saw Shriver whisper something to Steinkopf,
who began fishing through my coat. Inside the pocket he would find the
key to the briefcase. Inside the briefcase was the block of gelignite wait-
ing to blow us all up.
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Chapter 12. The Lighter Side of Fascism
I had no more than ten seconds.

“Of course, if you refuse there are other ways to do this. We are near
the noisy car factory. No one will hear you scream. What do you say?”

I managed to get the tip of the wire into the small hook needed to
defeat the handcuff locks and then began feeling for the keyhole. I nod-
ded up to Hummel and forced a tear down one cheek. Slowly the wire
went into the lock.

“Very well, you are making the prudent choice. First question...”
Steinkopf had produced the key to the briefcase and tossed it to

Shriver. How large was that explosive widget, anyway? I collected my legs
under me and slid back up to a standing position.

“Who does Fullerstone report to in the SIS? Just a last name will suf-
fice for now.”

I sobbed to hide the sound of the wire searching for the catch. Shriv-
er spun the briefcase around so that its lock faced him. Twice I thought I
had found the catch, but missed.

“Just a name, Malmon—but quickly!”
I felt the tiny sequence of resistance, then movement. The clicking

sound from the briefcase was much louder, and then Shriver grabbed the
sides to open it. I was out of time. I spun around the pole and crouched
as low as I could with my eyes closed. The cuff that I had been working
suddenly fell open.

“Stoppen!” I heard Hummel say. He was the leader of the trio and no
doubt a well-trained agent. He had suddenly realized what was about to
happen. Now the Germans were out of time.

The explosion was much larger than I had anticipated, but I only had
an instant to realize this fact before I was pushed by the concussion and
was knocked out.

I’ll never really know whether I was unconscious for a minute or five
or twenty. And I’ll never know if opening the handcuffs had saved my
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life. I suppose none of it matters. Rolling to my back and then slowly get-
ting back to my feet, I knew for certain two things: that my neck, back,
and arms were singed a bit where my shirt had been burned through by
the blast, and that things had gone a hell of a lot worse for the Germans.

The table had actually been crushed downward, but all of the effects
on it had been destroyed or scattered. Shriver lay ten feet back, his torso
and head badly burned and deeply pockmarked with shrapnel. Steinkopf
might have survived had not one of my knives projected into his chest
all the way up to the pommel. They were both dead. Hummel had simply
been thrown across the floor, but he lay motionless. I approached him
and noticed that the deep gash that traversed his forehead had scalped
him to the skull. A pool of dark blood was expanding rapidly around
him. I nearly retched at the horrid scene.

I collected myself and searched Hummel’s body, finding a money
clip, a false Italian identification card, a cigarette case, a revolver, and a sil-
ver cigarette lighter. It was one of the new Ronsons, but there was an ad-
ditional strange design etched on it. When I checked Steinkopf ’s body, I
found the identical lighter and markings, and a slip of paper with a string
of letter and numbers: HTWWRFSUAGZPNINZC00V9

I suddenly felt faint from the danger and the heat and the explosion
and the gore, and desired nothing more than to leave as fast as I could.

I slipped the two Ronsons into my pocket and ran to the stairwell
and down it. The first outside door was already open, and I burst through
into the sunlight and the relative cool of the breezy approaching dusk.

“Hey, boss, what happened to you?” a voice called to me in French.
It was Claude, the taxicab driver. He ran over to me and whistled. I tried
punching him but nearly fell over instead.

“Careful, boss. Come on, the car is waiting. We need to get out of
here fast!”

I didn’t argue but let him help me around the corner to the taxi and
into the passenger front seat. As soon as he was behind the wheel, we
screeched down the street, the immense Fiat factory to our right slipping
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past. He drove us over the Po river and into the hilly countryside east of
Turin. After ten minutes he pulled over and stopped. The grassy expanse
around us was quiet and peaceful.

Claude saw my hands shaking and offered me a cigarette and began
patting his clothes for a match. “I knew those men were bad when they
gave me money to leave. I could tell if I didn’t take the money they’d
make me leave anyway. But I watched from the corner by your hotel. I
watched them take you off the street, and I followed to the place by the
Fiat building.”

“Thank you,” I managed to say with sincere gratitude. I had mis-
judged him badly. He needn’t have done anything for me, but he did it
anyway. I pulled one of the lighters from my pocket and handed it to
him. He used it to light my cigarette, then one for himself, and extended
the lighter back to me.

The insignia gleamed up at me—a stylized Reichsadler eagle, but
overlaid with haphazardly positioned thick straight lines. What had the
hotel manager in Nice said about the Germans’ meeting? They held their
closed fists together—or maybe holding something while they did it...

I took the second Ronson from my pocket and held the bottom of
it against the one in Claude’s fingers. The feet of the two Reichsadlers
nearly touched, but the seemingly random lines that were now pressed
together formed a shape that was familiar to those watching political tur-
moil in Germany and the emerging Nazi party. The German word for the
symbol was hakenkreuz.

The more popular name was swastika.
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