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      Caribbean War is the second book in the Sanguinary Longings series. Book one has three parts, and to better appreciate Caribbean War, a synopsis of key elements in Part I of the first book is provided. In wartime France in 1918, the field hospital of Dr. Cole Sterling of the American Expeditionary Force is attacked by a German unit led by a renegade German officer. Cole is the sole survivor but is hours away from succumbing from his wounds when he receives a small injection of the blood of a mysterious French woman, Aurora Cailletet. He quickly recovers from his wounds, but soon learns that his escape from death comes at a high price. He no longer can tolerate sunlight and must occasionally drink blood to survive. These limitations effectively end his career as a surgeon and his aspiration for a family. The bitterness of this loss is not outweighed by the development of enhanced physical strength, heightened senses, and substantially slowed aging. Cole is initially angry with Aurora, but she convinces him that he can still function as a doctor and encourages him to retrain as a psychiatrist. Aurora, a lay psychoanalyst instructed under the tutelage of Professor Karl Jung, starts Cole on the path to understanding Jung’s approach to psychiatry. Cole falls in love with Aurora, and they plan a life together.

      On a trip to Antwerp to see the Olympic games of 1920, Cole and Aurora encounter Marie-Henrie Cartan, Aurora’s ex-husband, with several of his disreputable friends. Aurora is greatly distressed on seeing the drunken Cartan and returns immediately to her hotel. Aurora insists that Cole wait in the hotel bar for a while before coming up to the room because she does not want him seeing her cry. When he reaches the room, the police are present, and Cole is told Aurora has been stabbed. The police cannot locate Cartan, and his friends claim that Cartan left soon after Aurora departed the restaurant. Cartan is not found as years pass, but Cole continues to want answers from Cartan and justice for Aurora.

      In Caribbean War, Cole is still sensitive to the sun, but is sufficiently improved that he can manage his affairs when necessary during the day. The basis for this change is described in Part II of the first novel, but will not be described here because the circumstances are not significant to the narrative of this book and, hopefully, the reader will be inspired to read Sanguinary Longings at the first opportunity without additional plot spoilers.
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      Havana, March 1942

      

      The roving peddler lingered across the street from the outdoor cafe where Cole drank his third coffee of the morning. The man spoke to everyone passing, hawking his wears loudly enough that Cole could hear him boasting of the superior quality and taste of his candies. He held a thick wooden staff with three, tiered, triangular, wooden shelves near the top of the pole. The shelves decreased in size going from lower to upper placement, each platform meticulously drilled with uniform small holes. Cone–shaped candies wrapped in paper rested point-side down in the hundreds of holes of the three platforms. Each candy had a protruding stick for the purchaser to hold his selection while licking the bullet-shaped treat. The peddler’s products were carefully arranged to allow him to immediately locate the flavor specified by his customer. Cole had seen him sell several of what Cole called a lollipop within the last five minutes. The man constantly surveilled his surroundings as he worked. Cole assumed that he lacked a peddler’s license and intended to bolt if he saw a policeman approach.

      Cole placed money on the table for the waiter as soon as he saw the man, for whom he was waiting, leave his hotel walking in Cole’s direction with a slim, pretty young woman on his arm. Cole intended to let them pass and then follow them at a safe distance. After a while, Cole realized that the peddler had moved and was now a few feet from the couple, who suddenly seemed alarmed. The peddler tossed his staff aside, while reaching under his loosely fitting guayabera to extract a revolver from the waistband of his trousers.

      He quickly fired five rounds, dropping the couple before they could run, as well as several people unfortunate enough to have been walking behind them. The peddler strided diagonally across the road to the corner of a side street where a small black car had just appeared. He opened the back door and as he got into the vehicle, he dropped the gun with a single bullet remaining in the chamber onto the pavement. The car was gone before policemen, running from three different directions in response to the gunfire, were at the scene.

      The whole incident seemed to happen in the blink of an eye. A large crowd from the street and the hotel gathered trying to help the surviving victims. The police were working to keep everyone away from the deceased as multiple sirens came closer. Cole stood by the café table transfixed by the sudden violence. He shook off his torpor and set out for his hotel.

      He walked up the stairs to his room on the fourth floor, not wanting to be in a claustrophobic elevator with strangers. The sudden, unexpected, bloody violence had agitated him, and he needed to be alone to regain his control and gather his thoughts. At his room, he heard loud music, and the door was now unlocked. Inside, the music blared, and a well-dressed woman with a stylish broad-brimmed black hat danced the rumba. Cole watched her rhythmic movements momentarily before he loudly shut the door.

      “ I did not expect you back for a while. I got tired of the book I brought. A little rumba seemed like a good idea,” Maria explained as she turned off the radio.

      “What is wrong? You look upset.”

      “They killed Barrios. Shot along with the girl. The bastard fired five times, killed or injured others as well, and was gone in seconds.”

      “ Who did this?” gasped Maria.

      “ A man well disguised as a peddler, except for the damage to bystanders, a very professional performance.”

      “ The carnage may have been intended to convey the message that they are utterly ruthless.”

      “Well, I certainly received the message. Except in war, I have never seen anything that brazen or as contemptuous of human life.”

      “Without Barrios, how are we to identify the agent in the Spanish embassy?” Maria asked nervously.

      “ We can hope someone besides Barrios knows something and communicates with one of your contacts in the police or the military. Since we cannot count on that, we will have to place some likely candidates under surveillance,” replied Cole.

      “ Cole, it is really just you and me. I do not have the authority to set up surveillance teams, and I do not have proof that would enable me to get help from my superiors.”

      “ I was asked to come here by the US Army to assist you, and no one in the Cuban government supports us in finding traitors?”

      “ They apparently thought Barrios would give us what we needed to prepare a case against the people sabotaging our war effort against the German U-boat attacks on our shipping.”

      “ Then why involve me if Barrios could reveal everything to Cuban authorities?” Cole complained.

      “ They wanted a representative of the United States military in the middle of the investigation to assure the US government that Cuba had nothing to hide, and your army sent you believing you were resourceful enough to ensure success. At least, that is what I was told.” Maria explained.

      “ No wonder Barrios was killed. The traitor realized that no provisions for a real investigation were made without Barrios leading the way.”

      Cole sat down and dejectedly said,” I agreed to come here at most for two weeks and, currently, we have nothing of value. Meanwhile German U-boats are killing our people and sinking millions of tons of tankers and merchant shipping throughout the Caribbean and the Gulf. I want to stop this and I do not know where to begin.”

      “ Barrios sent the message to me that he had made progress and wanted to meet you, He said that he was focusing on three recent arrivals to the embassy from Spain. He was suspicious of their real objectives. We can look at recent entries into the country with employment at the Spanish embassy. You and I can follow them to see if any act suspiciously.”

      “ To properly follow one man day and night is difficult. See if your boss can help with any of this? Learn everything possible about these men, education, training ,recent jobs, foreign travel, politics.

      “ Also, Maria you need to find a way to interview Barrios’s secretary and his wife. Talk to the girl’s family as well. You might be surprised at what is revealed. These people may have significant information that would only mean something to us. The man was murdered viciously and publicly. You can use your police credentials plausibly to try to identify the murderer. Have cards made up that identify you as a member of the special crimes evaluation unit. Then you can ask about politics or anything that the regular police might ignore.

      “ I have an old friend here in Havana who may give me some tips. His family used to be very aware of the undercurrents in Cuba. Perhaps they still are. I will try to pick his brain. Even a small fragment of information may direct us in the right direction.”

      Maria stood up to leave.

      “The ice bucket has a snack for you, some of that red liquid you are so fond of, fresh from the blood bank, thanks to my connections. I still do not believe you drink it. Yuck!Nonetheless, I want you to accompany me to an art exhibition tonight. My cousin is one of the artists. She actually has more space devoted to her work than anyone else. Your presence will support your cover story of looking for Cuban art for an American gallery. I will pick you up at seven.”

      “I noticed you did not give me an opportunity to say no,” commented Cole.

      “Of course not, saying no to me would be unthinkable,” Maria said with a smug smile.

      As Cole suspected, Maria was not punctual, but at 7:30 they walked about 15 minutes from the hotel to a stately older building where the entire ground level floor had been remodeled into a spacious well-lighted art gallery. The burly attendants at the door checked Maria’s passes for the invitation only exhibition. As soon as they entered the door, they were offered champagne, a choice of hors d’oeuvres, and a program. Well-dressed men and women milled about, eagerly attempting to see all the displays and, in many cases, speak with the artist. Maria grabbed Cole’s hand and led him directly to her cousin’s collection, which immediately caught Cole’s attention with the vivid colors and evocative portrayals of everyday Cuban life. Before he could move closer to any of the paintings, Maria had him next to a strikingly beautiful, casually dressed woman with long chestnut tresses that gleamed under the studio lighting.

      “Cole, this is my cousin. I have told her all about you, including that you are an art lover.”

      “I am very pleased to meet you, Zoraida. At a glance, I can see that Maria is correct in touting your talent. I hope you will allow me to purchase some of your work for my friend’s gallery back home.”

      “I am happy you came tonight, Cole, but everything here is already sold. I have a few pieces put back that I can show you that may be acceptable for your friend. Maria has been a bit unclear about why you were in Cuba. Is it just to acquire art for a gallery?”

      “No, I am a psychiatrist and needed a vacation. At my friend’s urging, I picked Cuba to get away. He is older and does not travel well, but he is excited about the art scene he has heard about here in Cuba. He wanted me to provide my impressions and, hopefully, bring back a few choice items for his business.”

      “If you would like, I will help you  see the work of several notable, local artists and give you a little perspective on our art community. However, as you can see we have quite an audience presently. I need to become an interpreter for my paintings. We can talk at length when we have dinner after closing.”

      “Of course, we will leave you to your work. Maria and I will look around at the other exhibits.”

      Once they were away from Zoraida, Maria said,

      “We can look at the rest of these paintings, but I will need a lot of champagne to slog through most of these dreary pretenders. As long as I am well fortified, I can keep up pretensions and make the circuit.”

      “ If you are not much of an art fan, why are we here tonight?”

      “Free champagne and to see the look on your face when you first saw Zoraida, you silly man,” said Maria with a smirk.

      After a stroll around the gallery, Maria and Cole found some chairs by a column in a back corner of the expansive room. They waited there contentedly while Maria drank her champagne and gossiped about many of the attendees. Near closing time, two men entered the gallery and walked directly to Zoraida. Zoraida smiled as she hugged the younger man.

      Cole nudged Maria.

      “That is Zoraida’s brother with some man I have never seen before. We should go over and greet them.”

      “No, in fact I have to make sure the older man does not see me. I am moving my chair so they have to walk all the way back here to see my face.”

      “Why? You seem agitated.”

      “I have not seen him in over twenty years, but I believe that is the man who murdered my fiancée in Antwerp.”

      Maria set up abruptly. “Shall I arrest him?”

      “No, I want to know why he is here and what name he is using. If he were using his real name, he would have been arrested a long time ago. I do not believe his presence in Cuba at this time is a coincidence. I would bet money he doing something in support of the Germans, probably related to the U-boats.”

      The two men left as quickly as they arrived, never glancing in Cole and Maria’s direction. As soon as the gallery owner thanked the attendees for making the showing a success, the patrons began to file out the door. Zoraida began to look around and Maria caught her eye by vigorously waving.

      “What do I tell Zoraida?”

      “We will just ask polite questions about him if she mention him. Otherwise, bring it up after we are well into our supper. We need to be casual about our interest in her brother’s companion. Whatever he is doing, I doubt Zoraida’s brother is in any danger. If we discover anything alarming, we will tell her and see that her brother is protected.”

      They found a taxi and directed the driver to a favorite restaurant in Vedado near the Hotel Nacional. There they drank beer and Mojitos while eating chicken soup, fresh vegetables, and ropa vieja. Cole as usual ate sparingly but pulled his weight with the Mojitos. While Zoraida asked many questions of Cole’s experiences with the mentally ill, he elicited details of Zoraida’s art training and goals as an artist. Eventually, Cole nudged Maria with his foot.

      “I thought I saw Roberto leaving the gallery tonight with a man. I did not see Roberto earlier in the evening. He must not have been at the showing for more than a few minutes.I would have liked to talk to him. We cross paths so seldom these days.”

      “I know. I barely see my own brother. He always has some business or favor for a friend he is rushing to accomplish.”

      “He is still studying law?”

      “So he says, but he is so active I do not know when he has time to learn anything.”

      “Do you know the man with him?”

      “Roberto introduced him, Elios Andros, a Swiss businessman, interested in the usual, sugar, cigars, coffee,  rum, and surprisingly crafts.”

      Zoraida laughed, “He is probably interested in anything that will make him some money. He was really rather dreary. I cannot imagine what Roberto is doing with him. In the last year or so, Roberto has not kept up with his old friends and is often with some very peculiar people.”

      “What do your parents say?”asked Maria.

      “My mother is concerned and my father is puzzled and angry. When Roberto is with us, we try not to ask too many questions. We do not want him avoiding his family because we are hectoring him, trying to run his life. Some of the people that he brings home express opinions that are radical, dangerously so, and they are barely civil to my parents. We have had communists, socialists, fascists, and anarchists in our house and, until recently, frequently at our table. One thing this rabble has in common is they all love to eat,” Zoraida said with a laugh.

      “One interpretation of your brother’s behavior, based on your description, is that he dislikes the current Cuban political system and is auditioning competing philosophies to know which one should replace the present structure. If you no longer have these assorted street philosophers coming to your home, Roberto has found the group he will support and is now exclusively working on their behalf,” commented Cole.

      “That is an awful thought, but you may well be correct,” Zoraida admitted.

      “This Andros may be one of Roberto’s new mentors,” said Cole.

      “Which begs the question what is Andros preaching?”asked Maria.

      “I say preach because their philosophies are intended to replace religion, restructure society, dominate people’s lives, and they all expect blind faith from their devotees.”

      “Young men often are attracted to radical ideas, which they quickly discard when they enter the work world and contemplate providing for a family,” said Zoraida.

      “True for most middle class men and young men from the working class, with fire in their bellies, wanting to better themselves, but there are many very poor, young men, especially here in Cuba, who do not see a way to escape poverty. Ironically, the privileged elites who espouse these deceptive political schemes intend to become even more privileged by leading these underdogs to a new world, where they become the masters, but, in reality, will suffer under the yoke of a new Godless cult-like tyrannical regime run by a small band of corrupt hypocrites.” Maria responded.

      “You have obviously given this a lot of thought, Maria,” said Cole.

      “Yes, Cuba has had a succession of dictatorial presidents. Machado admired Mussolini and assassinated his enemies until he was forced from office in 1933. We now have Batista, who fortunately is working with the Allies, but he violently suppresses any opposition and his government is full of corrupt officials. The very poor are not their concern, which leaves the country open to the strong possibility of revolution, which if it comes will be dictatorial and will severely limit our personal freedoms.”

      “I tend to be more optimistic than my cousin, but I do not see the horrible things she sees with the police. Cuba is a beautiful country with good people. We should be able to make things better for everyone. One thing I am sure of is violence, tyranny, and abandonment of God are not the answer to making a better country for our citizens,” said Zoraida.

      Cole had casually looked around their table to make sure that no one could hear their conversation as Maria had expressed strong opinions regarding the present government. Fortunately, there were few patrons left and the staff was preparing to close.

      “We need to take you into our confidence, Zoraida. I am looking for art, as I told you, but the real reason I am in Cuba is to see if anyone on the island is assisting the Germans, in particular their U-boats. I have that charge from the U.S. government. Maria and I are working together. We saw the man with your brother tonight. His real name is Cartan, and I am certain he killed my fiancée years ago. He is French but has worked with the Germans for years. He is dangerous, but I doubt your brother is at risk because they appear to be working together at this time. We have to find out what he is doing in Cuba and stop him from damaging the war effort.”

      “I cannot believe my brother would help a Nazi or interfere with the defense of our nation,” Zoraida responded stiffly, while darting angry looks at Cole and Maria.

      “I sincerely apologize,Zoraida, we do not disclose these things to anyone who does not need to know. You would never have known about our activities if Cartan had not made his appearance tonight. I asked Maria to say nothing to you until after supper. I wanted to hear what you were told about Cartan before you were told why his presence is so alarming.”

      “You let me rattle on about my brother’s friends without knowing you might arrest him.”

      “The police can easily identify your brother’s associates, but your loving description of his attempts to evaluate competing philosophies suggest that he is a man of character who wants the right path for his country. Somehow he is being misled by Cartan. Many people have helped individuals who lied about who they represented, sadly learning too late that they unknowingly aided causes they despised. To prevent your brother becoming ensnared with Cartan, we need to investigate what your brother is doing with Cartan and hope that we can remove Cartan from Cuba without destroying your brother’s life in the process. I know the information we have disclosed is disturbing. I accept all blame for the way we handled the disclosure. Please do not be angry with Maria.”

      Zoraida stared at her clasped hands in her lap for a while before responding, picking her words carefully.

      “I am angry with both of you, but I will put that aside for now. Cartan killed your fiancée, Cole, but you are ignoring that to learn his secrets that threaten the war effort. If this evil man is using my brother I want him stopped. Tell me what I should do.”

      “Arrange a get-together of some sort that you are certain your brother will attend, where I can engage him in conversation. He may be open about his views on Cuban politics and the war. If he is too cautious to talk openly, I may still be able get an insight into his world view and his values.”

      “I will do my best. One thing you should know, and I know it looks bad for Roberto, but he spent half a year at a university in Germany and does speak some German. I still say he would not betray Cuba.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

        

      

    

    
      The brass plaque confirmed that Cole had found the medical office of Dr. Tomas Estevez. The office, in a very respectable area of Havana, possessed a large waiting room where, late in the afternoon, a single patient sat gazing at a worn edition of Life magazine. Cole had called ahead and was taken directly into Tomas’s office. The lone patient was waiting for another doctor to call Tomas before being seen.

      “My God, Cole you look about the same as when I last saw you, and here I am, gray headed, balding and fat. I am so happy to see you. I heard you were killed when everyone in your field hospital was slaughtered.

      “I was near death but was saved by a French woman, who eventually became my fiancée. Unfortunately, she was murdered when we were in Antwerp for the 1920 Olympics.”

      “What happened?”

      “We accidentally encountered her ex-husband and his friends. I am told that he became enraged after seeing us together and managed to find our hotel, where he attacked Aurora in her room while I was downstairs. The police have not found him after all these years, but I still want justice for her and expect to get it eventually.”

      I see from these photos on your desk that you are blessed with a beautiful wife and three children. Tell me about them,” said Cole.

      “Oh, I am blessed. We are all healthy, and the children do well in school. My oldest, Armando, graduates from university soon. My practice is popular so I can afford to educate my children without financial stress. But tell me what brings you to Havana?”

      “I was asked to come here to see if anyone is helping German U-boats attack Allied shipping. Your government is being very cooperative, but there are concerns that powerful individuals are secretly providing support for the Nazis. By accident, I recently saw the man, who I believe murdered my fiancee. He spied for the Germans in the last war, and I believe his presence here suggests that the Nazis are managing some sort of operation to assist their activities. It occurred to me that you might have knowledge about certain individuals or groups that admire the Nazis. Years ago, you told me that your family was involved in Cuban politics. I thought it was worthwhile to ask if you knew of people who support fascist causes.”

      “There were some, but with the war no one is attracting attention to themselves. I will have to think about this. I can probably come up with a few names. I will have you over for dinner and will give you my thoughts then. Give my receptionist your hotel information, and I will call after I speak with my wife. We should try for later this week. Unfortunately, now I have to track down the waiting patient’s doctor, who is not returning my call. I do not want this to drag out and make me late for dinner.”

      Tomas laughed.”Of course, I would be better off if I completely missed a lot of meals. However, when you come to my home, you will see my dilemma. My wife is a fabulous cook. She will have an irresistible banquet for us.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *
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      Maria arranged a visit to her father’s farm, where they would ride horses within sight of the beautiful Sierra de los Oreganos Mountains. Maria knew that Roberto loved riding at his uncle’s farm and would readily accept her invitation. Zoraida agreed to participate, in spite of her guilt at involvement in any activity that might identify her brother as a criminal or traitor. Due to gasoline rationing, Maria, with few restrictions on her use of gasoline due to her position, drove the group in her car. They headed west out of Havana along the Carretera Central, which fascinated Cole with its heavy traffic of buses, motorcycles, horse-drawn carts and bicycles. Away from Havana, large laurels, many planted by the Spanish, intermittently made shady tunnels with overhanging interlocking branches.

      Cole and Roberto sat in the back of the car and were able to talk as they passed through the countryside. Zoraida and Maria occasionally drew attention to interesting sights along the way, but otherwise did not interrupt the men’s conversation. Cole learned that Roberto was taking some time off from his studies but planned to restart his training within a few months. Cole asked Roberto what type of law he intended to practice and was pleased when Roberto said he was interested in a political career since this gave him a excellent opportunity to probe Roberto’s political views without triggering suspicions regarding the motivation for Cole’s questions.

      Roberto was dismissive of the current Cuban leaders, but mainly spoke of the very poor who did not have a gainful living and had few opportunities for advancement.

      “If you become one of Cuba’s leaders, how would you help the poor?” asked Cole.

      “Expand education in rural areas, create many small colleges to reach more students and establish a welfare system, like they have in many countries, to protect our poorest citizens.”

      “That sounds wonderful, but many countries do not have these things due to cost.”

      “The rich will have to pay more taxes.”

      “There are only so many truly rich. Eventually, most of the burden falls on the middle class. How do you get them to support these expensive programs?”

      “A good politician educates the populace about his agenda and presents reasonable projections about the benefits to the average person and their children and grandchildren. As a society we have to invest in our future.”

      “Unfortunately, not everyone agrees on the same vision for progress.” commented Cole.

      “That is the problem with democracy. The truly enlightened with the comprehensive vision are suffocated by the anti-intellectual bumpkins.”

      Realizing he had said too much, Roberto went on,” Of course, that is the job of the politician to build a consensus in the legislature.”

      Cole shifted in his seat, stretched, and asked Maria about the horses they were to ride and about her father’s farm. The remainder of their ride was filled with chatter about the farm and Pinar del Rio province. Cole realized when they reached their destination that the family farm was better described as a plantation. The family house was a pleasant two story home with a red Spanish tile roof. Out of the car, Cole saw tobacco fields in one direction, sugar cane in another and to the North the verdant mountains.

      “You have a beautiful home, Maria, what a spectacular view .”

      “Thank you, I love my work in Havana, but I need to come home to our farm frequently. This place always reinvigorates me. I live in my parent’s home in Havana, and they are often there with me, but it is always special when we are all here together. My sister is in the U.S. at school, and I miss her, but I will not feel her absence as much this trip with you, Zoraida, and Roberto here. Come on in the house so you can meet my mother and father. By the way, my parents do not really approve of my work in spite of their initial assistance in getting me where I am. They wanted to show that their daughter could contribute to state security and compete with men, but as time has passed, they now want me in a more traditional role.”

      Cole laughed, “They want you married, safely at home, giving them grandchildren.”

      “You got it, cowboy.”

      Maria’s father, Rodolfo, greeted them all with verve and presented Cole to his wife, Maria’s mother. They were a handsome couple and Cole could see the origin of Maria’s attractiveness and sparkling personality. They were offered drinks on the patio before being shown to their rooms before dinner. Cole had to give his usual explanation for being in Cuba, which was strengthened by Zoraida’s comments on her plans for the two of them to visit some upcoming artist’s studios in a few days. The talk was pleasant and focused on the farm’s activities, with occasional questions on the activities of Zoraida and Roberto. The only sour note was Rodolfo’s disapproval of Roberto’s interruption of his studies, coupled with his intention to enter politics. Cole suspected there had been previous conversations between the men regarding Roberto’s politics and Rodolfo was distressed that Roberto was now proceeding against his advice. Cole decided to find a way to talk to Rodolfo privately to see if he could lure Rodolfo into expounding on his dissatisfaction with Roberto’s world view.

      After an excellent dinner, Maria had a horse-drawn carriage brought to the front door.

      She took the reins for a moonlight ride around the farm with Zoraida and Cole. Roberto declined the invitation to instead relax in his room with a good book. They were fortunate to have a bright full moon, whose light was unimpeded by a smattering of wispy clouds blown about by a frisky wind. By any standard, the moonlight glistening on the tobacco leaves swaying with the gentle wind was hypnotic as the carriage slowly moved along narrow paths between sections of the tobacco fields. They eventually made their way into the sugar cane with its green leaves and yellow stalks. Maria said they would harvest  both crops soon, and they were fortunate to see the fields this way before the ravages of the harvest began. On the way back to the house, Maria had the horse walking a little faster and they received a good jolt when one of the wheels struck a small mound. Zoraida was thrown off balance and grasped Cole’s thigh to steady herself. As she took her hand from his thigh she took his hand and whispered,”There a lot of bumps out here.”

      Cole smiled at Zoraida, gave her hand a squeeze but said nothing as he knew Maria would go into full match -making mode with little provocation. He also was trying to resist the enchanting Zoraida since he could not imagine telling her that he was a blood drinking freak. But having her hold his hand for the last of their ride was one of the most pleasant, peaceful sensations, he had experienced in a long time.

      On reaching home, Maria and Zoraida went upstairs to prepare for bed. Cole intended to sit on the front porch and enjoy the sights and sounds of the night for a few minutes before considering bed. As the women ascended the staircase, Zoraida turned and smiled at Cole, leaving him with the realization that his ability to resist an incipient relationship with her was nonexistent.

      “A very pleasant evening for a small excursion around the fields, and it seems you thoroughly enjoyed it, Cole,” said Rodolfo.“Come into my study for a nightcap and one of our best cigars.”

      “I would enjoy that, thank you.”

      “I have whiskey, rum, cognac, what would you like? Have a seat in that chair near my desk while I pour our drinks.”

      “I will have whatever you have.”

      “’Then we will have cognac, some of the best.”

      “I saw the way Zoraida looked at you as she went up the stairs. I was both relieved and delighted. Relieved because I was concerned that Maria was getting too close to a work colleague. Yes, I know you and Maria are working on something important, no details of course, but something significant. I was delighted to see that Zoraida is most happy you are here. She has little social life. She works much too hard at her art in my opinion. It is good to see her really smile from her heart, not a lackluster imitation fleetingly on her lips.”

      “You are quite a romantic, Rodolfo, but I will not deny our mutual attraction, although we barely know each other. Our time here and next week looking at paintings should allow us to better know each other, to see how much we really have in common.

      “If you do not mind, I would like to change the subject and talk about Roberto.You were distressed when you were told that he had paused his law studies. He told me of that decision on our drive here, but I was more concerned when he made a statement that suggested that he had embraced fascist politics, perhaps while studying in Germany. He caught himself and attempted to cover up the implications of his comment, but I had seen him, by accident, several days ago with a man that I know has worked as a German spy and that I also know is very dangerous. I am concerned that Roberto is being used and has no idea how barbaric and malevolent the Nazis can be. Can you give me any insight into his political philosophy and your thoughts on the possibility that he is assisting these people with full knowledge of their world domination goals?”

      “My God, Cole, this is awful. Does Maria know your suspicions?

      “Both Maria and Zoraida are fully aware. Zoraida is supportive of her brother and wants to believe he is being used, but at present we have no way to know.”

      “To answer your question, Cole, Roberto came back from Germany talking effusively about the German miracle under Hitler. The modern highways, the massive building projects in the big cities, the trains, the enthusiasm of the people, the huge factories, all of it fascinated him. He said several times that we needed a strong leader backed by a single party system to really get things done here in Cuba. You have to realize that this was the end of 1939. Roberto’s father insisted that he come home after Hitler invaded Poland, but it was nearly Christmas before he returned. He said he needed to complete his instruction before he could leave, and he also believed the fighting would be over in weeks, which is what many of the Germans thought.”

      “Roberto’s father insisted that he stop extolling Hitler’s Germany. I hear that many of his friends were offended as well, and I suspect that carried more weight than his father’s disapproval. I have not thought much about it in some time since Roberto has said nothing about Germany or its political system in over two years. We believed that Roberto was an impressionable young man who got caught up in the nationalism of the Third Reich and tuned out the tyranny and mistreatment that was going on around him. I assumed that as Roberto saw Hitler’s deeds over the last two years that he regretted his youthful support and wanted to avoid the subject.”

      “I am told the Germans have been playing a long game for many years building relationships in Mexico, Central, and South America. Roberto may have been identified as a possible recruit in Germany but not actually approached. I doubt he would have returned touting the virtues of Germany if he were under their tutelage at that point. Someone was probably keeping up with his activities and, with the outbreak of war with the U.S., decided to see if he would work with them.,” said Cole.

      “I can understand Zoraida’s reluctance to accept that possibility since Cuba is at war with Germany.”

      “Every thing I have told you is confidential. We all hope that Roberto is not as involved as it currently appears. I will do everything I can to avoid besmirching his name. My goal is to put an end to any assistance the Germans may receive in Cuba and hopefully see the man manipulating Roberto arrested.”

      “Thank you for confiding in me, Cole. You have given me a lot to consider. I am troubled that my daughter has to investigate her cousin, especially if Roberto is an integral part of a German spy ring.”

      “Everything about this situation is troubling for all of us,” replied Cole.
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      In the morning, Maria, Zoraida, Roberto, and Cole set out with their carefully selected mounts on a narrow, orange-colored dirt road towards the mountains. In spite of Maria’s objections, Rodolfo sent one of his cowboys to accompany them. She disliked the implication that she was not a knowledgeable trail guide herself, but relented when she realized that Enrique would be handling all their lunch supplies. They rode leisurely along the rolling countryside while Maria told Cole about the beautiful dark limestone hills, capped with extensive verdant patches, that rose before them. Cole gawked at the amazing royal palms along their way and was even more impressed when he was told of their use in building the numerous thatched huts they passed.

      Enrique rode at the end of their procession, but mid morning came forward for a quick chat with Maria.. Maria came abreast of Cole and quietly told him that Roberto, who was in front of Enrique, had been slumping in the saddle and came close to falling out several times. Cole went back and asked Roberto if he was unwell and needed them to stop for a rest. Roberto denied any problem other than staying up too late last night. Cole patted Roberto on the shoulder and rejoined Maria.

      “He said he is just tired from staying up too late, but I got a good look at his eyes, constricted pupils, bloodshot, lids a little droopy. I suspect he is using heroin, probably a  habit he acquired from Cartan, who wants to make him dependent and compliant.”

      “My God, should we just confront him?”

      “He will just deny everything and then alert Cartan. Roberto might even just disappear. Cartan would not hesitate to see that he was never seen again to avoid compromise of his mission.”

      “ What do we do?”

      “Play along for now. Treat him normally and suggest he get more rest.”

      After another hour, they reached a sparkling lake, where they stopped for lunch.

      Rodolfo’s cook had supplied them with bread, cheese, a sealed container of marinated roasted pork, and fruit. They even had a lined bag full of ice and bottles of beer. Roberto perked up after eating, which made it easier for Maria and Cole to maintain the pretense of accepting his story of just being tired and sleepy. The lake was their turn around point since they wanted to be back for dinner with Maria’s parents.

      On their return trip, they stopped at a thatched hut a little bigger than most. Maria and Zoraida knew the family who lived there since they were children. They chatted eagerly with their old friends, who once had worked for Maria’s father. Cole was included in the conversation with frequent translations from one of the two women. Maria also explained with assistance from Guillermito how the house was constructed from the royal palm, with thick slices of the palm used for the walls and its fronds used to thatch the roof. They were only in the house briefly before they retreated to the veranda, which had a tiled roof and clearly was the principal place to entertain visitors. Guillermito insisted on smoking excellent cigars with the men in their party.The wrappers for the cigars was tobacco grown in his field. Maria soon had to insist they leave in spite of Guillermito’s invitation to stay for dinner. She explained that this was their last night with her parents on this trip, and they had to have dinner there. After thanking Guillermito and his wife for their hospitality and promising to return soon, Maria’s riding party remounted their horses for the ride home. As they rode away, Cole ruminated on how standoffish Roberto had been at Guillermito’s home. For someone so concerned about the poor working man, he acted more like the new elite who would replace the current rulers, with quite possibly, less understanding and respect than the old Spanish regime or those that followed them.

      Their last evening with Rodolfo was pleasant and relaxing. Roberto was amiable at first but became peckish after dinner and claiming a headache retreated to his room. By now, everyone expected this behavior and did not comment on his absence.

      The following morning, Maria and Cole decided to let Roberto ride in the back seat of the car with Zoraida on their return to Havana. They conversed about the good times of their trip, the interesting things they had seen and, in general, stayed away from anything that would elicit a critical reaction from Roberto. Fortunately, he slept or lolled quietly against the car door for much of the trip. As they reached the edge of the old city, Roberto sat up and said he wanted to be let out at a cross street ahead on their right. Zoraida asked why, but Roberto only said he had promised to visit a friend as soon as he returned and would be home later this evening. Maria pulled up at the edge of the road just before they passed the street. Roberto jumped out with a perfunctory thanks and quickly turned the corner. Cole told Maria to wait to pull out into traffic and then to very slowly creep past the street so Cole would have a chance to see if Roberto was still walking away or, perhaps, entering one of the nearer entrances. Cole was gratified that he saw Roberto crossing the threshold of a location on the left side of the street.

      “I think I can narrow down the possibilities for where he was heading. I will come by later this evening to see what I find.”

      “Not without me you won’t. This is not a safe area after dark, especially for tourists, which is what you appear to be,” commanded Maria.

      Cole laughed, “I never thought I would be hiding behind a woman’s skirt, but hopefully my machismo will survive the trauma.”

      “What do you think Roberto is doing here?” asked Zoraida.

      “I know Maria told you last night about my suspicion that Roberto is using heroin. He could be seeing a dealer or Cartan and, possibly, Cartan is his supplier.If I were a betting man, I would wager that Roberto never used drugs before Cartan came along.”

      “I believe I would have noticed. He has slowly pushed old friends away since returning from Germany, but that seems to about politics and Roberto pontificating about his vision for Cuba in a way that is offensive to many people. What we saw recently is not my brother of even a few weeks ago.”

      “ Maria is trying to identify when Cartan arrived in Cuba, but for all we know he popped out of a U-boat.”

      “I am terrified for my brother if he is using heroin. I have heard it is so addictive that no one escapes its clutches.”

      “Yes, it is very addictive, but some people do stop heroin and never use it again.”

      “I know you have to investigate without alerting Cartan, but I cannot allow Roberto to continue using a narcotic for long. My father would not hesitate to forcibly sequester him in a locked facility if he learned of this, and he would never forgive for not telling him about the danger to his only son.”

      “I completely understand your concerns. Maria and I cannot allow this situation to protract. The longer Cartan is free to move about the more extensive his spy network will become. The Allies are losing significant ships and cargo weekly. We have to shut down Cartan’s contribution to the war very shortly.”

      “I do not want to give you an ultimatum, but if Roberto becomes too erratic,I will have to go to my father.”

      “I doubt that Roberto will become more obviously impaired. Cartan wants him bent to his will and dependent on him, but he does not want Roberto calling attention to himself. We have some time yet to find and arrest Cartan and get Roberto into a safe medical program.”

      “Cole, I think we should check out that street tomorrow, not tonight. We could easily walk into a fight with no backup if we go there this evening. We will walk by early in the morning to get a look at the situation and then go back during business hours to get inside the building when I can arrange for someone to be nearby if needed,” suggested Maria.

      “I am fine with that. I would rather there is little chance that Roberto is present when we go inside the building.”

      “We are supposed to visit an art studio tomorrow afternoon,” Zoraida reminded Cole.

      “I would not miss it. I will meet you for lunch before we see the paintings.”

      “I can cancel the visit with no problem since the paintings are probably a distraction for you trying to stop this Cartan.”

      “Absolutely not, I promised to bring back some handsome paintings and I will, especially now that I have you to see that I do not make a fool of myself with my selections.”

      Zoraida laughed, “So if your friend does not like the selections, you can blame me.”

      “I had not thought of that, but it is an outstanding strategy,” Cole responded.
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      Not much after six in the morning, Cole stood at the street corner and watched Maria walk down the street to  where Roberto had turned into a doorway yesterday. She turned to face Cole, who waved here farther down before nodding his head and joining her. Maria was carefully examining the shop and all it’s signage, when Cole reached her.

      “What is it?”

      “A botanica. They sell Santeria supplies and perform ceremonies. This is not a usual botanica. The priest here is a mayomberos, a witch who practices black magic. His spells are for revenge, power over others and avoiding consequences of crimes. Mayomberos are feared by many, even by people who regard Santeria as superstition.”

      “Does Roberto practice Santeria?”

      “Not in the past, no one in my family does.”

      “I think Cartan dabbled in the occult. This could be a meeting place for Cartan and Roberto. Maybe this is where the heroin comes from.”

      “Mobsters selling drugs often seek protection for their activities with black magic. There could be a connection here,” agreed Maria.

      Cole and Maria returned at 10 with Cole intending to play the naive tourist with his Cuban friend wanting to purchase Santeria souvenirs as presents for friends back home. The shop was poorly lit with minimal sunlight from the front window and several large candles scattered around the displays. A small bell on the door announced their entrance to the occupants in the rear of the shop. In time, a tall, wiry man dressed in black ambled from the back and in a soft voice asked how he could help them. The lighting gave him a shadowy presence, undoubtedly an image he cultivated. Maria explained in Spanish their mission in his shop. The man replied that he did not cater to tourists, that his merchandise was for serious devotees only. Maria asked if he would consider selling some small statues of one of the friendlier orishas to her friend since they were here in his shop. After a brief hesitation, he went to a cabinet and withdrew a small statue of a muscular, bare-chested man wearing red and black pants, a white sash, a necklace of red and white beads and wielding a double-headed axe. I have several of these that I will sell you he told Maria. How many do you want?

      “Who is he?” asked Maria.

      The man laughed, “You do not know Chango, a very popular saint, among Catholics he is Santa Barbara. With us, he is the saint of fire and war.”

      “How much for six of them?”

      “I only have four.”

      Cole had wandered off examining what merchandise he could see along the perimeter of the room while Maria negotiated the sale. He did not even discern light behind the curtain from where the man had entered the sales area. What he saw on his brief survey revealed nothing useful for their mission. He saw Maria had completed the purchase and took the paper wrapped statues from the man. Cole knew that she would ask him now if he permitted guests at his ceremonies. As Cole anticipated, the man began to shake his head vigorously and seemed to be a little heated in his remarks. Maria thanked the man and taking Cole’s arm guided him out the front door.

      “I gather that was not a no, but a Hell No.”

      “He was rather offended that I would ask him to permit unbelievers at his rituals.Especially, since he had generously sold us Chango, which coming from his premises has real power. I thought it an excellent time for us to move on.”

      “I could say that was a complete bust, but we came face to face with a man that is almost certainly part of this spy ring and, at least when we were there, I heard no sounds of activity in the back or the upstairs. Knowing that is useful should we decide to search the building. By the way, I am shocked that Saint Barbara is really a guy.”

      “Here you carry these scary things. Saint Barbara was not a guy. The African gods were worshiped by the slaves through an image of a saint. Gender did not matter, but do not think that I do not know that you are teasing me. I hope those creepy statues stare at you all night long while you sleep.”
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      Cole invited Maria to join him and Zoraida for lunch, but she declined, saying she had real work to perform. Zoraida met Cole at an outdoor cafe near the studio of a painter they were to visit. Cole told her of their visit to the botanica, and she confirmed that Roberto had never shown any interest in Santeria or black magic. She added that Roberto had seemed his usual self this morning and had been pleasant to her, giving her hope that he was not too deep in the throes of addiction.

      After eating, they lingered over coffee. Cole knew that Zoraida wanted a serious discussion about something, but was unsure of the subject of her concern.

      “Maria knows I am attracted to you so she told me confidential information about you that sounds ridiculous. She loves to tell me fanciful stories because I am so gullible, but she insists that her claims are completely true. I do not know what to believe.”

      “What did she say?”

      “That you were not an ordinary man. You have to drink blood to live, age slowly and can be injured by the sun, which is why you wore that ridiculous sombrero with greasy stuff on your face when we were riding at the ranch.”

      “Everything she said was true except the part about my sombrero being ridiculous.”

      “Actually, I said your sombrero was ridiculous.”

      “Then I am even more crushed. I will tell you why I am this way another time, but I can assure you, I did not choose this for myself, and I have no way to change it. Please understand that this information is secret. You can never repeat it to anyone. To divulge it would ruin my life, but with a war on, it is also a state secret of some importance.”

      “Why am  I so attracted to you? I am a very traditional Catholic woman and should be  repulsed by your very existence, but instead want you to kiss me.”

      “Here?”

      “No, of course not. I am talking about my inexplicable need to be with you in spite of your demon-like nature.”

      “I do not feel demonic, and I am sure I am on the side of the good guys.”

      “I certainly hope so. May I see you drink blood? Maria said she watched you while you drank a glass of it and was thoroughly disgusted, but she still likes you.

      “You do not believe that you will be repulsed?”

      “If that breaks the attraction, then the attraction was not meant to last.”

      Zoraida stood, “We need to leave. I hope I can focus on our visit. With my world turned upside down, I feel very odd and find it hard to concentrate.”

      

      Diego was a short, plump man with an agreeable smile dressed in paint-spattered cotton shirt and pants.

      “Welcome to my studio and my home since they are one and the same. I am a traditionally trained artist but have chosen to adopt a style called naive art. There are a few of us in Cuba and most of us are trying to say something about our unique physical setting and our cultural identity deriving from our European and African roots. We throw in the spiritual as well, Catholicism, Santeria, and the fragments of African culture that surround us. My paintings may pay homage to different aspects of our culture depending on the specific subject of a particular painting. Come, I will show you a few examples.”

      “This painting of peasants eating outside surrounded by birds, rabbits, and deer in a setting of lush flowers and ornate trees is vivid and colorful, except notice the sparse and colorless food on the table. The people have pleasant expressions on their face. They are trying to enjoy life even with its hardships. The emphasis is on living things, not the inanimate objects. The perspective of the painting is off and some objects appear to float. Overall, it is a childlike, fantasy scene.”

      “You may say but this is not really art, but look carefully at Henri Rousseau’s paintings or much of Gauguin’s work. Come, I have several other paintings for you to see.”

      Zoraida and Cole followed along and were entranced by the paintings and the verbose, enthusiastic Diego. Eventually, he wore down and sat with them over glasses of wine. Cole wanted to defer to Zoraida’s professional judgment, but decided to mention the five painting that appealed to him the most. Since he intended to purchase at most three, he wanted Zoraida’s thoughts. She agreed with the quality of his favorites but suggested he purchase two of the five and consider for the third a painting of dancing in the streets at carnival. After looking at it again, he agreed and asked Zoraida to choose the other two selections from the five. Zoraida negotiated a price acceptable to Diego and Cole. Since Cole wanted the paintings sent directly to the Tennessee gallery, Zoraida said she would arrange for the pickup, packing, and shipping of the art. After they left the clearly pleased Diego, Zoraida walked with Cole back to his hotel, where she engaged a taxi to take her home. Before getting into the vehicle, she turned and gave Cole a lingering kiss on the lips. She smiled and said, “Just to be sure that I can kiss lips that swill blood.”

      

      Maria had asked her boss to assign someone to watch the botanica but because of the difficulties in secretly observing the store on its narrow little street, Maria had to settle for frequent, brief observations. A man fitting the description of Cartan was seen entering the store in the early evening and was followed to an upscale, but unremarkable, house a couple of miles away where it appeared he was living. After a quick phone call, continuous surveillance was arranged. Maria’s boss wanted to arrest Cartan immediately, but Maria convinced him to observe the house for a few days to try to identify Cartan’s associates. When Cole was told, his mind agreed with Maria, but his blood-drinking gut response was to want to burst into the house and force Cartan to reveal everything about Aurora’s death, as well as every detail of the Nazi spy network in Cuba. Cole slept poorly that evening with dreams of Cartan punished by the legal system alternating with revenge fantasies where Cole administering his own brand of punishment. He was jarred from fitful sleep a little after six by a red-faced, angry Maria banging on his door.

      “What is going on?”

      “Our watcher was found dead just after first light with a black dagger(black blade, black handle) in his heart. The watched house and the botanica are vacant. Cartan and the Mayombero are in the wind. My boss is furious that I talked him into waiting to arrest Cartan.”

      “What are you doing to find them?”

      “We have contacts in the Santeros, who despise Palo Mayombe, and will see that any information that comes their way will funnel to us. We are searching the botanica and house carefully to find any scrap that might suggest where they might go to hide. We will also talk to other Mayombero to see what they know about our missing Mayombero.”

      “I would think they would protect one of their own.”

      “We do not really know if he is a Mayombero. His botanica has only been at that location a few months, and, even if he is a real Mayombero, he may come from another part of Cuba. If the local Mayombero are suspicious of him, they will not protect him, especially after I hint that he is working with the Germans.”

      “I hate to say it, but Cuba is a very big island. They could be anywhere.”

      “I think they will stay close to Havana. I believe they have sources providing details regarding ships going in and out of the harbor, and I believe that they are getting shipping information by radio from informants in many Caribbean ports. All this information is probably analyzed and selectively transmitted to the U-boats so they are not just dependent on chance encounters with Allied shipping, especially the oil and fuel tankers.”

      “I agree. We have discussed this scenario before, but what does the Spanish embassy have to do with all this? Barrios would not have been killed if there was not a connection they did not want revealed.”

      “We are still looking at all their employees. Nothing stands out so far. They may have spies using diplomatic immunity for protection, their radio traffic may be manipulated by the Germans, diplomatic bags may be being misused. Possibly, it is one particular diplomate, a German plant, who is assisting Cartan with anything he needs. To really help Cartan, this person would have to know Cuba well, so a high placed official who has been here a while. Maybe Barrios saw something that made him realize that this person was not in the service of Spain.”

      “Is there anything I can do to help?” asked Cole

      “Think about everything we know about these people. See if I am missing something. I will meet you later today. Before I leave, give me all the Chango statues. The lab people will examine them carefully to be sure they is nothing hidden in them or anything toxic in their construction then they will destroy them. The Mayombero took money from you that I had passed to him. In his world, he could use the money to place a curse on us and the statues. Destroying the statues decreases the strength of the curse.”

      “You are taking this guy very seriously.”

      “I told you many intelligent people are afraid of Mayombero. I have heard too many stories not to want to be cautious about his powers. Underestimating him could be lethal.”

      “Maria, have you looked carefully at the official biographies of the top five or six people in the Spanish embassy? Some of their prior postings may have positioned them for Nazi indoctrination or, possibly, where they may have been compromised and are now being blackmailed to serve their new masters. I would like to see their histories myself. Something in their past might lead me to want to more closely investigate them. I can be very intuitive at times. At least, it will be helpful to know more about these people.Eventually, knowing who we can trust becomes important as well.”

      “I will bring you everything we have on file for them when we meet later today.”
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      “You were not exaggerating,Tomas, your wife is an amazing cook, and she does place a banquet before you. Resolutions to limit consumption can not stand before such a feast. You are fortunate to have such a devoted wife and children. I am happy for you that life has treated you well since we were in that awful, dispiriting blood bath in France.”

      “Thank you,Cole, I sometimes feel guilty here in my comfortable home when so many died or were horribly maimed. As I get older, I increasing think of all those young men, whose lives were prematurely ended or permanently ruined, and now we are in another war.”

      “In spite of their declaration of war, Cuba is not sending troops so you do not have to worry about your oldest boy going off to fight.”

      “With the U-boats attacking and damaging our economy that could change, and we have many volunteers joining the U.S. army so who knows what will happen in a few months.”

      “Stopping those U-boats is the main part of my mission, which is why I hope you have some information for me about fascist sympathizers.”

      “Probable nothing useful. As you may know, for several years throughout Latin America many political groups have pushed Falangism, adopting the Catholic fascism of Spain modified to their countries’ unique circumstances. Here in Cuba, they did not amount to much. A small group was made irrelevant a couple of years ago by a new law barring their ability to refer to the guiding principles of foreign political entities. I have the names of the key figures in that organization on this list, along with four other prominent Cubans who were vocal in their support of fascism for Cuba until Pearl Harbor. None of these people call attention to their opinions anymore. I doubt any of these people are actually aiding Nazi spies.”

      “I will look into their current activities, but I suspect you are correct. I have one more request for you. Do you know anyone who works in the Spanish embassy?”

      “No, but I know a man who does repairs for the embassy. He has for years. He has worked for me as well. He is rather coarse and venal. Whether you want information or a task performed, expect to pay well for it. I will add his name to the list. I will not ask why you are interested in the Spanish embassy, and I did not give you this contact. You should be very careful. If the people you are seeking, identity you as a threat they will not hesitate to remove you from their path.”

      “I have already seen their handiwork up close. I appreciate all too well their disregard for human life. I will also not do anything that would cause them to look in your direction. I will head home now . I know you get up early to round at the hospital. Thank your wife again for me for an enjoyable evening. I promise I will see you on another occasion before I leave Cuba, my friend.”
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        * * *

      

      Cole did not see Maria for a couple of days after the murder of the observer. A somber Maria brought Cole the papers he had requested with the biographies and routine surveillance reports for the top officials in the the Spanish embassy. She said he could look at the files but had to review them in her presence and could not make notes. She sat grimly while he reviewed the papers. Cole could see from her appearance that her life had been Hell for the last two days. He suspected that she came close to losing her job and had that occurred they likely would have sent him home. The biographies were vague at times. The Spanish civil war had only been over a few years and all of these men were Franco partisans, but the war had so many atrocities that specifying where they had served in those chaotic, bloody three years could generate dark questions that would hinder their work as diplomats. The absence of details about their involvement with the German and Italian fascist troops that had assisted Franco’s campaigns made it difficult to spot the fascist true believers in this group. What caught Cole’s attention was the education, medals, commendations and military background of the deputy chief of mission. All these things suggested he had been with Franco from the beginning and had the background to be a committed fascist, one who believed in world domination with Hitler at the center of the empire, with Franco free to control much of the Latin world. The sparse facts and Cole’s intuition told Cole that this was their man, but what he was doing to help Cartan remained unknown.

      “Maria, I am finished with the files, and I believe the man assisting Cartan is the embassy’s deputy chief,Faustino Amaro. If you can discreetly observe him for awhile, you may see suspicious behavior, contact with our suspects, or with known criminals.”

      “I can try, but I do not have much faith that my people will listen to me at this time.”

      “Try, we are only asking for monitoring of one man when we would should monitor the entire lot. I can see how hard this has been for you. They should not blame you for the death.Trying to identify all co-conspirators is vital. There are always risks with any mission. Is there anything I can do to help you?”

      “What you are doing trying to catch Cartan is all I can ask of you and being my friend helps too. Oh, call Zoraida, she wants you to take her dancing. I would love to be present with you dancing the Danzon with her, but I must spend all my time chasing the murderer of one of our own.”

      “What is the Danzon?”

      Maria smiled her familiar sly smile, “You will see.”
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        * * *

      

      Gregorio Fernandez met Cole at an out of the way sidewalk cafe where the two men sat at separate small tables a few feet apart. Gregorio faced toward the sidewalk and seemed to be conversing with a tablemate, who spoke no English, according to Gregorio. Cole endeavored to appear enthralled with a newspaper while facing away from the sidewalk. Gregorio spoke English well, which he attributed to the many services he had provided for the English and the Americans over the years. Cole could well imagine how murky some of those services had been.

      “Do you want to take something from the office of the deputy chief of mission?”

      “No. I only want to examine the contents of the office, especially, some of the papers,” Cole replied.

      “That one is no fool. I doubt you will find anything harmful to him in his office.”

      “There may be information there that is not as innocent as he believes.”

      “A lot of risk for a small possibility of discovering gold.”

      “If you want the gold badly enough, you do what you have to do.”

      “If they suspect someone got in that office, they will suspect me as an accomplice. I would be lucky if all that I lost was my job. So, you are not the only one taking a risk.”

      “Neither of us can afford discovery. How long can I safely stay in his office once you get me there?”

      “At best, twenty minutes.”

      “Does he have a safe?”

      “Probably, but I have never seen it. You certainly cannot blow open a safe and avoid detection.”

      “I do not have to blast it open. I can probably open it with no trouble.”

      “Remember at most twenty minutes, not much time to search an office, without  leaving evidence of your presence, and open a safe as well.”

      “How are you getting me inside?”

      “I am installing tile in an updated bathroom. This man will be my helper. He has to discard old tile outside and will let you in when he takes out his first load, and you will leave when he removes the second load of debris. The guards are used to us and do not stay with us while we work.”

      “When do we go?”

      “When do you pay? Half up front and half when you leave the building.”

      “How much?”

      Gregorio placed a slip of paper onto Cole’s table.

      “You must think I am your gold mine? This is a ridiculous sum.”

      “This is a high risk job. I will not chance it without proper compensation.”

      “I will pay you half.”

      “Ninety percent.”

      “Sixty percent.”

      “Eighty percent.”

      “Seventy five, but no extra expenses.I will pay you half when I get to his office and half when I leave the building.”

      “All right. We go the day after tomorrow. Dress like a workman. Wait at the corner of Trocadero and Agramonte at seven in the evening. I will pick you up in my old Ford. We go now. Wait a while before leaving.”
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      Cole was early for the meeting to look for any indication that he was being set up by Gregorio. A little after seven a beat-up Ford pickup with a heavy canvas tarpaulin covering the bed of the truck pulled to the curb and the passenger side door swung open with a loud creak. Cole climbed in next to Gregorio who left the driving to his employee. Gregorio instructed Cole where to go when they let him out near the embassy and where to stand while he waited near a small, side gate. After Gregorio let Cole out of the truck  without coming to a full stop, Cole leisurely strolled to where he had been told to wait. After about half an hour, Gregorio’s man came out and opened the gate and led him into the embassy, where they quickly climbed narrow stairs, intended for use by workmen and junior staff, to the top floor of the building. Gregorio whisked Cole into the deputy chief’s office.

      “Be very quiet. Two embassy staff are working further down the corridor. Your twenty minutes start now.”

      The deputy chief’s domain was not spacious and somewhat cluttered but was adequate for him to receive occasional visitors. Cole examined folders on and in his desk and made his way around the room to look for concealed items before opening a solitary metal file cabinet. A single locked drawer was opened by Cole within seconds. Nothing so far was of any interest to Cole, who was hampered by his, at best, fair ability to read Spanish. Having discovered the safe behind a thick-framed painting when he had made his parameter check, Cole now rushed to open it before Gregorio returned. With his ear pressed against the safe, Cole rotated the dial until he heard with his exceptionable hearing the expected clicks. On the third try, the safe opened, revealing a few documents, which Cole carefully removed. All but one pertained to embassy business. The odd item  was a letter in German and included a Spanish translation. Cartan’s name appeared in the text, which appeared to specify what assistance he was to receive along with details regarding communication. Cole placed the letter under a desk lamp and took several photographs with a miniature camera before returning the letter to the safe and rehanging the painting. Gregorio slipped into the room seconds later and hustled Cole back to the stairs, where Gregorio’s assistant waited. The men went down the stairs quickly, while trying to minimize the din from the reverberating clatter of their shoes on the wooden treads.

      Before they started down the stairs, Gregorio’s assistant had given Cole a bulky bag full of small pieces of the tile they were removing from the bathroom. Once outside the men walked over to the large bin near the gate where Cole had entered embassy grounds to dump the contents of the bags. One of the embassy guards waved and approached.

      “Do not worry, he will probably think you are Gregorio in this light. Stay by the bin and keep your hat pulled down. I will go forward and talk to him. He likes cigarettes and sports. I have a just opened pack of cigarettes for him and tickets. We are buddies. I will get him back on patrol and away from us.”

      For a man who did not understand English, Gregorio’s assistant spoke it very well Cole thought as he lit a nice habanero cigar, keeping his back towards the conversing men.The guard waved at him as he walked away.

      “I told him Gregorio bought the tickets for him. The guards are used to Gregorio being standoffish but occasionally giving presents. You played your part well, especially with the expensive cigar. Come on, time to go, follow Gregorio’s instructions on getting home.”

      Maria delivered the camera to the laboratory staff later that evening and had enlarged prints of the letter the next morning. She met with officials from several government departments at an early morning meeting called by her supervisor where there was some alarm that the document had been obtained illegally from Spanish territory. Maria claimed that she did not know anything about this plan until she received the camera, which was in part true since Cole knew that she would have to claim no foreknowledge of the mission and did not reveal the details of his operation. After expressing concern about how the letter came to their attention, the group agreed that the letter validated their suspicions about the intentions of extreme fascist elements within the Spanish government. Maria explained who Cartan was and the likelihood that he somehow provided intelligence assisting U-boat attacks on Allied shipping and might also be coordinating a German spy ring in Cuba. She concluded with the death of their officer and the disappearance of the suspects. Several of the men knew some of these facts, but many were visibly shaken that the war had arrived so early on their shores. After receiving the assembly’s thanks, Marie was excused before the meeting began discussion of this blatant challenge to Cuban sovereignty. As she stood to leave, one of the conferees asked what she needed for her investigation.

      “More people, both for surveillance and for the investigative component.”

      As Maria left the conference room, her tired mind ruminated on two things, gratitude that the men had taken her and her report seriously, and awe at the hideousness of the green paint on the walls of the conference room.

      Two days later, Mariel police forwarded a report of a sighting of a man matching Cartan’s description. Maria and two policemen drove the roughly forty kilometers to Mariel and, after talking to the police chief, walked around the market area asking people if they recognized the passport photograph Cartan had used to enter Cuba. Two responded that they had seen the man late afternoon yesterday. Maria’s team found three locations, in the vicinity of the sightings, where they could observe a good portion of the market inconspicuously. Shortly before the market closed, a tall man, dressed casually, carrying a shopping basket stopped at a stall with a display of moro crabs . Maria and one of the officers moved quickly to arrest the man, who, unfortunately,                                                                                                                                spotted their approach while they were still some distance away. He raced to the opposite side of the square where the driver of a parked car started his engine and pulled forward to meet Cartan. Maria’s policemen were near Cartan when he turned and shot the closest man in the chest, who fell directly into the path of the second man, tripping him and landing him at Cartan’s feet. Cartan jerked the man up and threw him into the back of the sedan, which sped off with the back door still wide open. Maria could see Cartan pistol-whipping the policeman as the sedan, driven by the fugitive Mayombero, turned a corner to exit the square.

      In the early morning light of a rosy sun barely above the horizon, an elderly farmer approached the pale, blood-drained body of the abducted policeman under a ceiba tree at the edge of his field. His hands were folded in a semblance of prayer, his face covered with strange symbols drawn in blood and his skull distorted and lopsided. The old man removed his hat, crossed himself while muttering a prayer and began to weep.
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      Maria was sent home after the encounter with Cartan and assumed that, in time, she would be discharged. However, within three days she resumed her duties after all the facts of the incidence were known and after testimony from a Mariel policeman who saw everything that occurred. Cole had been told the basics of the events at Mariel, and was receiving the surveillance reports related to Amaro, but he was rapidly becoming agitated without Maria as his partner. She returned just before he lost all patience with her department.

      “I was very worried about you. They were not treating you fairly, and I told them that I  could not carry on without you.”

      “That helps explain why they reinstated me so quickly. Cartan is fast and strong. Someone can not understand how he dominated us so completely unless they see it themselves or have a reliable witness. The Mariel policeman validated my report and you stood by me, but if anything like this happens again,they will terminate me.”

      “Cartan and his Mayombero have the advantage. We do not know their overall agenda, limitations, or resources. Do you have any idea where Roberto has gone? I cannot see why they would want him in hiding with them.”

      “He told his parents he was going to visit a friend in Santiago de Cuba, but the name he mentioned is unknown to his other friends and to Zoraida. As you know, he claimed he barely knew the man he thought was Swiss and insisted that he told us all he knew about him, but considering that he left town the morning after our man was killed with a ritual knife, he, at the least, is shielding these villains. I will not and cannot protect him. I can only hope he is only marginally involved with their crimes. Maria has convinced herself that Roberto has been mislead by these people and is now hiding from them and the police.”

      “The police are looking for him throughout Cuba?”

      “Yes, I had no choice. We have to interrogate him as a suspect or accessory in all these crimes. I have not mentioned that to his parents or Zoraida, but they know we need to find him.”

      “Ironic isn’t it. The one person who almost certainly could help us is someone we all want not to be permanently damaged by the investigation.”

      “If evidence of Roberto’s involvement in these crimes is obtained, I will immediately be removed from this investigation. I hope for Roberto’s sake and for our work as a team that does not occur. Did anything useful come from surveillance of Amara?”

      “No, but he eats lunch every day alone at the same restaurant, inside not patio, where it would be easy to slip him notes or where he can appear to be having a brief, innocent conversation with a stranger but without being overheard. We will have to try to see if we can get a closer look when he is there.”

      “I need to leave. I have to catch up on my work. Take Zoraida for dinner and dancing . She is stressed about Roberto, but she is unhappy that you have not spent time with her. Just think, what an act of kindness on your part to spend an evening with a beautiful woman, who, inexplicably, is fond of you and wants to be near you, in spite of your preferred beverage.”
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        * * *

      

      Cole left the evening arrangements to Zoraida. They met for dinner next door to the night club chosen by her. The conversation at dinner had been somewhat awkward at first due to Cole’s inability to discuss his investigation or to reassure Zoraida regarding the missing Roberto. They managed to keep their anxieties at bay by Cole talking about some unusual psychiatric disorders he had encountered over the years and Zoraida responding with her stories of neurotic artists she knew from her student years in France. They ate late and took their time with dinner waiting for the orchestra to begin at the club. They were in a happy, relaxed mood as they were escorted to their table, while watching the crowded dance floor attempting the slow rumba of Cole Porter’s Begin the Beguine.

      Cole whispered in Zoraida’s ear, “I do not think the other Cole would think they are doing justice to one of his greatest works.”

      Zoraida began to giggle, “We will see how well you do later, smart guy.”

      Zoraida had explained earlier to Cole that this was an unusual night club for Havana.The band performed a lot of music from the states initially but transitioned to more Latin music later in the evening. She chose this to make it easier for him so he would be comfortable dancing with her before she tried to instruct him in the rumba and mambo.

      “Maria said something about the danzon.”

      “Did she now? I will let you watch the dance first before you attempt it.”

      They ordered drinks and listened to the music while waiting for them, but just before they arrived, Glenn Miller’s “Moon Light Serenade” was played. Zoraida took Cole’s hand and led him out onto the parquet, where they swayed a little with a slow two step. With the last note of the Serenade, the pulsating “It Don’t Mean a Thing (If It Ain’t Got That Swing)” sent the placid dancers into a frenzy of swinging hips and arms as they responded to the pounding rhythm of the orchestra. Without pause, the music continued with a scorching version of Miller’s “ In the Mood “and so it continued until the orchestra took their first break. Cole and Zoraida returned to their table with the neglected, room temperature drinks, which they gulped and immediately signaled for another round. They were damp with perspiration, and the breeze from the ocean coming through the many open panels along the walls began to cool them as they sat.

      “That was incredible,” Cole said.

      “That was our warm-up.You will have to work harder to keep up with me during round two,” said Zoraida. She paused and asked, “Do you really not know where Roberto has gone.”

      “I promise I would tell you if I knew. Even if I could disclose details of our investigation, it would not shed any light on where to find Roberto or on what he is doing. I find it hard to believe he is committed to Cartan at this point. I suspect that he now knows Cartan is  dangerous and is maintaining a pretense of loyalty and support out of fear.”

      “You believe if you find Cartan, my brother will be nearby.”

      “A reasonable assumption that I hope to test soon.”

      Zoraida was about to ask another question when someone called her name. A friend with her husband had recognized Zoraida and joined them at their table for a few minutes while the women caught up with each others lives, conversing rapidly in Spanish. Lacinda’s husband, a banker, spoke excellent English and invited Cole and Zoraida for dinner at his home. The orchestra began to play and Lacinda and Ramon returned to a large table at the edge of the room, where they were part of a noisy group celebrating another banker’s birthday.

      Zoraida leaned over and spoke loudly into Cole ear so he could hear her over the music, “Lacinda says she has psychic abilities and claims we will be married before the end of the year and promises to visit me in Tennessee, in spite of the cold and the scary, big bears.”

      “Ramon has invited us for dinner at his house. I will be sure to wear my coonskin cap if we go. That might help her to complete her predictions.”

      “Do not mock,unbeliever, Lacinda has a good track record, especially after a few drinks. Come on back on the floor, now your lesions begin.”

      A relatively sedate rumba provided Zoraida the opportunity to demonstrate the basic rumba box step to Cole and to explain the correct way to move the foot with the forward walk and what he needed to do to properly roll his hips. The steps were simple for Cole to grasp, but the ball-heel step and hip motions were challenging to incorporate to produce the smooth, sexy movements of Zoraida’s rumba. They took frequent breaks throughout the evening, and Cole had two more chances to improve his rumba technique and even made a good try at the mambo. Near the end of the evening, the opening strains of a tango brought Zoraida to her feet, pulling Cole up with her.

      “I will try showing you the tango. I love it, but we do not dance it very often here in Cuba.”

      When they reached the dance floor, which was less crowded than before, Cole placed his right hand on Zoraida’s left shoulder blade and grasped her right hand with his left hand in a classic tango frame with close embrace.

      “ Trust me. I have this one,” he said.

      Cole guided Zoraida around the floor with confidence while the look of surprise on her face turned into a radiant smile. All eyes were on the beautiful lady in the arms of her smooth, skillful, innovative lead. He swept her around the floor, occasionally asking in a whisper, if she knew a specific move before he executed it. At the last musical note, Cole bowed to Zoraida and their audience applauded wildly.
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      Cole insisted the waiter seat him inside the restaurant instead of the patio, where the waiter maintained that he would be cooler. Cole was in place before Amaro arrived. As usual, Amaro was alone and sat at a wall seat near the back that brought anyone on their way to the toilet near Amaro’s table. Cole leisurely picked at his lunch while looking at a book on Cuban architecture, while keeping Amaro in sight. A rotund man, who had been having a drink with friends on the patio, passed Amaro on his way to relieve himself. The man appeared to stumble slightly and moved his arms out to balance himself while leaning towards Amaro’s table, where he slid a small piece of paper, which Amaro quickly palmed without every looking up at the source of the note. Cole placed the book he was reading on the right side of the table and picked up a newspaper, which was a signal to Maria’s observer to follow the man who emerged from the toilet. Amaro departed a few minutes after his contact had left the premises without even a glance in Cole’s direction.

      Maria was gleeful when she came to talk to Cole late in the afternoon.

      “Guess where roly-poly man works?”

      “I have no idea, but you appear most anxious to tell me.”

      “He is a high ranking port authority official who has access to merchant marine traffic information throughout the Caribbean. My group had authority to arrest him within an hour. After initial protests, he confessed and admitted giving information to Amaro, but he insists he does not know what Amaro does with it. Our official sold us out for money because he is deeply in debt and did not want his family to know of his gambling and costly girl friend. He was recruited after receiving a blackmail letter with a demand that he go to a hotel room one morning. In the unoccupied room, he received a telephone call that listed all the things that he did not want known by anyone. He was told that he had no choice but to obey, but his obedience would be rewarded with regular, cash payments to allow him to regain control of finances. The person on the telephone was Cuban, but the voice was not familiar to him. Except for Amaro, he has not seen anyone else in their group. I wanted to wait and see what Amaro would do if his informant did not show at their next hand off, but the Spanish ambassador has already received official notice of outrage and condemnation, and Amaro must leave Cuba within twenty four hours.”

      “I agree with you it would have been better to watch Amaro for a few days to see if we identified anyone else working with the Germans. I guess you were not permitted to interview Amaro.”

      “No, apparently the government believes that he would not tell us anything useful if we brought him in for questioning, but then the Spanish could act outraged over our treatment of an embassy official. This way we are clearly the wronged party, which might give us some useful leverage with them in the future.”

      “We needed a victory, but this is just the first round. I believe Amaro somehow sent the shipping information to Cartan, who then sends it to the U-boats either directly or through an authoritative source. Cartan is still at large, and we do not how his network works. I also would bet that he has other sources for shipping information, even if it is not as comprehensive as Amaro’s source. Sadly, I believe that negating Amaro has not fatally damaged Cartan, and that means we still have a lot of work in front of us. I suggest you do your best to maintain surveillance on the new arrivals to the embassy that concerned Barrios.”

      “I understand, but a lot of the political types are busy patting themselves on the back. Hopefully, they will not meddle with our investigation for a while, which will give me some respite from their interference, but they may challenge my use of that much manpower,” Maria responded.

      “Consider another call on the local mayomberos. They may have heard enough by now to want Cartan’s mayombero caught and not calling attention to their group. They might be more helpful this time.”

      “I will give it a try. By the way, you charmed Zoraida the other night, left her starry-eyed smitten with you. Now, I am worried you will break her heart when you leave.”

      “I am rather smitten myself, but I do not think she really grasps how different I am and why I am hesitant to develop a long-term relationship.”

      “She knows. She appears to have decided to be with you as much as possible and trust the rest to providence.”

      “That sounds like a good approach for both of us.”
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        * * *

      

      Cole had developed the habit of having a small breakfast early morning at the rooftop, alfresco restaurant of his hotel. Two men in light-weight, brown suits approached his table and asked if they could join him.

      After they seated themselves, Cole said, “You fellows look military.”

      “We are with Naval Intelligence. I am Teal. This is Jacobs. We wanted to meet you and personally thank you for finding and terminating a serious security breech within our communications. Our Cuban colleagues are being reticent with details of how you knew to follow the Spanish deputy chief of mission to the source of the leak.”

      “That I cannot tell you, but we are investigating to make sure no one else at the embassy is working for the Germans. What role does naval intelligence play in defending merchant shipping? I understand your vested interest, but I am curious about your specific responsibilities.”

      “With U.S. entry into the war, the Navy issued a shipping control plan that dealt with routes and movements of merchant marine shipping as well as convoys. With the U-boat threat, additional measures were taken, including creating air protection over all coastal routes and routing independent ships close to shore to decrease exposure to submarines. The operations to control shipping involve the Port Directors and Routing Officers, who currently are from Naval Intelligence. Additionally, the Navy’s Conveys and Routing Section provides information to the War Shipping Administration to ensure that our critical supply lines are efficient and safe. Naval Intelligence officers are endeavoring to ensure that this complex web of activity is not sabotaged, even accidentally. The Caribbean responsibilities are under the command of the Caribbean Sea Frontier Commander, Admiral John Hoover, who asked us to visit with you and personally thank you. He has informed the Army that he wishes to receive regular reports on your progress in Cuba.”

      “Off the record, Dr. Sterling, Admirals do not like important security lapses in their command resolved by an ex-Army civilian they did not know even existed. I suspect someone in the Army caught Hell.”

      Teal and Jacobs shook Cole’s hand and left the perplexed Cole staring at their backs as they returned to the elevator.

      When Maria met with Cole later in the day, he related this odd encounter to her. She laughed and said, “Welcome to field work. Even when we accomplish something that benefits everyone, there are always complaints that we did not properly inform and coordinate with all interested parties. Fortunately, I am here to see if you want to accompany me tonight for a little tour of the docks. I have a tip that there will be trouble there tonight from a usually reliable source about problems at the harbor. You might get lucky, save the world and once again step on bureaucratic toes. I normally would not involve you, but sabotage of the port facility by Cartan’s people is a possibility. You might notice something that my group would not notice.”

      “Happy to tag along. Do you have any idea of the nature of the threat or the possible location? That is a lot of territory to explore.”

      “He specified an area, but it is still a lot of space to cover, and, unfortunately, I do not have any idea what sort of mischief they have planned.”

      A brisk breeze slapped Cole in the face as he followed Maria and two policemen as they meandered around a lonely section of docks near midnight. They entered several warehouses and glanced around the interiors with their lights, but nothing appeared unusual or out of place. Cole became increasing convinced that this cursory examination would reveal nothing of importance to their investigation. Before he could find Maria to vent his frustration, he heard creaking noises and the clank of a dropped tool on the concrete floor. The sounds came from the other side of rows of stacked wooden crates off to his right. He cupped the end of his flashlight with his hand and slowly came around the last boxes of the row where he believed the sounds had originated. Two men were crouched over a box-like contrivance on the floor. One held a light while the other man worked on the inside of the device. The man with the light saw Cole as he was backing up to avoid detection. The man shouted at Cole to stop and ran towards him as Cole hid behind the far edge of the crate. He removed his shoes, grasping one shoe in each hand so that the heels projected out from his clenched fists. After rounding the corner of the row where he had seen Cole, his pursuer paused to look all around before turning back to look behind the first crate of the row. As he turned at the back edge of the crate, Cole swung his right arm, giving the man a forceful slap in the throat with the heel of the shoe. As the man gasped for air and staggered backwards he dropped a pistol from his hand. Cole kneed the man in the groin, and picked up the pistol just as the second man reached them. He fired at Cole, who presented a poor target turned sideways to the shooter. Cole shot twice, aiming for the thighs. The man screamed and fell near the other man, who was still writhing on the concrete. Cole found his light and trained it on the men to illuminate them well for the arrival of his team, who he could hear  running towards them.

      “Oh, My God! Are you all right, Cole? Are there more of them?”

      “I am fine and these two are all I saw. We need an ambulance and more police. They were working on something just over there, possibly a bomb or incendiary device. I am going to look at it now to see if they initiated a timer.”

      Maria sent the second policeman for help while she and the remaining policeman handcuffed the wheezing, coughing man and applied pressure to the bleeding wounds of his partner. When she finished, she found Cole examining the device and nearby containers.

      “There is a simple mechanical timer, which is not activated. I think this is a dynamite bomb, which was to set all these gasoline containers on fire, creating a raging inferno that would have consumed this warehouse and possibly its neighbors. I do not know if the contents of this warehouse are of special significance, or if they wanted to demonstrate that they could sabotage port activities whenever they wanted. I hope the two prisoners can provide information leading back to Cartan, but I doubt he would make that mistake.”

      Maria noticed that Cole was shaking and perspiring.

      “I hate to be a party pooper, but when the cavalry arrives please have someone take me home. Being shot at brings back a lot of disturbing emotions, and I need some of my special libation to help me pull myself together.”

      A persistent soft tapping at his door awoke Cole, who realized he had only been asleep a little more than an hour. Zoraida rushed into his room and hugged him tightly.

      “Maria has a key to our house and crept into my room to tell me what had happened and then she drove me here and told the desk clerk that you were ill and to let me upstairs to check on you. The employees all know she is police and do whatever she tells them. Get back in bed. You still seem shaky. I will sit next to you while you go back to sleep.”

      “I am all right. I can sit and talk a while.”

      “Go to bed. You are weaving standing here.”

      Cole shrugged and climbed into bed. He heard Zoraida remove her shoes and felt her prop herself up on pillows next to him. He fell back asleep with her gently massaging the back of his neck. A faint glow of dawn caused Cole to awaken enough to roll over to find Zoraida sleeping quietly next to him under the bed covers. He snuggled closer to her, and as he placed his arm around her, he realized she was naked. As he gently rubbed her silky back, her eyes opened, and she pulled him close and kissed him lustfully. They made love passionately until the morning light filled the windows and made Zoraida’s face and hair glow brightly as Cole watched her drift into sleep. Then they both slept with Cole cradling Zoraida in his arms.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 9

          

        

      

    

    
      Mid morning, Cole met Maria for coffee expecting her to gloat about bringing Zoraida to his hotel last night, but she did not mention it and neither did he. He suspected she had not spoken to Zoraida, who had left his room before Maria called to arrange their meeting. He doubted that Zoraida would tell Maria that they had become lovers, but he knew Maria well enough to know she would readily discern a difference in Zoraida’s demeanor, especially when Cole was present.

      The saboteurs were talking freely to the police, but were well-paid common criminals, who were told that burning the warehouse was for insurance money. They had chosen not to consider the possibility that they were acting for the enemy. The man who engaged them fit the description of Cartan, but he met them at an out of the way bar, which was probably chosen for its privacy, not because it was frequented by Cartan.

      “Was Cartan alone?”

      “Yes.”

      “Still no reports about Roberto.”

      “Unfortunately, no, my bosses are pleased about our stopping the explosion, but quickly began asking why we cannot catch Cartan or anticipate his targets. I will become a sacrificial lamb if we cannot collar him soon. I do not have good leads, and they still do not give me enough resources to explore all the avenues we should be exploring. I admit I am frustrated.”

      “The Havana mayomberos still have not been helpful?”

      “One said that they heard that a mayombero will attend a cock fight and sacrifice there and people can pay to be relieved of physical problems or troublesome people.”

      “When did you hear this?”

      “Today”

      “Where and when is the fight?

      “Tonight, at the edge of the city.”

      “We should be there.”

      “I will get some clothes for you so you will not stand out. I will be back about ten. We can miss most of the cock fighting. The sacrifice will be at midnight.”

      When Maria’s car pulled up to the curb, Cole scurried into the backseat. A burly policeman, named Domingo, drove and Maria rode up front with him.

      “I suspect that you have, like me, concluded that this ceremony is too convenient for us. This may be an elaborate trap devised by Cartan,” said Cole.

      “I certainly assume that there is a good chance that it is, but I doubt the cock fighting crowd is in on the ruse. We will just have to be vigilant.”

      Near the meeting area, the road became a narrow, pitted dirt road snaking through pineapple and sugar cane fields. Trucks, cars, motorcycles, and bicycles parked helter-skelter on a recently harvested section of field. The cock fighting took place further from the road at the edge of the cleared area. A mayombero was positioning his supplies          adjacent to where the birds fought and died. He drained the blood of the defeated birds into his nganga, which contain his magical powers and portions. The nganga was at the edge of a tent, which prevented noninitiates from observing the mayombero’s rituals once he began to honor the requests of the petitioners. Cole was told the tent contained a line of bowls, each devoted to a particular god or orisha. The moyombero would carefully slice the throat of a chicken or goat, avoiding the esophagus, and drain the blood into those bowls that were part of his plan for achieving the result desired by the petitioner. The sacrifice propitiated the particular gods who were most likely to respond to the request, which might involve punishing someone who had hurt the petitioner, controlling someone, or acquiring great supernatural power. The moyombero had two assistants who would go into the tent, as needed, but everyone else was excluded. Close to the tent were crates of birds that had not fought and were to be sacrificed to the orishas. The chickens noisily protested their confinement with raucous cackling.

      Cole and Maria had never seen the mayombero of tonight’s ceremony. Maria told Cole to stay in one spot to avoid calling attention to himself while she and Domingo moved through the crowd, who were awaiting the last cock fight, to look for their suspects.

      “Do not turn around, Cole,” a low voice said.

      “So, Roberto, you did intend that we attend this exposition tonight.”

      “I have to warn you. You and Maria have to stop. Cartan has realized who you are and believes you are interfering only to capture him. If you do not stop, he will kill Maria and you. He can reach you and Maria as easily as he did with Barrios.”

      “Why would you align yourself with a Nazi, Roberto? Those people are only using you. They look down on anyone not part of their racial mythology.”

      “They will assist my efforts at revolution to free Cuba from outside influence and end the corruption that hurts our poor.”

      “Even if that were partly true, it would come at the expense of many innocents and iron-fist domination by fascists. Why would you work with someone who would kill your cousin and, in fact, anyone in your family who stood in their way?”

      Cole saw Maria nearby and said, “Roberto,” hoping to keep him talking.

      When there was no answer, Cole turned and saw only the excited faces of the crowd watching as the gallos were released to lunge at each other. With their plucked bodies and red legs, the roosters were fearsome to see as they used their sharp spurs to lash at their opponent’s body and eyes. Theirs was a fight to the death, and there was much betting on the outcome and details of this gruesome battle.

      Maria said they should leave as soon as Domingo rejoined them. Most of the gathering would leave immediately after the final bout. Without the ability to observe the mayombero’s rituals, only the petitioners would stay at the clearing.

      As they moved through the dense, noisy crowd to reach Maria’s automobile, Cole could not inform Maria of Roberto’s brief appearance without shouting. When they were inside the vehicle, Cole told her what Roberto had said and added, “I think we are in danger. Cartan convinced Roberto to do this because he wanted Roberto to believe he is warning us, but I think Cartan has us marked and isolated and will try to kill us before we are back in Havana.”

      “You are probably correct, but there is nowhere to hide out here. Domingo is an excellent driver, and this car has a powerful engine. We will run these roads faster than anyone has done before.”

      Domingo placed his revolver next to him, and Maria kept hers in her lap after she handed Cole an ancient Colt she removed from the glove compartment. Domingo smoothly darted around the few cars and motorcycles that were already moving toward the road that began the trek back to Havana. Once on the rugged dirt road, he drove at least twice as fast as any regard for safety would sanction. Domingo smiled broadly, seemingly elated at the prospect of a crazed race back to Havana, with a possible, running gun battle thrown in for extra spice. Cole suspected Domingo had a very interesting youth before he turned to police work.

      Domingo was moving so fast and throwing up so much dust behind them that Cole could not see if anyone was trying to pursue them. They were thrown about with abandon as the car bounced over the many depressions marring the surface of the road, at times airborne or sliding precariously to the edge of the road. Often Domingo passed vehicles with mere fractions of an inch from collision. Cole held on to the back of Maria’s seat as best as he could to prevent his head from crashing into the roof. Before long, Domingo left the dirt road and with a screech of tires swerved onto a blacktop, where he picked up even more speed. Before they were out of sight of the crossroads, two black sedans burst from the lingering cloud of dust and began to close the distance between them. Domingo swore and floored the accelerator, precariously passing, one by one, slower vehicles in their path. Their pursuers weaved in and out of traffic, furiously trying to keep up with Domingo. The lead vehicle waited too late to go around a truck and sideswiped a pickup truck on the opposite side of the road, causing him to spiral into the truck behind him with a horrific crash, followed by an explosion with cascading orange flames as a gas tank exploded. The second chaser somehow avoided the chain of collisions by swinging off the road and regaining the blacktop past the burning, smoking, collection of twisted metal coffins.

      “That was awful. All those poor innocent people,” said Maria.

      “I agree, but we are not doing well ourselves with the other car catching up with us. I am going to see if I can slow him down,” replied Cole.

      Cole rolled down the driver’s side, back window and fired a round into the radiator of the pursuing car. He leaned back into the car and asked, “Before I fire away at this guy, do you have more bullets for this relic of the wild west?”

      “Unfortunately, no, and Domingo and I have only about ten additional rounds beyond what is in the guns.”

      “I will wait for him to come a little closer. With both of us bouncing and weaving, I do not have much of a chance of hitting my target.”

      The back window exploded, pelting Cole with a cloud of glass fragments. A second round struck the edge of Domingo’s seat and burrowed into the dashboard just before  the back of their car was rammed while they were at the edge of the road, causing the car to whip around on the gravel siding and plunge over an embankment near a small bridge over a shallow stream. Their car rolled over and slid down the embankment into the stream, where it came to rest in the water at an angle. After a glance at Maria and Domingo suggested that they were in no immediate risk of drowning, Cole scrambled out of the back of the car through the demolished back window opening and scurried up the incline to the road. Before the collision, Cole had seen that there were two men in the front of the car, with Cartan alone in the back. One of the men came over the top of the embankment preparing to finish off survivors. Cole shot him in the chest and continued up to the road. On seeing Cole at the top of the embankment, Cartan ordered the driver to move on. As the car pulled away, Cole fired the remaining four shots in the revolver, smashing the front and back windows, but failing to hit the tires or either of the two men. He watched the vehicle disappear from sight before he went down the embankment to assist Domingo in helping a loudly cursing Maria onto dry land.
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      A colorfully bruised Maria limped to the park bench and groaned as she settled next to Cole.

      “You are disgusting. You do not have a scratch or a small ache from that crash. I am a great quivering, throbbing mess. I would even drink some of your secret elixir if doing so would stop the pain.

      “Sorry, it does not work that way. You would just puke it up and really feel sick.”

      ‘Well, I will get straight to the point since otherwise I might strangle you. We have an interesting tip. Note, I say interesting, not necessarily useful. A fisherman in a small boat noticed a flashing light farther out to sea around midnight recently. He believed it was sending Morse code. The signaling did not last long, but when it stopped, a flashing light began on shore and lasted a couple of minutes. He does not know Morse, but he has seen enough of it before to believe the two signalers were communicating.”

      “Where was this?”

      “East of Mariel. The fisherman believes the land-based light came from a large compound belonging to some sort of private retreat. They do not hire locals so no one in the area knows anything about their business. After a few phone calls, I learned the name of the retreat is Gnosis Empowerment Institute. They acquired the land about three years ago and built several structures to support their activities, but I do not have a source that knows their overall agenda.”

      “Are you well enough for us to make a surprise visit and see if they will give us a tour?”asked Cole.

      “If they work with Cartan, I would crawl there to drag them off to prison.”

      

      A bandaged Domingo drove Maria’s new car the next morning, this time with Maria in back and Cole riding in the front. The weather was pleasant and the ride was smooth, although even small bumps along the way caused Maria to mutter and brace herself to minimize the jostling. When they located the dirt road that led to the compound, Maria ordered Domingo to drive slowly and avoid the pits in the road, which ended at a large steel gate with an adjacent small guardhouse, which discharged a stern, grizzled man with a weathered leather holster strapped to his waist.

      “This is a private facility. What do you want?” he growled.

      “I am from the police in Havana. I want to speak to your Director. Open the gate and let us through,” Maria said while holding her credentials near the window.

      “The Director does not see anyone without an appointment.”

      “I do not care about his policy. I am here on official, state business. Open the gate.”

      The guard had been examining each of them while Maria had been talking. The battered state of Domingo and Maria had enhanced his skepticism of the legitimacy of her demands, but he finally concluded that he needed guidance from the administration. He scowled and went to the telephone inside the guardhouse. Eventually, he opened the gate and gestured to them to proceed along a gravel road that curved to a large pine two- story building surrounded by smaller structures, linked to the principal by covered walkways. A number of cabins were scattered in an arc at the periphery of the site. They stopped in front of the entrance, where a middle-aged women waited to greet them, saying she was the Director’s secretary and would escort them to his office. The building had a rustic character, but was spacious and pleasantly decorated with large photographs and paintings of nature scenes. The Director’s office was near the entrance and was resplendent with colored photographs of wildlife from around the world and  tasteful paintings of European and Cuban nature scenes. The Director, a diminutive, svelte man with a Van Dyke beard wearing a white linen suit, came from behind his desk to shake their hands and welcome them to the Institute. He listened politely as Maria introduced herself, Cole and Domingo and invited them to sit at a small round table while his secretary brought coffee and fruit juice. After confirming that the Director spoke English, Maria requested that they continue their conversation in English.”

      “This is quite a surprise. We have not had any official visits since we opened several years ago. I hope there is not a major concern motivating your visit today.”

      “With the war, the government is reviewing all organizations not founded and controlled by Cuban citizens. Currently, there is no information about your organization in our files. To correct that omission we want to tour your facility and be briefed on your mission and activities to create a report that will be available for review by any of the various agencies that might have questions about your Institute.”

      “I will be happy to give you a tour and explain our goals. We are a retreat so I would appreciate your respecting our guests privacy. Some guests are attending lectures and training sessions, but others are seeking solitude, while meditating alone or with a trainer.”

      “What defines you as a gnostic organization?” asked Cole.

      “We are not the gnostics of the first and second centuries and there many versions of modern gnosticism. Our organization believes that each of us must follow our inner being, and that personal spiritual knowledge (gnosis) is paramount over doctrine, tradition, and authority. Mystical and esoteric experiences bring us closer to the divine, and at the Institute we instruct and assist those seeking those experiences. There is no commonality of belief of our devotees. Some adhere to Christian concepts, while others come from other traditions, including Pagan.”

      “We can begin the tour now, Dr. Bauer. We do not wish to impose on your time more than necessary. We will probably have questions for you as we proceed, but while we are occupied, I would appreciate your secretary preparing a list of all your employees and any unpaid volunteers, including length of time they have been with you and their citizenship,” said Maria.

      “I will so inform her”

      At the stairs, Dr. Bauer said, “All we have upstairs are bedrooms for guests and staff and a small amount of storage, but if you wish you can see for yourself.”

      “That will not be necessary,” replied Maria.

      Past the stairs, there were long halls to the right and left with numerous rooms scattered at irregular intervals. As they walked along the first corridor they entered, all of the doors to the rooms were open to allow free circulation from large windows within the rooms. About half of the rooms were in use, some with lectures, others with small, discussion groups seated in circles. In the other corridor, they found the facility kitchen, the dining room, a library and reading room, a large lecture room for plenary sessions and two rooms with closed doors next to an exit to a covered outside passage leading to one of the satellite buildings. As the group went outside, Cole lingered at the rear to listen to a speaker in one of the rooms. Cole’s hearing, when he concentrated, was sufficiently acute to allow him to stand in the middle of the hall and clearly hear the presentation through the closed door. The lecturer was explaining how all the members of his audience were the elite due to their advanced understanding of the human condition and their commitment to Gnosis, but they had responsibilities to their country to support leaders who would use power correctly and not for personal enrichment. Democracy was not serving Cuba well, they needed to emulate Spain and have a leader who cared about Cuba’s place in the world and who would not permit bureaucratic corruption. They need not worry about the morality of discarding democracy. Morality was situational in time and place in this fatally flawed material world. If, in their higher state of consciousness, they concluded that their actions were appropriate, their progress towards Gnosis would not suffer.

      Director Bauer had been walking slowly along the walkway to the next building, while providing the names of the flowers and shrubs that lined both sides of the path. Cole quickly caught up with everyone just as they entered the next building. This building was mostly comprised of guest accommodations, as was true of most of the satellite structures. After Maria was satisfied that there was nothing unusual about these entities, she asked to walk the trail that led to the ocean. The Director pointed out the trail was rough and that they discouraged their guests from using it. There were several well maintained trails that coursed around their property  intended for recreational walking. Maria stated that she was required to document what use, if any, they made of the land abutting the ocean. The Director shrugged and said it would take them a little over half an hour to reach the end of the trail and return. He would continue his work in his office until they returned.

      They had no trouble following the path, which was, indeed, in such poor condition that it would discourage people from believing a golden beach awaiting them at the end.

      “I heard something back in the Institute that makes me believe that we have found at least one Nazi collaborator. The lecturer, who spoke in accented English, encouraged discarding democracy and embracing fascism and claimed that the elites striving for Gnosis were entitled to make this decision for the unenlightened,”said Cole.

      “Why would he be speaking in English?” asked Maria.

      “I do not know. He described his audience as the elite. Perhaps that particular audience speaks English, and the speaker’s Spanish is poor. I could not listen long enough to ascertain anything else.”

      “Anything said that could identify the speaker?”

      “No, but I would know him if I heard his voice.”

      At the end of the trail, the ocean was a magnificent sight, but the nearby shore was not easily reached and was a poor choice for sea bathers.

      “Any guest would turn around and hike back, but a member of the staff could come out after dark and communicate with a U-boat without worry of encountering anyone.”

      “When we review the employee list, we will ask to speak to the senior staff. I doubt that anyone signaling a U-boat is a low level functionary,” said Maria.

      The list was waiting for Maria and, to her surprise, had a large number of Cubans working as groundskeepers, maids, cooks, custodians, and instructors. Dr. Bauer and an assistant director were the only listed administrators.

      “You have a large Cuban staff, Dr. Bauer. I had been told you did not hire locally.”

      “We do not, but our Cuban applicants come from a number of different areas in Cuba. Our staff lives here. We do not want staff members leaving the grounds except as scheduled. Employing people from the immediate vicinity would create complications that are avoided by only having staff that do not have family in close proximity to our facility.”

      “You and an assistant director are the only administrators listed. Do you have senior staff?”

      “Not formally. Experienced staff are consulted about policy, but I and the assistant director make the final decisions.”

      “We can conclude our visit today once we meet the assistant director. Can you arrange a brief meeting for us?” asked Maria.

      “He should be free now. I will see if I can locate him for you. He has a small office, but it is too cramped for you to see him there. You can wait in our conference room while we locate him.”

      Half an hour later a dour, balding man about forty stood in the doorway and said,“You want to see me?”

      “Come have a seat, Mr. Joyce. We just have a few questions for you,” said Maria.

      Joyce did not hide the fact that he resented being summoned.

      “The Director gave us a summary of his career and his goals here at the Institute. To complete our report, we need similar information from you.”

      “I do not have an academic background like Bauer. I am mostly self taught in Gnosticism.”

      “What did you do before coming here?”

      “I had a pub in Dublin.”

      “How do you come to be here in Cuba?

      “I had a reputation in Dublin as a lay teacher of Gnosticism. The Organization that founded this place approached me to assist the Director. They paid for me to come here as a trial. I decided to stay. The good weather, pleasant surroundings, and a purpose in life were a heady combination for a fellow like me. Look, I have a class I am supposed to be teaching. I need to get back.”

      “Thank you Mr. Joyce. We would have enjoyed talking with you more, but we will call you if we have additional questions.”

      After Joyce left the room, Maria began to comment on Joyce, but stopped when Cole touched his lips with his index finger while shaking his head.

      Maria said, “Yes, you are right it is getting late. We need get back to Havana.”

      After thanking the Director for his cooperation, they were escorted out of the Institute by the Director’s secretary. At the entrance, Cole asked, “Does Mr. Joyce teach his classes in Spanish?”

      “His Spanish is not up to that. He has a translator with him at all times. For small group instruction, he can make himself understood, but he still has a translator nearby to ensure that he understands the students’ questions. He is making progress, but he  discusses complex concepts that require precision of speech, and he does not want language barriers impeding the students development.”

      Once they were on their way back to Havana, Cole said, “I will go first. Yes, Joyce is the man I heard touting fascism. I did not hear someone translating his presentation, but I think he gives the same speech to anyone that they think will be sympathetic to his ideas, translated as needed. Joyce is most likely the one doing the U-boat signaling. I do not believe the Director is involved in any of this, but that is merely a hunch.”

      “I hope you are right. I like the old man. That is an impressive beard,” said Domingo with a laugh.

      “This is a strange operation for a fascist front,” said Maria.

      “The Nazis have been all over much of Latin America since Hitler gained power, and the Germans were very aggressive in this part of the world in the first world war. They want influence, access to raw materials, and to cause trouble for the United States. The Institute was likely created before the war to give them a base for sabotage in the event of war and a site to identify and recruit fascist sympathizers. The big question is are the activities here independent and unrelated to Cartan. Since this place predates Cartan’s presence in Cuba, Joyce and Cartan may not know the other exists, but because of the U-boat communication from the Institute’s property, I suspect that they are interacting.”

      “How would we catch them signaling a U-boat? We cannot have someone watching for that for days on end, and how do we prove they are subverting the government of Cuba?” asked Maria.

      “The obvious answers are to have an insider helping us or to send in one of your people feigning characteristics that suggested sympathy with fascist philosophy, hoping that they will try to recruit them.”

      “I am not sure how to do that, in fact, I do know how they identify these people. Most Cubans would be appalled by Joyce’s dogma,” responded Maria.

      Cole thought for a moment. “You may be correct. The usual crowd attracted to this type of retreat would not likely have a number of potential recruits in their midst. Perhaps, they are bringing in individuals they have identified over the last several years and are using Joyce to motivate them and have them ready to respond to their commands. In that scenario, the Institute is merely a cover for Joyce’s activities. Possibly, Joyce is the only Nazi in the whole place. As assistant director, he can give lectures to small groups  at his discretion. No one would suspect that he was promulgating anything other than  Gnosticism to certain select groups.”

      “How do we prove this? Someone outside of the Institute must contact these fascist supporters and send them to the Institute for instruction and coordination by Joyce, but we do not even have a list of all the attendees to scrutinize,” asked Maria.

      “Bauer’s secretary is Cuban. See what you can find out about her. You can tell her that the state has concerns about the Institute and that you need a list of all their  visitors in the last six months. She is probably loyal to the Director. Assure her that he is not part of our investigation. If she gives you what you request, without running to her boss, she will probably continue to cooperate by relating all the gossip about the staff.”

      “I will have to be careful how I approach her. I do not know how often she leaves the Institute, but I will find a way to try to recruit her. You are probably correct. Ultimately, she will want to do the right thing for her country.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 11

          

        

      

    

    
      Cole presented himself nervously at Zoraida’s parents’ house not knowing what kind of evening to expect. He was to meet her parents and some of their friends. He had enough concerns about the wisdom of continuing his relationship with Zoraida to feel inadequate to face their probable disapproval. He especially felt guilty that he and Maria were pursuing Roberto along with Cartan. He could not envision an end to this mission that would not poison his relationship with Zoraida and her parents. He cringed at the thought of being brought into the fold and then spurned because no one could bear to look at him without thinking of the imprisoned, disgraced Roberto.

      Zoraida’s father was a silver-haired, well-tailored man, whose distinguished appearance was congruent with his position as an investment banker. He welcomed Cole and introduced him to his friend from childhood, Doctor Jose Martinez, a state minister.

      “I have heard much about you, Doctor Sterling. Most of our government is unaware of your presence in Cuba, but I, fortunately, am privy to your accomplishments. You and Maria are quite effective as a team. I hope you have a good idea on where to find this Nazi you are chasing.”

      “Sadly, no, He is very resourceful, but I will find him. I will not leave Cuba until I do.”

      “Zoraida, you are more beautiful every time I see you.”

      “Thank you, Doctor Martinez, you are too kind. I know I have dark circles under my eyes. I do not get enough sleep worrying about the war and the absence of my brother.”

      Zoraida glanced at Cole with a flickering expression of amusement since she knew he was inwardly snickering because he knew she was sleep deprived from making love to him much of last night.

      “Mother sent me to bring you gentlemen to the dinner table.”

      Cole saw that Zoraida inherited her beauty and figure from her mother, who was still a very attractive woman. She asked Cole the usual questions about his family and his practice. She seemed a little wary of him, whether because of her assumptions about his relationship with Zoraida or his role as a stalker of her son he could only guess.

      Martinez told some amusing stories about his political colleagues and then described the effects on Cuba of the U-boat attack on their merchant marine. Martinez’s wife described her latest shopping trip in Miami and commented on the numerous young men in uniform that seemed to be everywhere.

      After dinner, the men retreated to the library where they relaxed with cigars and coffee while Martinez elaborated on the shortages cropping up as the war progressed. At the end of the evening, Martinez took Cole aside and asked if he would like to go out on a  patrol for U-boats. The Cuban Navy appreciated his efforts and wished to extend the invitation so he could see how they were engaging the enemy. Cole replied that he would be honored. Martinez said he would be contacted by a naval officer when conditions were optimum.
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      Maria had been pleased to learn that Bauer’s secretary, whose name was Clarita Thomas, was Cuban but had been married to an English businessman, who spent his entire career in Cuba. Mr. Thomas died five years ago leaving his widow with a nice home, near the present location of the Institute, and financially secure, but with nothing to fill her days. Clarita had worked as a secretary for Mr. Thomas’s firm at one time and occasionally had helped when they had a staffing problem. She had an excellent reputation and knew the local business community well. She was the one exception to the Institute’s not hiring locally, since she dealt with sundry issues involving purchases and occasional bureaucratic requirements for the Institute. She drove her late husband’s car and was generously reimbursed for maintenance and gasoline. While the occasion had never arisen, her proximity to the Institute reassured the Director that she could be summoned in the evening if an important decision required her immediate assistance.

      Maria surprised Clarita one evening at her home, where she was received as a friend and was entertained on Clarita’s veranda. She listened to Maria’s explanation for wanting her assistance patiently. Maria stressed that the Director was not a focus of their investigation and that while they were aware of suspicious activities on the Institute’s property, they needed more information about the visitors to the facility to properly assess any potential threats. Maria concluded her appeal by noting that these were dangerous times with Cuba under attack through sabotage and U-boat destruction of their shipping and many innocents had already died.

      “There are some odd people that come to the Institute, both for short and long stays, but the ones who only stay two or three nights often seem nervous and preoccupied. They do not appear to be seeking enlightenment. I am not a Gnostic, but many Gnostics are seeking wisdom and committed to spiritual development. In the past, the short-stay people were participating in introductory workshops about Gnosticism and learning meditation. Many never returned, but some became regular participants in the Gnostic community. Recently, there are more short-stay visitors choosing accelerated introductory courses taught by Mr. Joyce. These people are different.”

      “How do they know about these course?”

      “I do not know. They are not mentioned in our promotional pamphlets, and no one can be enrolled in those courses without Joyce’s prior approval.”

      “Does the Director think this odd?”

      “The Institute is grateful for the income. Finances are difficult. Mr. Joyce says he is  recruiting nontraditional candidates and has to offer them a different, more meaningful experience based on their background. He frequently leaves the grounds to go to Havana to do his recruiting.”

      “Has Mr. Joyce ever elaborated on the backgrounds of these recruits?”

      “No, but some seem rather coarse.”

      “Coarse?”

      “Not educated, suspicious, and physically intimidating. I would never be alone with some of them.”

      “I had intended to ask for a list of all your visitors in the last few months, but instead let us start with a list of Mr. Joyce’s special students since he began this project. If there is anything else that you believe I should know about anything or anyone at the Institute that concerns you, please share that with me as well.”

      “I will have this for you tomorrow night. I realize after talking to you tonight that these strange people have been weighing on my mind.”
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      The long, narrow, wooden submarine chaser tied up at dock under a sky full of cirrus clouds racing over a sea frothing with white caps did not inspire confidence in Cole for a safe return from this patrol. He was invited aboard by a fresh-faced, young ensign, who, undoubtedly, was not born when this vessel first stalked submarines. Ensign Castaneda was a personable young man who said he had the good fortune of having Captain Sterling on his sub chaser today because he spoke English well and would be able to explain the details of the mission and any action they might encounter.

      “What are the chances we will encounter a U-boat today?” asked Cole.

      “Not high, we are escorting a convoy leaving here for Miami. We protect them until reaching the CHOP line in the Florida Straits, where the U.S. Navy takes over. Since the goal is ensuring convoy safety, we hope not to cross paths with a U-boat today, but we are prepared to drive any U-boat away from the convoy ships and make the sub run for its life. We will be underway soon. Let me show you around.”

      As they went aft, Ensign Castaneda began to relate the history and specifications of the boat.

      “This is a SC-1-class submarine chaser built for the U.S. Navy in 1917 and sold to Cuba for use as a patrol boat in late 1918. It has an 85 ton displacement and is 110 feet with a beam of almost 15 feet and a draft of 5 feet 8 inches. We find the enemy  propelled by three 220 horse power gasoline engines with three shafts and can give chase at 18 knots. We can dispatch the enemy with our 3 inch gun, our two Colt 30 caliber machine guns, or depth charges from the aft depth charge projector.”

      They had reached the depth charge projector, and the Ensign watched as Cole examined it.

      “The obvious problem is you just have the one device. From what I have heard, you need to release lots of charges in attack patterns,” Cole said.

      “You are correct. There are rumors that we will get new boats from Lend-Lease. These new boats can launch four charges, two from starboard, two from port. We will be able to create zones from which it will be hard for the sub to escape. For now though, I need coffee. We will get some in the galley and go on up to the pilot house. We will be casting off as soon as we get the signal.”

      Nine cargo ships and one tanker that had stopped in Havana for repairs were  assembled for departure for Miami. Three submarine chasers and one cruiser provided protection for the convoy. Once under way, the merchant vessels were 500 yards apart with the escorts about 1000 yards out on the flanks. The convoy’s passage was uneventful until they were about 20 miles from the CHOP line when a U.S. Navy Kingfisher float plane, operating out of Cuba, flew by the convoy at low altitude, and after investigating the surrounding sea, circled twice, while swaying and turning on and off the engine to indicate the presence of a submarine. The plane then dropped a smoke bomb to indicate the sub’s position. Almost immediately, Ensign Castaneda was ordered to attack the U-boat while the convoy and remaining escorts continued on toward Miami.The submarine chaser quickly reached the marked area of ocean and with sonar guidance began to drop depth charges over the fleeing boat. The U-boat could not outrun the sub chaser and went deeper hoping to confound the sonar. A large school of fish and a vertical sea current began to obscure the submarine for the sonar operator and the boat was able to slip away. After a grid search failed to locate the submarine, Ensign Castaneda reported the loss of contact and was ordered to return to Havana.

      Cole saw that Castaneda was upset by the escape of the submarine and allowed him some time to calm himself before asking any questions. In a few minutes, Castaneda returned and explained what had happened with the disruption of the sonar echo.

      “Going deeper does not always work. That Captain was a lucky Nazi to have the right combination of interference to cause us to lose sonar contact and not be able to reestablish it. I thought we had him cornered and would either destroy him with depth charges or force him to surface. They can only maneuver for a short time under water running on batteries. For him to slip away so easily is humiliating.”

      “You promptly engaged him, but you cannot attack what you cannot see. The sonar technology is limited, but ultimately you fight with the tools you are given, whether it is sonar or guns and explosives. We all just hope the other side does not have better weapons and machinery than we do. I understand how you feel, but you and your crew performed well, and I will see that your superiors know that.”

      “Thank you, Captain.”

      “You mentioned forcing him to surface. How is that done?”

      “If you keep them corralled long enough their batteries are nearly exhausted or their damages are causing critical failures so they decide they would rather fight as men on the surface than suffocate on the bottom of the ocean. They surface and man their cannon with the remaining crew firing away with small arms. They may not have much of a chance, but it is better than no chance.”

      “Does this happen very often?”

      “No, they are hard to find, and we try to destroy them at first contact. They usually do not have the option to surface for a final battle.”

      Cole expected an uneventful voyage back to Havana, but the wind began to gust as sheets of rain hammered the wooden deck and superstructure. Cole watched the sudden storm from the pilothouse as they corkscrewed through the waves. With frequent lightning flashes adding to the theatrical effect of the panorama, Cole actually enjoyed this demonstration of the power of nature with the implied reminder of man’s impotence by comparison. His equanimity began to fray when the ship began to rock hard starboard from big wind gusts and large waves from port. He worried that the boat would capsize if the waves were only a little larger. Ensign Castaneda stood near the wheel with a serious expression on his face, but did not appear agitated, which was reassuring to Cole. As Cole thought the waves were becoming a little less ferocious, he turned his head to port and saw a cluster of unusually large waves bearing down on them. As they struck the boat successively, the boat began to slide sideways at a sharp angle while Cole did his best to steady himself and not be thrown against the far wall of the pilothouse. The slide went on nearly half a minute before they escaped it and returned to the previous corkscrewing and pitching that now seemed benign by comparison.

      “Damn, Ensign, if this is how you treat your guests, it is no wonder the Nazis hide from you.” Cole shouted.

      Castaneda laughed and translated for the three other men in the pilothouse, who  joined the euphoric relief of shared laughter after the frightening, unchecked demonstration of the power of the sea.
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      Maria said, “I heard you lost a U-boat but made the crew of the sub hunter laugh anyway after everyone nearly died. I do not think you were sent here by the U.S. Army to  be a comedian.”

      “Well, have you done better while I was gone?”

      “I think I have. I know where Roberto is. Here in Havana, apparently not running around with Cartan.”

      “What is he doing?”

      “Apparently helping to provide health care to the poor, especially those from Barrios de Indigentes, what you would call a shanty town.”

      “I know he is very concerned with the poor, but how does this have anything to do with Cartan.”

      “I do not know, but I think Cartan is pretending altruism and providing money to finance the assistance. There is a beautiful young doctor who is devoting herself to the cause and may actually be the reason that Roberto does not see the bigger picture. They live in a solar, what you would call a tenement, with several others. I do not know that they are lovers, but I bet they are.”

      “How do you know all this?”

      “We found some of the people who went to Joyce’s special classes. Some are thugs. Some are naive political ideologues, including some socialists who do not get that the fascists are using them. We have been careful to not get too close and scare them. We followed the socialists and they led us to Roberto. I do not think they expect surveillance. They do not know they are working with enemies of Cuba.”

      “Roberto knows Cartan is dangerous.”

      “Roberto may not know they tried to kill us. He seems to be preoccupied with the young doctor, and, unfortunately, believes that Cartan and socialistic fascism is what Cuba needs.”

      “Does Zoraida knew all this?”

      “No, but she and her parents know Roberto is safe and helping the poor and that is all I can tell them for now.”

      “What do we do next? Watch Roberto as carefully as we can to see if we are led back to Cartan or do you have something else in mind?”

      “Solares are densely populated and strangers are not welcome, and my men would stick out when the doctor and Roberto visit the Barrios de Indigentes. We have to stay back and watch from a distance. Cartan may not have a use for Roberto any more and may not contact him. At some point soon, we may have to pull Roberto in for questioning because we cannot assume that Cartan or one of his confederates will make a timely appearance.”

      “What do you know about the doctor?”

      “She certainly seems suspicious. After her internship in Havana, she went to Berlin to observe at the medical school of the Fredrich Wilheim University for several weeks. That might not seem strange, but when Hitler became Chancellor of Germany he prohibited women from practicing medicine. To allow a foreign woman to observe in that environment seems contradictory. We do not know if she and Roberto met there, but she was in Berlin when Roberto studied there. We currently have no idea about her political proclivities.”

      “What about her family? Knowing their politics might give us insight into her views.”

      “Roberto is a prime example of the fallacy of that assumption, but the doctor’s father is deceased, and her mother struggles financially so I can believe that the doctor may also believe that the fascists should take over and impose a benign socialist regime that provides everyone with housing, food, and health care.”

      “Is there such a thing as a fascist-run, benign socialist regime?”

      “Of course not, but the fascists sell this nonsense to the gullible all the time!”

      “Any ideas about how to investigate her without her knowledge?”

      “Not presently, but I am working on it.”

      “I could be mistaken, but I believe understanding this woman’s motivation and allegiances will help us find Cartan,” said Cole.

      “I am inclined to agree with you,” Maria replied.
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        * * *

      

      Early morning outside the solar, the street bustled with people with tense faces and frayed clothing rushing to work. These were the lucky souls with something to do for the day with, at least, modest compensation for their efforts. Sadly, the barrio was full of many dispirited souls wanting to escape the boredom of another, purposeless day without any hope of improvement in their lives. Aymee Martin watched through the window as a steady stream of residents fanned out from her solar and the surrounding buildings as the morning light brightened into day. Aymee turned from the window to watch Roberto sleep serenely in their bed. In spite of their intimacy, her heart had hardened over the last months to the point where she did not know if she had any love, or even concern for his well being, left inside of her. She tried not to ruminate on how she had come to this appalling existence, but even when she pushed the disturbing memories away, her mind flashed her father’s face over and over, eliciting the familiar, questioning ache inside her of how he could have allowed her to become entangled in this nightmare. She thought he loved her. Could he not see the recklessness of involving her in something so dangerous in the midst of a world war? She knew his politics were extreme and conspiratorial, but she trusted him and, wanting to please him, never suspected that he would permit her dreams to be consumed by this mad plot. Aymee finished dressing and quietly left the room with tears still running down her cheeks.
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      Havana, Summer 1941

      “Your father has a visitor in his study. He said to tell you to come meet his friend as soon as you came home,” Aymee’s mother said without looking up from her knitting.

      The heavy set man bowed as Aymee’s father introduced Herr Richter.

      “We will speak German to permit Herr Richter to verify that you speak German well.”

      “I am here to invite you to visit the medical school of Fredrich Wilheim University for a few weeks this summer as an observer. We will teach you a number of surgical techniques of interest in the practice of reproductive medicine. We will arrange your travel, provide lodging and adequately cover your per diem expenses. You will have sufficient free time to explore Berlin as well as learn surgical techniques.”

      “I am to begin work in a few weeks at a clinic here in Havana, There is no time to go to Europe first.”

      “From what your father tells me, with our assistance, you should be able to secure a later date for the assumption of your new duties.”

      “Why me? How do you even know that I exist?”

      “Your father is a friend of Germany from his many years as a representative of a major German agricultural machinery company. Our government is aware of his many efforts to promote German-Cuban ties.”

      Herr Richter paused and looked at Aymee’s father before continuing.

      “Your father is a good friend of the Nazi party and is helping us to expand our influence in Cuba, as well as other Latin countries. Your father believes change is coming, and Germany is a useful partner to ensure that the change benefits all of us.”

      “Are you familiar with Eugenics?” Richter asked.

      “Yes, I cannot say that I find its arguments persuasive.”

      “Our scientists are working diligently to provide the proof of Eugenic’s validity, but I can assure you the fundamentals are sound. After your return from Germany, we want you to run a family planning clinic in Havana and provide surgical procedures consistent with the mission. We would be your silent partner and provide resources as needed.”

      “I am shocked that you would think that I would be interested in an arrangement like that. I intend to have a conventional practice, not just family planning.”

      “You could do both. With our backing, you would have assistants to have a large, efficient clinic. I have to run along for another appointment. I have discussed details with your father. I think you will see the advantages of this arrangement and will be most impressed with the advanced techniques you will learn at Fredrich Wilheim University.”

      Aymee sat with her hands clinching the armrests of the chair while her father escorted Richter to the door.

      “He acts like he owns me,” Aymee said angrily when her father returned.

      “No, he owns me.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “My business has deteriorated over the last few years, endangering your schooling and our home. After I divulged my financial problems over drinks with one of the company executives, I received a visit from Richter, who is an important Nazi party official. They have supplemented my income in exchange for my traveling around parts of Latin America at their direction using my cover as a well-know importer of heavy equipment. They can divulge that at any time and ruin me, but they also extended loans, for which payment is currently suspended. They can readily use the Cuban courts to take our home and property.”

      “So, they effectively control you, Momi, and me,” said Aymee woefully.

      “We have to be smart and do what we can to keep them happy for a while. I now believe the U.S. will join the war and then they will not find it easy to appear at our door and order us around. I know you do not want to be involved with these people, but we have to appear to be their friends for as long as possible. You are now an actress playing the most important part of your career. After your initial surprise, you are eager now to learn from the best doctors and be a tourist in Berlin.”

      “The Allies bomb Berlin. Most tourists do not dodge falling explosives.”

      “According to Richter, the bombings are ineffective and are not directed at civilian targets, especially not universities and hospitals. In my opinion, now is the time to go before both sides begin to attack each other without limitations.”

      Aymee stood and said, “I will go and play my part well. I will tell Mami now and pretend to be excited.”

      Aymee paused at the door.

      “I am a grown woman, Papi. You should have come to me so I could have tried to help before we became entrapped by these horrible people.”

      “I was ashamed. Everyone thinks I am a smart businessman and good provider. To have to sell our home and not pay for your schooling was more than I could bear. At first, the Germans were not asking for much so I believed everything would work out in time. I am humiliated that this has spiraled out of my control, that you must interrupt your plans and be in danger because of me. God help me, I did not foresee any of this.”
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        * * *

      

      Aymee reluctantly admitted to herself that the trip from Havana to Portugal and then to Germany had been an adventure with just enough fearful concerns to make it exciting. Berlin was bustling, and its people did not appear to be concerned about the course of the war. Aymee saw little damage from the bombings and was told that there were few raids so far this year with the Allies targeting more important areas with their limited resources. At the medical school, she was treated well by most of the students, residents, and faculty. There were those that avoided her or looked at her suspiciously, but there were no impediments to her attending the recommended lectures, or, more importantly, having good visualization of the surgical procedures she was being taught. Interestingly, Aimee saw a few female medical students among the attendees at various times. She endeavored to speak with them, but soon realized that they were afraid to interact with her.

      Two weeks before Aymee was to return to Cuba, she attended the first of a series of required classes on eugenics. She was surprised that much of the intellectual foundation originated from the United States, which suggested that The Great Melting Pot had its flaws. The class was taught by a professor of anthropology, who began by explaining that the word eugenics derived from the Greek and can be translated as good birth or well-born or good breeding. Essentially, eugenics advocated the controlled selective breeding of humans to improve the physical and mental qualities of future generations, but also wanted to prevent the breeding of inferior populations to ensure that undesirable traits were weeded out. Many advocates of eugenics believed that many characteristics, including behavior, are inherited, and that many illnesses are heritable. People with schizophrenia, manic depression, serious physical deformities, chronic alcoholism, and a host of other illnesses should be sterilized according to the July 1933 German Law for the Prevention of Progeny with Hereditary Diseases. Special courts existed to choose candidates for sterilization. The professor emphasized that many countries around the world were utilizing forced sterilization to ensure that undesirables could not procreate.

      After the first class, a young man approached Aymee and asked her in Spanish what she thought of the class.

      “Who are you?”

      “I am Roberto. Herr Richter said a pretty Cuban woman would be present at this class. There were not a lot of other ladies who fit the description.”

      “I am Aymee and to answer your question, I see where this is going. They want to breed tall, Nordic types of superior character and intellect. If we do not meet their ideal, they may control our procreation. I am not sure why they want you to hear this drivel, but they hope to influence me. They want me to run a family planning clinic in Havana, hand out birth control to the poor and no doubt sterilize as many as I can, while patting myself on the back for improving the race. They are so insufferably arrogant! Are you going to report me to Richter now, Roberto?”

      Roberto laughed, “I think it is drivel also, but I am glad we are talking in Spanish. No doubt, someone would report us otherwise. I am going home soon, and I do not want to visit a prison cell first.”

      “I am sorry, Roberto, I had forced myself not to think about how they are controlling me while studying here, and tonight’s lecture reminded me how they are trying to manipulate me into violating my conscience.”

      “I doubt they will succeed. You do not appear to be easily dominated.”

      “You said you are going home soon. What are doing in Berlin?”

      “I am a law student, but my passion is to improve the life of the poorest of our people in Cuba. I am vocal about the need for governmental change to accomplish my goals. Richter approached me about studying in Germany to see what fascism can offer in reaching my objectives. My father is apoplectic that I came here, especially with a war in progress. I finally agreed to come home after the invasion of the Soviet Union, but it has taken a few weeks to prepare to leave.”

      “Have they convinced you that fascism is what Cuba needs to solve all its problems?

      “No, not their version, the Franco version minus the brutality might work.”

      “I understand your frustration with corrupt politicians ignoring the people who have nothing and not even trying to lift them out of poverty, but you would be replacing them with a corrupt dictatorship.”

      “I would not be corrupt and would see that everyone had the chance to better their station in life.”

      “Roberto, you are a true idealist and very naive. You have walked me back to my dorm, and I thank you. I look forward to seeing you at our next indoctrination. Maybe, you can keep me from laughing at their nonsense.”

      Aymee smiled when she saw that Roberto had saved a seat for her at the next lecture.

      “How is my idealistic compatriot tonight? I know you are eager to hear more of this new science?”

      “I will contain my eagerness if you will have dinner with me tonight after the lecture.”

      “That is kind of you, but can we go somewhere where I do not have to eat schnitzel?”

      “I am sure I can manage that if you promise not to giggle during the lecture.”

      “I will be the very essence of solemnity.”

      What Roberto had discovered to Aymee’s delight was a traditional German restaurant with a Cuban chef, who delighted in conjuring up dishes that satisfied the taste buds of the young couple. He flitted in and out of the kitchen throughout the evening to regal them with stories of his home in Trinidad, a home he had not seen in nearly 10 years, and a recounting of his adventures in Berlin. When they left his establishment, Aymee told her host that this was the only evening she had enjoyed  since arriving in Berlin. She took Roberto’s arm as they walked along Unter den Linden, smiling gaily at everyone they passed. Suddenly, loud, wailing alarms erupted all around them and the sky filled with what seemed like a hundred searchlight beams crisscrossing the sky in all directions. Simultaneously, all the meager lighting of their surroundings went out. Before the darkness descended, Roberto had scanned their surroundings and led Aymee to a church basement, adapted into a bomb shelter. Fewer people scurried into this shelter than a much larger subway shelter down the road. They took blankets from piles of blankets by the entrance and tried to find a spot on the floor, next to a wall that seemed a little less damp than the others, on which to spread their blankets. Aymee sat on her blanket with her arms wrapped tightly around her knees.

      “Have you been through one of these attacks before?” she asked.

      “Yes, it was frightening of course, but the bombs were not near and the attack did not last long so it really was only disturbing when afterwards you saw the smoke and fire nearby and contemplated how easily that could have been you buried under a demolished, burning building.”

      “I hear the bombs exploding now. They seem to be coming closer.”

      “They want military targets, but at night accuracy is poor.”

      A puny string of battery powered lights barely illuminated the basement, giving a spectral appearance to the tense, frightened faces scattered around the room. The increasing ferocity of the advancing bombing elicited a range of reactions. A mother had her head down while pulling her children protectively under her arms and tightly to her breast. An old man sat by himself smoking cigarette after cigarette, which would not have been permitted at the larger shelter. Several people stood and stared at the exit, intending to flee if that seemed the better chance for survival if the building were hit. Some groups were struggling with agitated relatives, while a young couple as far from the entrance as possible were lying on the floor covered with blankets and, even in the dim light, appeared to be copulating. Aymee began to giggle.

      “That’s one way to manage the stress, but might be an awkward starting point for a quick exit.”

      “I doubt they are concerned with anything but the here and now,” replied Roberto.

      Just then an ear-splitting blast, seemingly, right on top of them rocked the building, sending plaster and dust over the gasping assembly. Roberto and Aymee clung together as two other explosions rattled the building, scattering more plaster over the basement along with a thick, choking cloud of acrid dust. All of the people standing had fallen to the floor. Several of them now bolted for the exit, which became a gaping hole as a fourth bomb exploded outside that side of the church. Remnants of brick flew about the basement, fortunately missing Aymee and Roberto, except for fragments that struck Roberto’s right leg. The bombing, still booming and frightening, now seemed to move away from them.

      “Is it done? Are we safe? Can we leave?” Aymee asked.

      “No, hopefully they are done with us, but there may be another wave. We should not leave until the all clear sounds, which may take awhile.”

      “But the dust in here is dangerous and maybe the building is in danger of collapse.”

      “You may be right. We should check outside. Maybe we need to find another shelter while there is a lull in the bombing near us.”

      “Roberto and Aymee picked their way through the debris trying not to take deep breaths of the foul dust. Half of the bulbs in the string of lights were shattered and the poor remaining light was scattered and obscured by the thick dust. As they neared the gaping hole where the entrance had been, Roberto could not be certain, but he believed he was stepping on body parts of the people fleeing the church at the time of the explosion. Outside they found themselves in a moderate-sized pit with an unpleasant, warm earthy smell. They clambered out of the far side of the pit before standing at the edge and looking back at the church, which was burning on the opposite side front of the building. A few people had followed them out, but Roberto did not see the mother with her children.

      “I need to go back and help. Wait here,” He told Aymee.

      Roberto began to circle the edge of the crater that seemed closer to the new entrance into the basement when the entire front of the church crashed inward, collapsing the basement and releasing a powerful wave of dust, debris, and smoke. Fire cascaded across the top of the smoking rubble, unleashing a burst of heat that drove Roberto back to Aymee. They ran together back to the street before stopping and shakily embracing as they looked back at the fiery ruins.

      “We should try to walk back to the dormitories staying in the middle of the road as much as possible,” said Roberto.”

      “What will we do if they are damaged?” Aymee asked.

      “They are probably all right, but, if not, we can probably get into one of the university buildings for the night.”

      They held hands and slowly walked toward the University, gaping at the scattered fires and the shattered buildings along the way. The overall damage was slight compared to what remained untouched, but was viscerally disturbing as they pondered the capriciousness of the falling bombs. Intact buildings next to smoldering ruins, sudden rows of destroyed structures where nothing else had been touched gave the impression of an angry giant who hit out randomly without regard for the guilt or innocence of the objects of his wraith. People were coming out to assess the damage inflicted on their neighbors and were being directed by the Luftschutz workers who were trying to assist injured or trapped victims of the bombing.

      At the University, students, under the direction of campus guards and administrative officials, were directing groups of people looking for shelter or medical assistance to a building that had been prepared for this purpose. Roberto and Aimee made their way to the entrance to their dormitories, where they wearily, lingeringly embraced before trudging off to their rooms.

      The afternoon after the bombing, Herr Richter summoned Roberto and Aymee to an office in the administrative building.

      “I will come straight to the point. We are sending you home in a few days. You are adequately prepared to assist us in our mission in Cuba. Your parents are concerned about your safety, and I want you back home to prepare to receive our associates. Events are such that you may need to coordinate with our friends very soon. The two of you will leave together, but will take final flight connections to Havana separately. We want people to believe that you met in Havana, not in Berlin. I will meet with each of you individually tomorrow to discuss your mission and the resources available to you. Now, I want you to meet someone who I expect will join you in Cuba in six to nine months.”

      Richter opened the door to the adjoining office and waved in a tall, gaunt man.

      “This is Elios Andros. He is very loyal to our cause and will oversee much of our activities in Cuba. He has his own agenda, but he will assist you at times.There will be instances when you will be called on to support his mission.”

      Andros simply nodded his head in acknowledging Aymee and Roberto, with a look that seemed to Aymee disdainful.

      “War is here in Europe. You have seen a little of it first hand, but you will see more within a few months once you are home. Germany will prevail and will remember her friends and punish her enemies. You are on the right side of history. We are removing the degenerates, the parasites, and saboteurs in Germany and soon all of Europe. We intend to assist our Hispanic brothers in the same endeavor. In the 1930s, we worked hard in Mexico, but with little success. There are too many factions, and the communists are a constant impediment. We believe Cuba can lead the way in the new world if they commit to racial purity, which will lead to uplifting the poor and the removal of degenerate influences. Cuba’s example will be an inspiration for all of Latin America. Roberto will complete his legal studies and enter politics to advance our common goals. He is also to help you Aymee with your work. You may encounter opposition and need legal assistance. There are those who will attempt to stop you from providing birth control and abortions for poor colored women.”

      Aymee started to protest, but paused when Richter signaled her from across the room.

      “I will make you aware of my presence once I am in Cuba and will provide you with new orders at that time. Richter will continue with your instructions for your return to Cuba.” Andros nodded his head again as he glanced at Richter, Roberto and Aymee as he exited the room.

      Before Roberto or Aymee could say anything, Richter held his hand up, then walked to the side door to be sure that Andros had vacated the adjacent room.

      “I do not intend to offer abortions, much less to poor “colored” women. I want to provide medical services for women who cannot afford most medical care. I want women empowered with birth control to avoid unwanted pregnancy. I do not agree with Nazi concepts of racial purity or the supposed need to remove Africans and Asians from Cuba,” Aymee protested heatedly.

      “The problem, Aymee, is that you were brought to Germany to learn how to do abortions, and the funding for your clinic is for you to not just help poor women but to diminish the propagation of undesirables. In order for you to protect your father you have to appear to be advancing Nazi party goals. Andros is a dangerous man and a Nazi party official, which is unusual for a non-German. You cannot cross him. You have to appear to cooperate. You will have to be clever and do your work without arousing his suspicions. You may have no choice but to bend your principles more than you like, but there is a war on. Many people are doing things distasteful to them in order to survive. You both have to understand the seriousness of your situation and think carefully about the attitude you project. You have gone too far with the party to attempt to break with them now. Please think carefully about your speech and be cautious in your actions. I will not risk speaking directly to you like this again.”

      Aymee saw a hint of fear on Richter’s face and realized that in cautioning them he was revealing a glimpse of his own anxiety and tortured psyche. She wisely said, “I understand, Herr Richter. I will not disappoint you.”

      “Nor I, Herr Richter,” echoed Roberto.
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      Havana, April 1942

      

      Maria, the wise-cracking firebrand who confidently moved in the male dominated world of law enforcement using razor-sharp intellect and cutting humor to get her way without crushing the machismo of her male colleagues, had become girlish, uncharacteristically preoccupied, and mysteriously, glowingly happy. When Cole questioned Zoraida, she said she had not seen Maria recently but knew that Maria had  dinner a couple of times with a wealthy man of Cuban and Mexican heritage and had invited them to dine with her and her new friend at the yacht club on Sunday.

      “I am just now hearing about this,” Cole groused.

      “I only spoke with her last night when she telephoned. I have not had time to tell you.”

      “Well, her new friend must have made an indelible, euphoric impression on her. She is, dare I say it, acting like she has fallen in love.”

      “Oh, that cannot be. She just met him, and she has avoided romantic entanglements for years to protect her independence and career.”

      “I would say there has already been some romantic entanglement.”

      Zoraida laughed and popped Cole on his arm.

      “You are not always right you know.”

      “Do not doubt me. You will see,” Cole replied.

      On Sunday, Cole paused to look carefully at the Havana yacht club as the valet took Zoraida’s father’s automobile.

      “Impressive building,” he said.

      “It is nice. Over the years I have been here many times as a guest, but Maria’s father has a membership at the Biltmore Yacht and Country Club, and I am more familiar with it. Come on, we are already late. I want to see this man who you claim has enthralled my cousin.”

      Maria and her friend were at the far end of the dining room, well placed to enjoy being serenaded by the string quartet, but not so near that conversation would be impaired. As Cole and Zoraida entered the expansive room, the quartet were finishing the last of Vivaldi’s String Quartet Number 6 and began Ravel’s String Quartet in F major almost immediately.

      A beaming Maria introduced them to Gabriel Velasco Aguilar, a tall slim man, who with his trim mustache, closely resembled Errol Flynn.

      “Gabriel, I am pleased to meet you, although it must be hard to live up to being named after an Archangel,” quipped Cole.

      Gabriel laughed, “That is the easy part. Living up to being named after my father is the hard part.”

      “Believe me, I understand that all too well,” replied Cole.

      “You know, Cole, we are the luckiest men in this cavernous room. The most beautiful women in the room sit with us.”

      “I like him already, Maria, he has good eyesight, discernment, and knows how to complement a lady,” pronounced Zoraida.

      “Oh, he knows how to charm the ladies, which seems a bit dangerous since a respectable woman would want his undivided attention.”

      “Do they talk about you, Cole, as if you were not present?”

      Their waiter approached to take their drink order. Cole replied, “Saved by the bell, but the short answer is I have grown accustomed to their dissection of my foibles to the amusement of anyone in earshot.”

      As the waiter walked away, Cole quickly deflected the conversation back to Gabriel.

      “I understand you now live primarily in Mexico, but grew up mostly in Cuba.”

      “Yes, when I was a child, my father traveled extensively in his business and wanted a stable environment for my mother and me. My mother is Cuban so I was nurtured by our extended Cuban family until I went off to prep school. With me away at school, my parents relocated to Mexico to allow my father better access to his primary business interests. My happiest, most carefree days were spent in Cuba, and I still have many friends here. I love to visit, but, regrettably, my responsibilities in my family’s business limits my trips. I usually bring my mother when I come, but her health has deteriorated recently. She is a joy and usually so vibrant, making it hard to accept her absence this time.”

      Zoraida spoke up, “See how doting a son when they have a Cuban mother.”

      Gabriel laughed as Cole said, “I seem to have heard as much on other occasions so now that our waiter has provided our cocktails, I will take this opportunity to propose a toast to Gabriel’s mother and to all amazing, Cuban mothers.”

      “Hear, hear,” said Gabriel, who, after taking a sip of his drink, began an amusing story about a trip to Paris with his mother when he was a teenager. When he concluded he looked around at their surroundings.

      “I am very fond of this place. Some of my earliest memories as a child are eating here with my father, mother, aunts, uncles, and cousins. Over the years, I have befriended a lot of interesting people, many of them boating people. Cole, do you know the history of the Saint Petersburg-Habana Race?”

      “No. I have heard of it but know nothing about it.”

      Gabriel continued, “At the start of the Great Depression with prohibition going strong, creating a yacht race to wide-open, partying Habana seemed like a splendid idea to a lot of hardy, adventurous yachtsmen so the Saint Petersburg Yacht Club brokered a deal with The Habana Yacht Club for a race from St. Petersburg to Moro Castle at the entrance to Habana Harbor. The first race was in March 1930 and has occurred yearly until the War began. I have sailed in three races and was looking forward to this year’s race. Do you sail?

      “I have been out on friend’s boats a few times and have crewed under their instruction, but I would not know how to crew on a boat running a blue water race.”

      “It is an exhilarating experience, especially crossing the Gulf Stream. We will not do any racing, but I would like you and Zoraida to join me and Maria tomorrow for a short run to a good beach where we can swim. I have a crew so it will be pure relaxation with plenty of good drinks.”

      Zoraida was nodding her head yes.

      “We would be delighted.”
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        * * *

      

      Cole did not know what he expected but had to admit to himself that Gabriel’s vessel exceeded the outer limits of his imaginings.

      “Don’t stare at the lady, Cole, come aboard,” hollered Gabriel from the bow, where he was talking to a burly blond seaman.

      A short, swarthy crewman, who had ferried them from the yacht club, helped Zoraida on board and assisted Cole with the small bags that Zoraida had brought.

      Gabriel was at their side as soon as they were on board.

      “Maria is below changing. Like you, Zoraida, she came aboard in shorts, but decided to put her bathing suit on. We will cast off as soon as she is topside. I already have a drink in my hand. I suggest you do the same. What will you have? Dante here can make anything you can think of.”

      “A Cuba libre for me,” said Zoraida.

      “I will have a beer. In this sun and heat, anything stronger would nauseate me,” answered Cole.

      “You look rather pale now.”

      “That is thickly applied zinc oxide over a chemical sunblock. I cannot tolerate strong sun exposure for long without taking precautions. I used to be much worse but improved considerably a few years ago.”

      “I am glad to hear that, but won’t your protection wash off once you go in the water?”

      “Some of it. I reapply as the situation requires.”

      “I hope my invitation has not put you in an awkward position.”

      “Zoraida and I want to enjoy time with you and Maria. We look forward to this excursion. I have learned to manage my infirmity. I assure you I will have a pleasurable time on your boat, speaking of which I look forward to a tour of this sleek beauty.”

      “As soon as we pass the entrance to the harbor, I will show you and Zoraida the hidden secrets of the Liviana. Here is Maria. Now we can get underway. I will start out cruising slowly under power so we can enjoy viewing the city and harbor. We will hoist sails once we clear the harbor traffic.”

      While Dante scurried to secure the requested drinks, Gabriel shouted a few orders to his crew and escorted his guests to deck chairs positioned near the cushioned helmsman seat, where Gabriel took the wheel. As soon as the crew weighed the CQR and Kedge anchors, Gabriel let the twin, powerful diesels propel the Liviana eastward. In less than half an hour, the Liviana crossed the entrance to the Havana harbor, while deftly  avoiding large and small vessels entering or exiting the inlet to the harbor with its multiple bays.

      Gabriel turned the wheel over to a crewman and began to show his guests around the deck.

      “The Liviana is a yawl, with a main mast and a smaller mizzen mast far aft. Her deck is 70 feet long and her overall length is 78 feet. She is made of teak planking on steel frames.”

      Gabriel pointed out the numerous items that are essential to the operation of the Liviana, from mooring posts, winches, engine instruments, and anchors to deck shower and bronze compass binnacle. He then showed them the pilot’s cabin with its many displays, instrument controls, chart drawers, and two berths. From there, they explored the deck house with its leather sofas and chart table before descending to the corridor with double berth cabins on each side of the corridor. Moving forward, they arrived at the capacious saloon with its art work, gimballed table, sofas, and adjacent galley. After a quick look at the fore cabin with its four single berths, Gabriel brought them back topside.

      “I need another sipping rum, Dante, and see that everyone else has what they need, and order the sails hoisted.”

      Gabriel reclaimed the wheel and cut the diesels back while the crew transformed the Liviana into the powerful sailing creature that was the essence of her design. As the wind caught her sails, she seemed to come alive and crashed through the waves in an impressive display of her power at sea.

      “Where are we going, Gabriel?” Maria asked.

      “You mean you do not know either? Said a laughing Zoraida.

      “Playa Jibacoa. We will anchor off the beach and have our lunch on the beach. I have some new snorkles that are in development that we can use to get a good look at the fish and the coral. We are making excellent time and should be there well before noon.”

      “What are snorkles?” Maria asked.

      “A diving mask with a breathing tube attached to it. You can keep your head down looking at everything underwater without having to hold your breath. It takes some practice, but you can really appreciate the beauty and the activity taking place beneath the surface of the sea.”

      Gabriel let his guests take turns at the wheel while he pointed out how the captain could adjust the sails to ensure the boat continued in the desired direction as the wind changed direction and strength. By now, Cole had counted four crew.

      “I suppose your four crew are the least that are needed to handle the Liviana.”

      “Actually,no. The designer constructed her to be sailed by one individual. I know someone with a similar boat that before the war crossed the Atlantic solo. I do not have the skill or courage to attempt that. In rough seas, I cannot imagine managing without my experienced crew. They are true sailors, and I am fortunate that they maintain the Liviana and provide for me and my guests.”

      Zoraida grabbed Cole’s hand.

      “Come on. I want to walk around the deck.”

      They went aft and began walking slowly forward next to the port side deck lifelines.

      “I want to see some dolphins,” said Zoraida.

      “I am holding out for a kraken,” said Cole.

      “If there is anyone the kraken would want to meet, I am sure it is you.”

      “Why is that?”

      “Well, you both are unique fauna, which gives you something in common.”

      “So, what you are saying is we both are freaks of nature.”

      “Oh, I would never say something like that,” said Zoraida with a broad grin.

      “Since now is a good time to change the subject, what do you think of our host?” asked Zoraida.

      “I like him, but my intuition suggests something is off. I cannot help but wonder if he has inveigled himself into our company for a specific purpose.”

      “I agree, but not because of intuition. Wealthy playboys do not usually run after hardworking career women, even if they are attractive. They are usually too narcissistic to accommodate an intelligent woman’s dreams and goals. Oh look, they are waving at us. Maybe they sense we are dissecting their relationship. Come on, let’s finish our stroll.”

      At Playa Jibacoa, Gabriel carefully brought the Liviana as close to the beach as he dared while avoiding the coral. Two members of the crew deployed a large inflatable rubber boat, of the type that the marines and army had been practicing landings in for several years now. There was plenty of room for the six going ashore, along with their gear and picnic supplies. The beach was beautiful, but the waves were high enough to complicate their trip to shore and made Cole question how they would succeed as novice snorkelers in these conditions. Gabriel decided to have lunch first, hoping that the rough seas would abate before they attempted the water. The crewmen found a nice stretch of sand on which to place large, heavy beach towels for Gabriel and his guests to sit on and placed several picnic baskets within their reach. By now, several local children were ogling the yacht and the beach party and asking questions in rapid Cuban Spanish, which Cole could not understand. A boy about twelve was peppering Zoraida with questions.

      “Anton thinks we are movie stars. He says not long ago Charlie Chaplin came here also, but his boat was not as grand as ours, and the women with him were not as beautiful as Maria and me. He says it is obvious that Gabriel is a leading man, but he is uncertain about you because you are so pale. He does not know if they put a lot of makeup on you or if you mostly star in vampire movies.”

      Zoraida was convulsing with laughter by the time she translated the last of Anton’s comments. Cole forced a broad smile and handed Anton one of their best sandwiches and sent him on his way. Zoraida was still laughing as she related Anton’s comments to Maria and Gabriel, who immediately burst out laughing.

      Cole said, “I am happy that my presence brings such mirth to our little party. I will endeavor to continue to be a source of merriment for all.”

      He flopped onto his back on the beach towel and told Maria, “Today has not been my day. Earlier, you called me a freak of nature, and now I am accused of being Bella Lugosi on his day off. I suppose I should be happy that I am so entertaining for you.”

      “My love, you have far greater talent at entertaining me in ways other than your comic persona, if you get my drift. Now, pretend to eat some food so we can quickly get to trying out Gabriel’s gadgets in the water. I want to see if I can really see the fish clearly.”

      Soon after everyone had eaten, Gabriel decided that the waves had improved enough for them to begin their exploration of the reef. He gave everyone a diving mask with an attached breathing tube on the front of the mask. He instructed them in the use of the snorkle and let them practice in the shallow water before they ventured out to the outer reef edge. Gabriel stayed with Maria, while the two crewmen, who were experienced snorklers, accompanied Cole and Zoraida. The men helped them to see Atlantic Blue Tang, Parrotfish, eels, nurse sharks, and rays. Zoraida was delighted with a brief encounter with a dolphin. While everyone wanted to continue to explore the reef, they found their time in the water tiring and eventually agreed to return to the Liviana,which Gabriel put on course for Havana.
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      Back at work with Maria, Cole learned that she intended to confront Aymee and try to get as much information from her as she could. Maria wanted Roberto back with his parents while she had a chance of ensuring little or no punishment for him, and she was frustrated by their inability to locate Cartan. Although she was not provided full-time surveillance of Aymee, Maria received occasional reports of her activities at various times in the day. From this meager information, Maria realized that late afternoon on Wednesday Aymee slipped away to shop at a nearby street market. At the edge of the market stood a restaurant owned by a former policeman, who was an old friend of Maria’s family. Late afternoon the restaurant would be closed to prepare for evening dining. The owner readily agreed to Maria using the restaurant to interrogate Aymee. Two policemen watched for Aimee and at an opportune time brought her to the restaurant without drawing excessive attention to her departure from the market. She was taken to the main dining room where Maria and Cole were seated in the otherwise empty room. Maria introduced Cole as a representative of the U.S. government and presented herself as a member of a special unit of the Cuban police. She told Aimee she could call her Maria and did not give her a last name. She knew that Aymee would assume that special unit police would not divulge their last name for security reasons, but, in reality, she did not want Aymee to know she was part of Roberto’s family.

      “Have a seat Aymee. We need to talk to you about your activities at your clinic. We know you are providing needed medical care for poor people, but we are concerned about the medical services provided to pregnant women. We understand that you are not following the law as defined by the 1936 Social Defense Law, which as you know severely restricts the justifications for abortion to rape, endangerment of the mother’s life, and threats to the fetus. We are also concerned about the source of your funding from Germany. With Cuba at war with Germany, we cannot have citizens interacting with German representatives. We have reason to believe that agents of Germany may be using your clinic at times.”

      “I do not know anything about German agents, and I only perform abortions on desperate, poor women, who cannot afford to feed their children. I can give you the names of at least three private clinics who do paid abortions for any reason. The police look the other way because the clinic serves middle and upper class women, and because, I suspect, they receive fat envelops full of money.”

      “Aymee, we know Roberto works with a German agent. We have seen them together. What role does Roberto play at your clinic?”

      The mention of Roberto changed Aymee from a confident firebrand to a hesitant young woman, who suddenly realizes she is in over her head. She stared first at the floor then at a corner of the room before responding.

      “He mostly fills the role of office manager. He handles the finances. Since the patients pay little or nothing, he has to obtain donations to keep the clinic operating. It is very stressful at times to find adequate funding to keep the clinic open.”

      “Aymee, where does he get the donations? We know the original money came from Germany, but with the war you should be cut off from that source.”

      “He cultivates progressive wealthy people who are interested in assisting the less fortunate.”

      “They give enough to replace the German money?”

      “I said it was very stressful for him to meet our minimal needs.”

      “So is the shortfall being covered by another source, a covert intermediary supplying you with money originating from Nazi Germany?”

      “I was told the money comes from Switzerland.”

      “You are not that naive. It might pass through Switzerland, but it is the same source from Germany as before.”

      “I do not know details about the money. Roberto handles it and does not want me involved.”

      “How gallant of him,” replied Maria caustically.

      “Have you met the German agent?”

      “Yes, once in Germany and once here.”

      “How often does he come to the clinic?”

      “I cannot be sure. I would not know most of the time since I am seeing patients. I have seen him at best three times.”

      “Have you asked Roberto what this man is doing other than giving you money?”

      “No, I think it would be dangerous to know very much about this man.”

      “Aymee, Roberto lured us to a remote area, where your money man tried to kill us.”

      “No, he would never do that. Roberto could not have known he intended that.”

      “Perhaps, but a court of law would likely assume that he did. You are in great jeopardy for your activities and complicity in receiving money from our enemy during wartime, but Roberto is at greater risk because he is aiding and abetting a spy on Cuban soil. I will try to help you and end this man’s presence in Cuba, but you are now our eyes and ears. You report to us and do our bidding, including honestly reporting on Roberto’s activities with the spy. Do you understand?”

      “Yes, I promise.”

      “We are returning you to the market. Finish your shopping and go home. We do not want anyone noticing that you were gone too long.”

      As everyone stood to leave, Cole spoke for the first time.

      “Aymee, Do you care what happens to Roberto as this unfolds?”

      “Yes, I love him very much, this situation has put great strain on our relationship and given me doubts, but I want us to be together. I need him, we need him.”

      “We?”

      “I just learned that I am pregnant.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Maria was silent as she and Cole walked to her car, but as soon as they were seated in the automobile, she began to scream and pound the dashboard with her fists.

      After she exhausted herself, she vocalized a wide range of obscenities before saying,

      “I am trying to keep him out of prison and, instead, the situation continues to deteriorate. Will Roberto see his child before they put him against a wall and shoot him?”

      “There is no proof that he has conspired against Cuba. He wants help for the poor in Cuba and made the mistake of accepting help from the Nazis before the war and now they are manipulating and threatening him. He needs our help to put an end to this monstrous threat from a foreign power,” said Cole.

      Maria stared at him with open mouth.

      “I want you to be my lawyer after I strangle Roberto. Do you really think you can sell that preposterous explanation to my bosses?”

      “They will embrace it after we catch Cartan and his key associates. They will accept our explanation out of gratitude because we solved a major embarrassment for them.”

      “I am taking you home before you descend into total madness, and, by the way, I love the part that requires us to capture the elusive, clever Cartan before your master plan comes to fruition.”

      “We have been just toying with him up to now. Now that we are in earnest, he will be our prisoner within the next two weeks.”

      Maria muttered obscenities as she started the car.

      Mid morning the following day, a report of a possible sighting of the fugitive mayombero appeared on Maria’s desk. She shook her head at the coincidence of Cole’s prognostication and the prompt arrival of a new lead, but they had previously received several false sightings so she did not expect to have to acknowledge Cole’s prescience. Domingo found Cole and, wearing a broad grin in anticipation of some action, drove Maria’s car to a nearby, but poorly accessible farm house at the edge of a field of tall sugar cane. The field was ready for harvest before the rains came, but was in poor condition with no recent weeding and ample vegetative trash encumbering movement among the rows.

      Domingo approached the farm house slowly with minimal noise from the car, but a man darted from the house when they were a few yards away from the entrance. He disappeared into the sugarcane before they could get out of the car. Domingo immediately gave chase while Maria found her gun and opened the trunk of the car. She handed Cole a machete as she grabbed additional ammunition.

      “I do not get a gun?” Cole asked.

      “You shot a Cuban citizen. My bosses say no gun.”

      “He was a thug, who intended to kill me.”

      “Everyone knows that, but still no gun.”

      “I feel naked chasing this guy with only a machete.”

      “Here, have two, one for each hand. Come on. Domingo’s at work. We need to help him. He ran into the field directly behind the house. I will go in on the right, you enter from the left. If you find the mayombero, call out for us and we will come running.”

      “Not having a gun in my hand, if I locate him, I will bellow loudly enough to wake the dead.”

      Cole advanced into the sugarcane slowly with thick layers of vegetation between the rows of cane crunching beneath his feet. At times he slid on big piles of debris. Having to watch his footing impaired his ability to fully visualize his surroundings. He did not see the machete sweeping horizontally at his abdomen until the last second. The blade slashed his shirt and grazed his stomach as he jumped backwards. As the mayombero  strided aggressively closer, Cole heard a second attacker approaching from his left.This man was a precise copy of the first man, which startled Cole, but not enough to prevent him from blocking the downward sweep of the second man’s machete. The two men were experienced in close combat with the machete and were directing blow after blow at Cole, who had not had human blood in some time and last tasted bull’s blood several days ago. He flailed at them with his two machetes, knowing he could not hold them both back for long. One would land a crippling blow if he did not do something soon. As the more aggressive assailant bounded closer, just missing Cole’s head with his blade, Cole pretended to slip and crouched as if he were trying to regain his balance. Cole’s pursuer raised his arm to deliver another blow when Cole made a swift upward slice with one of the machetes from the upper thigh to the groin of the forward positioned leg. The man collapsed with a shrill scream as Cole severed his femoral artery, releasing pulsating streams of blood that showered the surrounding area in tantalizing, red arcing streams. Cole forced himself to ignore the blood and jump backwards to brace for the attack of his remaining foe, who did not seem concerned with the plight of his fallen twin, except to engage Cole with greater ferocity.

      The wind shifted, blowing acrid black clouds of smoke into Cole’s face, as Cole realized his adversaries had set the field afire to facilitate their escape. The field was so flammable that the wind was rapidly thrusting the flames in their direction.. The wounded man gave a hideous scream as the flames overtook him as he lay helpless in the fire’s path. His double’s face assumed an awful, demonic expression as he charged Cole with intense powerful blows that were leaving deep cuts on Cole’s arms. Cole was afraid to turn his back on this rapid-fire slashing and was forced to walk backwards away from his attacker as best as he could without tripping. The bulky frame of Domingo suddenly appeared out of the smoke. He fired his pistol twice at the mayombero, who fell almost on top of Cole.

      “Grab his arms. We need to talk to him.”

      They pulled the man between them as they trotted out of the field near a pacing, worried Maria. They dropped their captive and collapsed gagging and coughing on the ground. When Cole could speak, he said, “Ask him where is Cartan?”

      Maria bent over the dying man for a while before saying, “He is gone.”

      “Did he say anything.”

      “He said he would be walking with his Gods, and we could all go to Hell.”

      They carried the corpse to Maria’s car where they placed it in the trunk. Embers from the fire were landing on the roof of the farm house causing small tufts of flames to pop up all over the roof. With Domingo leading the way, they rushed into the house to look for anything that would help find Cartan. The men had minimal clothing but lived comfortably with clean, sturdy tables, chairs, and beds. Their kitchen was well provisioned, near a small altar covered with a few of the mayombero’s ritual items. At the edge of the altar were two small suit cases packed with many components of the mayombero’s magical arsenal. With smoke filling the house, Cole rolled up the the altar cloth, grabbed the suitcases and fled the house with Maria and Domingo. They coughed and hacked as they watched the house turn into a raging inferno. When they were certain the house would be completely destroyed, they drove away still coughing.

      “I do not know if I will get this smoke out of my body. I will throw my clothing away, shower multiple times, and I expect I will still smell of smoke,” said Maria.

      “I do not like the smoke smell, but I really do not like being in the same car as the moyambero and his magic,” said Domingo.

      “Even when he is dead?” asked Cole.

      “Especially, when he is dead. These are very scary people. They work with pure evil. They can do anything.”

      “I wonder which man was the one we encountered at his shop? Were they both mayombero? Can you imagine? If a worshiper had twins, they would likely see that as a sign from their gods that both children were to be moyombero,” speculated Maria.

      “The day is still young. Maybe we will run into number three. Triplets would be of unimaginable power,” said Cole.

      “I suggest you ride in the trunk with our friend so you can clarify these points with him,” said Maria.
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      A few days after the death of the mayombero and his twin, Gabriel suggested that the foursome make an overnight trip to Playa Coral near Varadero. He wanted to show them how to use a rebreather to permit them to dive longer and deeper. Cole had heard of the devices, but knew nothing about how to use one. They left on a Friday before dark and cruised with the diesels in beautiful, clear weather under an opulent, orangy full moon. When they reached their destination, Gabriel anchored well off shore to avoid encounters with coral in the dark. Soon after sun rise, the boat was brought to the specific area that Gabriel wanted to explore.

      “I know these devices look bulky, but you will love what you can do when you wear one. These particular rebreathers are several years old and came from Italy before the war. The military controls rebreathers and will not let civilians obtain them, but fortunately I had these before they removed them from general use. The apparatus absorbs carbon dioxide and recycles exhaled oxygen. The bladder has oxygen and if more is required you can manually add it to the bladder. The same crewmen who spotted for you before, Cole and Zoraida, will stay with you again and make sure you get the oxygen you need. I will watch Maria. My men will put the equipment on you, and we will start exploring the marine flora and fauna of the coral reef next to the Liviana.”

      The water was cool but tolerable with good visibility out to thirty meters. Fish were everywhere, big fish, medium fish, tiny fish. Several Cuban hogfish, mostly red with yellow and white markings darted around Zoraida to her amusement. The reef itself was beautiful and complex with azure vase sponges, brain coral, sea fans and dusky barrel sponges often on mounds of patch reef. Cole was amazed at the panorama of the reef revealed to him when he could leisurely explore beneath the water with assistance from the rebreather.The colorful fish darting around him made him feel like a miniaturized diver in a giant aquarium, blissfully exploring his environment. The morays sudden movements among the rocks and ferocious barracudas racing past gave a hint of danger to this otherwise tranquil venue. Both Zoraida and Cole were grateful for their helpers, who released oxygen into their rebreather bladders before the distracted couple experienced oxygen deprivation. In what seemed like a few minutes but actually was more than half an hour, Gabriel signaled for them to ascend.

      Back on the yacht, Gabriel’s guests ate hors d’oeuvres, while gushing about the creatures they had seen in close proximity. Gabriel produced a large book with colored photographs of the more common fish they had seen today and pointed out several fish that he said they might see on their next dive. When Cole went below to the toilet, he passed the large blond sailor who seemed to be Gabriel’s number two. Unlike the other crew, he always wore long sleeve shirts, but had his sleeves rolled up while he was adjusting closure of a cabin door. Cole noticed a tattoo on his left forearm as he passed the man in the corridor. On his return a few minutes later, Cole saw that the still working man now had his forearms covered. Maria and Gabriel were forward, which gave Cole an opportunity to speak quietly to Zoraida.

      “Does Gabriel seem different to you?”

      “I have not thought about it, but, yes, he seems nervous and is drinking a lot, even for him. Why?”

      “I noticed the difference and wondered if you did. I saw something unexpected when I went below and that reminded me of my earlier observations about Gabriel. The muscular blond crewman has a tattoo on his forearm typical of German sailors who served on the Kaiser’s U-boats. I saw the tattoo when I was in Germany before the current war. When I walked back by him five minutes later, his sleeves were rolled down again.”

      “You think he is a German agent? I heard someone say his name is Eric and that he is  Swiss.”

      “The man Maria and I seek is French, serves Germany, and claims to be Swiss, but an innocent explanation for this man is that he is not working for the Nazis and does not want to be identified as German with a war on.”

      “Are you intending to confide in Maria?

      “No, I will be paranoid for both of us for now.”

      After two more brief dives, all the divers were tired and were thinking of retiring. They sat comfortably enjoying a cocktail in the yacht’s saloon. Gabriel, looking a little harrowed, had gone off to attend to some issue requiring his attention. Cole gasped as Gabriel reentered the saloon with blood on his face and a swollen black eye, closely followed by Eric with a pistol in his hand. Cartan, with a smug, twisted smile on his face, sauntered in behind Eric. Maria bolted from her seat to run to Gabriel, who shook his head and waved her back.

      “Gabriel does not deserve your sympathy, Maria. You see he met you at my direction to enable me to neutralize you and Cole. Your interference, most recently culminating in the death of two of my most valuable colleagues, has, I am sad to say, severely hampered my mission in Cuba. If it is any consolation to you, Gabriel wanted to renege and protect you tonight. Apparently, he has become entranced by you,” explained Cartan.

      “I did not know you would hurt her,” said Gabriel softly.

      “You cannot be that naive, Gabriel, there is a war on. Each side maneuvers to hurt, maim, kill the other side. You, being the narcissist you are, did not expect to care about what happened to Maria.”

      “Cartan, let everyone go. It is me you really want. I will not attempt to escape if you let them land here safely,” Cole interjected.

      Cartan laughed, “You are rather narcissistic yourself, Cole, to believe this is all about you and that you have any power to negotiate with me.”

      “Aurora said you were a good man, a pious man, once. Draw on your old faith with its belief in redemption. You cannot possibly believe the Nazis deserve your allegiance. There is a world war in play. Switch sides. I can guarantee the Allies will want you working for them. Now is the time to leave the pain behind and help all of us who do not want tyranny and rejection of basic humanity,” Cole cajoled.

      “How dare you mention Aurora to me. She was my wife, and you took her as if she belonged to you. I would kill you here and now if I had not been ordered to send you to Germany to answer for your crimes.”

      “Your marriage was annulled by the Catholic church long before I met Aurora.”

      Gabriel used Eric’s distraction from Cartan’s increasing agitation to attempt to grab the pistol from his hand. He succeeded in knocking it from his grip, but it fired as it arced away from the two men and landed near Maria, who dived to the floor to retrieve it. Cole vaulted from the sofa toward Cartan, but Eric blocked his advance. Seeing Maria with the gun, Cartan ran from the room before she had a clear shot. Cole tussled with Eric briefly before tossing him on his back, where he lay submissively with Maria hovering over him with the gun aimed at his chest.

      Gabriel by now had crumpled to his knees, bleeding from a chest wound. Cole helped him to the sofa and had a frazzled Zoraida hold compression on the wound.

      “Are there additional weapons on the boat?” Cole asked.

      “In my coat pocket, there are keys to a gun locker in the master’s house and behind the painting across from me there is a small safe with a pistol. There is a key for that as well. If I die, tell Maria I am sorry and I do love her.”

      “You are not going to die, you idiot. The bullet grazed across a rib and deflected. It is going to bleed and hurt like Hell, but you will be fine, but you have a lot of explaining to do, especially to Maria. Where can I lock up Eric?”

      “The cabin nearest the saloon is secure. Lock him in from the outside. That key will have the cabin number.”

      “I am going to get these men off the boat. Maria, I want you to stay here with Zoraida and Gabriel. I can handle this as long as I know you all are safe together while I am focused on what has to be done.”

      Cole bent over Eric and pulled him up far enough to place his neck in a choke hold. Eric thrashed around momentarily but lost consciousness quickly in Cole’s implacable grip. Maria had the safe open and gave Cole the gun and the cabin master’s key.

      “Why didn’t you lead him to the cabin covering him with the gun?” asked Maria.

      “He got between me and Cartan. This debacle would be over if I had reached Cartan in time. Eric is fortunate that I only choked him unconscious.”

      Before locking Eric in the cabin, Cole embraced Zoraida and whispered in her ear, “Do not let Maria pistol whip Gabriel while I am gone.”

      “If she does I am going to join in.”

      “That is what I am afraid of.”

      “Be careful, come back to me.”
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      Out in the corridor, Cole closed his eyes and listened. Years ago in France, he learned he could hear the animals moving around in a dark forest, even hear nearby deer breathing. Now, he focused on the sounds of the ship. There were two men fore and two men aft waiting for them to try to escape the boat. Unlike the others waiting quietly, a fifth man, presumably Cartan, paced midships. Cole might surprise one group with the gun, but would then have the others converge on him within seconds. Gabriel had a display case in the corridor with old fishing spears, some with five prongs, some with four and a nice example of Poseidon’s trident. The case was not locked and Cole removed the trident and the five prong spear before continuing to the fore cabin, where the crew slept.  He entered slowly and silently. Cole knew the crew cabin had its own entrance topside and that is where two men would be waiting. He could make out their conversation, recognizing Dante’s and another crewman’s voice, and was pleased that they were bored and missing their supper. The second man told Dante that he needed to pee and moved starboard to direct his stream over the side. As he began to urinate, Cole slipped out on deck and slapped the pistol out of Dante’s hand with the side of the five prong spear and immediately lunged to his right with the trident, which plunged just under the second man’s buttocks and embedded into the deck at a sharp angle, effectively wedging him in place against the side of the boat. Waving his gun to ensure that Dante saw it, Cole quickly delivered a sharp blow to the back of the second crewman’s neck, causing him to fall at a bizarre angle over the shaft of the spear. Cole’s attack had been quiet enough that none of the others had heard the disturbance. Cole waved Dante over to him.

      “Are you working for the men who came aboard tonight?”

      “No, sir, I only work for Senor Aguilar. He said to let those men board tonight. Then after an argument with the tall man, Eric roughed up Senor Aguilar and told Arsenio, Alejandro, and me that they would kill us if we did not do what they said.”

      “Why would they give you guns?”

      “They only gave me a gun, a gun with one bullet, to stop you if you came out this way. They know I am a coward and would not take them on. I promise, Dr. Sterling, I would not have shot you.”

      “Who is the man who came with the tall man?”

      “I have no idea, but he has a gun.”

      Cole could see that Cartan was aft talking to the man who accompanied him aboard the yacht. Dante and Cole were crouching, which placed the deckhouse in Cartan’s line of sight, giving them some cover. The night was cloudy and dark, with decreased visibility, but Cole had no difficulty in seeing every detail of the yacht. As Cole examined the various sections of the yacht, he realized that it was surprising that Cartan had not heard or seen anything when Cole suddenly appeared on deck. If Cartan had heightened senses comparable to Cole’s, he should have realized that Cole was attacking the guards. Cole had always assumed that Cartan would have the same or better night vision and hearing as he did. Now, he wondered if that was a false premise, or if Cartan had lost the sensory enhancement from his transformation through the passage of time, or perhaps, some illness or trauma. Cole realized that, with caution, he could make a successful, direct, sudden attack on Cartan. He helped Dante to free the unconscious Arsenio from entanglement with the spear shaft and to lay him on the deck before retrieving the pistol knocked from Dante’s hand. A single bullet was in the cylinder as Dante had said.

      Cole crept towards Cartan from a position that would require him to turn completely around to see his approach. As he neared the two men, the pale light from a new moon escaped from a break in the cloud cover, causing the man with Cartan to cry out on seeing Cole almost upon them. He fired at Cole, who returned fire. Seeing that Cole was armed, they rushed to the rope ladder leading to the motorized boat that had brought them to the yacht. Cartan went down the ladder first as his companion fired twice more to keep Cole away. The second shot struck Cole’s left shoulder, nearly knocking him down, as the shooter disappeared over the side. Cole forced himself to walk to the edge of the ladder, where he fired the remaining bullets at the rapidly retreating vessel.

      Alejandro walked toward Cole with his hands up.

      “Dr. Sterling, You are bleeding. Can I help you?

      “I can manage. I need you to go to Dante. You and he need to watch for those men trying to reboard the yacht. We will get under way soon.”

      Cole kept pressure on the bleeding wound with his right hand pressing his handkerchief firmly over the site. By the time he reached the saloon, he was staggering and nauseated. Zoraida had heard the gun shots and was crying as she ran to assist Cole.

      “Help me to my cabin. I need to lie down, get a proper bandage on this shoulder, and have some of the blood I brought in those special containers. I do not want Gabriel to see me drink blood. Ask Maria to come for a quick conference. And, by the way, I love you, just in case I pass out before I can tell you again.”

      Cole gulped a container of blood from his supplies and revived enough to be able to clean and examine his gunshot wound just as Maria and Zoraida came into his cabin. They carefully rebandaged the gaping flesh of his shoulder, from which only a trickle of blood now escaped. Propped up in bed, Cole told them about his encounter with Cartan and the identity of the man who shot Cole.

      “Mr. Joyce, of the Institute, shot you?” asked Maria.

      “Yes, We can now arrest him when we find him, and we can investigate everyone at the Institute. No one can deny us a complete investigation now, but we can talk about this later. We need to get the boat moving. We are vulnerable anchored like this. Have Dante come below to talk to Gabriel for orders on getting underway. Once we are at sea, come for me. I want to get a full explanation from Gabriel, not only because we deserve an explanation, but because he may know how we can shut down Cartan’s operation in Cuba.”
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      Gabriel had changed clothes since Cole had last seen him and appeared more like his usual self, but as Cole entered the saloon, he was troubled by the tense, stricken faces of Maria and Zoraida. They were steeling themselves to listen to the confession of profound betrayal by someone they believed was their friend, and, in Maria’s case, lover.

      “Why don’t you start from the beginning, Gabriel.”

      “I think that is a good idea, Cole. Knowing the history, will help you to understand, at least a little, of how I came to such a dishonorable state. My father’s name is Alexander. He claims he is named for Alexander the Great. Even if that is not true, he has tried to live as if he is similarly destined for greatness. He has succeeded in building several businesses to give him money and power, and has political influence. He hates communists, socialists, and labor unions. The persecution of the Catholic church by Mexican politicians has caused my father to have an intense hatred for most politicians. He assists them, works with them, and sometimes bribes them, but with few exceptions loathes them. Early in his career, he developed good relations with German businesses, who bought various metal ores from him. When the first global war came along, Mexico was preoccupied by revolution and stayed neutral. Germany wanted Mexican ore and oil and my father brokered many deals for them, which was complicated by the  chaos of revolution. The Germans learned that my father was dependable and continued to use his services after the war. Even if they wanted something that was not part of his business, he would act as their representative to ensure delivery of a quality product.

      “When the Nazis came to power, their need for Mexican raw materials increased substantially and my father profited handsomely. The various German governments have been attempting to influence Mexican politics for a very long time and my father, bit by bit, helped with that as well. Anything my father did politically was done quietly, discretely. He avoided political parties and labels. Many people with similar ideology were called Synarchists or Falangists. He made certain that neither he nor me were identified as proponents of these movements to avoid surveillance by the government or complication of business arrangements.

      “When the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor, known German agents and provocateurs immediately left Mexico, but my father’s caution saved him. He was seen as a good patriotic, Mexican businessman who had German clients, and now would have to do without their business. Both my father and I believed we would have no further contact with representatives of the German government for the duration of the war. I happened to be in Cuba when war broke out seeing clients for my father. I had come on the yacht, but by the time I was prepared to return to Mexico, multiple U-boat attacks in the shipping lanes made it to dangerous to return on the Liviana. I flew home to find my father frantic, not knowing what he should do.

      “While I was away, a man delivered a letter from a German official my father had known for years. This man, who my father believed to be a friend, demanded that I  return to Cuba and make contact with certain individuals at the direction of an associate in Havana. The letter said that if I did not do as instructed, Mexican authorities would receive detailed information about my father’s killing of a Mexican official twenty years ago.They claimed that a detailed memorandum in their military intelligence files described the shooting and would expose him as a German agent.

      “My father said that he did shoot this man in early 1918 at a copper mine in Chihuahua state. He was arranging deliveries of copper for the German war effort when this drunk official wanted a bribe. He was appointed by President Carranza, but Mexico was in revolt and Chihuahua was controlled by General Pancho Villa, who had approved this transaction. The man pulled a gun, but my father fired first. My father feared this disclosure for two reasons. Germany is now an enemy and this old association would destroy my father’s reputation and his business, but a greater threat was that even though this was self defense, the man who died came from a prominent family, who wields considerable influence within the current government.

      “I spent a sleepless night considering different actions before deciding to fly back to Cuba to meet the contact. I had decided that I could not risk my father’s destruction. The contact was the man who came aboard with Cartan. He never told me his real name, telling me to call him the Irishman. He told me that two people were damaging his boss’s mission in Cuba, and I was to get to know them and learn more about them so, eventually, the Irishman would know how to stop their interference.”

      “It did not occur to you that he likely intended to use violence?” interrupted Cole.

      “Of course, but I vowed to take it slowly, since I was being blackmailed by people who were operating a long way from their home and, given the vagaries of war, they might lose interest in their mission or suddenly disappear in a few days or weeks. I intended to move slowly in the hope that this problem would just disappear before anyone could be hurt. I recalled my usual yacht crew and made sure the Liviana was ready to sail at short notice. As soon as I succeeded in removing these thugs from my life, I wanted to join a convoy headed for Mexico. The Irishman gave me information on Maria and you, Cole, and then insisted that I make Eric a member of my crew. That is when I realized that there would not be a speedy resolution to this affair. I met you, Maria, and in spite of my anxiety, began to enjoy your company and everyday whispered to myself, almost like a prayer, that everything would work out. Everything was good, even wonderful, until Eric told me during the voyage to Playa Coral that we would have visitors while we were there. I tried to get him to tell me what was planned, but he said he did not know, he did not need to know.”

      “Why did you not warn us then?” demanded Maria heatedly.

      “I should have, but I could not bring myself to confess. I continued to hope they only wanted to scare you, coerce you perhaps, but not harm you. To my shame, I jeopardized your lives and well-being.My cowardice in not telling you the truth caused you to be terrorized and in fear of your lives. I am deeply ashamed.”

      Maria stood and left the saloon without a word, with Zoraida in tow.

      “I was happy, blissful, I found it unimaginable to take actions that would destroy my  relationship with Maria,” said Gabriel woefully.

      “The truly tragic thing, Gabriel, is that we have been trying a long time to arrest the man I know as Cartan. If early on you had told Maria the truth, we would have found a way to capture him with your help and would have found a way to protect your father from the blackmail charges. Presently, only a miracle can save your relationship with Maria, but, maybe, a man named after an archangel can manifest a miracle if his heart is fully committed to it.”

      

      As troubling as the Gabriel saga was, Cole needed Maria to focus now on interviewing Eric and solidifying consensus on how their encounter with Cartan would be reported. Eric was as arrogant and uncooperative as Cole anticipated. Fortunately, thinking that such detail was unimportant, he corroborated Gabriel’s version of how he came to be on the boat, but he provided no details about Joyce or Cartan or their overall mission. His Swiss passport looked authentic, but Cole suspected that on proper examination would be revealed to be a well-crafted fake. Eric had no proof of entry into Cuba and his story about his passage to Cuba did not ring true.

      “How was your trip over on the U-boat? Is it true that in a few days the whole boat smells of scheisse? Must be rather unpleasant. Were you also going to return home by U-boat? Did you have companions on your voyage, fellow saboteurs?”

      Cole could tell that he was correct from Eric’s initial surprised reaction, but he caught himself and just silently smirked at Cole. When it became clear that Eric would not provide any additional information, Maria and Cole began to exit the cabin when Cole paused at the edge of the door.

      “Eric, a word of advice, think carefully about all the details of your trip to beautiful Havana for your fun-filled holiday, and include tips on how to find Andros-Cartan. The only thing that will prevent the Cuban military from standing you in front of a wall with a last cigarette in your quivering lips is your giving them everything you can recall about your delightful tropical visit with us.”

      Cole found Maria pacing alone in the saloon.

      “We will be back in Havana soon. We have to decide how we will present this to our bosses and that has immediate consequences for Gabriel as soon as we disembark.”

      “I know,” Maria snapped.

      “I vote for reporting the blackmailing of Gabriel Velasco Aguilar’s father, with the loyal son attempting to outsmart the Germans, but soon finds himself in over his head as his friends are threatened. Just as he was informing his friends of the threat, Cartan shows up and, without the quick, and brave response of Gabriel, Cartan would have killed everyone. The captured Nazi associate of Cartan, Eric, will provide information to assist in finding Cartan and the collaborator, Joyce, also known as the Irishman. We recommend that Gabriel Velasco Aguilar, suffering from a gunshot wound sustained in his struggle with Eric and Cartan, stay on his docked yacht under police protection until Cartan and Joyce are captured.”

      Maria stared at Cole.

      “You think anyone will believe that ridiculous story?”

      “It is mostly true. No one except Gabriel or us can really contradict any part of it.”

      “Why should we cover for Gabriel?”

      “Because you love him, I like him, and he did save our lives when it really counted.”

      Maria began to cry.

      “He betrayed us, Cole.”

      “And he will be anguished and humiliated by that all his life, but he came close to losing his life when he fully grasped the threat and tried to save us. He cannot undo his terrible mistake, but he is doing what he can to make amends. We do not control what the governments of Cuba or Mexico will ultimately decide, but I do not want to give them a reason to harm Gabriel.”

      “Will you explain the plan to Gabriel so he can play his part? I cannot talk to him now. I may never be able to be in the same room with him again.”

      “I will be happy to explain his heroic deeds to him.”

      “Thank you, Cole, I mean, I really thank you.”

      “Anything for my partner.”
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      Maria became a dynamo when she reached Havana. She immediately led a team to the Institute to rigorously search it and formally interview anyone working there. Joyce’s room and his personal effects revealed nothing about his recruiting activities or where he found his prospects. There were plenty of stories about what an odd duck Joyce was and how everyone avoided his disciples due to their frequent crude behavior and rude speech. Domingo interviewed Clarita and arranged a trip to Havana with her to look for some of the bars Joyce visited, hoping that the comments that Joyce had made to her would identify at least one correct site. Domingo had a good idea of the general location of the bars where Joyce found his recruits and once they were there, Clarita began to recall additional remarks and pointed out a sidewalk restaurant that Joyce frequented and had said was near his best site for identifying new acolytes. A drive around the immediate area revealed only one strong possibility for Joyce’s alcohol-enhanced enrollment center, a busy sidewalk bar, which had a darkly lit interior for private conversations.

      Domingo left Clarita in the car while he went inside the back room. A mixed selection of Cuban males were scattered around the small room, drinking, playing cards, and sometimes huddling in animated conversation. Back outside, Domingo told Clarita,

      “Not a place for ladies. I will have someone get photographs of the men going into the back for you to see if any are the men who came to Joyce’s training sessions. I will take you home now. Your help may lead us to these possible saboteurs and even to Joyce. Lucky for us, but not for Joyce, you are an attentive listener. Without you, I had almost no chance of recognizing the correct bar to place under surveillance.”

      On the ride back to Clarita’s home, Domingo asked about Clarita’s deceased husband. She welcomed the opportunity to talk about Mr. Thomas, because no one ever asked about him anymore, and it seemed as if a major part of her life had just quietly disappeared. In time, Domingo volunteered that he was a widower and related a little of what his wife was like and what he missed most about her. On reaching Clarita’s home, Domingo asked if she would mind if he called on her in other than his official capacity. Clarita replied that she would look forward to his visits.

      After her recent meeting with Aymee, Maria consulted with a friend in the Ministry of Health and Social Assistance, who was aware of Aymee’s work with urban indigents. He agreed to absorb Aymee’s clinic, with the understanding that she work for the Ministry and assist them with other activities for the poor. Maria’s remaining problem was getting Roberto home. She arranged for Aymee to bring Roberto with her on her next shopping excursion. Roberto was not pleased at leaving work during his usual work day, but having recently learned that Aymee was pregnant, he thought she was concerned with feeling faint or ill at the crowded market. After purchasing a few items, Aymee led Roberto to the closed restaurant, where he was surprised to find Zoraida and Maria waiting. Zoraida ran to her brother, hugging him tight while trying not to cry.

      “What is going on?” Roberto asked Aymee.

      “Do not blame her. She was told that it would be safer if you did not know you would be seeing us. You cannot act nervous about a meeting you do know you will attend. We could not take the chance that Cartan’s people spot check your movements,” replied Maria.

      “Who is Cartan?”

      “The man you know as Andres. He is French, but betrayed his country and became a German agent over a quarter of a century ago.”

      “I have not seen him or his people in a while.”

      “When did they last give you money for the clinic.”

      “About six weeks ago, a man I had not seen before brought an envelop with a little money.”

      “Did he have a message or instructions for you.”

      “No, he just said they would stay in touch.”

      “What do you know about Cartan’s mission in Cuba?”

      “I was told they were working with Cuban patriots who wanted a government that would better serve the poor, but I never saw any of that. Some odd people met at nights for awhile in some of our rooms, around the time I began to hear of sabotage and attempted sabotage. I became suspicious that these men were involved, but they stopped coming around before I took action against them. This Cartan helped us with money initially, but recently the money has dwindled away. I have had to work hard to obtain donations to keep the clinic open.”

      “The Ministry of Health and Social Assistance has agreed to absorb the clinic and wants Aymee to help design similar projects. They will administer the clinic now. In recognition of your hard work in establishing a successful indigent clinic, key officials  are choosing to ignore the dubious origins and financing of the clinic with the demand that you assist in the capture of Cartan and that you return to your law studies. As one of the officials rather vulgarly said, with your talent they want you inside the tent pissing out, not outside pissing in. Can I say that you have agreed to their terms?”

      Roberto looked at Aymee, who smiled and nodded her head.

      “I would normally want to at least pretend to take time to consider this offer, but I am exhausted and the generosity of our donors is about exhausted. I unreservedly accept the terms.”

      Aymee squealed and hugged Roberto.

      “We can go home now,” she said.

      “Yes, but not together. You, Aymee, will stay with your mother and Roberto will stay in our parents’ house. The two mothers are working on a quick wedding before the bride’s delicate condition is obvious to all,” interjected Zoraida.

      “I was dazed before, but now I feel I have no control of my life,” said Roberto.

      “Grooms often feel that way before a wedding, but you added a baby into the tableau. You are at the mercy of the grandparents in the near future,” laughed Zoraida.
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        * * *

      

      Within days using Domingo’s photographs, Clarita identified four men who were recruited by Joyce and who were now under surveillance by Domingo’s team. Unfortunately, none of the men led them to Joyce or Cartan, but the team documented contacts with several dubious characters, who were, most likely, criminals who were being paid to create chaos and sabotage at Cartan’s direction. Maria wanted to maintain surveillance for a better chance at locating Cartan but was ordered to arrest all the men simultaneously with immediate effect. As soon as they realized that they were regarded as spies and subject to execution, this collection of hardened and petty criminals suddenly became cooperative and more than willing to describe their missions for Cartan and assist in his capture. They might have an attraction for fascist ideology, but money, power, and looking out for number one was their true religion. Unfortunately, Joyce and Cartan had not revealed anything that could provide a trail back to them. Maria pushed the men hard to give up the names of the remainder of Cartan’s spy network. They were fundamentally disinclined to expose fellow crooks, but made an exception to save their own necks. As the arrests continued, exposing all corners of Cartan’s fledgling empire, a lead appeared. A courier, who collected reports from the field agents and delivered their instructions, said he was to rendezvous with Joyce on Saturday at a popular festival in a town a half day’s bus ride from Havana. The crowded, noisy festival gave them a setting for a brief meeting where they could merge into the crowd and disappear within seconds.

      “I do not like it. Cartan knows we are destroying his organization. There cannot be much left. Why bother to meet with the courier. This may be planted information to lure us into an ambush,” said Cole.

      “I agree, but I cannot ignore this information. The pressure on me to capture Cartan is intense. I have to respond,” replied Maria.

      After assembling and briefing her team, Maria transported them on a unmarked bus to the festival on Saturday. There were five men hand-picked by Maria, as well as Domingo and Cole. The festival usually began around eight and Maria had her group in place as soon as the festival crowd began to form in the town square and some of the adjacent streets. Pipe organs played and the smell of roast pig was pervasive as the crowd enlarged and the team took their positions. Laughing, excited people played games, bought food and drink and soon began to dance in one area of the square. Maria’s men each had their zone to monitor, but the chaotic movements of the crowd worked against their best efforts. Cole, wearing a guayabera with a typical Cuban hat with the brim pulled down to partially hide his face, moved around randomly in the crowd until he decided to monitor the areas adjacent to the dancing, since proximity to the dancers would give the conspirators an escape route that would be difficult to follow. As he neared the dancing, Cole saw Maria scrutinizing the immediate area. A figure in a tan duster and loose hat pulled down to obscure most of the face approached Maria from behind and grasped her arm. When Cole saw her jump at this sudden intrusion, he sprinted toward her. The figure had one hand on Maria’s arm with the other hand thrust inside the duster presumably holding a pistol in the dual entry  hip pocket. Cole could see the outline of the gun hand well enough to grasp the hand and jerk it downward with considerable force while punching the figure’s face with his other hand. Cole gambled that if the gun discharged it would shoot into the ground next to their feet. Fortunately, the gun did not fire, and Cole had it out of the duster while the man was still stunned. On his knees and without his hat, Cole and Maria recognized Joyce.

      “Dammit, Joyce, that was a stupid thing to do, especially in this crowd,” said Cole.

      “You nearly dislocated my arm. The gun could have shot me in the foot or blown my pecker off.”

      “Shut up, Joyce, is Cartan here?” Maria snarled.

      “Of course not, the cowardly prick is not going to chance you capturing him.”

      “What were you supposed to do with Maria?” Cole asked.

      “Hand her over to Cartan, beyond that, I do not know, but considering how you have demolished his mission, I imagine he wants you both dead.”

      “Why are you working with him still. I would have thought by now you would be half way back to Ireland.”

      Maria now had Joyce handcuffed and pushed him out of the curious crowd that surrounded them.

      “You boys can chitchat when we get home. I want out of here right now.”

      She waved one of her team over and told him to find the others and have them return to the bus immediately.

      After his duster was removed and a careful search of his person, Joyce was brought aboard the bus. Cole led him to the back of the bus where he was handcuffed to a seat frame. Cole sat across from him.

      “You are going to talk to me without Maria?” asked Joyce.

      “She will be present when you are interviewed for the record. I want to ask about a range of things that are outside the usual questions pertinent to this investigation.”

      “Why should I tell you anything? No matter what I say I am facing a firing squad.”

      “Humor me, your answers to my questions might remove the firing squad from your future.”

      “Go ahead, but I am not helping you find Cartan without considerable concessions.”

      “Understood. Did you meet Cartan while you were in Ireland?”

      “No, I was here in Cuba awhile before he shows up and starts ordering me around.”

      “You told us that you had a pub in Ireland. Is that true? Why were you selected to go to Cuba?”

      “German Intelligence, The Abwehr, has worked in Cuba since the days of the Kaiser. I did a few jobs for them as a young man during the first war. The Germans also courted the IRA. The IRA has received weapons many times from the Germans and they have the common enemy, the English. I am not IRA, but they have used my services as well. My pub allows me to meet a lot of people without suspicion. I was a known quantity with lots of connections. The Abwehr made me a nice upfront payment as well as regular contributions to my bank account back home. I am a bit of a gambler and was underwater and in danger of losing the pub. I had to take their offer to keep the wolves away.”

      “So you do not support the Nazi cause?”

      Joyce laughed. “They are costumed thugs who believe their own made up fairy tales.”

      “For the Allies to put aside the firing squad, you will have to tell them everything about your stay in Cuba and Abwehr operations in Ireland.”

      “I want safe passage back home.”

      “I will see what can be worked out, but the Cubans may insist that you are imprisoned for the duration of the war. Do not get greedy. You win if they they do not shoot you.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Cole succeeded in convincing Maria to allow a telephone line to be run to the Liviana. Cole argued that Gabriel’s communications, which of course would be monitored, might clarify his allegiances and priorities. To date, he had spoken to his parents and tried to call Maria numerous times. The maid who usually answered the telephone in the evening at Maria’s home had a soft spot for Gabriel. If Maria was out, she said that Maria was not at home, but if she said that she would check to see if she were home, Gabriel knew that Maria was home but not speaking to him. He persisted in his calls until one evening he was rewarded with the familiar intonations of her melodious voice. She was subdued and hesitant, but she listened as he described how lonely he was without her and how anguished he was that he had ever caused her pain. He knew he had given up the right to ask anything of her, but he hoped she would at least talk to him on the telephone and in time consider visiting him on the boat. Maria listened politely but, instead of responding to his entreaty, asked about the crew, the condition of Gabriel’s parents and the state of his business affairs with his confinement to the boat. Gabriel was relieved and elated to be talking to her about anything and tried to find a bit of magic in his recitation of the details of these most mundane subjects. The next evening, Maria agreed to a brief visit on the boat, where they had a dinner on deck catered by a well regarded local chef. The crew and guards were served dinner as well, but dined far enough from the couple to permit them a modicum of privacy.

      A few days later, Maria arrived for a similar evening with catered food for everyone on a pleasant Havana evening on the deck of the Liviana. After everyone was seated, Gabriel stood and said he wanted to introduce some Mexican hospitality. A Mariachi band paraded from below decks and began to serenade Maria as the party was served their dinner. At the same time, Zoraida and Cole came aboard and sat next to Maria and Gabriel. Maria laughed, smiled and gleamed like the Maria they all remembered. The band played a variety of traditional and popular songs while everyone ate before taking a break, promising to return to play for them in the hope they would dance to their music. The evening went by in a blur of music, dancing, large quantities of alcohol, and more food, all under a tranquil sky lit by a glorious moon just short of fullness. Finally, Maria insisted she had to leave because of a very early schedule, which began in a few hours. She kissed Gabriel, briefly and self-consciously, but with warmth just before she left the boat. Cole and Zoraida followed her, but were still on the boat when a fast moving car pulled along Maria as she opened her car door. A large man seized her, thrust her into the back of the vehicle and jumped in beside her as the car sped away. Cole was unable to respond to the sudden abduction, but recognized Dr. Bauer      in the front passenger seat of the fleeing automobile.

      Gabriel began to yell, “Someone help Maria. Who was that? How did they get into the secure area of the docks?”

      “We need to call for help. Let the guards use the telephone to report this then I will call Domingo and get him to pick me up.”

      “Where are you going?”

      “One of the men in the car is a Director of a gnostic institute. Domingo and I will go to the institute to see if the Director is there and to find out as much as we can from anyone who might know something about the Director’s recent activities.”

      “I want to go with you.I cannot sit here. I have to help find Maria.”

      “I have no authority over you. The guards will not let you go with us without orders. I will ask Domingo to see if he can get permission for you to assist us. Domingo may know what to say to convince them you are needed to help us find Maria before the kidnappers can take her out of the immediate area.”

      Gabriel turned abruptly and led the guards to the telephone in the saloon. Cole watched wearily as the ship’s crew assisted the agitated Mariachi band from the boat. Zoraida had been unusually quiet after Maria was taken. She placed her hand on Gabriel’s arm when he seemed close to panic, and she listened carefully to Cole’s plan, smiling when she heard that Cole and Domingo would not leave the task of locating Maria to anyone else. As soon as Gabriel could not hear her, she asked Cole,             “Do you believe you can get Maria home safely?”

      “Yes, Cartan does not want Maria. He wants me and will take me in exchange for her. Ensuring that we would see the Director was his way of telling me where to go to make the exchange.”

      “You cannot be serious! You cannot trust this mad man.”

      “He has already said that he was ordered to deliver me to face justice in Germany. He wants me unharmed until he delivers me.”

      “If you survive the trip, you know they will torture and murder you.”

      “I intend to escape before reaching Germany if I am captured, but I hope to get Maria back without Cartan getting his hands on me.”

      “Cole, I want my cousin back, but I do not want you sacrificed to make that happen.”

      “I promise I will do everything in my power to evade capture, but I have to take some risks to return her home safely. I am going below to telephone Domingo. The guards should be done with their business by now.”

      Less than half an hour later, a bleary-eyed Domingo haphazardly dressed in rumpled clothing pulled his car along side the Liviana and came aboard with a grim expression on his face. Cole took him aside and explained Gabriel’s request to join them for the search of the gnostic retreat. Domingo looked at Gabriel for a moment before agreeing to try to get the guards to release him to Domingo’s custody. Domingo                                                                                                            strode to their side, placed his big hands on their shoulders and huddled with them for awhile. Voices were raised several times before Domingo gave a thumbs up and waved Gabriel over next to Cole.

      “Gabriel, I want Zoraida to stay here until full light before going home.”

      “You can rest in the cabin you used on our last trip or stay in the saloon. If you need anything, one of the crew will assist you,” Gabriel told Zoraida.

      “Thank you, Gabriel. All of you be safe.”

      Cole held Zoraida for a long time before following Gabriel and Domingo to Domingo’s car, which lurched away as soon as Cole closed the door. The three men were silent at first, each lost in his own thoughts. When they were well away from Havana, Gabriel said, “What do we do if Maria is not at this retreat?”

      “The full force of the police and military will be at work in a few hours. I will try to get leads from the criminal underworld. It will be difficult for Cartan to hide Maria anywhere. We will locate them,” Domingo replied confidently.

      “I still believe Cartan wants me and wants an exchange. If I am correct, he will not make it difficult for us to locate them in a place where he can control his escape route. I would expect him to want us to find him quickly before the police and military are involved and lessen his chances of escape.”

      “If he has you as his captive, how will you get away?” asked Gabriel.

      “I will have to be patient and find an opportunity. I will work it out. Getting Maria away from him is the goal for now.”

      The men lapsed into silence again for the remainder of the trip. Gabriel and Domingo were not satisfied with Cole’s response but knew they did not have a better plan at their disposal. As much as they wanted Maria safe, they were deeply disturbed knowing that Cole was probably trading his life for hers. They reached the Institute’s guardhouse around 4:30 in the morning and found it empty and the boom gate elevated. Domingo drove onto the grounds cautiously, knowing they were easy targets for an ambush. A few lights were on in some of the guest rooms, but the educational and administrative rooms of the Institute were dark.

      “I doubt there is any reason to wake these people for now. The Director’s house is nearby. We should start there,” said Domingo.

      A break in the woods at the edge of the Institute’s grounds had a sign reading private at the entrance to a curvy gravel road leading to the Director’s home, which was dark and quiet as Domingo parked.

      “The Director is unmarried but has a housekeeper, who should be able to give us some information about his whereabouts.” Domingo stated.

      The three men began walking to the door. At the entrance to the front porch, Cole said, “You go in. I am going to look around the perimeter first.”

      Cole knew he could peer into the dark and perhaps see any watchers observing the house. The night was black and cloudy, rendering visualization of the surroundings difficult. The clouds occasionally briefly parted, permitting a transient view of the surrounding woods. Cole thought he discerned movement near a small path, which Cole suspected led to the sea. As he moved closer to the entrance to the path, he heard Gabriel shout from the porch that they had found the Director bound and gagged. As he turned to return to the house, he felt a pain like a wasp sting in the middle of his back, followed by a similar sting on his right thigh. He felt his thigh and found a small shaft in his leg and located another shaft in his back. Cole’s sight began to blur as his head fell onto his chest and his feet became wooden as his legs gave way before he could try removing the projectiles. He heard people run towards him from behind but could not call out for help loudly enough to be heard from the Director’s house. Three people pulled him from the ground and carried him at a trot onto the nearby path, where he was laid on a canvas stretcher and borne downhill before turning onto a smaller path barely passable due to obstructing masses of dense vegetation. His bearers wore battery powered headlamps to make their way through the dark forest. The sound of the sea grew stronger and suddenly they were on a sliver of rocky beach, where the bearers placed the stretcher on the ground near several waiting figures.

      “Thank you for joining us, Cole. I was afraid you would miss our excursion.” said Cartan.

      “Here, let me get a good look at you.”

      Cartan bent over the stretcher and turned Cole on his side with his face dangling downward.

      “I cannot have you choke. That would not do at all. You also are breathing rather shallowly. I hope I do not have to give you the antidote before we are on the boat.”

      Cartan strolled over to a bound figure propped against the surviving half of a wooden row boat, which came to rest in this cove after a particularly turbulent storm.

      “You are a very lucky young lady, Maria. Now that I have Cole to return to my German masters, I can leave you unharmed. Without him, I would have had to kill you or, at least, to disable you so that you would no longer be a threat to our cause.”

      Maria struggled to free her limbs and tried to scream at Cartan in spite of the gag in her mouth.

      “Stop, Maria, you are tearing your flesh and your mouth. You cannot get free. Your people will find you soon enough.”

      “Herr Cartan, we must leave now. The Captain has signaled he cannot wait any longer for us,” shouted a young man standing by an inflatable rubber boat.

      Cole’s stretcher was placed in the center of the boat and Cartan and his men took positions around him. After pushing off, a small motor was started to assist their escape from the waves crashing into the beach. The combined effort of the paddling men and the little motor were needed to break free of the pounding surf of the beach and to rendezvous in deeper water with the waiting U-boat. The crew pulled Cole’s stretcher onto the deck and maneuvered it into the boat’s interior. Cartan hurried them along so that he could monitor Cole’s condition. Hatches were still being closed as the Captain ordered them underway and to prepare to dive.

      Cole was panicked. He was suffocating and could do nothing to help himself or to signal his distress to anyone else. As soon as the stretcher was laid on a crew bunk, Cartan saw at a glance that Cole was starved for oxygen and administered the antidote for curare. He pushed on Cole’s chest to try to get him to breath. There was little change at first, but finally Cole began to take shallow breaths as his eyes teared and he became covered in perspiration. The stretcher was taken away and he was allowed to sit up as he retched a small amount of bitter liquid before curling up in a fetal position on the bunk as wave after wave of stomach cramps assaulted him. As the cramps eased, feeling drained he fell into a fitful, brief sleep. When he awoke, he found he had manacles on one wrist and one ankle with chains attached to the bunk supports. He slowly sat up and took in the strange surroundings of his imprisonment. He sat on the outer edge of a slightly damp cot, dangling his legs over the side. The green painted metal railings on adjacent cots were up but his was down to allow him to sit up and move his legs. The varnished wooden cabinets over his head were recessed enough that he could sit up completely as long as he sat at the edge of the cot. No one else was nearby, although he could hear the hum of the motors and the voices of the crew a short distance away. Across from him, were cots and cabinets identical to those where he now sat, while above him the curved metal surface with a jumbled collection of color coded pipes and tubes of different sizes left little doubt that he sat inside an enemy U-boat. A man came near and smiled seeing that Cole was sitting up.

      “I am Lukas. I will check on your when I can. I speak English well so I can answer some of your questions and try to help you. The others who will come to see you only understand a little English but will still try to address your concerns.”

      “Where on the boat am I?”

      “This is the sleeping and living quarters of the Obermaate and Maate, the non-commissioned officers. Normally, there would be men asleep or resting here, but for now they will be in the general crew quarters. We left base quickly without our full crew so we have a few empty bunks they can use. On a usual tour, we are often hot bunking. Two men share a bunk. With our assigned shifts, one man stands his watch while the other stays in the bunk.”

      “Where is Cartan?”

      “Herr Cartan is bunking with the officers.”

      “I want to talk to him.”

      “I will make him aware of your request. Do you need to go to the toilet?”

      “I do not think so. I am still not recovered from what Cartan did to me.”

      “We have only one toilet for forty men so do not wait too long to ask to go.”

      Cole lay back in the bunk after Lukas left. He closed his eyes and began to listen carefully to the sounds coming from different areas of the boat. He had already concluded they were submerged and moving slowly toward Germany, although maybe they had stops along the way, and maybe they were proceeding to one of the U-boat bases in France. He doubted Lukas would tell him their destination or their itinerary.

      Suddenly, a prolonged, loud turbulent growl emanated from what seemed like everywhere in the boat. With its ballast tanks blown, the U-boat tilted upward on its way to the surface.
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      The commanding officer, FKpt. Hans Baer, was proud of his crew, proud of the readiness of his vessel, and proud of his distinguished service, having served as a crewman on an Imperial Navy U-boat in the first world war. He was a Prussian officer and obeyed orders, but he was infuriated by the presence of the men he was ordered to ferry back to Germany. His orders had not forbidden him from attacking targets of opportunity on the return to Germany, but the overbearing, pompous Herr Cartan, incredibly a Frenchman, had demanded that he and his prisoner be returned to Germany without delay. He had also demanded privileged accommodation while on his vessel, which increased the discomfort of his commissioned and non-commissioned officers. The Captain had plotted a course less likely to encounter sub hunters or convoys, but if they met a prime target, he intended to use his remaining three torpedoes to send as much tonnage to the bottom as possible, Herr Cartan be hanged.

      Now that they were surfaced, they were making 16 knots with the two diesels. The Captain was not happy traveling surfaced during the day in these waters, but given how slow the boat moved under battery power he had no choice. If the boat could travel another whole day surfaced, they would then be far enough from the areas the Allies aggressively monitored to allow him to relax and begin to envision how he would enjoy his liberty at home. The boat was piloted from the top of the conning tower while surfaced, which allowed him to enjoy the fine day with a pleasant breeze in his face and the smell of the sea instead of the stench of diesel fumes,stale air, and unwashed bodies assaulting his constantly irritated nasal passages. He had routine paperwork and a letter to write to his oldest son, but he could not force himself to return to his tiny cabin just yet. In spite of the magnificence of the day, he knew they were surrounded by danger and felt less anxious out here where he felt in control, rather than below where he felt weak and vulnerable by comparison. After a couple of hours of standing watch, he decided to let his number two take over while he tended to his work below. Before he gave the order, a lookout from the bridge watch cried out, “Alarm! Aircraft! 260 degrees.”

      The Captain was surprised the plane had gotten this close without detection. Through his binoculars, he could see it was a U.S. Navy PBY Catalina headed straight for them.

      “Alarm!”

      The alarm bell was activated and everyone proceeded to their dive stations. Once all crew were below and the hatch secured, the Captain ordered the forward ballast tanks flooded and the dive planes at full down angle. The chief engineer shut off the diesel engines as soon as the hatch and air vents were closed and flooded the rear ballast tanks soon after the forward tanks were flooded. The electric motors were engaged to maintain forward momentum for the dive, which leveled off at twenty five meters. The PBY marked where he saw the U-boat submerge, came around and dropped depth charges perpendicularly to the point where he thought the sub would be if it continued its original course, one explosive where the sub would be on its original path and a charge to the right and to the left on the assumption that the captain might evade with a hard port or starboard maneuver. The PBY pilot had strategized well. Two depth charges exploded uncomfortably near the U-boat, jolting the boat so severely that several sailors sustained lacerations and painful bruising and a radioman was knocked unconscious. The Captain’s dilemma was how to extract himself from this situation.He could not stay submerged for long. He could probably avoid the depth charges for now, but their position was transmitted and additional PBYs might be on their way, as well as any number of surface vessels looking for a submarine kill. Slinking away in darkness quickly was not an option. Sunset was hours away. While he could leave the area submerged, the boat’s batteries would be exhausted traveling a mere 80 nautical miles at a sluggish 4 knots. A committed assembly of sub hunters would know his limitations and create a grid to monitor the 80 mile radius around the dive point. If he took the boat to shallower water to rest on the bottom, they could not remain submerged long enough to evade persistent hunters. Their air would become toxic and increasing carbon dioxide levels would kill them before the hunters tired of the chase.

      Their putative salvation lay with the possibility that the enemy could not justify a lengthy force commitment when they did not have multiple contacts to establish the U-boat presence’s in a given sector. The Captain took the U-boat deeper and ordered the boat to zigzag with a general heading aimed at Europe. The boat’s air quality, as carbon dioxide built up, would probable become more of a limiting factor for how long they could stay submerged than the remaining charge on the batteries. They would stay submerged until the air quality mandated that they surface, hopefully well after dark when any hunters would have given up on locating them in the dark without additional contact information. He ordered nonessential crew to their bunks to slow oxygen utilization and ordered quiet running for the boat. Now, he and the crew had to control their anxiety and demonstrate with their behavior that some battles are won with patience not force.

      Cole disliked submarines. The odor alone was sufficient to exclude him as an admirer, but after being jerked and rocked about by unbelievably loud explosions, he was firmly in the submarine hater camp. He realized that in the event of catastrophic hull failure, being shackled, or not, would not change his fate, but at a visceral level preferred the illusion that unshackled he could escape this dreary cylinder before it plunged to the bottom. Lukas appeared after everything had been quiet for awhile and brought him something to drink in a tin can with a small puncture in its top.

      “Herr Cartan said to give you this to drink.”

      “Thank you, but what the Hell just happened?”

      “You experienced a well executed crash dive to escape one of your navy’s planes dropping depth charges. There are probably other planes and ships searching for us. We hope to evade them and get back on course after dark.”

      “Where are we going?”

      “Germany”

      Cole drank a few sips from the can. His preserved canned blood was tastier, but this was drinkable.

      “Where did you learn English, Lukas?”

      “The basics in school, but I have family in Milwaukee and spent a couple of summers there as a teenager.”

      “Did you ever expect to be on opposite sides in a war?”

      “No, but I serve and my cousins will serve, and I can only hope we never cross paths during the war. We Germans are doing so well in Europe that I hope Roosevelt will see that fighting us is pointless and arrange a truce soon.”

      “Unlikely, this will be a costly and long war for everyone, but I certainly hope you and your cousins are never near each other until this awful war is over. Did you like Milwaukee?”

      “I loved it. I loved all of but I really enjoyed bowling. We were on a league at Bensingers. We were very serious and competitive, but had lots of laughs, and even better there were many pretty girls around. Are you finished with that? I was told to bring the can back. What is it? Herr Cartan would not tell me?”

      “If he would not tell you, that suggests it would be dangerous for you to know. I do not want to risk endangering you.”

      Lukas looked at Cole with a quizzical expression before saying,

      “I need to return to my duty station.”
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        * * *

      

      Gabriel found Maria on the beach not long after the submarine submerged off shore. The binding ropes were so tight that he cut them off with his pocket knife. Maria’s wrists and ankles were raw and bleeding. The gag in her mouth had torn the corners of her lips, which soaked the handkerchief stuffed in her mouth with blood. When Gabriel pulled it from her mouth, she drew a deep breath then gagged and wretched. After several deep breaths, she said, “I thought I was going to choke and suffocate to death.”

      She pulled Gabriel close to her, shivering and crying. In less than a minute, she pulled away.

      “I am not crying because I was so frightened. I am crying because I somehow failed to prevent them from doing this to me, and I failed to stop them from taking Cole. He let them take him in exchange for me. Why did you not stop him?

      “We could not stop him. He understood Cartan’s message from the beginning. He was determined that you would be free. He does not seem to fear Cartan. He wants answers that only Cartan can give him.”

      “Who is we?”

      “The big fellow walking up behind you.”

      The glow from the rising sun revealed a beaming Domingo coming from a different trail than Gabriel had followed.

      Gabriel said, “Look at that, the tough guy has tears in his eyes.”

      “Come on Maria, boss lady, let’s get out of here before the military and more police arrive. Let them interrogate everyone. I want to go home.”

      “I could not agree more. I do not want to be seen like this. Each of you take an arm to help me up that trail.”

      “I was really worried that Cartan had taken you, and since I do not see Cole, I assume Cartan has him instead, but do not worry about Cole, I have seen enough of him to know he can deal with Cartan.”

      “I can only hope you are right, Domingo. I will be doing a lot of praying for his safe return.”

      “We all will,” said Gabriel.
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        * * *

      

      Captain Baer knew from long experience when carbon dioxide was reaching dangerous levels. They were also experiencing heavy and dangerous condensation inside the vessel. For better or worse, it was time to surface. When they reached periscope depth, he scanned the perimeter, then let his number two do the same. No ships were seen in the modest moonlight bathing the surrounding calm sea. They surfaced and the captain and the watch crew took their places on the conning tower. The chief engineer started the diesels and fresh air began to circulate in the boat, while at the same time the batteries began to recharge. Captain Baer got them on a course more to his liking and they sailed uneventfully for several hours until a ship was sighted to port. Soon several more were observed, and Baer realized they had come upon a small convoy. He modified his course to parallel the convoy at a distance that minimized being seen in the poor light. After assessing the types of merchant ships, their relative positions and the nature of the escorts, he formulated his plan of attack. He got out ahead of them, turned and prepared for bow shots at his chosen victims as they passed. His three remaining torpedoes were loaded in three of the four bow tubes. He had selected three of the larger ships, their size suggesting more vital cargo to send to the bottom and deny to the Allied war effort. Their size, hopefully, also made them easier targets.

      The first target was a tanker, possibly a new T-2 tanker, with a length over 180 meters and an oil transport capacity of 23 million liters of oil. Destroying the tanker would be an enormous victory, even if his other torpedoes missed their targets. With the firing solution calculated and verified, the first torpedo was released. The Captain moved the boat’s bow position and released a second torpedo at an angle to an approaching large merchant ship. The Captain would normally avoid this shot due to the angle at which the torpedo was attacking the ship and the position of a nearby much smaller vessel that, quite possibly, could edge out in front of the torpedo and be hit instead of the intended target. The first torpedo slammed into the tanker midships with an explosion quickly followed by a gargantuan fireball that lit up the entire convoy and surrounding sea. The second torpedo, as Captain Baer feared, struck the bow of the smaller ship, opening a massive hole in the bow. The forward momentum of the ship allowed seawater to surge into the hull, plunging the ship’s bow into the ocean,with the entire vessel sunk in less than one minute, probably with no survivors. Destroyer escorts were creating a smoke screen to limit visibility for additional attacks and several were rapidly approaching, having easily seen them in the light of the fireball from the tanker. Captain Baer ordered a crash dive and left the conning tower hurriedly with the watch crew.

      The dive leveled off at 100 meters on course to cross under the convoy in the hope that the turbulence from the ships of the convoy would mask their presence. They were not immediately discovered so Baer endeavored to keep the boat under the convoy, but Allied convoys were of two types, fast and slow, and unfortunately this was a fast convoy. A submerged U-boat might keep up with a slow convoy, but cannot keep pace with a fast convoy. As the last of the ships went over them, Captain Baer had to decide whether to break away or to order quiet running at dead slow. He gambled that the hunters would focus their attention away from where the convoy passed and stayed in position. At first they were not noticed, but then the crewman monitoring the GHG hydrophone signaled that a contact was moving directly toward them, followed shortly by a second contact also closing rapidly. Captain Baer brought the boat down to 200 meters and ordered a course away from the approaching hunters at seven knots. As they came near, he made frequent abrupt course changes to make it harder for the enemy to identify their exact location.

      Depth charges began to rain on them. Most were set for shallower depth and exploded many meters above the boat, rattling the crew but doing no real damage to the boat. As the attackers better ranged the U-boat’s depth, the explosions occurred closer to the boat and, besides shattering their nerves, began to damage parts of the boat. Because a close, single, fatal depth charge explosion was difficult to achieve, most boats were destroyed by the cumulative effect of many depth charges inflicting a succession of serious wounds to the conning tower, the hull, rudder, propellers, stabilizers, hatches, and a host of other components essential to the operation of the vessel. Only two ships had suspended protection of the convoy to track them. The U-boat’s survival might depend on the how long these shepherds might be willing to be away from their lambs. The Captain continued his evasive actions while slowly taking the boat to its test depth of 230 meters. He was confident he could safely take her to 250, but did not intend to do so unless circumstances left him no choice. In principle, the depth charges now being used by the Allies should not work at this depth, but should not is not the same as cannot and the Captain did not intend to bet his and his crew’s life on a number from a manual. In time, the hydrophone operator said the two ships had pulled back, but had not left the area.

      The U-boat’s batteries were only partially recharged from a few hours of charging when last surfaced. If the sub killers did not leave soon, the Captain would have no choice but to surface and fight. A plan had already solidified in his mind. Once they surfaced, they would run away from the enemy ships at full speed. While the pursuers were faster, he would have some time to assess them while they closed the distance between their vessels and the U-boat. Captain Baer intended to fire the last torpedo at the weaker ship. The gyro compass controlled torpedo would leave the bow tube and turn back toward the chosen target. The deck guns would be brought to bear on the other ship as soon as the deck crew reached topside. Captain Baer hoped to surprise his adversaries with the ferociousness of his boat’s defense. Soon, the hydrophone technician reported that the sounds from the enemy ships had ceased. Baer knew the enemy captains might have constructed a trap and were waiting a short distance away with engines off, hoping that he would take the bait and surface. He spoke quietly with his officers, making them aware of how they were to respond in the event that the enemy was waiting for the boat to surface. He brought the boat up slowly, pausing near the surface to allow the hydrophone operator ample time to listen for the two ships, then surfaced and sent his watch crew to their stations in record time, surpassing their best drill time. The diesels were engaged and the boat surged away on its new course. No unwelcome sounds came from the hydrophone at first, then came the sickening alert that a single ship was moving toward them. The Captain changed course to avoid the closing ship.

      The ship was too far away to identify and was not aggressively narrowing the distance between them. Perhaps, the vessel was a different ship, but coming from where the enemy vessel was last observed that seemed unlikely. Assuming this was one of the hunters, Captain Baer surmised it was not a destroyer or cruiser, either of which could readily catch them. Why pursue if you cannot engage? To maintain contact while calling in other ships or aircraft for assistance or the belief that the U-boat could not long maintain its current speed were both possibilities. Baer hoped they could keep ahead of  their pursuer until dark, when he would try to lose them. Even if the ship could not draw close, his boat was still in danger if they came much nearer. Many smaller, slower Allied vessels had guns that could shell them from a distance of 15 kilometers. For now, the Captain and his crew continued on to Germany at full speed on the surface, charging batteries, and breathing fresh air. Attacks by air or water might require them to submerge at any time. The crew was trained to defend their boat, and the Captain had confidence in their skill. What was weighing heavily on his mind was how long he could push the diesel engines at full speed.

      An hour before dark, the chief engineer came diffidently to say, “I believe we must reduce our speed.The diesels are too hot. They could fail catastrophically at any time. I understand the importance of maintaining our current speed, but we must do this or lose the engines.”

      “I respect your judgment, Chief. Reduce speed to three quarters, and keep me informed.”

      “Number One, order battle stations for the crew. We may soon have some excitement.”

      The pursuing ship drew closer, but did not unleash their guns, which puzzled the Captain. At dusk, a bomber appeared with the last of the sunlight directly behind it, swooping down to approach the U-boat a mere 20 meters above the water. The boat’s antiaircraft guns opened fire on the bomber when he first dropped down to make his low altitude approach, subjecting him to a prolonged deadly shower of 20 mm bullets, which was augmented with hand-held machine gun fire from the ship’s crew. A cascade of bullets smashed the cockpit windshield and slammed into the engines before the plane could drop depth charges on and near the boat. The plane careened into the sea just short of the U-boat as the crew cheered raucously.

      As if to drown out the cheers, their stalker opened fire with a large gun on its bow, hammering out round after round steadily every five or six seconds. The shots were haphazard as they attempted to find the U-boat’s range. Captain Baer ordered flank speed and silently prayed that the diesels had cooled enough to manage a sprint taking them out of range of what Captain Baer now believed was a Corvette, which could be a fierce antisubmarine hunter. Night was falling fast and the sky was cloudy, giving hope that they could escape from this latest danger in the black of night.
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      Cartan brought Cole another can of blood and leaned against the bunks across from Cole as Cole drank it.

      “I am not sure we will reach Germany. The U-boats completely dominated the Caribbean for months , but the Allies are catching up fast. We have an antisubmarine hunter following us and at any time others could show up. Even if we escape the current situation, we face a long journey across the Atlantic.”

      Cole knew that Cartan had to be over eighty years old, but physically appeared at most fifty. Today, however, he looked fatigued and pale.

      “Do you still drink blood, Cartan?”

      “Yes, but I do not feel invigorated by it as I once did.”

      “Do you know why?”

      “Perhaps it is all in my head, but I have too many painful thoughts and emotions when I drink it now so I drink just enough to sustain myself.”

      “Human blood?”

      “Almost never, the pain is too intense.”

      “The most obvious conclusion is that you are haunted by guilt for the harm you caused forcefully obtaining blood.”

      “So it would seem. I, for decades, have associated with others who consider themselves the elites, who are entitled to rule, dominate, and use humanity as they wish. The Nazis and I have worked well together, but I recently seem to be regaining my moral judgment and cannot see myself continuing in their service. Ironically, I may not reach Germany to make my break with them, and to begin a new life.”

      “For you to admit these things to me is the start of a new life. Will you now tell me what happened the night Aurora died?”

      Cartan stared at the walkway for awhile, before speaking almost in a whisper.

      “I slipped out of the restaurant among a crowd, found a cab, with a driver who was experienced and was able to follow you back to your hotel. He would often loss sight of your car, but knew the city well enough that he could anticipate your moves and find you again. I saw you go in the hotel and managed to watch Aurora go up in an elevator while you went to the bar. Even from a distance, I saw that the elevator floor indicator made only one stop before coming back down. I used stairs for hotel staff to reach Aurora’s floor and walked along the corridor listening carefully to the sounds from the rooms. I knew Aurora would have a room with a view of the river, which also narrowed down the possibilities. There were few sounds from her room, but I could smell the cologne she wore at the restaurant. I knocked on the door and said Concierge in a high pitched voice.

      “Aurora opened the door, and I pushed my way inside. She was frightened, but also angry, and began to yell at me and demand I leave. I had taken many drugs and drunk much liquor earlier in the evening. Seeing you and Aurore together, had filled me with intense anger and fiery indignation. I went from near complete incapacitation to focused determination to settle scores. I intended to wait until you came upstairs and to demand you never see my wife again and to insist that she return to me. I told Aurora this, and she said she loved you, that our marriage was annulled, and she would soon marry you. My face must have shown my rage because she turned and ran towards the balcony. I do not remember intending to do it, but I must have pulled a dagger from my coat and stabbed her as she fled. When I realized what I had done, I stood there in disbelief, horror, and the deepest, darkest despair I have ever known. I do not know how long I stood there, but eventually I left, leaving the door to the room open.”

      Cole wiped tears from his eyes. Cartan walked away, abruptly turned, returned to Cole’s bunk and unlocked the shackles that bound his wrist and ankle.

      “Use the blanket to hide that they are unlocked. You are officially the enemy. They will not permit you to be unbound, but there is no where to escape. Only leave the bunk if the ship is being abandoned.”

      “Thank you”

      “I know you despise me, but I live with the reality of what I did everyday and despise myself more intensely than you can imagine. I cannot forgive myself or make excuses to mitigate my sin. I cannot envision God forgiving me, which is why I have lived as I have for the past twenty years.”

      As Cartan walked away, Cole said,

      “That is the miracle part, Marie-Henri, we do not deserve it but can still receive forgiveness.”
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        * * *

      

      The darkness of night was being kind to the U-boat and its crew. Captain Baer managed to loss the Corvette and drop from flank to full and then to three-quarters speed. The hydrophone could detect a ship up to twenty kilometers away. At first, when the hydrophone operator saw the Corvette at the edge of his screen, the Captain would change course to avoid contact. After a several course corrections, and appearing to have finally escaped the Corvette, the Captain went to his tiny cabin to rest for the first time in many hours. About an hour later, the boat surged and developed a different vibration, a sensation that caused the Captain to leave his bunk and go to the adjacent control room, where he was informed that the chief engineer reported that one of the diesels had seized up. The machinists were working to see if they could repair it and would keep him updated on their progress. With the single diesel, the boat could only manage about eight knots. Captain Baer returned to his cabin to lie in his bunk to consider his options in the event the diesel could not be repaired, but due to exhaustion fell asleep. A couple of hours later, he started and jumped up, fearful that important measures that he should be directing were being ignored. Instead he found the status of the boat was unchanged and all was quiet. At first light, contact was made with a ship moving directly at them at nearly eighteen knots. A crash dive was ordered and the U-boat took evasive action to avoid the surface ship, which quickly followed their every move and began to launch depth charges . Captain Baer took the boat deeper, but the depth charges kept coming at them from all sides. Ominously, they were functioning as intended at greater depths than usual, suggesting these were new munitions designed for use in extreme conditions. The explosions were horrific, the boat shook, leaks appeared in multiple locations as the ashen-faced crew tried to control their nerves and move as little as possible to conserve oxygen. As the bombardment continued, the lights failed, the non-functioning diesel was shaken from its mounts, and the leaks worsened, which now included a leak from a propeller shaft. The pumps were struggling to keep up with the rising water, which would, if not abated, send them to the bottom. Before that occurred, water would flood the batteries for the electric motors releasing deadly chlorine gas. After receiving the damage reports, Captain Baer ordered the boat to surface and the crew to battle stations.

      The U-boat surfaced slower than usual due to flooding and possible damage to the diving planes. Baer worried the boat would be a sitting duck for the Corvette before his crew could defend themselves, but the Corvette must have been making a wide turn before they realized the boat was coming up. They were not positioned to fire on them, giving the crew time to reach their deck guns. Baer’s gunners opened fire with the 105-mm main gun, slamming high explosive rounds into the Corvette every four seconds. Baer released the remaining torpedo, which ran well towards the oncoming ship, but missed by several feet. The Corvette returned fire with its 102 mm gun, knocking out the U-boats deck gun and damaging the conning tower. The Captain realized the Corvette intended to ram them, and ordered hard starboard to avoid collision. The Corvette missed the turning bow and midships of the U-boat, but grazed the stern damaging the propellers. Captain Baer ordered abandon ship and ordered a party to scuttle the boat to avoid its capture. The Corvette circled back and continued to fire at the U-boat until seeing a white flag of surrender and the crew diving into the sea. The Corvette’s captain ordered a boarding party and prepared to take prisoners.

      When the abandon ship alarm sounded, Cole stayed in place while many of the crew ran by him on the walkway heading for the hatches. When he thought most had gone, he grabbed two of the yellow one-man dinghies from under the bunks and made his way to the bridge to escape from the conning tower when suddenly Lukas stood in front of him.

      “Herr Cartan told me to bring you topside. He was injured in the last of the shooting and is resting on the deck leaning against the conning tower. I see you already have the dinghies. We need to try to get him into one. The waves are three to five feet. I hope he can stay in one of the dinghies long enough to be rescued.”

      “Do you have one, Lukas?”

      “I will be fine. The Captain is wounded also. I will show you how to inflate the dinghy with the carbon dioxide canister then you are own your own. I will be assisting Captain Baer.”

      When they reached Cartan, Cole was shocked at the damage to the conning tower and by the torn bodies of the fallen crewmen on the deck. Cartan stared before him with a serene expression on his face.

      “We have to leave, Marie-Henri, the boat is going down. You have to go into the sea and stay in this dinghy until the other ship can rescue you.”

      “I have confessed my greatest sin to you, although there are many, many, more. Rescue is not my greatest concern.”

      The deck tilted and water began to wash over the deck. Cole pulled Cartan into one of the dinghies and tried to get him wedged inside it. The water washed more forcefully across the deck, nearly tearing the second dinghy from Cole’s grasp. He got into it just as the deck disappeared beneath them and several powerful waves pushed them away from the U-boat, which abruptly lifted its bow and slid under. The Corvette was beside them now and began to pull survivors from the water. Cole looked around for Cartan but did not see him. The Corvette’s crew were well trained and managed to retrieve men who had jumped in the sea with a life jacket, those in dinghies, and a few who had jumped in without any life-saving equipment. Cole was brought aboard and sat on the deck covered with a blanket. He eventually was offered hot coffee, and a petty officer, who spoke rudimentary German, came by to get his personal information.

      “My name is Cole Sterling. I am a former Army Captain on assignment in Cuba for the Army.”

      “And I am Mickey Mouse. You do speak American good.”

      “I am serious, I need to speak to an officer. I need to contact the military attache at the U.S. embassy in Havana and Admiral Hoover’s command in Puerto Rico.

      The petty officer stood at the mention of Admiral Hoover, turned to the armed sentry behind him and said,

      “Keep an eye on them while I get Ensign Crisp.”

      A stocky ensign with a serious expression on his face soon appeared. Cole stood so the Ensign could see he was wearing a suit, not the shorts worn by the U-boat crew.

      “I hear you are a strange catch. What is your story?”

      “I am Dr. Cole Sterling, formerly Captain Cole Sterling of the U.S. Army. I am on special assignment in Cuba for the Army. I was abducted by a German spy ordered to return me to Germany. Fortunately, your ship prevented that. I need to send a message to the military attache at the Havana embassy and contact Admiral Hoover’s office in Puerto Rico. By the way, where are we heading?

      “I will run this by the Captain. We are returning to Guantanamo. Is there anyone who can vouch for you?”

      “The attache or Hoover’s people. One more thing, Ensign, did you rescue the U-boat Captain?”

      “No, is he a friend of yours, too?”

      “I never met him, but someone who helped me was with him before the boat went down. I hope he survived.”

      “His name?”

      “All I know is his first name is Lukas. There was also a tall man wearing a suit, Marie-Andre Cartan.”

      “I will let you know.”

      Cole drank more hot coffee shivering on the deck in wet clothes before the executive officer sent for him and gave him message forms to complete for the signals. Afterwards, a crewman got him dry clothes and food and found him a bunk to lie down in. Cole could not sleep and was sitting on the side of the bunk when Ensign Crisp made an appearance.

      “Your story checks out. Havana was ecstatic. They assumed you were done for. Admiral Hoover’s office sent their congratulations at the success of your mission in Cuba, and Hoover, himself, wants you to consider joining his staff. Once we reach Guantanamo, you will be placed on a flight back to Havana. I am sorry to say your Lukas apparently was lost with the U-boat Captain and no one saw the other man.”

      “Thank you, Ensign and thank your Captain and XO for me.”

      “My pleasure.”

      

      The military flight from Guantanamo to Havana was not the most comfortable flight Cole had experienced. The seats were hard and felt even harder as they bounced around in a most disconcerting way as they took hours to reach Havana. Cole was elated to finally see Havana before them. He assumed someone would be notified to take him home, but was startled to see outside the fence a large crowd waiting for him to exit the field. As he left the plane, he saw Zoraida only a few feet from the plane, waiting next to the military attache. Zoraida jumped into his arms and kissed him passionately to the applause of the crowd behind the fence. The attache shook his hand vigorously.

      “Your fiancee demanded she get first crack at you before everyone else. I am heading home for my supper. I will pick you up tomorrow for a debrief. I will leave you to your fans and congratulations on your engagement. Zoraida’s quite a lady.”

      “Well, fiancee, were you worried that I would never return?”

      “Walk slowly to the fence with your arm around me. No, I knew you would be back, not just because you are crafty, but because we need you.”

      “We?”

      “I know you believe that your condition may prevent you from having children, but that is definitely not true. We are having a baby. I was going to tell you I might be pregnant when you were taken. While you were gone, I went to your friend, Dr. Estevez. He just called me, and he said to tell you congratulations and that now you will get gray hair like his.”

      Cole stopped walking and looked at Zoraida with amazement.

      “Keep walking. I do not want to answer questions about what we are talking about. Not yet. My Mother is already close to a nervous breakdown arranging a quick wedding for Roberto and Aymee. I do not want to push her over the edge.”

      “I cannot believe we are having a baby. I never thought it was possible,” said Cole, pulling Zoraida closer as they walked. He marveled at all the friendly, smiling faces before him: Maria, Gabriel, Domingo, Clarita, Maria’s and Zoraida’s parents, Roberto, Aymee, and a few folks he did not know.

      “With everyone gathered like this, I think we should just do it, break the news.”

      Zoraida frowned, then saw he was smiling.

      “I mean, we should announce our engagement.”

      A guard opened the gate for Zoraida. As she passed through, she said,

      “That is an excellent idea, my love, just leave out the part about not knowing anything about our engagement until five minutes ago.”
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        * * *

      

      If you have enjoyed this novel, please recommend Caribbean War to your friends and provide a rating or review for Amazon, Goodreads, or the retailer where you obtained the book. Millions of books are published every year. Authors need reader assistance to expand their audience. Your support is essential. With gratitude,

      Claude Frazier
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      Caribbean War is a work of fiction, but the true story of the Caribbean War of German U-boats against merchant shipping and oil tankers in the Caribbean  in 1942 is a horror story of heavy losses of nearly defenseless ships and of vital supplies intended for the battlefields of Europe and Africa. Replacing any of the ships was difficult, but some of the tankers were of special design  to transport oil through the shallow Venezuelan strait and could not be readily replaced. In the Caribbean area (including the Gulf and Panama  Sea Frontiers) over 336 ships with a total tonnage of 1.6 million tons were sunk. Of those ships, 280 were destroyed in  the eastern and western Caribbean Sea Frontiers. Especially horrific were the losses from May through September. In many instances, most or all of the crew of the attacked vessel were killed, leading  some observers to call this period of the U-boat campaign a massacre.

      The Admiral Hoover mentioned in the novel is based on Admiral John H. Hoover, who did command the Caribbean Sea Frontier and Tenth Naval District. When the war broke out, he had almost no resources to combat the aggressive tactics of the U-boats that were soon deployed in the Caribbean to exploit  an obvious weakness that for five months enabled the German Navy to heavily damage their new adversary and deny oil and crucial supplies to their old foes, the British and the  Russians. Admiral  Hoover  eventually joined the Pacific Fleet, where he held several flag commands. He retired in 1948 as a four star Admiral.

      

      https://history.army.mil/books/wwii/guard-us/ch16.htm

      https://military.wikia.org/wiki/John-H-Hoover
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      Any novel with a historical component either requires first hand knowledge of everyday  life in the past or information from written sources e.g., letters, diaries, academic books and articles, newspapers, and magazines, or more recently, video documentation of events that may no longer garner our attention, but manage to reveal small secrets about the texture of life  in the  time of interest to the  author. This information is usually absorbed by the writer and becomes part of the story, hopefully providing a patina of authenticity to the depiction of events occurring in the past. There may not be a need to  recognize specific sources because  the final product  is a blend of all the atmospheric minutiae  from multiple sources along with the story line bubbling from the writer’s subconscious. In constructing  Caribbean War, there were two articles that do merit mention as they provided valuable details and extra fuel for the subconscious.

      “Cuba- The Isle of Romance” by Enrique C. Canova in Vol. LXIV of The 1933 National Geographic Magazine.

      “Cuba- American Sugar Bowl” by Melville Bell Grosvenor in Vol. XCI of The 1947  National Geographic Magazine.
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