Hazy moonlight drifted through the open apartment window, dimly illuminating a hushed conversation. The air carried a sense of secrecy as a masculine voice attempted to overpower a woman’s frantic sobbing. Her speech, accented with foreign-sounding syllables, further indicated her distress. 


“Wir sind entdeckt worden! They have found us out…they will be here soon. It is inevitable. Is there any chance of escape? Denken Sie!”


“Allie, calm down a moment. Think logically. Why would the German intelligence even suspect something? The directions were explicit, and I have followed every order. My work is almost complete. I am still in their absolute confidence. To back out now would be to destroy everything.”


“Ja, but is it worth losing your life, your future?”


Floor boards creaked as Allie paced the confines of her associate’s apartment. Her bright red lips trembled, and her hands shook as she loosed her long locks out of their restricting bun at the base of her neck. Her flaxen curls bobbed down her back, contrasting with the dark, silky dress she wore. Back and forth, she restlessly paced across the room until finally she halted in front of the swaying curtains. She gazed into the empty street, but nothing stirred—the curfew established months ago by the Nazis was about to commence for the night. All had huddled safely into their homes by now. Impropriety had to be set aside tonight; there was no way Allie was making it back to her hotel in time. She would have to stay until morning. 


Her companion, known to her as Garrett Alexander, brought her back to the topic at hand. His strong face held the normal composure to which Allie had so completely grown accustomed over the months. He reassured her that all was still going according to plan. The United States government was too concerned that his mission be carried out successfully—there was no room for mistakes. Garrett insisted that his superior would not have slipped up to the extent that she suggested. Thousands, possibly millions of lives, rested in the palms of his hands. 

“Allie, don’t forget what we’re dealing with.”


Allie already knew this and all that his mission encompassed. She also knew that biological warfare was serious business. That was why, despite his assurances, she also knew that something had gone wrong. Something she could not ignore.  She had discovered throughout her dealings with the United States agency as a German aide that authorities could not be trusted. High-ranking Gestapo and American superiors were no different in her eyes. Every man had the same ambitions for power, money, and status. Garrett’s complete trust in his commanding officer was astonishing to her. Foolish and stupid were better words to describe his childlike faith. Allie knew better. One day Garrett would learn as well, but just not today, if she could help it. So, again, she desperately tried to make him see reason. 

“Garrett…Garrett, please. Somehow, they have found that your criminal record is not correct. Mistakes. Somehow there are mistakes. Something that is not true and they have discovered it. They will search more and investigate you. If they are suspicious now, how much will they suspect when they have discovered other information is false? Garrett Alexander, do you want to be killed?” 


Her stern expression emphasized the severity of her last question, yet the compassion in her eyes softened her brusqueness.


“Allie, trust me. Avery is a good man. I know that he is doing everything in his power to ensure that my work continues to go smoothly.” Garrett assured her confidently, “So now that the issue is out of discussion, tell me about any new information that you have come across.”

