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    COPENHAGEN, DENMARK
TUESDAY, APRIL 9, 1940


    The sun rose on the first day of another year in the wasted life of Baron Henrik Ahlefeldt.


    Henrik stopped outside his family’s night-darkened home on Bredgade.


    “Thirty. I’m thirty,” he murmured to Svend Østergaard, who was the kind of friend willing to endure Henrik’s crowd of dissolute aristocrats to celebrate his birthday, the kind of friend who understood what Henrik couldn’t voice.


    By thirty he’d planned to have Olympic gold, a seat in parliament, and a wife as brilliant and sweet as his own dear mother, God rest her soul.


    Instead his nostrils stung from the Danish tradition of tossing pepper at bachelors on their thirtieth birthdays.


    “It isn’t too late, Henning,” Svend said. “I’ve never known anyone with so much—”


    “Don’t say it.” Henrik raised one hand to block the hated word. “The only standard I’ve ever met is wasting my potential. And that standard I’ve surpassed most exceedingly.”


    Svend loosed a sigh into the dawn chill. “You think you’re punishing your father, but you’re only punishing yourself.”


    Henrik winced and restrained his fists. He’d known Svend since their first day at Latin school. As the only person in his life who spoke both honestly and kindly, Svend deserved to have his say.


    A strange sound arose about a block over. A faint, rhythmic pounding. Like feet, lots of feet, marching in unison.


    “What is—”


    Pops rang out—sharp and cracking. Like fireworks. Or . . . gunfire?


    Svend let out a strangled cry. “The Germans.”


    Henrik’s eyes strained in the pale light. For months, Svend had ranted about how the Nazis would someday invade Norway to protect their shipping route for Swedish iron ore.


    And tiny neutral Denmark stood in the way.


    More shots.


    “Come on!” Henrik ran toward the sound, toward Frederiksgade, which ran to Amalienborg Palace, home of King Christian X.


    Svend ran beside him. “Our army . . .”


    Curses filled Henrik’s head. Small and poorly equipped, the Danish Army didn’t stand a chance against the German Wehrmacht.


    He rounded the corner onto Frederiksgade. A block ahead, men in uniform filled Amalienborg Square. Not the scarlet coats of the Royal Life Guards. German uniforms.


    “Stop!” Svend grabbed Henrik’s arm. “We can’t help.”


    Henrik shook off his friend and kept running. This was his country. His king.


    “Henning! You’re one man.”


    He skidded to a stop. One man. Unarmed. His heart and his shoulders slumped.


    “I—I need to leave.” Svend looked ill, although he hadn’t had a drop to drink all night.


    With a sigh, Henrik gestured back the way they’d come. “Let’s get you home.”


    Svend strode away. “No. They’ll look for me there. I need to leave the country.”


    “The—country?” Henrik jogged to catch up.


    “You read those articles I wrote.”


    Henrik hadn’t, but the titles had screamed of the evils of Nazi Germany.


    Svend turned onto Bredgade. “That bag I asked you to keep? I need it.”


    “But—but Birgitte—the children.”


    “I’ll call Birgitte from your house. We knew this day would come. And right now I need you to row me to Sweden.”


    Henrik gaped at his friend. Svend always made sense—except now. “Row?”


    “It’s about ten miles across the Sound. You can row that far.”


    “Yes, but—”


    Svend spun to him and gripped Henrik’s arm, his eyes sapphire daggers. “You rowed for Olympic gold. You row for your own pleasure. Now I’m asking you—begging you—to row to save my life.”


    Something stirred in Henrik’s chest, something he hadn’t felt for ages. The desire to do a good and noble deed. A stirring not to be ignored.
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    WEDNESDAY, APRIL 10, 1940


    With each stroke of his oars on the way back from Sweden, Henrik mulled Svend’s proposal.


    Under the stars, he dipped his oars into the water, shoved with his legs, and leaned into the layback. Svend was crazy. He thought too highly of Henrik.


    He released the oars from the water and slid forward to the crouched position. What if Henrik did what Svend proposed?


    His double scull, built wider and sturdier by Thorvald Thorup, allowed Henrik to row in the Øresund, the strait separating Denmark’s island of Zealand from the southern tip of Sweden.


    His muscles felt warm and twitchy from the night’s row.


    After seeing the German soldiers, Henrik and Svend had fetched Svend’s bag and driven north to Lyd-af-Lys, the Ahlefeldt seaside villa in Vedbæk.


    All day, they’d flipped the radio dial between Denmark’s State Radio and the BBC as they reported on the German invasion of both Norway and Denmark.


    Denmark had fallen in under two hours.


    At six in the morning, King Christian had accepted the surrender terms. Germany would occupy Danish military facilities and control the press. But they’d kept Denmark’s king and parliament in place and even allowed the Army and Navy to remain on duty.


    That evening, the Danish government asked the citizens to behave, obey the law, and treat the Germans correctly.


    “Correctly.” Henrik yanked the oars. When he’d heard that announcement, he’d packed his own bag, determined to go to Sweden with Svend. How could he live in an occupied shell of a nation?


    A house full of priceless possessions, and Henrik had taken only cash, some clothing, a shaving kit, and photos of his mother and sisters, his American fraternity brothers, and the 1936 Danish Olympic rowing team. And his mother’s Bible.


    As they’d crossed the Øresund, Svend had developed his idea and had persuaded Henrik to return to Copenhagen to think it over. If he accepted Svend’s plan, he would stay in Denmark. If he didn’t, he’d row to Sweden another night.


    A lifetime of rowing infused his stroke, refined by coaching and diligence, and fueled by his love for the resistance of water, which allowed him to speed over the waves.


    In neutral Sweden, Svend planned to visit the British legation and offer his services to the Allies. With his connections in Danish government, military, and commerce, he could provide a great deal of intelligence. But his plan relied on Henrik.


    Henrik and his scull, skimming across the Sound, carrying information and documents.


    It was crazy. Dangerous. It’d disrupt his life. And yet . . .


    His boat passed the tip of Nordhavn, leading into Copenhagen’s harbor. The Trekroner Fort in the center of the channel hadn’t stopped German ships the night before, but Henrik wasn’t taking any chances. A dark cap covered his fair hair, and a black overcoat blotted out the bulk of his frame.


    He slowed his pace to silence his strokes. When he neared the breakwater extending from the fort, he folded himself low and let the boat glide past.


    In a few minutes, he sat up and scanned for patrol boats.


    Ahlefeldt Shipbuilding Company lay on the east side of the narrow harbor. Henrik would nap at the shipyard pier until his shift started. If he slept through his shift again, his father would rant. But Henrik had stopped living for Far’s approval at the age of fourteen and he’d stopped caring about Far’s opinion after Mor died.


    He resumed rowing, slow and silent. Far would hate Svend’s idea, and a smile cracked Henrik’s chapped lips.


    Then his smile drifted low. If rumors spread about an aristocrat rowing secrets to Sweden, it wouldn’t take long for them to arrest Henrik, well-known man-about-town and Olympic rower.


    As empty as his life was, he didn’t want to lose it.


    The boat glided toward the statue of Den Lille Havfrue.


    Henrik planted his oars until the boat stopped. Hans Christian Andersen’s Little Mermaid sat on a rock with her bronze fins tucked beneath her, gazing wistfully to sea.


    To gain what she wanted, she gave up her voice so she could have legs.


    “What do I want?” Henrik asked as if the mermaid had the answer.


    He already knew. He wanted to help someone other than himself for a change. Aid his country. But his voice would call attention to himself. His nobility stood in his way.


    To have legs, he needed to sacrifice his voice.


    To have mobility, he needed to sacrifice his nobility.


    On the dark waters in the dark night before the wistful dark Havfrue, light flooded his mind. Baron Henrik Ahlefeldt had to disappear.


    And in his place . . .


    Henrik whispered his new identity. “The Havmand.”
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    COPENHAGEN
MONDAY, JANUARY 25, 1943


    The light in the laboratory had a flat quality, but Dr. Elsebeth Jensen didn’t mind. Although indoor light lacked the brightness, the wildness of sunlight, it served its purpose. It illuminated.


    At the Institute for Theoretical Physics in Copenhagen, the light illuminated Dr. Georg von Hevesy, a balding physical chemist in his fifties, a refugee from Hungary. Cages lined the walls, filled with rats, squeaking and skittering.


    Else jotted down the quantity of phosphorus-32 Hevesy needed from the cyclotron. His research used radioactive indicators to trace chemical reactions in animals, research with exciting possibilities in medicine. She smiled at Hevesy. “We’ll bring the P-32 tomorrow.”


    “Thank you, Jensen.” Hevesy spoke in English, the official language of the institute. “I do wish you were on my team.”


    She’d never win the Nobel Prize continuing to serve as an assistant, so she tipped him a smile. “You already have Hilde Levi. Wouldn’t the others be jealous if you had two women on your team?”


    The corners of his mustache bent up. “Ah yes. It’s only fair to spread the wealth.”


    “It is.” High on a shelf sat two glass beakers full of brilliant orange liquid. The color of dreams dissolved, of dreams preserved for a brighter day.


    Hevesy followed her gaze and winked at Else.


    On that horrible day almost three years ago when the Nazis occupied Denmark, Hevesy had shown Else the beakers, full of aqua regia, a mixture of fuming hydrochloric acid and nitric acid.


    At the bottom of each beaker, bubbles had covered corroding discs—Nobel medals belonging to Max von Laue and James Franck. If the Nazis learned Laue had smuggled gold out of Germany, he would have been arrested. And Franck was Jewish.


    With Jewish blood himself, Hevesy had entrusted Else with his secret due to her blond Danish looks and her American passport.


    Thank goodness, the Germans treated Denmark as a “model protectorate.” The Danish government protected its citizens from the harsh conditions and antisemitic laws seen in other occupied countries.


    If the war ever ended and the Germans ever left Denmark, the scientists would precipitate out the Nobel gold and cast new medals.


    Else closed her notebook, said goodbye to Hevesy, and left the lab. Time for her appointment with Niels Bohr.


    Her fingers danced by her side in anticipation. She cherished the times when Bohr called her into his office to chat.


    Three and a half years had passed since she’d arrived in Denmark, but she still thrilled to be at the institute founded by Dr. Niels Bohr himself. Niels Bohr, whose model of the atom had earned him the Nobel Prize. Niels Bohr, whose complementarity principle had inspired Else’s doctoral thesis.


    In his office, the Nobel Laureate stood to greet Else, his smile electrifying his heavy-jowled face. Then he glanced over Else’s shoulder to the doorway. “Ah, Wolff.”


    Dr. Jørgen Wolff stepped inside. “Good day, Bohr, Jensen.”


    Else returned his greeting. One of her favorite physicists, Wolff had been at the institute since Bohr founded it in 1921. About the same age, both men had dark hair—although Bohr had received more salt and Wolff more pepper.


    Bohr sat behind his desk under a painting of Danish physicist Hans Christian Ørsted from the early 1800s, while Wolff perched his lean frame on the corner of Bohr’s desk.


    Else took a seat and fiddled with her lab coat. Wolff’s presence elevated the appointment from a chat to a meeting.


    Bohr pointed his pipe at her. “We’d like to discuss your new position.”


    Else’s breath swirled in her lungs in expectation. After years of serving as an assistant, would she finally be able to conduct her own research?


    Bohr puffed on his pipe. “With your experience on the cyclotron, you’re the perfect choice.”


    The swirl stilled. The cyclotron? But her field of research was light. “Choice for . . . ?”


    Wolff crossed stick-like arms. “Mortensen’s assistant quit. Said he’d rather teach physics at a Latin school.”


    Dread molded around Else’s windpipe. Norup quit because Mortensen harangued him.


    “Koch says you’re the best assistant he’s had,” Bohr said. “We need someone good on Mortensen’s team.”


    “What do you think, Jensen?” Wolff peered down his nose as if preparing for a childish fit.


    What did Else think? She wanted to do her own research. If she had to be an assistant, she’d rather work with anyone but Sigurd Mortensen.


    She wove her fingers into a basket so they wouldn’t betray her with an anxious gesture. “What does Mortensen say?”


    “Mortensen has no choice,” Bohr said. “We’re short staffed. Since the occupation, scientists can’t come from abroad.”


    Else was the only remaining physicist from an Allied country. In 1940, the Germans had interned men from Britain, France, and Poland. But after the US entered the war in December 1941, American men hadn’t been interned. As a woman with dual nationality, Else felt doubly safe.


    Her grandparents had urged her to go home to California, but she’d worked too hard for an invitation to the prestigious institute. Besides, she cherished her weekend visits to her grandparents’ home outside Copenhagen.


    Wolff sniffed. “You didn’t answer my question, Jensen. What do you think?”


    Else glanced between the men. At twenty-eight and with no independent publications, she had little standing. To protest would be the height of arrogance. She forced a smile. “I’d be honored.”


    Wolff’s mouth turned down—in disappointment?


    “Excellent.” Bohr shuffled some papers. “You start tomorrow.”


    Wolff leaned closer, resting one elbow on his knee. “You understand Bohr and I don’t mediate personal squabbles.”


    When Norup had complained, Wolff had told him to solve the problem himself. Else’s throat thickened. “Yes, sir.”


    “You also understand this will be your last position as an assistant.” A drumbeat pounded in Wolff’s tone.


    Else held her breath. The institute served to kindle bright minds into full brilliance. A fading light didn’t belong. “Yes, sir. I understand.”
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    At the end of the day, Else exchanged her lab coat for her cobalt blue winter coat and left the institute’s complex of creamy buildings with red roofs and red-sashed windows.


    Norup had a prickly nature, and he’d snapped every time Mortensen bit. But Else had smoothed over some tensions in Koch’s lab. Surely she could do the same in Mortensen’s.


    The setting sun shot orange and pink into the clouds as Else passed through the wrought-iron gate onto Blegdamsvej.


    Next door, Dr. Laila Berend stepped out of the Mathematics Institute, run by Niels Bohr’s brother, Harald. Else hurried to her friend, and her muscles relaxed in anticipation of Laila’s righteous indignation and comfort.


    “Look.” Laila gave the street a furtive scan, making her black curls swing, and she pulled a newspaper from inside her coat. The masthead read Frit Danmark—Free Denmark.


    Else gasped. “It’s back.”


    Laila slid the illegal newspaper inside her coat. “Let’s go home so we can read it.”


    The Germans did their best to shut down the underground papers, and in December they’d arrested half a dozen leaders of Frit Danmark. Apparently, some brave souls had taken on the dangerous task of printing the paper again.


    Else strode in the icy air toward the Trianglen, where they could catch a tram. The Germans didn’t officially censor the press, but they hovered over the reporters’ shoulders. Thank goodness, the Germans hadn’t banned listening to the BBC, because the British shortwave broadcasts in Danish provided news from the outside world.


    “I think I’ll help,” Laila said.


    “Help?”


    Laila patted her chest, and the paper crinkled. “The Allies have the Germans on the run—at Stalingrad, in the Caucasus, in North Africa.”


    “Finally.” For several years, the Germans had seemed invincible.


    “We Danes are so well behaved.” Sarcasm snaked into Laila’s voice. “So they don’t need many soldiers to watch us. If that were to change . . .”


    German soldiers would flood Denmark, flowing away from Russia and Tunisia, easing pressure on the Soviets, the British, and Else’s American friends. Maybe even her own older brothers. But at what cost to Denmark?


    “I thought . . .” Else lowered her voice as they approached the busy triangle-shaped intersection. “I thought you’d been told not to help.”


    Laila’s narrow chin edged forward. “The Jewish leaders are afraid that if we get involved, the Germans will use it as an excuse to force antisemitic laws. But I’m tired of this. Throughout Europe, Jews have lost their jobs and freedoms. They’ve been forced to wear yellow stars. They’ve been deported and murdered. The Danish people need to know.”


    “Even if—”


    “Even if it happens here too?” The light faded from the evening sky and from Laila’s brown eyes. “Shouldn’t we be willing to take that risk?”


    A frigid wind puffed, and Else pulled her scarf over her mouth.


    “There’s Line 4.” Laila pointed to a tram with a white numeral four on a green square.


    Else followed her friend onto the electric tram car and paid her fare. As she settled into her seat, two German soldiers boarded, wearing sickly greenish-gray overcoats and laughing at some joke.


    A frigid hush fell over the car, and Else nudged Laila. Time for Den Kolde Skulder, the cold shoulder the Danes used in the presence of their unwanted visitors.


    Passengers stood and stepped off the tram, and Else and Laila joined them. For this thrill of silent resistance, Else would gladly forfeit her fare and walk home.


    Before long, they reached Lotte Riber’s boardinghouse, a skinny redbrick building with hunched-up shoulders squeezed between two larger structures. A barbershop occupied the ground floor.


    Else and Laila climbed a flight of stairs to the first floor, and Else opened the door to the living room. “Fru Riber! Laila and I are home.”


    Their landlady leaned out from the kitchen and smiled. “Hello, girls. Dinner’s at five thirty.”


    “Perfect.” Else unwound her scarf. “I’ll change, then I’ll come down to help.”


    “I need to warm up first.” Laila dashed to the woodstove.


    “All right.” Else turned back to the stairway and almost ran into a . . . Viking? “Oh! Excuse me.”


    “Excuse me.” The man backed up, filling the doorframe. Easily a foot taller than Else’s five foot five, he boasted a full reddish-gold beard, a sharp nose, and deep-set eyes of brilliant blue. Instead of Viking garb, a poorly cut worker’s jacket draped his large frame.


    He still stood in her way, looking a bit lost, so she gave him a polite smile. “Are you here to fix something?”


    He paused. “Nej.”


    Fru Riber darted over. “My apologies. I didn’t have a chance to introduce you ladies to our new boarder. This is Henning Andersen. He’s a shipyard worker, but don’t worry. He’s in the garret room, and he’ll give you no trouble.” That was half promise, half warning.


    The poor man’s eyebrows rose.


    Well, Else was no snob. She extended her hand. “I’m Else Jensen. Henning Andersen, was it?”


    “Nej, Hemming.” He drew out the M and engulfed her hand in his, rough and chapped.


    “Ah, Hemming. After the mythological shapeshifter.”


    Golden eyebrows jolted high, he dropped her hand, and his gaze slid away. “After my grandfather.”


    Fru Riber patted Else’s shoulder. “Else is a professor. Remember that.”


    “I’m not a professor yet.” She gave Herre Andersen an apologetic smile. “I’m doing my postdoctoral studies in theoretical physics.”


    His eyes widened.


    Perhaps she was a snob after all. Why not cite her PhD from the University of California and state that she worked with the Niels Bohr? “I’m a scientist,” she translated.


    “Oh,” he said. “Ja.”


    Fru Riber made a shooing motion. “Out of her way. Your old landlady said you were quiet and polite. I expect you to act that way.”


    “Ja, Fru.” He bowed his head and stepped aside.


    “I am glad to meet you, Herre Andersen.” Else smiled and headed upstairs.


    As she climbed, the day’s heaviness settled back in place. A lot of good a PhD and a position at the world-renowned institute would do if she became an eternal assistant.


    Like pungent, fuming aqua regia, failure to advance would dissolve her dream of Nobel gold.
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    COPENHAGEN
WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 27, 1943


    Henrik stacked his crew’s leftover lumber in the timber shed. He grunted his farewell to the other men and rolled the empty handcart outside.


    The sun’s last rays spilled orange over the city, over the harbor, and over Ahlefeldt Shipbuilding Company.


    Henrik tugged his cap low and headed to the carpenter shop, past men shutting down equipment. Workshops and rolling cranes surrounded the ways and docks where cargo ships were constructed and repaired.


    To his right rose the stately brick office building, where he’d once worked on the luxurious top floor. More accurately, he hadn’t worked at all.


    If Frederik Ahlefeldt deigned to look down on his workers below, would he be able to see past Henrik’s beard and scruffy clothing? What would Far think if he learned his only son and heir had performed menial work at the shipyard for almost three years?


    The day Henrik had decided to become the Havmand—the Merman—he’d convinced a friend at the Danish Folk Registry to issue him a false identity card. His friend referred him to a sympathetic pastor who entered Hemming Andersen’s birth in the parish records.


    Then Henrik had left a note for his father with the Thorups at Lyd-af-Lys, saying he was rowing to Sweden so he could live his life the way he wanted. Let Far think his son was a selfish coward. He deserved the shame of it for letting Mor die.


    Henrik chuffed out a breath and passed through the white cloud he produced, as the handcart’s wheels jangled over the pavement. Over time, the wicked pleasure he’d once felt at his father’s defeat had dulled.


    His job served purposes more important than secretly spiting Far. Henrik could support himself without dipping into the funds Svend offered. He never saw anyone from his old life. And he didn’t have to talk much.


    “Andersen!” Lars Koppel beckoned from outside the carpenter shop.


    After a pause, Henrik headed his way. Moving and speaking slowly helped him avoid refined mannerisms and vocabulary, and it kept people’s expectations of him low.


    He approached his crew chief. “Ja?”


    Koppel pointed to a stack of lumber. “Last load.”


    Henrik piled the wood on the handcart and rolled it to the timber shed. Hemming Andersen was known as a man with big muscles and a tiny brain, protecting him from promotions at work.


    Too bad a boarder at his last home had thought Henrik’s muscles qualified him to serve as a thug for the Danish Nazis. The man’s relentless efforts to recruit Henrik had forced him to move yet again.


    Henrik shoved the handcart alongside the tracks for the rolling cranes, and he inhaled salt air seasoned with fuel oil and grease.


    Early in the German occupation, he’d lived in working-class neighborhoods far from his aristocratic crowd. But everyone wanted to take him drinking—and both beer and friendship loosened the tongue.


    Living near the university had been an excellent solution. Rent wasn’t high, and since he’d studied at Harvard and had no friends in academia, he didn’t know anyone in the district, including Fru Riber’s boarders—six undergraduates, a mathematician, and a physicist.


    Henrik chuckled and turned at the end of the dock. Else Jensen had rather pretty eyes for a theoretical physicist, not that he’d met any before. Considering the lofty conversations she held with Laila Berend, she wouldn’t pay Baron Henrik Ahlefeldt any more heed than she would to Hemming Andersen.


    Fair enough. Back in the day, he wouldn’t have paid her any heed either.


    Henrik passed the row of Hansa-class ships on the ways, surrounded by scaffolding. When completed, the ships would haul German cargo and soldiers. Two other ships had arrived yesterday for repairs, damaged by mines or aircraft. He memorized the ships’ names for his report to Svend, assuming he could send it. Storms and ice limited his trips over the Øresund in winter.


    A loud keening arose across the harbor. The air raid siren. Henrik kept walking, and the men around him continued to work, unfazed by the familiar howl.


    In addition to a daily test at noon, the siren sounded whenever the Royal Air Force flew over Copenhagen en route to targets in Germany, although usually at night. The RAF also attacked Luftwaffe airfields in Denmark, but never the city itself.


    In the purple twilight, silver twinkled low over the city. Several twinkles. Aircraft. Heading his way.


    Dull booms rose—German antiaircraft guns.


    Henrik shoved his handcart against the nearest building, out of the way. “Take cover, men!”


    He ran toward his worksite to warn his crew, but Koppel and the others were already running his way. Dozens of men hurried toward the air raid shelter under the office building.


    “Take cover!” Henrik’s feet thumped on the pavement, and he glanced over his shoulder. The silver twinkles grew larger. Sleek, fast, with twin shining propeller discs. Nine two-engine bombers.


    “Take cover!” Henrik bellowed, not for himself but for the others. He no longer feared death. He’d died to his old life. He’d died to his new life.


    As he ran, elation surged for those British lads, mixed with concern for the Danish lads around him.


    The bombers zipped low but veered toward the Burmeister og Wain shipyard adjacent to Ahlefeldt’s. Silver pellets plummeted from the bombers.


    Thunder jostled the ground, over and over.


    Henrik and the others stopped in their tracks, feet braced wide.


    Plumes of black smoke rose from Burmeister og Wain.


    “Could have been us,” Koppel’s gravelly voice said behind Henrik. “Should have been us.”


    Henrik whipped his gaze to the older man.


    “And it will be us.” Koppel ground one meaty fist into one meaty palm. “That was a warning, boys.”


    A warning?


    The bombers wheeled back toward England.


    The British could hunt those ships on the seas. Or they could prevent them from ever reaching the seas by bombing shipyards.


    Unless the Danes stopped building ships. Or sabotaged them.


    An urge billowed inside to find ways to thwart the Germans without detection, to boost the men’s courage. To take charge.


    But Far’s office building loomed above him.


    Henrik could never lead.


    He couldn’t be trusted with power.
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    FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 5, 1943


    A dozen prisms lined Else’s bedroom windowsill, their colors extinguished by the blackout curtains.


    Else sank into her chair, picked up a triangular prism, and angled it toward her desk lamp. She needed a stronger source of light. She needed the sun.


    Dad had bought her this prism after Mary Sherwin shattered Else’s first prism—and their lifelong friendship.


    “We’re in high school now,” Mary had said, a hiss in her voice. “You scare away the boys. No one likes an egghead girl.” She’d snatched Else’s prism from her hand and hurled it into the street.


    How could Else stop being who she was?


    For the sake of physics, she’d forsaken what most people considered normal high school and college years. Apparently she’d done it so she could be Sigurd Mortensen’s errand girl.


    Else stood, shrugged off her suit jacket, and pulled on the comfort of a muted green sweater with cobalt blue eight-pointed stars circling the yoke.


    An assistant was meant to . . . assist. To participate in discussions and experiments, to write rough drafts of papers. But Mortensen had her doing cleanup, secretarial work, and errands.


    That morning, the team had asked Manfred Gebhardt, the new graduate student from Germany, about the current work of German Nobel Laureate Werner Heisenberg, who had once been Niels Bohr’s close friend.


    Since Heisenberg’s visit to Copenhagen in September 1941, Bohr wouldn’t speak of the man. Rumors were, Heisenberg had told Bohr he was working on atomic weapons. Other rumors said Heisenberg believed such weapons weren’t feasible.


    Just as the conversation grew interesting, Mortensen had sent Else on an errand.


    Later, Mortensen had asked the team a question about the cyclotron. Else had worked not only with the institute’s cyclotron but also with Ernest Lawrence’s cyclotron at Cal—the first in the world. She’d answered Mortensen. He’d ignored her. Answers flew by, all wrong, until Gebhardt answered correctly.


    “Excellent!” Mortensen had said.


    Something petty and prideful in Else had wanted to spit out, “That was my idea!” But everyone would have seen her as a harpy.


    She knew better than to complain to Wolff. “Solve it yourself,” he’d say. But it didn’t matter. Eventually her amiability and good work would speak for themselves.


    The silence of the bedroom pressed on her. Although Laila and her family weren’t observant Jews, they kept the tradition of Friday night dinners.


    Might as well help Fru Riber prepare dinner.


    Downstairs, Else passed through the living room and dining room and entered the kitchen. Hearty smells of roast pork greeted her. Fru Riber ran a hyggelig home—cheerful and cozy.


    “Would you like some help, Fru Riber?” Else said.


    A smile expanded the landlady’s full face as she stirred the pan of gravy on the stove. “Tak. You are a joy in the kitchen. Would you like to do the garnish?”


    On the kitchen table lay a blue-and-white platter covered with pork, red cabbage, and potatoes. Else pulled over a jar of pickled beets and a plate of sliced cucumbers, and she arranged them in floral patterns on top of the meat.


    Else had loved to cook with Mama in their kitchen in Pasadena, overlooking the pretty little rose garden. How she missed Mama and Dad and her brothers. Ever since the US entered the war, Else hadn’t been able to receive letters from home.


    “Is Hemming out there?” Fru Riber glanced to the kitchen door, and graying blond curls bounced around her ears.


    “Not yet.”


    “He’s been here almost two weeks. How is he behaving?” She gave Else a concerned look.


    “He’s very polite.”


    “I don’t like how he sits in the living room with you university folk.” Fru Riber stirred the gravy with more vigor than necessary.


    Else laid the last cucumber slices in place. Maybe Hemming wanted to listen to the BBC broadcasts to Denmark, which the students turned on after the disapproving landlady retired to her apartment after dinner. “He sits there quietly, whittling wood. I think he likes to be around people.”


    At first the shipyard worker’s presence had unnerved Else too. She didn’t know how to talk to him. What did normal people discuss? Certainly not quantum mechanics.


    Fru Riber poured gravy into a blue-and-white tureen. “As long as he behaves.”


    Else smothered a smile. Fru Riber ought to direct her ire to Ib Malmstrøm, one of the undergraduates who inhabited the top floor, right below Hemming’s garret room. He’d hounded Laila for dates until she’d scared him off with a monologue on matrix mathematics.


    Sometimes being an egghead girl came in handy.


    With all the food prepared, Fru Riber brought out the platter and Else the gravy tureen.


    Only Hemming sat at the table. “God aften,” Else said.


    He sprang to his feet, tall and regal as a Danish prince. “God aften.” Then he slouched in his chair, a rugged Viking once more.


    Fru Riber set the platter on the table. “Only the three of us tonight. The others are visiting family or on dates.” Her gaze slid to Else.


    “That’s nice.” Else took her seat. She needed no reminder that she hadn’t had a date in years.


    Fru Riber served Else and Hemming and said the blessing.


    Without perky Laila, the burden of conversation fell on Else’s shoulders. She sent a smile diagonally across the table to Hemming. “What do you do at the shipyard?”


    He snapped his gaze to her in shock.


    True, she’d only exchanged small talk with him, so she raised an encouraging smile.


    “I—build ships.” He forked a chunk of meat into his mouth.


    “That must be interesting.” She sliced her pork, reminding herself to keep her fork in her left hand when finished in the European fashion. “I know nothing about shipbuilding. Do you have a specific job there? Certain skills?”


    He spread his hands before him as if cradling a watermelon, stared at his long fingers, and shrugged.


    He was either shy or had a small vocabulary, but Else had words to spare. “You work with your hands, ja?”


    “Ja.” He nodded his bearded chin.


    “You are a manuel arbejder—a manual laborer as we say in English. Did you know the word manuel comes from the Latin word manus, which means hands?”


    Hemming mumbled and chewed, his gaze on her.


    Else sliced her caramelized potatoes—Fru Riber made excellent brunede kartofler. “I find the correlation between manuel and Emmanuel fascinating. I know they have different etymologies—Emmanuel is Hebrew, meaning ‘God with us.’ But I think it’s appropriate. In his incarnation, Jesus could have come as a prince or a priest, but he came as a carpenter, a man who worked with his hands. Emmanuel the manuel arbejder.”


    In the candlelight, something flickered in Hemming’s deep-set eyes, as if he understood and appreciated what she said.


    Fru Riber clucked her tongue. “Such big words, Else. It’s why you don’t have a date.”


    Else was perfectly aware of that.


    Another tongue cluck. “Men don’t like women who are smarter than they are.”


    “True.” Else gave her landlady a bemused look. “And they don’t like women who are taller or who beat them in footraces.” She shot Hemming a smile. “No insult toward men intended. It’s just the way things are.”


    Hemming tugged at the rolled-neck collar of his dark brown sweater.


    “Yes, it’s the way things are.” Fru Riber poured extra gravy on her pork. “So don’t make it worse, or you’ll never get married.”


    As a girl, Else had longed to be the next Marie Curie, a longing that included finding a Pierre Curie to share her life and her lab.


    Once again, grief knocked on Else’s heart, but she refused to open the door.


    Fru Riber waved a plump hand toward Hemming. “You agree, ja? She’s a pretty girl. If she watched how she talks, she’d be more appealing.”


    Else couldn’t restrain her groan. The poor man.


    Hemming’s lips disappeared behind the mass of reddish gold. Then he fixed his gaze on Else. “You are smart, ja?”


    “Ja.” She’d never bothered trying to hide it, to Mary Sherwin’s dismay.


    “Then use big words. It is good to be smart. I wish I were.” He gave a rueful smile.


    Else’s heart melted like the sugar in Fru Riber’s caramel sauce. “It is better to be kind than smart. And you are very kind, Hemming. Tak.”


    He broke his gaze and shrugged.


    His words reminded Else of what Mama had said after Mary broke her prism. “God gave you a quick mind and an inquisitive spirit. That is the light he gave you. Never quench it.”


    But Mama also taught her to filter that light through a screen of kindness and humility. Sometimes that meant choosing a small word so another human being didn’t feel uncomfortable.


    She gazed at Hemming from under her eyelashes. Hunkered over his plate, the big man shoveled a forkful of red cabbage into his mouth. A rush of compassion went out to him. She’d choose her words more wisely with him from now on.
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    SØLLERØD
SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 27, 1943


    Henrik leaned his bike against the ancient stone wall and approached the church with its stepped-roof tower rising to the gray sky.


    A gardener trimmed the hedges in the churchyard, and a young man straddled the roof of the vicarage, mending the thatched roof.


    Neither looked out of place. Neither gave Henrik a second glance.


    He released a pent-up breath and entered the sanctuary, where silence reigned as usual on Saturday afternoons.


    Making sure he was alone, he took his customary seat near the back and set his satchel and cap on the floor. Under the kneeling bench he found the envelope. Papers rustled inside, any one of which could get him shot as a spy. He slipped the envelope into his satchel and pulled out his mother’s Bible.


    Every Saturday after his half day at the shipyard, he collected papers at Søllerød Kirke. When weather permitted, he rowed to Sweden on Saturday nights, delivered the envelope to Svend, and picked up a packet to deliver to Denmark. Sunday mornings he arrived early to church and left the packet under the same bench.


    Someone from a resistance group would pick it up. Henrik didn’t know who and didn’t want to know.


    Svend had told Henrik more than was probably wise—Henrik carried reports from Danish military officers on German troop dispositions, fortifications, ship movements, and airfields. Svend gave those reports to the British.


    Henrik had been ordered not to read the papers. If Svend’s sources were revealed, the men would be arrested and the Germans could roll up the entire intelligence ring. Henrik might only serve as courier, but a single error on his part would cause inestimable damage.


    He opened Mor’s Bible, not only to rationalize his presence in the church but also for nourishment.


    Before the occupation, he had attended church only when Mor insisted, and after her death, not at all. But when he became Hemming, he had nothing to fill his lonely evenings except her Bible. At first he’d read out of boredom, then with blinding pain, but a pain that propelled him, like the pain from rowing, knowing victory lay at the end.


    When he finished reading the book of 1 Peter, he packed the Bible in his satchel and left.


    Outside, the thatcher was still thatching and the gardener had moved to another hedge. Henrik put on his cap, mounted his bicycle, and pedaled toward Vedbæk. The Søllerød church made a good drop site, only a five-mile bicycle ride from Lyd-af-Lys, and in a church where no one knew him.


    Henrik rode past homes, some whitewashed with thatched roofs and some painted in brilliant colors with tile roofs. He passed through rolling countryside, through a dark tunnel of beech trees in the Trørød Forest, and into the town of Vedbæk. When he turned onto the coastal road, Lyd-af-Lys rose before him.


    Built by his great-grandfather in the 1880s, the stately white Italianate villa with a blue tile roof stretched along a rise.


    Henrik coasted through the gateway in the stone wall. No rake leaned against the wall, the signal Thorup would send if Far visited. Considering Far had never liked the villa and hadn’t set foot on the property since Mor’s death, Henrik could secretly claim it.


    He rode behind the house, below the window of the opulent suite he’d once occupied. Now he slept in a little room in the cellar, where lights wouldn’t alert the neighbors to the presence of the heir.


    Henrik parked his bicycle and crossed the lawn down to the boathouse and pier. Sunlight beamed through a hole in the clouds and lit up waters ruffled by a chilly wind.


    He could almost hear Mor’s laughter. “I love the light on the Sound, don’t you, my little Henning?”


    He had. He always had. Together, he and Mor had played with the phrase “the Sound of light.” In Danish, sund af lys. But Mor loved the dual meaning of the word sound in English—for a strait and for noise. Choosing the latter, it became Lyd-af-Lys.


    Far had scoffed. “Light doesn’t make a sound.” While his love for Henrik left no room for leisure or failure, his love for Mor had at least humored whimsy.


    Henrik shook his head and continued on his way.


    With her love of wordplay, Else Jensen would enjoy hearing how the villa received its name. What an unusual young woman. Although she had some of the awkwardness often seen in the exceptionally intelligent, she had none of the arrogance.


    Lately, she’d simplified her vocabulary with him. Not to make herself more appealing, as Fru Riber had so rudely suggested, but out of consideration. As someone who struggled to restrain his vocabulary every waking moment, he appreciated her effort.


    Henrik entered the boathouse, filled with the smells of varnish and wax and wood and rope.


    Thorvald Thorup polished the hull of the ocean scull. “God dag, Hemming.”


    “God dag, Onkel.” They pretended Hemming Andersen visited his aunt and uncle each weekend in case anyone asked the Thorups about their visitor. It had taken time for all three of them to adjust to addressing each other in such a familiar way.


    Since Mor’s death, only the Thorups remained at Lyd-af-Lys, with Janne to keep the house and Thorvald to tend the grounds and boats.


    Thorup raked back blond hair dimmed by gray. “The wind’s still high.”


    Henrik pulled the weighted waterproof metal case from under a tarp and unlatched it. Three weeks of messages lay inside, and he added the new batch from his satchel. “It’s been too long since I made a run. I’ll take the risk.”


    Thorup muttered his objections, but Henrik ignored him. He latched the case shut and tied the attached rope to an eye on the bow of the scull below the waterline. If a patrol boat approached, Henrik could heave the case overboard, then haul it back in when safe.


    Thorup tossed aside his rag. “Hungry?”


    “For Tante Janne’s smørrebrød? Always.” Fru Thorup created the best open-face sandwiches, piled with delicacies.


    “Janne found those books you wanted.”


    “Excellent. Thank you.” Each week he exchanged books from the library at Lyd-af-Lys to fill his evenings. His only other outlet for his intellect was the leather journal he kept locked in his trunk at the boardinghouse.


    “Physics?” A note of disgust twisted Thorup’s voice.


    Henrik laughed. “A physicist and a mathematician live in my new boardinghouse, and I’d like to understand their discussions better.”


    Thorup led the way out of the boathouse, casting a teasing smile over his shoulder. “Not the sort of men you would have listened to in the past.”


    “They’re women.”


    “Women?” Thorup tripped over the threshold, then grinned. “Pretty?”


    Time to put an end to conjecture. Henrik stepped outside and tugged down the frayed sleeves of his jacket. “My dear uncle, you know the only woman for the Havmand is a havfrue. Sadly, the only one I know is cast of bronze.”


    Crinkles fanned around Thorup’s gray eyes. “You didn’t answer me. Are they pretty?”


    Were they? Henrik strolled toward the house. The women Henrik used to date were like odorless hothouse orchids arranged artistically in modern vases. But Else and Laila had something natural and unadorned about them, like fragrant wildflowers.


    “Yes, they are,” he said. “But I mustn’t speak openly to anyone except you two and Svend.”


    Thorup yanked a weed from the grass. “Someday this blasted war will be over. Then you can talk to pretty women again.”


    “My tastes have changed. I want a woman as good as Mor.” He winked at Thorup. “But I’m not good enough for a woman like that.”


    The man stretched back to standing, and his eyes softened. Saddened. “Your tastes aren’t the only things that have changed. Any woman as good as your sweet mother would be proud to call you her own.”


    Henrik’s neck muscles twitched, and he rubbed them. Unlikely. Besides, he doubted he’d survive the war.
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    Henrik shouldn’t have ignored Thorup.


    Without breaking his stroke, he glanced over his shoulder. Through the murky haze, he could barely distinguish the lighthouse beam on the cliffs of the island of Hven.


    The wind was pushing him south, and he corrected his course. Again. Between the moonless night and the haze obscuring the stars, he had only the lighthouse and his compass to guide him.


    Already his arms ached from fighting the wind and waves, and he wasn’t even halfway across.


    A rumble built overhead, throbbing in menace.


    An aircraft, probably a German patrol plane.


    Henrik groaned, tucked his oars inside the scull, and bent over, his nose to his knees. The haze would help conceal him, but he couldn’t let anything draw the pilot’s attention—no wake behind his boat, no oar splashes, no movement.


    The engine throbbed closer, and waves slapped the immobile scull and jostled it.


    Thorup had stained the boat dark inside and out, and Henrik wore black from his boots to the knit balaclava over his head, covering all but his eyes.


    Yet he felt bright and naked and exposed. If only he could dive deep like an actual merman, flap his fins, and swim to Sweden.


    The scull bumped, its movements erratic. Icy water slipped over the side and chilled Henrik’s legs.


    In the darkness, Henrik fumbled for his supply box and opened it. His pistol, his canteen—there—the little bailing bucket.


    He scooped water and poured it over the side, only to have the sea toss back more, a deadly game of badminton.


    Speed was the only solution, but he didn’t dare resume rowing until the airplane was gone.


    And it wasn’t. Was it circling? It sounded low, each rumble distinct.


    His breath came harder, and he bailed faster.


    Patrol boats and aircraft were the Havmand’s greatest nemeses. The RAF bombers on their way to Germany never concerned him—but the Luftwaffe fighters who scrambled to stop them did. Other British bombers flew low and dropped naval mines. A few months earlier, Henrik had a close call with a falling mine.


    But the patrol planes worried him most. They could strafe him with machine guns. Worse, they might trace him to Lyd-af-Lys. To the Thorups.


    Henrik bailed as quickly as he could without creating splashes.


    He strained his hearing. Soon the rumbles receded. Faded.


    Henrik snapped his oars back into the oarlocks, located the lighthouse, and rowed with all his might. What if the plane had spotted him and had radioed for a patrol boat or more aircraft?


    His breath steamed the inside of the balaclava, and his shoulders and legs burned with exertion. On his way home, he’d angle his course north around Hven rather than south, in case patrols searched for him.


    In time, he drew even with the lighthouse on Hven. Now in Swedish waters, he could breathe easily, and he slowed his pace to conserve strength for his return.


    On the Swedish shore, lights blazed in defiant neutrality.


    When he arrived just south of Landskrona, Henrik tugged off his balaclava and signaled with his flashlight. The return signal shone from land.


    Henrik jammed the bow into the marsh grasses, hopped out, and pulled the boat in snug.


    “You made it, Henning.” Relief colored Svend’s voice. “It’s been weeks. I was worried.”


    “The weather.” Breathing hard, Henrik swung the metal case out of the boat, sloshed up to solid ground in his tall boots, and clasped Svend’s hand in a firm handshake. “At least the Sound isn’t frozen this winter.”


    “Thank goodness.”


    Henrik plopped to the ground and unlatched the case. “Lots of presents for you tonight.”


    “And for you.” Svend opened a suitcase, and the men exchanged stacks of envelopes.


    “How are Birgitte and the children?”


    “Very well, thank you. They send their love.” After almost a year apart, Svend’s family had taken an ocean liner to the Danish island of Bornholm as if going on vacation in the Baltic Sea. The German garrison on Bornholm was either lazy or ignorant, and fishing boats regularly took passengers to Sweden.


    Henrik stashed the case back in the boat.


    “Before you leave, I wanted to talk to you.” Svend stood on dry land in his overcoat and fedora and polished shoes. “There’s a man in Copenhagen I’d like you to meet.”


    “Meet?” He never met people. He picked up and dropped off packages.


    “He’s with the SOE.”


    The Special Operations Executive? Henrik tugged his balaclava back on. “A British agent? No, thank you.”


    “Danish, working with the British. The Allies want us to increase sabotage and other resistance work.”


    “Do they now?” From what Svend had told him in confidence, the SOE was working with the Danish military intelligence officers. Neither group wanted outright sabotage, which would cause the Germans to crack down on the government, shut down the military, and cut off the flow of vital intelligence to the Allies.


    “The tide of the war has turned,” Svend said, “and the Danish population is becoming less enchanted with the government policy of cooperating with the Germans. The time is right.”


    Was it? Henrik had heard of only a few acts of sabotage. Most Danes feared a Nazi crackdown, which would result in “Norwegian conditions”—harsh and dangerous.


    Svend stepped closer, then drew back and lifted his shoe from the mud. “The British are finally prepared to send explosives. But they don’t want sabotage done haphazardly. That will only get men killed. We need to coordinate with Allied military policy. We think you’re the right man.”


    Henrik shook his head hard. “Absolutely not. Didn’t you hear? Two SOE agents were gunned down in Copenhagen in September. Getting involved with that lot would endanger what I’m doing.”


    “Think about it, Henning. We need you.”


    “You already have me.” Henrik injected humor into his voice to soften the bluntness, and he pushed the boat free and climbed in. “Remember, the Havmand swims alone.”
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    SØLLERØD
SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 28, 1943


    Organ music resonated off the whitewashed Gothic arches as Else sang the closing hymn.


    Since the twelfth century, Christians had worshipped at Søllerød Kirke, and Else loved the connection to history missing in her California church, especially as her grandparents’ voices blended with her own.


    The altarpiece rose before her, carved and painted and gilded with gold, surrounding a painting of Jesus holding the Bible, his hand raised in blessing.


    For the past few weeks, Farfar and Farmor had insisted Else stay safe and warm in Copenhagen as winds howled and rains fell. She’d missed cooking æbleskiver with Farmor and listening to Farfar’s jokes.


    The parish pastor, Søren Sparsø, stood at the pulpit in his black robes and traditional Danish white ruffed collar, which reminded Else of Shakespeare. The pastor said the benediction and dismissed the congregation.


    With his hat in hand, Farfar stepped into the aisle.


    Farmor led the way out, a dark blue hat topping her silver chignon, and she chatted to friends along the way.


    Near the back of the sanctuary, a man remained seated, a large man with his bearded head bowed in prayer. Beards were rarely worn in Denmark, usually by Orthodox Jews, according to Laila. The man looked like . . . “Hemming? Hemming Andersen?”


    His head jerked up, and he bolted to his feet. “Frue Jensen.”


    “Call me Else.” She smiled to soothe his rattled expression. “I’m surprised to see you all the way out in Søllerød.”


    Hemming’s face went blank. He blinked. “My aunt and uncle live nearby. Every week I help them.”


    “How sweet of you.”


    He ducked his head in his bashful way. “Nej.”


    “You said they live nearby. Whereabouts?”


    A pause. “Not far.” His gaze flew to her grandparents.


    How rude of her not to make introductions. “Farfar and Farmor, let me introduce you to Hemming Andersen from my boardinghouse. Hemming, these are my grandparents, Herre and Fru Jensen.”


    “I am glad to meet you, Herre and Fru.”


    “We are glad to meet you too.” But Farfar’s words stood stiff.


    Farmor squeezed Else’s arm. “Ready to make lunch?”


    “I am.” She smiled at Hemming. “Farvel.”


    “Farvel.” He sat and bowed his head again.


    Under a partly cloudy sky, the Jensens passed through manicured hedges in the churchyard.


    “That man lives in your boardinghouse?” Farmor asked.


    “He moved in about a month ago.”


    Farfar grunted. “He’s attended here the last few years, but he isn’t the . . . sort we see here.”


    No, he wasn’t. Søllerød attracted wealthy Copenhageners with weekend homes.


    “What does he do?” Farfar asked.


    “He works at a shipyard.”


    Farmor’s gray eyebrows bunched together. “I thought you lived with students.”


    Else hooked her arm through her grandmother’s. “Don’t worry. He isn’t trying to recruit me into the Communist Party.”


    A smile twitched on Farmor’s lips, then disappeared. “Don’t forget, the communists are the ones in the resistance, causing trouble.”


    Else grinned at the image of Hemming as a freedom fighter. “I can’t imagine Hemming causing trouble.”


    Farfar chuckled. “I don’t want him getting designs on my granddaughter.”


    “No.” Farmor patted Else’s hand. “You’ll make a wonderful wife for some special man.”


    Else gave her grandmother a mischievous look. “Some special physicist.”


    “Nej! We have too many physicists in this family—your father, your brothers, you.”


    Else stepped through the arched gateway leading from the churchyard. “Physicists are the only men who understand what I’m saying.”


    “You think you need a man as smart as you.” Farmor lifted her tiny chin. “Nonsense. I’m smarter than your grandfather.”


    Else laughed and gasped. “Farmor!”


    “She’s right, you know.” Farfar winked at her.


    Else hugged her grandmother’s arm. They were both brilliant.


    They passed the Søllerød Kro, which had been serving fine meals for over two hundred and fifty years. When Else arrived in Denmark in 1939, her grandparents had treated her to a fancy dinner at the inn with its delightful thatched roof.


    “What are your afternoon plans, my Elsebeth?” Farfar said. “You need to take your mind off work.”


    She did. Whenever she thought about work, resentment coiled in her gut. Last night she’d confided her problems with Mortensen to her grandparents. They’d told her to continue to work hard and not to be riled by his rudeness.


    “Will you paint at the Søllerød Sø again?” Farmor motioned to the little lake behind the church.


    Else passed thatch-roofed homes of yellow and white. “I thought I’d ride my bike to the sea and find a spot to paint.” The scattered clouds would create beautiful patterns of light on the water.


    Farfar squinted ahead. “There’s a nice beach in Vedbæk just east of here.”


    “We used to picnic there,” Farmor said. “Near the Ahlefeldt villa.”


    “Ahlefeldt? Like the shipyard?”


    “The baron owns the shipyard.” Farfar tipped his hat to a woman out gardening. “Not that we know the family. They don’t belong to the circle of a simple schoolteacher.”


    “From what I’ve heard,” Farmor said, “the baron hasn’t come here since the baronesse died about ten years ago. She was only around forty years old.”


    “How sad,” Else said.


    Farmor tilted her head to the clouds and narrowed her blue eyes. “They had two girls, good girls. Both married now. And a wayward son.”


    “Baron Henrik Ahlefeldt.” Farfar frowned. “He had quite the reputation for drunken revelry.”


    “Had?” Else hated to gossip but hungered for the story. “Did he die too?”


    “Might as well have,” Farfar said. “When the Germans came, he fled to Sweden. Not to fight for the Allies, like a good Dane. Oh no.”


    “No?”


    “A common coward,” Else’s grandmother said. “Busy scandalizing Stockholm.”


    Else huffed. She had no patience for people like the young baron, who received good gifts of position or intelligence or beauty—and squandered them living for themselves.
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    COPENHAGEN
MONDAY, MARCH 1, 1943


    Henrik might have to move out of Fru Riber’s boardinghouse. He pedaled down Vestre Boulevard, a stiff breeze pushing his wheels.


    Hundreds of people rode bicycles to work in the cool morning. Only Germans drove gasoline-powered cars, and the few Danes allowed to drive for professional reasons were relegated to vehicles fueled by wood gas.


    Else Jensen’s presence at Søllerød Kirke had dug a pothole in his road. He’d been so careful to remain nameless in Vedbæk and Søllerød. He never talked to anyone except the Thorups, and they avoided his name if asked about their visiting “nephew.”


    Henrik pedaled down the wide boulevard lined with elegant buildings. He hated to move. His garret room was isolated, and the students ignored him. Only Else and Laila seemed determined to be friendly, as if to prove they weren’t snobs. For that, he could hardly fault them.


    Besides, he found their conversation stimulating.


    The boulevard flowed out onto the Langebro, a bridge crossing Copenhagen’s harbor, and sunshine glinted on the water.


    Even if he moved, someone at Søllerød Kirke knew his name. Someone sweet and appealing. And her rather disapproving grandparents as well.


    Should he arrange a new drop site? That would require coordination between Svend and his resistance contacts, and the new drop site might not work as well.


    He’d have to balance the dangers of a new drop site with the dangers of his name being known in Søllerød.


    In a few minutes, he arrived at the shipyard, parked in the bicycle shed, and made his way to the carpenter shop. Since the morning shift didn’t start for half an hour, the shipyard was almost deserted. Lars Koppel had asked his crew to arrive early to sharpen the saws.


    Tom Rasmussen stood at the door to the crew’s storage room in the shop, and he beckoned Henrik inside. Koppel sat on a crate, and the rest of the crew loafed around.


    No saws in sight.


    Rasmussen ushered in Eriksen and Blom, then shut the door.


    Gunnar Skov frowned around the room. “I thought we were sharpening saws.”


    Koppel planted his broad hands on his knees. “That isn’t why I called this meeting.”


    Henrik cocked one eyebrow. One of the reasons he preferred working in the yard to the offices was the lack of meetings.


    Koppel’s pale-eyed gaze swept the crew. “How many of you listen to the BBC?”


    Skov and Rasmussen raised their hands. Henrik did too, and the others chuckled and followed suit. The BBC broadcasts provided reliable information in the Danish language.


    “Then you know they called on Danish workers to commit sabotage.” Koppel kept his voice low. “The resistance groups are growing bolder, committing more sabotage every month.”


    Skov’s eyes burned in his narrow face. “It’s about time.”


    Some of the men murmured and nodded.


    Henrik folded his arms over his squirming gut. He didn’t like where Koppel was heading.


    Koppel ran his hand over his balding head. “The bombing of Burmeister og Wain was a message. If we don’t destroy the German ships, the RAF will. If they do, civilians will die—women and children too.”


    Skov brandished his fist. “Let’s blow those ships sky-high.”


    “Are you crazy?” Eriksen glared at Skov. “They’ll kill us all, kill innocent hostages. That’s what they do in France, if you haven’t heard. You want that here?”


    “Better than being Hitler’s tame little pet canary.” Skov stepped into Eriksen’s face. “That’s what they call Denmark—if you haven’t heard. I’m sick of it. It’s time to fight.”


    “Hold on, Skov.” Koppel motioned for the young man to back off.


    Skov grumbled but obeyed.


    “I’m with Eriksen,” Blom said. “It’s dangerous. I—I’m Jewish. The Germans are looking for any excuse to crack down on us.”


    Eriksen shifted his mouth to one side. “Don’t forget, the trade unions ordered us not to commit sabotage.”


    Henrik studied the crew. About half looked worried—all family men. They had reason for concern.


    “I only want to see who might be interested.” Koppel held up one hand, his voice threaded with gentle grimness. “If you don’t want to participate, you can leave now.”


    “Thanks.” Eriksen’s face relaxed. “My wife . . . my children.”


    “I understand,” Koppel said.


    Blom headed for the door with the others, then turned back. “We’ll sharpen the saws and cover for you fellows.”


    Henrik needed to leave for the same reason he’d refused to meet the SOE agent. But his feet stayed firm. If nothing else, he should monitor the situation, maybe report it to Svend.


    Koppel met his gaze. “You interested, Andersen?”


    “I don’t know.”


    “You’d be good to have. You’re quiet, strong, levelheaded.”


    Henrik shrugged and ducked his chin.


    Something about sabotage appealed to him, appealed with a burning twist of vengeance. Not only would it hurt the Germans but it would hurt Far.


    The worst possible motive.


    “I know what to do.” Skov formed two fists, like a boxer in the ring. “We soak rags in oil, light them, and throw them in the ships’ fuel tanks.”


    “Nej.” Koppel grimaced.


    So did Henrik. The saboteur would die in the explosion, and the Germans would arrest dozens in the shipyard.


    Henrik shook his head. “You must be careful.”


    Skov’s face warped with disgust. “I’m willing to risk my life for my country. Aren’t you?”


    He was already doing so, but Skov could never know. His answer came in a complex sentence, and he edited it. On Mondays, after talking freely with Svend and the Thorups over the weekend, he had to be vigilant.


    Henrik gestured over his shoulder toward the shipways. “Do that, and you die.”


    “I’m fast. I won’t—”


    “Nej.” Henrik slashed his hand before his chest. “You do one act of sabotage, and you and others die. But if you’re careful, you can do many acts.”


    Rasmussen murmured his approval. “He’s right.”


    “Do it carefully.” Henrik pounded his fist into his palm. “Do it well. Do it right.”


    The red in Skov’s face flowed away.


    “Ja.” Koppel nodded to Henrik and got to his feet. “We need a plan. We need to destroy ships or slow down production—and live to do it again.”


    “I’m in favor of living.” Rasmussen raised a wry smile.


    Koppel crossed labor-thickened arms. “We need equipment and explosives, so we need to contact a resistance group.”


    The men frowned and looked at each other. Apparently no one had connections.


    Henrik did, and his gut twisted.


    Rasmussen puffed his cheeks full of air and blew it out. “You’ve got to watch out for informers—the stikkers. They’ll sell you to the devil.”


    “I know.” Koppel’s voice grew grimmer. “Be careful.”


    Cool reason tempered the burn of Henrik’s vengeance. Sabotage could be done with purpose and planning and prudence. He could envision the necessary organization and security and communications.


    “I want to help,” Rasmussen said, “but let’s do it right. Being courageous doesn’t have to mean being foolish.”


    “Skov?” Koppel tilted his head toward the hothead.


    The young man groaned. “Fine. I’ll wait.”


    “Good.” Koppel motioned to the door. “You’d all better start your shift. Andersen?” With one finger, Koppel asked him to remain.


    The rest of the men left and shut the door behind them.


    Henrik rubbed his hands on his trousers. “I don’t know yet.”


    “Think about it. I only want men who are fully committed.”


    “Thanks.” He eased toward the exit.


    “Skov is too committed.” One corner of Koppel’s mouth turned down. “You handled him well.”


    Henrik eyed the door. Men like Skov needed firmness and reason and a close eye.


    “You’re good in crises, Andersen. A natural leader.”


    With a sharp intake of air, Henrik snapped his gaze back to the crew chief. “Nej.”


    Koppel chuckled. “You don’t talk much, but when you do, it’s good. The men respect that. I’d like to see you take on more responsibility.”


    “Nej.” He backed away from the words, the flattery, the temptation.


    He fumbled for the doorknob and burst outside. Koppel didn’t know what he was asking, didn’t know handing responsibility to Henrik would be like lighting an oil-soaked rag.
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    WEDNESDAY, MARCH 24, 1943


    After a tasty smørrebrød of smoked herring, chopped egg yolk, and radishes layered on thick rye bread at the institute canteen, Else headed for the conference room, where the physicists would discuss the paper Sigurd Mortensen was preparing to submit.


    Else loved these meetings with their fast-flying ideas and thorough analysis.


    In the conference room, Mortensen was erasing unfamiliar handwriting from the blackboard while half a dozen men sat around the table.


    Else frowned at the disappearing equations. Someone had been working on the fission problem, despite Bohr’s insistence that no one could extract enough of the rare uranium isotope necessary to produce an energy source. Or a bomb.


    Mortensen set down the eraser and glared at Else. “Where are the copies of my paper?”


    She drew back her chin. “Copies?”


    His eyelids fluttered in exasperation. “How can I present my paper if we don’t have copies?”


    Else tipped her head. Why was he asking her instead of his secretary? “Would you like me to ask Mrs. Iversen for you?”


    With his lips smashed together, Mortensen rubbed chalk dust off his hands. “Mrs. Iversen can’t use the mimeograph machine. That’s why I told you to do it.”


    No, he hadn’t. Else glanced at the other physicists, who all seemed interested in their own hands. “Me? I don’t know how to use it.”


    “Then learn. Quickly. I need copies now—twenty-five of them.”


    Else stood staring, her cheeks hot.


    Jørgen Wolff glanced up at her with a narrow-eyed, intent look.


    How humiliating. Mortensen had gone too far, and words scalded their way up her throat.


    Mortensen waved to the door. “Now.”


    She blinked. How could she make a scene in front of some of the institute’s most esteemed physicists?


    The words scalded even more on their way down. “Where—where’s your paper? And where’s the mimeo—”


    “For heaven’s sake, Jensen. Use your brain.” He shook his head at the other men. “Useless woman.”


    Else whirled out the door, everything burning and churning inside her. But she choked back her anger so she wouldn’t unleash it on sweet Mrs. Iversen.


    In the secretary’s office, Mrs. Iversen slid papers into a file drawer. She lifted her gray head and smiled at Else. The smile fell. “Dr. Jensen? What’s the matter?”


    Else pressed her hand to her tumbling belly and stilled her face. “Dr. Mortensen asked me to make copies of his paper. Do you have it?”


    Her light eyes stretched wide, wrinkling her forehead. “How strange. Miss Bruun makes copies for me, the dear girl. I can’t figure out that contraption. But this morning, Mortensen told me not to take the stencil to her.”


    “He told you not to?” Else’s mouth drew tight. Mortensen had set her up. He’d planned the whole spectacle just to humiliate her.


    Mrs. Iversen rose from behind her desk. “He asked you to make copies?”


    “Ordered me.” Her voice came out clipped.


    “That man. Come with me, dear.” Mrs. Iversen snatched up a folder, and she led Else out of the office and down the hall, her well-padded hips swaying. “Five more years, and I can retire. I keep praying Dr. Bohr will transfer me to someone else’s lab.”


    Else gave her a wobbly smile. “I say the same prayer.”


    Mrs. Iversen entered the office of Dr. Wolff’s secretary. “Miss Bruun? I apologize for the short notice. Mortensen.”


    Miss Bruun rolled dark eyes. “What did he do now?”


    “This morning he told me not to make copies.” She slapped the folder down on the desk. “Now he’s demanding them from Dr. Jensen. Would you—”


    “Oh dear. I promised to type up Dr. Wolff’s letter. It needs to go out in today’s mail.”


    Else stepped closer. “He told me to make the copies.”


    “That would be wonderful.” Miss Bruun gave her a smile. “Do you know how?”


    “I’m afraid not.”


    Miss Bruun frowned at the clock. “If you learn quickly, I could show you in about five minutes.”


    “Would you?” Mrs. Iversen said. “You’re such a dear.”


    Else tried to smile but failed. She followed Miss Bruun’s quick steps down to the basement. The secretary opened a door to a little room smelling of ink and oil.


    “This is the mimeograph machine.” On a table sat a small machine with a cylindrical drum in the middle and two trays on either end. In a whirlwind of words and motions, Miss Bruun described its use.


    After the secretary left, Else opened the folder. The stencils were made of a waxy, translucent, floppy paper with a cardboard strip at each end. Almost invisible print had been cut into the stencil with Mrs. Iversen’s typewriter.


    Else attached the first stencil to the drum by the tabs in the cardboard strip. Then she rolled it around the drum and secured the bottom strip under a metal flap.


    She opened a cap in the drum and squeezed a tube of thick black ink inside. With plenty of blank paper in one tray, the machine was ready.


    Else turned the crank. The drum rolled, sucking a piece of paper from the tray and shooting it out the other side with words on it. She cranked it again, round and round, twenty-five times.


    Now for the second page. Try as she might, she couldn’t remove the old stencil without getting ink on her fingers. Attaching the second stencil was messy too.


    After she wiped her hands on a rag, she started cranking, her throat thick and her eyes misty.


    Not only had Mortensen humiliated her, but he’d excluded her from the meeting. By the time she’d copied the twenty-page paper, they’d be in the thick of discussion. Else wouldn’t dare contribute for fear of repeating someone else’s comments.


    This was no act of an absentminded professor. This was a calculated plot.


    How dare he? Else had earned a doctorate and a position at one of the most prestigious institutes in the world.


    And she was making copies. The work was beneath her.


    She gasped, and her hand slipped off the crank. Beneath her? What a horrible, arrogant thought.


    Else studied her ink-blackened hands. Her gesture reminded her of when Hemming told her he was a manual laborer.


    Hemming worked with his hands. Else worked with her brain. Mrs. Iversen worked with flying fingers and crack organizational skills.


    No one type of work was better than another. No one person was better than another.


    “Lord, humble me,” she whispered.


    A damp little giggle erupted. He was indeed humbling her, here at the mimeograph machine.


    Else cranked out the remaining sheets for that page and stacked them on the table. She switched stencils, wiped her hands, and went back to cranking.


    Was this how the illegal papers were printed?


    Throughout Denmark, clandestine groups printed the news. In hushed tones, Laila had told about her work on Frit Danmark. Some of the workers gathered the news, some typed it up, some printed it, and others distributed it.


    The papers would be busy today. Yesterday, free elections had been held. Almost 90 percent of Danish voters had elected members of the Folketing, the lower house of parliament.


    The German Reich Plenipotentiary for Denmark, Werner Best, had allowed the elections to demonstrate German generosity.


    After almost three years of treating Denmark far more leniently than any other occupied country, the Germans expected the Danes to embrace the Danish Nazi Party in gratitude.


    They hadn’t. Last night, the State Radio announced the Nazis had received three seats—the same three seats they already held.


    Else smiled and rolled the next stencil into place. Another example of Den Kolde Skulder.


    For three years, ordinary Danes had presented that cold shoulder to the Germans, ignoring them and pretending not to hear them.


    Now they had voted a cold shoulder.


    It was a safe way of resisting. Else hummed a tune as she cranked out copies.


    Her tune faded. Was the cold shoulder enough? The Germans hadn’t exactly left.


    Being civil and accommodating kept Denmark safe, but it didn’t change German minds or actions.


    Else stacked the completed page, and Mortensen’s name flashed on top.


    Her breath snagged.


    For months, Else had been civil and accommodating, but Mortensen’s attitude and behavior hadn’t changed. If anything, he grew ruder and crueler.


    Perhaps being nice wasn’t enough.
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    THURSDAY, APRIL 8, 1943


    Fragrant curls of golden beechwood fell from beneath Henrik’s whittling knife and into the bucket between his feet. Fru Riber didn’t mind if he carved in the living room as long as he cleaned up after himself.


    Henrik sat in a chair near the dining room, letting the four male undergraduates have the two sofas flanking the woodstove. The distance allowed him to listen to their conversation without being tempted to participate. Tonight they were discussing a professor they deemed unfair, a topic that didn’t interest Henrik.


    Carving provided an excuse to be present, and he’d found he enjoyed it. Usually he crafted little animals, many of them such poor representations he fed them to the stove. But over time, his carving was improving.


    This evening, the Havmand was emerging from the beechwood, unbidden. The head and torso he could complete in the living room, but the merman’s fins would be carved in the privacy of his room.


    Perhaps it was his subconscious way of commemorating his own thirty-third birthday today and the Havmand’s third birthday on Saturday.


    Henrik poked the tip of his knife into the figurine’s beard to add texture.


    His birthday had passed unnoticed. When he was a boy, he’d wake to find presents on the bed. Then Mor would serve the kagemand birthday cake shaped like a man and decorated with candies and Danish flags. Henrik’s little sisters would squeal when he chopped off the kagemand’s head according to tradition. After festive singing, Far would list the accomplishments he expected from his son in the coming year. Eager to please in his youth, Henrik had obeyed and achieved. But Far was never satisfied.


    A ripple of laughter flowed from the students.


    Henrik’s knife had moved down to the figurine’s hips as if determined to carve fins.


    Not in public.


    Knowing he was carving the Havmand brought an energizing thrill of courting danger, a taste of what he felt rowing the Øresund.


    But Svend’s proposal elicited no thrill, only a chill in his gut. This past weekend, Svend had again asked Henrik to contact the SOE agent. The British wanted to gather the various Danish resistance groups under the Allied umbrella—including one lone merman.


    The British had begun parachuting weapons and explosives into Denmark, and they planned to send men to train saboteurs.


    The chill in his gut crystallized to ice. Lars Koppel wanted explosives to commit sabotage. Henrik could provide the connection.


    With his thumb braced on the wood, Henrik eased the knife over the curve of the shoulder.


    What would the connection cost? Henrik had sacrificed his lavish lifestyle to become Hemming. He’d sacrificed his voice to become the Havmand. He risked his life with every stroke of his oars, every exchange of envelopes under kneeling benches.


    Wood gave way, and his knife slipped into the hollow of the Havmand’s neck.


    He couldn’t take further risks. The more contacts he made, the more likely he’d meet someone who recognized him. The more he spoke, the more likely he’d reveal his upper-class background. And if anyone connected the Havmand to the Ahlefeldts, they might connect his courier work to Lyd-af-Lys, endangering the Thorups.


    The students left the room without acknowledging Henrik, but he didn’t mind.


    Male and female voices mixed in the hallway. Then the door opened, and Else and Laila entered.


    “Hej, Hemming,” Else said with her glowing smile.


    “Hej.” Laila waved and headed to the stove.


    Else strolled closer carrying a notebook. She wore a white sweater with a starry blue Danish pattern. It fit snugly around her little waist, accentuating what his American friends called an hourglass figure. The type of figure he’d enjoyed most before the war.


    Henrik lowered his chin to his work. “Hej.”


    “What are you carving tonight?” She stood beside his chair. “Oh, a little man. He looks like you.”


    “Oh?” Had his carving improved that much?


    Else stroked her chin with a twinkle in her eyes.


    Ah, the beard. Henrik smiled and patted his beard. “Ja.”


    “Is he a Viking? I think you look like a Viking.”


    Laila laughed and plopped on the sofa that faced Henrik. “You do, Hemming. You need one of those helmets with horns.”


    Else clucked her tongue. “You know real Vikings didn’t have horns on their helmets.”


    “True, but how would we recognize a Viking without horns?”


    Else gave Henrik an amused look and joined her friend on the sofa. “Laila, did I tell you I had a breakthrough today while mimeographing?”


    “Mortensen made you do that again?”


    Henrik’s hand stiffened on the knife. From all he’d heard, Mortensen was a cad.


    Else arranged her skirt over her knees. “I’m embracing it as growth in humility. And I do excellent thinking at the mimeograph machine. That’s my reward.”


    “What was your breakthrough?”


    Henrik kept his ears on their conversation and tried to keep his eyes on his carving.


    Else circled one hand in a cranking motion. “With each turn of the mimeo, the stencil wears down a bit more. Entropy in action.”


    “Entropy.” Laila narrowed one eye. “Second Law of Thermodynamics?”


    “Yes. ‘Everything tends to disorder.’ Entropy is a measure of disorder or randomness.”


    Henrik had read about that in the physics textbook from Lyd-af-Lys.


    Else tapped the notebook on her lap. “I was wondering how entropy applies to light. Max von Laue and Max Planck did some work on it in the early days of quantum theory. I think it goes deeper.”


    “Do you have calculations?” Laila eyed the notebook.


    “I was hoping you’d ask.” With a sly smile, Else opened her notebook. “It might involve matrices, and those are a weakness of mine.”


    “Oh! I love matrix mathematics.”


    The two ladies bent their heads over the notebook, both faces bright with intellectual stimulation.


    Their conversation exceeded the basic physics in Henrik’s textbook. But he was beginning to understand a concept Else kept talking about, the nature of light, how it was both a wave and a particle.


    For hundreds of years, physicists had argued about it. Light could only be a particle. Or a wave. Not both. Then Niels Bohr solved the problem with his complementarity principle, explaining how two concepts could be mutually exclusive—and still both be true.


    Henrik carved a valley separating the Havmand’s arm from his chest, and he smiled. The theory illuminated the smallness of the human mind, how little the brain could understand, even the most brilliant of brains.


    Else laughed and wrote in her notebook.


    Everything about her seemed soft. Her laughter. The way the lamplight gleamed on her light blond hair. How that hair curled under her round face. The glow in her eyes, the curve of her cheeks, the bend to her pink lips. Those looked soft too.


    Henrik jerked his gaze down to the figurine. He wanted to fashion the same pose as the Little Mermaid statue, the same wistful longing for what couldn’t be had.


    And Henrik could not have a woman in his life. He’d had more than his share of women in his dissolute years, and now he could have none.


    He glanced under his eyebrows at Else writing and chatting. Brilliance and sweetness in equal measure. Those qualities had shone in Mor, and they shone in Else.


    The sort of woman he’d consider if he ever had the chance.


    Who was he fooling? Else Jensen possessed too much intelligence to consider Hemming Andersen and too much character to consider Henrik Ahlefeldt.


    He guided his knife around the angle of the elbow and lowered his voice to a murmur to speak to his likeness. “Happy birthday to you.”
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    SATURDAY, APRIL 17, 1943


    The roller coaster hurtled around the bend and jerked to a stop. Else flopped forward in her seat, her laughter mingling with Laila’s.


    They extracted themselves from the car and trotted down the stairs beside the fake mountain that housed Tivoli Gardens’ Rutschebanen roller coaster.


    The idea to spend the day at Copenhagen’s hundred-year-old amusement park had bloomed inside Else with the spring weather. “One more time?” she asked Laila.


    “Three times in a row is enough.” Laila smoothed her tousled dark curls. “Let’s let our stomachs settle.”


    “Our stomachs?” Else said in a teasing tone.


    Laila laughed and headed past a construction site where a Ferris wheel was being erected, with carriages styled like hot air balloons.


    “How about the bumper cars?” Else asked.


    Laila shot her a glare. “Once was enough. When Else Jensen gets into a bumper car, she tosses friendship aside.”


    She had certainly gotten in some good bumps. “Carousel?”


    “Much better.”


    “Come on.” Else strolled through the crowd. Happy screams rose from the rides, and sugary smells floated from the concessions.


    To their right rose the enormous concert hall with its Moorish dome and spires. Else and Laila had already enjoyed a show at the open-air pantomime theater with its mechanical peacock whose colorful tail served as a stage curtain.


    All the color and music and fun seemed out of place in a world at war, but Else wouldn’t have it any other way.


    “I’m glad you stayed in town this weekend.” Laila circled a family coaxing a cranky toddler to her feet. “The boardinghouse is dreary when you’re away. Those undergraduates—so silly and rude.”


    “I’m sure we were silly at that age too.” Else’s hand brushed against the fabric of her blue-flowered spring dress. “But you’re right—they aren’t good company. And Hemming goes away each weekend too.”


    “Hemming? He isn’t much of a conversationalist.”


    “No, but he’s sweet and considerate.”


    Laila gave her an impish smile. “Do you have a crush on him?”


    Else barked out a laugh and admired the fountain to her left. “Of course not. But he’s a good sort, and I hate how the others don’t even acknowledge him.”


    “If you don’t have a crush on him, why are you blushing?” Laila’s brown eyes glinted.


    Else pressed a hand to her cheek. Cursed pale complexion. Might as well admit it, so she let a smile flick up. “There is something about him. Not just solid muscles, but solid character.”


    “Your Viking warrior.”


    Else gasped and nudged her friend. “Not mine. Can you imagine us together?”


    “Kind of.” Laila smirked.


    “A physicist and a shipyard worker?” Else stopped short to let a little boy run by. “Oh, I’m a horrible snob.”


    “Hardly.” Laila nudged her back. “But you’re right. It wouldn’t last. I think the man only knows two words.”


    Ja and nej. The poor man struggled when he spoke. He’d probably struggled in school too, what little schooling he must have had. Surely he’d been teased. To come out of that with a gentle disposition was remarkable.


    They turned down a path through colorful gardens shaded by trees in full leaf.


    Two young men approached and tipped their caps to Else and Laila. The black peaked caps of the Germanic-Danish SS, recently named the Schalburg Corps after a Danish Nazi officer killed in Russia fighting for Germany.


    The men would be mortified if they learned they were flirting with a Jewish woman. Although pointing that out would give a rush of ironic pleasure, Else didn’t want to endanger Laila. No antisemitic laws had been implemented in Denmark, but the Danish Nazis were infamous for harassing Jewish people.


    So Else looked right through the men as if they didn’t exist. Den Kolde Skulder.


    “Horrible,” Laila said in a fierce whisper after they passed. “Traitors to Denmark, to humanity.”


    “Thank goodness there are so few of them.”


    “Far more of us on the other side.” Her glare softened to sadness. “But far, far more sitting out the war.”


    Else sighed. “I’m afraid my bravery doesn’t extend past roller coasters.”


    They emerged from the gardens. Beside a shimmering lake, the Chinese Tower rose in red and black magnificence.


    Before the war, Tivoli glowed at night, with light bulbs outlining each building, strung between trees, and reflecting in the lake, topped by fireworks shows in the summer. Although the park remained open during the occupation, the lights had been extinguished.


    Laila leaned her forearms on the fence around the lake. “I’m not supposed to be involved with the paper, but I am. Now it’s your turn. We need you.”


    Else glanced around, but no one stood nearby. She edged closer to her friend. “Me?”


    “One of our duplicator machines broke, and another was captured by the enemy.” Laila’s voice barely reached Else’s ears.


    “Oh dear.” Printing Frit Danmark required dozens of hidden machines.


    “You have access to a duplicator, and thanks to Mortensen, no one would think twice if they saw you using it.”


    “I couldn’t. It’s against the law.” Recently a dozen leaders of the illegal paper De frie Danske had received prison sentences up to two years.


    Laila gazed to her right, where children queued for a boat ride. “We Danes are so good at following the law. What has it gotten us? The Germans are still here.”


    “The Allies will come someday,” Else whispered.


    Laila’s expression sharpened. “What then? They’ll snub us for not resisting. In every other occupied country, people make life miserable for the Germans. They have to send more troops to maintain order, drawing soldiers from the front. And we in Denmark do so little.”


    “I know.” But Else’s stomach squirmed at the thought of riots and destruction and executions. Of deliberately causing conflict.


    All her life she’d avoided conflict.


    “Don’t you see?” Laila said. “By not opposing the Germans, we’re effectively allying with them. Isn’t that a greater evil? Isn’t that worth risking our comfort and safety?”


    Across the lake, children frolicked on the playground. “Even if I took the risk myself, how could I bring risk to the institute? I’d have to use the institute’s machinery and ink and paper. That’d be stealing.”


    Laila’s hands clenched together, tendons taut.


    Time to change the subject. “But now, our carousel awaits.” Else gestured in that direction.


    With one raised eyebrow, Laila told Else she wasn’t off the hook. But she followed Else around the upper loop of the lake, where children maneuvered tiny motorboats on the water.


    One little tyke toddled down the stairs, squealing in joy, about to jump in. Just in time, his mother grabbed the child about the waist and scolded him.


    Else smiled at the scene.


    Laila stopped walking. “Have I told you the latest story circulating among the patriots?”


    “Which one?”


    “The Havmand.”


    “The Havmand? A merman? No.”


    Laila resumed walking, a dreamy look on her face. “They say he swims the Øresund bringing information and equipment between Sweden and Denmark.”


    “Swims? The water’s freezing most of the year.”


    “That’s what they say.” Laila shrugged. “It’s horribly romantic, don’t you think?”


    “It is.”


    “He’s breaking the law, you know.”


    Else nodded. If the story were true—in some variation—the man was willing to break the law and risk his life.


    Even as carousel music arose, cheery and bright, Else frowned. She’d always been careful not to do wrong, but people in the resistance had no such qualms.


    They claimed to be doing right.


    Could doing wrong ever be right?


    Laila was printing the news, the truth, which was right. But the Germans called it wrong, as did the Danish government.


    Laila and this Havmand, if he existed, were opposing evil, and opposing evil was right.


    Else’s mind whirled like the carousel, up and down and round and round. Was it right to do wrong to do right?
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    VEDBÆK
SATURDAY, MAY 1, 1943


    Thorvald Thorup licked one finger and raised it to test the wind. “Couldn’t ask for better conditions.”


    Henrik leaned back against the stone wall of the boathouse at Lyd-af-Lys. Sunlight sparkled on the Øresund, and a gentle breeze played with the water. “I should have a good crossing tonight.”


    “As long as you stay clear of mines and patrols.”


    Not much Henrik could do about those, especially on a moonless night.


    Thorup lifted a face reddened and lined from a lifetime outdoors. “Days like this almost make you forget there’s a war on.”


    “Mor loved springtime at Lyd-af-Lys.”


    “She was a good woman. She taught you well.”


    Henrik let out a scoffing little laugh. “I doubt she’d agree.”


    “She would the last few years. I see a lot of her in you.”


    Henrik studied the man. Thorup wasn’t going senile, was he? “Nonsense. I’m like my father.”


    Thorup shrugged. “Sure, you used to have his sharp tongue and you could be rude to the staff. And we’d all go running when you and your father fought. But you’re your mother’s son. You’ve always watched out for other people. I always thought you had so much . . .” His face clouded over.


    Henrik’s throat constricted, but he forced out the word. “Potential.”


    One slow nod.


    Even though Henrik closed his eyes, he couldn’t shut off the images pounding his mind.


    Far bellowing at him. “Late, as always. Drunk, as always. And your work—if you can call it that—you’re wasting your potential. As always.”


    Henrik had flung his arms wide. “So what? For years, I did as you wanted—but it was never good enough. So now I do what I want. If you don’t like it, what do I care? I’m used to it.”


    The more Far had ranted, the more Henrik rebelled. And the more Henrik rebelled, the more Far ranted.


    Sin beget sin beget sin. The rebellion Henrik had embraced as his rightful revenge was no less wrong than Far’s cruelty. Considering Henrik’s behavior, a portion of Far’s harshness was warranted.


    Henrik winced. Not when Far directed his harshness at Mor and Henrik’s sisters. Not when his rigidity caused a sick woman to hold a dinner party that met his demands.


    At the time, Henrik had been sailing home from America after his graduation from Harvard. His sisters told him Mor had developed bronchitis a few days before the party, but Far insisted it was too late to cancel. He had important guests on the list, guests he needed to impress. Mor had indeed impressed them with a beautiful and elaborate evening. In the effort, she’d pushed her bronchitis into pneumonia.


    She never recovered.


    In Henrik’s opinion, Far had killed Mor as surely as if he’d shot her.


    With a shake of his head, Henrik pushed away from the boathouse wall. “I’m going for a bike ride.”


    “No nap?”


    “Later.” He smiled to let Thorup know he wasn’t annoyed with him for speaking his mind.


    After he fetched his bike, Henrik pedaled south down the coastal road.


    He couldn’t tell Thorup he had an appointment with the Special Operations Executive agent. Better to meet the agent, tell him why he couldn’t get more involved, and be done with it.


    His head low, Henrik rode past lavish beach homes behind stone walls. But what aristocrat would suspect the scruffy man on a dented bicycle of being one of their own?


    He’d chosen a meeting place in the Jægersborg Deer Park, about two miles from Vedbæk and even farther from Søllerød, where he might see Else.


    Part of him welcomed that idea. He always saw her inside. He’d like to see her outside, the wind tossing her flaxen hair, the sun bringing out the pink in her cheeks. Maybe to have a genuine conversation with her and see her glowing zeal turned his way.


    Henrik huffed and pedaled down a wooded stretch of road. If he could talk openly with Else, he’d offer to have words with that Mortensen. She was too sweet to tell him off herself.


    Like Mor quietly enduring Far’s anger.


    Henrik, on the other hand, hadn’t endured Far’s anger. He’d absorbed it, every biting word. For fourteen years, he’d absorbed the anger, and it had fermented inside, loathsome and noxious, until at last, in one moment of clarity, he’d turned from his father and all he stood for.


    After he rode through the village of Skodsborg, he took a rustic path into the Deer Park. Trees closed in around him, and new leaves rustled in the breeze.


    He bumped down the path until he came to Bøllemosen, a pond deep inside the park.


    Henrik dismounted and scanned the area. A dark-haired man with a fishing pole sat on a log, and a basket sat beside him on a red blanket—the sign. He rolled his bicycle forward, his gaze probing the beech woods, his ears tuned to footfalls or voices, his muscles tense and wary.


    The man appeared to be alone.


    But he appeared rather skinny and stooped for an agent.


    Regardless, Henrik would play the game, then end the game. He pushed his bike closer. “Excuse me, Herre. I am lost. Do you know the way to Helsingør?”


    The man met his gaze through thick glasses. “Elsinore?” he asked in English, as he was supposed to.


    “Alas, poor Yorick.”


    “I knew him, Horatio.” The SOE agent cast his fishing line into the water.


    A fraction of the tension released. Henrik leaned his bike against a beech tree, removed the basket strapped to the back, and searched for wood to use for carving.


    “Østergaard said you are the Havmand. You’re becoming quite the legend in resistance circles.”


    Henrik winced. He’d heard the whisperings too. Using code names allowed the resistance to trumpet the exploits of freedom fighters in anonymity, but Henrik would have preferred even his code name to have remained secret.


    His back to the agent, Henrik clenched his jaw and tossed aside a twig too small to carve. “What else did Østergaard say?”


    “That you are an aristocrat who became a shipyard worker to protect your alias.”


    Henrik would have words with Svend later tonight, and he bent to examine a silver-barked branch on the ground. “Did he mention either name?”


    “No. Do not tell me.”


    “I have no intention of doing so.” Henrik snapped twigs off the branch. “Because I have no intention of working with you.”


    “Østergaard said you’d say that.”


    “Perhaps now you’ll accept it.” Henrik put the stripped branch in his basket and passed to the agent’s other side, eyeing the man’s bony back. “If anyone were to make a connection between either identity and the Havmand, those who help me would be endangered. And the resistance would lose a courier.”


    “Even so, we need you.” The agent adjusted his cap. “We need a liaison between the shipyards and resistance groups, a liaison between shipyards.”


    Koppel wanted that connection. A dead tree stood not five feet behind the SOE man, and Henrik inspected it with a twinge of guilt in his gut. “I can’t risk what I’m already doing.”


    “As someone who uses your courier service, I understand. But I’m willing to risk it. We need smart liaisons, strong leaders. Østergaard says you’re the right man.”


    Henrik’s shoulders twitched, and he added a chunk of wood to his basket. Far had groomed him to lead, and for most of his life Henrik had also wanted to lead—but for selfish purposes.


    After the occupation, he’d traded self-gratification for self-denial. In the process, he’d traded away his desire for leadership.


    It was for the best, for the sake of others. Every time he’d had a leadership position, he’d abused it. At the Olympics, his biting words had slowed the boat rather than propelling it forward, and had cost him the gold he’d craved.


    The SOE agent whipped his fishing line out of the water, then cast it back in. “The Allies are winning. The resistance groups are uniting. Sabotage is increasing. It’s time for patriotic Danes to fight back.”


    “I’m already doing so.”


    “We need more from you. We need leaders.” The SOE agent shifted his scrawny backside. “If you need time to think about it—”


    “I do.” The words came before he could stop them, from a place he couldn’t recall.


    “Next week. Same place and time.”


    “Ja.” Henrik lumbered away with his half-full basket.


    What if Thorup was correct? What if he did carry Mor’s concern for others? What if he’d changed enough?


    For years, he’d lived as a different man, a changed man. Was it possible to lead as this changed man? In a positive manner?


    What better way to find out than to take a small step in that direction?

  


  
    12


    [image: ch-fig]


    COPENHAGEN
THURSDAY, MAY 6, 1943


    With the undergraduates in their rooms studying for exams, the only sounds in Fru Riber’s living room were the flipping of the pages of Laila’s book and the scrape of Hemming’s knife over wood.


    Else had read the paragraph in her novel a dozen times without comprehending. Her insides felt like a lump of laundry in her mother’s modern washing machine, churning, dampening heart and lungs.


    Laila turned another page. “Have you talked to Bohr?”


    Else winced. She couldn’t print Frit Danmark without asking permission from Niels Bohr. How could she use institute resources and bring danger to its doors without asking the director? Although Bohr was known to be sympathetic to the resistance, Else hadn’t worked up the courage to ask him. Especially not today. “Not yet. I’m sorry.”


    “All right,” Laila said in a tight voice, as if Else’s reluctance turned a knob on her vocal cords, every day another twist.


    Else willed the words in her novel to enter her mind. But they scattered.


    “You’re quiet tonight,” Laila said.


    The students’ chatter over dinner had masked Else’s silence. “Bad day.”


    “What did Mortensen do this time?”


    “I don’t want to talk about it.” She turned a page, not that it mattered.


    Laila swiveled on the sofa toward her. “Come on. I can see you’re upset.”


    “It—it’s too humiliating.” Else’s shoulders hunched, as if to block the words she’d heard.


    “What did he do?” Laila said in that fierce voice of hers.


    Trapped. Else laid down her book and rubbed her temples. “I wasn’t supposed to hear. I overheard him.”


    “What did he say?”


    Across the room, Hemming bent over his knees, whittling, with a line of wooden animals on the little table beside him as if marching to Noah’s Ark.


    Laila nudged her. “Else?”


    The sympathy in her friend’s voice undid her and set her lips to quivering and her mouth to speaking. “I was returning from his errand. He was in the corner talking to Gebhardt.” Her throat squeezed shut.


    “Yes?”


    Else pulled herself together. “Mortensen said I was trying to be both a physicist and a woman, and I should choose one or the other. Because I don’t do either well.”


    “This must stop.” Hemming’s voice boomed from across the room.


    Else sucked in her breath.


    He was every bit the Viking warrior with his brows low and his eyes burning.


    Then his expression collapsed, and he sat back in his chair. “I’m sorry.”


    Else shook her head. “No need to apologize. This is a common room. And—” And what did it matter who heard? Mortensen had only voiced what everyone believed. She was defective as a woman.


    Laila leaned forward. “What did you say, Hemming? This must stop? How Mortensen treats Else? I agree. It’s horrible.”


    Hemming glanced to his animal parade. “Else, what is your—favorite animal?”


    He was changing the subject in a bumbling way, which only made it sweeter. She took a shaky breath. “I love dogs.”


    Hemming ran his hand along the tabletop, picked up a figurine, and crossed the room. “Why? Because dogs are friendly and loving and loyal?”


    Else stared way up at him. “Yes. Yes, that’s why.”


    Hemming switched his gaze to Laila. “Like Else, ja?”


    “Ja.” Laila hugged Else’s arm. “Friendly and loving and loyal.”


    Her chin lowered in embarrassment. But how she preferred embarrassment to humiliation—similar emotions, yet so different.


    Hemming squatted down to her level and set a wooden dog on top of her book. “For you.”


    “For me?” She scooped it into her hand, and a wobbly smile rose. The little dog sat on its haunches, with perky ears and a tilt to his head as if listening. “Oh, Hemming, he’s adorable. Thank you.”


    He peered at her with brilliant blue eyes. “What happens if you kick him?”


    Else clutched the pup to her chest. “Kick him?”


    One nod of that beard of gold and red. “What happens?”


    How could anyone kick a sweet dog? But Hemming’s gaze didn’t relent, so she needed to answer. “He—he’d yelp. He’d back away.”


    “Bite?”


    “He might.”


    “Is he still a good dog? A friendly dog?”


    She studied his face, the sharp nose and the intensity in his deep-set eyes, and she unraveled his meaning. “I—I can’t bite Mortensen.”


    Hemming rested tree trunk arms on his knees. “What do you do when he kicks you?”


    Assurance stretched her spine. “He wants me to throw a hysterical fit so I’ll lose standing. But I refuse. I hold my tongue.”


    “You are silent.”


    “Yes.”


    He pushed up to standing, a great unfolding of long torso and long limbs. “Sometimes silence takes much courage.”


    A grateful smile rose. Yes, it did.


    Hemming returned to his chair and picked up wood and knife. “Sometimes silence is nothing but cowardice.”


    Else gasped, and the little dog’s ears poked her fingers.


    Hemming glanced her way, grunted, and jerked his head to the side. “I’m sorry. That was . . . mean.”


    “No, you weren’t mean.” Her mind whirled around his words, around the truth. “I have to figure out which one it is—courage or cowardice.”


    “I think you already know,” Laila said in a soft voice.


    Else’s eyes slammed shut. She thought she was acting in courage, in humility. But what if failing to confront Mortensen was nothing but cowardice? What if she’d spread false humility over her cowardice—a glossy sheen on an ugly lump of pride?


    “I—I’m sorry.” Hemming’s voice sounded strangled.


    “Oh, don’t be sorry.” She waited until he met her gaze. “Sometimes telling someone a harsh truth is the kindest thing you can do.”


    His expression—she couldn’t decipher it. Shock. Understanding. Disbelief. All in one. As if her words had struck him as hard as his words had struck her.


    “I hate seeing you miserable,” Laila said. “It’s getting worse.”


    Laila was right. Hemming was right. Nothing would change unless she changed. She gave Laila a feeble smile. “I don’t know how to yelp.”


    Laila wrapped her arm around Else’s shoulders. “If I know you, you’ll learn to yelp in a kind and polite manner.”


    She leaned into the hug. “You’re a good friend.”


    Hemming hunched over, attacking the wood with quick strokes.


    She’d never heard so many words from him. He’d spoken with wisdom and strength, and her heart went out to him, not with the silly flutter of a crush, but with warmth for a friend. “Hemming? Thank you.” She pressed the little dog to her heart.


    He flicked his gaze to her, then down to his wood. He grunted in masculine embarrassment. “You’re welcome.”


    “Let’s practice.” Laila held out her hand. “May I have the dog?”


    With a little chuckle, Else handed the pup to her friend.


    Laila wiggled the dog as if he were speaking. “Pardon me, Mortensen. You stepped on my tail. Such behavior is unprofessional, unacceptable, and rude. If you do not cease and desist, I shall have no choice but to bite you on the rump.”


    A giggle bubbled out. “And that”—Else mimicked Laila’s doggy voice—“would be unpleasant for both of us.”
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    MONDAY, MAY 10, 1943


    For the first time in three years, Henrik walked down Bredgade, a few blocks from the family townhouse.


    Thank goodness, Far wouldn’t be home. He always worked late.


    The flagstones on the sidewalk shone dark from the heavy rains that had kept Henrik from crossing the Øresund the past weekend. But he’d met in the rain at Bøllemosen with the SOE agent, whose code name was Jam, and he’d agreed to this next step.


    Men in well-tailored raincoats and expensive hats looked askance at Henrik’s cheap jacket and cap and scruffy beard, so he kept his eyes low.


    When he’d learned the meeting place would be in his old neighborhood, he should have refused. Too many people could recognize him. Too many memories.


    He could almost hear Far’s rants, as if the words had dissolved into the pavement and now rose with the evaporating rainwater.


    Henrik’s hands balled up, but he forced his fingers straight.


    Did he want to become more involved with the resistance to bring harm to the Nazis? Or to his father? Because if revenge played any role, he’d back out. He wanted no part of that. He needed to forgive Far—somehow—so he couldn’t indulge in vengeance.


    The reports of Nazi atrocities had pushed Henrik over the edge. One could dismiss a single report as sensationalism, but the sheer quantity verified them.


    In every occupied country but Denmark, oppressive conditions prevailed. Near-starvation rations. Forced labor. Severe punishments for minor offenses. Trainloads of people disappearing. Not just political prisoners and saboteurs, but ordinary civilians, sent to concentration camps because they were Jewish.


    Horrible things happened in those camps. Some reports said a million people had been slaughtered. Men and women and children. Slaughtered.


    The Danes needed to fight the Nazis because every decent human being needed to.


    Henrik rounded the corner onto Frederiksgade, and the dome of Frederiks Kirke rose before him, the largest church dome in Scandinavia.


    Four pillars graced the marble façade, and engraving on the pediment declared, “Herrens ord bliver evindelig”—the Word of the Lord endures forever.


    After he removed his cap, Henrik climbed the shallow marble steps and opened the door.


    Familiar smells filled his lungs. Every Sunday his family had been in town, Mor had taken him and his sisters to services here. Occasionally Far had joined them.


    Henrik passed through purple curtains, drawn back on each side, and entered the circular sanctuary. Light from many windows brightened cold gray marble walls, and paintings of the twelve apostles adorned the inside of the massive dome.


    Marmorkirken, the locals called it. Marble Church.


    But he hadn’t come to admire the architecture or to remember his mother or even to worship. He’d come to meet a new contact, even more dangerous than exchanging envelopes in Søllerød Kirke.


    Four columns of wooden pews filled the circular floor.


    In a back pew, Jam sat with his dark head bowed. Toward the front, a handful of people sat praying.


    On the far right about halfway up, a sandy-haired man sat. A gray overcoat lay over the back of the pew, draped so that a rolled-up newspaper protruded from the pocket. The signal for Henrik.


    No one sat near the man, and no one else had an overcoat over the pew.


    Henrik could still say no. He could leave right now and be done.


    But he urged his feet onward.


    He’d told Jam he would not meet with the contact if he recognized him, so he scrutinized the young man as he approached. His posture, his profile. Nothing triggered a memory.


    When he reached the row behind the contact, Henrik dropped his cap. He walked forward a few pews, then checked his hands and returned for his cap, studying the man’s face out of the corner of his eye.


    A stranger. Good.


    Henrik sat behind the man. With his hands clasped, he lowered his head. “‘Which hope we have as an anchor of the soul.’” Henrik quoted Hebrews 6:19, announcing his new code name for this scheme—Anker.


    “Have we come to a fork in the road?” In a low voice, the contact announced his own code name—Gaffel for fork.


    “But which way to turn?” Henrik repeated the code phrase.


    Gaffel turned a page in a Bible. “You work at Ahlefeldt’s.”


    “What do you want of me?”


    “A liaison. We need to recruit and organize there, to find a leader there.”


    Henrik knew a leader who was already organizing. “Continue.”


    “You would pass messages between the shipyard and our group, deliver materials, coordinate plans with us, arrange training sessions. Not just at your shipyard but at others. Jam said you have contacts.”


    Henrik clamped his hands together. He’d already weighed the risks to his life and to his work as the Havmand, risks he was willing to take. The Anker code name would keep his liaison work separate from his courier work to protect the Thorups. “I have contacts.”


    “Will you help us?”


    “Yes.”


    Gaffel slipped a piece of paper over the pew to him. “Instructions for our next meeting. Don’t read it here. Memorize it and burn it.”


    Henrik shoved it into his jacket pocket, stood, and put on his cap, the signal to Jam that he’d decided to help. He strode out of the church without meeting the SOE agent’s gaze.


    Circling to the rear of the church, he headed toward Store Kongensgade, then down the street past colorful buildings.


    Although Henrik had taken on a greater burden, his heart felt lighter. The liaison role felt like a perfectly tailored suit. Leadership fit him.


    The lightness puffed out his chest in the cool evening air, but experience clamped an iron belt around that puffery, that self-flattery. Leadership was like fire. In the right hands, it warmed all in range. In the wrong hands, it destroyed everything.


    A week ago, he’d feared he’d hurt Else, all but calling her a coward—which he didn’t even believe. Yet she’d welcomed his words.


    Henrik turned onto Gothersgade. Why had his harsh words been received? Why had Far’s harsh words been rejected?


    The recipient determined much of the reaction. Else’s humble spirit instead of Henrik’s rebellious heart.


    But the delivery mattered too. Far had derided Henrik for minor failures such as earning the second-highest mark in class. Far had cared nothing for his son, only for the image his son projected.


    Henrik hadn’t derided Else. He’d given her a gift, complimented her virtues, and used a tone both firm and gentle.


    “Far and Mor,” he whispered. If he could lead with Far’s decisiveness and Mor’s consideration, he could become the right kind of fire.


    In a few minutes he reached the boardinghouse. His mission had cost him his dinner. After work, he’d had to pick up a message at one end of town and meet Gaffel at the other end. Since bicycles were in short supply, he didn’t dare ride his bike without knowing where he could park. And taking the tram cost precious coins. So he’d walked. Now it was almost seven.


    Fru Riber had a strict rule that she didn’t feed those who missed dinner. At least she always had a loaf of bread in the kitchen.


    Henrik climbed the stairs to the common area. Fru Riber would have retreated to her quarters, far from the chatter of the boarders.


    In the living room, four students sat at the round table playing cards, and Else sat on a sofa by the stove.


    She stood and smiled at him. “There you are, Hemming. I kept a plate for you.”


    He stopped halfway to the kitchen. “You did?”


    Else breezed past him into the dining room. “I figured you must have had to work late.”


    Henrik followed her into the kitchen, his jaw dangling.


    Else opened the oven door. “I reminded Fru Riber you aren’t an inconsiderate student, and she’d already prepared the food. Why waste it? She let me save a plate for you.”


    Henrik had many things to say, watching her bustle around. For him. But all he could say was “Tak.”


    A pretty shade of pink colored her cheeks as she passed him carrying a plate brimming with cod and potatoes. “She also served parsnips, but I’ve noticed you never take them.”


    He hated parsnips. She’d noticed? “Tak.”


    Else set the plate at Henrik’s place, rounded the table, and stood behind the chair across from his. “I can stay if you’d like company. Or . . .”


    Henrik gripped the chairback, and his mouth opened to tell her he didn’t mind eating alone. But he did mind. He motioned to her chair.


    She took her seat, beaming as if he’d given her a gift, not the other way around.


    He reminded himself to sit like an oaf not a gentleman. Something about Else always made him forget to not use his manners.


    Henrik bowed his head, silently said grace, then went to work on the cod.


    Else wore a dark blue blouse with white dots, professional but feminine. “Thank you for letting me stay. Laila’s sleeping off a migraine—a headache. She needs dark and quiet, so I’m down here alone.”


    Henrik glanced through the door into the living room, where the students roared in laughter over their card game. He smiled at Else. “Yes. Alone.”


    “How was work?” she asked. “Are you building a ship?”


    He had to smile. “Yes.”


    She turned her head to the side and laughed, a charming sound. The week before, he’d opened the door to this tentative friendship. He ought to slam it shut against the dangers of openness and attraction.


    How could he with those blue eyes dancing in amusement?


    Else leaned forward, her face bright. “Tomorrow’s the day.”


    “Day?”


    “I’m going to yelp.”


    At Mortensen. “Good.” He took a bite of creamed potatoes, fragrant with rosemary and nutmeg.


    “I’ve decided what to say, and I practiced with Laila. Mortensen’s secretary will come with me. She has things to say too.”


    Courage was contagious. He rearranged the words into Hemming’s vocabulary. “You are brave. Now she is brave.”


    “Do you think so?” Her eyes darted back and forth as if pondering, and her mouth curved into a teasing smile. “I haven’t talked to him yet.”


    “You will.” He spoke with conviction.


    Her smile stretched wider, but then a shadow darkened her pretty eyes. “Would you—would you pray for me tomorrow?”


    All day he would. While building ships all day, he would.


    He gave her a brusque nod, then a little smile to erase the brusqueness. “Yes.”
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    TUESDAY, MAY 11, 1943


    The clock in Mrs. Iversen’s office ticked in time with Else’s heart. It was almost four thirty, almost time to leave, and she still hadn’t spoken to Mortensen.


    Twice, she and Mrs. Iversen had approached him. Twice, he’d been deep in discussion with Jørgen Wolff. Twice, Mortensen had shooed them away.


    Else’s fingers tapped together in a frenetic rhythm. She’d told Laila and Hemming today was the day. She couldn’t go home in failure. “One more try?”


    Mrs. Iversen shook her shoulders straight, making the rest of her jiggle. “This time the snake will not escape our grasp.”


    Else worked up a smile for the older woman. Their allegiance not only provided support but added moral heft to their arguments.


    She grasped the doorknob, and a quiver ruffled her throat. Every time she’d confronted someone, she’d lost something dear. If she confronted Mortensen, she could lose her position at the institute. But she could also lose her position if her career slowly withered due to silence.


    Else opened the door. At the far end of the laboratory, Mortensen and Wolff sat before a blackboard covered with tempting equations and diagrams.


    The first time Else had come to confront Mortensen, he’d been asking Wolff about methods to separate isotopes of large atoms. He hadn’t mentioned uranium, but he didn’t have to. If the unstable U-235 isotope could be separated out of uranium ore, the applications for energy would be enormous. And for weaponry.


    Wolff had adamantly shut down that line of discussion.


    And Else couldn’t let even physics distract her now.


    As she marched, she dug her hand into her lab coat pocket and wrapped her fingers around the warm wood of the little dog from Hemming. His promise to pray infused more strength into her.


    About six feet from the physicists, Else stopped, and Mrs. Iversen drew up beside her. Wolff smiled at them, but Mortensen kept talking.


    Time to yelp. Else was done being nice to Mortensen. She’d continue to be kind, but not nice. For too long she’d confused the two.


    She cleared her throat.


    Mortensen cut his gaze her way. “What is it now, Jensen?”


    Else raised a benign smile. “Mrs. Iversen and I have asked to speak with you in private twice today. You promised we could do so by the end of the day. It’s the end of the day.”


    Mortensen ran one hand through the sandy waves of his hair. “What do you want me to do, Jensen? Dismiss Wolff? Or abandon him while I attend to you?”


    He meant for her to say no to both options, to admit her request was rude, to back away. Else kept her voice steady. “I want to speak to you, and so does Mrs. Iversen.”


    “Today,” the secretary said. “And I go home in ten minutes.”


    Wolff turned his chair to face the women, scraping wooden legs on the wooden floor. “Pardon me, ladies. But is this something you don’t wish me to hear?”


    Else studied the challenging look on the senior physicist’s face. She’d wanted to speak with Mortensen in private so she wouldn’t humiliate him as he’d humiliated her. But if he refused the privacy she offered . . .


    “No,” she said. “I don’t mind if you hear.”


    “Proceed.” One corner of Wolff’s mouth flicked up.


    Mortensen groaned. “Be quick.”


    Else met his gaze, determined to confront with strength and compassion, the same way Hemming had confronted her.


    One last squeeze to the little dog. “Almost every day, you ask me to perform secretarial tasks, work I’m not trained to do. Meanwhile, Mrs. Iversen’s talents go to waste.”


    “I’m bored.” Frustration rose in the secretary’s voice. “I want to do my own work again.”


    Mortensen’s face went still. Cold.


    Else refused to shiver. “Likewise, you send me on errands, but that’s work for graduate students. We all ran errands as students, and they should pay their dues too. From now on, I will remain in the lab to do the work of an assistant physicist.”


    Mortensen’s gaze chilled to the bone. “When I give you a task, I expect you to complete it.”


    Else batted her eyes in an innocent manner. “All tasks will be completed. If you give me a physicist’s task, I’ll do it. If you send me on an errand, I’ll find a student. If you give me a secretarial task, I’ll pass it to Mrs. Iversen, who is more than competent, as you know.”


    “Thank you, Dr. Jensen.”


    Time for Else’s act of kindness. “However, I will continue to make copies for you since Mrs. Iversen doesn’t like the mimeograph machine, and your Miss Bruun”—she smiled at Wolff—“she shouldn’t have to do the work for both labs.”


    Mortensen stood, stretching above Else by several inches. “I am not accustomed to being spoken to in such a manner.”


    He’d better get used to it. She didn’t lower her eyes.


    Wolff sniffed. “Sounds reasonable.”


    “Reasonable?” Mortensen glanced back at Wolff.


    Wolff shrugged slender shoulders. “Aren’t you always complaining that Jensen isn’t in the lab, can’t be found? That she isn’t assisting you?”


    Else’s back and her resolve stiffened. So that was Mortensen’s game? Send her away, then complain that she was away? How dare he?


    With Mortensen’s deception exposed, she had the high ground, and she’d claim it. She rounded her eyes and let out a tiny gasp. “I had no idea you felt that way, Mortensen. I’ll never run errands again.”


    He winced.


    “See?” she said. “We all benefit. You’ll have an assistant, Mrs. Iversen can be a secretary, and I can be a physicist.” She smiled with her mouth but let her gaze cut. Let him know he’d abuse her no more.


    Down by his sides, Mortensen’s fingers stretched and coiled. If he humiliated her in front of Wolff, he’d lose face. Because her plan was indeed reasonable.


    Her smile grew in strength.


    “Fine.” Mortensen waved her away, then plopped into his chair. “Now, may we please get back to work?”


    “Of course.” She matched the sarcasm of his tone, turned on her heel, and hurried back into the secretary’s office.


    Mrs. Iversen shut her door.


    Else grinned. “We did it.”


    “Yes.” Mrs. Iversen frowned at the closed door. “But watch out. You know what they say about wounded animals.”


    Something twitched in Else’s stomach. Had she wounded him? If he’d tripped over his own lies, he’d wounded himself.


    Mrs. Iversen put on her hat and grabbed her purse. “I’ll see you tomorrow. Thank you.”


    “No, thank you.” Else followed the secretary out the door to the hallway.


    Before she left, she had one more promise to keep and one more act of courage.


    She rushed to Niels Bohr’s office. A twinge of sadness overcame her. He hadn’t called her to his office to chat in over a month. She missed their lively discussions.


    He stepped out of his office, hat in hand, and he smiled at her. “Goodbye, Jensen.”


    Else held up one hand. “Before you leave, could I have a word with you? In private?”


    He glanced at his watch.


    “It won’t take long,” she said.


    “Very well.” He led her through the reception area, where his secretary, Miss Schultz, was putting on her hat, and into his own office.


    Bohr motioned Else to a chair.


    She remained standing and kept her voice low. “I’ll say this quickly so I don’t lose courage.”


    “Courage?” Thick dark brows drew together.


    “I’ve been trained to use the institute’s mimeograph machine so I can make copies for Mortensen. A friend asked me to use it for . . . clandestine purposes.”


    Those brows shot high. “Don’t speak of it.”


    “Oh.” Her chest collapsed. Considering his long friendships with so many involved with the illegal papers, she’d hoped for a less abrupt dismissal.


    Bohr waved his hand before his chest. “You misunderstood. Do what you have to do. But don’t speak of it.”


    Else’s fingers wound together. “I—I wanted to ask. I’d have to use the institute’s machine, ink, and paper. I didn’t feel—”


    “Do what you have to do.” Bohr opened the door for her. “I’ve never heard of it.”


    He’d given her permission.


    Now what would she do?


    She took a deep breath and stepped through the open door.
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    TUESDAY, MAY 11, 1943


    In the crew’s storage room, Lars Koppel crossed his burly arms. “Will you join us?”


    Henrik shuffled one shoe on the concrete floor. If he agreed, Koppel and many others would be endangered—but they might do some good for the Allied war effort. “Yes. I am your contact.”


    Koppel jutted his square chin forward. “My contact?”


    The man probably expected a helper in sabotage, not his resistance contact. Not from simpleminded Hemming Andersen.


    To communicate, to inspire trust, Hemming Andersen had to become less simpleminded. At least with Koppel. Henrik chose words more fitting for Anker than Hemming, but not lofty enough to betray his privileged background. “I know people. People in groups.”


    “Which groups?” Koppel’s voice ground out. “Can we trust them?”


    “Parachutists from England. They made me the shipyard liaison.”


    Koppel rubbed his nose, not breaking his gaze with Henrik. “You trust them?” The narrowing of one eye said the real issue was trusting Henrik.


    “I can’t tell you why I trust them,” Henrik said, “but I do.”


    Koppel’s eyelids rose, only a hair, but enough to communicate appreciation for Henrik’s discretion. “What next?”


    “First, recruitment and organization. Second, training. Third, delivery of supplies.”


    “Recruitment? I know men in other crews who want to help. Nielsen in—”


    “No names.” Henrik lifted a hand between them. “I must know as little as possible. If I’m caught . . .”


    “We have many Nielsens.”


    Henrik smiled. “Ja. Will you be the leader at Ahlefeldt’s? You will know the head of each group here, but not his men. Each group must not know about the other groups.”


    “I see.” Koppel’s pale eyes shifted to the side. “If one person is arrested and talks, only a few others will be in danger.”


    Henrik tugged at his jacket sleeve. “Do you know anyone at Burmeister og Wain? The other shipyards? People on our side?”


    “I do. From the union.”


    “Give them code names. Arrange meetings between me and them. Use my code name—Anker.”


    “Anker.” Koppel chuckled. “You know, Andersen, there’s a lot more to you than meets the eye.”


    The man had no idea.
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    Henrik stepped off the line 2 tram at Raadhuspladsen, and he turned up his jacket collar against the rain. The timing of today’s meeting and the rain had led him to splurge on tram fare.


    Copenhagen’s grand redbrick city hall rose to the gray clouds, and Henrik crossed the cobblestoned square to the last building he wanted to enter—Dagmarhus, headquarters of the German administration.


    A modern streamlined gray building, and on the ground floor, below six stories of German offices, rested a bookstore, Nordisk Boghandel.


    Arranging a resistance meeting at Dagmarhus was either the height of stupidity or the height of brilliance. Would Germans expect freedom fighters to meet right beneath their feet?


    Henrik crossed the square with a stream of pedestrians and cyclists. After university, he’d never bothered with reading. Since the occupation, he’d rediscovered his love of reading, but his identity forbade frequenting bookstores.


    Yet there he was, a laborer among politicians and businessmen, entering a bookstore.


    Tall bookshelves lined the walls. He wanted to linger, browse, buy, but he couldn’t.


    No German uniforms, no faces he recognized, so he made his way to the back.


    A fair-haired man about Henrik’s age, but nowhere near his size, approached the counter, and his light eyes widened. “May I help you?”


    Henrik pulled off his rain-soaked cap. “I would like to speak to Mogens Staffeldt.”


    “I am he.”


    “Do you have a book about the white stork and its habitat?” His code phrase.


    “I might. In my storeroom in the basement. Come with me.”


    Henrik followed the man into the back and down a narrow flight of stairs. From behind one door, voices arose and the clanking of machinery. Farther down the hall, Staffeldt opened a door to a room not much bigger than a closet.


    Gaffel sat inside in one of two chairs.


    Staffeldt left and shut the door behind him.


    Henrik took the empty chair. Now he could get a better look at his contact. Gaffel was young, university age if that, and he wore a gray suit of lesser quality.


    Narrow-set gray eyes assessed him. “Good evening.”


    “Good evening.” As Anker, Henrik had yet another identity, one that required Hemming’s roughness but quicker wits. “We need a new meeting place. I’m not the sort of man who visits Frederiks Kirke or bookstores. I draw too much attention here.”


    “Oh. I didn’t think.”


    “You will need to think of such things.” Henrik kept his voice soft. “For today, let’s take advantage of this location to speak freely.”


    “Yes.” Gaffel brushed the sleeve of his suit jacket as if Henrik had dirtied it by his presence. “First we’d like you to make contacts at various shipyards.”


    “My contact at Ahlefeldt’s is recruiting men into groups, separate and unconnected. He’ll introduce me to men at other shipyards.”


    “That is—very good. Very fast.” A smile played around his thin lips.


    “The men need training. Some are overly eager and need restraint. Training will help.”


    “We’re working on that and trying to get supplies. England has been slow. We’ve had other problems.”


    Henrik stifled a groan. He could only begin to imagine the problems faced by the SOE.


    Gaffel rubbed one polished shoe against the back of his trouser leg. “In the meantime, we’re urging work slowdowns and actions that look like carelessness or accidents. Not to sabotage ships, but to slow completion. Management mustn’t become suspicious.”


    “I’ll tell my contact. Anything else for today?”


    “Our next meeting. I’d like to meet weekly. I’ll need to find a new place.” He frowned.


    “Saturday afternoons at two at the Bøllemosen in the Deer Park.”


    “That’ll do. I’ll also find a location to exchange routine messages.”


    Routine? What was routine about code names, clandestine meetings, and planning sabotage?


    Gaffel rose. “I’ll leave first. Wait a few minutes before you leave.”


    After Henrik counted to three hundred, he went upstairs to the bookstore. Again, no German uniforms in sight.


    A display of children’s books caught his eye. The volume of Hans Christian Andersen’s fairy tales reminded him of the one from his nursery. He stroked the cover as if it could release the sound of Mor’s voice reading to him and his little sisters.


    Had either Margrethe or Kristiane brought the book into their own nurseries? He missed his sisters, as sweet as Mor. His nieces and nephews, bright and lively. Even his brothers-in-law, who thought little of him, with good reason.


    He traced the name “Andersen” on the cover. “Three years,” he murmured.


    “Hemming?”


    Margrethe? Kristiane? No, Else. His eyes followed her lovely voice, found her lovely face.


    She grinned and approached, wearing a tan raincoat and carrying a briefcase and an umbrella. “What are you doing here?”


    Henrik’s breath stalled. Why on earth was Hemming Andersen in a bookstore?


    His fingers tightened around the book. “For my aunt. She lost hers.”


    Else peeked at the title. “Ah yes. All good Danes need a copy. Any relation to the author? Andersen?”


    Not by blood. Only by inspiration. “No.”


    The twinkle in her eyes said she already knew. Then she gasped in delight. “This is perfect timing. I can tell you about my meeting with Mortensen without the students at the boardinghouse listening. Come with me? I have books to buy.”


    “Ja.” The word fell out before he could stop it. Since he did want to hear her story, he followed her quick steps until she stopped in the philosophy section. He shifted his speech from Anker back to Hemming. “You talked to Mortensen?”


    “I did.” She pulled books off the shelf. “I stayed calm but forceful. And I didn’t let him intimidate me.”


    “What did he say?”


    “He agreed to my plan.” She tipped her head at one book and slid it back onto the shelf. “He didn’t have a choice. Dr. Wolff, one of the senior physicists, was there. He said my plan was good. If Mortensen had refused, he would have looked mean.”


    “He is mean.”


    Else added a book to the stack in her arms. “I think he drives off the younger physicists because he’s afraid of competition. Which is silly. He’s brilliant. And at the institute we don’t compete. We work together.”


    Henrik’s mouth tightened. “He should not be mean.”


    Else swung a smile his way, and a blond lock curled around her chin. “No, he shouldn’t. But now he knows that if he bites, I’ll yelp.”


    “Good. You were brave.”


    “I was, but . . .” Her face fell. “It shouldn’t have required so much courage to do such a little thing.”


    He fixed a firm gaze on her. “Next time you will be brave earlier.”


    Her mouth softened and opened. “I think you’re right. Every step of courage makes the next step easier, don’t you think?”


    He did, and his heart felt fuller, watching her add courage to kindness.


    A flicker of a smile, and she turned back to the bookshelf and removed another volume.


    “What are you buying?” he asked.


    “Kierkegaard.”


    “Kier—ke—”


    Else gave him an apologetic look. “Søren Kierkegaard. He’s Denmark’s most famous philosopher. He and Andersen were contempo—they knew each other.” She nodded to the book of fairy tales.


    “Oh.” Henrik had read his share of Kierkegaard in Latin school and found his ideas both uplifting and challenging. But he hadn’t read his writings since.


    “Niels Bohr doesn’t like Kierkegaard.” Else pulled another book from the shelf. “But he loves a debate. I seem to remember something Kierkegaard wrote that reminds me of complementarity—one of Bohr’s ideas. I want to brush up.”


    What a discussion that would be. “That is a lot of brushing up.”


    “It is.” Else discarded one book, added another. “When I came to Denmark, my trunk was full of necessities and physics books, which are necessities to me. My other books are in California.”


    She adjusted her grip around the tall stack.


    “That looks heavy.” He reached for the books with a questioning look.


    “Thank you.”


    Henrik put the fairy tales on top of her books, then took them all into his arms, brushing her small, warm fingers.


    “Thank you.” She squinted at the bookshelf, and her cheeks turned bright pink.


    Warm fingers. Warm cheeks. And his chest warmed. Despite their differences, he had some effect on her.


    His arms tightened around the books. This wasn’t a socialite to conquer. This was Dr. Else Jensen, a treasure of a woman and not to be trifled with.


    By moving into friendship with her, he’d accepted the risk of becoming more attracted to her. Never had he dreamed she’d become attracted to him—a risk he didn’t dare take.


    She plucked one more book from the shelf. “I’ve reached my limit. Let’s make our purchases.” She tipped a smile to him, her cheeks faded to their usual shade.


    Friendship was worth it. The risk of attraction. The risk of revelation. Since the gulf between them loomed wide, neither of them would try to bridge it.


    He’d accept the gift of friendship, and he smiled at her.


    And they each bought their books. And Else loaded them into her briefcase, even Henrik’s, because they lived in the same house. And Henrik carried the suitcase, because it was heavy. And they caught the same tram, because to take separate trams would have been silly.


    And Henrik cherished the gift.
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    THURSDAY, MAY 20, 1943


    Else and Laila pulled on their spring coats and entered the living room.


    “Good night, everyone.” Laila waved. “We’re going to see a movie.”


    Else aimed a smile around the room. “Good night.”


    The students raised hands in farewell, and Ib Malmstrøm called out, “Enjoy yourselves.”


    In his chair in the corner, Hemming looked up from his carving and gave the ladies a nod.


    Words stuck in Else’s throat. If this were a social outing, she should have invited him. But this was no social outing.


    Else followed Laila downstairs. They retrieved their bikes from the space under the stairs, maneuvered them outside, and pedaled down the street. The sky shone bright in the long northern spring daylight.


    She tried to swallow the words, but they remained stuck. It was one thing to converse with Hemming over dinner, and another to invite him into her circle of friends, small though it was. Somehow it didn’t seem appropriate.


    But why? Was she a snob? She didn’t want to be.


    Else frowned. Or was she just putting a wise hedge around her crush on Hemming?


    Containing that crush grew harder each day. The physical attraction she could write off, but not when supplemented by his character. A character that drew her with truths simply spoken and actions kindly performed.


    They had little in common—nothing really—but the reasonable portion of her brain went to mush when that deep voice spoke.


    Thank goodness he’d shown no romantic interest, because she’d hate to spurn a good man.


    Laila turned the corner, and Else fell in beside her. Laila had planned a route with many turns in case anyone was watching. Following.


    With a shudder, Else glanced behind her. Half a block back, an elderly woman carried a basket. Probably not Gestapo.


    But the Gestapo had come to town. They’d moved in to Dagmarhus, joining the German administrators. Right above Mr. Staffeldt’s charming bookstore.


    At an intersection, Laila stopped her bike and planted her feet on both sides.


    Else did the same, waiting for the tan-colored tram to pass on its tracks, guided by humming electrical wires.


    “Are you sure?” Laila asked, her tone light, as if chatting about the movie they were supposed to watch.


    Else stroked the little dog in her coat pocket. In their loyalty, dogs protected their homes. Else’s home of Denmark had been occupied, and her home of America was at war. Else could at least bark. “I’m absolutely sure.”


    “You’re willing to do something wrong to do something right?”


    “I’m willing to do something right. Telling the truth is right.”


    Laila sent her a smile, her dark curls swinging under her brown hat, and she pedaled across the street. “Do I have Mortensen to thank for this?”


    “Ironically, yes.” Else pulled up alongside her friend.


    “I haven’t heard you grumble his name for days.”


    Over a week. “My plan is working. I delegate the secretarial work and errands, and I’m busy in the lab.”


    “And on the mimeograph machine.”


    Mortensen always handed her papers to copy at inopportune times, still trying to expel her from the lab. But she and Mrs. Iversen had discussed ways to iron out that wrinkle.


    Laila turned down a narrow street. “The lab must be more peaceful.”


    “Oh no. I’ve wounded his pride, and he can’t bear it.” A herd of bicycles approached, and she eased her bike closer to the curb.


    “He has no choice. You were right, you caught him in a lie, and you have two witnesses.”


    Else smiled. He had to be kicking himself that he hadn’t accepted her offer of privacy.


    After more turns than Else could count, they arrived at an apartment building near the university. They left their bikes in the lobby, and Laila led Else up several flights of stairs.


    Else’s heart rate skittered. Printing an illegal paper could lead to arrest and imprisonment. Since Denmark had abolished the death penalty in 1930, the Danish government didn’t allow the Germans to execute members of the resistance, but people had been killed in roundups.


    Else set her chin, and Hemming’s voice rumbled in her head—“Next time you will be brave earlier.”


    Laila led her down a dimly lit hallway. “Be like the Havmand,” she whispered.


    “I have no intention of swimming the Øresund.”


    “Some say he rows.”


    That made more sense. “I have no intention of rowing either. But I can print.” If the Havmand could risk his life to spread information, so could she.


    With a furtive look in both directions, Laila knocked six times.


    A young man opened the door. Wavy brown hair swept back from his high forehead, and he ushered them in.


    The tiny apartment was full—four people, two duplicating machines, and two typewriters, all in action.


    “This is my friend,” Laila said. “She can print copies.”


    “Good evening.” Else had been warned that no names would be used.


    “Thank you,” a blond in her twenties said around the pencil between her teeth, barely glancing up from her typing.


    Laila had told her how stories came in by courier. Some were written by reporters from the legal newspapers, who sent articles not allowed in their publications. Others came from government officials or business owners. Some were transcribed from BBC broadcasts.


    Laila motioned to the typewriters. “We type up the stencils here. That’s my job. We run some copies here, others at locations around the city. Then we send them out to be distributed.”


    The blond headed to a mimeograph machine, and Else stepped aside to let her pass.


    “I’ll bring you the typed stencils.” Laila held up a blank stencil, waxy and translucent. “Each is good for about two hundred copies.”


    The fellow who’d answered the door tapped a stack of papers on the desk to straighten them. “Stencils are hard to buy, so make as many copies as possible from each. Keep going until the copies are illegible. And they’re fragile, so treat them with care.”


    “I know.” She’d torn several at the institute.


    “Do you have nail polish?”


    “I think so. Yes, I do.” Nail polish rarely lasted in the lab, so she only wore it for special occasions. “Why?”


    He gestured to a little red bottle on the table. “It mends tears in stencils.”


    “How clever.”


    “We’ll send you paper and ink whenever possible.” He set the stack of papers on top of a staggered pile.


    “Thank you. I have permission to use supplies at—” She choked off the revealing detail. “But I’d prefer not to.” Whoever ordered supplies might become suspicious of a sudden rise in the use of paper and ink. That person’s loyalties might not lie with the resistance.


    The young man reached into the pocket of trousers too roomy for his skinny form, and he held up a slip of paper. “Here’s the information on where to take the printed papers and how to contact your cut-out. Read it now, memorize it, and burn it here. Don’t show it to anyone, even her.” He nodded at Laila.


    Else looked at Laila with surprise, but her roommate nodded. If Laila were arrested and interrogated, Else’s contact—her “cut-out”—could be compromised too. “I see.” Else’s voice sounded thin.


    The man’s hazel eyes grew intense. “The delivery is the most dangerous part of your job. You must be vigilant without looking vigilant. You must suspect everyone without looking suspicious. If anything feels wrong, do not make the drop.”


    Else’s throat tightened, but she shoved out her words. “I understand.”


    “Everything must be perfect—the location, the code phrases, the person. If anything violates protocol, do not make the drop. Tell your friend, and we’ll investigate.”


    “All right.”


    He held up an ink-stained finger. “Don’t ever forget, your cut-out will also be vigilant and suspicious. Don’t lead an informer to your cut-out. Don’t make a mistake in your codes. We will not tolerate sloppiness or recklessness.”


    Her fingers worried the strap of her purse. “I won’t let you down.”


    “Can we trust you?”


    Laila huffed. “I wouldn’t have recommended her if—”


    “Can we trust you?” His gaze pierced Else, as if probing her character, courage, and loyalty. “Not just that you won’t betray us, but that you won’t do something stupid that will get us all arrested.”


    “You can trust me.” Else spoke with more conviction than she felt, but as she spoke, the conviction of her words filled her heart.


    “Good.” He held out the slip of paper.


    Although her fingers quivered, she wrapped them around the note.


    Brave earlier.
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    WEDNESDAY, JUNE 9, 1943


    In the shipyard canteen, Ove Nyholm reached the punchline of his joke. Henrik took a bite of his smørrebrød so he wouldn’t laugh too soon. Nyholm had started on Koppel’s crew on Monday, and his friendly and boisterous ways made him popular.


    When the men laughed, Henrik waited a beat, swallowed, and joined in.


    “Who wants to join me for a beer tonight?” Nyholm’s grin rearranged his ample freckles.


    “I’ll come.” Tom Rasmussen elbowed Nyholm. “I’ll bring a baby bottle for you.”


    All of eighteen years old, Nyholm took the teasing with a laugh. “I’ll drink you under the table. Who else is coming?”


    Half accepted, half declined, and Henrik picked at his sandwich.


    “How about you, Andersen?”


    Henrik popped a herring into his mouth and shook his head.


    “You’re married?”


    “Nej.”


    “Got a girl?”


    “Nej.”


    “What’s the matter? Don’t like girls?”


    Henrik pinned the man with the look he’d used to intimidate opponents when rowing crew. “I like women.”


    Nyholm flipped up both hands. “No harm meant. So what do you do at night? Just go home?”


    “I like quiet.”


    Nyholm nudged Rasmussen. “Then he certainly doesn’t want a wife.”


    Some laughed. Some didn’t. And Henrik closed his eyes to conceal the rolling.


    Nyholm was mistaken not only about marriage but about Henrik.


    He did want a wife.


    Some evenings he could imagine what it might be like. The evenings he came home late and found Else had saved a plate for him. She’d also been working late recently and often ate with him. Sometimes Laila joined them.


    Else would chat about interesting topics in simple speech, ask questions of Henrik, and wait patiently for him to formulate his reply.


    He craved the evenings with her. Dreaded them. Longed to be known. Feared being known.


    Thoughts of Else filled his journal more each day, filled his head. He’d been in love once, long ago, but this felt more intense. Yet he, as Henrik, had never conversed with her. She knew nothing about him. Which was how it had to be.


    After lunch, he and his coworkers went back to the shipways, where they were building temporary scaffolding inside the hull of a cargo ship.


    In the warm sunshine, Henrik rolled his shirtsleeves above his elbows and climbed up the exterior scaffolding, then down inside the hull.


    Gunnar Skov picked up an electric drill. Instead of heading toward the scaffolding, he squatted close to the hull. He craned his neck around, caught Henrik’s eye, and gave him a mischievous look. Then he fired up the drill and aimed for the hull.


    Steam filled Henrik’s chest and billowed in his head. He barged forward and grabbed Skov’s arm. “What do you think you’re doing?”


    He heard his father in his disgusted fury, saw his own young self in Skov’s wide eyes.


    The shock of it slammed Henrik in the gut, and he dropped Skov’s arm—but not the question. “What are you doing?”


    Skov beckoned Henrik down to his level, and Henrik squatted.


    A lock of dirty blond hair hung on Skov’s forehead. “I’m drilling a hole so the ship will sink.”


    What on earth was he thinking? “You can’t do that.”


    “Watch me.”


    Henrik fought the billowing steam. “The inspector will see it.”


    Skov’s cheeks reddened. “We’re supposed to commit sabotage. They keep saying they’ll give us supplies, but they don’t. I’ll just do it myself.” His voice hissed out.


    “You will not.” He understood Skov’s frustration. The SOE promised more than they delivered. Although Henrik had organized crews at several shipyards, no one had been trained or equipped. “You’ll be kicked out of the group.”


    Skov’s nostrils flared. “You’re not the boss. Koppel is.”


    Henrik had more authority than that, but at Ahlefeldt’s, only Koppel knew Henrik was the liaison. “If Koppel saw, he’d kick you off. Wait. Do it carefully, do it well, do it right.”


    Skov hefted the drill in his hand, then set it down. “I liked it better when you didn’t talk.”


    So did Henrik. He pushed up to standing and left Skov behind. Silence ensured secrecy. Silence prevented harsh words like the ones he’d directed at Skov.


    Leadership required speech, but good leadership required good speech. A rueful smile rose. “Speak carefully. Speak well. Speak right.”


    “Andersen!” Anton Blom leaned over the side of the hull. “Koppel wants to talk to you, down by the carpenter shop.”


    Henrik raised a hand in acknowledgment and climbed out.


    Down on the ground, Koppel stood talking to his boss, Herre Poulsen.


    Holding a clipboard, Poulsen eyed Henrik. “So this is the man you recommended.”


    Henrik’s stomach clenched. He needed anonymity, not recognition.


    Koppel gave Henrik a partial smile. “Yes. He’s quiet, but he works hard and the men respect him. He’s your man.”


    “Good news, Andersen.” Poulsen beamed at him with crooked teeth. “You’re promoted to crew chief.”


    He’d rather hear he was fired. “No. I—Koppel’s the crew chief.”


    “Time for you to have your own crew.” Still he beamed.


    Henrik’s breath hopped around, and he fought the panicky sensation. This was one of the reasons he’d hidden his intelligence. “I don’t want it.”


    Poulsen’s chin drew back. “You’ll have more responsibility, and it pays more. You’ll like that.”


    “I don’t want it.”


    Koppel cocked his head to the side. “Why not?”


    More reasons than he could list. How often had he seen Koppel talking to managers, men who might recognize Henrik from his years in the business offices? Henrik would also have to speak more. And power—he could only drink it in tiny swallows.


    He shook his head. “I am not—smart enough.”


    “You’re smarter than you think,” Koppel said.


    Later he’d tell Koppel the position would interfere with his liaison work. For now, he’d keep repeating himself. “I don’t want it.”


    Koppel sighed and shrugged at Poulsen. “Sorry.”


    “I am too.” Poulsen sniffed in disdain. “Back to work, Andersen.”


    “Tak.” Henrik marched toward the ship up on the ways, supported by a network of wooden beams.


    “Anyone else on your crew?” Poulsen asked Koppel.


    “No. How about Hansen’s crew?”


    “I’ll ask—oh! Baron Ahlefeldt!”


    Henrik’s heart jammed into his throat. His father?


    He started to glance back, spun away, crouched low, his back to the men, his head down, as if working on the scaffolding. Far never came to the ways. Why now?


    “Good day. Poulsen, isn’t it?” Far’s voice slunk into Henrik’s ears, loosing hundreds of memories. “How is everything down here?”


    Henrik clutched a rough wooden crossbar. Since when did Far care about men so low in the company hierarchy?


    “One of my crew chiefs retired,” Poulsen said. “I need to replace him, but the man we picked turned the job down.”


    “Turned down a promotion?” Disbelief shaded Far’s voice. “Why?”


    “He’s capable,” Koppel said, “but he underestimates his abilities.”


    “Isn’t that the way of things?” Far said. “Too many men underestimate their potential, overestimate it, or . . .”


    Henrik’s shoulders hunched toward his ears, but his mind filled in the missing words. Or fail to fulfill it.


    “Never mind.” Far’s voice rose in that way of his. Shoving away failure and those who failed. “You’ll find someone more deserving. I came to check on the progress of the ship on Way Three. My manager mentioned a problem, and I wanted to see.”


    “Of course. Come with me, sir.”


    Footsteps shuffled away.


    Henrik tugged his cap low and peeked around his shoulder.


    Far walked away with the same rower’s build he’d passed to his son but softened by age. His dark blue suit fit perfectly, and his black homburg sat squarely over his fair hair.


    Henrik rose to standing. For the first time in over three years, he saw his father.


    Everything tumbled around inside. The burn of anger. The juvenile pleasure of knowing Far would be appalled to see his heir working as a common laborer.


    And something he’d never expected and didn’t know how to handle, something that pulled at him and urged him to run to the man who’d raised him.


    The man who had spurned him for his failures but also told heroic tales while little Henning sat on his knee. The voice that hurled insults but also rose in laughter at childish antics. The hands that clenched in fury but also patiently, lovingly trained him to row and to row well.


    For his first fourteen years, Henrik had wanted to please his father, not just because he’d been in awe of him but because he’d loved him.


    He still did.


    And that shattered him.
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    WEDNESDAY, JUNE 23, 1943


    Else’s chalk flew across the chalkboard, formulae spilling into formulae spilling into formulae.


    The graduate students tossed out suggestions, and the solution to the problem cascaded down the board.


    Her nerves tingled and her mind danced. Moments like this were why she’d chosen a career in physics.


    That morning the idea had germinated. Mortensen had dismissed it as stupid, but the idea pressed against the starting gates in her mind.


    As soon as Mortensen left for a meeting, Else picked up the chalk, and her idea raced down the track, gaining speed with each turn. Soon the frenzied scratch of chalk on slate had attracted the graduate students.


    “Jensen.” Mortensen’s voice and footsteps assaulted her ears. “I need copies.”


    “Just . . . a . . . Gebhardt, you were saying?”


    “Planck’s constant,” Manfred Gebhardt said in his German accent.


    “Of course.” She plugged in Planck’s constant and beamed at the answer. She’d done it.


    “I need copies.”


    Else’s shoulders stiffened, but she sent the man a benign smile. “I’ll make them at the end of the day as always.” Her policy allowed her to stay in the lab all day and to print Frit Danmark after most of the staff had left.


    Mortensen huffed. “Now, Jensen.”


    Two temptations battled—to protest in a peevish manner and to be nice and give in. Both were wrong.


    She tented her eyebrows. “When Wolff told me how disappointed you were that I was always away running your errands, I vowed I’d never let that happen again. And if I left now, I couldn’t put the finishing touches on this.” She swept her arm toward the chalkboard.


    “Jensen solved it.” Kaj Knudsen’s oversized eyes stretched wide in his round face. “For over a month, we’ve puzzled over it, and Jensen solved it.”


    Else’s cheeks warmed. “We solved it as a team.”


    Knudsen shook his head. “It was her idea.”


    Mortensen’s gaze skittered across the blackboard, at first angry, certainly recognizing the idea he’d dismissed. Then shock and understanding.


    His jaw edged forward. “You made a fundamental error at the start.” He reached past Else and grabbed the eraser.


    “No.” She moved to block him.


    “Don’t worry, Jensen.” Knudsen held up a notebook. “I wrote it down. But I don’t see an error. It works.”


    “It does work.” Else sought Mortensen’s gaze and held it hard. “Let’s test it. What do we have to lose? Or we can puzzle over it for another few months.”


    “It’s brilliant.” Gebhardt darted to the board. “Look—this part here—reminds me—”


    “Yes.” Knudsen joined his friend, grabbed some chalk, and scribbled down an offshoot.


    “Now we can move forward at last. Look what your lab has accomplished, Mortensen.” Else smiled, offering a bandage for the pride bleeding all over the floor.
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    Midsummer Eve was meant for fireworks at Tivoli, bonfires, feasting, and singing—but the Germans banned such celebrations.


    As Else pedaled down an unfamiliar street that evening, her brain wanted to celebrate her victory in the lab, but she had to keep watch.


    Be vigilant without looking vigilant. Be suspicious without looking suspicious.


    The briefcase loaded with six hundred copies of an interior page of Frit Danmark could get her arrested—and her contact too. This wasn’t her first delivery, but it was her first to this cut-out.


    With a still head and a shifting gaze, she scanned the street. She turned a corner, taking advantage of the natural turning of the head to gain a different view.


    What exactly was she looking for? German soldiers, but their uniforms gave them away. Same for the Danish police, who had to enforce the laws against the illegal press.


    But Gestapo agents and Danish informers wore civilian clothes.


    When she reached the address, she glanced around as if disoriented, then put on a pleased expression when she spotted the sign for the dentist’s office.


    Else pulled her bike through the door, parked it in the hall, and climbed one flight of stairs with her briefcase over her shoulder.


    Every word had to be perfect. What if she forgot? What if she looked like an informer?


    With a shaky breath, she opened the office door. One lady sat in the waiting room, and Else approached the receptionist. “Good afternoon. The filling fell out of my upper left eyetooth.” Else tapped her tooth as instructed.


    The young woman studied her. “I’ve never heard of a filling in an eyetooth.”


    That followed the script, and Else fought the impulse to break out in a relieved grin. “I ate too much marzipan as a child.”


    “Very well. Have a seat.”


    “Thank you.” Else took a chair and tried not to fidget. She pulled a notebook from her briefcase and re-created the stream of formulae, in case Mortensen destroyed Knudsen’s copy.


    In a few minutes, the receptionist showed the lady in. Soon after, she motioned to Else, led her to an examination room, and shut the door.


    Alone in the room, Else unbuckled her briefcase, pulled out the papers, and set them on the exam chair. She had been instructed not to leave until someone opened the door, then immediately closed it.


    While waiting, Else wrote down formulae. Footsteps passed. Muffled voices spoke. A drill whined. Fifteen minutes. Twenty-five. Thirty. Thirty-five.


    The door clicked open. “She’s in room three,” the receptionist said out in the hallway. “No, room four. I apologize.”


    The door clicked shut.


    Else stuffed her notebook in her briefcase and left the room.


    The receptionist smiled at Else as she passed. “Feeling better?”


    “Much better. Thank you.”


    Her feet longed to run, escape, fly away, but she had to look like an innocent patient.


    Else pushed her bicycle outside, gave her surroundings a nonchalant sweep, and pedaled home at her usual pace. Although she took a zigzagging route.


    The sight of Fru Riber’s charming boardinghouse lifted a weight from her chest, but she checked one last time for anyone she’d seen earlier on the route.


    None, thank goodness, and she pushed her bike inside. Since the students had returned to their homes for the summer, fewer bikes rested under the stairs.


    Else trotted up two flights to her room, where she deposited her briefcase, her coat, and her tension. She’d done it. She’d printed and delivered her papers again. And she walked free.


    Her stomach gurgled, and she went downstairs for a late dinner. She and Laila saved plates for Hemming and for each other.


    In the living room, Fru Riber closed the blackout curtains, part of her evening routine. She frowned at Else. “Late again.”


    “I’m sorry, Fru. I had a breakthrough at the lab, and time flew.”


    In the kitchen, the oven door banged shut. Darling Laila.


    Else entered the dining room. “Thank you, Lai—”


    Hemming stepped out of the kitchen carrying a plate. “Good evening.”


    She stopped short. “Good evening.”


    He set the plate at her spot. “I heard you come in. Laila’s plate is in the oven.”


    Darling Hemming! He kept stomping down the hedge around her crush. “How kind of you.”


    “You three,” Fru Riber called from the living room. “Always late.”


    “I’m sorry.” Else couldn’t promise to do better in the future, when she wouldn’t.


    Chair legs scraped on the floor. Hemming held out Else’s chair in a gallant gesture.


    She sank into her seat and smiled up at him. “Thank you. Would you like to join me? I know you’ve already eaten.”


    He gave a gruff nod and sat across from her, tall and straight. Then he slouched.


    Else bowed her head to say grace and to conceal her smile. Hemming was a curiosity. Most people, when caught slouching, sat up straight. Hemming, when caught in perfect posture, slouched.


    He fiddled with the long sleeves of his chambray work shirt. “How was your day?”


    “It was wonderful.” She described her breakthrough as best she could without numbers, formulae, or scientific concepts—which wasn’t very well. But Hemming murmured at the right points. He especially smiled when she described Mortensen’s reaction.


    Footsteps dashed into the dining room. Laila flung up one hand and pressed her other hand to her chest in a dramatic pose. “‘Shall we their fond pageant see?’” she quoted in English. “‘Lord, what fools these mortals be!’”


    Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream, and Else chuckled. “Very appropriate.”


    “Yes, very.” Hemming stood and headed into the kitchen. “I’ll get your plate.”


    Else inclined her head and stared at his retreating back. He couldn’t have understood either the English or the Shakespearean reference. But then, how many times had she laughed at a joke she hadn’t understood in order to fit in?


    “He saved my plate?” Laila sat next to Else.


    “Mine too. Wasn’t that sweet?”


    “It was.” One corner of her mouth twitched.


    Hemming returned and set a plate before Laila.


    “Oh!” Fru Riber cried from the living room. “Who did such a thing?”


    Else glanced back. “Pardon?”


    The landlady marched in, brandishing a newspaper. “Look what I found in the kindling box. It’s yours, isn’t it?” She scowled at Hemming.


    Still standing, he squinted at it. “Land . . . og . . . Fo—folk. Not mine.”


    Else’s chest collapsed. The poor man could barely read.


    “No illegal papers in my house.” Fru Riber waved it at Hemming. “Worse—it’s communist. The Communist Party is banned. If I find out you’re a member—”


    “I am not.” He lifted his chin, noble in his righteous indignation.


    “Well, it doesn’t belong to the girls.”


    Else tucked in her lips, aching for Hemming. What would Fru Riber say if she learned both “girls” were producing an illegal paper?


    “May I see?” Laila sprang up and took the paper. “Oh dear. This rag. Yesterday I found it on my friend’s desk at work, and I took it so she wouldn’t get in trouble. I stuffed it in the kindling box so I could burn it in the woodstove last night, but I forgot.”


    Fru Riber continued to glare at Hemming. “I will have no criminals in this house.”


    Else shot to her feet. “Hemming Andersen is no criminal. He’s decent and thoughtful and hardworking, and he’s never given you a moment’s trouble. And Laila said the paper was hers.”


    “Good night.” Hemming strode out of the room.


    “Hemming . . .” She moved to go to him, but what could she say?


    Laila pinned her gaze on the landlady. “You owe him an apology. The paper is mine, not his.”


    Sadness flooded Else’s chest. “He could barely read the masthead. How could he read an article? And—and I’ve never seen him reading.”


    Fru Riber’s gray eyebrows drew together, and her lips squirmed. “I—I suppose so. I—well, he’s a laborer, and laborers are often communists. I’ll apologize tomorrow.”


    “Thank you.” Laila scurried to the living room with the paper. “I’ll burn this right now.”


    “Good night, ladies,” Fru Riber said in a quivering voice. “I’m going upstairs.”


    “Good night.” Else sank into her chair and picked at her dinner.


    Laila rejoined her, and the smell of burning paper soured the air. “It was probably Ib Malmstrøm’s. The date was May, when the students were here. I saw him reading Land og Folk.”


    “I shouldn’t encourage lying.” Else gave her friend a teasing smile. “But thank you for helping Hemming. Fru Riber was about to evict him.”


    “She was.” Laila spread butter on a slice of rye bread. “Say, I’m sorry I interrupted your midsummer night’s dream.”


    “Hmm?” Else took a bite of red cabbage.


    “Your romantic dinner.”


    “Romantic—” She almost spluttered out her red cabbage, and she swallowed and wiped her mouth. “Pardon?”


    Laila held up her bread like a waitress with a platter. “I know you have a crush on him.”


    “Sh.” Else glanced behind her, although Hemming was certainly up in his garret room. “I just think he’s sweet. He’s a good man.”


    “And you find him attractive.”


    “Yes, but we’re—so far apart.”


    “Intellectually?”


    Else twirled her fork in her cabbage as if winding spaghetti.


    Laila clucked her tongue. “Why is it a problem for a woman but not a man? How many brilliant men are happily married to women who aren’t terribly bright?”


    Quite a few. “It’s different for women. You know it.”


    “It shouldn’t be.” Laila gnawed off a bite of bread.


    “More importantly, we have little in common.” His laborious reading had pounded that point home.


    But the trampled hedge around her crush refused to grow back.
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    VEDBÆK
SATURDAY, JULY 3, 1943


    Color drained from the light in the boathouse, leaving gray in its place. Not long until it was dark enough to row.


    Henrik laid aside the volume of Kierkegaard, his eyes bleary from his head cold. No, bronchitis. He could no longer lie to himself.


    Thorvald Thorup sat in the corner with a sympathetic half smile. “She must be special, this Kierkegaard-reading physicist of yours.”


    “She isn’t mine.”


    “But you wish she were.”


    Maybe it was his stuffed-up head or maybe he was simply tired of keeping secrets. “Yes.”


    He knew the moment he’d fallen for Else—when he’d pretended to struggle to read the newspaper. She’d given him a look, not of pity but of compassion, grieving that he’d never know the joy of reading. Then she’d defended him with vigor. She could yelp to defend a friend more readily than to defend herself, and he loved her for it.


    Thorup rested his forearms on his bent knees. “So much for your vow not to get involved with a woman.”


    Henrik blew his nose into his handkerchief. “As Shakespeare wrote in A Midsummer Night’s Dream, ‘Reason and love keep little company together nowadays.’”


    “I don’t speak English.”


    “Neither should I.” A cough ripped up, and he covered it with his handkerchief. He’d let down his guard that evening and reacted to Laila’s quote. At least the women hadn’t noticed.


    As the friendship grew, he slipped more often, as if Henrik wanted to shove aside Hemming and talk to the woman himself. He should have moved out of the boardinghouse months before. Now that he loved her, he couldn’t bear to leave.


    “Are you sure you should go tonight?” Thorup asked. “Your cough’s worse.”


    “Nothing the night air won’t cure.”


    Thorup raised one eyebrow.


    Henrik stuffed his handkerchief in his coat pocket. “I have a lot to deliver. Unrest is growing, sabotage is increasing, and more agents are arriving. Who knows what the weather will be like next week? I need to go tonight.”


    “Stubborn.”


    “I don’t deny that.” Henrik stood and opened the door to the gray evening. “It’s dark enough to set up.”


    The watertight box was tucked behind his seat with its rope tied to the eye on the bow, his supply box rested in the stern, and his fishing pole and oars lay inside.


    He grabbed the stern and Thorup the bow, and they carried the scull down to the pier and set it in the water.


    Henrik buttoned his black coat up to the neck and wrestled on the black balaclava Janne Thorup had knit for him, concealing hair and beard and neck—all but his eyes.


    Thorup helped Henrik into the scull. “No moon tonight, and you only have five and a half hours until sunrise.”


    Short summer nights made for hurried crossings with little time to talk to Svend. And nautical twilight lasted all night during the summer, which aided navigation for Henrik—and detection for German patrols.


    Henrik set his oars in the oarlocks. A cough barked up, wet and wracking.


    Kneeling down, Thorup steadied the boat. “Are you sure—”


    Henrik gave the oars a mighty pull. “I’m fine.”
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    He was not fine. He’d filled all his handkerchiefs, and exertion had compounded the deep exhausting ache of illness. Each stroke grew weaker on the row back to Denmark, and coughing fits broke his momentum.


    The scull skimmed past the island of Hven, half an hour behind schedule. He had to pick up the pace, not to win a medal but to avoid capture.


    Henrik leaned back in the familiar rhythm of legs and arms and torso. Harder. Harder.


    A cough burst out, rattling, gurgling, shattering the rhythm. He had to push himself, push past the illness.


    That was how Mor had died, exerting herself, pushing bronchitis into pneumonia.


    He grimaced and tugged the oars through the waves. Margrethe and Kristiane said Far had insisted on hosting the dinner party despite Mor’s illness. But they also said Mor had declared she could do it and had even turned down their offers to help.


    In his rush to blame Far, Henrik had brushed that fact aside.


    What if Mor’s stubbornness and love of entertaining had driven her to continue with the party plans? She was capable of standing up to Far. That time she hadn’t.


    For the first time in over a decade, the situation seemed grayer. Everything did since he’d seen Far at the shipyard.


    The scull thrust through the choppy water, and Henrik readjusted his hands on the oars, as if he could feel Far’s hands over his.


    His father had taught him much about rowing, business, and integrity. In the past few weeks, Henrik had recalled the sound of Far’s laughter, his off-key bass singing Christmas carols, his strong arms swinging his son high in the air.


    Far was a hard man. But not an evil man.


    Chilly air penetrated the balaclava. Henrik was back in Danish waters, where German boats and aircraft patrolled. Usually he slowed his pace at this point to reduce the sound of the oars. Tonight he couldn’t afford to.


    Henrik threw his all into his stroke, and for about fifteen minutes, he kept up the pace.


    Then a coughing fit convulsed him and brought the scull to a bobbing standstill. Henrik leaned over his knees, dizzy and depleted, his limbs shaking, each breath rasping over mucus in his lungs. “Lord, help me get home.”


    He pushed himself upright. In the gray-blue light, the Danish coast beckoned. He had at least half an hour to go and barely half an hour until the rising sun would reveal him.


    Henrik wiped his mouth, pulled his balaclava back up over his nose, and wrapped trembling hands around the oars.


    A rumbling sound pulsed in his ears. A motor.


    Henrik bit back a curse. He rarely saw patrol boats. Why tonight?


    After he tucked the oars inside the boat, he yanked out the watertight box full of secret documents from Svend’s contacts in London to freedom fighters in Denmark, and he eased it over the side.


    He pulled his pistol from his supply box and picked up the fishing pole.


    It would be best not to be seen. But if seen, he had to look like a fisherman.


    The motor rumbled louder, coming from the south.


    Henrik’s muscles twitched. His scull looked nothing like a fishing boat. And what good would his pistol do? At best, he could shoot one or two men. Not the whole crew.


    The twitching grew into an impulse he couldn’t deny.


    Henrik threw himself flat on the rails. The thin layer of cold seawater in the bottom of the boat soaked his balaclava and his trouser legs.


    The boat rode high on a swell. The patrol boat went silent, the sky brightened, and Henrik held his breath.


    His scull descended into a trough, and a searchlight sliced overhead.


    Henrik’s chest clenched. If he’d been sitting upright, the searchlight would have landed on him.


    The clenching loosened phlegm, and his lungs wanted to expel it. Henrik fought his own body, because the life of his body depended on silence.


    His chest heaved, his throat constricted, and nausea swelled inside.


    Henrik yanked up his coat collar. Pressed it over his mouth. Buried his face low in the boat to smother sounds of coughing or retching if his body betrayed him.


    Spasms and prayers ripped through him in equal measure.


    Wouldn’t the Germans love to capture the Havmand? Rumors had spread in resistance circles and even at the shipyard—rumors with a legendary ring to them. The Danes loved their valiant heroes of yore, and a new hero might build up national pride and stir people to action. But if the rumor had spread in the resistance, it had spread to infiltrators—and the Germans.


    A cough spluttered into Henrik’s closed mouth. Sparkles filled his vision from smothering himself, from avoiding the act of inhaling, which would cut loose a stream of coughs.


    A cough burst out—but to the north. The boat’s motor starting.


    Henrik twisted his head to see the sky. Dark once again.


    He yanked the balaclava off his head, pulled in a deep breath, and let his lungs do what they were designed to do.


    Coughs wracked his body. Then retching. Then more coughs. Until he lay shivering and spent.


    The motor puttered far in the distance.


    Henrik pushed up to peek over the side. When the scull climbed to a crest, he made out a dim silhouette of a patrol boat.


    He needed to lie low to put more distance between the vessels. To recover.


    If he waited too long, the tide would drag him off course. And the earth revolved closer and closer to the sun, oblivious to his need for darkness.


    With great effort, Henrik hauled the watertight box up by its rope. Then he returned his oars to their oarlocks.


    “Lord, give me strength.” He leaned back, dragging the oars through the water. His rowing became mechanical, rote, subconscious.


    Just as the first rays sneaked over the horizon, Henrik pulled up to the pier.


    “There you are,” Thorup said in a tight voice. “I was worried.”


    “Had—problems.” Henrik heaved himself up onto the pier. “Patrol boat.”


    “Hurry up. We’ve got to get the boat out of the water.”


    Using the last of his strength, Henrik helped carry the scull into the boathouse.


    After they set it down, Thorup looked at Henrik with concern. “You look—”


    “I’m going to bed.” Henrik shuffled toward the door. “Don’t wake me until noon. I’ll make the drop then, take the train home.”


    “You—you’re not fine.”


    “No.” Henrik could barely open the door. “I’m not.”
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    COPENHAGEN
TUESDAY, JULY 6, 1943


    The atrium of Havemanns Magasin soared four stories above as Else and Laila strolled past sleek glass display cases in the modern department store.


    After work, they’d indulged in new summer blouses—Laila’s in butter yellow, Else’s in minty blue.


    Else opened the door for her friend, and they stepped outside into the warm sunshine on Vesterbrogade. The street was empty. Only a handful of pedestrians—running.


    Else’s breath caught.


    A young man ran down the street, assisting a young lady who cradled her arm to her chest. A crimson trail ran down her cheek.


    “Oh my goodness!” Else fumbled for Laila’s arm, found it, gripped it.


    “What on earth?” Laila shrank back toward the display window.


    “Take off that hat!” Two men chased the couple. The men wore the hated uniforms of the Frikorps Danmark, the brigade of volunteers who fought for Nazi Germany.


    “Her hat. Look.” Laila pointed at the injured woman, who wore a flat knit cap in red, white, and blue concentric circles—the roundel of the British Royal Air Force.


    Else had seen similar caps, a sign of solidarity with the Allies and a taunt to the Germans.


    “You’re traitors of your country,” the woman cried over her shoulder.


    “You’re traitors of your race.” One of the Frikorps men brandished a stick.


    The couple tore around the corner and blended into a crowd with the soldiers on their heels. Yelling rose from the crowd. Disordered sounds of thumping feet.


    Laila clutched her package to her stomach. “It—it’s a riot.”


    “We’d better go the other way.” Else hurried down Vesterbrogade in the opposite direction.


    But the intersection ahead teemed with tumult.


    “Oh no.” Else stopped hard. “We’re trapped.”


    The crowd swarmed toward them, thundered toward them, swallowed them like an amoeba.


    “Stay together.” Laila gripped Else’s hand.


    Else ran by her friend’s side. The crowd jostled her.


    Men and women shouted insults against the Germans, the Frikorps, the Schalburg Corps, and the Danish Nazis.


    One man slugged another, and he tumbled toward Laila.


    Else yanked her hand and threaded through a narrow opening in the crowd. “This way.”


    “You’re taller,” Laila shouted. “Can you see the end?”


    “No.” She added a jump to her step. If only Hemming were there. He could see over any crowd. And he’d protect them.


    A police siren wailed behind them, building in volume.


    Laila glanced back, and her step faltered. “The police.”


    “Good.”


    “Not good.” She charged forward. “They could arrest us just for being here. I have stencils.”


    “Oh no.” She couldn’t let Laila get caught.


    Two women hurled potatoes at a man in a black Schalburg Corps uniform, and Else dodged them.


    Her breath heaving, she passed two Frikorps thugs beating up a redheaded man.


    A cross street. “This way!” Else rounded the corner.


    The crowd thinned, and the women broke into a full run. In another block, they cleared the riot area.


    Else leaned forward to catch her breath. “What was that about?”


    “I don’t know. But if they knew . . . knew I was Jewish.” Laila hugged her package, and furrows etched her forehead.


    Else straightened up and rubbed her friend’s taut arm. “What happened to my brave freedom fighter?”


    Laila gave her a wan smile. “I prefer to fight on paper.”


    “Come on. Let’s go home.”


    They couldn’t find a tram, and with their detour, it took forty-five long minutes to reach the boardinghouse.


    As they climbed the stairs, Laila winced and pressed a hand to her stomach.


    “Are you all right?” Else asked. “I hope you’re not coming down with Hemming’s illness.” On Sunday evening, he’d come home pale, with a rattling cough. He’d asked Fru Riber to call the shipyard and tell them he couldn’t work for at least a week. And on Monday, he hadn’t come down for meals.


    “Migraine coming.” Laila’s face pinched. “Need to lie down.”


    “I’m sorry.”


    Laila held out one hand. “I’ll take your things. Go on in to dinner.”


    Else puckered her mouth in sympathy and handed her roommate her briefcase, hat, and package. “I’ll be quiet when I come in.”


    A nod of gratitude, and Laila trudged up to their floor.


    After she smoothed her hair and her nerves, Else entered the living room. Fru Riber would worry if she heard they’d gotten caught in a riot.


    Bustling noises came from the kitchen, and Else joined her landlady.


    “Oh, Else!” Fru Riber held a baking pan. “Is it dinnertime already? I’m late. So much chaos in the streets. It took ages to do my shopping. It’ll be at least an hour.”


    “Don’t cook for Laila. She has another migraine.” Else reached for an apron on a hook by the door. “How’s Hemming?”


    “He hasn’t come down all day—or yesterday.” She set the pan on the table. “When I’m upstairs, I can hear him coughing. And I hear him come down to the bathroom on the men’s floor. But I’m concerned.”


    “Oh dear.” Else frowned at the ceiling. “I should check on him.”


    “Could you?” Fru Riber unwrapped a package of fish. “I made tea and broth for him. Would you take him a tray? Let me know if we need to call a doctor.”


    “I will.” Else pulled a tray from the shelf. Fru Riber could be brusque with Hemming, but she had a good heart, and she’d been especially nice to him since Midsummer Eve.


    Else ladled broth into a bowl, and she set the bowl, a teacup, and the teapot on the tray. With care, she carried it up to the garret.


    A wet, barking cough proved Hemming still lived, and Else sighed in relief.


    The door stood ajar. “Hemming? It’s Else. I brought a tray from Fru Riber.”


    “Else?” His voice sounded weak. “Come—come in.”


    She nudged the door open with her hip. The room itself was large, but the slanted roof left little usable space for a man of Hemming’s height. And the room stank of body odor, stale air, and illness.


    A bed ran along the side wall with the head toward the peak of the roof.


    Hemming was pushing himself up to sitting. He wore pale blue pajamas, soaked through along the breastbone, and red spots flared on gray cheeks.


    “Let me help.” She set the tray on a trunk by his bed, shoving aside a book, and she arranged two pillows against the wall.


    He sank against them and raised bleary eyes to her.


    “How are you feeling?” She pressed her hand to his forehead—hot and damp. “Oh dear, you have a fever. Have you taken anything?”


    Hemming gestured to bottles of aspirin and cough syrup on the trunk. “This morning—I think.”


    “Let’s get you some more.” Else poured a cup of tea, shook out two aspirin tablets, and handed them to Hemming.


    He took them slowly, every movement boggy.


    Else poured cough syrup into his soupspoon. “We should call the doctor. You might have pneumonia.”


    “Nej. I’m better—than yesterday.” When Else held out the spoon, he opened his mouth like a child—a child with a beard.


    Hemming swallowed the dose, chased it down with tea, and let out a sigh. “So thirsty.”


    “Drink that up. There’s more. And Fru Riber made beef broth.”


    He set the teacup on the trunk and reached for the bowl.


    “Can you?” Else nudged the bowl closer to him. “Do you need help?”


    “I can do it. Thanks.” He cradled the bowl in his massive hand and took a spoonful.


    “Would you like fresh air? It’s a nice day outside.” Other than rioters beating each other up. She suppressed a shudder. No need to worry an ill man.


    Hemming gave a slow, heavy blink. “Yes. It must . . . smell bad.”


    Else threw open the windows in the slanted roof. With the door open, the warm breeze would help clear out the foul air. “That’s nice.”


    Hemming sipped soup. His hair stuck out in damp spikes and his bleary gaze fixed on her. No longer a Viking warrior but a very sick boy.


    Yet he was a man and she was a woman, and a wave of awkwardness washed over her. She gestured to the tray. “I’ll take that down when you’re done. Would you like me to come back or—”


    “Would you stay?” A cough hunched up his shoulders. “My only company lately has been the sound of my own cough.”


    What a complex sentence from him. Else smiled and sat in the wooden chair on the far side of the trunk from the bed—the only three pieces of furniture in the room. And no hyggelig bits of decoration to warm it up, not even a rug.


    Only the book on the trunk, and she picked it up—Works of Love by Søren Kierkegaard. “Kierkegaard?”


    Hemming spluttered out some soup and broke into a coughing fit. He set down the bowl, grabbed a handkerchief, and filled it with wracking coughs, even as he kept his gaze cemented on the book, almost frenzied.


    To lessen his embarrassment, Else studied the beautifully bound volume, a strange choice for a man who could barely read.


    After Hemming finished coughing, Else gave him a gentle smile. “Kierkegaard?”


    He took a swallow from the teacup and wiped his mouth. “You said you like his books. Thought it might—help me read better.” His voice rasped, and he drank more tea.


    Her heart softened. If only she’d chosen an author with a simpler style at the bookstore that day. “The words are pretty big.” She weeded condescension from her tone. “Can you—”


    He shook his head, and the red on his cheeks consumed the rest of his face.


    “His thoughts are big too,” Else said. “Sometimes I have a hard time understanding him.”


    One corner of Hemming’s mouth flicked up.


    “What if . . .” Else stroked the leather cover. “Would it help if I read it out loud to you?”


    His fair eyebrows rose. “Would you?”


    “Gladly.” Without the barrier of trying to decode the words, perhaps the ideas would sink in.


    Else opened the cover. A bookplate read, “From the library of Frederik Ahlefeldt.” The owner of the shipyard where Hemming worked? Hemming must have found it at a used bookstore. What a strange coincidence.


    She began reading. Hemming alternated between soup and tea, and he watched her intently, as if wanting to extract the learning from her head. If only she could give it to him.


    After two pages, she gave him a questioning look. “Does that help? Hearing it?”


    Hemming twisted the soup bowl in his hand. “I like . . . hearing you talk. Hearing you read.”


    He did? With a quick smile, she returned to the book. “Where were we? Yes, here. ‘We can be deceived by believing what is untrue, but we certainly are also deceived by not believing what is true. We can be deceived by appearances, but we certainly are also deceived by the sagacious appearance, by the flattering conceit that considers itself absolutely secure against being deceived. Which deception is more dangerous? . . . What is more difficult—to awaken someone who is sleeping or to awaken someone who, awake, is dreaming that he is awake?’”


    Hemming’s eyes crimped in thought, and his mouth curved in enjoyment. He liked hearing her read. And she liked reading.


    Maybe he understood some of the lofty thoughts. Maybe he didn’t. But he enjoyed the reading.


    A warm sense of companionship nestled inside, coupled with the unmistakable heat of attraction. Even when ill and stinking, this man appealed to her, especially looking at her the way he did.


    Attraction couldn’t sustain a relationship, but neither could intellectual stimulation. She’d always longed for both. Perhaps, though . . . could companionship suffice? Could it make a fair substitute for intellect? Even a better substitute?


    Perhaps she was foolish to entertain such thoughts. But she’d be a snob to reject them without consideration.


    She’d lost her place. “I’m sorry. Where was I?”


    “Dreaming that he is awake.”


    Else gave him a big smile. He truly listened. And she dove back in to the warmth of stimulating ideas and excellent company.
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    WEDNESDAY, JULY 14, 1943


    Rain pounded Henrik’s windows. Since the sun wouldn’t set until almost ten at night and clouds blocked the sunlight, he had no way of discerning time. Along with his photographs of family and friends, his wristwatch stayed at Lyd-af-Lys. He used it only for Havmand runs.


    Else’s visit would come soon though, he felt it.


    Henrik shoved his legs over the side of the bed and gripped the mattress until the dizziness passed. For the past week, a storm had raged in his body. Today the storm had passed. The fever had waned, and pain flared in his chest only when he coughed.


    Now his body had to clear the storm-downed branches inside of him.


    Time to prepare for Else’s visit.


    The Kierkegaard volume could remain out—that error couldn’t be undone. Else seemed to accept his ridiculous excuse for possessing the book, and she’d never mentioned the bookplate in his father’s name.


    Bracing himself on the trunk, Henrik eased down to his knees. After he scooted the lamp and books to the floor, he unlocked the trunk.


    He stashed away his journal, loaded with his thoughts—far too many about Else. He slipped in Mor’s Bible. Having one item inscribed to an Ahlefeldt could be written off as coincidental, but two? Then he added his university physics textbook, with his own name inside.


    He locked the trunk and replaced the lamp and Kierkegaard.


    Lately Else had brought other books. During the day, he read Kierkegaard. He didn’t agree with all his ideas, but he appreciated the care and depth of thought.


    Henrik eyed the door, left open for fresh air and for Else. Twice a day she visited, bringing food, medicine, and cheer.


    She’d even brought him a second pair of pajamas. Every other morning, she ordered him to change during the day so she could launder his pajamas in the evening. In ordinary circumstances, he would have protested that he was capable of doing his own washing, as he had for three years. But now he could barely wash himself.


    A few times each day, he dragged himself downstairs to the bathroom, but he could only manage a flimsy sponge bath.


    Henrik set his hands on his knees, on the crisp cotton pajamas in bright sky blue, “the same color as your eyes,” Else had said with a wink.


    Not a flirtatious wink, but the wink of a sister teasing a brother, perhaps because that brother was too proud of his eye color.


    Henrik chuckled, which brought up a string of coughs, clearing mud from the cellar of his lungs. Then he shoveled himself back into bed and closed his eyes until the wooziness faded.


    Regardless of how Else meant that wink, it had rendered him mute. At least muteness sounded more like Hemming.


    Illness had stolen his discretion, and he’d spoken too loftily during her first visits. He had to be more careful.


    Light footsteps creaked on the stairs. Henrik sat up straighter in bed and arranged the sheet over his lap.


    “Good evening,” Else called through the open door.


    “Good evening. Come in.”


    Else entered, and fragrant steam wafted from the tray she carried.


    He murmured in double pleasure.


    “How do you feel today?” She set down the tray and smiled at him. “You look better.”


    Henrik measured his words. “I feel better.”


    Else pressed her hand to his forehead, her fingers warm today, not icy. “Yes, much better.” The curled ends of her hair fell about her cheeks, framing the sparkle in her eyes.


    He started to nod, but he didn’t want to break her touch.


    She picked up the bowl. “Fru Riber made yellow pea soup with ham. Doesn’t it smell wonderful?”


    “Yes.” He took the bowl and inhaled steam into the wreckage of his lungs.


    “She sent bread too. Are you ready for it?”


    “I am.”


    “Good.” She pushed the tray closer, and she poured tea.


    She looked so pretty in a simple gray skirt and a light blue blouse he hadn’t seen before.


    “Your blouse.” He swallowed a spoonful of soup. “Same color as your eyes.”


    Else faced him, eyes wide enough to confirm the exact shade of blue.


    He dropped her a wink, mimicking her tone of a few days earlier.


    Her lips parted. She laughed and ducked her chin, and her cheeks grew pinker. So genuine and unassuming, she brought out something genuine and unassuming in him. With a woman like her, he’d never need slick flattery or contrived wit. He’d once excelled at both, but now he despised them.


    She handed him the teacup. “Here. It’s good for your throat and chest.”


    “Tak.” He took a sip and watched as she settled into the chair, her color still bright and becoming. “How was your day?”


    Her smile flickered. “Fine.”


    No, it wasn’t. There he was, too weak to fight Mortensen, no matter how scrawny the scientist might be. He exchanged teacup for soup. “What’s wrong?”


    Else tucked a lock of hair behind her ear, pulled it free again. “Everything’s getting chaotic. Every day there’s more sabotage.”


    Henrik paused with his spoon halfway to his mouth. What would she think if she knew he planned sabotage and recruited saboteurs? Or he would if he ever returned to work.


    “I know it has to be done.” Her eyebrows lowered and her mouth firmed. “I don’t know how you feel, but I do think we should stand up to the Germans.”


    Thank goodness, and he allowed a nod.


    “But I hate it.” She twisted her hands in her lap. “People are getting beaten and arrested and shot. Everything’s accelerating, going faster and faster, and it feels like it’s all flying out of control. And yet I think it’s actually the opposite. It’s all flying together. Does that make sense?”


    It made complete sense, and he wanted to draw her into his arms and tell her that yes, it was flying together for good. That the chaos had to get worse, had to be made worse, before they could drive it away.


    But in her brow, her eyes, the twist of her mouth, he saw the human cost of resistance. Many people would get arrested and shot. Very likely, he would be one of them.


    All the more reason not to get involved with a tender heart like Else’s.


    She lowered her chin, as if embarrassed to have said so much.


    Only words could reassure her, and he had so few at Hemming’s disposal. “These are hard times.”


    She looked up, and the tension washed from her face. “They are.”


    A burst of wind and rain pelted the window.


    “This weather.” Else darted to the window and felt the latch and around the frame. “It looks secure. If this keeps up, my grandparents will forbid me from visiting them. They think I dissolve in the rain.” She laughed and returned to her chair.


    He ate more soup, his teeth unused to the firmness of the ham. He wouldn’t go to Søllerød this weekend either, and he frowned.


    How many messages for the Havmand had he missed the previous weekend? He had no way to let his cut-outs know of his illness.


    “I need to get back to work.” He bit off a chunk of bread.


    “Concentrate on getting well. I’m sure the shipyard can manage without you for a while.”


    The shipyard. Yes, he also needed to get back to work as liaison. All the coordination and planning sat on ice while he lay in bed. “That too,” he said.


    “Too?” Else smiled. “Do you have a second job?”


    Henrik winced at his mistake and wracked his foggy brain for something in Hemming’s story. “I help my aunt and uncle.”


    “In Søllerød.” Then her face lit up. “If I go this weekend, I could visit and let them know you’re improving.”


    Henrik opened his mouth to accept. The Thorups would worry about him. He’d had Fru Riber call the shipyard, but he didn’t dare have her call the Ahlefeldt villa.


    He pictured Else at the gate of Lyd-af-Lys, and he slammed his mouth shut. He couldn’t allow her to make another connection to the Ahlefeldt family. “No, thank you.”


    “All right. Let me know if you change your mind.”


    Henrik grunted his consent and gnawed off bread in a way that would appall every member of his family.


    “What would you like me to read?” She pulled a newspaper and a few books from the tray. “I brought the newspaper. I could read about how the Americans and British are advancing in Sicily—that’s part of Italy. Or how the Soviets drove back the Germans at Kursk—that’s in Russia.”


    She held up a copy of Berlingske Tidende, a mainstream newspaper. The reporters did their best to report truthfully despite Germans watching over their shoulders—not censoring, they insisted. According to Svend, many BT reporters secretly fed articles to the illegal papers.


    Those illegal papers provided a more balanced view, detailing both the successes and failures of the Allies, plus the successes and failures of the Danish resistance. But Fru Riber didn’t tolerate such papers in her house. And sweet Else wasn’t the sort to defy rules.


    The news only made him restless to get back into action. “Did you bring the fairy tales?”


    She grinned and held up the Hans Christian Andersen book. “I could use a fairy tale.”


    Henrik could too, and he spooned up more soup.


    Else thumbed through. “Granted, many of Andersen’s stories are tragic. Now, where were we? ‘Den Lille Havfrue.’ Oh dear. That’s a sad story.”


    “I like it.” And Andersen’s controversial ending to the Little Mermaid’s tale did carry an element of hope.


    Else read the story with animation and passion. He loved listening to her. He loved . . . her. The past week of her tender care had cemented his affections.


    She showed care for a man she certainly deemed her social and intellectual inferior. As much as he longed to engage her in true conversation, if he did, he’d lose the magic of listening.


    As the story progressed, something struck him hard. The Little Mermaid gave up her voice, not realizing her voice was required to claim the attention of the man she loved.


    The comparison knifed into his lungs, and coughs bled out of the gaping wound.


    When he finished, he drank tea to soothe his roughened throat.


    Else looked at him with compassion. “Are you all right?”


    “Yes.” No, he wasn’t. Without his true voice, he could never claim the attention of the woman he loved.


    Hemming Andersen wasn’t enough for her. Henrik Ahlefeldt wasn’t good enough for her.


    And the Havmand . . . ?


    Like the Lille Havfrue, the Havmand would someday dissolve into seafoam and cease to exist.
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    MONDAY, JULY 26, 1943


    In the laboratory, Else wound wire around the solenoid and glanced at the clock. Tonight she needed to mimeograph Mortensen’s article—the one including her breakthrough—plus six hundred copies of a page of Frit Danmark.


    She’d be late for dinner, and her heart flipped over. Would she have a private dinner with Hemming?


    Every day he regained strength, and soon he’d return to work. As good as it was to see him at the table again, she missed reading together in his room.


    Else clipped the wire. Those evenings had been so pleasant, with her joy in reading magnified by his enjoyment in listening.


    Occasionally she’d seen glimpses of greater insight and intelligence beneath his quiet surface. But maybe her crush had created that perception in her imagination.


    Was it wrong to long for future evenings with him? Perhaps by a fireplace, with Else cuddled by his side, reading. Maybe he’d stroke her hair. Would his beard feel scratchy or soft?


    Her cheeks flared with heat. Oh dear. She was in a bad way.


    “Good night, Jensen.” Kaj Knudsen grinned at her. “Gebhardt went to the stockroom for more wire. Why don’t we start again in the morning?”


    Else straightened to standing. “Good idea. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


    Knudsen waved and left the lab.


    Only Mortensen remained, puzzling over a diagram on the blackboard.


    Else might as well start mimeographing. She grabbed her hat and her briefcase weighted down with paper and stencils, and she entered Mrs. Iversen’s office. “Mortensen said you had an article for me to mimeograph.”


    “Yes. He’d like ten copies.” The secretary handed her stencils separated by sheets of paper.


    Else studied the milky-hued stencils and the almost-invisible typing. “I can’t wait to see this paper. One of my ideas. It’s nice to contribute something.”


    Mrs. Iversen tilted her gray head and frowned. “This must be a different article. You’re not listed among the authors.”


    Her mind swam, and a sick feeling swirled in her belly. “We don’t have another article in the works. May I—do you have the original?”


    Mrs. Iversen handed Else a typewritten article. The title—that was the paper. And the list of authors included everyone, even the graduate students. But not Else Jensen, PhD.


    That sick feeling stopped swirling and hardened into rock. She flipped through the pages. There was her idea, her chain of equations, exactly as she’d written them on the board. “That’s mine. That’s my work.”


    Mrs. Iversen huffed. “That man.”


    The solidity of the rock spread from her belly to her spine. This time she wouldn’t wait to confront him.


    She marched into the lab, where Mortensen packed papers into his briefcase.


    Else worked up a benign expression. “Excuse me. I was about to make copies of the article, when I realized my name wasn’t listed among the authors.”


    He snapped the clasps of his briefcase shut. “Your name doesn’t belong there.”


    Her emotions churned and threatened to erupt, but she forced herself to stay calm. “Pardon? This is my idea.” She flashed the page where her equations started.


    “Your idea?” His lip curled.


    She waved the papers toward the blackboard. “I wrote this derivation on the board. You saw. You heard.”


    Mortensen slid his briefcase off the desk. “You said it was a team effort. As everyone knows, when a person says that, it means everyone contributed except that person.”


    A gasp burst out. “But—but you heard Knudsen and Gebhardt give me credit.”


    “I heard team.”


    He heard what he wanted to hear.


    “Sorry, Jensen. Writing down someone else’s ideas on the blackboard makes you a secretary, not a physicist.” He smirked and headed for the door. “Now be a good little secretary and make copies.”


    Else’s chest heaved, and she gaped at his back. How dare he use her modesty as a weapon against her? The graduate students had indeed helped. Claiming all the credit would have been arrogant and dismissive. And for that, he’d strip her of any credit?


    She didn’t want acclaim, only inclusion.


    Should she go over his head? Wolff expected her to solve problems herself, but she couldn’t solve this one.


    Else’s breath steamed in her mouth and nostrils, and she marched down to Wolff’s office.


    Mollification didn’t work with Mortensen, but confrontation didn’t work either.


    She arranged her argument so she’d sound reasonable, not hysterical. Although she felt hysterical.


    The door to Wolff’s office was locked, and she knocked. No answer.


    She puffed out a sigh. Maybe talking to him tomorrow when she’d had time to compose her thoughts would be wise anyway.


    In the meantime, she’d print Frit Danmark, but she refused to waste paper and ink on the article—partly plagiarized!


    Else strode down the hall to the stairway, passing Bohr’s office. How long since Bohr had invited her in for a chat? Months.


    A low moan rose. If she failed to advance, she’d have to find another position where she could start fresh. But with the war on, where could she go?


    Down in the mimeograph room, Else pulled on rubber gloves and set up the machine. With plenty of paper on one side, she cranked the handle, over and over. Copies of Frit Danmark shot into the collecting tray.


    Else blinked away the dampness in her eyes. If she lost her position at the institute, she also wouldn’t be able to print the paper.


    Resistance activities had risen sharply in July, and the paper’s circulation had increased. People craved news.


    Else picked up a completed page and read as she cranked. The Italian government had deposed Mussolini and imprisoned him, depriving Hitler of his oldest ally.


    Another article trumpeted sabotage at the Citroën factory in Copenhagen. But another listed freedom fighters arrested in a police raid—four university students. One had jumped out of a window to escape and had died of his injuries—Ib Malmstrøm.


    “Ib Malmstrøm!” Else swayed and grasped the table for support. Ib? From the boardinghouse? She’d found him superficial and annoying—but he’d died. Died for Denmark.


    “Excuse me, Jensen.” A German accent.


    Else slapped the paper down in the collecting tray and spun around.


    Manfred Gebhardt stood in the doorway, and his dark hair stuck up as usual. “When I returned to the lab, everyone had left. Mrs. Iversen asked me to tell you she needs twelve copies, not ten.”


    “Thank you.” Else’s voice wavered, and she edged her backside along the table, trying to conceal the papers in the collecting tray.


    Gebhardt frowned. “Are you all right?”


    Tears for Ib clung to her eyelashes. What if Mrs. Iversen told Gebhardt how Mortensen left her name off the paper? He’d think her unprofessional to shed tears.


    Else raised a wobbly smile. “It’s something personal. Thank you for your concern.”


    He nodded, then glanced past her. “That’s more than twelve copies.”


    She waved her hand and gave a feeble laugh. “Oh, this is for another lab. When people know you can use the mimeograph machine, everyone wants copies.”


    Could he see her nervousness? Hear the bluff in her voice? She tipped her chin toward the machine. “I’d better get back to work. Thanks for the message.”


    “I’ll see you tomorrow.” He bowed his head and departed.


    Else spun around and pictured the room from where he’d stood. How much had he seen? Enough to see she was printing a newspaper, not a journal article?


    She rested against the doorjamb, her eyes shut, her breath erratic. Gebhardt never talked of politics, and Bohr didn’t welcome those who embraced Nazi ideology.


    That didn’t mean Gebhardt could be trusted.


    Even though Bohr was half-Jewish, Germany allowed the institute to remain open. Partly due to Bohr’s popularity at home and abroad, and partly so German physicists could visit and benefit from Bohr’s wisdom. And Germany didn’t tolerate anyone who opposed Nazi ideology.


    Else groaned. She could only pray Gebhardt hadn’t seen anything incriminating.
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    FRIDAY, JULY 30, 1943


    Henrik’s plan might work. Six cargo ships under construction rose before him at the shipyard. Wooden scaffolding encased each hull, with minimal space between ships, a weakness he could exploit.


    However, four Danish sabotage guards prowled the shipyard. Armed. Watching.


    Henrik’s father had hired the guards, perhaps compelled by the Germans, but he’d conceded.


    A betrayal to the Danish people, a betrayal Henrik felt in his gut. Men like Ib Malmstrøm died fighting the Germans—Henrik still couldn’t believe the young man was dead—but Frederik Ahlefeldt worked with the Germans.


    How could he forgive such a man? A man who had never expressed regret for mistreating those he claimed to love. A harsh man. A sinner.


    Henrik groaned and pushed up his sleeves against the midday heat. He was a sinner too, which was why he had to forgive—and apologize. But he couldn’t apologize during the occupation. And if he paid the price for resisting that occupation, he would never speak those words.


    He headed to the carpenter shop. Men walked to their worksites after lunch, and engines rumbled in the giant cranes on their rails.


    A gurgle built in his chest, and he coughed into his fist.


    Not only had the pneumonia weakened him but it had set back his work. How many messages would he find this weekend on both sides of the Øresund? Good weather and moonless nights favored rowing, but did he possess the strength?


    Dread pooled in his gummed-up lungs, but he had to make the run.


    “Hej, Hemming.” Gunnar Skov ran up to him. “I’m glad you’re back.”


    “Me too.”


    Skov repositioned his cap over hair in need of both a wash and a cut. “Koppel has no more excuses.”


    Henrik cocked his head in confusion.


    Skov glowered back over his shoulder. “Says we need your muscle for sabotage. I said we could do it without you, but he wouldn’t budge.”


    “Koppel is in charge.”


    “He keeps delaying.” He stepped closer to Henrik. “You and I—we can do it. You’ve got the muscles. I’ve got the brains.”


    No, he didn’t. “Koppel knows best. He knows the right people.”


    “Who needs them?” Skov said. “We need to act now.”


    “Do it carefully. Do it well. Do it right. Live to do it again.”


    Skov groaned and wagged his head back and forth. “I’m tired of hearing that.”


    And Henrik was tired of saying it. “Are you with us or not?”


    “I am. I am. Don’t worry.”


    “Good.”


    In the carpenter shop, Lars Koppel waited in the storeroom, sitting on a crate. “What’s the latest?”


    Henrik pulled up a crate in the stuffy room. “I met with my contact last night.”


    “Are we getting explosives? Training?”


    “The English haven’t parachuted as many shipments as expected, and we’re having troubles transporting the materials from the drop sites in Jutland.” Henrik had given up limiting his speech with Koppel. He had too much to communicate.


    “At least they’re putting the explosives to use in Jutland. That sabotage at the shipyard in Odense—look what happened.”


    “I know.” Two days earlier, a saboteur had planted explosives aboard a German minelayer that was almost completed, damaging it. When the Germans brought in sabotage guards, the workers walked off the job. Strikes and riots were spreading throughout the region.


    “It’s time for action here.” Koppel clenched his thick hands between his knees. “Time to show our government we no longer put up with them, how they cooperate with the Germans. We’d rather have the government fall, no matter the price. Those politicians ought to be ashamed of themselves. The world thinks Denmark is spineless.”


    More and more, Henrik heard from ordinary Danes willing to endure brutal Nazi conditions in order to regain dignity and honor. While he agreed, he needed to return to the topic at hand. “Two of our ships are due to launch on August 6. We need to act before then.”


    “Yes, but how?”


    “We need enough moonlight to see what we’re doing. The best conditions fall after that date, but we can make do on August 4 or 5.”


    “What can we do without explosives?” Sweat beaded on Koppel’s smooth head.


    From the heat? Or the danger? Maybe both, and Henrik wiped his hand across his own damp brow. “I have a plan.”


    He didn’t dare commit it to paper, but he described it to Koppel. If all went well, no one would be hurt or caught, but many ships would be damaged. And they could do it with supplies on hand.


    “I like it. It’ll look like outsiders did it, not shipyard workers.” Koppel frowned, one foot tapping. “Yes. I think it’ll work.”


    “You’ll need to brief the men so they won’t know I’m the liaison.”


    “So they won’t know you’re smart.” Koppel grinned.


    Henrik had to chuckle.


    “You’re not working class either.” Koppel wagged one finger. “When this is over, I want to hear your story.”


    He’d be in for a surprise if he learned he’d bossed around Frederik Ahlefeldt’s heir.


    “I was suspicious from the start.” Koppel flicked up his chin. “A big strapping fellow, taking a job here right after the Germans came, and you didn’t know one lick about tools.”


    Henrik spread his hands wide. “I grew up in an apple orchard. Picked apples by hand.”


    “I don’t believe you. Never did.” Koppel jabbed Henrik in the chest with his finger. “But I trust you.”


    “I’ll bring apples from home next weekend.”


    “Liar.”


    Henrik shrugged. “Who should we put on our team? Rasmussen? Frandsen? Beck?”


    “Hyllested and Pedersen too. And Skov.”


    “Skov?” Henrik grimaced. “He’s hotheaded.”


    “I want to keep him close, so we can control him.”


    “Good point. That’s . . . eight of us. I’d like to ask Nyholm to help. Everyone likes him. He could chat up the sabotage guards and learn what he can about the night shift.”


    “I don’t want him on the raid. He’s so young. But he’s on our side. He’ll help.”


    “Even better if he doesn’t come on the raid. If the guards that night recognize his voice, it’d point to the rest of us.”


    “True.” Koppel scratched his chin. “Too bad Eriksen and Blom aren’t with us, but I understand.”


    “Yeah. They have about a dozen children between them.”


    Koppel chuckled. “I’m glad you’re single.”


    Henrik no longer felt single. He felt bound to Else. One by one the cords had slipped around him, drawing him closer to her, enmeshing her in his life and thoughts and heart.


    So much so that living in the same house presented a daily risk that he’d slip up not only in speech but in action. Because he longed to engulf her in his arms and his kiss.


    Even worse, he sensed her feelings for him ran deeper than was wise. But she was falling for Hemming Andersen—and he wasn’t Hemming Andersen.


    Koppel narrowed one eye at him. “Am I wrong? You got a girl?”


    “No.” Henrik rose to his feet. “I don’t.”
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    SØLLERØD
SUNDAY, AUGUST 1, 1943


    As the pastor gave the closing prayer, Else struggled to keep her mind on the Lord and not on the man near the back of the sanctuary.


    Else’s grandparents on the pew beside her would not approve of the direction of her thoughts. While visiting her family, a romance with Hemming seemed impossible, unlikely, even a bit ridiculous.


    So why was she so aware of his presence, as if she could feel his breath and hear his heartbeat?


    Pastor Sparsø dismissed the congregation.


    Farmor tucked her pocketbook under her arm. “Excellent sermon.”


    “It was.” With his bowler hat in hand, Farfar led the ladies up the aisle.


    Farmor gave Else a strained smile. “I suppose you’ll want to greet your friend.”


    “I will. I’ll meet you outside.” Else had convinced her grandparents that ignoring Hemming on Sundays would be rude when she shared a table with him the rest of the week.


    Reminded her of how the popular girls in high school had been friendly with her in math class when they wanted her help—but ignored her in the halls.


    In his pew, Hemming put his Bible in his satchel and nodded to her. “Good morning, Else.”


    “Good morning.” How good to see him clear-eyed and hearty. “Your family must be happy to see you again.”


    “I’m happy too.” He stood and fiddled with the cap in his hand.


    “Excuse me, miss,” a man said behind her.


    She was in the way. “Pardon me.” She stepped into Hemming’s row, and she gazed up at him. When they’d first met, his limited understanding had tempted her to treat him like a child. But he was very much a man.


    Her hair felt funny. It often felt funny in his presence, and she reached up to fix it.


    “You have ink on your hand,” he said.


    “I do?” She lowered it.


    Hemming caught her hand and examined it, his touch enveloping and invigorating.


    “I—I—” Why couldn’t she speak? “I couldn’t find rubber gloves on Friday when I was mimeographing.”


    “You still . . . ?” His gaze speared her. “Mortensen still mistreats you?”


    Else’s thoughts tumbled at the warmth of his touch and the ferocity of his protective concern. His thumb stroked her palm, and at that moment romance seemed possible, likely, and utterly welcome.


    Hemming’s mouth drew tight. “He takes advantage of you.”


    “The mimeo—it isn’t all for him.” She gave him a reassuring smile. “Most of it is for a very good cause.”


    He tilted his head, and his brows drew together.


    Else suppressed a gasp. What had she done? Intoxicated by his touch, she’d forgotten herself. Why didn’t she just announce to the world that she printed illegal papers?


    She had to distract him, so she gave her hand a slight tug.


    He startled, glanced down, and dropped her hand.


    Somehow she raised a cheery smile. “Laila’s here with me. Not at church, of course. She’s Jewish. At my grandparents’ house. She likes Farmor’s æbleskiver.” Babbling—she was babbling, and heat rose in her cheeks.


    “It is good she is here.”


    “It is. We’re going to the beach. On a hot day like this, the water will feel wonderful.” She fanned her face as if the weather were to blame for her bright cheeks. And her foolishness made them burn even hotter.


    “The beach?”


    “At Vedbæk. There’s a lovely stretch by the Ahlefeldt villa.”


    Hemming’s eyes grew huge. “Ahle—”


    “Yes, the owner of the shipyard. I suppose it’s hard to believe there’s a real person behind the company.” Her mind filled with the sad story her grandparents had told her. “A person with hurts and cares and family troubles.”


    Hemming’s gaze grew even wider, revealing silver in the blue of his eyes.


    Gentle soul that he was, perhaps he couldn’t imagine a troubled family, and affection for him bloomed. “Your family must be thankful for how you care for them. Thankful you’re the sort of man who doesn’t cause family trouble.”


    His chin drew back. He blinked. He backed up. “I—I must go.”


    Compliments seemed to embarrass him, and she waved goodbye. “I’ll see you tonight.”


    He slung his satchel over his shoulder and strode out of the church.


    Else followed. When she crossed the threshold, sunlight illuminated Hemming as he hurried away with hunched shoulders, past her grandparents, who gave him subtle sidelong glances.


    Possible. Impossible. Two ideas that were mutually exclusive, and yet both were true. A strange form of complementarity.
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    Cool water lapped at Else’s feet. She stifled a squeal and forged deeper into the sea.


    “It feels so good.” Wearing a red swimsuit, Laila kicked at a wavelet.


    Else tugged at the straps of her aquamarine suit. “I do miss the warm waters in California. My brothers and I would jump as the breakers hit. Sometimes we’d miss and go tumbling in the surf. That couldn’t happen here.” She trailed her fingers through the peaceful ripples.


    Laila waded in up to her waist. “Will you go back to California someday? Your brother’s at Caltech. Maybe you could become the first female physicist there.”


    Else laughed. “No women allowed at Caltech. That’s why I joined my other brother at Berkeley. They’ve admitted women for generations.”


    “Do you want to go back?”


    Braced against the cold, Else plunged forward. “I don’t know.” She’d hoped to excel at the Institute for Theoretical Physics and wait for the most intriguing invitation.


    Now she’d be happy to land a teaching position at a small liberal arts college.


    Right now the war trapped her. In April, the Germans had interned the seventeen American men remaining in Denmark. If they ever came for the women, her papers as a Danish national and her position at the institute might protect her.


    But if she lost her position at the institute, she’d also lose that protection.


    Laila clucked her tongue. “Such a long face, my friend. Remember, you did get your name listed as an author on that paper.”


    “I did.” When she’d met with Jørgen Wolff the next day, he’d insisted Mortensen include her because she belonged to the team. Not because he believed she deserved credit.


    Else had presented her case calmly and rationally, but so had Mortensen. How was Wolff to know which one of them was lying?


    “It’ll work out.” Laila swept her arms like wings through the water. “Mortensen knows he can no longer walk all over you. He’ll have to find a new victim.”


    Else sighed. Mortensen had begun picking on Kaj Knudsen, a brilliant young graduate student whose naïve, bighearted ways irritated Mortensen.


    Two boys chased each other behind Else and Laila, sloshing through the water. One boy tackled the other, and they bumped into Else.


    She toppled forward into the water, squeezed her eyes against the salt and cold, and stumbled to get her feet beneath her.


    Laila helped her up. “They heard you reminiscing about tumbling in the surf.”


    With a laugh, Else wiped water from her face. “So much for keeping my hair dry.”


    “You look charming.”


    Else struck a bathing beauty pose. “Why, thank you.”


    They’d reached the edge of the crescent-shaped beach, where the Ahlefeldt villa overlooked the Sound, impressive but empty.


    Laila flicked water in the direction of the villa. “If I had a fancy place like that, I’d live there all summer, sailing and holding parties on that lawn. Wealth is wasted on the wealthy.”


    Else wanted to smile at Laila’s wit, but sadness seeped from the property, as if the house mourned the wife who’d died too young, the wayward son who’d broken their hearts, and the husband too grieved to face the memories of the place.


    “And freedom is wasted on the free.” Laila now faced the Øresund. “I can almost see Sweden from here. If only I could swim there.”


    Else looped her arm through her friend’s. Ten miles of frigid water would stop the heartiest of swimmers. “Maybe the Havmand could carry you on his back.” Throughout Copenhagen, she’d seen a new symbol chalked on walls—the “V for Victory,” but with the arms of the V shaped like a fish tail—a merman’s tail. The legend was spreading.


    “Can you imagine?” Laila’s expression stayed pensive. “A neutral nation. No Nazis. No fear.”


    Reminding her of the Danish government’s stubborn refusal to pass antisemitic laws would hardly console her. If the government fell—as the resistance wanted—or if the Germans used their might to impose their will, the rights of Denmark’s Jews would vanish.


    They’d lose their freedoms and jobs, and they’d be deported to concentration camps. Rumors said no one came out alive.


    Else shuddered.


    “Tomorrow I’m quitting my position at the Mathematics Institute.” Laila’s voice came out low but hard. “I’ll work full-time for the paper.”


    “You’re very brave.”


    “No. I’m very scared.” Laila’s lips agitated. “But I’d rather die fighting for freedom than rounded up and slaughtered like cattle.”


    Else clung to her friend’s arm and prayed for her life, for the lives of all who resisted, of the innocents the Germans wanted to kill because of their religion and heritage.


    Laila turned to Else and made a comical face. “Thank you for inviting me here for a carefree day at the beach.”


    Only one thing to do. Else stepped away, swept her arm through the water, and drenched Laila.


    She squealed and splashed her back.


    Soaked through and convulsed with laughter, they made their way up the beach.


    Else stretched on her belly on her towel, made sure her swimsuit covered her backside, and pulled her triangular prism from her bag.


    She angled it toward the sunlight and rotated it until a rainbow spread before her on the sand.


    Laila rested her head on her crossed forearms. “You’re like a little girl with your prisms.”


    “It’s pretty, isn’t it?”


    “It is.”


    “Light never ceases to amaze me. The sunbeam is invisible, colorless. Or so it appears. But all the colors are already present in the light. When it hits the prism, the prism separates the colors. Only then can we see them.”


    Laila’s dark lashes fanned over her eyes. “Hmm. Like courage.”


    “Courage?”


    “You can’t see it. You don’t even know if you have it. Then you hit hard times, and you find out if the color is there.”


    Else raised one hand and blocked the light, preventing it from shattering on the prism’s sharp edge.


    And the rainbow vanished.
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    COPENHAGEN
WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 4, 1943


    At the end of his shift, Henrik stood by the water. Across the narrow harbor, the German heavy cruiser Admiral Scheer stretched along Langelinie Pier with giant naval guns that could lay Copenhagen to waste as British guns had done in 1807 during the Napoleonic Wars.


    With the increasing unrest, the Germans had sent the warship that day as a warning to the Danes, as a show of force.


    “Tonight,” Henrik murmured, “you’ll see a Danish show of force.”


    He headed to the carpenter shop. He’d given his timecard to Ove Nyholm, who would clock out the sabotage crew as if they’d all gone home at the end of the day.


    Making sure no guards were in sight, Henrik stepped inside. Koppel, Skov, Frandsen, and Beck sat on the floor of the crew’s storeroom, and Henrik joined them.


    The sun wouldn’t set until 9:11. At 9:45, when it was sufficiently dark, they’d go into action, aiming to finish before the moon set at 10:29. For now they had to stay hidden and silent so as not to alert the guards.


    Rasmussen entered and set down a satchel. He pulled out eight paper-wrapped packages of smørrebrød and handed them around. The men ate in silence and passed canteens of lukewarm water.


    More than anything, Henrik wanted to review the plan with the crew. If anyone made a mistake, they could all be shot or arrested. Even without mistakes, that could happen.


    But Koppel had briefed the men well, and only Koppel could know Henrik had devised the plan.


    Outside, the shipyard fell silent. Henrik stretched out on his back to rest and wait. He’d told Else and Laila he was eating dinner at a coworker’s house so they wouldn’t worry.


    He struggled to get comfortable on the concrete floor, struggled to settle his mind.


    Ever since he’d seen the ink on Else’s hand, he’d debated revealing his secret to her. Her face had glowed when she’d said she used the mimeograph machine “for a very good cause”—and then she’d looked stunned, as if she’d spilled a secret.


    She must be printing illegal papers or leaflets or books. He’d suspected Laila’s involvement with the resistance, but Else? Innocent Else, who had frolicked in the water in a fetching sea green swimsuit?


    He shouldn’t have gone up to the second floor of Lyd-af-Lys to watch—a floor he hadn’t walked since the occupation—but he had. Only for a few minutes, but he had.


    Henrik shifted his hands under his head. Darling Else had gotten involved, and he loved her even more for it. For the first time, he dared to hope.


    But if he told her his identity, she’d be in more danger. So would he. And telling someone in the boardinghouse would be foolish. Just wanting to be known and loved didn’t warrant such risks.


    Besides, she might be fond of him, might even have a crush on him, if her blushes and nervous gestures meant anything. But could she love a man who had caused a great deal of family trouble?


    Maybe she could love him if he met his potential.


    Old grief swamped him. Far’s goals for Henrik had always lain two inches out of reach. As a boy, he’d stretched and always fallen short. As a young man, his only goals involved Olympic gold and personal pleasure. He’d failed to get gold, and pleasure never pleased for long.


    Now what did he want? If he survived?


    Far had wanted Henrik to succeed in business, politics, sports, and society, no matter the cost in friendships or character.


    Henrik wanted something better. He wanted to use his leadership skills for good, with kindness at the forefront. He wanted to fill his circle of influence with people like the Thorups and Laila and Else.


    He wanted his character and dreams and standards to rise to a different level. The potential laid out by his heavenly Father, not his earthly one.
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    Someone shook Henrik’s shoulder. Lars Koppel looked down at him in the dim light and pointed to his wristwatch.


    Henrik pushed up to sitting. All around, men roused themselves and got ready.


    Over the past week, the crew had gradually collected equipment in the storeroom for the raid.


    Henrik grabbed a black jacket, made sure it was his—they all looked alike—and put it on.


    After he pulled on his black gloves, he passed out black balaclavas knit by Janne Thorup, who never questioned why Henrik needed eight.


    Each man stuffed pockets with rags, rope, and a lighter, and each looped a whistle around his neck, to abort the raid if necessary.


    Henrik extracted a fake gun from a crate and tucked it into his waistband. Frandsen had sawn off lengths of steel pipe and soldered shorter pieces to one end. It would feel like a gun if jabbed in a man’s ribs and might even look like a pistol in the dark.


    Koppel beckoned the crew together. “Speak only if necessary, and disguise your voice.” His words barely reached Henrik’s ears.


    Then the crew chief slipped outside alone. In a minute, he returned and pointed to Hyllested. The man left with wire cutters. He would cut a hole in the fence down by the harbor to make it look as if outsiders had broken in—a hole the crew would use to escape. Then Hyllested would stand watch along the escape route.


    Koppel gave Henrik and the other five men a significant look. They’d go in pairs to round up the two night guards, the most dangerous part of the raid.


    The men picked up metal gasoline cans and headed into the night.


    Even though Henrik didn’t have his full strength back, he’d managed to row the Øresund. He could sprint for safety if necessary.


    He nodded to Gunnar Skov—he’d insisted on keeping the loose cannon by his side—and they took off running, low and quiet, down to the water, then along the waterfront, passing the bows of ships under construction.


    His senses on edge, Henrik scanned between the ships, behind him, ahead. When he reached the last ship, he stopped and peeked down the rails for the crane, down the row of buildings, searching for movement in the darkness, sound in the stillness.


    Crouched low, he edged across to the buildings. He pressed back against a shed, Skov beside him. They set down their gas cans, and Skov pulled out his fake pistol.


    Henrik’s breath steamed the inside of his balaclava. Where were those guards? The crew had to capture them before they could start the sabotage.


    Hugging the wall, Henrik crept forward and peeked around the side of the building. No one there, so he dashed to the next shed.


    There—a golden spark in the night, and a glow silhouetted a man leaning against the next building. A Danish guard smoking a cigarette.


    Henrik tapped Skov’s arm and pointed out their target.


    The cigarette glow blinked in and out—the guard had his back to them.


    Henrik inched forward, rolling heel to toe, holding his breath.


    About six feet from the guard, Henrik held up his hand and raised one finger, two fingers, three.


    He charged forward, slapped his hand over the man’s mouth, and twisted the man’s arm behind his back.


    Skov darted in front and jammed his fake pistol into the guard’s gut. “One sound and you’re dead,” he said in a deep growl.


    The guard let out a gulping whimper and nodded against the pressure of Henrik’s hand. Skov lifted a rag, and as soon as Henrik released the man’s mouth, Skov gagged him and Henrik yanked the guard’s other arm behind his back.


    After Skov tied the gag, he bound the man’s wrists with rope.


    With the man’s arm in his grip, Henrik grabbed the guard’s machine pistol, which was propped against the wall. He pointed the pistol to the guard’s side and urged him toward the sterns of the ships.


    The guard whimpered again.


    “Quiet,” Skov growled. “He’ll shoot.”


    “Ja.” Henrik would knock the fellow out cold rather than shoot, but he’d shoot if necessary. He sympathized with Danes who feared working for the resistance, but he felt no sympathy for Danes who worked against the resistance.


    They hustled their prisoner to the hammerhead crane, where Koppel waited. Henrik shoved the guard down to sitting, and Koppel tied him to the crane.


    Henrik handed Koppel the machine pistol. He’d use it to guard the prisoners, then hide it in the carpenter shop. Somehow they’d sneak it out to a resistance group.


    A scuffle sounded a hundred feet away. A shout, cut off halfway. The second guard was putting up a fight, and Koppel ran off to help.


    Henrik motioned to Skov. They ran back toward the waterline, retrieved their gas cans, and split up to their assigned ships.


    Henrik’s was the second ship over, scheduled to launch in two days. If he had his way, it never would.


    Near the bow, Henrik wrapped a rag around the base of the scaffolding, and he poured gasoline down the post, drenching wood and rag.


    Eyes wide in the darkness, he picked his way through the scaffolding and repeated the process at another spot.


    If all worked according to plan, fires would cause the scaffolding to collapse, and the ship would topple, damaging the adjacent ship as well.


    Henrik hurried to a point amidships. He used a greater quantity of gasoline, and the fumes made his eyes water.


    He worked his way through the scaffolding, straining his ears. No shouts. No whistles. Only muffled footsteps and dribbling liquid.


    Near the stern, Henrik poured out the last of his gasoline.


    He ran to where Koppel guarded the two Danish traitors, one who slumped forward, probably unconscious. Henrik left his gas can with Koppel.


    Skov ran up, dropped off his can, then ran toward his ship.


    What was he doing? Henrik chased after him. “Where are you going?”


    Skov slowed, and his eyes shone pale in the sliver of moonlight. “Let’s start our fires and get out of here.”


    Henrik grabbed Skov’s arm. “Not without the others. Follow the plan.”


    “Hey.” Skov shook his arm but failed to break Henrik’s grip. “The longer we wait, the more likely someone sounds the alarm.”


    “The fires will raise the alarm. We must all start at the same time so we all can escape.”


    “Let me go.”


    “No.” Henrik ground out the word. “Unless you want Koppel to try out that machine pistol, you’d better listen.”


    “He wouldn’t.”


    “I would.” Koppel’s voice shot from behind. “Obey, or you’ll never work with us again.”


    Skov’s arm went limp in Henrik’s grip. “Yes, sir.”


    Henrik exchanged a look with Koppel. Even in the dark, even with only their eyes visible, they communicated. Skov would never work with them again.


    Tin clunked behind them as more gas cans joined the others.


    Koppel motioned the six men forward. He’d return the gas cans to the equipment shed, hide the machine pistols, and make sure everyone escaped.


    Henrik ran back to his assigned ship and pulled out his cigarette lighter. The fumes and the white rag led him to the spot at the stern. He lit the rag. The flames were shockingly bright.


    “Come on,” he muttered. The rag burned, but the wood didn’t catch. He pressed the lighter to the gasoline-soaked wood until flames licked up.


    Then he worked his way onward. The firelight destroyed his night vision but illuminated his path.


    Henrik set the next rag on fire and held flame to wood until the heat pushed him back.


    Sweat built on his nose and lips, and the urge to remove his balaclava grew. As he made his way toward the bow, light bloomed around him and crackles shattered the silence.


    He had to hurry. Not only would the alarm be raised but he could get trapped when the scaffolding collapsed.


    At the amidships position, he took the most care, pressing the flame along two sides of the post. The flames and the heat stretched higher and higher.


    Stifling a groan, Henrik broke away and picked his way forward.


    A wail rose in the distance. A fire alarm.


    Henrik grimaced. Time was running out. Motion caught his eye toward the harbor, and he hunched low.


    A man—Skov!—running toward the exit. He couldn’t possibly have finished yet.


    Henrik shook his head, found the next rag, and set it afire. When the flames took hold, he went to the last location and set his final fire.


    The sirens whined, louder and louder, and Henrik stumbled out of the scaffolding and sprinted along the waterline behind the four other men.


    Koppel stood by the shed closest to the harbor, and he motioned for the men to hurry.


    But Henrik slowed his pace. Fires danced between the ships, low and weak, not the raging conflagration he’d imagined. But if they caused even some damage, delayed construction even somewhat, they’d done a worthwhile deed.


    As Else would say, they’d yelped.


    Henrik ran faster, and Koppel fell in behind him.


    The men climbed through a hole in the cyclone fencing. Henrik gestured for Koppel to precede him. Koppel squirmed through and disappeared into the dark.


    Henrik poked his foot through the hole—which wasn’t terribly big. He bent over, made himself as small as possible, climbed through—and stuck.


    His jacket snagged on the wire, between his shoulder blades. He tried to reach it. Couldn’t.


    Shouts rose from the shipyard, stomping feet.


    His breath came fast, and he wiggled his jacket off his shoulders. He’d have to leave it behind—if he could get his arms free.


    No! Hemming Andersen’s name was printed inside the jacket. Not only would he be arrested but the police would know the sabotage had been conducted by shipyard workers. How many would be arrested?


    If he could remove the jacket, he could free it. But no matter how he struggled, he couldn’t get his arms out.


    The shouts grew louder. Closer.


    Henrik panted. His heart beat wild.


    With a giant heave, he lunged forward. Fabric ripped, and Henrik tumbled to the ground.


    Free.


    He scrambled to his feet and ran for all he was worth.
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    WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 11, 1943


    Across the lab, Kaj Knudsen stomped around, grabbed notebooks, and stuffed them into his briefcase.


    Else frowned. What was wrong? Knudsen was such a happy fellow—although not recently. And after lunch, Mortensen had mocked Knudsen’s latest theory.


    She went to Knudsen. “Going home early?”


    “And never coming back.”


    “What? You don’t mean it.”


    Knudsen aimed his big-eyed gaze around the lab. “If it were like this all the time, I’d stay.”


    Like this? Ah, Mortensen was absent. “He can be trying.”


    “Trying?” Knudsen flung out one arm. “He berates my work at every turn. I was top in my class—top!—and he treats me like an imbecile. I’ll never earn my PhD in his lab, so I might as well—I’d rather teach pimple-faced boys at a Latin school than this.”


    On top of the lab bench, Else’s fingers curled up. “Please don’t leave. You’re the best graduate student I’ve seen.”


    “You aren’t in charge. He is.”


    First, Sigurd Mortensen had driven away Norup, and now he was driving away Knudsen. No more. Else leaned closer. “Please don’t leave. Let me—let me talk to some people.”


    Knudsen swatted away her offer. “Mortensen doesn’t listen to you. He’s determined to ruin your career too. He can’t stand having anyone in his lab as talented as he is.”


    Else sucked in a breath. She’d entertained that thought and dismissed it as arrogance. But Knudsen saw it too. Mortensen had no problem with Gebhardt, who was bright and competent, but not outstanding like Knudsen. And Else offended him further by being a woman.


    “Please give it another few days,” Else said.


    Knudsen’s lips pressed together. Then he gave a rough nod. “Only for you.”


    Else marched out of the lab. She’d arrived at the sharp edge of the prism. Speaking up for herself was difficult, but speaking up for others was another matter, and courage flared in brilliant color.


    Wolff was at a symposium today, so Else went straight to the director’s office. She greeted Miss Schultz. “Is Dr. Bohr in?”


    “Someone is meeting with him, but he shouldn’t be long.”


    “I’ll wait.”


    “Excuse me. I need to run these to Miss Bruun.” With folders in her arms, Miss Schultz left the office.


    Else took a seat next to the door to Bohr’s personal office. Bohr’s voice filtered through. Else couldn’t hear what he was saying, but he sounded concerned.


    Then a voice she knew all too well—Mortensen, loud and strident. “I shouldn’t have to put up with her incompetence. She holds back the work in my lab.”


    She? Else’s breath soured in her mouth. Else was the only woman in Mortensen’s lab.


    Bohr spoke in soothing tones.


    “Yes,” Mortensen said. “But she hasn’t contributed one thing of value to my work. Not one.”


    Else’s nails dug into her palms. Not one? How about solving the problem that had plagued Mortensen, the solution that formed the centerpiece of an excellent article?


    “She’s insubordinate and lazy,” Mortensen said. “She orders my graduate students to do her work. She’s dead weight and she has to go.”


    Light shattered inside. He’d kicked her one too many times, kicked too many people, and she stood and flung open the door. “This must stop.” She heard Hemming’s strength in his words on her lips.


    Niels Bohr stared at her from the chair behind his desk.


    Mortensen spun to her. His eyebrows hopped up, then his gaze hardened. “Eavesdropping and interrupting? How unprofessional.”


    Part of her wanted to shrink back and flee. Part of her wanted to explode. Instead, she stepped forward to address the Nobel Laureate. “Excuse me, Dr. Bohr. I came to your office to address a situation with a graduate student who has been mistreated in our lab, one of several physicists who have endured insults and mockery.”


    “Ridiculous,” Mortensen said. “See what I mean? She’s lazy and can’t handle criticism.”


    Bohr’s dark-eyed gaze flitted between Else and Mortensen.


    Else drew in air to cool her heated lungs. “As you can see, I’ve also been insulted and mocked.”


    “I’m only telling the truth.” Mortensen’s voice twisted in disdain.


    Else wrapped her hand around the wooden dog in her pocket. “There is a kernel of truth in what he said. I have delegated tasks.”


    “I told you.”


    “Tasks that belonged to others in the first place.” Else kept her gaze and her voice level. “For months, Mortensen ordered me to do his typing and dictation, which is Mrs. Iversen’s job. He also ordered me to run errands and clean equipment, which have been tasks of graduate students since time immemorial.”


    Bohr scooted his chair back, and he shifted a befuddled gaze to Mortensen. “You should settle this problem between you.”


    “I’ve tried.” Else spread her hands wide. “Three months ago, Mrs. Iversen and I informed him that she would perform secretarial duties, the graduate students would perform their duties, and I would perform the duties of a postdoctoral physicist. Mortensen agreed. Wolff is our witness.”


    “But she doesn’t do her duties.” Mortensen’s voice rose. Rather unprofessional if Else had her say-so.


    With effort, she relaxed her mouth. “Have any other physicists complained of my work?”


    “What does that matter?” Mortensen said. “It’s what she’s doing now that matters. And now she’s lazy and conniving. See what she’s doing? She wants you to kick me out. She wants my spot.”


    “I want no such thing.”


    “Prove it. Prove you don’t want it.”


    Else fought the temptation to roll her eyes. “Every scientist knows it’s impossible to prove a negative.”


    “That’s enough.” Bohr bolted to his feet. “Both of you—please leave. Settle this like adults. I won’t have a combative situation in the institute.”


    Mortensen dipped a bow to Else and opened the door. “After you.”


    Else gave Bohr one last pleading look, then left his office.


    The door shut behind her. “Goodbye, Miss Jensen. It was nice working with you,” Mortensen said with triumph in his voice, and he departed.


    Else’s chest constricted. Bohr couldn’t have a combative situation. One of them would have to leave. Mortensen had seniority and authority.


    He’d won. Knudsen would leave and Else would be forced out.


    She covered her face with her hands. What had she done?
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    At dinner, Else barely managed to smile at Fru Riber’s funny stories and to avoid Hemming’s penetrating gaze.


    If only Laila hadn’t been working late with the newspaper, as she often did now that she worked for them full-time. She’d divert attention from Else. Then again, she’d pry. Else couldn’t bear it.


    Fru Riber spread butter on the last bit of her rye bread. “Did you hear about the German seaplane that crashed in the canal today?”


    “No.” Else rubbed her fork with her thumb.


    “Fru Hansen told me, and we went to see. No one was hurt, but what a spectacle.”


    Else murmured around a mouthful of red cabbage.


    Fru Riber glanced down the table. “Could you see it, Hemming?”


    “Ja.” He knifed his hand in a downward diagonal.


    “How are things at the shipyard?” the landlady asked. “Have they caught those saboteurs?”


    Hemming shook his head and stuffed a piece of bread in his mouth.


    Else had read in Frit Danmark about the freedom fighters who broke into the Ahlefeldt Shipyard and set fire to scaffolding. Two ships tipped over and were badly damaged. One of them had been ready for launch.


    “It’s been a week, ja?” Fru Riber gathered her silverware onto her empty plate. “Have you finished the repairs?”


    “Nej. It’ll take weeks.”


    “Weeks?” Fru Riber clucked her tongue. “Only two ships were damaged.”


    “We have to—change—the scaffolding.” Hemming pushed his empty plate away. “It’s burnt. It’s weak.”


    Else suppressed a smile. The resistance had succeeded.


    Fru Riber stood to clear the dishes. “Such times we live in. Riots and sabotage and shootings. Now we have food shortages.”


    Else gave a noncommittal murmur. Denmark had the best food situation in Europe, better even than Germany, she’d heard.


    She helped the landlady clear the table and gave Hemming what she hoped was a cheery smile as she took his plate.


    In the kitchen, she helped wash dishes, while Fru Riber talked about her difficulties finding pork for dinner. Meanwhile, the Germans took what they wanted—not that she was complaining, mind you.


    The chatter and activity occupied Else’s mind. How could she stay distracted the rest of the evening? If she read, her mind would wander to the dreaded topic. But if she read in her room, at least she’d fall apart in private. That seemed the best plan.


    “Thank you for your help.” Fru Riber slid her baking pan onto the shelf. “You’re such a dear. Good night.”


    “Good night.” She followed the older woman out through the dining room and into the living room.


    Hemming sat at his usual chair with a black garment across his lap. “Good night, Fru.”


    “Good night.” The landlady stepped out into the hall.


    Else went to follow her.


    But Hemming fixed her with an expectant look. “Do you have a needle? Thread? I need to fix my jacket.”


    Else found a smile. “I’ll fetch my sewing box.”


    She trotted upstairs to her room, brought down her sewing box, and set it on the table in front of Hemming. “Needles are here, black thread, scissors. You can set the box outside my door when you’re done.”


    “All right.” He picked up the spool of thread and frowned at it.


    A smile tickled Else’s lips. “Do you know how to sew?”


    “I can—I can do it.”


    “If you’d like, I could do it for you.”


    His gaze flew up to her, and his blue eyes flooded with relief.


    Else’s escape to her room would be delayed, but as long as she fell asleep—or pretended to—before Laila came home, she could avoid probing questions about her day.


    She pulled a chair beside Hemming and sat.


    “Tak.” He handed the jacket to her.


    A gash ran about eight inches down the back, starting near the collar. “Oh my. How did this happen?”


    “At work.”


    “I should be able to fix it.” The jacket wasn’t lined, so she flipped it inside out, pulled the ragged edges to the wrong side, and pinned them together.


    Hemming crossed his big arms on top of the table. “What’s wrong?”


    “Wrong?” Pretending to misunderstand, she gave him a reassuring smile. “Don’t worry. I like mending.”


    “Hmm.”


    Keeping that smile in place, Else snapped the thread free from the slot in the wooden spool, wound off a length of thread, and snipped it.


    “You look sad,” Hemming said. “All evening.”


    “I’m fine.” She poked the thread at the eye of the needle, but it blurred. After she blinked away the blur, she threaded the needle.


    “Your job?”


    Else doubled the thread and tied a knot at the end. Her chin wobbled and betrayed her, but Hemming had figured it out anyway. So she nodded.


    “What did he do?” Hemming said with the controlled power she loved.


    She couldn’t look at him, at the righteous indignation she knew she’d see on his face, so she sewed. And as she sewed, the story poured out. Hemming probably didn’t understand half of what she said, but he’d understand the important part—she’d been wronged, she’d been wounded, and she’d lose her position.


    Else finished running a straight stitch up the length of the gash, and she started a whipstitch around the edges to reinforce the seam against the pressure of hard muscles and hard labor.


    As she talked, Hemming’s compassion came through in every grunt and mumble.


    “I just wanted to help Knudsen, to tell the truth.” Her voice snagged on her throat, as rough as the fabric in her hands. “All I’ve done is create conflict.”


    “Hey, now.” He scooted his chair closer and patted her back. Gave it a tentative rub.


    A little sob hopped in her throat. “It was already bad, and I—I made it worse.”


    “Nej. Nej.” Hemming rubbed her back in big circles, firm and comforting. “You were brave. You helped your friend. You spoke the truth.”


    The whipstitch completed, Else tied a knot. “How is Bohr to know that? Mortensen said one thing, and I said another. Bohr’s known Mortensen longer, and he’s more respected.”


    “How about Wolff?”


    “Wolff?” She looked up from the black wool.


    Hemming sat close, his eyes bluer and kinder than ever. “Wolff knows the truth.”


    “He does.”


    “Talk to him.” He rubbed circles of sense into her back. “And Bohr is a good man, ja?”


    “Ja.”


    Hemming nodded that great bearded chin, and the evening sunlight danced off the red and gold and pale blond hairs. “He will do the right thing. I will keep praying for you.”


    He prayed for her? Her shoulders went limp from the warmth of it all. “Thank you.”


    Hemming Andersen was a man of wisdom and good sense, qualities more valuable than a quick wit or a bunch of letters after a name. Her affection for him wasn’t silly at all, but wholly warranted. He was a fine man.


    He still stroked her back, with a look of such tenderness she wanted to . . .


    Her fingers worked into the folds of his jacket. Which she’d finished mending.


    She snapped her gaze away, turned the jacket right side out, and inspected her work. “It’s a little worse for wear, but it’ll be fine.” She handed the jacket to him and got to her feet.


    “You’ll be fine too.”


    “Tak.” What an insufficient word to convey the swelling gratitude in her chest. Entirely insufficient.


    Else touched his cheek, the golden beard springy but soft, and she leaned over to press a kiss to his forehead.


    His head tilted back, and she missed, and she saw his lips instead.


    Yes, his lips, and she kissed him, kissed his lips, so firm.


    So . . . stiff.


    Else pulled back. Hemming’s eyes stretched wide.


    An elevator cable snapped in her chest, and her heart and lungs plummeted to the basement.


    What on earth had she done? What on earth? What must he think of her?


    She stumbled backward and rushed for the door.


    “Else, wait!”


    Her head shook, and she fumbled with the doorknob. How could she explain herself? Explain why she’d misinterpreted his friendship? Explain why—


    His chair scraped. “Else!”


    A sob filled her throat, spilled from her mouth. She flung open the door and staggered out, ran up the stairs.


    Footsteps, hard and fast. “Wait! Else!”


    As her arm swung back, a big hand enveloped hers, stopped her, threw her off balance.


    A sob escaped, and she spun back, fell into his chest, fell into his kiss, his arms around her, lifting her, embracing her, his mouth covering hers, moving with restrained ferocity.


    Oh, goodness!


    He felt the same way.


    She returned the kiss full measure, one hand splayed on the solid expanse of his back, the other worked deep into his hair, holding his head so she could kiss him better, deeper, with all the affection and passion she felt for him.


    For the first time, they spoke and listened with the same vocabulary, and romance was more than possible. It was right.


    Her toes found the step beneath her, one or two steps up from where he stood, so they were face-to-face, at the same level, as they had always been and would always be.


    She burrowed kisses along his cheek, right above his beard. “Hemming, my Hemming, my wonderful Hemming.”


    He drew in a sharp breath, and his chest jumped against hers. Then he pulled back. Recognition flashed in his eyes. Alarm.


    He groaned and closed his eyes, and his head wagged back and forth. “Oh no.”


    “Hemming?” She stroked the soft cotton of his shirt. “What—”


    “Yes, Hemming. Hemming.” He settled her fully onto the step. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”


    Sorry? Her fingers tried to grip his shirt fabric. Failed. “What—what’s wrong?”


    “We can’t—” His voice came out strangled. He opened his eyes, full of tortured regret. “Oh, Else. I’m not who you—I’m not.” He smashed a kiss to her forehead and thumped up the stairs.


    Else caught herself on the banister. Her mind reeled. “Hemming!”


    He waved his hand at her, shook his head, kept climbing.


    Else sagged back against the wall, and the banister jutted into her back. She’d never felt so defective as a woman. Discarded.


    Her breath came out hard, and her lips tingled, almost numb from his kisses. His fervent kisses.


    Would he have kissed her like that if he thought her defective? No, he wouldn’t have, and she pressed her fingers to her lips as if she could preserve his kiss.


    But she stood alone. Alone and bewildered.
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    VEDBÆK
SATURDAY, AUGUST 14, 1943


    With a stack of books, Henrik entered the library at Lyd-af-Lys.


    He slammed into a wall of memories and stopped short. Breathless.


    The scent of leather and ink prevailed, but a hint of Far’s cologne and pipe smoke lingered. Three leather armchairs curved around a low table, and floor-to-ceiling bookcases covered the walls.


    Mor had been the family storyteller, but Far was the man of letters, and the library had been his sanctuary. But a sanctuary open to all.


    Since the occupation, Henrik had avoided all but the kitchen and his basement quarters. And he hadn’t entered the library since Mor’s death.


    Janne Thorup usually served as his librarian, but he couldn’t bear questions about the book return.


    Since Hemming didn’t read, he needed to rid himself of his accumulation of books in preparation for moving to yet another boardinghouse.


    Moving out was the wisest choice. He needed to protect his alias—all his aliases. And he needed to protect Else. Not just from the danger of knowing his identity but from getting involved with a doomed and flawed man.


    Henrik shoved through the wall of memories. He set the stack on the table and shifted aside the envelope full of resistance documents he’d retrieved from Søllerød Kirke.


    His physics textbook lay on top of the stack. His heart writhed, and he returned the textbook to the shelf. If only he could shelve his memories of the physicist.


    What a fool he was. No, not a fool. A cad.


    He’d been cruel. He’d misused her. All because he’d forgotten who he was, who he was supposed to be.


    Henrik had kissed her, but she’d kissed Hemming. “My Hemming,” she’d murmured.


    Else had fallen for a man who didn’t exist.


    Henrik groaned and picked up three volumes of Kierkegaard. Her soft voice reading to him filled his mind. As did the kiss, no matter how much he longed to forget it.


    How could he forget? He’d kissed many women, but never with such urgency, such . . . love. He loved her so much, his whole body ached.


    Only two choices remained—reveal or leave.


    The last few days, he’d battled a reckless desire to reveal his identity. He’d avoided her, skipping breakfast and eating dinner at a café, but he couldn’t do that forever.


    He thrust the books onto the shelf. Silently leaving was the best course of action. What had he told Else? “Sometimes silence takes much courage.”


    It was courageous to protect the woman he loved, even though he’d break his own heart. Courageous and reasonable.


    He picked up a leather-bound volume of A Midsummer Night’s Dream. Shakespeare’s line flitted through his mind—“Reason and love keep little company together nowadays.”


    Was he being reasonable and loving? Or was his silence nothing but cowardice?


    Ridiculous. Henrik slid the book into place. No one could ever accuse him of cowardice.


    He gripped the edge of the shelf. He shouldn’t dismiss the nudging. Over the past few years, he’d learned to examine his motives.


    Henrik plopped into an armchair and rested his head in his hands. In what ways might leaving Else be cowardly?


    He could still hear her calling after him as he fled upstairs, pleading, baffled. How could she know he was leaving for her own good? She’d only know he was leaving her.


    Another fear curled inside, as wispy as Far’s pipe smoke but no less pungent.


    What if he wanted to leave because he feared rejection? Because she’d be disgusted when she learned that he’d deceived her, that he was a playboy aristocrat who’d wasted his life and caused heaps of family trouble.


    Because she could never love him.


    That fear felt too real to deny.


    His fingers dug into his scalp. “Lord, am I a coward?”


    He was. He’d rather leave her devastated than endure her disdain.


    “God, help me. I love her. I want to do what’s best for her.” And what was best for her? Leave her and protect her? Or endanger her but show her why he was wrong for her?


    Certainty flowed inside, both crushing and releasing. If nothing else, she deserved the chance to make her own choice, to be trusted with the truth.


    Even if it wrecked him.


    He shoved the last books onto the bookshelf and grabbed the envelope for Svend.


    A ripping sound, and the envelope split at his rough treatment. Papers cascaded to the rug.


    Henrik grimaced and squatted to pick them up. He wasn’t supposed to look at the material he transported.


    He gathered up a folded map with papers clipped to it. The handwriting. It couldn’t be. It looked like his father’s. It was. It was Far’s handwriting.


    Someone in the resistance had snitched it from Far’s office.


    Henrik lowered himself to his knees and skimmed the report.


    The report written by his father.


    Listing contracts and launch schedules and actions taken to delay repairs after the sabotage raid. Describing the attached map of German minefields in Danish waters.


    Henrik’s fingers went numb, and the papers slipped to the floor.


    His father, Baron Frederik Ahlefeldt, owner of the Ahlefeldt Shipbuilding Company, was in the resistance.
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    Henrik had never rowed so fast in his life, not even in the Olympics. Smooth seas aided him, as did an almost-full moon. But curiosity fueled him, a seething, burning curiosity.


    He jammed his scull into the reeds and sloshed out onto Swedish soil.


    Svend Østergaard awaited him. “Hej, Henning. You made good time.”


    Henrik marched right up to him. “My father? My father’s in the resistance?”


    Svend’s face went completely still. “You aren’t supposed to look at the papers.”


    “The envelope ripped. I saw. I saw my father’s handwriting. So, yes, I read it.”


    “Henning—”


    “Is he? Is he in the resistance?”


    Svend turned his head in profile and sighed. “Yes.”


    Henrik flung one hand toward Copenhagen. “But he—he’s a collaborator. He hires sabotage guards, for heaven’s sake. Traitors.”


    “And the Germans trust him.”


    They did, and Henrik couldn’t speak.


    Svend met Henrik’s gaze. “He’s been one of our best sources of intelligence since the beginning.”


    Henrik glared down at the man who’d been his best friend for decades. “You never saw fit to tell me?”


    Svend’s light eyes glared right back. “You know how this works. Each person is told only what he absolutely needs to know.”


    “I absolutely needed to know this.”


    “And have you go marching in to confront him? I know how you hate him.”


    Everything inside Henrik deflated, and his head drooped. “I don’t hate him anymore. I’m trying to forgive him.”


    “You mustn’t go to him. Understand? You mustn’t.”


    Henrik squeezed his eyes shut. “Does he know about me? Does he know his own son is his courier?”


    “You’re a courier for many.”


    “Does he know?” He ground out the words.


    “No, and he must never know. Do you understand?”


    Henrik nodded. Far wouldn’t believe it anyway.


    He returned to the scull and wrestled out the box. After he passed Far’s papers to Svend, Svend passed him envelopes to take back to Denmark. Some possibly for Far.


    When everything was secured, Henrik shoved the scull free and began to row, using the stroke Far had taught him.


    His father wasn’t who Henrik had thought. This man more closely resembled the man Henrik had adored as a boy—a principled man, a patriotic Dane.


    Yes, he was controlling and prone to anger, the man Henrik had hated for so many years.


    But those virtues and those faults had always been present, coexisting.


    Just as virtues and faults coexisted in Henrik.


    The more Far had focused on Henrik’s faults, the more Henrik had focused on Far’s.


    And they’d spiraled into the abyss.


    He fell into the rhythm of his stroke as the lights on the Swedish shore grew fainter. The way out, the only way out, lay in understanding. In forgiveness.
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    SØLLERØD
SUNDAY, AUGUST 15, 1943


    Dread mired Else’s steps toward Søllerød Kirke.


    Considering how Hemming had avoided her recently, he wouldn’t be at church. But seeing his spot empty would hurt. She’d driven him away. Well, he’d played a role too. The memory of their kiss blazed through her mind and her cheeks.


    “Everything will be all right, min kære.”


    Else blinked at her grandmother as they crossed the churchyard. Her grandparents thought she was sad because she was certain to lose her job at the institute. And she was. Bohr hadn’t said anything, but Mortensen’s smug smile spoke volumes. He was even treating Knudsen well, as if Else’s pending departure cast a favorable light on all.


    Farfar harrumphed. “They’d never fire my brilliant granddaughter.”


    “Of course not.” Farmor’s smile added more crinkles to her cheeks. “But if they do, you can live with us for the duration. You can have a fresh start after the war.”


    “And the war will be over soon.” Farfar’s blue eyes shone. “Next summer, if I were a betting man.”


    Farmor clucked her tongue. “Talking about betting on the steps of church.”


    Else managed a weak smile at the attempt at encouragement and humor.


    In the hushed cool of the sanctuary, Else’s gaze disobeyed her and searched the pews.


    And found Hemming.


    Her chest caved in. How could she face him? She couldn’t. She had to leave. But how could she leave? She’d have to explain to her grandparents. And how could she explain?


    With no good options, she gathered the tattered remnants of her dignity and walked down the aisle.


    Past Hemming, who sat by the center aisle instead of his usual spot to the side, with his fair head bowed. The hair that had felt so smooth under her fingers.


    She winced and passed him by.


    Something fluttered by her legs, pricked at her calf. A notecard fell to the floor, and she stepped around it.


    A pew creaked behind her, and steps shuffled. “Excuse me, Frue.” Hemming’s voice.


    Else stiffened and stopped. Didn’t turn.


    “You dropped this.” He tapped the card against her sleeve.


    “It isn’t mine.” Her voice came out choppy.


    “Your name’s on it.” His big hand held out a card with “Else” in script across it.


    She’d never seen the card, but she needed to escape from the hand that had held her and the voice that had rejected her.


    Careful not to touch his fingers, she took the card.


    After Else sat beside Farmor, she placed her purse on the floor. While leaning over her knees, she flipped open the notecard to see words in English in elegant script.


    Dearest Else,


    I humbly request an audience with you at two o’clock this afternoon. If you will honor me with your presence, I will explain everything and answer your questions. If you choose not to accept my invitation, I will understand, since I have treated you abominably. However, I fervently hope you will come. I will be waiting inside the gate at the villa directly south of Vedbæk Beach.


    Yours, H.A.


    H.A.? Hemming Andersen? But the note was in English. Fluent English. It couldn’t be from Hemming.


    And yet . . .


    Her mind swirled with impossibilities, and her body slowly straightened up, her head turning to Hemming.


    He met her gaze, direct and determined, and gave a slight nod. Then he made a looping gesture with one finger, urging her to face forward.


    She did. She flattened the notecard to her Bible, and her thoughts spun. Hemming spoke English? He knew words like abominably?


    Nothing . . . none of it made sense.
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    Round and round Else’s feet pumped the bicycle pedals, as if trying to pump out answers. But how could she find answers when she couldn’t even find the questions?


    Hemming’s promise of answers drove her down Strandvej to the villa. The Ahlefeldt villa. Why had he chosen it for a meeting place? Because it was abandoned?


    At the gate, she hopped off her bike. Despite the chilly day, sweat tingled at her hairline.


    She paused in the gateway, slowed by the fear of answers and by the aura of mystery and sadness about the place.


    Just inside, Hemming stood behind the stone wall, wearing a gray rolled-neck sweater. “Good afternoon, Else,” he said in English. “You came.”


    Questions formed, spinning, accelerating until one flew out with a spurt of anger. “Who are you?”


    He gestured toward the enormous house. “Please come in, and I will explain everything.”


    Else set her jaw. “I refuse to trespass.”


    “You will not be trespassing. This is my home.”


    A cultured sheen to his speech and mannerisms blurred his image. “I—I don’t know you at all.”


    His eyelids twitched, then drooped. “No, you do not. That is why I asked you to come. You deserve answers. Please come inside.”


    Yes, she did deserve answers, and she rolled her bike forward.


    “You may park your bicycle here.”


    She leaned her bike against the wall behind his dented bicycle.


    Hemming swept his arm toward the villa with a nod of his rough, bearded head, a gallant gesture she’d noticed before, dismissed before.


    With her hands in her coat pockets, she walked beside him but at a distance. “You speak English.”


    “Fluently. I also speak German and French.”


    But Hemming barely spoke Danish. “Who are you?”


    He stopped halfway to the house. He held his chin high but his gaze wavered. “I am Baron Henrik Ahlefeldt.”


    The words zinged around in her head, looking for a place to land. “Baron . . . ?”


    “I am a member of the nobility, not the working class.”


    She blinked over and over. “Henrik . . .”


    “My friends call me Henning, which is why I chose Hemming as my name. Also, as you noted when we first met, Hemming means shapeshifter, which is fitting, as you are undoubtedly realizing.”


    Henrik . . . Henning . . . Hemming . . . shapeshifter shifting before her.


    His last name . . . “Ahlefeldt? The shipyard?”


    “My father owns it. He doesn’t know I work there.”


    Her gaze shot to the villa. The Ahlefeldt villa.


    “My father hasn’t come here since my mother died,” he said. “He doesn’t know I stay here every weekend. He thinks I’m in Sweden.”


    “You’re the wayward—” She clapped her hand over her mouth.


    His eyes scrunched shut. “The wayward son.”


    The thoughtless, frivolous, selfish, cowardly young baron? But Hemming was thoughtful and serious and kind and brave.


    Dizziness swamped her, and her hand slid up to her forehead. “I—I don’t understand.”


    “I know.” His voice dipped low. “Come inside, have a seat, and I’ll explain.”


    Hemming’s—Henrik’s—face shimmered before her, and her knees wobbled. She did need to sit down, so she nudged her feet forward. “I don’t think I like you anymore.” The words sounded childish, but she couldn’t stop them.


    He cleared his throat. “You’ll like me even less when I finish. But that will make it easier for you when I leave.”


    “Leave?”


    “I’m moving to a new boardinghouse. It’s necessary, as I’m sure you’ll agree.”


    Yes . . . no . . . She couldn’t think straight, and she shook her head as if she could settle her thoughts.


    He climbed the steps to the front door. “I’d planned to leave without revealing my identity. I convinced myself silence was courageous. But I was wrong. It’s cowardly.”


    Her feet found their way up the steps. “I don’t understand.”


    He grasped the doorknob and paused with his back to her. “I didn’t mean for you to ever know—it’s dangerous for you. But when we kissed . . .”


    Else cringed, but she couldn’t block the memory of that kiss.


    His shoulders shifted and rolled. “When we kissed, I realized that though I’d fallen for a real woman, you’d fallen for a man who doesn’t exist.”


    “Doesn’t exist?”


    “Hemming Andersen doesn’t exist.” He flung open the door and held it for her, his chin high again and his gaze now steady but with vulnerability washing across the surface.


    The mystery of the man propelled her through the door and into a large entryway with a parquet floor of golden wood.


    Hemming-Henrik led her into a spacious drawing room decorated in the simple and elegant Danish style. A fireplace occupied one end and arched windows overlooked the terrace. “Please have a seat.”


    Else lowered herself to an armchair near the fireplace without removing her coat, and she hugged her purse to her belly.


    He strolled to the fireplace and clasped his hands in the small of his back as he studied a portrait of a young couple wearing fashions of the 1920s. “My parents.”


    “I see,” she said. He had inherited their blond hair, his father’s deep-set eyes, and his mother’s long and narrow nose. The baron had a forceful, unsmiling look about him, but the baronesse wore an expression gentle and warm.


    The young baron sighed. “My mother died in 1932 while I was sailing home from America after graduating from Harvard.”


    “America? Harvard?” The man she’d thought uneducated and below her social level was educated and high above her social level.


    He raised one shoulder. “My father is a hard man. Complex but hard. A man with high standards I couldn’t meet without violating my own standards.”


    Was she not understanding because she was reeling from his revelation or because his words weren’t clear? “What do you mean?”


    “That is a story for another day.” He huffed and glanced back over his shoulder at her. “Ah, there are no other days, but so be it.”


    “Because you’re moving.”


    He turned to his parents, and one hand clenched and flexed at the small of his back. “Since I couldn’t meet Far’s standards, I rejected them. In so doing, I not only rejected all that was wanting in his character but all that was good. After my mother’s death, I punished my father by embracing the role of wayward son. The stories you’ve apparently heard of the dissolute playboy—they’re true. I am not a man Dr. Else Jensen should associate with.”


    Sadness swelled inside, not only because of who this man was but because Hemming . . . wasn’t. Her dear friend didn’t exist. “Why—why did you pretend to be Hemming?” Her voice broke, and she covered her mouth.


    His shoulders slumped, and he faced her. “I’m sorry, Else. I never meant to—”


    She slapped her hand down in her lap, and her eyes burned. “Why? Why did you pretend?”


    His chest puffed out, then collapsed. “When the Germans came, I couldn’t stop them. I hadn’t even tried. I suddenly hated myself, hated having wasted my life. I wanted to do something good, to be someone—” He jerked his head toward the doorway.


    Footsteps thumped through the entryway.


    Hemming pressed his finger to his lips and hurried to the door.


    “There you are,” a man said. “I heard—”


    “I thought you and Janne went to visit her sister’s family.” Hemming spoke in Danish, and he stood blocking her view of the man.


    “My niece has the chicken pox, so we stayed home. I thought I heard voices.” A light-haired man in his forties peered around Hemming’s shoulder, and he scowled at Hemming. “You have a guest?”


    Hemming groaned and stepped aside. “Else, may I introduce Thorvald Thorup, groundskeeper, boat keeper, and one of my closest friends. Onkel, this is Dr. Else Jensen.”


    Somehow Else stood and smiled and said, “I’m glad to meet you.” This situation only grew stranger. The laborer-aristocrat calling a servant his friend. His uncle.


    “The physicist?” Herre Thorup stared at Else, then Hemming. “I can see why you—”


    “Onkel.”


    Herre Thorup closed his mouth, then nodded to Else. “I’m glad to meet you too. Hemming has said many nice things about you.”


    He had?


    Color rose in Hemming’s cheeks.


    Herre Thorup tilted his head and regarded the younger man. “You brought her here.”


    “I’m telling her everything,” he said. “Even about the Havmand.”


    “No!”


    Else took a step forward. “The Havmand? You know the Havmand?”


    Hemming gave her a wry smile. “Quite well.”


    Herre Thorup touched Hemming’s arm. “You mustn’t.”


    “We can trust her. She’s on our side. She works for the resistance.”


    Else gasped.


    Hemming stepped closer to her. “I’m right, yes?”


    Her mouth flopped open and shut like a dying fish. Never tell anyone. That was the rule. She certainly wouldn’t break that rule for Hemming-Henrik-whoever he was.


    His blue eyes brightened with hope. “When you told me you were mimeographing for a good cause, it all made sense. I’ve long suspected Laila’s involvement with the resistance, so it wasn’t farfetched, especially with the late hours you’re keeping. It’s one of the illegal papers, isn’t it? Land og Folk?”


    Else’s head notched to the side. “Frit Danmark.”


    Her stomach clenched. Oh, a fine freedom fighter she was. If the Gestapo arrested her, she’d crumble under interrogation before they even put handcuffs on her.


    But the mouth she’d kissed bent in a smile, gleaming with pride and affection and amusement. “The respectable illegal paper, of course. That’s the Else I know.”


    For the first time, she felt a glimmer of something for this Henrik, whom she didn’t know at all.


    “Even so,” Herre Thorup said. “You mustn’t say anything more.”


    “I must.” He snapped his gaze to his friend. “I’m taking her to the boathouse.”


    The older man shook his head and sighed. “Janne made hot chocolate. I’ll have her bring some to you.”


    “Thank you, Onkel.” Hemming motioned to the door to the terrace. “Shall we go to the boathouse?”


    Since that was where the hot chocolate would be, Else followed him across the terrace overlooking the crescent of Vedbæk Beach and across a manicured lawn toward a narrow stone building facing a pier.


    “Will the boathouse explain why you pretend to be Hemming?” Her voice sounded sharper than intended, but oh well.


    He tipped his head in a thoughtful way. “The day the Germans came, my good friend Svend wanted to escape. He’d been outspoken against the Nazis and feared arrest. So he asked me to row him to Sweden.”


    “Row?” Like the legend of the Havmand?


    “I’ve rowed ever since I could grasp oars. I rowed on the crew team at Harvard and on the Danish Olympic Team in ’36.”


    Else’s jaw dangled. Who was this man indeed?


    “So I did,” he said. “I rowed Svend across, planning to stay in Sweden myself.”


    “As everyone thinks you did . . .” The dizziness returned. Hemming—Henrik—was he the Havmand?


    “As I wanted everyone to think.” He opened the back door of the boathouse.


    Inside, he pulled a chain overhead, and a lightbulb illuminated several boats. “Svend convinced me to serve as a courier for what has become the resistance.”


    The scents of varnish and truth intensified the dizziness. “You—you’re the Havmand?”


    He stroked the edge of a long boat. “It isn’t as glamorous as you think. But that’s why I come to Lyd-af-Lys each weekend—this villa. That’s why I needed an alias. If rumors circulated, as they have, they’d come looking for rowers. So Henrik needed to disappear.”


    Else sank onto a crate. “And Hemming—”


    “I created him to be my opposite. I live in a neighborhood and work at a job where no one knows me.”


    “It’s your own father’s shipyard.”


    He straightened up and rested his hands low on his hips, accentuating his build. His rower’s build. “He rarely comes to the ways where I work. And honestly, I took the job to spite him, to have his heir work a menial job right under his nose. But now—now it’s become a strange form of connection to my father.”


    Else stared up at him. Who was he? Playboy Henrik who repulsed her? The courageous Havmand who had inspired her? Or gentle Hemming who had encouraged her?


    He glanced out the open door. “Ah, here comes Tante Janne.”


    “Is she—is he—are they really your aunt and uncle?”


    “Sadly, no. We pretend in case anyone asks. You may have noticed they call me Hemming. And they’ve become like family.”


    Else stood to greet Janne Thorup.


    A slender, light-haired woman swept in wearing a pink floral Sunday dress and a creamy sweater, and she presented Else a maternal smile. “Well, aren’t you a pretty thing? Oh, Hemming, I don’t care what Thorvald says, I’m happy you brought her. I’m glad you’ve found love.”


    “Tante . . .” His face contorted.


    Love? Else held her breath. She should have felt something, but how could she when she didn’t know which man was speaking?


    “Oh no.” Fru Thorup’s face stretched long. “I spoke out of turn. I’m sorry.”


    Hemming took the tray and set it on a crate. “It doesn’t matter. I won’t see her again.”


    Something twitched in Else’s chest—was it relief or regret?


    Fru Thorup reached for his arm. “Hem—”


    “You know why.” His words were brusque, but his tone gentle, and he guided her toward the door. “Thank you for the hot chocolate.”


    Fru Thorup peeked around the mass of his shoulders. “Don’t let him sell himself short, Else. He’s changed so much. You couldn’t ask for a better man.”


    “I’ll bring the tray up later.” He closed the door. “Janne is wrong, you know.”


    About him loving her? Or about him changing?


    “Oh?” Her voice squeaked, and she returned to her seat. “In what way?”


    With darkened cheeks, he handed her a fine cup of Royal Copenhagen sprinkled with tiny blue flowers. “For you.”


    “Thank you.” From the heat in her cheeks, they had to be as red as his.


    He sat on the floor and leaned back against the wall with his knees drawn up and spread wide, more laborer than aristocrat. He cradled his cup in long hands. “I’m not good enough for you, which is one of the reasons I need to move. It’s for your own sake.”


    Else took a sip of her rich, sweet beverage. He hadn’t answered her question. “What are the other reasons?”


    He flicked his chin toward the nearest boat. “Someday I’ll get caught. I’ll probably be killed. I don’t want to put you in danger. Tomorrow I’ll move out of the boardinghouse and stay with a friend from work until I find a new place.”


    “Wait.” She squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head. What was she thinking? What she was about to say didn’t make sense. “Don’t move out yet. Wait. Let me solve it.”


    “Solve it?”


    With her free hand she made starbursts in the air, three of them. “In physics, sometimes you have several equations. You don’t know how they fit together, but you know they do. You have to find the constant that unites them. Now I have three equations that don’t fit at all. Hemming, Henrik, the Havmand. I need to find the constant. Give me a week.”


    “How? How am I supposed to live in the same house as you?” A longing ache filled his eyes. “How can I pretend that kiss didn’t happen?”


    Perhaps Fru Thorup was correct about his feelings. Her own heart ached, but she slammed it shut. “You’ll figure it out. You’re good at pretending.”


    He winced and glanced away. “And you? You can pretend?”


    “I don’t have to.” She sat up straighter. “I kissed Hemming, not you. Since Hemming doesn’t exist, the kiss doesn’t exist. It’s only logical.”


    He frowned and nodded. “Very well.”


    “One week, and I’ll decide whether you move.”


    He raised one eyebrow. “You’ll decide?”


    “You said it’s for my sake. So I should make the decision.”


    Hemming drew back his chin, but then a great grin broke forth. “Yes, you should.”


    It was all rather disconcerting.
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    VEDBÆK
SUNDAY, AUGUST 22, 1943


    Henrik leaned back against the wall surrounding Lyd-af-Lys and pressed his palms to cold stone. Would Else come as promised? If she did, what would she say?


    He hauled in a lungful of warm air. A steady breeze brushed the clouds into tendrils as silken as Else’s hair.


    The past week since he’d revealed his identity had been difficult. On Monday, Else had been snippy with him at dinner, which earned her a dirty look from Laila. Else blamed her behavior on a bad day at work and apologized, saying, “Hemming has always been a genuine friend.”


    That hurt. Truth often did. And how could he blame her? Her friend Hemming didn’t exist, and in his place she’d found a wayward aristocrat.


    Hemming’s silent ways had helped him interact with her as usual. By Friday, she’d treated him more as before, even granting him a few smiles. A soft look. A look that had been difficult to dismiss.


    Bicycle tires whished on the far side of the wall, feet plopped to the pavement, and Else wheeled her bike through the gateway. She wore a dress the color of a ripening plum—and a guarded expression.


    “Good day.” Henrik pushed away from the wall and raised a faint smile. “Am I to find a new boardinghouse?”


    “First, I have a few questions.” She rested her bicycle against the wall. “Is there someplace we can talk outdoors? It’s a pretty day.”


    “I know a place.” He led her across the front of the villa. “What are your questions?”


    Else walked about six feet from him and gripped her hands in front of her. Her eyebrows formed a frown. “Fru Thorup said you’ve changed. Have you?”


    As much as he wished to persuade her to let him move away, as much as he also wished to persuade her to fall in love with him, only truth would pass his lips today. “In many ways, yes. In others, not enough.”


    Her heels tapped across the driveway. “Will you go back to it? After the war? Go back to your playboy life?”


    At the far corner of the house, the shadow of the villa fell over him. “My playboy life. Let me spell it out for you. Drinking, carousing, womanizing, and doing shoddy work—when I bothered to show up for work, that is.”


    Else’s gaze flickered, and her brow puckered.


    His answer was only half of the truth, and he sighed. “I’ll never go back to any of it. I died to that life, and it no longer holds any appeal.”


    The breeze tossed a flaxen lock across her cheek, and she swept it away. “When you’re Hemming, is it all an act?”


    “Yes.” He headed toward the sea. “I pretend to be slow of speech, slow of mind, and rough of manner.”


    “Not that.” One corner of her mouth turned down. “Hemming is kind and thoughtful. Is that an act?”


    Henrik entered the line of beech trees above the rocky strand along the Sound. To his left the boathouse and pier blocked the view toward Vedbæk Beach, and to his right the wall blocked the view of the neighbors.


    “Is it an act?” Else’s voice quivered.


    “I’m afraid so. I have far more of my father’s brusque manner than I’d like. I spent my first fourteen years emulating him and the next sixteen years defying him. Neither centered on kindness.”


    “Oh.” Her voice fell. She faced him under a beech tree and twisted her fingers together. “So when you gave me the wooden dog, when you save plates for Laila and me, when you’ve encouraged me—that was all pretend?”


    The incidents threaded through his memory. Had those actions come from what he thought Hemming would do? Or from his own heart?


    He frowned at the incongruity. “No. That was real.”


    “As Hemming . . .” The finger-twisting became almost frenetic. “You said you pray for me, you go to church, you carry your Bible. Is that an act?”


    “No.” He didn’t have to consider that question. “My faith is part of why I’ve changed. No, it is the change.”


    Her fingers rested, and she stared at them. “In all the essentials, you aren’t acting.”


    “I—I don’t know about—”


    “I thought so. All week I’ve thought about it. It’s too real not to be real.” With a dip of her chin, she closed the distance between them, wrapped her arms around his waist, and pressed her head to his chest. “Please don’t move.”


    “Else, don’t.” His arms stuck out at his sides. He didn’t dare embrace her.


    “I found the constant.”


    “The constant?”


    “The constant that unites the three equations of who you are.”


    In defiance of his own will, his arms folded around her. “What is that?”


    “Nobility.”


    Henrik’s neck muscles went taut. “I disagree.”


    “I can’t look at you. Just listen.” She burrowed deeper into his chest. “Henrik is noble of birth and upbringing.”


    That was the only noble thing about him.


    “The Havmand is noble of deed,” she said. “And Hemming is noble of character—kind and considerate and wise. And you—you are all of them.”


    He squirmed in her arms. “I’m afraid you’re mistaken.”


    “I’m not. The Havmand couldn’t be noble of deed unless you were, and Hemming’s character is yours. You said that part wasn’t pretend, and I saw your character last week here at the villa. You were protective, humble, honest, and you treated the Thorups as equals.”


    “Well, they are.”


    She squeezed his waist. “You sacrificed your lavish lifestyle for a higher cause. You let everyone look down on you, all to help your country. You are truly a noble man.”


    He wanted to argue, but she’d given him a gift. Refusing it would disappoint the giver. He buried his face in her silky hair. “I want to be that kind of man. I do.”


    “Because you have high standards.”


    He stiffened. “Please don’t say that.”


    Else slipped out of his arms, sat on the strip of grass between trees and rocks, and patted the ground, looking up to him with pink cheeks. “Can you tell me the story now? The one you said had to wait for another day? Something about your father’s standards and yours.”


    “Ah, that.” Henrik stretched out on his back on the grass, and he laced his hands over his belly. He’d never told anyone the story, not even the Thorups, not even his friends Peter and Paul at Harvard. But the story played like a continual movie in the background of his life, framing every move.


    Above him, clouds stretched long, like racing sculls. “I was fourteen. My Latin school held a big rowing race. You know how popular the sport is in Denmark, so this was like your big football games in America.”


    Else murmured her understanding.


    “As the day progressed, I won each heat. Then came the final race. The other boys were seventeen or eighteen. Although I was the youngest by far, I won. Everyone cheered—my classmates, my coach, my mother, my little sisters. But not the man I longed to please.”


    “Your father?” she asked gingerly, as if fearing the answer for young Henrik.


    The clouds drifted along, untouchable. “His face was like stone.”


    “Oh dear. Why?”


    Henrik ran his fingers into the grass beside him, the blades tender and easily crushed. “He said I could row faster than that. But I had a comfortable lead, and I didn’t want to embarrass the other boys. They were older than I. They were my friends.”


    He jammed his finger into the ground in time with the words in his memory. “My father roared at me. ‘Friends? No, they’re competition. Until you learn that, you’ll never measure up.’”


    “Oh, Hemming.” Else’s hand covered his.


    He shook his head in the grass. “In that moment I decided I never wanted to measure up. Not if it meant abandoning compassion and sportsmanship and friendship.”


    “I agree.”


    “I backed up, backed away from my father, all the way to the lake. I jumped in my scull and rowed harder and faster and better than ever before. Not for my father. For myself. To get as far away from my father and his standards as I could. In many ways, I never stopped rowing.”


    Else rolled her fingers around his, relaxing them. “I wouldn’t like you at all if you’d become the man your father wanted you to be.”


    He met her gaze. “You also wouldn’t like the man I did become, the man I was three years ago.”


    She gave a sad little smile. “No, I wouldn’t.”


    But there she was, playing with his fingers. She seemed to like him a bit now, and that emboldened him. He ran his thumb along the length of her finger. “And now?”


    She ducked her head and shrugged, but her smile deepened.


    “In a way, we’ve only just met.” He kept his tone light and teasing. “You might not find me to your taste.”


    “True.” Mischief frolicked in the sea of her eyes.


    The urge to take her in his arms and kiss her long and well surged inside, but she wasn’t ready for that and might not ever be.


    With his fingers entwined in hers, he scooted up to sitting. He examined her hand, small but solid, her fingernails short and unpolished, and he pressed a kiss to her knuckles. “Would you do me a favor?”


    “Mm?” Her voice hopped in a charming way.


    “Someday, if you’re ever ready for me to kiss you, would you please tell me?”


    She drew back, and her eyelashes fluttered.


    He kissed her hand again. “I already know how I feel about you, but you just met me.”


    She traced a tendon on the back of his hand. “Last week—” Her voice scratched, and she cleared her throat. “Fru Thorup said something, and you stopped her. I don’t mean to put you on the spot, but—well, maybe I do mean to.”


    That touch of honesty moved him. She was no socialite to play coy games with, and she deserved honesty in return. “You’re asking if I love you. Yes. I love you very much.”


    “Oh.” The sound fell out, soft and breathy.


    “I’m sure you can appreciate how much I want to kiss you, so you need to call the shots, as you Yankees say. Please let me know if you’re ever ready, whether it’s weeks from now or months or—”


    “Now?” Else’s gaze locked on him.


    “Now? A . . . kiss?”


    She stuck out her chin in an adorably stubborn way. “You need it.”


    He didn’t need it, but he wanted it. “I do?”


    “You keep saying you aren’t good enough for me and you aren’t kind and noble, but I see it in you.” Determination firmed her gaze. “Maybe a kiss will prove it to you.”


    “I . . . doubt it, but it’s worth a try.” He flicked her half a smile.


    Else gazed down, shy and hesitant.


    Henrik leaned closer, waited for her to lift her chin, leaned closer still, waited for her lips to part, and then he met them in a kiss light and slow and so beautiful it ached, only their lips and fingers touching, as if a full embrace would sully the moment.


    Reluctantly, he pulled back.


    Else’s eyelids rose as if from a dream. “My Henrik.”


    His breath stopped. “Min elskede, you must never call me that. Call me Hemming. Don’t get in the habit of—”


    She gave him a little kiss. “Just this once. And don’t call me ‘my beloved’ either. For the same reason.”


    He groaned. She was right. They couldn’t afford the luxury of endearments.


    Else stroked his cheek, and her face spoke more endearment than any word could. “Last week I said that when we kissed in the stairwell, I’d kissed Hemming, not you. Well, this time, I kissed Henrik.”


    She had. And the thought overwhelmed him. He shut his eyes and pressed his forehead to hers. She had indeed.
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    COPENHAGEN
TUESDAY, AUGUST 24, 1943


    In the basement of the Institute for Theoretical Physics, the cyclotron whirred. Between two giant magnetic discs, charged particles accelerated in a spiral, propelled by increasing voltage, until a glowing beam of deuterons emerged in the clear bombardment chamber.


    Else eyed the electrical gauges alongside Knudsen, Gebhardt, and the cyclotron crew.


    Despite the interesting work, Else once again found concentration difficult.


    Last week, she’d been distracted by Hemming’s revelation. This week by the knowledge that all the best of Hemming and the Havmand resided in the person of Henrik Ahlefeldt, a flawed but changed man. A man of both character and intellect. A man who loved her.


    Falling in love with Henrik wouldn’t take long. But she couldn’t allow herself to think of him as Henrik. Hemming, Hemming, Hemming, she repeated in her head, loving the sound of his name and the meaning behind it, loving the reason he’d chosen that identity.


    “Jensen?”


    She looked up to Kaj Knudsen’s huge, laughing eyes. “Hmm?”


    Knudsen nudged Gebhardt. “With that look on her face, she must have figured out how to separate U-235 from uranium ore.”


    Else smirked. “If I had, the best thing I could do, for the sake of humanity, would be to keep it secret.”


    The door opened, and Sigurd Mortensen beckoned with a smug smile. “Jensen, Knudsen—Bohr and Wolff want to talk to you.”


    Oh no. It was time.


    Molten lead coursed through her veins, but she followed Mortensen, with Knudsen behind her. Out of courtesy, Bohr would ask her to resign rather than expel her, but the result would be the same. Her career was dead.


    Almost two weeks had passed since Bohr had said he couldn’t allow a combative situation. Since then, how many more times had Mortensen pressed his case for her removal?


    Upstairs in the hallway, Knudsen fell in beside her. “What’s this about?” he whispered.


    “I don’t know.” She did know, but why Knudsen? Mortensen had stopped berating him. Or was he berating him behind closed doors with Bohr?


    Mortensen led them into the journal room, where Bohr and Wolff waited.


    After they exchanged greetings, they all sat around a table strewn with physics journals.


    Else buried her hands in her lap to conceal the fidgeting. Could she defend herself, or was it too late? If she didn’t speak up, she’d lose her career. But if she spoke up too strongly, she’d tarnish Mortensen’s reputation. She didn’t want either.


    Bohr straightened his gray suit jacket. “We called you together to inform you of some changes. Jensen and Knudsen will transfer from Mortensen’s lab to Wolff’s, and Rask will transfer from Wolff’s to Mortensen’s.”


    The words floated in her foggy head. She wasn’t being asked to resign? She was transferring to Wolff’s lab? Her heart buoyed up, and she grinned. “Thank you.”


    “Yes, thank you.” Knudsen’s voice rose an octave. “It’s an honor.”


    Else sneaked a glance at Knudsen, who beamed at her. It would indeed be an honor to work with the senior physicist—and a joy to leave Mortensen.


    “Pardon?” Mortensen frowned. “I’m losing two physicists and gaining only one? How will I be able to complete my work?”


    Wolff shrugged. “You said Jensen and Knudsen were useless, so you should notice an improvement. Rask is extremely competent. We will not hear any complaints about him from you.” The stiffness of his voice implied a warning more than a promise.


    Else wrestled down a chuckle. Wolff had tied Mortensen’s hands.


    “Good.” Mortensen’s cheek muscles worked. “I hope the work of your lab won’t suffer, Wolff.”


    “It won’t.” Wolff skewered Else with his gaze, just as much of a warning.


    But she couldn’t stop smiling. No more mistreatment. No more dismissal of her contributions. No more secretarial tasks.


    Her breath snagged. No more mimeographing. No excuse to print Frit Danmark.


    A strange idea took hold, not only a solution but an idea that carried the aroma of mercy. Else inhaled the sweet smell and addressed Mortensen. “I don’t want to leave you in a bind. I’d be happy to continue doing your mimeographing. Have Mrs. Iversen tell me when you need copies.”


    Mortensen’s eyes darkened, but Else kept her sweetest smile in place.


    “How thoughtful, Jensen,” Bohr said.


    “Yes, very thoughtful,” Wolff said. “Isn’t she, Mortensen?”


    Mortensen’s cheeks pitted, he glanced away, and he gave one sharp nod.


    Bohr pushed back his chair with a satisfied expression. “We’ll all benefit from these changes, and the institute will benefit from a more peaceful atmosphere.”


    When he stood, everyone else did too. But Wolff motioned for Else to remain.


    After the door shut, she released the fullness of her smile. “Thank you. I promise you won’t have any prob—”


    “I know. You’re a hard worker with a keen mind.”


    The touch of a frown on his craggy face let some of the helium out of her smile. “Thank you.”


    “I’ve seen a lot of promise in you, but something was lacking.”


    “Oh.” Else chewed on her lower lip.


    Wolff crossed his thin arms. “You lacked the backbone to succeed in a competitive field, especially as a woman. That’s why we put you in Mortensen’s lab—as a test.”


    “A test?”


    “In his lab, you’d either find a backbone or fail. Well, you found your backbone. I saw it when you and Mrs. Iversen confronted him, and Bohr saw it when you stood up for yourself and for Knudsen. And you did it without sacrificing the congeniality we all enjoy.”


    That backbone stretched longer and higher. She’d done it. She’d actually done it.
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    “Time to celebrate.” Kaj Knudsen bounded down Blegdamsvej.


    Else put a skip in her step to keep up with Knudsen, Gebhardt, and Rask as they headed to a nice restaurant for lunch. Her feet wanted to dance, her voice wanted to sing, and her heart couldn’t wait to tell Hemming.


    The morning rain and the noon air raid siren test had faded from the sky, and Else drank in fragrant air.


    “Too bad you have to stay in Mortensen’s lab,” Knudsen said to Gebhardt.


    The wind kicked up, and Gebhardt grasped his homburg. “Nein. I don’t mind him.”


    “Of course not.” A sardonic smile formed on Arne Rask’s narrow face. “He wouldn’t dare cross you. You might send the Gestapo after him.”


    A shadow fell over Gebhardt’s light eyes. “I would not.”


    Rask elbowed the German physicist. “Haven’t you learned? We Danes love to josh and joke.”


    Gebhardt’s mouth twitched, but the shadow remained.


    Else averted her gaze toward the shops along the street. Gebhardt might have learned, but he also must have heard the jab behind the joke.


    “How about you, Rask?” Knudsen led the way across Nørrebrogade. “I’m sorry you have to go to Mortensen’s lab.”


    Rask tipped his hat at an elderly couple crossing in the other direction. “Our fathers are old friends. We get along. Besides, I want experience on the cyclotron for my own research, so this is—”


    A loud boom in the distance.


    The ground shuddered.


    Else stopped. “What was that?”


    Knudsen looked up, holding his hat. “I don’t see bombers.”


    A grayish cloud puffed up above the roofline. Not far ahead of them.


    Else gasped. Something—something big had exploded.


    “Come on!” Rask took off running toward the explosion, and Knudsen and Gebhardt followed.


    Was it wise to run toward an explosion? But Else ran after them, wanting to stay together and to learn what had happened. She could always turn back.


    Up and down the street, people darted outside in alarm. They walked toward the noise, jogged, ran. Questions flew.


    Else’s breath came hard. She stayed close to the other physicists and scanned the crowd for danger, for gray-green German uniforms or black Schalburg Corps uniforms.


    The gray cloud settled lower, and no further explosions rent the air.


    Else’s feet and lungs ached. She hadn’t run so far in years, but she kept up with her colleagues. Glass crunched under her shoes. Jagged glass edged window frames along the street.


    Else’s heart seized. What had exploded? And why?


    Their path jogged, and in another block, the crowd slowed and spread out and merged with the crowd that had formed around skeletal steel ruins.


    The ruins of the Forum, and Else covered her mouth. The Forum was the largest exhibition hall in Scandinavia, seating over ten thousand. The glass dome had disappeared, cinder-block walls lay in rubble, and bony fingers of steel jutted up through the dust into the sky.


    Murmurs flowed through the crowd . . . “Holger Danske.”


    “Holger Danske?” Else said. “That’s a resistance group.”


    “But why?” a middle-aged woman asked in a rough voice.


    “Haven’t you heard?” a man in a blue suit said. “The Germans were turning it into military barracks. Tomorrow morning, thousands of soldiers were supposed to move in.”


    “That’s horrible,” the woman said. “Bad enough they’re here, but to live in our Forum?”


    “Better to blow it up,” a young man said.


    “Ja, ja,” flowed through the crowd, echoed by Knudsen, by Rask.


    Else’s insides squirmed. “I hope no one was hurt.”


    “Not a soul,” an older man said. “It’s lunchtime. They waited until the workers had left.”


    Murmurs of approval swept the crowd, and Else smiled in relief.


    Rask gave Gebhardt a pointed look. “Unlike the Nazis, we Danes are civilized.”


    Gebhardt’s look mirrored Rask’s. “Civilized jokesters.”


    Else held her breath. Would the men come to blows?


    Arne Rask tipped back his head and sang, “Der er et yndigt land.”


    “There Is a Lovely Land,” the Danish national anthem, flowed through the crowd, and Else joined in, proud of the Danish people for resisting in a humane way.


    Hemming would approve, he who resisted in a very humane way, and tears filled her eyes as she sang.
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    WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 25, 1943


    Although Henrik had crafted every part of today’s plan, now he had nothing to do.


    He hauled a crate to the timber shed and passed men who had the appearance of working without actually doing so. Biding time.


    Up in Frederik Ahlefeldt’s office, the shop steward was demanding Far remove the sabotage guards, who had increased in number since the sabotage raid.


    As Anker, Henrik had sent that steward.


    He readjusted his hands on the rough wooden crate. Tension bristled in the air, contrasting with the baby blue skies and cotton ball clouds.


    An armed guard eyed him, and Henrik ignored him with his best dull-eyed look. What would the guards do when the shop steward blew his whistle and the workers walked out? And they would indeed walk out.


    In ordinary times, Far wasn’t known for meeting labor demands. With Far in the resistance, he might favor a strike. The repairs from the raid had taken an astonishingly long time, and a strike would further delay production.


    Henrik set down his crate, loaded a handcart with lumber, and pushed it back the way he’d come.


    The past month, strikes and riots had spread in the provinces, from Odense to Aalborg to Esbjerg. It was time to bring strikes to Copenhagen.


    Sabotage was rising and was also rising in the public esteem. Instead of protesting the previous day’s destruction of the Forum, most people cheered it.


    Over dinner, Else’s eyes had glowed as she reported the outpouring of patriotism, although her words sounded subdued, probably in deference to Fru Riber’s abhorrence of destruction and lawbreaking.


    Henrik grinned as he rolled the handcart over the rails for the crane. Only a few more days until he could see Else at Lyd-af-Lys, could hold her and kiss her. But he longed most to exchange thoughts and stories without hindrance.


    At the boardinghouse, his role of Hemming became more difficult each day, and Else seemed to struggle to pretend nothing had changed.


    Henrik pushed the cart to where Koppel and his crew actively did nothing.


    The shipyard noise shifted. Engines shut down and tools clanked to the ground, the shift rippling away from the office building. The whistle must have been blown.


    Koppel motioned to the exit. “Let’s go.”


    The crew followed Koppel, and Henrik brought up the rear. As one, workers marched toward the main gate, the only sound the thud of work boots on pavement.


    As he moved with the silent mass of men, Henrik stayed alert for trouble.


    At the main gate, he found it.


    Flanking the gate stood four guards, including the man Henrik and Skov had captured, and they pointed machine pistols at the workers.


    “You can’t leave,” a guard yelled.


    Hoots and hollers and jostling spread through the crowd.


    Lars Koppel pushed his way forward. He’d be the voice of reason, but only if he were heard.


    “Silence!” Henrik yelled. “Let Koppel speak.”


    Men stared at him and fell silent.


    “Excuse me, boys.” Koppel’s voice carried both strength and understanding. “Your job is to prevent sabotage. We aren’t committing sabotage. We’re going on strike, which is legal.”


    A guard thrust his pistol toward Koppel. “It shouldn’t be.”


    “But it is.” Koppel raised his hands in a calming manner. “What are you going to do, son? Shoot me? Shoot the others? How many will you kill before you’re overpowered?”


    A rumble ran through the crowd, and Henrik joined in with enough menace to make the guards see they would indeed be overpowered.


    The two guards on Henrik’s side of the gate glanced at each other with stark eyes, and two guns drifted lower.


    “That’s the way, boys,” Koppel said. “That’s the smart thing to do.”


    Koppel edged forward, and the workers followed him through the gate. Most ignored the guards, but some glared at them.


    Henrik averted his gaze as he did whenever he saw the man he’d captured, in case something triggered the man’s memory.


    A few feet ahead of Henrik, Gunnar Skov worked his way over to that same guard. Shoved him. “Someday we’ll kick out the Germans, wait and see. And we’ll remember your names. You’ll pay.”


    Heat filled Henrik’s chest like a bellows. What was Skov thinking? He could be recognized. Shot.


    And if Henrik intervened, the chance of recognition exploded.


    Someone else needed to help.


    Frantically, he searched the crowd. He needed two men—strong, authoritative, who hadn’t been on the raid. There! “Eriksen! Blom! Stop Skov.”


    Eriksen was already grabbing Skov’s arm, Blom elbowed forward and grabbed the other, and they manhandled the hothead through the gate.


    Outside, the crowd dispersed. A safe distance from the gate, Eriksen and Blom released Skov, but Henrik grabbed his sinewy arm and hauled him away, ignoring his cussing protests.


    “What were you thinking?” Henrik stepped right into Skov’s face. “Koppel got them to back down, and you—you antagonized them.”


    “They’re traitors.” Skov’s eyes burned.


    “What if he’d recognized you?” A growl entered Henrik’s voice. “Your build, your walk?”


    “Ah, you’re worrying for nothing.” He shook his arm.


    Henrik clamped down. “You could have gotten a lot of men shot. You could have gotten us arrested. You’re an idiot. A stupid idiot. A sorry excuse of a man. A waste of life—”


    His father’s words. In Henrik’s mouth.


    He gasped and dropped Skov’s arm. What had he done? He spun and strode away. “Go home, Skov. Go home.”


    Henrik could barely see the path. He’d been harsh. Insulting. Everything he hated in his father.


    The smallest step into leadership, and this was what he’d become?


    He groaned and wiped at his mouth.


    If he couldn’t be trusted with leadership, how could he be trusted with Else’s heart?
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    SATURDAY, AUGUST 28, 1943


    Sunday couldn’t come soon enough. Else bicycled down the street in the light rain. A week had passed without Mortensen asking for copies, without an excuse to visit the mimeograph room.


    Finally Mrs. Iversen had contacted her. Why had Mortensen waited until the Saturday half day? Between the time it took to print six hundred copies of Frit Danmark and the time to deliver, she wouldn’t arrive in Søllerød until late afternoon.


    But nothing would keep her away this weekend. For the first part of the week, she’d anticipated sweet togetherness. Since Wednesday, she’d experienced a burning need to find out what was wrong with Hemming.


    After a quick scan of the street, Else pulled her bike into the lobby of the building. Since the strike began, Hemming had been quieter than usual, and he sometimes gave Else a pained look. Not pained at her, but as if he hurt for her.


    She shoved down her raincoat hood and climbed the stairs to the dentist’s office. Her briefcase weighed down her shoulder and Hemming weighed down her mind.


    In the dentist’s office, two men sat in the waiting room. Else approached the receptionist. “Good afternoon. I fell off my bicycle and chipped my tooth. May I see the dentist?”


    The receptionist gave her a stiff smile. “I’m sorry. The dentist is too busy to see you. These two gentlemen arrived before you.”


    What? That wasn’t what she was supposed to say. That was what she was supposed to say if it wasn’t safe to make the drop.


    Else’s cheeks tingled as the blood drained away.


    It wasn’t safe.


    The receptionist poised her pencil over the appointment book. “Shall we schedule an appointment next week?”


    “Yes.” Else’s voice choked out. She gave a false name, but the name and date didn’t matter because she would never return, and the receptionist knew it too.


    Else’s mind fumbled over the protocol she’d learned for this situation. Take the papers home. Hide them. Tell Laila. Laila would tell the leaders. They’d arrange a new drop site. And no matter what—don’t get caught.


    The receptionist twitched her head to one side, like a tic. She gave Else a hard gaze and one more tic. To her left.


    The left? Did she mean to indicate the gentleman on the left?


    Else took the appointment card, turned for the door, and swept her gaze over the waiting room with a nonchalant air.


    To the right sat an elderly man. To the left, a pudgy, middle-aged man in a gray coat.


    Else opened the door and trotted down the stairs. Was the man Gestapo? Or a Danish stikker—an informer?


    She yanked up her hood, shoved her bike outside, and mounted it. No time to strap her briefcase to the rack, so she slung it across her back and pedaled away.


    In half a block, she slanted her path across the street to justify looking behind her.


    The man in gray swung his leg over a bike, his gaze on Else. He glanced away.


    “Oh no.” Else gripped the handlebars hard. He was following her. Why else would he leave without keeping his appointment?


    Pretending not to notice him, she pedaled away. Her breath came in frenetic little bursts.


    What to do?


    At the intersection, her bike longed to turn right toward the safety of home—but she couldn’t lead a stikker to her house. To her identity, to Laila, to Hemming.


    Somehow she had to shake him without looking as if she were trying to shake him.


    Else turned left, and her gaze strained around the edge of her hood. The stikker turned left too.


    She forced her breath steady. Appearing unconcerned was the best defense.


    At least she had youth on her side, and she pedaled faster. But not guilty-fast.


    A map of Copenhagen flew through her mind. Where might she be able to lose him?


    Her briefcase swung off her back and around to her side, throwing off her balance. Else gasped, fought her wobbling tires on the damp pavement, and elbowed her briefcase back in place.


    What was she thinking, trying to be sneaky and clandestine? As a child, she’d never been able to fool her brothers or lie to her parents.


    Moisture tickled her eyes. Lord, help me think straight. Help me escape.


    Crowded streets would be good. Busy intersections. Traffic lights.


    The Trianglen! Only a few blocks away, the triangle-shaped roundabout had half a dozen streets poking out.


    Else turned onto Østerbrogade and glanced over her shoulder. Herre Gray lagged a block behind.


    In the heavier traffic, Else weaved among the bicycles, a bit faster than the others.


    Up ahead, the traffic light before the Trianglen turned red. Else pedaled hard and zipped through the intersection. Her bike wheels kicked up water and dampened her stockings. Now was her chance.


    She worked her way into traffic, made a sharp turn around the triangle, another onto Øster Allé, then swerved into the Fælledparken, onto the wooded path that ran behind the Institute for Theoretical Physics.


    Under the trees, in the shadow of the beloved building, her breath came easier, but she didn’t ease up her pace.


    She mapped a long and circuitous path home.


    A few more glances behind her. Perhaps she’d lost him. But did he think her innocent or suspicious? Would he remember her face?


    A tremble ran up her arms. What had she gotten herself into?
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    THE ØRESUND
SUNDAY, AUGUST 29, 1943


    On the moonless night, the only light on the Øresund came from the lights of Sweden reflecting off patchy clouds. With each stroke of Henrik’s oars back to Vedbæk, that light faded.


    Being active felt good. Only a few days on strike, and he was bored. He’d run errands and helped Fru Riber prepare for the return of the university students—all but Ib Malmstrøm.


    Henrik’s helpfulness eased the landlady’s annoyance at the communists for deluding nice young men like Ib into dying for their cause—and at the shipyard strike, instigated by radicals and communists, she insisted.


    Henrik, although the instigator, was neither.


    Far more difficult than pacifying Fru Riber was avoiding Else. She knew something bothered him, and she kept giving him questioning looks.


    She shouldn’t give him anything but the sisterly looks she’d given him before the kissing began. He couldn’t communicate back in case anyone were watching.


    This afternoon—it was now Sunday—he’d tell Else how he’d berated Skov and warn her away from him.


    Henrik paused to check his watch—4:13. Almost two hours until sunrise, and he gazed behind him to measure the thickness of the inky belt of Danish land against purple sky.


    A muffled boom rose in the distance. Another. Another.


    Oars still, Henrik frowned to the south toward Copenhagen. The sound reminded him of summer evenings at Lyd-af-Lys listening to the fireworks at Tivoli Gardens.


    Except fireworks had been banned during the occupation.


    Booms shuddered over the waters, shuddered into his muscles.


    He hadn’t heard Allied bombers all night. Had the resistance set off bombs? After the attack on the Forum, surely they had no explosives left.


    A glow pulsed low on the horizon. Something big had exploded in Copenhagen, but what? Who had done it?


    He had to find out, and he threw himself into his stroke.


    In a few minutes, he glided up to the pier, where Thorup waited for him.


    Henrik hoisted himself out of the scull. “What’s happening?”


    “Happening?”


    “The explosions in Copenhagen.”


    Thorup tipped his head. “I heard rumbles a few minutes ago, but I didn’t think anything of it.”


    “Sound carries better over water, and I saw fires.” Henrik hauled the bow of the scull out of the water.


    Thorup lifted the stern. “My friend works the night shift at the local police station. I’ll see if he knows anything.”


    The men deposited the scull in the boathouse and hurried up to the house.


    In the study, Thorup picked up the phone. He jiggled the switch. “The line’s dead.”


    “Dead?” Henrik grabbed the handset and depressed the switch over and over. Silence. “What on earth?”


    “They cut the phone lines.” Thorup’s face grew stern. “The government, the Germans—someone doesn’t want us talking to each other.”


    Henrik lunged for the radio across the room and turned it on. Static. Of course, it was only four thirty in the morning. He flipped to the Swedish station—static. To the BBC—static.


    He thumped his palm on the radio cabinet. It was too early in the morning. Yet something heavy in the air told him everything had changed.
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    At the top of the pathway to Søllerød Kirke, Henrik shifted his weight from one leg to the other.


    He had to intercept Else before the service. He had to tell her the news.


    Unless she already knew. One look at her face would tell him whether she’d listened to the radio this morning.


    Well-dressed congregants passed him, and some looked askance at Henrik’s sloppy attire.


    The same way Else’s grandparents usually looked at him. They would look at him with even more disapproval if they knew he loved their precious granddaughter.


    The Jensen family climbed the stone steps leading into the churchyard. Light glowed on Else’s hair and in her laughter.


    Henrik had to douse that light.


    She met his eye, and her smile deepened.


    He cut his gaze away until the family approached the doors. Then he doffed his cap and smoothed his hair. “Good morning, Herre and Fru Jensen. Good morning, Else.”


    “Good morning, Hemming.” Else gave him a curious tilt to her head. He never greeted them before church.


    Henrik edited his warning into Hemming’s vocabulary. “I’m going home after church. You should too. There’s a curfew at nightfall.”


    “Curfew?” Fru Jensen frowned at her husband. “We don’t have a curfew.”


    “Today we have”—Henrik screwed up his face as if searching for the word—“martial law.”


    “Martial law?” Else said.


    Herre Jensen stepped beside his granddaughter. “Nonsense. There was nothing in the morning paper.”


    Henrik shook his head. “Too soon. Just this morning. It was on the radio.”


    Else’s grandfather flagged down a gentleman about his own age. “Excuse me, Herre Nielsen? Have you heard anything about martial law? Curfews?” Skepticism colored his voice.


    “Martial law?” Herre Nielsen gasped. “Goodness, no.”


    “Oh yes. I heard it on the radio.” A young brunette came over, hugging her Bible. “The Germans declared martial law. Isn’t it horrible?”


    Henrik avoided Else’s gaze. Martial law had been declared at four o’clock, right before he heard the explosions—although he didn’t know what caused the noise.


    A small crowd gathered around the Jensens, all talking at once.


    “Curfew at nightfall—”


    “They cut off telephone and telegraph and postal service—the nerve.”


    “All strikes are banned under penalty of death.”


    “The death penalty! That’s been abolished in Denmark for ages.”


    “The Germans are in charge now. They’ll clamp down on the freedom fighters, for sure.”


    Henrik could feel Else’s gaze, and he turned to her devastated face. Yes, the Nazis were in full control.


    “We need to pray for our country,” Herre Nielsen said.


    “Yes,” the brunette said. “Dark times are coming.”


    Henrik broke Else’s gaze. Dark times indeed.


    The congregants trudged into the sanctuary, but Herre Jensen turned to Henrik with his silvery eyebrows drawn together. “I apologize, Herre Andersen.”


    Henrik ducked his head. “No need.”


    “I shouldn’t have dismissed you. It’s clear you have the interests of our Else in mind. Thank you for warning her. We’ll make sure she returns to the city early.”


    Fru Jensen gave him a warm smile. “I’m glad Else has such good friends.”


    He saw where Else had learned consideration and humility.


    “I am too,” Else said. “Thank you, Hemming. I’ll catch a train from Holte around one o’clock.”


    “Good.” He’d catch the same train.


    He eased back to allow the Jensens to enter the church.


    As Else passed, she sent him a rueful look. No, they wouldn’t have an afternoon together where he could explain what was on his mind.


    Not that it mattered anymore. For some time, he’d expected to meet his end as the Havmand. Now that end seemed assured.
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    HOLTE


    Else strolled onto the platform at the train station in Holte, carrying her suitcase and ticket.


    There stood Hemming in his black jacket with a satchel across his chest. His gaze met hers then swept away as if he didn’t know her.


    But he’d waited for her as she’d hoped. In retrospect, he should have taken the Kystbanen coastal line from Vedbæk rather than the S-train from Holte, but expecting Hemming’s presence gave her courage to pass the German soldiers now guarding the station entrance.


    Else leaned against the ivy-draped brick wall about twenty feet from Hemming. On the far side of the tracks, a lake lay gray under the overcast sky.


    Since the sun wouldn’t set until after eight, they could have spent the afternoon at the villa and still returned to the boardinghouse before curfew. Now she’d have to wait another week to find out what was bothering Hemming.


    But he was wise to go home early. Who knew what awaited them in the city? What if the trains or trams were delayed or rerouted? What if there were riots? They couldn’t take chances. Now that strikes were outlawed—under penalty of death!—Hemming had to return to work in the morning.


    The brick-red electric train pulled into the station. No one disembarked, and only Else and Hemming boarded. She stashed her suitcase in the overhead rack and settled onto a leather-upholstered seat. Hemming sat behind her and across the aisle, protective as always.


    If only they could sit together. But Dr. Else Jensen didn’t belong cuddling in public with a laborer any more than she belonged cuddling with a baron. And yet, she’d kissed both.


    A tiny smile cracked her rigid lips.


    The train pulled away from the station and rolled faster and faster past white homes with red tile roofs and beeches in summer green. Yet everything seemed strangely still. So few bicycles and pedestrians on the roads, so few passengers on the train.


    Most Danes would be huddled around their radios, wondering how the German takeover would affect their lives.


    Else could think of little else. Did printing illegal papers qualify for the death penalty?


    A shudder ripped through her, from belly to shoulders and down to her fingers. She could still see that pudgy man following her on his bicycle. What if he’d caught her and had her arrested? She’d been carrying six hundred pages of Frit Danmark.


    A groan built in her throat. Six hundred pages hidden in her dresser, waiting to be delivered to a new drop site. Should she stop printing? Was it worth her life?


    What about Hemming? Surely courier work fell under the death penalty. Would he stop?


    Else leaned her temple against the cool window, and the vibration of the train rattled her head. He’d never stop. He was working for a just cause, and he was brave.


    Once again, she had to follow her Havmand’s example and be braver than ever. Under martial law, accurate news would become even more vital.


    In about half an hour, the train pulled into Nørreport station in Copenhagen, only a few blocks from the boardinghouse.


    Else had never seen Nørreport so empty and tense. Clutching her suitcase, she made her way through the station, her steps shockingly loud.


    At the exit, two German soldiers with rifles scowled at the passengers.


    Else’s step hitched, but she couldn’t look guilty, so she smoothed her gait and ignored the soldiers.


    Hemming strode between Else and the Germans, half a pace behind her, and his presence calmed her.


    Outside, a flyer was pasted to the station wall, a notice from Gen. Hermann von Hanneken, the German military commander of Denmark. Else stopped to read it, and Hemming read over her shoulder.


    The flyer stated, “The latest events have shown that the Danish government is no longer capable of maintaining law and order in Denmark. The disturbances provoked by foreign agents are aimed directly at the Wehrmacht. Therefore . . . I declare a military state of emergency.”


    The flyer listed regulations, including a curfew, bans on strikes and public meetings, and the institution of German special tribunals to prosecute violators.


    “Oh, Hemming,” she whispered.


    “I know.” His voice rumbled low in her ear.


    Else whipped away from the hateful flyer and dragged her feet toward home. Those were the only words they could openly exchange for another week—if then.


    It wasn’t fair. Was such caution necessary on deserted streets? Why couldn’t they talk?


    An arched carriageway darkened a building ahead.


    She ducked into the carriageway leading to the courtyard in the center of the block. Halfway through, she stopped in the dim light.


    “Else?” Hemming followed her.


    She reached for his hand and drew him near so they could speak low. “What’s wrong?”


    “We shouldn’t be—”


    “You haven’t been yourself since the strike started. You seem . . . burdened.”


    He glanced over his shoulder, and his fingers went stiff in hers.


    “Hemming . . .” She stretched out his name in a soothing tone. “What’s wrong?”


    He sniffed and turned back to her. “You shouldn’t be with me. I thought I’d become less harsh, but I was wrong. Wednesday proved it.”


    “What happened?” She massaged his hand.


    “One of the workers—Skov. When we left the shipyard, he accosted one of the armed sabotage guards. After we pulled him away, I—I was sharp with him. I insulted him. I can’t risk being that way with you. I refuse to treat you as my father treated my mother.”


    Else could barely see his features, but she heard the quaver in his voice. She’d never seen meanness from him, only righteous anger well restrained and an apologetic nature for the slightest . . .


    Her breath swished in. “That night you told me silence could be cowardly. Was that why you seemed upset? Because you thought you were harsh?”


    “I was harsh.” His voice ground out.


    “Not at all.” She squeezed his hand. “You were truthful but gentle.”


    “But I wasn’t angry with you. I was angry with Skov. You should have heard me.”


    “Hmm. I hope if I ever do anything as misguided as accosting an armed guard, that you would be very harsh with me. It sounds as if Skov deserved it.”


    “Not all of it. I didn’t just berate him for what he’d done, but for who he was as a man. I called him an idiot, a waste of life. It was wrong.” Regret buffeted his voice.


    Only one solution for regret. “What are you going to do?”


    “Do?”


    “What are you going to do about it?”


    Hemming’s chest and head rose. “I need to apologize to him.”


    Those were not the words of a harsh man, and she leaned against him and lifted her face. “I can see myself falling for you.”


    Hemming grunted and kissed her forehead. “Don’t make me question your intelligence, Dr. Jensen. Come on. We should—”


    A ridiculous whimper escaped. “A little kiss?”


    “Little? There’s no such thing as a little kiss with you.” He tugged her hand until she followed, and then he dropped it.


    Her unkissed mouth wilted, and yet, something better than a kiss had happened, and a smile firmed up disappointed lips.


    On the sidewalk, her Viking warrior looked around, then tilted his head to signal her to pass him. Else did, and in a couple of blocks, the brick façade of the boardinghouse rose before her.


    She opened the door.


    Fru Riber darted out from the living room and flew down the stairs. “Thank goodness you’re home. I was so worried. It’s dangerous out there. Did you hear? We’re under martial law.”


    “Yes, we heard.” Else stepped to the side so Hemming could shut the door.


    Fru Riber gazed past them and pressed her hand to her ample chest. “Never in my life. I haven’t been out all day. Are there tanks out there? Are they shooting people?”


    “No. I only saw soldiers guarding the train stations.”


    The landlady sagged back against the banister. “I can’t believe we’ve come to this. Why did those radicals have to stir up trouble? Now we’re all being punished because of communist saboteurs.”


    Else’s throat went tight. “If you must blame someone, blame the Germans.”


    Hemming gave her a pointed look. “We should obey the law.”


    How darling he was with his face stretched long in sincerity. The man whose illegal exploits had inspired a legend.


    “What a good man,” Fru Riber said. “If we obey the law, we have nothing to fear, ja?”


    “Ja,” Else said in a quiet voice. And those who didn’t obey the unjust laws . . . ?


    Fru Riber’s mouth formed a tiny circle. “Oh, Hemming. A man came by and left a message. He said your watch was fixed and you could pick it up at the jeweler’s today before five.”


    Cords formed below Hemming’s beard and pushed out his collar. “Tak. I’ll go now.”


    He clomped out the door again.


    Fru Riber edged closer to Else. “Have you ever heard of a jeweler’s open on a Sunday?”


    “Well, no . . .”


    “And I’ve never seen him wear a watch, have you?”


    Pieces flew together—the odd message, Hemming’s annoyance. Was that a resistance message? If so, she had to help.


    “That’s right,” she said. “I seem to remember him saying he’d brought someone’s watch into the city for repair. His uncle’s?” She’d told a whopper of a lie, so she sent up a whopper of a prayer, asking God to see her lie as if she were Rahab covering for the Hebrew spies in Jericho.


    Changing the subject seemed wise. “Is Laila home?”


    “Thank goodness, yes. She’s listening to the radio. Fool girl was determined to go out this morning to see what was happening. I told her if she wanted to be reckless with her safety and mine, then she could find someplace new to live.”


    “Oh, you know Laila. She’s just curious.”


    “Reckless.”


    “Never.” Else gave her a pat on the arm and trotted up to the living room.


    Laila turned from the mumbling radio, her face pale.


    Else dropped her suitcase and met her friend halfway across the room in a hug.


    “Martial law.” Laila’s voice croaked.


    “I know. It’s awful.”


    Laila darted back to her chair. “I’ve been listening to the radio all day—Danish, Swedish, the BBC when Fru Riber isn’t around, trying to piece it together.”


    “I saw a flyer.” Else drew up a chair and told Laila what she’d read.


    “That’s what was broadcast on State Radio. Yesterday the Germans asked the government to impose a state of emergency, to impose the death penalty for saboteurs. They refused. Today the government resigned en masse.”


    “Oh my.” The rule of law would be replaced by the rule of the Gestapo. And instead of receiving just trials and sentences from Danish courts, now saboteurs would be tried in German tribunals—and executed.


    Laila’s gaze burned. “And the Germans put the king—our dear king!—under house arrest at Sorgenfri Castle.”


    “Oh no.” King Christian X was beloved by the people.


    Laila glanced past Else to the door, and she leaned closer. “I wanted to go see my Frit friends, but Fru was suspicious. I’ll have to wait until I pretend to go to work at the Mathematics Institute tomorrow to find out more.”


    A question clumped in Else’s throat, and she forced it out. “Do you know how this will affect the Jews?”


    A shade fell over Laila’s brown eyes, and her cheeks worked. “Without the government to protect us, the Germans can do whatever they want. Beat us up, ban us from our jobs, make us wear yellow stars, confine us to ghettoes, deport us to concentration camps, line us up and sh—” A sob cut her off, and she clapped her hands over her face.


    “Oh, Laila.” Else rubbed her friend’s arm. “I won’t let—”


    How could she make such a promise? “I—I’ll do everything I can to help you.” So would Hemming, but to say so would pave the path to questions she couldn’t answer.


    “If I have to die, I’ll die fighting.” Laila lowered her hands and revealed terrified courage.
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    COPENHAGEN
MONDAY, AUGUST 30, 1943


    The Langebro teemed with bicycles as Henrik pedaled to work across Copenhagen Harbor, and hundreds of tires whistled over wet pavement. Clouds streaked and curled across the sky, with gray masses on the horizon promising more rain.


    The strike was over. In order to protect men not involved in the resistance, all sabotage by shipyard workers was over. Until further notice, they would advocate only slowdowns and shoddy workmanship. The order came from high in resistance circles, according to Gaffel.


    Henrik guided his bicycle off the bridge. What had Gaffel been thinking leaving that message at the boardinghouse to arrange an emergency meeting about the strike? Gaffel wasn’t supposed to know Anker’s real name or address—or use it. And announcing a Sunday meeting at a jeweler’s shop? Picking up a watch? A man like Hemming Andersen didn’t own a watch.


    Sloppy mistakes like that had gotten too many men killed.


    At least Else had covered for Henrik. Over dinner she’d asked if his uncle’s watch was fixed and mentioned how kind Hemming was to bring it to the city for repair.


    Clever Else.


    Dinner with Else, Laila, and Fru Riber was a poor substitute for a seaside rendezvous alone with the woman he loved, but it had to do.


    After dinner, Fru Riber had gone upstairs to her quarters, and the ladies had tuned the radio to the BBC while Henrik watched the door. Although the Germans still hadn’t banned the Danes from listening to the British station, they didn’t approve—and neither did the landlady.


    The broadcast answered Henrik’s nagging question about the explosions he’d heard. As soon as the Germans declared martial law, they’d interned all members of the Danish military and occupied all Danish military bases, including the naval base at Holmen in Copenhagen Harbor.


    Refusing to surrender their warships, the Danish navy had scuttled the fleet, setting off explosions that sank the ships. Rumors were, several Danish vessels had escaped to Sweden. The Germans had captured only a fraction of the fleet, mostly small patrol boats.


    The navy had taken much criticism for not firing a single shot when German ships sailed into Copenhagen in 1940. Now they’d redeemed themselves, and pride in Denmark surged in Henrik’s heart.


    When he arrived at the shipyard, he parked his bicycle.


    By the gate, a sabotage guard smirked at the workers and stroked his machine pistol.


    Henrik ignored him. Someday soon the guard would regret his actions.


    The Soviets were advancing in the east, the British and Americans had secured Sicily, and the Allies grew stronger each day, bolstered by US production. The tide of war had turned, the waters were receding, and soon the Nazis—and the Danes who’d sided with them—would be stranded.


    In the shipyard, fresh scaffolding surrounded ships on ways, and the scent of damp lumber filled Henrik’s nostrils.


    Before starting work, he had to find Gunnar Skov and apologize.


    Why had apologizing to Skov never occurred to him? Else had seen the need in him and had nudged it into the open. She saw Hemming’s goodness in Henrik—believed it resided in him—and that belief made Henrik see it too.


    Skov stood talking with Rasmussen and Beck by a stack of lumber. Perhaps Henrik should wait until he could talk to Skov in private.


    Why? Although a reprimand deserved privacy, an apology deserved a public airing.


    Henrik stepped closer and cleared his throat. “Excuse me.”


    Skov sneered at him. “What do you want?”


    Henrik removed his cap. “I’m sorry I was mean. I should not have called you names.”


    “Names?” Skov barked out a laugh. “Did you fellows hear what he called me? He had the nerve to call me an idiot. The shipyard idiot called me an idiot.”


    Rasmussen and Beck glanced away as if embarrassed for Skov.


    Henrik’s chest burned, not for being called an idiot—a reputation he’d cultivated—but for having his apology thrown back in his face.


    Skov sauntered over. “Know what I think of you? Huh, idiot? Huh?” He spat, hitting Henrik’s cheek.


    The burn in his chest crackled into flame, but Henrik merely wiped his cheek with his sleeve, never breaking his gaze.


    Then something swelled inside. Compassion for a man who had been slighted, a man full of pride and insecurities. A man not unlike himself.


    The burn cooled. His voice softened. “I am sorry. I hope you can forgive me.” He left before Skov could further embarrass himself.


    Lightness flooded him, elevating his eyes toward the office building, to the top floor, where a man sat, full of pride and insecurities. A man who’d never been known to apologize.


    Did Far think apologizing would mean he’d lowered his standards? Did he think it would diminish him?


    On the contrary. This lightness, having humbled himself and admitted his wrongs, this lightness felt better than winning Olympic gold.


    If he ever had the chance, he’d apologize to Far for his sins and failures and rebellion, even if the apology wasn’t accepted, even if Far mocked humility as weakness.


    If Far ever chose to apologize, even in the slightest way, Henrik would receive it with gladness.


    And if Far never apologized?


    Another great swell inside, of compassion and regret and love.


    “I forgive you, Far,” he whispered toward his father. “I truly forgive you.”
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    FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 17, 1943


    White chalk covered a green-black slate with equations. Jørgen Wolff brushed his hands together in a puff of white dust. “Well done, everyone. See you tomorrow.”


    Even though Wolff’s research didn’t lie in Else’s area of interest, she hadn’t stopped smiling since her transfer three weeks earlier. The team exchanged ideas and credit freely, and Else had even earned a certain cachet for standing up to Mortensen.


    She slipped her notebook into her briefcase, shed her lab coat, and put on her suit jacket and hat.


    Kaj Knudsen held open the door for her.


    “Thank you.” Else smiled at him as she exited. “Any plans for the weekend?”


    He fell in beside her. “I’m taking my girlfriend to Det lille Apotek for her birthday.”


    “Such a lovely old restaurant.”


    Knudsen grunted. “It’d be lovelier if they didn’t close at seven thirty to meet curfew.”


    “I know.” The military state of emergency had remained in place for almost three weeks.


    “Did you hear?” Knudsen spoke low. “Rozental went to Sweden. I’m glad.”


    “Oh my. I can’t believe it’s come to this.” Nuclear physicist Stefan Rozental, a Polish Jew, had been welcomed by Bohr at the institute in the 1930s, along with dozens of other refugee scientists. Most had moved on to other, safer nations, but a few remained.


    Manfred Gebhardt approached from the stairwell with his dark hair in its usual disarray, and he grinned at Else and Knudsen. “See you Monday.”


    “Going home to Germany this weekend?” Knudsen’s voice held a sharp edge.


    “Ja.” Gebhardt gave a quizzical frown as he passed, and he entered Mortensen’s lab.


    Else led the way down the stairs, and she gave Knudsen a similar quizzical frown. “I thought you and Gebhardt were friends.”


    Furrows split Knudsen’s forehead. “I don’t trust him. Rask heard him asking Mortensen about the use of heavy water as a neutron moderator.”


    “That isn’t related to Mortensen’s research.”


    “Exactly. What is it related to?”


    Many scientists had proposed using heavy water to control fission nuclear chain reactions. “You don’t mean . . .”


    Knudsen stopped at the bottom of the stairs. “Mortensen is an expert in the separation of isotopes.”


    To create an atomic weapon required separating the fissile U-235 isotope from uranium ore. Else lowered her voice to a whisper. “Bohr says it doesn’t have any practical applications.”


    “What if Bohr’s wrong?”


    Almost a blasphemous thought, but . . . everyone at the institute knew the Germans were exploring the possibility.


    Else’s eyes and mind widened. “You think the Germans sent Gebhardt to—”


    Knudsen pressed his finger to his lips and glanced upstairs. “We should be very careful what we discuss around him. We don’t want to help our neighbors to the south.”


    Indeed not. If the Germans built an atomic bomb, the Allied cause would be lost.


    “Rask is keeping a close eye on him,” Knudsen said. “He put an end to that conversation.”


    “I might not like Mortensen, but I don’t think he’d—”


    “Not intentionally. But he’s a proud man.”


    And Gebhardt fawned over him. Else thought he did so to avoid abuse, but what if he had other motives?


    Footsteps thumped down the stairs above, and Else and Knudsen exchanged a look and stepped out of the stairwell.


    They headed down the hallway, and Else’s stomach twisted. Gebhardt took the ferry home to Germany at least once a month. He said he visited family, but what if he gave reports to German physicists?


    Knudsen opened the front door for Else, and a cool autumn evening greeted her.


    The Institute for Theoretical Physics remained open even though Niels Bohr was half-Jewish.


    Everyone assumed Werner Best, German Reich Plenipotentiary to Denmark, allowed this due to high international regard for Bohr, but what if they were mining the institute for information?


    On the sidewalk, Laila waited for Else, as she had back when she worked at the Mathematics Institute next door.


    Else said goodbye to Knudsen and grinned at Laila. “What a pleasant surprise.”


    Laila held out a portfolio to Else. “We need copies—today.”


    Else grimaced. “I can’t. Mortensen is out of town. I can’t say I’m making copies for him.”


    “Then—then say they’re for Wolff.”


    “He’d never ask me.”


    Laila’s gaze became almost frantic. “We need them. Today.”


    The churning in Else’s gut resumed. “I can’t go back inside without a reason. It’d look suspicious.”


    “Stop being—” Laila’s face pinched in annoyance. “Be brave, Else.”


    Else’s mouth tightened. Part of being brave meant not letting others push you into unnecessary danger. “We need to be both brave and smart. If people at the institute start wondering—”


    “Don’t worry. Bohr’s on our side.”


    “Not everyone here is.” She felt that more deeply now. “If I get caught, it could unravel the whole operation. Fru Riber already asks too many questions about our late hours. The next person who asks questions might ask them of the Gestapo.”


    Laila sighed and her shoulders slumped. “I—I’m sorry. You’re right. I’m just so . . .”


    “Come on. Let’s go home.”


    They walked in silence down Blegdamsvej, then crossed the bridge over the chain of rectangular lakes that curved around Copenhagen’s city center.


    Laila hauled in a loud breath and gazed down the length of water. “We have a source in police headquarters. Hundreds of Gestapo men arrived in Copenhagen this week.”


    Else’s mouth fell open. “Hundreds? Oh my goodness. Are they cracking down on freedom fighters?”


    “The Jews.” Laila turned sad dark eyes to Else. “This morning, the Gestapo raided the Jewish community center and took a card index—a roster of members. Not all the Jews in Denmark, but most of them.”


    They could want a roster for only one reason, and Else’s fingers went cold. “Oh no. Are you going into hiding?”


    “All six, seven thousand of us? Families with little children? Elderly people? How is it even possible?”


    “I—I don’t know.” Surely something could be done. But what?


    They turned onto the road that ran along the south bank.


    Laila shook her head, making black curls swing. “I’m tired of thinking about it. Let’s talk about something else.”


    “All right.” But what? The rumors about Gebhardt would hardly improve Laila’s mood. Nor would talk about the ever-increasing sabotage and ever-increasing arrests.


    They strolled down the street under trees in autumn gold. Elegant buildings lined both sides of the lake, its waters reflecting the gray of the hazy sky.


    On the sidewalk, someone had chalked a V in the shape of the Havmand’s tail. Her Havmand, and her heart brimmed to overflowing. What a great thing he was doing—not just serving as a courier but inspiring people.


    “Are you going to Søllerød tomorrow?” Laila asked in an overly cheery voice.


    “I am.” Incongruous joy bubbled inside. But the past two Sundays with Hemming had been idyllic as they opened up to each other.


    “Is Hemming going too?”


    “Oh yes.” Else had spoken too eagerly, so she feigned nonchalance. “He mentioned it over breakfast.”


    One corner of Laila’s mouth curled into a teasing question mark. “What’s going on with you two?”


    “Nothing.” Oh dear, she was becoming quite the liar.


    Laila nudged her. “Something has changed recently.”


    “Changed?” Her voice stretched up too high. Apparently she’d failed to conceal that change.


    “When you think I’m not paying attention, you look at each other like people in love. Longing looks. Looks that talk.”


    “It isn’t like that. I just have a crush.”


    “A crush? You expect me to believe that? You’re practically giddy lately, giggling at nothing, grinning to yourself, blushing anytime Hemming’s name comes up. Like now.” Laila’s voice took on an accusing tone, an attorney with an overwhelming stack of evidence.


    “It isn’t . . .” How could she say Laila was mistaken when her own cheeks testified to the truth? But she had to protect Hemming. “It’s just a crush.”


    A grumble rose in Laila’s throat, and she snapped her gaze away.


    To change the subject, Else pointed to the lake. “Look at the swans. Aren’t they beautiful?”


    Laila whipped back to her. “Haven’t we always confided in each other?”


    “We have.” Else tried a consoling smile.


    “You’re keeping something from me.”


    She had no choice. To tell Hemming’s secret to anyone—even Laila—would be reckless. Besides, it wasn’t her secret to share.


    But her gut ached for Laila. “You’re my best friend.”


    “Am I?” Hurt flared in her eyes. “Friends trust each other.”


    “Laila . . .”


    “No.” Laila knifed her portfolio through the air. “Don’t say anything unless you can trust me with the truth.”


    A flicker of frustration kindled inside. Laila, of all people, should know the importance of keeping secrets in the resistance.


    Except Laila didn’t know this had to do with the resistance.


    And to tell her even that much would be to tell her too much.


    Else opened her mouth then closed it. There was nothing more she could say.


    Laila spun on her heel and marched down the street, her skirt swinging about her knees.


    “I’m sorry.” Else had never intended to hurt her friend, but she had.
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    VEDBÆK
SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 26, 1943


    Henrik opened the front door of Lyd-af-Lys to find Else shaking out her umbrella. “Come in out of the rain.”


    Janne Thorup stood at Henrik’s side. “May I take your wet things?”


    “Yes. Thank you.” Else unbuttoned her raincoat.


    Henrik helped her off with it. “I’m glad you came despite the weather.”


    “I almost didn’t.” She laughed. “My grandparents called a taxi to take me to Holte. I convinced the driver to take me to Vedbæk instead.”


    Janne took Else’s coat and umbrella. “You’ll want to warm up. There’s a fire in the fireplace and hot chocolate.”


    “Thank you, Fru Thorup.” Else straightened her sweater, the blue and white one that hugged her waist and showed off her figure extraordinarily.


    After Janne whisked Else’s things to the kitchen to dry, Else gave Henrik a look both shy and flirtatious.


    And irresistible. He wrapped his arms around her waist and lowered his mouth to her ready lips. She leaned into him and slid her fingers into his hair, guiding him closer, uniting with him.


    In the old days, if a woman had greeted him with a kiss like that, he would have rushed her straight upstairs. Not anymore.


    Her sigh brushed his lips. “Once a week is not enough.”


    “No. Especially not when I see you every day.”


    “It’s hard to pretend. I—I don’t conceal my feelings well.” She lowered her chin.


    Henrik rubbed her back and kissed the top of her head. For over a week, Laila’s chilly demeanor toward Else had been difficult for Henrik to watch, even more difficult for Else to endure. “I’m sorry I came between you and Laila.”


    “Oh, you haven’t.” She raised earnest eyes. “She likes you, and she’d like you even more if she knew who you were. She’d be thrilled for us.”


    “My secret comes between you.”


    “Our secret.” She stroked the nape of his neck.


    “If I moved—”


    “Please don’t. I need—I like having you close.”


    So did he. Far too much, and he frowned.


    Else gave him a quick kiss. “Moving wouldn’t change anything with Laila. At least she’s civil, so Fru Riber hasn’t noticed, especially with a houseful of students.”


    She shifted in his arms, making him quite aware of her curves.


    “Let’s sit down,” he said. “Hot chocolate.”


    In the drawing room, two sofas flanked the fireplace with a coffee table between them, crowned by a tray with two cups of hot chocolate. Janne sequestered her sugar ration to ensure Sunday hot chocolate for all four of them.


    Else sat on the sofa beside him, slipped off her shoes, and tucked up her feet. “I never told you, but I used to imagine us cuddling on a sofa while I read to you.”


    “Did you?” He draped his arm around her shoulders. “Shall I feign illiteracy again?”


    She blew across the surface of her beverage. “Now I dream of us taking turns reading.”


    “I don’t want to read today.”


    “Oh?” She lifted smiling lips.


    With one finger, Henrik eased the temptation away. “I want to discuss something with you. I’d like your opinion.”


    Else heaved a sigh and settled back. “I should be flattered.”


    He took a sip, rolled the rich liquid in his mouth, and rolled his decision in his mind. “This hasn’t been officially announced yet. The leaders of the major resistance groups and illegal papers have formed the Frihedsraad.”


    “Freedom Council?”


    “The idea is to unite the resistance groups, coordinate our actions, and link with the Allies.”


    Else’s gaze darted around. “That would multiply our efforts.”


    Henrik crossed his ankle over his knee. “Last night when I went to Sweden, I had a long talk with Svend. They want the Havmand to join the council.”


    “Oh my.” Her eyes rounded. “Because you’ve become a legend, an inspiration.”


    He lifted one shoulder. “I want your opinion.”


    Her face turned pensive, and she traced one finger around the rim of the cup. “What would be the benefits?”


    Ah, her scientific brain. “The benefits for the council would be to have the legend on their side, lending credence to the cause.”


    “Any benefits to you?”


    Henrik studied his parents’ portrait over the fireplace. “I could have a say. I could encourage the resistance to uphold our nation’s humane and democratic ideals. I could help guide Denmark toward the Allied camp.”


    “You could do great good.”


    His father’s stern painted mouth looked ready to argue that point. But his firm gaze challenged Henrik to grasp the role of leadership, and his mother’s smile communicated faith that he could do it well.


    He inhaled the challenge and the faith. “When I became the Havmand, I gave up my voice. I gave up my nobility. To become a leader like that, I’d have to reembrace both.”


    Else snuggled into him. “Maybe it’s time.”


    His father’s stern mouth . . . “Honestly, Else, leadership—it scares me.” His voice snagged on that fear, that legacy.


    She curled her arm up and stroked his cheek. “You are not your father.”


    He nodded to break Far’s painted gaze and to loosen his vocal cords. “I know. I have to trust the Lord to provide the kindness I need to lead properly.”


    “I know he will, and I know you can. The fact that you even have these concerns shows you can.”


    Henrik leveled his gaze at her. “Promise me, if I ever abuse authority, speak up.”


    A smile bent her lips. “I can yelp.”


    “Yes, and in such a becoming manner.”


    Softness washed over her face. “I do love you.”


    His throat swelled shut from the beauty of it, the glow of it. She loved him, Henrik Ahlefeldt. Not for the money or the title, but for who he was, for who he’d become.


    He rested his forehead against hers. “I love you too.” He sought her mouth, found it, and luxuriated in it.


    But she pulled back with an apologetic smile. “We’ll spill our hot chocolate.”


    Henrik leaned forward to set his cup on the tray, then thought better of it. Else was too tempting in her stocking feet and that sweater and love on her lips.


    He stood up with his cup in hand and extended his other hand to Else. “Come. Let’s walk.”


    “Walk?”


    With his toe, he pushed her shoes closer. “Far less dangerous than cuddling.”


    Else chuckled, swung her feet down, and wriggled into her shoes. “Where’s my brave Havmand?”


    “Weak as a baby in the presence of your beauty.”


    Her smile shifted to one side. “Don’t even try that playboy charm on me. It won’t work.”


    “One of the reasons I love you. Now, come on.” He wiggled his fingers at her.


    She slid her hand in his. “Where are we going?”


    “I’ll let the lady decide.”


    “Let’s go out on the terrace. I’d love to watch the rain on the Sound.”


    He led her out the French doors onto the covered terrace. They stood side by side, fingers laced. Before them, rain beat the grassy slope, darkened the sand of Vedbæk beach, and dimpled the waters.


    “I do love the rain.” Else nestled against his side. “The water vapor in the clouds diffuses the light and absorbs it, and each raindrop serves as a tiny prism. The light shimmers.”


    So did Else, and he looped his arm around her waist. “My mother loved the play of light on the water, no matter the weather.”


    “I would have liked her.”


    “She would have liked you too.” He could almost hear Mor’s laughter in the rain, as if she were agreeing from heaven.


    “The sound of light—Lyd-af-Lys,” Else said in a musing tone. “A perfect name for this home.”


    He’d told her the story the week before. “So tell me, my pretty little physicist, what sound does light make?”


    “I’ve been pondering that all week.” She brought her cup to her lips and took a sip. The blue and white china complemented her blue eyes and porcelain complexion. “Does the vibration of a photon create a sound wave? If it does, it’s certainly out of our range of hearing.”


    Henrik brushed his cheek over her golden hair. “I know what light sounds like.”


    “Oh, do you?”


    “Light sounds like speech. Whenever someone speaks words of kindness or courage, speaks out for the downtrodden and oppressed, speaks out against injustice. It sounds like the cranking of the handle of a mimeograph machine in a trembling hand. That’s the sound of light.”


    Else nestled even closer against his shoulder. “I think light sounds like silence. The silence of someone concealing his nobility and sacrificing everything so he can quietly do great deeds.”


    “Does it?” He planted a kiss on the top of her head. “We can’t both be right.”


    “Yes, we can.” She raised bright eyes to him. “Niels Bohr’s complementarity principle states that two concepts can appear to be mutually exclusive and yet both can be true. After all, light is both a particle and a wave.”


    “Both speech and silence.”


    Light filled her eyes, silently speaking to him.


    He kissed her, and his heart illuminated within him.


    It sounded divine.
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    COPENHAGEN
WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 29, 1943


    At a table in the institute’s journal room, Else sorted through the limited supply of periodicals.


    After the occupation, the only journals available in Denmark came from Germany and the occupied territories—and all were constrained by Nazi censorship.


    “Hello, Else.” Laila Berend stood in the doorway.


    “Laila?” Her roommate had barely spoken to her in the past two weeks, she’d never visited the institute, and she looked pale and frazzled. A chill prickled down Else’s spine. “What’s wrong?”


    Laila’s mouth pinched. “I don’t know why you don’t trust me, but I sincerely hope I can trust you. I need copies. It’s a matter of life and death.”


    Her friend had always had a tendency toward the dramatic. “Life and death?”


    Laila sat across from Else and shoved a portfolio toward her. “Tonight Rosh Hashanah begins. This morning at the synagogue service, Rabbi Melchior announced that on October 1—this Friday night—the Germans will arrest all the Jews in Denmark and deport them to concentration camps.”


    The news slammed into Else’s gut. “No . . .”


    “He heard it from a reliable source. The Nazis chose this Friday because it’s the Sabbath right after Rosh Hashanah. Everyone will still be home with family and easy to round up.”


    A sour taste filled Else’s mouth. How cold-blooded and cynical.


    Laila’s fingers splayed out on the portfolio. “We have to warn as many people as possible. We have so little time.”


    Just over forty-eight hours, and Else’s mind reeled with the immensity of the task. The impossibility. “What can we do?”


    “We were told to warn everyone to go into hiding and to ask our Christian friends if we could stay with them.”


    “You can stay—” What was she saying? Else and Laila already lived together. The Germans would come to the boardinghouse. “My grandparents—they’ll take you in.”


    “Their house isn’t that big. I have aunts, uncles, in-laws . . .” Laila’s face contorted, and her eyes shimmered.


    Else winced. Not only was she presuming on her grandparents’ hospitality and courage, but they could house only four—eight if they squeezed. “I’ll call and ask.”


    Laila glanced at the door, and her chest heaved. “There are thousands of us.”


    Else could think of several at the institute, and she wrestled the immensity of the task into concrete steps. “We need to spread the word. We need to tell Jews to go into hiding and ask Christians to open their homes.”


    Laila patted the portfolio. “The stencil inside is for a flyer stating just that. Can you make copies?”


    Else took the portfolio. “Right away.”


    “If you hear of anyone with a larger home . . .”


    “Some of the physicists have country houses, seaside villas—” She drew in a sharp breath. “Lyd-af-Lys.”


    “Pardon?”


    Else winced. The villa could hide dozens, but Hemming kept his secret for a reason. To open the home would put everything and everyone at risk.


    She had to at least ask him. “I might know of a place. When do you need to know?”


    “Immediately. We want everyone in hiding tonight if possible.”


    Else glanced at the clock—one thirty. “I can’t call this person. I could either go and ask—or stay here and make copies.”


    “Could I go? Who is it?”


    Else nibbled her lip. How could she phrase it to keep his secret? “It’s Hemming.”


    “Hemming?”


    She rubbed the leather portfolio. “His aunt and uncle are caretakers for a villa.”


    “I’ve never heard him say that.” A hard edge entered Laila’s voice.


    They didn’t have time for explanations. “Do you know where the shipyard is?”


    “I’ve seen it from the harbor. I can find it.”


    Laila couldn’t very well walk in—and how could she entice Hemming out? Else’s fingers drummed out solutions. “At the gate, tell them—tell them you’re his sister Laila.”


    “His sister?”


    “His sister Laila. Say your name. Say you need Hemming to come right away. Say his mother was hit by a car and is in the hospital.”


    Laila’s eyebrows soared. “That’s horrible. I don’t want to give the man a coronary.”


    “His mother died years ago. He’ll know it’s a code.”


    Laila let out a scoffing grunt. “Our Hemming will understand that?”


    Else measured her words. “Tell him what you told me and ask if we can use Lyd-af-Lys—that’s the name of the villa. He’ll understand.”


    Still she scoffed and stared.


    Else pulled the portfolio to her chest. “By the time you return, the copies will be finished, and you and I can spread the word.”


    Laila pushed back the chair and stood. “I don’t know what’s going on with you, but . . . thank you.”


    After she left, Else stood too. Her stomach tightened. Would Hemming forgive her for compromising his secret?


    Right now she had greater concerns—the lives of thousands, like Jørgen Wolff. Else rushed up to the lab.


    At his desk, Wolff smiled at her. “Ah, Jensen. Did you find that article?”


    “Not now.” As she relayed the warning, Wolff’s face grew ashen. “Do you and your family have someplace to stay?”


    “I—I think so. Yes, I do.”


    “Thank goodness. I need to mimeograph flyers to warn people. Would you tell people here? Warn anyone who is Jewish? Warn Bohr?”


    “Right away.”


    “Anyone else we can trust—ask them to spread the word. I’ll have flyers.”


    Wolff clapped a hand on her shoulder. “Go make copies. I’ll take care of things up here.”


    “Thank you.” Else dashed down to the basement. Thank goodness, no one was at the mimeograph machine.


    After she wound the waxy stencil around the drum, she filled the drum with ink and began cranking. Warnings shot out into the collecting tray in shocking black and white.


    In about five minutes, Mrs. Iversen and Miss Bruun entered the room.


    “Dr. Wolff told us what you’re doing,” Miss Bruun said. “We’re here to help.”


    “Oh, thank you.”


    Mrs. Iversen picked up a flyer. “I’ll type up more stencils.”


    “Wonderful idea.” Else squinted at the print on the top copy. “I’m probably halfway through this stencil.”


    Miss Bruun shooed Else away from the machine. “You and I will take turns printing. Let’s put them in stacks of ten.”


    Else gathered papers from the collecting tray, and her jaw trembled. “This is so good of you.”


    Mrs. Iversen hefted up her chin. “We can’t let the Germans arrest innocent Danes.”


    “It’s an affront to decency.” Miss Bruun cranked the handle.


    Else counted off ten copies and tapped them into a stack. She was one small individual in a sea of people. But if each person did just one thing to help, a lot of good could be done.
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    A plank of lumber swung around and clipped Henrik in the knee. He grunted and grabbed at the stricken joint.


    Gunnar Skov stood holding that plank. “Watch where you’re walking—idiot.”


    No, Skov should watch whom he goaded into a fight. Henrik had at least thirty pounds on the man.


    Except he wouldn’t be goaded. He walked away, determined not to limp.


    “Andersen?” A young man walked through the worksite, and he tapped a worker on the shoulder. “Where can I find Hemming Andersen?”


    Henrik raised a hand. “I’m Andersen.”


    The young man met him halfway. “Your sister Laila’s at the front gate.”


    Sister? Laila? He knew only one Laila.


    “It’s an emergency.” The messenger’s face stretched long. “I’m afraid your mother was hit by a car and is in the hospital.”


    Henrik’s mother was dead. Was that some code? Oh no . . . Else.


    “No.” Henrik ran for the front gate, dodging workers and equipment. What had happened? Why use code? Laila could have said Else was in trouble.


    At the main gate, Laila stood to the right, far from the sabotage guard and his machine pistol.


    Henrik ground to a stop. “Else? What happened to her?”


    “What?” Laila’s brown eyes rounded. “Oh no. Else’s fine. She told me to say that to get you to the front gate.”


    “Thank goodness.” The steel in his shoulders melted. “But why are you here?”


    Laila glanced at the guard and stepped closer to Henrik. “On Friday night, the Germans are going to arrest all the Jews in Denmark.”


    Henrik’s hands balled into fists. How dare they?


    “Else’s printing flyers to warn people,” Laila said in a soft voice. “That’s why she sent me. We need hiding places. Else said to ask if we could use Lyd-af-Lys.”


    His breath stalled at the sound of the villa’s name, never before spoken by Laila. But it made sense. The villa lay outside the city and was quiet and private and roomy.


    And secret. Henrik scrunched his eyes shut.


    “Hemming?” Laila said.


    “Let me think.” Bringing dozens of people to the villa would compromise his alias. It could bring the Gestapo to the home and to the Thorups. Even his father would be in danger if the Germans learned his house was being used for illegal purposes.


    But Henrik could protect dozens from arrest, deportation . . . death. His decision would affect many. But wasn’t that what leaders did? Weighed the cost to all, the benefits to all, the rightness of it all?


    “Yes.” Henrik pinned his gaze on Laila. “Anyone without a place to hide—send them to Lyd-af-Lys. Else knows the address.”


    “How . . . ?” Anger flashed in Laila’s eyes, then she firmed her chin. “Never mind. It’s none of my business.”


    Henrik would try to remain Hemming Andersen, but he’d probably need to break his silence to manage terrified houseguests.


    And Else and Laila’s friendship deserved restoration.


    Henrik cleared his throat of his last reservations. “Tell Else she can tell you all.”


    Laila raised one eyebrow, quite skeptical.


    “Tell her Henrik said she could.”


    “Henrik?”


    “Sh. Use that name only in private and only once.”


    Laila’s eyes grew wider and wider.


    “Go tell Else,” he said. “I will go prepare.”


    “Thank you.” One last confused look, and she left.


    Henrik trudged back to his worksite as if his mother were truly dying again. He found Koppel checking off Beck’s work.


    “Koppel?” Henrik took off his cap and let anxiety flood his face. “I need to leave. My mother’s in the hospital.”


    “I’m sorry to hear that. Of course you can leave.”


    “Can we speak?” Henrik gestured to the carpenter shop.


    “Sure.” Koppel followed Henrik inside, then shut the door. “What’s up?”


    “Tell Blom, any other workers who are Jewish—the Germans will arrest them on Friday night. They must go into hiding. If they have no place to go, I know of a place in Vedbæk.” He gave him the address.


    “Ritzy area.”


    “I know a man who works there.”


    One side of Koppel’s mouth crept up. “You are a puzzle.”


    A puzzle with so many pieces, Henrik himself could barely keep them straight.
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    Round and round went the crank for the mimeograph machine.


    Miss Bruun stacked flyers in tens, and Mrs. Iversen brought Else fresh stencils as fast as she could type them.


    Kaj Knudsen and Arne Rask entered, and Knudsen grabbed a thick stack. “Every trustworthy person at the institute has stacks of flyers to hand out.”


    Rask filled his briefcase with flyers. “We realized we were spreading the word only in academia, so we told everyone to think of shopkeepers or tradesmen—anyone they even think might be Jewish. Knudsen and I are heading out to a working-class neighborhood.”


    “How thoughtful.” Else realized she’d stopped cranking, and she resumed. “How about Bohr? Did Wolff find him?”


    “He’s already left,” Knudsen said. “Miss Schultz says someone warned him earlier today that he’s on a list of people to be arrested. He’s on his way to Sweden.”


    “Oh no.” Bohr was only half-Jewish and didn’t practice any religion. “I hope he gets there safely.”


    “So do we all.” Rask buckled his briefcase shut.


    “What’s going on?” Laila stood in the doorway and stared at all the people inside.


    Else gestured to the stack of flyers. “We’ve printed almost eight hundred flyers. Mrs. Iversen typed up more stencils, and Miss Bruun is helping make copies.”


    “We’ve handed out about four hundred to staff here to distribute. Right, Rask?” Knudsen worked his way toward the door.


    “Right. If that’s all, we have work to do.” Rask smiled at Laila.


    Her jaw dangling, Laila stepped aside so the men could exit. “You—you did this for us?”


    “For our fellow Danes.” Knudsen plopped his hat on his head. “Let’s go, Rask.”


    Else examined the top copy in the collecting tray. “How many more do you need, Laila? It’s time for a new stencil.”


    Laila stared at the pile. “This—this is plenty.”


    “Good.” Else removed the stencil from the drum. “Miss Bruun, why don’t you tell Mrs. Iversen we’re finished.”


    “I’ll do that on my way out.” Miss Bruun picked up several stacks of ten. “I have a lot of friends to tell before curfew.”


    After Miss Bruun left, Else shed her rubber gloves. “What did Hemming say?”


    Laila’s gaze narrowed. “He said we could use the house.”


    “I’m glad.” What a good man to put the needs of others above his own—even though his own needs served a great good.


    Else straightened the piles for easier transport.


    Laila cleared her throat. “He said Henrik says you can tell me everything.”


    Else snapped her gaze to her friend. “Henrik?”


    “That means something?”


    It meant Hemming was endangering himself for the sake of the ladies’ friendship. “Everything?”


    “Everything. What’s going on?”


    She glanced at her watch. “That’ll take a long time, and I have to tell you in private. We have more urgent matters.” She patted the flyers.


    Laila rubbed her temple. “Yes. I need to deliver these to the newspaper headquarters, pass them out to everyone I know, tell—”


    “First things first.” Else stepped closer to look her full in the eye. “We’re going to the villa tonight. You and your family need to meet me at Nørreport Station no later than four thirty so I have time to return home by sunset at seven.”


    “Stupid curfew.” Laila wrinkled her nose. “But you don’t have to come.”


    “I want to, and we can talk in private at the villa. So, deliver the flyers to the office, then warn your family and go home and pack. If you have extra time—”


    “Could you—would you pack for me? That’d give me more time. Just one suitcase.”


    “I’d be happy to.”


    In less than an hour, Else rushed upstairs at the boardinghouse. After she stashed flyers in her dresser to distribute the next day, she filled Laila’s suitcase with clothing, toiletries, and Laila’s most cherished personal items.


    What if Laila never returned? Else’s chest convulsed, but a flame lit deep inside, hot and searing. How could anyone treat a fellow human being like this? How could anyone hate people they’d never met, just because of their heritage, and want them locked away or dead?


    How could anyone hate Laila Berend, a brilliant mathematician who loved æbleskiver and hated roller coasters, who gave up a promising career to help her nation?


    After Else checked for treasures she might have missed, she latched the suitcase.


    Fru Riber would be in the kitchen preparing dinner, thank goodness. Else didn’t want to explain why she was leaving with a suitcase.


    She trotted downstairs without seeing anyone and walked a few blocks to Nørreport.


    At the station, she bought her ticket and waited on the platform for the Kystbanen line. She was one of only a few blonds on the platform, an unusual occurrence in Denmark.


    Families clumped together with luggage and watchful expressions.


    Else’s heart lurched. They were probably going into hiding in the country or in the summer cottages owned by so many Danes. Would they be safe there? Would they be safe anywhere?


    Two German soldiers strolled down the platform in their cold gray uniforms, and Else’s fingers went numb. But the soldiers sauntered by, talking and laughing.


    In a few minutes, Laila and her mother greeted Else.


    “Where’s the rest of your family?” Else asked in a low voice.


    “My uncle and his family are in that car.” Laila tipped her head to the right, then the left. “My sister and her family in that one.”


    “That’s all?”


    Laila rubbed her forehead. “Some don’t believe me. Some insist they’re safe because they don’t even think of themselves as Jewish. And my father and a few others are staying one more day to make arrangements for their homes and businesses.”


    Else frowned at her friend’s pale complexion. “Do you have a migraine?”


    “All day.”


    “I’m sorry. Maybe you can sleep on the train.”


    “No, but I can close my eyes.”


    When the train pulled into the station, Else, Laila, and Fru Berend boarded and took facing seats. Laila spent the journey with her head on her mother’s shoulder and her eyes shut, and Else spent it praying for the families on the train.


    Could all of the six or seven thousand Jews in Denmark be warned in time? If so, could they all go into hiding? And if they evaded arrest, what then?


    They couldn’t spend the rest of the war in hiding. Even if the Allies defeated Germany in 1944 as many predicted, how could that many people hide that long?


    Maybe some could sneak across to Sweden, but for the others, it would be only a matter of time until the Gestapo hunted them down.


    Else shuddered. Through the train window, the Øresund flashed between beech trees in the afternoon sun. For now, Else could warn people and help them hide. For now, that would have to do.


    When the train arrived in Vedbæk, Laila opened pain-wracked eyes, and the three ladies stepped out onto the train platform with their luggage.


    Fru Berend nodded to two groups on either side. “They’ll follow at a distance.”


    Else led the group through the half-timbered redbrick building, then east toward Strandvej. “You’ll recognize the villa,” she said to Laila as they walked.


    “That fancy house by the beach? Hemming’s aunt and uncle are the caretakers?”


    “I’ll explain when we get there.”


    Soon she passed through the gate onto grounds infused with romantic memories, and she rang the front bell.


    Janne Thorup opened the door. “Else! I’m glad you came. How many guests did you bring? Two?”


    “Ten.” Else entered the foyer. “Two more groups behind us, all from the same family. This is Fru Berend and her daughter Laila, my best friend.”


    “I’m glad to meet you. I’m Janne Thorup, the housekeeper.” She turned to the stairs. “Hemming! Else’s here.”


    Laila fixed a hard gaze on Else. “You’ve been here.”


    “Several times.” She managed a flimsy smile.


    A knock on the door, and Janne welcomed the other eight guests.


    Hemming descended the stairs in his work clothes. “Else, Laila, I’m glad you made it. Welcome to Lyd-af-Lys. Is this your family, Laila? I was expecting a larger group.”


    Laila stared. She’d probably never heard so many words from Hemming’s mouth or so quickly spoken.


    Else smiled up at him. “The others are coming tomorrow, we hope.”


    Janne motioned to the stairs. “Come with me. I’ll show you to your rooms.”


    Else laid her hand on Janne’s arm. “Is there somewhere Laila and I can talk in private in the dark? She has a migraine.”


    “Oh dear. I’m sorry.”


    Hemming stepped forward. “Let’s put Laila in my sister Margrethe’s room. It has only one window, and we hung blackout curtains this afternoon so the house will still look uninhabited.”


    “Perfect,” Janne said. “Can you show them the way while I get the others settled?”


    “Of course. Come, ladies.” Hemming smiled at the still-gaping Laila. “We’ll explain all.”


    Else and Laila followed Hemming upstairs and down a hall to the right.


    “Here’s your room. The bathroom is at the end of the hall on the left.” Hemming opened a door and turned on a lamp. “Just enough light so you can get settled.”


    “Thank you,” Laila said in a numb voice.


    He shut the door and extended his hand. “Allow me to formally introduce myself. My name is Henrik Ahlefeldt. Welcome to my home.”


    Laila didn’t lift her hand. “Henrik?”


    “You must continue to call me Hemming. Now, I have more preparations to make, but Else will explain everything.”


    “Everything?” Else swung the suitcase onto the bed and opened it to find Laila’s nightgown.


    “Everything. Even the Havmand. My secret must not interfere with your friendship.”


    “The Havmand!” Laila glanced back and forth between Hemming and Else.


    Hemming raised one hand to pause the conversation. “Else, are you returning to Copenhagen tonight? I am. I’d like to keep up appearances.”


    “Yes. I hope to leave by six.”


    “I’ll come get you. You might have enough time.” He grinned at Else.


    She resisted the urge to kiss him. Poor Laila was already in shock.


    After he left, Else had Laila change into her nightgown and lie down.


    Else turned off the light, pulled up a chair, and told Laila everything. Then she took her friend’s hand. “I’m sorry I kept secrets from you.”


    “Don’t be.” Laila squeezed her hand. “I’m sorry I pressured you to tell me. I’m in the resistance. I know better.”


    “You thought it was about romance. You didn’t know it had to do with the resistance. If you had known, you would have understood my silence. But I couldn’t tell you even that much.”


    Laila sighed. “You kept that secret well. But you didn’t conceal that you’re in love.”


    “Very much so.”


    Laila sniffed. “Well, he’s no Pierre Curie, but he’ll have to do.”


    Else laughed and Laila joined in, and the joy of restoration and openness flooded the darkened room.
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    COPENHAGEN
THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 30, 1943


    Vigilance was needed as never before as Henrik strolled down Nørrebrogade. At least he didn’t stand out in the working-class district.


    That morning, he’d told the shipyard his mother was still in the hospital, and he needed a few days off to help his family. That gave him time to prepare for guests—and to attend the Freedom Council meeting.


    Henrik gave the street a casual scan. If the Gestapo raided the meeting, they could effectively destroy the resistance movement in Denmark.


    At the corner stood Jam, his former SOE contact. When Jam spotted him, he pushed away from the wall and walked a few paces ahead of Henrik.


    One block later, Jam took three steps down to the door of a printing shop, where a lamp shone in the window.


    Henrik followed him inside. A man in a dark suit locked the door behind them, flipped the sign from “aaben” to “lukket,” and turned off the lamp. Then he led them to a back room.


    Half a dozen men stood talking, all in their thirties or forties, and each gave Henrik an appraising look.


    “Gentlemen,” Jam said. “Meet the Havmand.”


    “Good day,” Henrik said. “Thank you for the invitation.”


    “We’ve already met.” Erling Foss extended his hand and a wry smile.


    “So we have.” The Foss family owned a brick factory, and Henrik had met Erling at social events before the war. Henrik tensed.


    Foss’s eyebrows ascended his high forehead. “Rumors are, you’re in Sweden.”


    “I started those rumors.”


    “Excellent. Welcome.”


    The men took seats in a room full of printing equipment, and they opened discussion. No one introduced themselves, but most seemed to know each other.


    As they talked, their various organizations came to light—Frit Danmark, De frie Danske, the Dansk Samling Party, the Ringen, and BOPA—illegal papers and opposition groups and open resistance organizations.


    Jam didn’t belong to the council but represented the Free Danes living abroad. As the leader of the SOE agents in Denmark, he made important connections to the Allies.


    For the next hour, the men drafted a resolution opposing the planned arrests of the Jews. They crafted an announcement of the council’s establishment to send to Christmas Møller, a former Danish politician who broadcast from London with the BBC’s Danish Section. And they spoke of the need for unity and cooperation in their acts of resistance.


    Henrik, as the new man, talked little and listened much, a skill he’d learned from being Hemming.


    In the room sat conservatives and communists, physicians and journalists, all putting aside their differences to work together for the good of the Danish people.


    Henrik was in the right place.
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    FRIDAY, OCTOBER 1, 1943


    Tonight the Nazis would come for Laila. Else sat in the boardinghouse living room with an unread book in her lap. Three students played cards. Hemming whittled as if nothing bothered him—but with a stiff set to his shoulders.


    Some fifty people were hiding at Lyd-af-Lys. Would the Nazis raid the villa? Any informers in Vedbæk could have seen the flow of refugees or heard Janne buying and borrowing food and supplies.


    A car engine rumbled on the street below, and Else sucked in a breath and caught Hemming’s eye. After curfew, only Germans and the police would be out.


    But the rumble faded, and Else forced her muscles to relax.


    If only she could sit with Hemming. At least she’d been able to talk with him at the villa this afternoon when she’d escorted her shoe repairman and his wife into hiding.


    With Bohr, Wolff, and others gone, the institute was in shambles. On Thursday, Wolff’s team voted unanimously to take the rest of the week off to spread the word.


    Else’s grandparents had opened their home to two elderly couples and had persuaded friends to shelter refugees too.


    “Good night, everyone,” a student said.


    Else jerked up her gaze. Annika, Dorthe, and Bent were pushing in their chairs.


    Her watch read 11:15. She’d never be able to sleep, but she could at least rest.


    She planned to sleep in her clothes with her Danish identification papers in her pocket in case the Germans confused her with Laila. Hemming had promised to sleep on the landing on the men’s floor so he could hear any problems. So he could protect her and the others.


    Else rose with book in hand. “Good night, Hemming.”


    “Good night.” The timbre of his voice filled in the cracks in her strength.


    She headed out to the landing and up the stairs.


    A motor grumbled outside, then cut. Car doors slammed.


    Else whirled around in the same spot where she and Hemming had kissed. On the landing, he held up a hand to calm her.


    Someone banged on the door and rang the bell over and over.


    Upstairs, Fru Riber came out onto the landing and leaned over the banister in her bathrobe. “Goodness. Who’s making such a racket at this time of night?”


    “I’ll get the door.” Hemming thumped downstairs.


    “Open up!” a man yelled in Danish, pounding the door.


    Would they break it down? Gripping the banister, Else eased down half a flight.


    “I’m coming,” Hemming said in his big, booming voice, and he opened the door.


    Two men stood on the sidewalk, one in a black Schalburg Corps uniform and the other in the green-gray uniform, peaked cap, and tall black boots of the German security police.


    The Schalburg man addressed Hemming. “We are here for the Jewess Laila Berend.”


    “Why?” Hemming stood in the doorway. “What is her crime?”


    “She is Jewish, you swine.” He shoved Hemming, but Hemming didn’t budge.


    The German spoke to the Schalburg man in German, with a sharp tone.


    “Yes, sir.” The Danish traitor backed up, then flicked up his chin. “Take us to the Jewess.”


    Else forced herself to sound calm. “Dr. Berend isn’t here. She’s with her family.”


    Tiny eyes flashed at her. “Who are you?”


    “I’m her roommate.”


    “Take us to her room.”


    Fru Riber stood behind Else, clutching her bathrobe shut at the neck. “I—I’m the landlady. I’ll take you. See? We’re good, law-abiding Danes.”


    Those tiny, pale eyes snapped to Fru Riber. “Any other Jews live here?”


    “Only Dr. Berend. She hasn’t been home for days.” Fru Riber headed upstairs, and Else, Hemming, and the Nazis followed.


    “Where does her family live?” the Schalburg man asked.


    “I’m sure they’re on your list.” Else couldn’t keep the snippiness out of her voice.


    “I have the address. I’ll get it for you.” Fru Riber ducked into the living room.


    Else gaped after her. How could she? What if the Berends had been at home instead of at Lyd-af-Lys?


    “Your room?” Herre Schalburg said.


    Else dragged her gaze past Hemming’s fortifying expression and to the staircase, and she resumed her climb.


    On her floor, Else opened her door and stood back. “As you can see, she isn’t here.”


    Annika and Dorthe opened their door and peeked out, aghast. Hemming stood by Else’s side, and his arm brushed hers in a comforting way.


    The intruders invaded the room. The Dane poked at the bed, kicked the chair, and shoved papers off the desk.


    “Nein!” The German spoke a rapid string of words.


    The Schalburg man grunted, picked up the papers, and flung them onto the desk. The two men strode out, glaring at Else and Hemming.


    Fru Riber bustled down the hall and handed the German a slip of paper. “Here’s the address. Remember how we cooperated.”


    The Dane translated, the German gave a crisp bow, and they tramped downstairs.


    The need to yelp burned its way out. “You gave them the address? How could you?”


    Fru Riber blinked a few times, her eyebrows high. “They asked for it.”


    “What if the Berends are home?” Else flung her hand in the direction of the street. “What if they’re arrested and sent to concentration camps? What if they die?”


    “I can’t believe you did that,” Annika said with a curl to her lip.


    Dorthe crossed her arms. “That was a horrible thing to do.”


    Fru Riber groped at the collar of her bathrobe. “I’m just—I’m following the law. You should do likewise.” She stomped away and slammed the door behind her.


    Annika grasped Else’s arm. “We need to warn Laila. Do you—”


    “Don’t worry,” Else said quietly. “They aren’t there.”


    “Thank goodness.”


    “Fru Riber’s a stikker, informing on her fellow Danes.” Dorthe scowled at the closed door. “I’m looking for a new apartment first thing tomorrow.”


    “Me too,” Annika said. “When the laws of man break the laws of human decency, you’re honor bound to break them.”


    “I agree. Good night, ladies.” Hemming backed toward the stairway and gave Else a slight tip of his chin, asking her to follow him.


    After the women returned to their room, Else tiptoed out to the landing.


    Hemming leaned close, with his lips to her ear. “I speak German.”


    “That’s right.” Else felt woozy at his nearness.


    “At the door, the German reprimanded the Dane, reminding him the Gestapo had ordered the security police not to break down doors or force their way into homes.”


    Else pulled back to look him in the eye. “The Gestapo ordered that?”


    He put his finger to his lips, then leaned close. “When the traitor tore apart your room, the German reminded him they were ordered not to loot or cause damage.”


    That didn’t sound like the Gestapo, and she gave Hemming a puzzled look.


    He gazed up toward Fru Riber’s floor. “Regardless, they came. They came to arrest and deport.”


    They had, and Else closed her eyes. “Lord, keep them safe.”
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    VEDBÆK
SATURDAY, OCTOBER 2, 1943


    Henrik yawned and scratched his beard as he climbed the stairs at Lyd-af-Lys after his nap.


    Two boys ran down the upstairs hall, and sounds of conversation and crying babies filled the house.


    In the hall, Else walked away from him with a toddler on her hip, those hips swaying as she bounced the child.


    “What a pretty picture,” he said.


    Else turned with a radiant smile. “Awake, I see.”


    “Barely.” He met her halfway and restrained himself from greeting her with a kiss.


    She scooted the tyke higher on her hip. “His mama needed a nap.”


    “I can imagine.” Henrik ruffled the boy’s dark curls with his hand.


    The little fellow stared at him and reached for Henrik’s beard.


    He chuckled and backed out of danger.


    “He’s the most precious child,” Else said. With her grandparents’ home full of refugees, Else was camping in the Berends’ room. Since Fru Riber expected Else to leave each weekend anyway, Else hadn’t needed to manufacture an excuse.


    Else and Henrik needed to find new places to live, away from their traitorous landlady. But not until the crisis was over. They had more pressing matters.


    “How could anyone want to send him away to—” Else’s voice broke, and she burrowed her face into the child’s curls.


    “I don’t know.” Henrik’s voice came out rough. How indeed could anyone send children to the horrors of a concentration camp? “He’s safe, Else.”


    “For now.” Her voice shook.


    Henrik sighed. His guests had evaded arrest the night before. But the Nazis were known for brutality, efficiency, and mercilessness.


    “They can’t stay in hiding forever,” Else whispered. “But where can they go?”


    Henrik mashed his lips together. The path to Sweden crossed perilous waters patrolled by German aircraft and boats. And would Sweden accept thousands of refugees? Unlikely.


    “Tonight I’m taking a young man across with me.” But he could carry only one passenger at a time, and only the most adventurous.


    “I’m glad you still have your boat,” Else said.


    “I am too.” Yesterday the Germans had ordered all small vessels except fishing boats moved a thousand feet inland or to guarded harbors for “safekeeping for the winter.”


    Nonsense. They hadn’t ordered safekeeping the previous three winters. And the regulation had come the day of the arrests.


    Henrik and Thorup had moved the motorboat to the harbor and the rowboat to a lake. But they’d maneuvered the ocean scull through the French doors into the drawing room and covered it with a tarp.


    He touched Else’s arm. “I’m going to listen to the news before my run. Coming down?”


    “After his mother wakes.” She bounced the little fellow, who chortled.


    He leaned as close as he dared with others around. “Love you,” he whispered.


    “Love you too.”


    Would the time ever come when they wouldn’t have to hide identities or feelings? His lips tight together, Henrik made his way downstairs.


    In the study, a dozen men and women gathered around the radio, including Thorup and Laila. Henrik stood behind the group with his arms crossed. The Danish State Radio played, and everyone silenced when the news began.


    Before long, the announcer said, “As a result of measures taken by the German authorities, the Jews have been removed from public life and prevented from continuing to poison the atmosphere.”


    A woman buried her face in her hands and gulped back a sob.


    Henrik’s fingers dug into his biceps. Removed from public life? What a hideous way to describe deportation.


    “For it is they,” the announcer said, “who have to a considerable degree been responsible for the deterioration of the situation in Denmark through anti-German incitement and moral and material support for acts of terror and sabotage.”


    Outraged gasps peppered the room. For good reason. With Laila as an exception, very few Jews were involved with the resistance. The Nazis would have been quick to blame them and implement harsh laws.


    The announcer said, “In response to the inquiries of large sections of the Danish population, release of the interned Danish soldiers will begin.”


    An elderly man sprang to his feet. “How dare they? I served in the army. No self-respecting man in King Christian’s service would accept his own freedom in exchange for the arrests of civilians. It’s an insult to the honor of every officer, soldier, and sailor.”


    Murmurs of agreement swept the room, and Henrik nodded. The Germans had misjudged the Danish character on many levels.


    The radio program changed to music, and a young man turned the dial to the Swedish station, a good source of world news. Henrik understood enough Swedish to get by.


    He sensed a presence beside him.


    Else smiled at him. “I’m afraid my little friend chose another woman over me.”


    He chuckled. If they were alone, he’d make a flirtatious quip.


    The news began, and a gentleman translated for the group. First, the announcer described the capture of Naples as the British and Americans swept up the Italian peninsula, and grim smiles formed among the villa guests.


    “There have been reports in Sweden,” the announcer said, “stating that measures are being prepared against the Jews in Denmark of the same kind as those previously implemented in Norway and other occupied countries.”


    Holding his breath, Henrik leaned in. From the beginning of the war, Sweden had placated Germany, even allowing German troops to cross Swedish territory en route to Norway. But in August, they’d rescinded those rights. With Germany’s stature falling with each military defeat, would the Swedes now defy their neighbor?


    “The Swedish minister in Berlin informed the German authorities of the serious repercussions that these measures would provoke in Sweden. In addition, the minister extended an offer from the Swedish government to receive all the Danish Jews in Sweden.”


    More gasps—this time of joy.


    Else grasped Henrik’s arm, and hope bloomed on her lovely face. Sweden had done it. They’d opened the door to the refugees. All of them.


    The room erupted with exclamations and questions—“How do we get across?”


    Thorup stood from his chair, caught Henrik’s eye, and tipped his head toward the kitchen.


    Henrik nudged Else. “Get Laila and meet in the kitchen.”


    When Henrik and Thorup entered, Janne was washing a pile of dishes.


    Thorup kissed his wife on the cheek. “Sweden announced they’d receive all the Danish Jews.”


    “All?” She turned so quickly, tiny droplets scattered from her hands to her pristine floor. “What wonderful news.”


    Henrik pulled out chairs for Else and Laila as they entered. “Now we have to transport them to Sweden, but how?”


    “Fishing boats.” Thorup plopped into a chair at the table.


    Laila took her seat. “The Germans allow them to go out?”


    “It’s herring season,” Thorup said. “Germany wants our herring. The fishermen go out day and night.”


    Henrik leaned back in his chair. “Each boat could carry ten to twenty in the hold.”


    Thorup drummed his fingers on the table. “There are dozens of boats in Vedbæk. Surely I can find one or two fishermen willing to help.”


    “We have a few dozen people here.” Else’s eyes swam with worry. “But so many are hiding in Copenhagen, in Søllerød, all over the country.”


    Laila stuck out her chin. “I can search for them and send them here.”


    Henrik pointed a warning finger at her. “You must stay in hiding.”


    Laila groaned and slumped in her seat.


    “Else and I will work on that,” Henrik said. “Laila, work out a list of the guests, who should go first—families with small children, the elderly, anyone who—who would fare poorly in a concentration camp.”


    A shadow passed over Laila’s eyes, and she nodded.


    This would take coordination. They had to arrange twofold transport—moving people from the villa to Sweden and filling empty spaces at Lyd-af-Lys.


    Janne rinsed a cooking pot. “I could use help in the kitchen.”


    Laila sat up straighter. “I’ll talk to the ladies and work out a schedule. You have your hands full with the shopping.”


    “We need funds too,” Henrik said. “I hate to take up a collection, but—”


    “We have funds,” Thorup said.


    “You can’t feed this many on a budget meant for two.”


    Thorup and Janne exchanged a look, a slight shake of the head. What was that about?


    Else let out a long sigh. “We don’t have much time after work and before curfew. And Fru Riber can’t be trusted. Until we find a new place to live—and we can’t take time to look now—we’ll need to keep up appearances there.”


    Henrik’s thoughts stirred into a whirl. Working at the shipyard, arranging transport, keeping up appearances. Something had to go. “I’ll quit my job.”


    “Your job?”


    It made perfect, awful sense. “After this is over, I can’t return to being Hemming Andersen. Too many people have connected Hemming’s name to this villa. I’ll need a new identity, a new job, a new home.”


    Else’s fingers knit together, round and round. “A new—is that necessary?”


    Sadness flooded his chest. His new life couldn’t include Else. “I’m afraid so.”


    Her chin wobbled, and her eyes glistened. “For the rest of the war?”


    He reached for her hand and kissed it, not caring who saw or heard. “The war won’t last forever. But my love will.”


    Her eyes fluttered shut, then opened, revealing grief and acceptance and endurance. Her love would last too.
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    SUNDAY, OCTOBER 3, 1943


    It was marvelous.” Else trotted up the stairs at Lyd-af-Lys with Laila after Sunday lunch. “The pastor read a decree protesting the arrests of the Jews. It came from Hans Fuglsang-Damgaard, the bishop of the diocese of Copenhagen. It was read out loud in every church in Denmark.”


    “Every church?”


    Else turned down the hallway. “He said persecution of the Jews is wrong because Jesus himself was Jewish.”


    Laila huffed. “A truth conveniently forgotten by too many Christians.”


    Else wanted to disagree, but how could she when history proved her friend correct? “The bishop said persecution violates Christian principles of valuing all lives and of loving our neighbors, as well as Danish ideals of religious freedom and justice.”


    Laila stepped aside to allow an elderly couple to pass. “It certainly does.”


    “He said the Danish Church would fight for our Jewish brothers and sisters. He said this is a case in which we must obey God rather than man.”


    With her lips twisting, Laila stood still. Then she lifted a liquid gaze to Else. “You—you and your grandparents and Hemming and the Thorups—you’re doing that. Fighting for us.”


    Else’s heart swelled with a rich sense of joy. “Everyone’s protesting to Werner Best and the German administration—labor groups, business leaders, every level of society. Only a tiny handful of Danes cooperated—Nazis and stikkers.”


    “Fru Riber.” Laila spat out the name, then spun and opened the door to her family’s room, empty now with all the Berends downstairs in the common rooms.


    Laila sat on the pile of blankets she used for a bed, her face dark. “Don’t let that woman find out you’re helping.”


    “I’ll be careful.” Else opened her suitcase and made sure she’d packed everything. Until she could move, she’d keep her distance from the landlady, even if she had to eat at cafés every evening.


    A knock on the door, and Else opened it.


    Hemming stood there in a rolled-neck sweater—and he smiled. How handsome he was.


    Her cheeks warmed. “Hi.”


    “Hi. Would you and Laila please come to the kitchen?”


    The ladies followed him downstairs, and Else admired the stretch of tan sweater across his broad back and the swing of his long, muscular arms.


    How could she bear it when he went underground? They wouldn’t even be able to meet at Lyd-af-Lys. Even now, they couldn’t truly enjoy what little time they had together.


    In the kitchen, Thorvald and Janne ate lunch now that the final shift of guests had eaten. By the sink, three women washed, dried, and put away dishes.


    Else, Laila, and Hemming sat with the Thorups.


    Hemming rested his forearms on the table. “After church, Thorup and I found two fishermen who are willing to help. For a price.”


    “A price?” Else said. “How much?”


    Thorvald turned his fork in his fingers. “Two thousand kroner per passenger.”


    Laila gasped. “Two thousand? But that—that’s more than some people make in a year.”


    “More than I make,” Hemming said. “But the fishermen would be risking their lives. And if their boats are confiscated or sunk, they lose their livelihood. Both men want enough money to replace their boats.”


    Laila’s brow furrowed. “My family has the money, but most don’t.”


    Hemming laced his fingers together. “Could you collect funds from the guests? Ask if those with means can help pay for those who don’t.”


    “No need.” Thorup frowned at his half-eaten smørrebrød. “As I said, we have funds.”


    Hemming groaned. “Not enough for this. I won’t let you deplete the household account.”


    Janne gave her husband’s arm a squeeze.


    Else tipped her head. A quiet tension rose whenever money was discussed.


    “Maybe we can negotiate a lower fee after the first run.” Hemming turned to Laila. “They can take twenty-four tonight. Is your list ready?”


    “I wanted to send the families with young children first, but my uncle suggested we sedate them so their cries don’t attract attention. He’s a physician. He wrote a prescription for a tranquilizer.”


    “I’ll get it filled tomorrow,” Thorup said.


    “Thank you.” Laila pulled a list from her skirt pocket. “Tonight we can send the elderly and the families with older children. Tomorrow we can send the little ones.”


    Like the curly-haired boy Else had grown to love.


    Janne took her empty plate to the ladies at the sink. “Tomorrow we’ll clean the empty rooms. Then we can take another twenty-four guests.”


    “I talked to my grandparents at church,” Else said. “They have about that many hidden in town with friends. I’ll call and ask them to send two dozen potatoes tomorrow. That’s the code. I’ll leave their number here. Keep calling until they apologize for not having any potatoes.”


    “We each have assignments,” Hemming said. “Tomorrow morning I’ll quit my job. Else, could you tell Fru Riber my mother died and I’m staying with family for a while? Then I can help here day and night.”


    Else met his gaze across the table. How little time they had left together.


    She pulled up the strings of her smile, but they snapped.
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    COPENHAGEN
TUESDAY, OCTOBER 5, 1943


    Never before had Else felt guilty about going to the Institute for Theoretical Physics.


    She walked down Blegdamsvej with her head low. The universities and secondary schools had closed for a week in protest of the arrests. As a part of the University of Copenhagen, the institute had closed too.


    The week off was a blessing. During the day, Else, Knudsen, Rask, and others located people in hiding and sent them to the coast. Many seaside homes were being used for transport over the Øresund.


    Else felt like a stikker when she ducked into the institute courtyard, but some were coming this week for legitimate scientific reasons. Else had come for news about staff in hiding—and to print Frit Danmark. The first reason provided cover for the second.


    Her footsteps resounded in empty halls as she passed darkened offices and laboratories.


    Light shone in Georg von Hevesy’s lab. The door opened, and a lab assistant exited with a bag stinking of rat droppings. Since both Hevesy and Hilde Levi had fled, someone needed to care for the lab animals.


    And high on a shelf in that lab, Nobel gold shone, suspended in jars of aqua regia.


    Wolff’s lab lay as dark as Else’s career. With Bohr and Wolff gone, what work could she do at the institute?


    Light beamed through the window in the door to Mortensen’s lab. Else wrinkled her nose. Leave it to Mortensen, whose work involved neither animals nor time-sensitive experiments, to deem his research more important than a protest of an immoral act.


    Mrs. Iversen’s door stood ajar, and Else opened the door to find the secretary typing. “Good day, Mrs. Iversen.”


    “Dr. Jensen?” She gazed up with pale eyes wide. “I didn’t expect to see you.”


    “Nor I you.”


    Mrs. Iversen glared at the door to the lab. “His majesty’s article couldn’t wait a week to be typed. I’m going home as soon as I finish.”


    “Good. I only came for news on Bohr and the others.”


    The secretary leaned over the desk, and her face gleamed. “Everyone’s safe. Dr. and Mrs. Bohr arrived in Sweden the day after they left Copenhagen. Rumors are, Dr. Bohr spoke to the Swedish king and prime minister and begged for asylum for the Danish Jews, and that was why Sweden made that glorious announcement.”


    Else’s chest expanded, lifting her smile. “Our Dr. Bohr?”


    “Our Dr. Bohr.” Mrs. Iversen couldn’t have looked prouder if he were her own son.


    “If you hear of anyone who needs transport, I know of a place.” Else wrote her phone number on a notepad. “Call and say you need me to come in and sign a paper. Then we can talk.”


    “I think everyone’s taken care of.” Mrs. Iversen pressed the notepad to her heart. “You’re a good girl.”


    “So are you.” Else winked at her and left.


    Down in the basement, she set up the mimeograph machine. In a few minutes, pages of Frit Danmark flew into the collecting tray. Else picked one up to read as she cranked.


    One article officially announced the formation of the Freedom Council, and another protested the deportation of sixteen hundred Jews, saying the arrests had unleashed a “flood of indignation” in Denmark.


    Else cringed. Sixteen hundred deported—unspeakable. Yet that meant several thousand had not been arrested.


    Thousands remained in hiding, and purpose burned in Else’s veins.


    The article stated, “We couldn’t yield to the German threats when the Jews’ well-being was at stake. Nor can we yield today, when hard punishment and the probability of being taken to Germany await us if we help our Jewish fellow countrymen. We have helped them, and we shall go on helping them by all the means at our disposal.”


    Else and Hemming and their friends played a role, and her heart pulsed with pride—then sadness.


    Soon Hemming would go underground, and she wouldn’t see him until after the war. Laila, sensing the inclination of Else’s heart, had told her freedom fighters always went underground alone. A second person exponentially increased the risk of discovery.


    Motion beside her, and a hand snatched a page from the collecting tray.


    Else gasped and jerked back.


    Manfred Gebhardt skimmed the paper with dark eyebrows pinched together. “Frit Danmark. This is an illegal paper.” His gaze skewered her like a hot poker.


    Else’s breath raced, and her hand gripped the crank. She couldn’t deny the truth. She could only appeal to decency. “It’s a newspaper, true.”


    “It’s illegal.” He smacked the paper. “Full of lies and propaganda.”


    As opposed to German lies and propaganda? Else feigned innocence. “Such as? What do you see in there that isn’t true?”


    “This so-called Freedom Council.” Redness crept up his cheeks. “They call themselves the voice of Denmark. You know they’re communists, don’t you? What sort of freedom will you have if communists take over your country? You know the first thing they do is shoot the intellectuals.”


    Else ran her fingers up and down the crank, as if soothing it—and herself. “Read the article. The council is composed of men from all political persuasions, including conservatives.”


    “But communists are behind it.” He shook the paper hard. “I knew you were up to no good, so I followed you from Mrs. Iversen’s office. I knew it. I should turn you in.”


    Else’s breath turned to stone in her lungs. Why hadn’t she checked her surroundings before heading downstairs?


    “You’re a communist.” Gebhardt’s gaze cut deep. “I heard about your wrongdoing last week, those illegal flyers you printed.”


    She’d be arrested, tortured, deported to a concentration camp, and she couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t breathe at all. Gebhardt, the Germans, they’d backed her into a corner and were kicking her.


    Unless she yelped. Unless she confronted.


    A path of logic opened in her mind, filling her lungs with air and life.


    “My wrongdoing?” She gave him a confused frown. “What’s wrong about warning innocent civilians who are about to be arrested?”


    “They aren’t innocent.” Gebhardt’s thick lips twisted. “The Jews coordinate the sabotage and unrest in your country.”


    “The Jews?” Indignation lifted her voice. “Like Bohr and Wolff? Are you accusing them of sabotage?”


    Gebhardt’s gaze cut to the side. “We have our suspicions about Bohr.”


    “We? Are you spying on the institute?”


    His gaze whipped back to her, and he sucked in a breath.


    That logical path led to victory. “Remember how very many Jews there are in theoretical physics. Remember how many of them are safe in Sweden and America and Britain. When the Allies win, they’ll remember who hurt the Jews and who helped. And if you turned me in to the Gestapo for helping the Jews and printing the truth, it would be morally wrong—and it would destroy your career.”


    Gebhardt’s face grew pale. The newspaper fluttered from his hands to the floor, and he dashed out of the room.


    Else sagged against the table, and her breath rushed out, ratcheting on her tightened throat. Had she convinced him? Or had he left to call the Gestapo?


    He couldn’t possibly be that reckless, but she couldn’t take chances. Faster than ever, she cranked out the remaining copies, cleaned up, and departed.


    No black Gestapo cars fouled the street, and she hurried to the Trianglen and boarded a tram on Line 1.


    Slowly her breath returned to normal and the shaking in her hands subsided. Gebhardt wouldn’t turn her in. He was too intelligent not to follow her logic.


    Meanwhile, she needed her wits to deliver the papers. A few weeks ago, her drop site had changed to the Nordisk Boghandel. In September, the Gestapo had occupied all of Dagmarhus, and the bookstore moved to a new location.


    Nordisk Boghandel was a site of much resistance work. She hadn’t asked Hemming, but that could explain his presence at the bookstore that rainy day.


    The memory helped her apply a pleasant expression as she watched her fellow passengers and the streets below.


    When she stepped off the tram at Kongens Nytorv, she checked her environment, painfully aware of her failure to do so at the institute.


    Too many German uniforms filled the large cobblestoned square, dominated by the grand white Hotel d’Angleterre, occupied by the Nazis.


    “I’m here to buy a book,” she whispered to herself so she’d remember to look like an eager bookworm, not a nervous freedom fighter.


    Inside, the stillness and the smell of books relaxed her somewhat. She strolled around as if browsing for books, but really browsing the customers. An elderly woman in a green hat, three giggling young ladies, and a mother with two little girls.


    In the fiction section, Else ran her finger along the spines and frowned as if unable to find what she wanted. At the desk in the back, she addressed the owner, Mogens Staffeldt. “Excuse me? Do you have anything by Dostoevsky?”


    “I have a shipment waiting to be shelved. Would you like to come look?”


    “Yes, thank you.” Else followed the young man downstairs and into the back room, where half a dozen people collated pages around a silent printing press.


    “Set the papers here.” Staffeldt pushed aside a stack of books—John Steinbeck’s The Moon Is Down, banned by the Germans but printed by Staffeldt.


    Else opened her briefcase and hauled out the newspaper pages. “I appreciate this since you’re busy with your own printing.”


    “It’s for the same cause.”


    A baby’s cry pierced the wall to Else’s left.


    A young man jabbed his finger toward the wall. “Get that family out of here before they get us arrested.”


    “I’m working on it.” Staffeldt’s brow creased.


    The bookstore was sheltering Jews? “How many in the family?” Else asked.


    “Five, with three children under four.” He frowned in the direction of the increasing wails. “They have no money.”


    “I know of a place. They can take them to Sweden. I could escort them to the house.”


    Staffeldt’s gaze flew to her. “When could you go?”


    “Right now if you’d like.”


    “Very much.” He opened a door and let Else in.


    Almost two dozen people camped inside, and Else gasped. “Oh my.”


    “We’ve become a collecting point, arranging transport. I’m glad we can help in some small way.”


    “It’s a big way. Very big. Would you introduce me?”


    “No real names.” He picked his way around legs and blankets and led her to a dark-haired couple in their twenties. The wife rocked a bawling infant, and a toddler boy curled by her side, whimpering and sucking his thumb.


    Else smiled at them. “I have a place for you. When can you leave?”


    The husband exchanged a shocked look with his wife. “In five minutes,” he said in a thick German accent.


    The poor couple must have fled from Germany to Denmark before the war, and now they had to flee again. Else stretched out her arms. “May I hold your baby so you can pack?”


    “Ja.” The lady passed the little one to Else.


    “Oh, you sweet baby.” Else propped the infant up to her shoulder. And her plan fell into place. “For this journey, I will pretend to be your husband’s wife and the mother of your children, and you will be his sister. My blond hair will attract less attention from the Germans.”


    The mother’s mouth twitched in disdain as she folded a blanket.


    Else patted the baby’s squirming back. “Only until we reach the house.”


    “Do what the lady says.” A middle-aged man covered his ears. “I can’t stand the noise.”


    “Fine.” The wife’s voice came out clipped. She stood, swung the toddler up to her hip, and picked up a small suitcase.


    Her husband took a young girl by the hand and picked up a second suitcase.


    Else’s heart wrenched. A family of five, and they could take only two small suitcases.


    With her empty briefcase over one shoulder and the baby in her arms, Else said goodbye to Staffeldt and led the family upstairs and through the bookstore.


    Out on Kongens Nytorv, Else walked close to the husband’s side on the way to the tram stop with the wife trailing behind.


    Two German soldiers stood on the sidewalk, smoking cigarettes.


    The husband’s step hitched.


    “Keep going,” Else muttered. Then she called back over her shoulder. “Thank you for coming with us, Inge. I appreciate your help with the children.”


    The woman’s face hardened, but then she gave a stiff smile. “I’m glad to.”


    At the tram stop, Else waited until an elderly lady passed behind their group—the lady she’d seen in the bookstore. “If we get separated, take Line 7 to Nørreport. We can meet there.”


    “Are we taking the train?” the husband asked in a tight voice. “I—I have only a few kroner.”


    “I have money,” Else said.


    “We—we have money too.” The wife’s brown eyes stretched huge. She’d set down her suitcase, and she held out a clenched fist. “That woman in the green hat—she stuffed something in my pocket when she passed. It—it’s several hundred kroner.”


    Else’s vision blurred, and she blinked until it cleared.


    The buff-colored tram stopped in front of them, marked with a blue 7 on a white square, and Else boarded with the family.


    Their first step on a dangerous path.
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    VEDBÆK
SATURDAY, OCTOBER 9, 1943


    The young mother hunched over the baby in her lap, and a sob plummeted from her mouth. “She looks . . . dead.”


    Henrik gripped the doorjamb of his sister Kristiane’s bedroom. Sedating the children was vital to protect every soul on the boat, but the near-lifeless little bodies were a harrowing sight.


    Cradling a limp little boy, Else knelt before the mother. “She’ll be fine, and your other children too. The Luminal will wear off in about eight hours, when you’re safely in Sweden or in Swedish waters.”


    “Why do we have to do this to our children?” the mother said in her German accent, and her face contorted. “Why do we have to keep running and hiding?”


    “I—I don’t know.” Else’s sweet voice warbled.


    “Are you ready, Fru?” Henrik asked in his softest tone. “It’s time.”


    A sharp nod, and she pushed herself up to standing.


    The father carried a little girl about four years old, and the child’s head lolled to the side in her father’s arms.


    Henrik’s heart burned inside him, and he picked up the suitcases and led the family downstairs. Why indeed did parents have to drug their children in order to save them? If he were a believer in Dante’s nine circles of hell, he would have consigned the Nazis to a tenth circle.


    Henrik held open the door to the terrace for Else and the young family, and they headed out into the hazy night. Although the temperature flirted with freezing, no ice had formed in the Øresund.


    Faint sounds came from the pier where the fishing boat had docked.


    Henrik’s shoes swished through damp grasses. Almost two hundred people had been evacuated from his pier in the last week, including Laila’s family. Henrik had also rowed three refugees across in his scull.


    Tonight’s load of twenty-three would empty the house. Only Laila remained, determined to aid future guests.


    According to Else, the number of Jews hiding in Copenhagen had dwindled. Bispebjerg Hospital had sheltered over a thousand in patient beds and nurses’ quarters and had used ambulances and fake funeral processions to transport them to the coast.


    On the pier, Henrik hoisted the suitcases onto the boat and climbed aboard. He took each child in turn, allowing the parents to board.


    “Goodbye,” Else whispered. “I’ll never forget you.”


    “Thank you,” the mother whispered back in a thick voice. “Thank you for everything.”


    A crewman dropped through the hatch into the hold, and Henrik and the others handed the children to him. Then Henrik helped the parents down.


    “Listen,” the crewman said to the passengers. “You must be completely silent until the captain says you can talk. No lights. No smoking. Use the bucket if you’re seasick. And if we’re boarded, make no sounds at all.”


    “Have you—have you ever been boarded?” a woman said in a shaky voice.


    “Not yet. Let’s keep it that way.” The crewman climbed up to the deck, closed the hatch, and scooted fishing nets over the hatch.


    On the deck, the captain sprinkled powder, a mixture of dried blood and cocaine, developed by a Swedish scientist. If the Germans brought police dogs on board, the compound would deaden the dogs’ sense of smell so they couldn’t detect the passengers below.


    “Thousand thanks,” Henrik said to the captain. “Smooth sailing.”


    He vaulted down to the pier. This captain, after his first uneventful crossing, had lowered his price to one thousand kroner per person.


    Else entwined her hand in Henrik’s. “I pray they’ll be safe.”


    “I do too.” From what he could determine, several thousand Jews had crossed. He’d heard strange reports from the refugees of German soldiers looking the other way as they traveled to the coast, and he hadn’t seen boats or aircraft patrolling the Sound. It defied logic.


    However, the Gestapo chief of security police in Helsingør hunted the coast mercilessly. He’d arrested a dozen fishermen in Snekkersten for ferrying Jews, and he’d arrested over a hundred Jews in Gilleleje, most of them found hiding in the village church. That raid violated the ancient tradition of sanctuary, yet another transgression to add to the Nazis’ putrid pile.


    After the fishing boat chugged away, Henrik and Else entered the boathouse, where Thorup was preparing the scull for Henrik’s Havmand run. After sunset, they’d brought the scull down from the drawing room.


    Else sat on a crate while Henrik secured the lockbox and readied his supplies. Already wearing his black overcoat, trousers, and gloves, he pulled on his balaclava.


    “Are you leaving now?” Else asked.


    “Yes. All is ready.”


    A tiny smile played as she came to him. “I’ve never kissed the Havmand.” And she pressed a kiss to his knit-covered mouth.


    “That’s not fair.” He tugged down the balaclava and kissed her back, short but far more satisfying.


    She popped the knit back over his nose. “I love you, Hemming-Henrik-Havmand. Godspeed.”


    “Good night, min elskede.” He walked her to the back door and watched her dark silhouette dim in the night.


    “How much longer?” Thorup asked.


    Henrik’s sigh drifted after the woman he loved. “Tuesday.”


    At the Freedom Council meeting earlier in the week, Erling Foss told him his safehouse was arranged at another seaside home. Henrik would row his scull there on Tuesday night and lie low until he obtained papers for his new identity.


    Thorup grunted. “So we can send two more groups.”


    Henrik shut the door. “You’ll be on the last boat on Monday night. I refuse to go underground until I know you’re safe.”


    “We’ll be ready. I wish I could let the baron know we’re abandoning the house, but I understand the need for secrecy.”


    Henrik suppressed a scoffing noise. Far was the least of his worries.


    Thorup rubbed a spot on the scull, and his Adam’s apple bobbed. “Have you told Else?”


    “Tomorrow.” Dread of that conversation pressed on him.


    “It’s time to finish operations here anyway.”


    Henrik frowned. “Running out of money?”


    “Running out of passengers.” Thorup angled his back to Henrik, far too interested in the smudge.


    Thorup had evaded talk of finances for too long. “We’ve fed and supplied so many people, paid for so many passages. Funds must be low.”


    “We’re fine.”


    Stubborn Dane. “I have a bank account in Sweden. I’ve never used it, but it’s there. I can replenish the household account.”


    “Not necessary.”


    Henrik planted his hands on his hips and huffed. “Impossible.”


    Thorup’s hand stilled on the prow of the scull. “Whether we use the household account or the account in Sweden, the source is the same.”


    “How?” His funds in Sweden came from the Allies, the SOE, some group Svend refused to name.


    Thorup pushed himself to standing. “When we opened the house to refugees, I visited your father in the city. He needed to know what we were doing.”


    “What? Why would you do that?”


    Thorup groaned and faced him. “He doesn’t know you’re involved. But he supports what we’re doing. He’s kept the household account full. Tens of thousands of kroner.”


    Henrik’s mind spun, and he braced one hand on the wall. “My father?”


    “Your father.”


    The man Henrik had written off as heartless and callous? He rubbed his hand over his mouth, and his balaclava and his opinions shifted under the pressure.


    Thorup cleared his throat. “When you say you’re like your father, you’re not always wrong.”


    Henrik squeezed his eyes shut, then gave a brisk nod. “Let’s go.” He lifted the bow of the scull.


    After Thorup lifted the stern, they headed to the door.


    “Wait.” Henrik paused at the doorway. “You said the Swedish account came from the same source.”


    Thorup’s gaze softened. “Your father set it up.”


    “No. Svend said—”


    “Svend knew you’d never use the funds if you knew where they came from.”


    “My father?” Henrik’s voice cracked. “He—when—I don’t understand.”


    “He opened the account after he read your note saying you’d left for Sweden. Every month he adds funds. He doesn’t know you don’t use it.”


    “He—but—” Henrik’s free hand bounced up and down in the air, fingers splayed as if grasping for understanding. “But he thinks I’m—he’s sending money to me? To me as I was three years ago?”


    Sympathy turned down the corners of Thorup’s eyes. “Yes.”


    Henrik’s end of the boat thumped to the floor, and he covered his face, kneading his forehead with his gloved fingertips. Far sent money to his rebellious son? To support his carousing ways? “Why? Why would he do that?”


    “I don’t know. Duty? Regret? Guilt? Love?”


    For the first time since Mor died—really since the boat race on the lake—Henrik wanted to find his father, embrace him, and sob into his neck.
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    SUNDAY, OCTOBER 10, 1943


    Despite the library’s warm ambience, Henrik felt chilled and tense. He perused the shelves, but the titles scattered between eye and brain.


    Else entered, wearing the same suit she’d worn to church, in Royal Copenhagen blue.


    “Close the door,” he said.


    “Gladly.” She leaned back against the door with her arms tucked behind her back. Her unbuttoned suit jacket gapped open over a creamy blouse, and he wanted to burrow his arms under that jacket and around her waist and kiss her senseless.


    Considering what he had to tell her, that wouldn’t be fair.


    Her lips puckered in a little frown. “What’s wrong?”


    Henrik patted the back of an armchair. “Sit down, min elskede.”


    “Oh no. Is it time?”


    He tried to speak, failed, coughed. “Tuesday.”


    “Oh, darling.” She rushed over and threw her arms around him.


    He held her close and drank in the sweet smell of her hair.


    “So soon?” Her voice muffled in his sweater.


    “The sooner I go, the safer it’ll be.”


    “I’ll miss you so much.”


    “I’ll miss you too.” He stroked her back.


    “So it’s ending here with the refugees?”


    “Only one arrived today. We’ll send the last boatload tomorrow. Laila will be on that boat, and the Thorups.”


    “The Thorups?”


    He nodded, rubbing his cheek against her hair. “Too many people know what they’ve done. Too many people have heard of Lyd-af-Lys.”


    “I suppose so.” Her voice sounded soft and sad.


    Henrik drew a deep breath. “You’ll be on that boat too.”


    “Me?” Else pulled back and stared at him. “I’m not leaving.”


    “Sit down, please.”


    “I’m not leaving.” She sat, and her eyebrows peaked.


    Henrik swung a chair in front of her and took her hands. “With Dr. Wolff and Dr. Bohr gone, you no longer have work at the institute.”


    “I know, but—”


    “And you’ve been compromised. That German physicist saw you mimeographing.”


    Else’s jaw dropped. “Laila told you?”


    Henrik measured out his tone. “I wish you had.”


    Her fingers twitched in his. “I didn’t want you to worry, and it isn’t a problem. I reminded Gebhardt how many Jews are in our field. He’d destroy his career if he turned me in. He won’t take that risk.”


    “I don’t trust him. Not with your life.”


    Else tucked in her lips and glanced away.


    “Please,” he said. “Between helping the Jews and printing the paper, you’d be in serious trouble if caught.”


    “I don’t want to leave.” Her cheeks turned red and puckered. “I don’t want to be so far from you.”


    “We can’t see each other anyway.”


    “I know, but—”


    “If you stayed, you could compromise me.”


    She gasped. “I’d never.”


    Henrik’s throat clenched, and he kissed her fingers to give his throat time to open. “If the Germans made a connection between me and you, they’d question you.”


    “I’d never say anything.” Her voice rose and quavered.


    With his eyes shut, he kept his mouth pressed to her fingers. “You wouldn’t mean to. But they’re brutal. I—I couldn’t bear it if they hurt you. If you were caught, I’d turn myself in so—”


    “Hemming, no!”


    He lifted his eyes to her, lifted his final appeal. “Unless you’re safe in Sweden, I won’t be able to sleep.”


    She released a long sigh, and she slumped over their joined hands and pressed her lips to his palm. “I’ll go. For you, I’ll go.”


    He loved her so much, he couldn’t speak. Finally, he jutted out his chin. “Tonight, return to the boardinghouse as on any other Sunday evening. Tell Fru Riber you saw me at church, that I’m still mourning my mother, still helping my family.”


    Else sniffled and sat up, her eyes moist. “All right.”


    “Tomorrow, tie up any loose ends. Withdraw money from the bank, burn any compromising material. Then return here by sunset. You’ll cross tomorrow night.”


    Else’s expression cleared and took on a new look of determination. “And you?”


    “I can’t tell you much. On Tuesday, I’ll return to the boardinghouse to pack while Fru Riber is making dinner. I have items in my trunk the Germans mustn’t see. Then I’ll go underground. Hemming Andersen will cease to exist.”


    Her expression grew even more determined. “That isn’t what I meant. I meant you should join us on the boat.”


    Henrik sat back in his chair and frowned. “Me?”


    The corners of her mouth ticked up. “It’s time for me to yelp.”


    His frown deepened. “I haven’t given you reason, have I? Have I been harsh?”


    “No, but it’s time to speak up. All those reasons I should go to Sweden apply to you too.”


    “Not at all.” What on earth was she saying?


    Her eyes shone with a light he didn’t much care for. “You’ve been compromised. If I were arrested, I’d go to prison. But you’d be tortured and executed. You should leave.”


    His jaw hardened. “I’m going underground.”


    “Which will make the Germans want to catch you even more. You’re a legend, and legends are more dangerous than a trainload of explosives.”


    He gave his head a shake. “That’s why I can’t leave. Don’t you see? The need is as great as ever—not just for a courier but for the legend.”


    “You’ve done enough.” She leaned forward. “Now you can leave and be safe.”


    With his feet, he shoved his chair back, breaking his grip on her hands. “Don’t you know me better than that?”


    Else drew in a quick breath, and her eyelashes fluttered. “What do you mean?”


    “Don’t you know I have to do this?” His empty hands drooped between his knees. “Being the Havmand, serving on the Freedom Council—these are the only good things I’ve ever done.”


    “You can do good things in Sweden.” Her lower lip trembled. “Don’t you want to be with me?”


    “Of course, but I can’t give this up. I won’t.”


    Else’s face collapsed. Then she bolted to the door.


    “Else!” He dashed after her. “Please understand. I love you, but I have to do this.”


    She stood at the door with her back to him, and he took her hand. The last time he’d chased her down and taken her hand, they’d kissed.


    This time, she turned the doorknob and tugged her hand free. “Goodbye, Hemming.”


    After she left, he thumped back against the wall and clapped his hands on top of his head. Of all the sacrifices he’d made, losing her would be the most difficult.
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    COPENHAGEN
MONDAY, OCTOBER 11, 1943


    Else slid her notebooks into her briefcase at the end of a day spent in meetings as the shrunken staff made plans. She hated acting as if she’d participate in research when she wouldn’t.


    At least she hadn’t seen Gebhardt.


    To avoid goodbyes, she left half an hour early. Outside in the cool and clear day, she indulged in one look back at the institute, her dream, now gone.


    Else rode her bicycle home to save time. On her lunch break, she’d withdrawn money from the bank and visited Nordisk Boghandel to tell them she couldn’t transport any more refugees. Thank goodness, they had plenty of contacts.


    She crossed the bridge over the chain of lakes. How she’d miss Copenhagen, her grandparents . . . Hemming.


    A cord of emotions twisted inside her, with strands of melancholy and mortification and defensiveness.


    He’d been disappointed in her, and mortification whipped around her heart. Then defensiveness made its stand. Was it selfish to ask him to save his life? To choose her and a life together?


    She pedaled alongside the lake. Confronting Hemming took courage, but once again, confronting had created strife—and right before her departure.


    Her timing couldn’t have been worse, her confrontation the bad peanut at the bottom of the bag, leaving a rancid taste to linger.


    At the boardinghouse, Else lifted her gaze to the garret window. Maybe they’d have time together tonight before the boat departed. She could apologize.


    Else steeled her mouth. Or he could apologize.


    She shoved her bike inside and parked it under the stairs.


    She’d packed the night before. She’d considered bringing her suitcase to work, but it would have raised questions on a day she needed to be inconspicuous, especially in the same building as Gebhardt.


    Else climbed the stairs. Fru Riber would be preparing dinner, allowing Else to slip in and out.


    The door to the living room opened, and Fru Riber stepped onto the landing wearing a big grin. “Else! You’re early. What a pleasant surprise.”


    Else gripped the banister, and her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth. After the landlady had betrayed Laila, Else had avoided her. She certainly didn’t plan to help in the kitchen today.


    Fru Riber’s blue eyes sparkled a bit too much. “Come, let’s have tea.”


    “Tea?” Never before had Fru Riber issued such an invitation. Why now when Else had little over an hour to get to Vedbæk? “Not today, thank you.”


    Fru Riber blocked the staircase and gestured to the living room. “Be my guest. I owe you an apology.”


    Else glanced up the stairs. “Let me—let me put away my things.”


    “Nonsense. Come.” She scooped an arm around Else’s back and guided her into the living room. “The tea’s on the stove. I’ll get it. Would you like sugar? I have a little sugar.”


    “No—no, thank you.” Else felt dazed as she lowered herself to the sofa. What was this about? Why wasn’t Fru Riber making dinner?


    Fru Riber scurried into the kitchen, returned with a tray, poured tea, and handed Else the cup and saucer. Her hand shook. Then she stood by the coffee table with a strange smile and clasped her hands before her stomach. “I want you to know I didn’t give Laila’s parents’ address to the police. I gave them a fake address.”


    “Oh?” Had she? If she had, she would have been quick to say so when Else and the other girls confronted her.


    Fru Riber grabbed a candlestick from the coffee table, tipped her head as if pondering it, then spun to the window. “Of course, I think the world of you and Laila.”


    “Thank you.” Else’s voice came out thin, and she gripped the teacup hard.


    Fru Riber shoved the curtains open, set the candlestick on the windowsill, and peered down into the street. Then she stepped back. “That looks nice, doesn’t it?”


    The candlestick barely fit on the sill. It didn’t look nice. It looked like . . . a signal.


    Else’s mouth went dry. Who was she signaling? The Gestapo?


    That was why she was stalling Else.


    The Gestapo. The Gestapo was coming for her.


    She had to leave. Now!


    Else set down the teacup with a clatter. “Oh, these shoes. They’re too tight. They’ve been bothering me all day. I need to change them.”


    Fru Riber wiggled her hands in a tiny wave. “No, no. First have your tea.”


    “After I change.” Else shot to the door over the landlady’s protests, limping for effect.


    She ran upstairs and grabbed her suitcase, right where she’d left it.


    No. She’d left it with the handle facing the bureau. Now the handle faced the window. And the papers on her desk no longer sat in a neat stack.


    Had Fru Riber been in here? Spying on her?


    Her breath hopped around, erratic and hot. What had she found? Else had been careful—she didn’t have anything incriminating.


    She dashed out with her suitcase, then slammed to a stop in the hall.


    Hemming! Fru Riber had always suspected him. He said he had things the Gestapo shouldn’t see. He wouldn’t pack until tomorrow.


    “Oh no.” But how long did she have? Fru Riber had sent a signal, it seemed. But she’d also said Else was early and had tried to stall her. Maybe Else had a little time.


    On the landing, she glanced over the banister. No sound or movement. For Hemming’s sake, she had to take a chance.


    As quietly as possible, she climbed to the garret and entered his room.


    It smelled of him, and she drank it in.


    But his trunk stood open—he always locked it.


    On the bed, a book lay open, filled with Hemming’s handwriting. A journal? Had Fru Riber seen it?


    “Oh, Hemming.” Else’s voice choked. She opened her briefcase—stuffed full. She tossed out her notebooks and slid Hemming’s journal inside.


    Anything else? Inside the trunk sat a stack of clothes in disorder, his Bible, and a cloth bag with an open drawstring.


    The Bible—he said it had belonged to his mother. It might have her name inside, and Else added it to the briefcase.


    The cloth bag clunked as she picked it up—Hemming’s carving tools and figurines. If only she could take them all, let them join the little pup in her coat pocket.


    The figurine on top—the man who looked like Hemming. He sat on a rock. And his legs—were fins.


    He’d carved himself as a merman. The Havmand.


    “Oh no.” Else shoved it deep into her briefcase.


    She eased her way downstairs, although her heart screamed at her to run.


    On the landing outside the living room, Else tiptoed past the closed door, holding her breath. One more flight, then the door.


    What if the Gestapo were out on the street? She’d go out the back door.


    Gingerly, she made her way down the stairs.


    A knock on the door.


    Else sucked in a breath and froze. The Gestapo?


    The door to the living room creaked open. “Come in,” Fru Riber called. “The door’s unlocked.”


    “No!” Else flew down the last four steps, slammed her body against the door, and threw the lock.


    “Else, no!” Fru Riber cried.


    Else glared over her shoulder at the landlady. “Traitor.”


    “You’re the traitor.” Fru Riber thundered down the steps.


    Else ran past the stairwell, the bicycles under the stairs, and she swung out her arm and toppled a couple of bikes behind her.


    Then she sprinted down the hall to the back door.


    “No!” Fru Riber opened the front door. “She’s going out the back. Stop her!”


    Else threw open the door to the courtyard. Which way?


    North! To Nørreport, the quickest way to Vedbæk.


    And the first place the Gestapo would look for her.


    With a groan, Else ran to the carriageway leading south, and she peeked out onto the street.


    No Gestapo rounding the corner, so Else ran across the street and down a side street heading south, the opposite direction they’d expect.


    Passersby approached, coming home from work. Running would make her look guilty, so Else slowed to a brisk walk.


    But her heart raced, her breath. Men and women passed wearing blank, end-of-the-day expressions, oblivious to her danger.


    She glanced behind her. That man in gray—was that a uniform or a suit?


    He fixed his gaze on her, stepped to the side to see better, eyes flashing.


    Following her!


    Else ducked around the corner to the left and ran—she didn’t care who saw. She dodged people on the sidewalk, crossed the street, turned right down the next street, glanced behind her.


    She didn’t see the man, but she couldn’t have lost him so easily.


    Running, panting, she took a zigzag path south. She had to get to a train station, get to Vedbæk. Sunset was coming. Curfew. She didn’t have much time.


    What if the Gestapo was behind her? What if they followed her to Vedbæk? To Hemming? To Laila and the Thorups and their guests?


    Else rounded a corner, her feet pounding the cobblestones. She’d have to take a roundabout route. But doing so would take a long time. Hours.


    She had less than an hour before curfew.


    “Oh no.” Her cheek tickled, and she brushed away tears.


    She couldn’t lead the Gestapo to Lyd-af-Lys. She needed to hide.


    Frue Plads opened before her, with the cathedral to the south and university buildings to the north.


    And the library on the corner beside her.


    With a quick glance behind her, Else burst inside the ornate brick building.


    A rounded, golden, arched ceiling soared above. On both floors, on each side of the open atrium, bookcases jutted out. Else trotted upstairs and found an empty alcove. Across the atrium, the mirroring alcove also stood empty.


    Her breath puffing hard, Else slid her suitcase under the table, flipped it open, and pulled out her tan raincoat. She shrugged off her cobalt blue winter coat and stuffed it into her suitcase. It wouldn’t close.


    Else yanked on the raincoat. She ripped off her hat and stashed it on the highest bookshelf she could reach.


    Then she grabbed a book and opened it, with her back to the atrium.


    What now? Her hands shook, her arms, her whole body. Had she been shaking all this time?


    Else squeezed her eyes shut and moaned. She didn’t have time to get to Vedbæk tonight—not without betraying her friends and the man she loved. She’d have to hide in the library overnight and plan a route to take in the morning.


    Oh, but Hemming. He was expecting her that night. Would he think she was in trouble?


    Or would he think she was staying away out of spite?
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    VEDBÆK


    Where on earth was Else?


    Henrik tugged at his overcoat sleeves and passed the drawing room clock—8:29, over three hours since sunset.


    “You’ll wear a groove in the rug, Hemming.” Laila sat on the sofa in her hat and coat. Four guests sat around the room, two middle-aged brothers and their wives. Luggage waited by the door.


    Henrik ran his hand through his hair. “She’s angry with me.”


    “Not Else. Come, sit.” Laila patted the sofa cushion and cocked her head toward the guests, who seemed rather interested in Henrik’s romantic dilemma.


    He plopped down onto the sofa. “I hope she’s angry with me.”


    “Why would you want that?”


    Henrik’s sigh made his chest collapse. “I prefer it to the alternative explanations for her absence.”


    Laila’s eyes widened enough to expose a flicker of fear.


    His head sagged back against the sofa’s wooden frame. Had Else been in an accident? Arrested?


    “I’m sure it’s an innocent delay,” Laila said.


    Delay? Else knew what was at stake. “I hope she’s being peevish and staying away to make me reconsider my decision.”


    “That isn’t like her.”


    Henrik rolled his head on the sofa back and leveled his gaze at Laila. “You’re not helping.”


    She gave him a rueful little smile.


    His foot tapping, Henrik crossed his arms. Did Else have reason to be angry?


    Maybe he’d been harsher than he’d realized. Or perhaps it ran deeper.


    “Don’t you want to be with me?” she’d asked. Why would she ask that when she knew how much he loved her?


    But the fact of his love mattered less than its expression. Far had loved Mor, but he’d expressed it poorly. What was love without kindness? Without . . . presence?


    Henrik stifled a groan. Else had implied that he’d chosen his resistance work over her. And he had.


    But they were at war. All over the world, men were choosing duty over their loved ones—because of their loved ones.


    Yet something squirmed inside.


    A memory. Lying on the grass, telling Else about the boat race, telling her how he’d stopped rowing for his father and started rowing for himself.


    Was that what he was doing now? Rowing for himself, mindless of the woman he loved? His fingers dug into his biceps. Please don’t let that be the case.


    “The boat is here.” Thorup stood in the doorway in his coat and hat.


    Laila unbuttoned her overcoat. “I’m not leaving without Else.”


    Henrik groaned. “You must leave.” If she stayed, the Thorups would stay, and Henrik couldn’t go underground unless he knew they were all safe.


    Thorup pressed his lips together. “We don’t have time to argue.”


    “You can’t force me,” Laila said with a flip of her chin.


    Actually, Henrik could toss her over his shoulder and carry her onto that boat. But he wouldn’t. “Fine. Stay.”


    Henrik and Thorup helped the guests with their luggage and escorted them out of the house.


    A strong wind rustled the beeches and pinched Henrik’s cheeks. Far too windy for rowing, but the fishing boats had motors. Still, he frowned, and the wind dried his lips.


    Thorup fell in beside him, behind the guests. “Janne and I will stay with Laila.”


    “I figured you would.” Henrik’s tone cut. “I must leave tomorrow. I cannot change that.”


    “I know.”


    “I don’t want to leave until—”


    “We’ll leave tomorrow. You have my word. Even if I have to put Luminal in Laila’s tea.”


    “What if Else doesn’t come?”


    Silence hung darker than the night. Thorup sniffed. “Then we must assume the worst.”


    Grief convulsed through him, all his fears come to pass. Somehow he kept walking, and he wrestled his grief into words forced out through gritted teeth. “And you’ll leave. Promise me you’ll leave.”


    “I promise.”


    “Tak.” How could Henrik go underground not knowing? He had to find out. He had to find out what had happened to Else.
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    COPENHAGEN
TUESDAY, OCTOBER 12, 1943


    In the morning, Else studied her reflection in the bathroom mirror.


    To make herself look plump, she’d donned every item of clothing she could, with her tan raincoat over her winter coat. She’d put talcum powder in her hair and pinned it up under her hat. With the reading glasses she’d found abandoned on a bookshelf, she appeared several decades older. Or so she hoped.


    After she’d stuffed as many personal items as possible in her briefcase and pockets, she’d stashed her suitcase in the supply closet in the bathroom, ridding herself of everything that made her look like Else Jensen, wanted by the Gestapo.


    Her feet shuffled on the tile floor, eager to leave, fearful to leave. At closing time she’d hidden in a bathroom stall with her feet up on a toilet. She’d slept the best she could on a table, then hidden again at opening time.


    She had to get to Lyd-af-Lys before Hemming left for the boardinghouse in the afternoon. She had to warn him about Fru Riber and give him his journal and Bible and Havmand figurine.


    But she also needed to avoid leading the Gestapo to Lyd-af-Lys.


    Her watch read nine thirty, half an hour after the library opened. It was time.


    With a deep breath, Else shifted the glasses low on her nose so she could see and left the bathroom. She busied herself in the stacks for a few minutes, then headed for the exit with slow and stiff movements, which wasn’t difficult encased in so many clothes.


    The librarian barely glanced her way, and Else gave her a polite nod.


    Outside, a clear sky greeted her as if nothing were wrong in this very wrong world, a world where landladies betrayed women they’d once called dear.


    Else’s throat thickened, and she swallowed hard.


    Nørreport station was closer, but she’d go to Vesterport. Granted, the Gestapo would have alerts for her at all the stations, but Nørreport carried the highest risk.


    As she walked, she reviewed the route she’d planned the night before in the library over a railway map with her flashlight in hand. Her route involved four S-train lines, crossing lines at stations, and doubling back a few times until she arrived at Osterport, where she’d catch the Kystbanen north to Vedbæk.


    At Vesterport, two German soldiers guarded the entrance.


    Else’s empty stomach heaved, but she kept moving. A clump of four businessmen approached the entrance, and Else tucked in behind them, her head low.


    Had the guards seen her? Did her disguise make her look like a middle-aged woman? Or like a young woman trying to disguise herself?


    Else bought a ticket to the last stop on the Vestbanen, although she’d get off long before.


    At her platform, she tried to memorize the looks of the passengers without looking nosy.


    After the train pulled in, Else took a seat close to the door so she could leave quickly if necessary.


    When she sat, the layers of skirts rode up and her raincoat parted below the bottom button, showing her blue overcoat underneath. Else winced and rearranged things.


    Across the aisle, a man in his thirties in a black homburg watched her, then cut his gaze away.


    Else held her breath. Did he suspect her? Or just think her odd? Could he be Gestapo? Or a stikker?


    She forced slow, calm breaths. If only she had a book to make her look busy, but the only books she had were Hemming’s Bible and journal, neither of which should be seen in public.


    Instead, Else tried to look bored while tracking the comings and goings of passengers. All too often, she caught the man in the black homburg watching her.


    Heat built up, and Else itched to remove layers. A trickle of sweat ran down from her armpit, another along her hairline.


    Sweating would raise suspicions, but so would removing a raincoat to reveal a second coat—a bright blue coat certainly mentioned in police alerts.


    Her breath came faster. What if he did suspect her? What if he was Gestapo?


    At the next station, Else pushed herself to standing, and with a stiff gait, trudged off the train and down the platform.


    Not until the doors closed and the electric train whished away did she venture a glance behind her. No sign of the man in the black homburg.


    Else lowered herself to a bench with a sigh all the way from her toes. Now to wait for the next train and continue her trek.
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    Two boys pedaled their bicycles up Strandvej, so Else kept walking past Lyd-af-Lys. As soon as they were out of sight, she darted back and passed through the villa’s gateway.


    Relief coursed through her at the sight of the beloved grounds. She’d even arrived before noon.


    Else rang the bell. In a minute, Janne Thorup opened the door. Weren’t the Thorups supposed to leave the night before with Laila?


    “Else? Goodness!” Janne pulled her inside. “Where have you been? Why are you dressed like that?”


    Else didn’t have time to explain. “Where’s Hemming? I have to—”


    “Else!” Laila rushed out of the drawing room with Thorvald, and she pulled Else into a tight hug. “What happened? Where have you been?”


    Else found Thorvald’s gaze over her friend’s shoulder. “Where’s Hemming? I have to speak to him.”


    Thorvald frowned. “He left first thing this morning.”


    Despite the heavy layers, a chill ran through Else, straight to the core. “This morning? He—he wasn’t supposed to leave until this afternoon.”


    “He’s looking for you. He’s been frantic with worry.” Laila pulled back and narrowed her eyes. “What’s the matter? Why are you in disguise?”


    “Looking for—me?” Else’s voice squeaked. “Did he—did he go to the boardinghouse?”


    “He didn’t say.” Creases deepened in Thorvald’s weathered face. “Why? What’s wrong?”


    Of course he’d look for her at the boardinghouse. Where Fru Riber was waiting.


    Else’s knees wobbled and gave way, and she sank to the floor. “No . . .”
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    COPENHAGEN


    Henrik strode down the street. With each step, his arms whapped the open edges of his black work jacket.


    Else wasn’t at the Institute for Theoretical Physics.


    He’d told Else’s friend Mrs. Iversen that he was the Jensens’ gardener, Henning, with a message too painful to relay by phone—her grandmother was in the hospital and Else needed to come to Vedbæk right away.


    If Else came to the institute, she’d understand his message.


    Henrik had no desire to return to the boardinghouse, but he had to find Else or some clue to where she’d gone. And he had to collect his belongings.


    His journal didn’t mention his identity or his resistance work, but it was personal and revealing. And his Bible was inscribed to his mother. He wanted nothing to point to the Ahlefeldts or Lyd-af-Lys.


    At this time of day, Fru Riber would be out shopping, so he wouldn’t have to endure the woman’s foul presence.


    Henrik shoved open the door and ran upstairs to the women’s floor, forbidden for him to enter.


    He entered. Else’s door stood ajar.


    Thank goodness. “Else?” He knocked, and the door creaked open.


    Everything in tatters. “Lord, no!”


    Drawers upended, mattresses askew, pillows slashed open, clothing and papers and feathers littered the floor.


    Henrik’s ribs crushed, slamming his lungs, and all the air rushed out in a guttural cry. “Else!”


    “Hemming? What are you doing here?” Annika peered out from her room.


    “What happened?” His voice ripped over his raw throat. “Where’s Else?”


    Annika clutched at her collar. “The Gestapo—they came for her yesterday.”


    A strangled cry escaped. “Arrested?”


    “She ran out the back door and escaped. They came back and did this.” She gestured to Else’s room.


    Henrik dug his fingers deep into his hair. Where had she gone? Was she hiding? Or had they found her?


    “We’re all moving out.” Annika glowered toward the stairwell. “I’m the last one, and I’m packing right now. Fru Riber’s a stikker. She called the Gestapo on Else.”


    The Gestapo. They were hunting for Else, and he slapped his hand against the wall. Hard.


    “And on you.” Annika turned back to him, her face stark, and she gasped. “Fru Riber thinks you’re a saboteur, a communist. The Gestapo—they ransacked your room too.”


    His gaze flew up as if he could see his room, his belongings—now in Gestapo hands.


    “You shouldn’t be here,” Annika cried. “They might be watching the house.”


    Henrik muffled a curse. Of course they would be. “Tak,” he said to Annika.


    He ran for the stairs, took them two at a time, three, jolting his knees.


    He rounded the final landing.


    Three men in plain clothes stood on the ground floor, pointing guns at him. “Hemming Andersen, you’re under arrest.”


    A feminine scream above. “Run!”


    Henrik clutched the banister. He could vault over, run out the back.


    They’d shoot. They’d chase him and shoot.


    They might hit Annika. Or a bystander on the street.


    His gut caved in.


    No escape. No hope.


    As if moving through mud, his hands slowly rose.
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    VEDBÆK
WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 13, 1943


    Else’s feet felt wooden as she and Laila descended the stairs for late-morning coffee. Hemming hadn’t come home last night. Or this morning. “It’s my fault he isn’t here. If I hadn’t hidden, if I’d come here that night—”


    “Could you have?” Laila lifted one eyebrow. “It took time to come up with your disguise and your plan. And your route took two hours. You couldn’t have made it here before curfew. Not without being caught. Don’t be hard on yourself.”


    Else groaned and nodded, but every passing minute deepened her worry.


    Quiet, nervous conversation rose from the study. The four refugees who had boarded a boat on Monday returned an hour later after the fisherman refused to cross in rising winds. And on Tuesday, even higher winds had canceled another crossing.


    In the kitchen, Janne sat at the table, bent over a newspaper with her head in her hands.


    Laila pulled out a chair. “Where’s Thorvald? He never misses coffee.”


    Janne jerked up her head, her eyes glassy red. “Oh!” She crossed her forearms over the paper and pulled it closer. “Thorvald? He—he went to the city. One last piece of business.”


    She’d been crying, and Else set her hand on Janne’s forearm. “What’s wrong?”


    “Nothing.” Janne scooped up the paper, darted to the stove, and stashed the paper on a shelf. “Would you like tea? Thorvald likes coffee, but I like tea.”


    Else and Laila exchanged a glance. Something was wrong.


    “You seem upset,” Else said in a soft voice.


    With teapot in hand, Janne returned to the table and began pouring. “I’m sad to leave. And we’re leaving tonight, no matter what. We’ll pay that fisherman every krone in the account if we must.”


    Else twisted her fingers together tight in her lap. “We can’t leave without Hemming.”


    The stream of tea wiggled and missed Else’s cup. Janne’s face crumpled.


    Laila dashed from the table and grabbed the paper from the shelf.


    Janne stretched out her hand. “Laila, don’t!”


    No. No. No. Else’s fingers ached from twisting.


    The paper sank low, and Laila met Else’s gaze, her lower lip pulsing with unspoken words.


    “No.” Else’s voice came out insistent. Strident. He couldn’t be. He couldn’t. “No.”


    Janne sat beside her and gripped her hand. “I’m sorry, Else.”


    Laila swayed back and forth. “They arrested Hemming Andersen yesterday for sabotage. At the boardinghouse.”


    A scythe carved into Else’s chest, carved where her heart used to be, and some strange cry tumbled out of the void.


    Hemming was in prison. He’d be tortured—was being tortured at that very moment. He’d be executed.


    “Oh, Else.” Laila sank into the chair across from her. “Hemming . . .”


    Janne sobbed and covered her mouth with her free hand.


    They offered no words of consolation.


    There were none to offer.
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    COPENHAGEN
WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 13, 1943


    Henrik had three years’ experience keeping silent. It came in handy now.


    The Gestapo had tied his elbows hard behind him, wrenching his shoulders, and they’d hooked the rope to the wall. Each time they struck him, his arms threatened to rip out of his shoulder sockets.


    Henrik leaned forward to catch his breath and ease the pressure on his shoulders.


    “Who are you working with?” The Gestapo goon’s black boots shifted before Henrik, splattered with blood, some of it Henrik’s. “Are you with BOPA? Holger Danske?”


    Henrik didn’t lift his head. So far he’d told them only his name, address, and former place of employment.


    Tell them only what they already knew.


    The slap stung Henrik’s bruised cheek, spun his head to the side, yanked his shoulders. He bit back a cry.


    After his arrest, Henrik had been registered at the Danish prison of Vestre Fængsel, then taken to Dagmarhus for interrogation. He had no idea how long he’d been there.


    The thug strode toward a table that held his instruments of torture.


    Henrik took slow breaths to steel himself. Gaffel had told him that if arrested, a freedom fighter was expected to stay silent for twenty-four hours to give his contacts time to cover their traces or go underground. No one was expected to stay silent longer than that.


    The goon ambled back with pliers in hand.


    Henrik’s fingers clenched behind him. Twenty-four hours would give the Thorups and Laila time to cross on Tuesday evening as promised. But what about Else? And he had others to protect. He had to stay silent far longer than twenty-four hours.


    “Stand up, swine.”


    Henrik did so. Otherwise, he’d get a knee to the chin. Again. He had no problem cooperating—in silence.


    The thug dug his pliers into Henrik’s beard where his cheek smarted, and he gave a clump of hairs a light tug. “Where did you get the guns you used when you tried to burn down the shipyard?”


    Refusing to honor the man by looking him in the eye, Henrik aimed his gaze over the man’s thick shoulders. Only what they already knew.


    “Tell us who gave you the guns.”


    Henrik set his jaw hard. The waiting, the anticipation of pain was almost as excruciating as the pain itself.


    Then burning agony ripped through his cheek. A warm trickle.


    A cry grunted out. No. The anticipation was nowhere near as agonizing.


    Anger roiled inside, but he squelched it. They wanted him angry so he’d lose control and reveal something.


    Not today. He’d negotiate with each new day as it came.


    For now, he told himself they were not interrogating him. He was interrogating them.


    Their questions revealed what they knew, what they suspected, and what they wanted to know. They seemed to have connected him only to the sabotage raid. Henrik needed to protect Koppel and his crew and Far. But to plan his strategy, he needed time and rest. The Gestapo gave him neither.


    The door opened, and the Gestapo officer entered, a powerfully built man with a narrow face and large eyes that might have seemed compassionate to the uninformed.


    “Good evening, Herre Andersen.” The man spoke excellent Danish, with the barest accent.


    Henrik didn’t return the greeting. It was well past Tuesday evening. Was it already Wednesday evening? That didn’t seem possible. If so, more than twenty-four hours had passed.


    A rush of achievement filled his chest. Or were they lying about the time to loosen his tongue?


    The officer sat at a small desk with a notepad, and he motioned to his lackey. “Take your dinner break. You’ve earned it.”


    The guard smirked at Henrik, tossed the pliers onto his table, and sauntered out.


    The officer leaned his forearms on the desk and gave Henrik a thin smile. “Ah, Herre Andersen. Why so quiet? It will go much easier for you if you tell us what we want to know.”


    Easier? Henrik allowed one eyebrow to lift. Yes, the torture would end. Then he’d go straight to a sham trial and the firing squad. Someday he might welcome that, but not today.


    “We know you were involved in the terrorist attack at the shipyard.” He spread his hands almost apologetically. “The jacket you were wearing when you were arrested had a mended rip in the back. We found matching fibers on the fence where the terrorists escaped. Your landlady said you came home that night smelling of smoke and gasoline. And she caught you with a communist newspaper.”


    Fru Riber had betrayed them all. Why had she let her love of law and order override human decency?


    Henrik shoved aside his anger and grief to catalog the Gestapo’s evidence. He could repeat it back in later interrogations.


    The officer tapped his square chin with a long finger. “We might be willing to show leniency—prison rather than execution—if you tell us who instigated the attack. Was it one of the terrorist groups? Or the English? Why should you suffer for their crimes?” He used those big eyes to feign sympathy.


    Hope was the other weapon the Gestapo used, holding it out like poisoned bait.


    What good would their offer do when Henrik himself was the instigator?


    He gave the man a slow, dull blink.


    The officer chuckled, leaned back, and crossed his ankle over his knee. “Have you wondered why I use such high vocabulary with you? Everyone knows Hemming Andersen is stupid.”


    Henrik kept his face impassive.


    “No need to pretend.” The man smiled. “Your landlady read your journal. She said you wrote quite well with a large vocabulary. You are not who you pretend to be, Herre Andersen.”


    They had his journal, as he’d suspected, but the reality of it chilled his blood.


    No . . . he’d said Fru Riber reported on the journal. Not that he’d read it himself.


    A surge of victory and relief. They didn’t have the journal.


    So where was it?


    “Something else very interesting in your journal. You’re in love with a girl you call ‘E.’ Your landlady is certain it’s Dr. Else Jensen. A physicist is a strange choice for a common laborer, ja?”


    Henrik’s lips pinched against his will. If they had Else in custody, anything he said could endanger her even more.


    Herr Gestapo rested his chin in his hand. “This is where it gets interesting. Dr. Jensen is wanted for printing illegal newspapers.”


    Wanted? They hadn’t arrested her?


    Hope billowed inside, not flimsy hope for a quick death, but true hope that Else would live.


    “What do you know about her work with Frit Danmark?”


    Henrik kept his mouth and gaze still. How did they know Else was printing—and which paper?


    The German physicist. He must have told the Gestapo, and the Gestapo visited Fru Riber, and Fru Riber spilled everything.


    The officer stood and took long, lazy steps toward Henrik. “We found the strangest things in your room. Notebooks filled with physics equations.”


    In his room? With great effort, he concealed his surprise.


    The officer stopped in front of Henrik and clasped his hands behind his back. “It seems your Dr. Jensen was a spy, sending nuclear research to our enemies. Using you and your connections with the English, taking advantage of you. Oh, you poor man. Did she make you think she loved you? You poor, deluded man. So, come, tell me who your contact is.”


    Else’s notebooks—in his room. How did they get there? She must have come to his room before the raid. She had the journal. She’d switched her notebooks for his journal. To protect him. Because she loved him.


    Warmth flowed through bruised flesh and stinging skin and curved his split lips.


    The officer turned away and took one step.


    A whirl of arm, and he backhanded Henrik in the ear.


    His head snapped to the side, and he cried out.


    Lights exploded in his head.


    Light . . . light . . . “So tell me, my pretty little physicist, what sound does light make?”


    “I think,” Else had said as she leaned against him. “I think light sounds like silence.”


    With all his life, all his light, Henrik would stay silent.
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    VEDBÆK


    Else sat on the bed at Lyd-af-Lys in her coat, hugging herself. “How can I leave? Leaving feels like giving up on him.”


    “If you’re staying, I’m staying.” In the armchair, Laila hefted up her chin. “I’d rather help the resistance than flee anyway.”


    “We must leave tonight.” Janne stood in the doorway. “If they find out Hemming’s an Ahlefeldt, they’ll come to Lyd-af-Lys. We must not be here.”


    “He won’t talk.” Else fought to keep her face from collapsing. Her whole self.


    Janne’s gaze slid down and away. “Even the strongest cave under . . .”


    Torture. Else hunched her shoulders at the thought of what they were doing to him.


    “Thorvald!” Janne called down the hall. “Come talk sense into the girls. They don’t want to leave.”


    Groans and footsteps approached, and Thorvald joined his wife. “They know why we have to leave.”


    Janne pulled on her gloves. “But they don’t know why we can’t leave until they do.”


    Else’s heart settled even lower in the cavern of her chest. “Hemming made you promise, didn’t he?”


    “He’ll never know.” Then Laila clapped her hand over her mouth. “I’m sorry.”


    “Yes, he will know,” Thorvald said.


    “How?” Else’s fingers dug into her bright blue wool sleeves.


    Thorvald leaned against the doorjamb. “Yesterday after I heard of the arrest, I arranged to send a message to Hemming that we’ve all escaped. But that message won’t be sent as long as I keep answering the phone here. And I won’t leave if any of you remain.”


    “How?” Else said. “How can you send a message?”


    “I can’t tell you that.”


    Janne rested a soft gaze on Else. “The best gift we can give Hemming is the knowledge that we’re all safe.”


    To give him that tiny measure of peace, she’d sacrifice her last feeble connection to him. She shifted her gaze to Laila. “For Hemming.”


    Laila sighed. “For Hemming.”


    “Come,” Janne said. “The boat will be here soon.”


    Else picked up her briefcase and followed Laila and the Thorups downstairs, where the four guests waited.


    Else gazed around the house, full of the essence of Henrik and Hemming, all he was and all he’d become. A fine and noble man, who deserved a long life.


    Her chin trembled, but she firmed it. Surely he was being strong for her right now, so she’d be strong for him.


    Thorvald picked up two suitcases. “I’ll leave last and lock up.”


    Else went outside and crossed the lawn. A full moon brightened the hazy night, and a chill wind sliced at her cheeks.


    The dark silhouette of a fishing boat bobbed on the water, and Else quickened her step.


    The captain stood on the pier, and he glanced down the line of passengers to Thorvald. “I don’t like the looks of the weather.”


    Thorvald pounded down the pier. “We’re leaving.”


    “It’s my boat.”


    Thorvald shoved his chin at the man. “How many more kroner do you want to save our lives?”


    The captain groaned and stepped back. “Get on board. The same fare we agreed to.”


    Else exchanged a relieved look with Laila. She swung her briefcase behind her and climbed the rope ladder.


    The smells of fish and motor oil merged in an unpleasant combination.


    A crewman pointed to the hatch, where a rope ladder dangled. “Need help, Frue?”


    “I can do it.” Else crouched and poked her leg around until her foot found a rung. Not very ladylike, but she made her way down.


    The other passengers followed, then the crewman handed down their suitcases.


    A few cots and blankets ringed the dark space, and Else and Laila sat on a cot.


    The crewman squatted by the hatch. “Not a sound until the captain says. No smoking, no lights. If the motor cuts or if we stomp on the hatch twice, stay completely still. When it’s safe, we’ll let you on deck. Understood?”


    “Ja,” came from every mouth. They all knew what was at stake.


    The hatch banged shut, and darkness filled the hold.


    One of the women let out a tiny whimper, and her husband shushed her.


    Else leaned back against the wall with her briefcase on her lap. She unlatched it and worked her fingers inside and around the smooth leather of Hemming’s journal.


    The boat’s motor chugged, rumbling through Else’s body.


    A sob gurgled in her throat, and she swallowed it hard. With her eyes shut tight, she prayed for Hemming’s life and his freedom. But something about the prayer didn’t sit right.


    Another prayer formed in her mind, and she fought it back, squirmed. She couldn’t.


    But she must.


    She released the prayer, released the man she loved, praying he’d have strength and peace in his final moments.


    It broke her.
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    COPENHAGEN
THURSDAY, OCTOBER 14, 1943


    Henrik sat crammed in the back of a black van with half a dozen prisoners en route from Vestre Fængsel to Dagmarhus. He rested his handcuffed wrists in his lap and eyed the armed guard sitting by the door.


    “Time to report to work,” the man across from him said with a lisp due to all his missing teeth. “The pay stinks, but at least they provide free transportation.”


    Henrik almost smiled at the typical Danish humor in the worst of circumstances. And the circumstances couldn’t be worse. Each man would be tortured all day, then dumped at the prison in the evening.


    Last night, Henrik’s first night at the prison, his cellmate told him of this daily routine, to continue until the prisoner broke or the Gestapo lost interest. At that point came the trial and a trip to the shooting range.


    “The new man got a bath.” The man to his left tipped his head toward Henrik.


    If by bath, he meant the guards had dumped two buckets of icy water on Henrik’s naked body this morning, then yes, he’d bathed.


    “Must be special,” the joker said in a mocking voice. “Or a stikker.”


    His cellmate had warned him not to trust anyone in the prison. The Gestapo loved to plant stikkers pretending to be prisoners.


    “Maybe I’m going to trial,” Henrik said.


    The man beside him chuckled. “After only one day on the job? You should be so lucky.”


    The van stopped, and the back doors opened. Guards shouted at the men and motioned them out.


    The goon who’d tortured Henrik grabbed his elbow and yanked him out of the van. Henrik landed on his right foot—the foot the goon had ground under his hobnailed boot the day before. Henrik restrained a cry.


    The Gestapo officer stood by the door, and he pointed his chin at Henrik. “That one’s mine. Follow me, guard.”


    The goon jerked Henrik through the door of Dagmarhus, and the officer led him upstairs. But they exited the stairwell at the second floor. Not to the fourth floor again?


    Henrik forced himself not to limp, although each step shot hot needles of pain through his foot.


    Each needle poked his plan further into position. He now had a story to leak slowly under duress. To protect Koppel and crew, Henrik would claim to be the “inside man” for the raid. He’d been contacted by a resistance group—he didn’t know which one—to help them get into the shipyard. He’d say the saboteurs came wearing black balaclavas and he never saw a face.


    Henrik had practiced the story in his mind so often last night that he almost believed it.


    He had the advantage of knowing what the Germans knew—and what they didn’t know.


    A guard stood in the hallway, and he opened a door for the officer. The room had a metal table, a few chairs, a window, no instruments of torture.


    The temptation to relief was tempered by suspicion.


    “Herre Andersen.” The officer pointed to the chair on the far side of the table.


    The goon tried to shove Henrik down into it, but Henrik resisted, bigger and stronger. Then he lowered himself to sitting.


    The officer sat in a chair in the corner, and the guard took his position by the door.


    “Hemming Andersen.” The officer raised a thin smile. “A man who doesn’t exist.”


    He still planned to pretend to be slow-witted. “I exist.”


    The officer opened a folder. “Your papers look genuine, but we can find no trace of you before 1940 other than the registry of your birth. And we can find no record of your parents.”


    Henrik tried to shrug, but his shoulders ached.


    “You used to work at Ahlefeldt Shipbuilding Company.”


    “Yes.”


    “You quit because you needed to help your father after your mother died.”


    “Yes.”


    “Yet neither father nor mother exist. Immaculate conception, perhaps.”


    “I do not know those words.”


    The officer’s eyes crinkled around the edges as if Henrik had told a fine joke. He shifted papers in the folder. “You began work at the shipyard in May 1940.”


    “Yes.”


    “Very interesting.” He sat back and studied him.


    Henrik gave the look of blank indifference he’d chosen as his weapon. Over time, it could slide into resignation. But hatred and despair he refused to entertain.


    “Back to the terrorism case.” The officer opened another folder. “The Danish police investigated the attack rather poorly, I’m afraid. When we took over the investigation in late August, we reviewed their work. First we asked the shipyard owner if he had any enemies. None that he knew of. However, the police noted a well-known falling-out between the owner and his son—Henrik Ahlefeldt.”


    Henrik’s gut tensed, but he couldn’t show a reaction. Could not. He allowed one raised eyebrow as if wondering what that information had to do with him.


    The officer shrugged one shoulder. “Falling-out is a euphemism. More like open antagonism between father and son. However, Baron Ahlefeldt said his worthless son fled to Sweden in April 1940 and was too cowardly and lazy to commit sabotage.”


    The line of questioning veered too close to home—to his family and the villa and all he loved. His mouth went dry, but he managed a confused frown.


    A gleam rose in the officer’s big eyes. “We have friends in Sweden. No one can find any trace of the young baron, and his Swedish bank account lies untouched. Henrik Ahlefeldt has simply disappeared.”


    Henrik tried to swallow. Couldn’t.


    “Or has he?” The officer stood and set a photograph on the table.


    Henrik stared at himself as he used to be—in a tuxedo, clean-shaven, smug, drunk, a tumbler in hand, a gorgeous blond on his arm.


    “Recognize him?” the officer asked.


    “No.” He shoved the word out, but it was true. He no longer recognized the man.


    The officer chuckled, picked up the photo, and sauntered back to his corner. “Henrik Ahlefeldt, also called Henning. Sounds like Hemming. An unusual name. My Danish friends tell me it comes from an ancient legend of a shapeshifter. Ah, you are cleverer than you let on . . . Baron.”


    The floor tilted as they yanked his advantage out from under him. He’d endangered his father, sisters, Else, the Thorups, Laila, anyone hiding at the villa.


    His mind reeled. He had to keep his face impassive. But how could he?


    Would they think Far had been involved with the sabotage? How long until they made the connection to Lyd-af-Lys, to the Havmand? Had they already?


    The officer addressed the guard. “If our guest has arrived, let him in.”


    “Ja, Herr Kriminalkommissar.” The guard stepped into the hall.


    Guest? Henrik peered out the door. What trick were they playing now?


    A man in a navy-blue suit entered, filling the room with the larger-than-life presence of Baron Frederik Ahlefeldt.


    Far! The cry strangled in his throat. This was the Gestapo trick? To get Henrik to talk by endangering his father?


    Far stepped up to the desk, his back to the officer, his face haggard and pale and awash with pain.


    Words clattered in Henrik’s head. Get out! They know! Say nothing! But no words got through his strangled throat.


    Far’s expression hardened, and he faced the officer. “This is the man? Hemming Andersen?”


    “Yes,” the officer said with a wicked little smile.


    Henrik’s chest heaved. Anything he said to warn his father would only drag him into the torture chamber beside him.


    Far removed his black homburg, smoothed his silvery hair, and sighed. “The men on his crew assure me Andersen is conscientious and hardworking. And—I apologize, Andersen—but too dull of mind to commit sabotage.”


    No, no, no. Far was trying to protect him, but he didn’t know the Gestapo knew Henrik’s identity. He didn’t know he was being set up. And Henrik had no way of telling him.


    His arms strained, and the handcuffs dug into his raw wrists.


    “We have plenty of evidence against Andersen,” the officer said.


    “I don’t need this hassle.” Far spoke in a harsh imperious tone Henrik knew too well. “You’ve arrested the wrong man, you still haven’t found the real saboteurs, and just yesterday I found out the household staff at my seaside villa used my house to transport Jews.”


    Henrik’s lungs turned to blocks of wood. What on earth was Far doing?


    Far sneered and waved one hand toward the door. “Now they’re gone, the whole staff, all four of them, gone to Sweden. They abandoned the house, and now I have to find new staff. All four of them left.”


    “That is a shame, Baron, to have traitors in your household.”


    Four? Hope carved a thin groove in Henrik’s wooden lungs, allowing the thinnest stream of air inside. Only two people served on staff. Four—Thorvald, Janne, Laila—and Else!


    That was a message. Far had sent a message. It must have come from Thorup. They were safe. The Thorups and Laila—safe. Else—safe!


    His lungs returned to flesh, and air moved freely. Else would live. He could bear anything knowing she’d live.


    But he couldn’t luxuriate in that knowledge. He had a crew to protect. A father to protect.


    A father who was falling deeper and deeper into the Gestapo’s invisible trap.


    Henrik had to illuminate the trap.


    His course jagged in a crooked path, a hated path, a path that swerved away from the apologies and forgiveness he’d vowed to extend, the need that blistered his soul.


    But to save his father, he had to sacrifice that need.


    Henrik bolted to his feet. “I will no longer deny the truth. As you are fully aware, Herr Kriminalkommissar, I am Baron Henrik Ahlefeldt.”


    Far gasped and spun to him.


    To show his love for his father, he had to show malice to him. He curled his upper lip, abandoning himself to every memory of his rebellious years. “You can’t bear the shame of it, can you, Far? The shame of your only son sabotaging your shipyard.”


    “Henning, no . . .” His voice rasped out.


    Far had never used that nickname. Only the full name of Henrik.


    But Henrik steeled himself and gave the officer a sardonic smile. “That’s why I became Hemming Andersen. I loathe how my father has betrayed Denmark by working with the Germans. So I infiltrated the shipyard and brought freedom fighters in to destroy the shipyard. To destroy him.”


    His father’s mouth drooped, and his eyes burned with hatred—not for Henrik, but for what Henrik was doing. For his sacrifice. For making Far look like a collaborator so they wouldn’t suspect the truth—the truth that he himself was a freedom fighter.


    Henrik was going to die and soon. He wanted to die as a martyr for Denmark. So he pulled himself tall, the Viking warrior Else saw him as. “There’s more,” he told the Gestapo officer. “I am the Havmand.”


    The officer’s eyes flew open. “The Hav—”


    Henrik gave him half a smile. “I understand you’re looking for me.”


    “Henning . . .” Far’s tone pleaded.


    “You’re the Havmand?”


    Henrik huffed. “It shouldn’t be that hard to deduce, even for a Nazi. Surely you knew I was on the Olympic rowing team.”


    The officer flipped through the folder, mouth agape.


    Taking advantage of the distraction, Henrik shot his father a glance, trying to pack apologies and forgiveness and love in that brief moment.


    Far’s head shook back and forth with his face distorted by grief Henrik had seen only once before. At Mor’s graveside.


    Henrik had one more stake to drive into his father’s heart, and he yanked out the memory of the boat race, looked it full in the face, and rowed with all his might as far from his father as he could.


    He took one menacing step toward Far, answered by the click of the guard’s rifle, and Henrik summoned all his former disdain into a scowl. “Everything I did, I did out of hatred for you. Now you’ll see your only son executed as a criminal. It serves you right.”


    Far’s head and shoulders slumped, and he turned for the door, a decade older than when he’d entered. “Are you done with me?” he asked the officer.


    “Quite.” The officer raised a satisfied smirk.


    Far left the room, left Henrik’s presence for the last time in his life. And unspoken words, lying limp on the floor of Henrik’s mind, were swept away forever.
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    THE ØRESUND
THURSDAY, OCTOBER 14, 1943


    The hold stank of vomit and despair, and Laila moaned with a migraine. If only Else could bring her up for fresh air, but the sunlight would make her headache worse.


    They should have arrived in Sweden before sunrise. Now it was midafternoon.


    The captain had told them nothing during the night and little during the day, but he’d allowed the refugees up to the deck since sunrise, with the provision that they scurry to the hold on a moment’s notice.


    Else divided her time between deck and hold, but she could do nothing to help Laila.


    She patted her friend’s arm. “I’m going up.”


    Curled up on the cot, Laila nodded.


    With her briefcase slung across her back, Else climbed the rope ladder, shoved open the hatch, and climbed out.


    A chill wind stirred the partly cloudy skies, and Thorvald and Janne stood by the rails.


    “Any idea where we are?” Else asked them in a low voice. The crew had become snippy about such questions.


    “The winds were high last night, and they blew us off course. We’re steaming due east. That should be Sweden.” Thorvald nodded to the land ahead.


    If they’d deviated too far, the land could be Denmark—or even Germany. How awful it would be to deliver themselves back to the Germans after all this.


    Else left the Thorups and found a spot to sit facing west, facing Hemming.


    She hated thinking of what he was going through. Such a strong man of body and spirit would take much torture to break, and she cringed.


    If only she had a photo of him. Why did her last memory have to be his complete disappointment in her?


    Her sigh blew away with the wind. Feeling sorry for herself was selfish with Hemming undergoing torture and thousands of Danish Jews fleeing for their lives.


    She hugged the briefcase closer, needing the physical connection to Hemming. His Bible, his journal, the Havmand figurine. Would he hate it if she read his journal? Or welcome it?


    For the first time, she felt the lifting of a window shade inside her and sun streaming in. It was time to open it.


    Else pulled out the brown leather book, and she stroked the cover, soft and dark from handling.


    The first page was inscribed 9 June 1940, and Hemming’s script flowed over the page, manly and elegant.


    Two months have passed on my new journey. So much is difficult—the manual labor, keeping silent, the rude treatment from men who would have kowtowed before me only two months ago. All try my soul, as weak as it is.


    Evenings try me the most. Drink and friends loosen the tongue and must be avoided. How else to fill the bleak quiet? I’ve found myself desperate enough to consider reading, but the only book I have is Mor’s Bible.


    I have not become desperate enough to open it.


    Yet the urge grows.


    If only Far had been the religious one of my parents, so I could reject his religion. But it is not so. My beloved Mor credited her kindness and strength to her faith, which gives religion more credit than due. However, I’m afraid my utter boredom will feed the temptation to crack that cover.


    And the light inside might strike me blind.


    Else smiled softly at the insight into a younger Hemming. The sea breeze ruffled the pages, and she flipped forward. He’d written sporadically, every day for a week or so, then nothing for weeks.


    The pages fell open to 11 May 1943.


    Today “E” talked to her boss, and with inimitable gentle strength, she achieved her goal. I am proud of her. She has succeeded in adding courage to her excellent list of virtues. Oh, what a woman! What great things she can accomplish!


    To know I played some small role—small indeed with my feeble vocabulary and brusque demeanor—in her epiphany.


    It humbles me to know I have helped, and it gives me hope that someday I could be the sort of man who leads others to great things. Perhaps even the sort of man who could gain the love of a luminous woman like “E.”


    “Oh, Hemming,” she whispered. She didn’t deserve the praise, but she welcomed it. “Darling, you did gain my love.”


    Tears stung her eyes, but the wind whisked them away.


    The final journal entry dated from 12 September 1943.


    How can I describe last night? The weather—perfect. My sport—at its best. My heart—buoyant in anticipation of an afternoon with “E.”


    But what tied the night together in perfection was the sense of purpose.


    Three and a half years ago, “S” told me I’d conducted my sport for myself, and he challenged me to do so for something higher. I have been, and I am.


    The night was pure gold—the moon, the reflection on the water, the love inside me, and the goodness, the rightness of living for others, not myself.


    He’d found the gold. Earned it. Wasn’t this why Else had admired the Havmand and fallen in love with Hemming? A man of courage, putting the needs of his country above his own needs. Above his own heart.


    Else’s breath snagged on that thought. That was why he’d been disappointed—not because of some defect in her, but because she’d put her heart above the higher good, because she’d forgotten who he was. She’d asked him to violate the very values she prized most in him.


    “Please forgive me.” The words gulped out. But he couldn’t hear them, never would.


    A man whooped from the bow of the boat.


    Else clutched the journal to her chest and whipped around.


    Thorvald and Janne leaned over the rail, waving and cheering. Janne held onto her hat and sent Else a huge grin. “A Swedish patrol boat. Swedish!”


    “Thank goodness.” Else slipped the journal into the briefcase and dashed to the rail.


    A motorboat sped up, and a blue flag with a yellow cross snapped in the wind. In the distance, a harbor opened.


    “Sweden!” Janne pulled her into a tight hug.


    “I should tell the others.”


    “Yes, do.”


    Else flung open the hatch. “We’re in Sweden! We’re safe.”


    “Thank goodness,” a woman cried.


    Soon the refugees climbed up to the deck, even Laila, shielding her eyes but grinning.


    Else embraced her friend. “We’re here. We made it.”


    One of the men faced west, held his hat over his heart, and sang the Danish national anthem, “Der er et yndigt land”—“There Is a Lovely Land,” his tone mournful and proud.


    Else joined in with a warbling voice.


    When the song concluded, the man marched to the bow of the boat and sang “Du gamla, du fria,” the Swedish national anthem.


    Else didn’t know the words or the language, but she listened as the patrol boat zipped closer, the sailors shouting, “Välkommen till Sverige.”


    So many emotions tumbled inside—gratitude for the welcome of the Swedish people, relief that their lives had been spared, uncertainty for what lay ahead, and deep grief for a man who had sacrificed his life for freedom.
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    COPENHAGEN
MONDAY, OCTOBER 25, 1943


    For the second time, Henrik had received a bath, but his hope and dread of a trial had dissipated when the van pulled up to Dagmarhus. Every day for two weeks.


    Henrik jumped out of the van before they could drag him, landing on his better leg. He allowed one hearty breath of fresh, free air but didn’t glance skyward. That enraged the guards.


    As the guards prodded the prisoners toward the building, Henrik favored his heel and repeated his goals. Never give them what they wanted. No anger, no hatred, no despair.


    Keep bearing up. The Gestapo catalogued prior injuries, then worked them. Bruises invited more beating. Wounds were reopened. Broken bones—Henrik certainly had several in the swollen mess of his right foot, their favorite target.


    The Kriminalkommissar met them at the door. “Ahlefeldt’s with me.”


    The guard wrenched Henrik’s elbow, scraping his raw wrists against the handcuffs.


    Henrik gritted his teeth and kept a close eye on the stairs, since his depth perception was off with one eye swollen shut.


    They went up to the second floor again. The last time they’d brought him to that floor, they’d tried to trap Far. Whom did they plan to trap today? Koppel, the crew—please no. Gaffel? Had they caught someone else connected to him?


    They approached the same room, with the same guard at the door, and the goon shoved Henrik through the door.


    By the table stood Far. His gaze flew to Henrik—and his face fell.


    The shock stopped Henrik cold, and he fought to pull himself together. What was their game today? How could Henrik protect his father?


    “Baron Ahlefeldt,” the Gestapo officer said to Far. “Out of gratitude for your services to Germany, you have ten minutes to say goodbye to your son.”


    “Tak,” Far said in a clipped tone.


    Goodbye. That meant his execution would be soon. And the dreadful longing resumed.


    Now he had an opportunity to say what he needed to say to his father—but how could he when he needed to convince the Gestapo he hated him?


    “Far, I—”


    His father raised one hand to silence him, and for the first time in decades, Henrik obeyed—out of newfound respect and out of a sense that Far had come for a reason.


    “Sit down, Henning.” Far motioned to the chair. “You look . . .”


    Henrik hobbled to the chair. He could only imagine how he looked, two weeks after his last good meal, chunks of his beard missing and scabbed over, his eye swollen shut.


    He lowered himself into the chair, and Far sat across the table with his back to the officer and guard.


    Far clasped his hands on top of the table, and his knuckles whitened. “They’re holding you at Vestre Fængsel, I understand. Do you come here every morning? Even on Sundays?”


    “First thing every day. Never thought I’d be punctual to work, did you?”


    Far’s cheeks pocked, then flattened, and his eyes pinched. “I spoke to Svend’s parents. They’re sorry to hear what you’ve done, disappointed in you, of course.” He cast his eyes in the officer’s direction.


    Henrik smirked. “I only regret getting caught.”


    “Such a shame, they said. If only you could visit their villa, they’d talk sense into you.”


    Odd. Henrik had never had that sort of relationship with the Østergaards. “Too late for that.”


    Far sighed. “They wish we could go back to the days when you and Svend spent summers at their villa. You remember their villa.”


    “Yes.” Although he’d never spent a summer there. What was Far up to?


    “How you and Svend used to row at the villa. How you rowed.” His gaze and voice held a strange intensity.


    Henrik and Svend had never rowed at the Østergaard villa, always on the lakes. Was Far communicating a message? If so, what on earth was he saying?


    “Yes,” Henrik said in a measured tone. “How we rowed.”


    Far huffed. “To think you used the skill I taught you to betray your people.” But his expression spoke of pride.


    Henrik had to address the most vital topic. “I don’t apologize for being the Havmand, nor for the sabotage. It was my duty as a Dane. But I do apologize for how I behaved before the occupa—”


    “Don’t apolo—”


    “I must. I hate what you’re doing now. Despise it. But my rebellion when I was younger was wrong. Mor’s faith has become my own, and I must confess my sins.”


    Far’s face reddened and contorted. “I drove you to it. I was too hard on you.”


    Henrik leaned over the table, intensified his gaze, and dropped his voice to a breath. “I’ve already forgiven you.”


    Far’s eyes stretched wide.


    “Speak up, prisoner,” the officer said. “No whispering, or I’ll end this meeting.”


    Henrik leaned back in his chair and curled his cracked lip. “As I said, yes, you drove me to it. Everything you did to me, everything you taught me—that made me the Havmand.”


    Although Henrik had kept his tone cynical, Far seemed to comprehend his meaning. His forehead puckered, and his deep-set blue eyes gleamed like the Øresund on a summer day. “From the beginning, I sensed something special about you. I knew—I knew you were destined for greatness. And in my determination to bend you toward greatness, I—I broke you.”


    “No, Far. I’m not broken. I will never be broken.”


    Far’s gaze spilled over with the approval Henrik had sought for years, and he silently mouthed, “I’m proud of you.”


    Henrik soaked it in, parched as he was, no longer needing his father’s approval but rejoicing in it.


    With the Gestapo watching his every expression, listening to his every word, how could he communicate his love, his pride in his father?


    He swallowed, moistened his lips, and tipped up his chin. “I am Henrik Ahlefeldt.”


    Father’s face buckled, and he nodded.


    “Your time is up,” the officer said. “Baron, say goodbye to your sorry excuse for a son.”


    Henrik pushed himself up to standing.


    Far stood too and fixed a strong gaze on Henrik. “Till we meet again.”


    “Till we meet again,” Henrik said. But they never would.


    “Guard, take the prisoner upstairs. I’ll see our guest out.”


    Henrik headed for the door before the guard could drag him, and he gave his father one last significant gaze as he passed.


    The guard hustled Henrik up to the fourth floor. Screams, moans, angry shouts, thuds, and cracks shattered the putrid air.


    But nothing—nothing the Gestapo did could shatter his joy.


    Once again, the goon tied Henrik’s elbows behind him and looped the rope over the hook on the wall. He swaggered around, preparing his loathsome instruments.


    Henrik closed his eyes and prayed to get through another day.


    The door opened, and the Kriminalkommissar sauntered closer in his shiny black boots. “Such a touching scene. Father and son. If only you could have more time together. If only you could be reconciled. The man obviously loves you, despite your crimes.”


    Henrik stared at a blotchy spot on the wall and scrolled through an inventory of songs. Focusing on a song helped him endure.


    “I have a proposition for you, Ahlefeldt. Out of respect for your father, we’re offering you a chance to live.”


    A spark of hope tugged his eyes toward the officer, but he resisted and extinguished it. How many times had they offered his life in exchange for names?


    The officer paced in front of him. “This Havmand character is quite popular. What if you used the voice of the Havmand for good instead of evil? What if you worked with us instead of against us?”


    He stood right in Henrik’s face, blocking his view of the spot on the wall. “You could have a great influence on your people. You could be reunited with your family and live in freedom and luxury. You could live.”


    Henrik slammed his eyes shut. Memories flooded his mind of Mor reading in the nursery, of Else reading in the garret, and the voices of the women he loved pointed to the truth, to the story that had inspired him on the harbor three and a half years earlier.


    He pierced the Gestapo officer with his gaze. “Are you familiar with Hans Christian Andersen’s tale of the Little Mermaid?”


    The officer’s chin drew back. “Pardon?”


    “Den Lille Havfrue exchanged her voice for legs so she could win the heart of the prince. But the prince married another, dooming the Little Mermaid to die the next day. Then her sisters came to her with a dagger from the Sea Witch. Plunge it into the heart of the prince, they said, and she would have her fins again—she would live.”


    The officer crossed his arms and raised an eyebrow. “Is there a reason you’re telling me a fairy tale instead of responding to my offer?”


    “I am responding.” Henrik pulled himself as tall as his restraints allowed. “Just as the Little Mermaid refused to kill the prince she loved, I refuse to accept your poisonous knife of lies and plunge it into the heart of the people I love. Like the Little Mermaid, I choose death.”


    The officer took one step back. “So be it.”
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    STOCKHOLM, SWEDEN
TUESDAY, OCTOBER 26, 1943


    If Else’s career had languished in Mortensen’s lab, it would suffocate at the University College of Stockholm unless she learned Swedish quickly.


    Words floated around the laboratory, and Else snatched a few out of the air. The physicists spoke English when addressing her, but she missed the ebb and flow of ideas.


    She sighed and put on her coat and hat for lunch. At least she had work.


    After Else and the other refugees had arrived in Sweden, customs officials inspected their luggage, physicians examined them, and police checked papers of all who had them. Then they’d been taken to a comfortable camp where they’d received food and clothing. Laila had joyfully reunited with her family.


    The Danish Refugee Office had just opened in Stockholm, and Laila took a job there to help refugees find employment and housing. Else moved into an apartment with Laila and found a position in the department of physics, thanks to the many physicists there who had worked with Niels Bohr.


    On her way downstairs, Else passed scientists in conversation. Bohr had gone to England, but Wolff, Hevesy, and Levi were in Stockholm. If only Wolff could set up his own lab, but he spoke in nebulous terms about other plans.


    Outside, a cloudy sky hung over the tree-lined street, and Else headed down Kungsgaten. Despite her coat, a shiver ran through her.


    She was meeting Svend and Birgitte Østergaard at a café. The Thorups had contacted Svend soon after their arrival, and the family had already become dear to her.


    If anything had happened to Hemming, Svend would know.


    She passed a dark-haired couple speaking Danish, and Else summoned smiles for her fellow refugees. At the Refugee Office, Laila had learned that thousands of Danish Jews had arrived in Sweden. From what they could tell, the Germans had arrested only a few hundred, not the sixteen hundred originally reported. It was miraculous.


    At the café, Svend stood and gave her a soft smile. “Good day, Else. No news.”


    Relief flooded her heart, then subsided. Hemming still lived. But Hemming was still imprisoned and undergoing torture. Else endured a continual state of mourning, heavy and dense.


    After Svend pulled out a chair for her, Else sat and worked up a smile for quiet and sweet-natured Birgitte.


    They each ordered Köttbullar meatballs, mashed potatoes, and lingonberry sauce. Then Svend asked Else about her work, and she asked the Østergaards about their children.


    When the food arrived, Svend poked at a meatball with his fork. “Henning always loved Frikadeller. He went through a tremendous growth spurt when we were about twelve, so I sneaked him extra meatballs from my plate. When I had my growth spurt, he returned the favor.”


    Else’s smile wobbled. She craved Svend’s stories even as they made her ache. “He—he treasures your friendship. When he was in his most rebellious years, you—your stability and steadfastness—they were an anchor to him.”


    Svend’s pale face turned blotchy, and he cleared his throat.


    Else took a bite of a savory meatball in cream sauce. Hemming hadn’t talked much about Svend, but his journal often mentioned “S.” Else had read the entire journal twice.


    She scooped mashed potatoes onto her fork, then paused. “I—I have his Bible and journal. After the war, I’d like your help to return them to his family.”


    Svend speared her with his gaze. “Henning isn’t dead.”


    “It’s only a matter of time.” Her throat cramped around the words.


    “I beg to differ. The Nazis may be brutal, but they aren’t stupid. If they execute the Havmand, they create a martyr, a symbol for Danes to rally around. No, they’ll quietly deport him to a concentration camp. And he’s strong. If anyone can survive, he can.”


    Else gave a jerky nod. If only she shared his optimism. The Germans might not want to make a martyr, but they delighted in making examples. Executing the Havmand would send a shock wave through the resistance.


    And the Nazis exulted in power over all else.


    Birgitte covered Else’s hand with her narrow hand. “How are you doing?”


    Else breathed in all she’d learned the past few months. What had Hemming written about her? “She has succeeded in adding courage to her excellent list of virtues.”


    She squeezed Birgitte’s hand. “I will be all right.”
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    COPENHAGEN
SUNDAY, OCTOBER 31, 1943


    Sundays were meant for church, for relaxing with Else by the sea. Not for torture.


    The prison van rumbled down the street with eight dejected prisoners and the guard Henrik nicknamed Stomper for his pastime of stomping on the remains of Henrik’s right foot.


    Soon it would come to an end, probably in the coming week. Since Far’s second visit, the interrogations had lessened. They’d even let the swelling in his eye recede. It was time to toss the wrung-out rag of his life before the firing squad.


    The van slammed to a stop, and Henrik bumped into the prisoner beside him. The horn blared. Bicyclists enjoyed interfering with Gestapo vans, just for spite.


    A sharp crack. A gunshot?


    Henrik sucked in a breath, and Stomper gripped his gun.


    Shouts outside, cries. Another shot. Another. Were the Nazis shooting civilians? For blocking traffic?


    Henrik’s gut burned. How long did the world have to endure Nazi barbarity?


    The van lurched to the side, tipped, rocked Henrik onto his back. What on earth?


    The man across from him cursed and slid off the bench.


    “Someone’s breaking us out!” the man next to Henrik cried.


    Could it be? Crazy, wild hope surged into his lungs. He had no time to mull over the possibility. “Help them, men! Help!”


    Henrik slammed his back hard against the van’s side, and prisoners scrambled up onto the seat, pushing and leaning.


    “I’ll shoot!” Stomper shouted. But he was down on hands and knees on the tilted floor.


    Using his rowing muscles, Henrik worked his good foot beneath him, shot upright, and heaved himself backward.


    A wobble. The van crashed to the side.


    Henrik landed hard on his back, banged his head, cried out.


    “Get the gun!” a man shouted.


    How? They were handcuffed.


    “I’ll kill you all.” Stomper had dropped his gun, groped for it, close to Henrik’s side.


    With a grunt, Henrik rolled on top of the gun, rolled over it, blocking the guard. He stretched his fingers toward the weapon.


    The man next to him worked a finger through the trigger. “I got it.”


    One of the men stood and kicked Stomper in the stomach, over and over. “How do you like it, huh?”


    “Stand back from the door!” a voice called from outside. “We’re breaking you out. Stand back.”


    Henrik shoved up onto his knees and crawled back. His mind reeled. Could it be? No matter what, he’d enjoyed one last flash of hope. Of purpose.


    A shot rang out. The door warped. Another shot.


    The door swung open. Bright, fresh air flowed in.


    “Out. Everyone out.” Arms reached in, beckoning, aiding.


    Men tumbled out onto the pavement.


    “No!” Stomper cried.


    Men kicked him as they passed, and Henrik, the last one out, shoved by the guard’s feet but resisted the urge to stomp on one.


    A man in a black balaclava grabbed Henrik’s elbow. “Andersen? Thank God.”


    Henrik stared into the man’s familiar light eyes. Lars Koppel? Koppel had broken the prisoners out? This was planned? For him?


    “Hurry! Over here.” A man in a balaclava worked a key into a set of handcuffs, and a prisoner shook his arms—free!


    “I’ll get you!” Stomper crawled out, blood trickling from his twisted mouth. “You’re all dead.”


    Koppel pointed a gun at him.


    Kill him! Henrik gasped from the rage of the thought. For three weeks, he’d resisted hatred. He couldn’t succumb now. He threw up his cuffed hands. “Don’t!”


    The gun fired. The guard collapsed.


    “He could identify us,” Koppel said. “He could sound the alarm.”


    Henrik’s gaze flew to the front of the toppled van. “The drivers!”


    “Already dead. That’s where we got the key. Hurry, Andersen.”


    Henrik hobbled to the man with the key—Jens Frandsen. The handcuffs fell away, and Henrik stared at unfettered wrists.


    “That’s the last man,” Koppel said. “Everyone, go!”


    Dozens of passersby cheered. Prisoners and men in balaclavas scattered and merged into the crowd.


    “This way, Andersen. Hurry.” Koppel ducked into the café on the corner.


    Henrik followed as fast as he could, but his foot screamed with each step.


    They burst out the back door into the courtyard. Koppel yanked off his balaclava and dashed along, hugging the wall. Henrik mimicked him. They turned the inside corner and slipped in the back door of the adjacent building.


    Koppel trotted up a staircase.


    Henrik could only step up with his left foot and drag his right. “I can’t keep up.”


    On the landing, Koppel stopped, his face soft. “The sooner we get you out of sight, the better. You stand out.”


    Bracing himself on the banister, Henrik hauled himself up.


    He was free? Truly free? He wouldn’t be executed this week?


    The mud in his mind swirled, and colors appeared. He might live. He might actually live. He might see Else again. Have a life with her.


    That hope propelled him up those stairs, down a wickedly long hallway, through a door between buildings, and down two more flights of stairs.


    Koppel knocked on a door. One hard rap, three light raps, two hard.


    The door opened, and Koppel bustled Henrik into the back of a barbershop.


    Tom Rasmussen from the shipyard stood inside with another man in his forties and a young woman. Blackout curtains obscured the front windows.


    Rasmussen twisted his hands before him. “Good day, Herre—Baron—Ahlefeldt.”


    Koppel rubbed the back of his neck. “I can’t believe I spent the last three years bossing around the owner’s son.”


    Henrik stared at the men. “How did you—how did you find out? And call me Henrik—or Hemming.”


    “Sit.” Koppel gestured to the barber’s chair. “We’ll turn you into a middle-aged businessman so you can escape. Rasmussen’s brother, Mikkel, is a barber, and his daughter will apply makeup.”


    Henrik eased himself into the barber’s chair. “All right, Koppel. What’s going on?”


    Mikkel cranked back the chair over the sink and laid a hot towel over Henrik’s beard and mustache.


    Koppel sat in the adjacent chair. “Your father learned of your arrest—and your resistance activity—from a family friend.”


    Thorup. Water ran behind him, down over his scalp, warm and relaxing.


    “He summoned me to his office.” Koppel clasped his hands between his knees. “He wanted to know everything about you—your work habits, your character, all that.”


    With his eyes shut, Henrik grunted his understanding as the barber massaged shampoo into his filthy hair. Far must have been stunned to learn he’d never missed a day unless ill.


    “I was shocked when he told me who you were, but it explained everything.” Koppel let out a wry chuckle. Then he coughed. “He and I—we put together this plan to break you out.”


    The warm water cascading over his scalp threatened to lull Henrik to sleep. But he couldn’t afford to relax. Every Nazi in town would be hunting him. “What’s next?”


    Mikkel toweled off Henrik’s head. “We’ll shave off your beard and dye your hair brown. My daughter’s drawing a bath for you upstairs. Your father brought clothes.”


    Henrik’s throat swelled. He didn’t need to be told his father loved him—not when he’d shown it at the risk of his own life. He cleared his throat. “Then what?”


    “Your father told you,” Koppel said. “Don’t tell us—the less we know, the better.”


    Henrik stared at Koppel. “My father told me?”


    “He told you where to go and how to escape.”


    He had?


    A pungent smell arose, and Mikkel massaged Henrik’s scalp again, working in hair dye.


    Then the barber removed the towel from Henrik’s beard and began to shave, apologizing when he hit scabs and sores. “I—I don’t know if your beard will grow back fully.”


    Koppel’s eyes smoldered. “What did those brutes do to you?”


    Henrik waved one hand. He didn’t want to talk about it. And he had to figure out Far’s instructions. Far couldn’t have told him in front of the Gestapo. He would have used code.


    What was it he’d said about Svend and Henrik rowing at the Østergaard villa? Row at the villa—he’d emphasized those words.


    Had Far told him to go to Lyd-af-Lys and row across the Sound? The Gestapo would look for him there. Or did Far mean for Henrik to go to the Østergaard villa? They didn’t own a boat Henrik could use. That didn’t make sense either.


    The barber whisked off the apron, and Henrik stared at his reflection. He’d forgotten how much he disliked his chin. And his face looked haggard, old.


    The barber dumped his tools into the sink. “After your bath, my daughter will apply makeup. You won’t look so . . .”


    “So much like a sailor with scurvy?”


    Mikkel raised one eyebrow, not disagreeing. “Take your bath, rinse out the hair dye, and get dressed.”


    “And fast,” Koppel said. “You need to get out of here for everyone’s sake.”


    “Yes, sir.” Henrik pushed himself out of the chair and limped upstairs. In the bathroom, soapy water filled a tub, and a navy-blue suit lay on the clothes rack. Henrik’s own suit, and he fingered the fine cloth.


    He stripped off his filthy, bloody clothes, and he lowered himself into the tub. He groaned with pain and pleasure. If only he could soak his wounds and relax away the tension. Instead, he scrubbed his bruised body and watched the water darken.


    Far’s plan wouldn’t work. Henrik would be better off stealing a boat or bribing a fisherman. If there was ever a time to rebel against his father, it was now.


    He gently washed his swollen foot in hues of red and blue and purple, and he winced. No, he was finished rebelling. He had to show respect for his father by trusting him.


    Henrik unplugged the drain and toweled off. Far had sent a complete set of clothing—underwear, dress shirt, tie, three-piece suit, socks and shoes, gloves, overcoat, and homburg. And Henrik dressed himself as a gentleman once again.


    Inside the inner pocket of the jacket he found a wallet stuffed with kroner—ten thousand kroner! And his own wristwatch from Lyd-af-Lys. He strapped it on, even though it rubbed the sores on his wrist.


    The shoes. He glared at them. But he’d endured agony over the last few weeks. He could inflict pain on himself for the sake of escaping. And he did so.


    Woozy from that pain, he straightened to standing. How could he get to the Østergaard villa in Skodsborg when he could barely walk?


    He limped out of the bathroom.


    Rasmussen pointed to the woodstove. “Burn the old clothes.”


    Gladly. Henrik tossed in the bundle.


    “Hold still, sir.” Mikkel’s daughter opened a little glass jar and dabbed makeup onto his face. Then she combed something into his hair above the ears. “A touch of silver.”


    “One more thing.” Koppel held out a mahogany walking stick tipped with brass. “Your father sent this. It belonged to your grandfather.”


    It had, and Henrik’s throat swelled yet again.


    Koppel studied him. “Now you look less like an escaped prisoner and more like a gentleman with gout.”


    All these people had helped him. People he wouldn’t have noticed in the past, now people he treasured. “Thank you.” His voice came out husky. “Thank you, all of you. Thank the others and my father—”


    “Go.” Koppel gestured to the door. “Get out of here before you get us all killed.”


    “I’ll show the way,” Mikkel said.


    Henrik said goodbye and followed Mikkel, the walking stick easing the pressure on his foot.


    Mikkel led him to a door out to the street. “There’s a tram stop two blocks to your left.”


    Henrik thanked him again and stepped outside.


    Police whistles blew, and men ran down the street and threw rocks at German security police.


    Henrik shrank back, a hunted prisoner.


    No, he wasn’t. He was a gentleman, so he assumed an air of curious alarm and flagged down a passerby. “Excuse me. What’s happening?”


    The young man’s face lit up. “A mob overturned a prison van. They’re looking for escaped prisoners.”


    “Oh my,” Henrik said in a vague tone, and he strolled down the street with that same air of curious, what-has-happened-to-my-fair-city alarm.


    At the corner newsstand, he bought a copy of Berlingske Tidende, a respectable newspaper, and continued on his way.


    The commotion faded, and Henrik heard a new sound—his heartbeat thumping in a strange beat of fear and hope.
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    STOCKHOLM
SUNDAY, OCTOBER 31, 1943


    The clouds had cleared from the Swedish skies, and the pavement glistened with spent rain as Else walked home from church.


    If only the clouds would clear from her life.


    At least she’d understood more of today’s service than she had the previous Sunday. Taking a Swedish class with Laila in the evenings helped—and also kept her mind off Hemming.


    She shuddered. Keeping her mind off him seemed selfish, as if she cared only for her own heart.


    Outside her building, a middle-aged man leaned against the wall, and she smiled. “Good day, Wolff. To what do I owe the pleasure?”


    “Come with me.” He gestured down Kungsgaten the way she’d come. “Quickly. We’re late for our meeting.”


    “Meeting?” Had Bohr’s absentmindedness rubbed off on his friend? “It’s Sunday.”


    “Please hold your questions.” He glanced around with his homburg low over his eyes. “There are Gestapo agents in Stockholm.”


    Else frowned and walked alongside her mentor at a brisk clip. The Gestapo had no jurisdiction in Sweden, and Wolff hadn’t been part of the resistance. Why the secrecy?


    They crossed the Kungsbron over the Klara Sjö, a canal that ran through the city, reminding her of dear Copenhagen.


    On the far side, they turned right on a path along the canal. The path curved through a tiny park, where bare trees stretched spindly branches over still waters.


    A man in his forties in a fawn-colored overcoat and a gray fedora sat on a bench. He stood when Wolff and Else approached. “Good day, Dr. Wolff.” The man spoke English with a Boston accent, something Else hadn’t heard since the occupation.


    “Good day, Mr. Kramer.” Wolff shook the man’s hand. “I’d like to introduce Dr. Else Jensen. Jensen, Mr. Kramer is with the US State Department.”


    “Charmed.” He took her hand, and a smile shot wrinkles around handsome brown eyes. “They’re making physicists far prettier than when I was in school.”


    “How do you do?” Else forced a smile. One of those compliments that disparaged both her gender and her occupation.


    “She has an American passport,” Wolff said.


    What was this about? Why introduce her to someone from the State Department?


    Mr. Kramer frowned at Wolff. “You’re sure she’s—”


    “She’s brilliant,” Wolff said in a pinched voice. “Fully versed in the field.”


    “I’ll be.” Mr. Kramer shook his head with half a smile. “So, Miss Jensen—”


    “Dr. Jensen,” Wolff said.


    Else suppressed a smile at Wolff’s protectiveness.


    “My apologies, Dr. Jensen.” Mr. Kramer placed a gloved hand over his heart. “How would you like to return to the USA?”


    “The USA?” Although Sweden was neutral, only high-priority passengers received passage across the Atlantic. “How is that possible?”


    Mr. Kramer lowered his voice. “Your skills are vital to national security.”


    Wolff nodded. “Bohr has been told to send team members to Britain, preferably to the States. For some of us, obtaining the paperwork has been challenging. Not for you.”


    “My skills?” Else asked. “I don’t understand.”


    “I don’t know the details myself.” Mr. Kramer glanced at their surroundings. “But if you agree, we’ll fly you to London, then put you on a ship to New York. You’ll be briefed later.”


    Briefed? He made it sound like a military assignment.


    Military? Her gaze locked on Wolff. “You don’t mean . . .”


    Wolff pressed one finger to his lips, his dark eyes sharp as obsidian.


    She held his gaze as questions raced. Could it be? Were the Allies working on an atomic bomb? Did that mean it was scientifically possible after all?


    If Gebhardt’s interest was any measure, and if controlled chain reactions were indeed possible, the Allies and the Germans were in a race that could determine the fate of the world.


    Wolff gave a solemn nod, as if he’d followed Else’s thoughts.


    She let out a tiny gasp.


    “What do you say, Miss—Dr. Jensen?”


    Else’s answer could only be yes. Her country needed her skills. Any qualms she had about working on a devastating weapon paled in comparison to the fear of such a weapon in Nazi hands.


    Also, if she returned to the US, she could see her parents and brothers.


    But Hemming . . .


    If she left Sweden, any news about him would be delayed for weeks or months. How could she bear it? Every step she took away from him felt like giving up on him.


    “When—when do you need an answer?”


    Mr. Kramer frowned. “I wanted an answer now.”


    “Give her a few days.” Wolff shrugged. “You have to understand the turmoil we’ve endured.”


    Mr. Kramer spread his hands and dipped his chin. “Ah yes, the feminine sensibility.”


    “Let me think.” Else squeezed her eyes shut. Whether she thought one minute or one month, she would come to the same decision.


    And no matter where she was in the world, she could do nothing for Hemming but pray.


    Her eyes opened to a certain but unwanted future. “I’ll go.”
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    SKODSBORG, DENMARK


    Henrik rang the bell at the Østergaard villa one more time. No response.


    He leaned against the wall to take weight off his foot, and he groaned.


    He’d misinterpreted Far’s message. What else had Far said? He raked his mind over their conversation, but no clues stood out.


    Now what? He’d have to find a boat, but every interaction carried the risk of meeting a stikker or a German.


    First, he needed to rest. He hadn’t eaten since his breakfast of a thin slice of rye bread at Vestre Fængsel, and now it was well past noon. He could at least sit somewhere out of sight of the coastal road and make plans.


    He hobbled around the house. The Østergaards had a pier, but no boat. Behind the house, a tarp covered a large stack of firewood, which would block the wind and the view.


    Henrik slid to the ground and leaned back against the wall with his right foot extended. Although his foot throbbed, he didn’t dare remove the shoe.


    A piece of firewood could elevate it.


    He lifted the corner of the tarp.


    And saw light.


    His boat! His ocean scull. “Far!”


    Henrik scrambled to his knees and flung off the tarp. His scull lay on its side with his oars inside, even his supply box.


    He opened the box. A note lay on top in Far’s handwriting, unaddressed and unsigned.


    You have achieved greatness higher than I ever conceived in my flawed imagination. I’ve always loved you. Please forgive me for not telling you that every day of your life.


    Because of your words, I’ll be able to continue my work here, which our mutual friends will appreciate.


    Please pray for me, and I will pray for you. It’s time to make Mor’s faith my own as well.


    Till we meet again in freedom. May it be soon.


    Henrik’s eyes stung, and he tucked the note in his breast pocket and the words in his heart. Far would need many prayers continuing to pass intelligence to the Allies.


    Blinking haze from his eyes, he examined the contents of the box—his balaclava, compass, flashlight, pistol, two canteens—Henrik screwed off a cap and downed blessed tinny water. And a stack of three rectangular paper-wrapped packages.


    “Please . . .” He opened one. A smørrebrød.


    Far had thought of everything. Henrik devoured it. Too quickly, and it threatened to come back up. He’d save the rest for later.


    Henrik rested against the wall. He’d leave at five, half an hour after sunset.


    Before him, the pier jutted into the Øresund. Ten miles of water stretched between him and Sweden, between him and freedom. Between him and Else.
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    Henrik woke in utter darkness. Prison! He was back in prison.


    He gasped and flailed his arms.


    He hit canvas, and the smell of varnish filled his nostrils.


    Not prison, and his thundering heartbeat slowed. He’d lain down in the scull under the tarp to nap.


    He lifted the tarp—almost as dark outside as in. He’d better not have burned up too much of the night.


    His glowing radium watch dial read 6:15. Good. He needed every minute.


    Henrik slithered out of the scull. Not a sliver of moonlight to help him, so he pulled the flashlight from his overcoat pocket and stashed everything in the boat, including the homburg and walking stick. Then he took a moment to eat a smørrebrød and drink some water.


    After he pulled on the balaclava, he lifted the bow of the scull. Usually two men carried it, and Henrik wasn’t even at half his usual strength.


    He dragged the scull down the grassy slope and grimaced from pain.


    Finally he slid it into the water, and he collapsed onto his backside on the pier, panting. How on earth could he row ten miles?


    “I can’t.” The words floated up to the hazy sky. He hadn’t the strength. His shoulders were wrenched, his foot mangled.


    But if he stayed? He’d be caught again. Shot.


    Worse. They’d want Koppel and Rasmussen and Frandsen and Mikkel and everyone who had helped the prisoners. They’d want Far.


    A growl rose from deep in his gut. He couldn’t let that happen.


    He lowered himself into the scull, which was difficult without Thorup to hold it steady, and he settled into his seat with his right leg lying alongside the rails. If his left leg tired too much, he’d grit the pain and use both legs.


    Henrik shoved away from the pier and gripped the oars.


    He took a stroke. His shoulders protested, and his one-legged layback faltered.


    How could he do this? He had thousands of strokes to go. “Lord, I need your strength. I have none of my own.”


    He pulled another stroke with a fraction of his usual power.


    At best, he’d make it to Sweden. At worst, he’d fade into seafoam like the Little Mermaid and pass from the earth. Either way, he’d make sure he was never captured.


    “For Else,” he murmured, and he rowed.


    For Koppel. For Far. With each stroke, he remembered another person who had helped him. Another person to protect. Another person he loved.


    He picked up some speed and found a rhythm in his crooked stroke, as his body accepted pain as its lot in life.


    For Else. For Else. For Else.
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    STOCKHOLM
SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 6, 1943


    Laila had been so charmed by the bench along the Klara Sjö that Else hadn’t the heart to dissuade her. Although eating lunch where she’d met with Mr. Kramer wasn’t wise.


    “The Refugee Office received a report from the Swedish police.” Laila folded the paper that had wrapped her smørrebrød, and her face glowed. “Over seven thousand Jews have arrived in Sweden from Denmark.”


    Else’s mouth flopped open. “But that—that’s how many you thought lived in Denmark to begin with.”


    “More than we thought. From what we can tell, the Germans arrested four hundred, five hundred at most.”


    How horrible for those five hundred. Yet so many had escaped.


    Laila tugged at her gloves. “Plus, several hundred non-Jewish family members have come, as well as helpers, like you and the Thorups.”


    “All on fishing boats—”


    “And yachts, rowboats, whatever could sail. Hundreds, thousands of Danes working together.”


    “It’s incredible.” But Else’s fingers tangled in her lap.


    Any day now, Else’s name would rise to the top of the priority list, the weather would permit the RAF to fly, and Mr. Kramer would send for her. She had to tell Laila, and yet again she had to keep a secret from her.


    Laila patted Else’s hand. “Anytime you knit your fingers, I know something’s on your mind.”


    Else flattened her hands on her lap. “I’m going to the United States.”


    “You are? You said it was impossible.”


    Else shrugged one shoulder, reminding herself what she was allowed to tell people—and what she wasn’t. “I’m afraid I can’t tell you why, but I could leave any day.”


    Laila’s dark eyes dimmed. “I should be happy for you.”


    “Why?” Else raised half a smile. “I’m not happy for me. I’ll miss you so much.”


    “You’ll write—often?”


    “Yes. Often.”


    “I—I should go do laundry.” Laila’s gaze darted about. “Are you coming?”


    “Not yet. I need some time alone.” So did Laila. Else recognized it in her restless behavior.


    After Laila left, Else stood with her briefcase over her shoulder.


    Should she go for a walk? It didn’t appeal.


    Little did.


    Leafless trees bent over the canal, drooping branches into the water. Ferryboats and rowboats plied the waterway. Between two trees stood a smooth rock.


    Else sat on the rock with her legs tucked beside her. She pulled the Havmand figurine from her briefcase, gave it a kiss, and cradled it in her lap. Then she opened Hemming’s journal and lost herself in the pages.


    Svend insisted she keep Hemming’s things for now. After the war, she would return the journal and Bible, but she’d keep the Havmand.


    Time passed, and she kept turning pages, filling her mind with Hemming’s personality and wisdom.


    Her mourning deepened as she turned to his final entry. Only three blank pages remained, as if his journal and his life had run out simultaneously.


    He’d known his life would be short. He’d often said so in the pages.


    Else savored the last line. “The night was pure gold—the moon, the reflection on the water, the love inside me, and the goodness, the rightness of living for others, not myself.”


    His voice—she could practically hear it.


    “What a beautiful sight.” A man’s voice rose from the middle of the canal. “The Little Mermaid herself come to Swedish shores.”


    He sounded like Hemming, and Else flicked up her gaze. No, just her imagination playing tricks on her. A dark-haired man in a rowboat tipped his homburg to her.


    A flirt. Just what she needed when she was grieving a true hero.


    Else dropped her gaze to the journal.


    But . . . the man had spoken in Danish.


    He cranked the boat into a turn, rowed in her direction, and glanced over his shoulder at her. “I am much changed . . . min elskede.”


    Hemming? The word lodged hard in her throat. It couldn’t be. Yet the torso, the shoulders, the arms—like Hemming, except encased in a tailored black overcoat.


    The boat ground to shore about six feet from her, and the man pushed himself out using a walking stick and stretched to an impressive height. A white cast covered one foot.


    It couldn’t be. It couldn’t. Else gripped the wooden figurine in one hand, the journal in the other, the only remaining pieces of Hemming. Or were they?


    The man doffed his hat and met her gaze with Hemming’s deep-set blue eyes. Dark hair. No beard.


    Hemming was in prison about to be executed. Hemming stood in front of her—alive.


    Two truths that were mutually exclusive. But in this case, only one could be true.


    “Hem—Hem—you—”


    “I’m alive.” He sank to his knees before her.


    The journal and figurine fell into her lap, and she lifted one shaking hand and touched his cheek. Warm, scarred, bruised, his upper lip a bit misshapen, with a dark mark slashing across. But alive. Alive. Her Hemming.


    “How? How?” Her arms crept around his neck, and she pulled him close. He felt real. He felt alive, and her hands roamed over his back to verify it. “But you were in prison. How? How did you get out? How did you get here?”


    “My shipyard friends broke me out of the prison van with my father’s help, then I rowed to Sweden. The physicians put me in the hospital for a few days, but I broke out so I could find you.”


    Later, Else would need more details. Right now, she needed to process the truth that he lived, the impossible truth.


    “Svend took me to your apartment. Laila brought me here and pointed you out from the bridge. There you were, sitting on a rock like the Little Mermaid. I wanted to see you from the water, so I grabbed a boat. But that’s enough storytelling. I just want to look at you, hold you.” Hemming pressed his forehead to hers, and his eyes swam. “Are you—are you still mine?”


    How could he ask such a thing? She set the journal and figurine on her briefcase, and she slid off the rock to kneel in front of him, and she took his face between her hands, and she kissed him as gently as her overflowing heart allowed.


    His sigh brushed past her lips. He embraced her, practically lifting her from her knees. And his kiss—oh, surely his lip would split again.


    He didn’t seem to care. And how could she turn down such an offering?


    She caressed his face, the roughness of his cheek, the line of his unfamiliar jaw, the curve of his ear, the pillar of his neck.


    All too soon, he pulled back with a wince. “That was worth it.”


    A spot of red pricked his lip, and she yanked out her handkerchief and dabbed at it, as her gaze roved his changed image. “Your hair. Your beard.”


    “The brown will grow out. The beard—it might not grow back.”


    Her eyes filled. “Your leg? What did they do to you?”


    His gaze darkened to midnight blue. “They can no longer hurt me.”


    The memory of their last encounter slammed into her. “But I can. I can hurt you. Oh, darling. I was so wrong. You had to stay in Denmark. Of course, you did. It’s who you are. I—I read your journal, and it’s clear to me. I hope you don’t mind that I read it.”


    Hemming’s lips parted. “You did take it. The journal.”


    She pointed her gaze at the leather book. “That Monday when I came home, Fru Riber sent a signal to the Gestapo. I ran up for my suitcase and remembered what you said about your trunk. Sure enough, she’d gone through your things. I took the journal, your Bible, and this.” She plucked up the Havmand figurine.


    Hemming sat back on his heels, and his eyes stretched wider and wider. “I—I forgot about that.”


    “I ran out the back door, but they followed me. I hid overnight in the library and missed our rendezvous. Then you went back, and you—” Her voice broke.


    He captured her hand in both of his, her hand holding the merman, and his gaze grew stark and wide. “If they’d found this . . . Else, the Gestapo ransacked my room that night. If they’d found my Bible with Mor’s name. If they’d found this figurine. They—they could have linked the Havmand to Lyd-af-Lys that very night. They could have raided the villa while all of us were there. They wouldn’t have arrested just me.” Now his voice cracked.


    Laila. The Thorups. The four refugees. As well as Hemming. “Oh my goodness.”


    “You saved them all, my brave, brilliant, beautiful . . .” His cheeks puckered, and he pulled her hard into his arms. “I love you so much.”


    “Oh, Hemming. I love you too.”


    He fingered a lock of her hair. “You can call me Henrik now. Or Henning. Or Hemming.”


    “You do look more like a Henrik now.” She stroked his maroon necktie.


    He sighed, pulled back, and tipped his head toward the boat. “I’ll end up back in prison if I don’t return this rowboat soon. Come with me?”


    “You stole it?”


    “Borrowed, and for a good purpose.”


    “Careful, or your illegal ways will become a habit.”


    His eyes grinned. He grabbed his walking stick, pushed up to standing, and reached his hand to her.


    After she stashed the journal and figurine in her briefcase, she took his hand and stood.


    He helped her into the rowboat, climbed in, and used the oar to shove off.


    Then he rowed, those delicious arms doing what they did second best—after holding her. His gaze settled on her, even more delicious, but then he puffed out a loud breath. “We have something to discuss. I met with Svend this morning, and he introduced me around. They’re sending me to London. We’re working on a way to get you there too.”


    Else cringed. She was already scheduled to go to London—then the US.


    His brows tented in concern. “They want me to work with Christmas Møller at the BBC and make broadcasts as the Havmand.”


    Her heart strained, but she said what was needed. “That’s perfect. I’m so proud of you.” It truly was perfect.


    “Now to get you there. I’ll sneak you in my suitcase if I must. I can’t bear to be apart from you.”


    “Oh dear.” Else worked her lower lip. “I—I don’t want to be apart either, but I’m going to America.”


    “America?” He paused mid-stroke. “How did you manage that?”


    How could she keep secrets from him? But she had no choice. “I’m not allowed to tell you why I’m going or what I’ll be doing. I’m so sorry.”


    For some reason, that made him smile. “Continuing your clandestine ways, I see.”


    “But in America. Oh, why did I agree? I don’t want to be away from you.”


    “America.” He resumed rowing, and his eyes narrowed. “Let me work on that. The Ahlefeldts have connections, and I know people.”


    Wouldn’t that be wonderful? To be together with him? Not in danger. Not hiding their love. Could she let herself dream?


    Hemming pulled the rowboat beside a pier among half a dozen rowboats, and he whipped a rope around a post.


    Then he knelt before her and scooped up both her hands, his eyes alight. “Dr. Elsebeth Jensen, will you marry me?”


    Else gasped. For months, she’d struggled with the concept of marrying a man who could barely read—and then embraced it. Now a nobleman knelt before her, a learned man. But under the polished clothes and speech lay her darling Hemming.


    She lifted his hands and kissed them, her heart brimming. “Baron Henrik Henning Havmand Hemming Andersen Ahlefeldt—as soon as I can, I will gladly marry every single one of you.”


    He chuckled. Then he burrowed his hand into her hair and gave her kisses, over and over, from every single one of him.
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    HMT AQUITANIA, NEW YORK HARBOR
MONDAY, DECEMBER 6, 1943


    As Else fastened one button on her overcoat, Henrik unbuttoned another. He repeated the process until his wife unleashed the melody of her laughter.


    She twisted away. “We’ll never leave the cabin at this rate.”


    “That’s my plan.” He wrapped his arms around her and burrowed in her neck.


    Else chuckled and pushed away from him. “You have duties here in New York, Baron Havmand, and so do I.”


    Henrik released his hold. But only because the accommodations in their hotel would be far more . . . accommodating.


    “I do hate to leave.” Else straightened her hat. “I can’t imagine a sweeter honeymoon.”


    Henrik slapped on his fedora. While the Aquitania had been constructed as a luxurious ocean liner, she’d been painted dull gray and stripped of all niceties for her duties as a troopship.


    Even before the war, the cot would have been too narrow for him alone, much less for him and his wife. Yet the ravine between their cots couldn’t be borne.


    “Back in America.” Else’s gaze seemed distant and sad.


    Henrik handed over her briefcase. “We’ll make new friends, but no one can replace those we’ve left behind.” It had been difficult to leave Stockholm so soon after his reunion with the Thorups, the Østergaards, and Laila.


    Else gave him a brave smile and shouldered her briefcase.


    In Stockholm, Henrik and Svend had met with Danish leaders and American officials. They’d decided Henrik would work with the Danish legation in the United States to raise funds for the resistance and serve as a voice for the Free Danes.


    Strings had been pulled—snapped, really—and they’d placed Henrik and Else on an RAF Mosquito bound for London, then the HMT Aquitania bound for New York.


    In London, telegrams had flown back and forth to the US. Else had notified her family of her imminent arrival, and Henrik had told his friend Peter from Harvard, although wartime necessitated omitting ship names and dates.


    On Thursday, Henrik had an appointment in Washington with Henrik Kauffmann, the Danish ambassador to the US and an outspoken proponent of the Free Danish movement. Meanwhile, Else had her own secret meetings. Details were scarce, but she would be shuttled to some laboratory. He might not see her often for the duration, a common hardship for couples during wartime but a hardship they could bear.


    “I’m ready.” Else picked up one suitcase.


    He picked up the other. He should have carried both, but he couldn’t. With his grandfather’s walking stick in hand, he led his wife into the passageway and up the staircase.


    Henrik needed surgery. His stubbornness had delayed it and might cripple him forever in his right foot, the physicians had warned him with grave faces.


    But they’d wanted to hospitalize him for weeks. How could he? He had important plans. Marrying Else, for one.


    He held open the door to the main deck for his wife.


    In the Mosquito, he’d asked when she wanted to get married. After some dithering, she’d admitted she’d marry him “tonight if we could.”


    They couldn’t, but they’d arranged the ceremony in London within days.


    The deck teemed with men, and Else took Henrik’s arm.


    Most of the passengers were American servicemen, wounded in action and sent home for rehabilitation. Some were US airmen who had finished their “combat tours” and were coming home for rest and recreation before returning to their aircraft.


    But other civilians sailed too.


    Niels Bohr, his twenty-one-year-old son, Aage, and a handful of scientists stood at the rails, surrounded by bodyguards. Else gave the Bohrs a little wave.


    An empty spot at the rails beckoned to Henrik. They set down their suitcases, and Henrik put his arm around the hollow of Else’s waist.


    In the chill, damp air, the New York skyline rose to the low clouds.


    “There she is.” Else pointed ahead. “The Statue of Liberty. She’s never meant more to me.”


    And to the servicemen on board. Some cheered and hollered and clapped each other on the back. Some watched in hushed silence.


    Henrik leaned close to Else’s tasty little ear. “Will they throw me overboard if I say I prefer another statue of a lady overlooking the water?”


    She pressed her ear up against his lips and laughed. “I won’t let them.”


    He tweaked her earlobe with his lips. “I feel so much safer.”


    Then he rested his cheek against the crown of her hat and studied the giant maiden striding toward them, her chin determined, her eyes offering hope.


    Meanwhile, on the other side of the Atlantic, Den Lille Havfrue gazed with shoulders bent from longing and loss. “Both women speak of sacrifice, don’t they? Of giving oneself for higher ideals.”


    “They do,” Else said. “Oh, Hemming! You could use that in your speeches.”


    “I could.” The idea raced and wove together. Two nations, two women, divided by an ocean, united by ideals. Ideals not fully reached, not by any means, but ideals to strive for, and in striving for, to sometimes achieve.


    “You, my Lille Havfru”—he pressed a kiss to her temple—“are brilliant.”
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    Else held Hemming’s arm as they made their way along the deck to the gangway at the tail end of the jostling, grinning crowd.


    With a fresh haircut, most of the brown had disappeared from Hemming’s blond hair. His sores and scabs had healed, although scars remained, would always remain. In his overcoat and fedora, he looked breathtakingly debonair.


    But still her Hemming. She’d tried calling him Henrik, even Henning. But Hemming stuck. He didn’t seem to mind.


    When they reached the gangplank, Hemming ushered her before him, and she headed down the jangling path. A Red Cross table at the base greeted the servicemen, but only a few civilians awaited. How could they when no one could communicate when they’d arrive?


    “It can’t be,” Hemming said.


    “Hmm?” She looked over her shoulder.


    He stood still, staring down at the dock. “It can’t be.”


    “Henning!” a man called, echoed by another male voice, “Henning!”


    A grin broke out on her husband’s face, and he laughed and waved. “It is. Peter Lang—Paul Aubrey.”


    “Your friends from Harvard?” Else sought the source of the voices.


    A bespectacled blond man in an Army officer’s cap and olive drab overcoat waved, as did a dark-haired man in a gray coat. Two smiling women stood beside the men.


    “How did they know?” Else asked.


    “I have no idea.” Hemming motioned her onward. Down on the dock, he clasped the hand of the Army officer. “Peter Lang. How on earth did you know when my ship was coming?”


    “That’s my doing.” The brunette by his side tipped up a mischievous smile. “I’m a reporter. I have my sources.”


    “My wife, Evelyn,” Peter said.


    “I’m pleased to meet you.” Hemming turned to Else with a smile warm with pride. “May I introduce my wife, Else.”


    Else greeted the Langs and shook hands with them.


    “Paul Aubrey.” Hemming gripped hands with the dark-haired man, who wore a giant smile. “I’m glad you’re here.”


    “It’s good to see you, Henning. It’s been too long. And this is my wife, Lucie.”


    “Lucie?” Hemming’s lips warped in a small frown, then he smiled and shook the hand of a petite lady with light brown hair and a dreamy expression.


    Paul’s face grew serious. “Simone passed away in 1940. Cancer. Lucie and I have been married almost two years now.”


    Else chewed on her lip, then stopped herself. Between the occupation and Hemming’s secret life, communication had been completely cut off—and so had friendships.


    But no longer.


    Paul gestured down the dock. “We booked three suites at the Plaza. My mother is watching all our children there. I hope you don’t mind. It was Peter’s idea.”


    “It’s our five-year anniversary.” Peter held out his elbow to his wife. “We had our honeymoon at the Plaza.”


    “And on the Aquitania.” Evelyn smiled up at the ship. “Memories.”


    Else stayed by her husband’s side as they walked, but she indulged in one last nostalgic look at the ocean liner.


    Hemming turned to Paul. “I’m glad you left Paris before the Nazis came.”


    “We didn’t,” Paul said, and he gave his wife a smile. “It’s a long story.”


    Evelyn leaned around her husband with a pout. “And they won’t let me write it.”


    “After the war, ma chère,” Lucie said. “We have people to protect in France.”


    Evelyn’s eyes lit up, and she grinned at Hemming and Else. “Do you two have a story?”


    Else squeezed her husband’s arm. “Quite.”


    “One you can tell?”


    Hemming lifted that great un-bearded chin, and the corners of his mouth edged up. “That’s why I came to the United States.”


    Evelyn squealed in joy.


    “Not yet.” Peter guided her ahead. “Let them rest. They’ve had a long and tiring journey.”


    One of the tiring parts of Else’s journey had been her briefing in London. The Allies had achieved a controlled nuclear chain reaction, they’d discovered how to isolate the needed isotopes, and they’d even created a brand-new fissile element called plutonium.


    They were indeed working on an atomic bomb.


    The knowledge shocked and drained her, but she’d give her best to the project. And she’d keep secrets from her understanding husband.


    At the taxi stand, Hemming gave their luggage to a cab driver and shooed the Langs and Aubreys into their own cab.


    Else slipped into the backseat.


    Hemming joined her and draped his arm around her shoulders. “Happy to be home?”


    “Happier to be with you.” She stroked his freshly shaven cheek.


    The cab pulled away from the curb and rumbled down the street.


    In Hemming’s striking eyes shone all she loved about him, all the colors. “A prism.”


    He nuzzled close and planted kisses all over her face. “Keep talking, my love. I’ll eventually make sense of it.”


    She laughed and cradled the back of his head. “Light has no color, yet it has all the colors. A prism separates the wavelengths so the colors can be seen.”


    “Continue.” He worked his hand into her hair.


    How could she when his kisses made her delightfully dizzy? She pressed her hands to his cheeks and pulled back a bit.


    He grumbled and his lips stretched for her.


    She pacified him with a tiny kiss. “The past few years have served as a prism. Our colorless lives hit that sharp, glassy edge. We could have been broken.”


    “We weren’t.” Understanding flickered in his eyes. “The colors came out.”


    “Yes.” She saw so many beautiful colors in her husband—kindness and compassion and nobility and courage, the Viking warrior, the gentle laborer, the freedom fighter, and now the diplomatic spokesman.


    “Your colors.” Hemming’s voice grew low and husky. “So brilliant, they take my breath away.”


    He was biased, her Hemming, but she didn’t mind. “Now that the colors have been loosed, just think what we can do.”


    “Just think of the potential.” He pulled her into an embrace and a kiss overflowing with love.


    In her head spun a kaleidoscope of possibility.
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      TILBURG, THE NETHERLANDS
FRIDAY, MAY 10, 1940


      As soon as she escaped to England, Aleida Van der Zee Martens would cut her hair, read newspapers again, and have her son photographed for the first time.


      Sebastiaan approached from behind. Why couldn’t her husband ever wait until she finished brushing her hair? Sometimes he interrupted at seventeen strokes, sometimes at thirty-one, today at forty-three.


      He wove his fingers into her hair halfway down her back, and she tensed.


      In the bureau mirror, Aleida met his gaze. Warm gray today, not chilled steel.


      Regardless, every muscle stayed taut.


      He kissed her cheek. “Breakfast in ten minutes, Lay-Lay.”


      “Yes, Bas.” A smile rose. She and little Theodoor would never breakfast with Bas again.


      After he headed downstairs to listen to the morning news, Aleida finished brushing her hair. Only seven strokes remained to remove the feel of him. Not enough, but today of all days she couldn’t go above her customary fifty strokes.


      She set her brush on the silver tray, centered between her comb and her perfume atomizer. At the base of her brush lay her rings. First she put on her grandmother’s sapphire ring. Then her engagement ring, which she would sell in London.


      Her fingers trembled, and she drew back lest she knock something askew, knock her plan further askew.


      With rumors of German troops massing on the Dutch border, she’d been forced to move up her plan an entire week.


      But it was a good plan, and she coiled her hair the way Bas liked.


      After Bas left for work, while the cook cleaned up after breakfast and the housekeeper scrubbed the downstairs floors, Aleida would sneak out a suitcase. She’d already hidden her essentials and Theo’s in bureau drawers, ready to pack.


      When the housekeeper moved upstairs to scrub the guest rooms, Aleida would announce she was leaving for her hair appointment, timed for when her mother-in-law across the street was away for her own hair appointment and wouldn’t see Aleida and Theo leave with luggage.


      Tonight, she and her three-year-old boy would be safe with Tante Margriet and Uncle James in the English countryside.


      Yet her fingers still trembled.


      A voice climbed the stairs—Sebastiaan’s. Shouting orders, closer and closer.


      Her chest seized, bile rose up her throat, and she gripped the bureau top. “Not today. Please.”


      The bedroom door banged open, and Bas wrestled three suitcases inside. “We’re leaving in fifteen minutes. Start packing. Only necessities and valuables. Hurry.”


      “What?” The word poured out in a breathy haze. She did plan to pack—but not with Bas.


      He heaved the suitcases onto the bed and flung open his wardrobe. “You have family in England, ja? A cousin? An uncle?”


      She’d hoped he’d forgotten. “I—I don’t understand.”


      “Don’t get hysterical.” Bas folded business suits into the largest suitcase. “The Germans invaded at dawn. Parachutists landed at airfields and bridges. Tanks crossed the border. I can’t possibly run a profitable business under the Nazis, but I can in England.”


      Acid burned her throat, coated the inside of her mouth, corroded her hopes.


      Bas flicked up his gaze to her. “Pack or don’t pack, but we’re leaving in fifteen minutes. Cook is preparing a hamper of food, the chauffeur is warming up the automobile, and I already have visas in our passports. I planned everything.”


      So had Aleida. Her plan covered every contingency.


      Except this.
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      Sebastiaan cursed and stomped on the brakes.


      Aleida braced herself on the dashboard. They’d managed to cross from the Netherlands into Belgium, but refugees and soldiers filled all roads.


      Bas ran his hand through thick blond hair. “I have enough petrol to reach Boulogne, but not if I have to stop for these idiots.”


      A stoop-shouldered woman with a shawl over her head pushed a heaping handcart. She glowered at Aleida.


      Aleida ducked her chin. Only three people occupied their large vehicle.


      If only she could join those on foot, hide in peasant’s garb, and blend into the masses.


      Her plan lay in shards on the floor of her mind, and she tiptoed through and poked at the splinters. Could nothing be salvaged? With Bas at Tante Margriet’s, where could Aleida and Theo go to flee from him?


      A whimper rose from the backseat, and Bas scowled at Aleida.


      She offered an apologetic smile. “If I could get in the backseat—”


      “No.” He slapped the seat between them. “A wife belongs with her husband.”


      Theo slumped against the door with his white-blond hair mussed and his perfect little mouth warped by fatigue. He cuddled his stuffed elephant, cupping the floppy trunk against his cheek. More whimpers bubbled out.


      “Tay-Oh,” Aleida sang out with a sunny smile. “Tay-Oh. Would Oli like to play a game?”


      Theo blinked, sat up, and handed Aleida his best friend.


      She held the elephant down in her lap. “Oli, where’s Theo? You’ve forgotten? Please say you haven’t forgotten, Oli.”


      Theo shook his head, and his eyes shone. “Oli not forget.”


      “That’s right, Schatje. Elephants never forget.”


      Bas snorted. “Who made up that nonsense?”


      Aleida’s mouth tightened. “It’s an English saying. If you want to go to England, you’d better get used to it.”


      His gaze knifed into her. She’d pay for that flippancy later.


      But now her son needed her. She dangled Oli’s trunk over the seatback and pointed it at Theo. “That’s right, Oli. There’s Theo.”


      Giggles poured out, and Theo slithered off the seat and scooted behind Aleida. “Where am I now, Oli?”


      Aleida swung Oli’s trunk in a loop, then pointed it at her son. “See? Oli will always find you. Oli will never forget—”


      “What’s this?” Bas spoke with an air of gleaming anticipation.


      On the road, people scattered to each side, cars pulled over, people spilled out, ran.


      “Oh no.” Aleida leaned forward, craned her neck up.


      Two silver shapes winged down from the sky, spitting sparks, dragons scorching the earth.


      German aircraft!


      “Theo!” Aleida sprang to her knees and groped over the seat for her son. She had to get him out to safety. “Come to Moeder! Come—”


      The car leapt forward.


      Aleida almost toppled over the seatback. “What on—”


      Bas sped down the road, unimpeded.


      “Bas!” She ducked to see out the windscreen. “The planes!”


      “They don’t care about refugees, only soldiers. Now’s my chance.” His jaw set in that hard way of his.


      The dragons swooped lower, foul breath spinning in silver discs.


      “Theo, stay down! Cover your head.” Aleida folded herself low. Her hands formed the flimsiest of helmets. “Stay down!”


      The roar of the auto’s engine merged with the whine of the planes. Pops rang out, and Aleida screamed.


      The whining and pops veered away.


      “Told you we were fine,” Bas said. “I’m the only person on this road smart enough to see it.”


      Aleida stayed low, breathing hard, burying her fingers in the hair she’d coiled so neatly.


      He expected her to praise him for his insight and courage.


      She jammed her fingers deeper into the hated hairstyle. Why should she have to praise foolishness? Why should she have to lie to a man who endangered his wife and child? Why couldn’t she get away from him?


      Why couldn’t he die?


      Aleida choked on that dark thought.


      Bas groaned, and the car slowed. “At least I gained a mile.”


      She peeked over the dashboard. Refugees dragged carts onto the road, herded animals around . . .


      Around a horse and a man sprawled on the road.


      Red. So much red.


      Aleida gasped and clapped both hands over her face. The Germans did kill refugees. It could have been them.


      The car lurched down to the right, and Bas cursed. “Must have blown a tire.”


      What did he expect racing at such speeds? But Aleida kept that thought to herself.


      Bas eased the car into a line of trees, where dozens of refugees were setting up camp. “You prepare dinner while I change the tire.”


      “All right.” Her voice and her legs quivered as she climbed out of the car.


      She opened the back door and gathered Theo into her arms. He clung to her. “It’s all right, Schatje. You were so brave.”


      Bas shrugged off his suit jacket. “Hold this.”


      She shifted Theo so she could take the jacket.


      Bas opened the car trunk and hauled out the spare tire. “Don’t let the jacket out of sight. Our passports are in there.”


      Aleida took a step back. Another.


      While Bas changed the tire, she and Theo could walk away. Simply walk away. She could exchange her couture hat and coat for a peasant’s shawl. And keep walking.


      With her passport, she could cross the Channel. With Sebastiaan’s, she could block him from following.


      “Here’s the food hamper.” Bas set it under a tree.


      Aleida jolted out of her dream. What was she thinking? Hasty decisions led to disaster. Like marrying Bas.


      She knelt beside the hamper. “Let’s see what Cook packed for dinner, Theo.”


      He twisted to see, and she set him down.


      Aleida spread a cloth under the tree and arranged bread, sausage, gouda, and mustard.


      Bas’s tools still clanked, so she leaned back against the tree trunk. Theo crawled onto her lap, and she kissed his silky hair. Before them, golden barley waved in the fading sunlight.


      If only she could tune out the trudging feet and honking horns behind her and pretend the Germans hadn’t invaded the Low Countries and Bas hadn’t invaded her plan.


      “Green!” Theo pointed up to the leaves with his right hand, the one with no fingers, only five darling little bumps, as if his digits had been sleeping when the order to grow was issued.


      “You’re so smart, Theo.”


      “Blue.” He plopped his hand rather close to Aleida’s eye.


      She laughed and gazed into her son’s sparkling greenish-blue eyes. “Just like yours.” Thank goodness her son had inherited the Van der Zee eyes, not Bas’s cold gray.


      “Red.” Theo tugged down her lips, and he giggled.


      She kissed his hand, each darling bump, leaving lipstick behind. “Now your hand is red.”


      A click.


      “That’s swell,” a man said in American-accented English. He crouched in front of them, holding a camera and grinning.


      He’d taken their picture? Aleida’s heart pounded in hope—a photo of her son at last?—and in dread.


      “I beg your pardon,” Bas said in English. He marched over, his face a cool mask. “Did I give you permission to photograph my wife?”


      Aleida curled inward and gathered Theo closer.


      “Good evening, sir.” The dark-haired man tipped his fedora. “I’m with the American News Service.”


      Bas’s gaze bored into Aleida. “Was that thing showing?”


      “I—I don’t know.” She tugged her son’s sleeve down. “I didn’t see him until it was too late.”


      “Give me that camera.” Bas held out his hand.


      The photographer let out a scoffing sound. “I don’t need to do that.”


      “Vader angry.” Theo burrowed in Aleida’s arms.


      He was indeed. The poor American didn’t know he’d entered a bear’s lair.


      “I will tell you what you need to do.” Bas’s fingers clenched and unclenched. “I am a powerful man with powerful friends. If you print that photograph, I will destroy your career.”


      The photographer’s lips twisted in disbelief, and he turned to Aleida.


      A sob burst from Theo’s mouth, and Aleida begged with her eyes. “Please don’t cross him, sir. Please. You don’t know what you’ve done.”


      Dark eyes widened, and the man’s jaw fell slack. “I beg your pardon, ma’am, sir. I promise I won’t print the picture.”


      “If you do.” Bas’s tone rose in a clap of thunder.


      “Hey! You have my word.” He raised his free hand in surrender and hurried away, shaking his head. “Crazy.”


      The thunder rolled Aleida’s way, and Theo wailed and wound his arms around her neck.


      “Make it shut up. Now!”


      “Hush, Schatje.” Aleida rocked her boy with her gaze locked on the bear. “Hush.”


      “I’m sick of the crying.” Bas flung his hand toward the car. “Go to bed. No dinner.”


      “Yes, Bas.” Hunger was the least of the punishments she could have received.


      She struggled to her feet, climbed into the backseat, and lay down with her sobbing son in her arms.


      “Make it shut up.” Bas thumped his hands on the car roof. “Or I will.”


      “Hush, Schatje.” Her tears dampened her son’s hair. His welfare—his life—depended on his silence.
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      Salt-crusted eyes resisted opening. Aleida rubbed them, and faint daylight emerged. Then came the memory of what caused that salt, and she tightened her arms.


      Around nothing.


      Theo? Had he fallen?


      On the floor of the car, Oli lay upside down. His thick gray legs jiggled in the air.


      The car was moving.


      “Theo?” She sat up.


      Bas was at the wheel. He’d put Theo up front with him? How unusual.


      The front seat was . . . empty.


      Her mind emptied. Her lungs emptied. Her heart emptied. “Where—where’s Theo?”


      “Don’t get hysterical.” Bas honked the horn. “Hurry, you idiots.”


      Aleida’s fingers coiled into the seatback. “Where is our son? What did you do with him?”


      Bas shook his head. “Why do you always get hysterical?”


      Of all times, now she had every right to hysterics. “Where is our son? Our son?”


      “I told you to shut him up, but you never do. Is peace and quiet too much to ask?”


      “What did you do?” Aleida’s voice ground out.


      “Last night, an English couple agreed to take him to London for us.”


      “You—you gave our son to—to total strangers?”


      Bas shrugged. “You saw it yesterday, mothers shoving their children through car windows.”


      Desperate mothers, certain their children stood a better chance in a car than on foot. “But we already have a car. What on earth? Where—how—what were you thinking?”


      A horse-drawn cart stopped in front of them, and Bas stomped the brakes.


      Aleida scrambled out of the car, her chest heaving. She had to find her son.


      “Aleida! Get back here.”


      “No!” She ran down the road and wove through the crowd. “Theo! Theo!”


      She peered into the open window of a black sedan. No Theo. “Have you seen a little blond boy, three years old, with—with an English couple?”


      “No. No, I haven’t.” A middle-aged woman looked at Aleida with alarm.


      A hand clamped onto her arm, and she cried out.


      “Get in the car.” Bas jerked her around to face him.


      “I will not.” She yanked her arm in vain. Why could she never break free of this man?


      Something hardened in her, hardened so brittle it snapped, and she glared into Bas’s thundercloud eyes. “I will not go with you. I’m looking for my son, and I never want to see you again.”


      His lips curved up like a sword. “Now, why would you want to leave me? I’m the only one who knows the name and address of the couple in London.”


      Air and hope and strength leaked from her chest. She was trapped. The only way to find her son was to stay with the man who’d given him away.


      “If you ever leave me . . .” Bas’s grip drilled into her arm, dug grooves between muscles. “Or if you ever talk that way to me again, you’ll never again see that monstrosity you call a son.”


      A cry tumbled out, all her grief for Theo mingling with the burning pain in her arm.


      More cries rang out, as if the whole world wept with her.


      Someone bumped Aleida.


      All around, people scurried off the road.


      She gasped. Three black aircraft dove down.


      “Get in the car.” Bas dragged her down the road. “You’ve cost me enough time with your hysterics.”


      He didn’t care about her, didn’t care about his child, only about himself.


      At the car, Bas reached for the door handle.


      A coiled spring burst inside her. She planted one foot and spun backward, toward Bas, slammed her shoulders into his arm, broke his grip.


      She bolted for the trees.


      “Get in the car!” Bas yelled. “One!”


      When he got to three, he’d beat her senseless.


      Aleida flung herself flat under the trees and covered her head.


      The airplanes roared closer, screaming, spitting.


      “Two!”


      Aleida hunkered low among strangers crying and praying and pleading to live.


      Shots rang out, clattered along the pavement, a giant chainsaw ripping the road in two.


      “Thr—” Bas’s voice spiraled up into a squeal, almost girlish.


      The aircraft noise died down, but everyone still cried and prayed and pleaded to live.


      Bas never finished the word three.


      Aleida forced herself to stand, to walk. Numb.


      Sebastiaan Martens, a powerful man with powerful friends, lay by his expensive car, his limbs at grotesque angles, his eyes dull as ancient pewter.


      So much red.


      Aleida had wanted him dead. Now it had happened.


      But now, how could she find her son?

    

  


  
    Author’s note


    Dear Reader,


    Thank you for journeying with Henrik and Else through a fascinating time in history. The story of Denmark in World War II is remarkable and often surprising. When the Germans invaded on April 9, 1940, the tiny country fell in a matter of hours. The Germans made Denmark a “model protectorate.” Conditions were excellent, with freedoms unseen in other occupied nations and with more food than even in Germany.


    As in all occupied countries, reactions ran from active resistance to passive resistance to passive collaboration to active collaboration. Up until late 1943, the vast majority of Danes didn’t make waves, fearing the harsh conditions seen elsewhere. However, few Danes actively supported the Nazi cause. The Frikorps Danmark, Schalburg Corps, and the Danish Nazi Party were small and often mocked and derided.


    Active resistance began among the communists, an unpopular group in Denmark, leading to further reluctance to resist. Over the years, resistance groups grew, often aided by the British SOE. Real groups mentioned in the story include BOPA, Holger Danske, and the Ringen. The Freedom Council, which first met on September 16, 1943, unified these groups, and the roundup of the Jews in October 1943 led to an explosion in popularity. The resistance continued to grow up until liberation in May 1945. Real freedom fighters named in the story include Mogens Staffeldt, Erling Foss, Flemming Muus (code name “Jam”), and Christmas Møller.


    Illegal newspapers flourished in Denmark, including the papers mentioned—Frit Danmark, De frie Danske, and Land og Folk.


    Henrik’s story was inspired by Knud Christiansen, a Danish Olympic rower who is named in the “Righteous Among the Nations” by Yad Vashem for hiding dozens of Jews in his seaside home and transporting them to Sweden in his racing boat. Christiansen is among the estimated thirty to forty thousand Danes who rose, almost as one, to rescue the Jews of Denmark.


    As noted in the story, the Germans did not force the Danish government to impose antisemitic laws. Danish Jews never were required to wear the yellow star, and they kept their jobs and freedoms. Since Denmark had a small Jewish population, the Nazis bided their time.


    As tensions rose in 1943, Werner Best, the Reich Plenipotentiary to Denmark, under pressure from Hitler and Himmler, issued a decree to round up all the Jews in Denmark on a single night, October 1–2, 1943. However, he leaked the information to his friend, Georg Duckwitz, German shipping attaché in Denmark. Duckwitz, at great personal risk, informed some Danish politicians, who spread the word to the Jewish community and the resistance.


    Between 7,200 and 7,800 Jews were safely transported to Sweden in October 1943. The Germans deported 474 to Theresienstadt, but due to hounding by Danish leaders, the Danish Jews were treated well, with about 58 deaths—the highest survival rate in a Nazi-occupied country. As depicted in the novel, the Gestapo chief did indeed issue an order not to break down doors or to loot, and German soldiers often looked the other way when Jewish families passed—truly astounding. This is believed to be due to the strong protests made by the Danish population and leadership.


    The world-renowned Institute for Theoretical Physics in Copenhagen was renamed the Niels Bohr Institute after Bohr’s death in 1962. As a chemistry major, I was intrigued to find the name of this Nobel Laureate in my World War II research, and I couldn’t resist making his institute a focal point for this story.


    Bohr sheltered refugee scientists in the 1930s, was friends with many in the resistance, and sent valuable information clandestinely to the Allies—a fact I was unable to include in this story. On September 29–30, 1943, he and his wife fled by boat to Sweden, with his sons following soon after. His pleas to the Swedish king and prime minister on behalf of the Danish Jews may have helped influence the granting of asylum.


    Niels Bohr arrived in New York on the HMT Aquitania on December 6, 1943—the same day the Germans officially took over his institute in Copenhagen. However, intervention from Werner Heisenberg led to the Germans releasing the institute back to the University of Copenhagen.


    The story of atomic research during the war is fascinating. Due to their isolation, physicists in Denmark didn’t know about the key discoveries made during the war, which is reflected in Else’s story. Real-life physicists at the institute mentioned in the story include Georg von Hevesy, Hilde Levi, and Stefan Rozental. Hevesy did in fact dissolve Nobel medals in aqua regia. The dissolved gold was precipitated out after the war and cast into new medals for Max von Laue and James Franck. Hevesy received his own Nobel Prize on December 6, 1943.


    I hope this story encourages you to learn more about the big things accomplished during the war in this tiny nation.
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    Pronunciation Guide and Glossary


    Key


    U(r)—to pronounce the Danish Ø, say UR but without the R.


    (Uh)—the uh is almost swallowed.


    Dh—pronounced like th in smooth.


    Note: Å is now used in place of Aa, but it wasn’t introduced until 1948, so the older spelling is used in the novel.


    Note: in the Danish alphabet, Æ and Ø follow Z.


    Pronunciation Guide—Names


    Henrik Ahlefeldt—[HEN-rick AY-luh-FELT]


    Else—[EL-suh]


    Birgitte—[Beer-GEE-d(uh)]


    Bruun—[Broon]


    Hyllested—[HOO-luh-STEDH]


    Ib Malmstrøm—[Eeb MELM-stru(r)m]


    Janne—[YEN-(uh)]


    Jørgen Wolff—[YUR-(uh)n Vohlf]


    Kaj—[Kigh]


    Laila Berend—[LIGH-luh BAIR-en]


    Margrethe—[Mar-GRAY-t(uh)]


    Mogens—[MOH-(uh)nss]


    Ove Nyholm—[OH-v(uh) NOO-hohlm]


    Skov—[Skoh]


    Svend Østergaard—[Sven U(R)-stuh-GAR]


    Søren Sparsø—[SUR-(uh)n SPAR-su(r)]


    Thorvald Thorup—[TOHR-vel TOH-rup]


    Pronunciation Guide—Places and Groups


    Amalienborg—[ah-MEH-lyeen-BOH]


    Berlingske Tidende—[BAIR-leeng-sk(uh) TOODH-uh-n(uh)]


    Bispebjerg—[BEESS-puh-BYAIR]


    Blegdamsvej—[BLIGH-damz-VIGH]


    Bredgade—[BREDH-GAH-(uh)]


    Bøllemosen—[BU(R)L-uh-MOH-sen]


    Dagmarhus—[DOW-mar-HOOSS]


    Frederiksgade—[FREDH-rickz-GAH-(uh)]


    De frie Danske—[dee FREE DEN-sk(uh)]—The Free Danes


    Frihedsraad—[FREE-hedhz-ROHDH]—Freedom Council


    Frit Danmark—[Freet DEN-mark]—Free Denmark


    Fælledparken—[FEL-udh-PAR-k(uh)n]


    Gilleleje—[GEE-l(uh)-LIGH-(uh)]


    Gothersgade—[GOH-duss-GAH-(uh)]


    Helsingør—[HEL-sing-ur]


    Holger Danske—[HOHL-guh DEN-sk(uh)]


    Hven—[Ven]


    Jægersborg—[YAY-uhz-BOH]


    Kongens Nytorv—[kong-EENSS NOO-tohr]


    Kystbanen—[KOOST-bay-n(uh)n]


    Land og Folk—[LAN oh FOHLK]


    Langebro—[LANG-uh-BROH]


    Det lille Apotek—[duh LEE-luh AH-poh-taik]


    Lyd-af-Lys—[LOODH-ow-LOOSS]


    Nordhavn—[NOHR-hown]


    Nørrebrogade—[NU(R)-uh-bro-GAH-(uh)]


    Nørreport—[NUR-uh-PORT]


    Plads—[Pless]—place/square


    Raadhuspladsen—[ROHDH-hooss-PLESS-uhn]—city hall square


    Skodsborg—[SKAHDHZ-boh]


    Sorgenfri—[SOHR-en-FREE]


    Store Kongensgade—[STOH-r(uh) kong-EENSS-GAH-(uh)]


    Strandvej—[STRAHN-vigh]


    Søllerød—[SU(R)L-uh-RU(R)DH]


    Trørød—[TRUR-u(r)dh]


    Vedbæk—[VEDH-baik]


    Vesterbrogade—[VEST-er-bro-GAH-(uh)]


    Vestre Fængsel—[VEST-r(uh) FENG-s(uh)l]—western prison


    Øresund—[UR-uh-SOON]


    Østerbrogade—[U(R)-stuh-bro-GAH-(uh)]


    Glossary


    Aaben—[OH-pen]—open


    Boghandel—[BOH-han-(uh)l]—bookstore


    Brunede kartofler—[BROO-nedh-(uh) kah-TOHF-ler]—caramelized potatoes


    Der er et yndigt land—[dair air it OON-deet lan]—“There Is a Lovely Land” (Danish national anthem)


    Far—father


    Farfar—father’s father (grandfather)


    Farmor—father’s mother (grandmother)


    Farvel—[far-VEL]—goodbye


    Fru—[Froo]—Mrs./ma’am


    Frue—[FROO-(uh)]—Miss


    God aften—[Goh OFF-ten]—good evening


    God dag—[Goh day]—good day


    Havmand—[HOW-man]—merman


    Hej—[high]—hi


    Herre—[HAIR-(uh)]—Mr./sir


    Hyggelig—[HOO-guh-lee]—cozy, nice


    Ja—[yah]—yes


    Kagemand—[KAY-(uh)-man]—“cake man”—traditional birthday cake shaped like a man


    Kirke—[KEER-g(uh)]—church


    Den Kolde Skulder—[den KOHL-dh(uh) SKOO-luh]—the cold shoulder


    Krone (plural kroner)—[KROHN-(uh)—KROHN-uh]—unit of money


    Lille Havfrue—[LEE-luh HOW-froo-(uh)]—Little Mermaid


    Lukket—[LOH-kud]—closed


    Manuel arbejder—[MAN-oo-el AR-bye-der]—manual laborer


    Min elskede—[meen ELSS-kudh-(uh)]—my beloved


    Min kære—[meen KAY-uh]—my dear


    Mor—mother


    Nej—[nigh]—no


    Og—[oh]—and


    Onkel—[OHN-kul]—uncle


    Smørrebrød—[SMUR-(uh)-BR(UR)DH]—open-faced sandwich


    Stikker—[STIGG-uh]—informer


    Tak—[tahk]—thanks


    Tante—[TEN-t(uh)]—aunt


    Æbleskiver—[AY-pluh-SKEE-wuh]—spherical sweet pancakes

  


  
    Discussion Questions


    
      	The story of Denmark in World War II isn’t well known. What aspects of this history surprised you or made you run to the internet to check something?


      	Henrik is inspired by Hans Christian Andersen’s tale “The Little Mermaid,” which varies in many details from the Disney version. How does this tale and the statue inspire Henrik throughout the story? Are there any fairy tales or legends that have inspired you?


      	Else’s great dream has always been to be a physicist. What difficulties has she faced achieving this dream? What drives her? When she’s at the chalkboard solving a problem, she feels great joy. What in your life gives you that kind of joy?


      	Henrik has a difficult relationship with his father. How do his attitudes toward his father shift during the story, and why? How has this relationship led Henrik to “waste his potential”—and how does this change? What helps you forgive others when they hurt you?


      	All her life, Else has avoided conflict and confrontation. In what ways is this good, and in what ways is this bad? How does she change during the story? Does she “overcorrect”? Do you tend to avoid conflict—or thrive on it?


      	Henrik lives a double life. What would be difficult about this? What has he sacrificed?


      	Else struggles with her decision to join the resistance, wondering if it’s ever “right to do wrong to do right.” In what situations is it right to break the law? And when is it best to obey laws we don’t agree with or that make life difficult? Which factors should we consider in making these decisions?


      	Danish resistance ranged from “Den Kolde Skulder” to printing papers to sabotage to assassinations of Germans and Danish “stikkers.” In similar circumstances, would you be involved? To what degree?


      	Else tries to build a hedge around her growing attraction to Hemming due to their differences. How does she grow in this regard? How does she learn to balance her desires for attraction, intellectual stimulation, companionship, and character?


      	Henrik battles his attraction to Else for entirely different reasons. What factors does he have to consider? Do you agree with the decision he made in the middle of the story regarding Else and his secret?


      	Henrik tells Else that sometimes silence is courageous and sometimes it’s cowardly. What do you think of this? How do these statements inspire them throughout the story?


      	The rescue of the Danish Jews is one of the most astonishing and inspiring stories to come out of World War II. The Danes outspokenly refused to allow the oppression of other human beings—and acted on that principle. Does that change or modify how you might act?


      	Light and prisms and the duality of light (both wave and particle) are recurring motifs in the story. How do you see this in the story? Did it make you think differently about anything else in the world?
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