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Master spy, Nazi hunter—and werewolf on the prowl—in occupied Paris: A classic of dark
fantasy from a Bram Stoker Award—winning author.Allied Intelligence has been warned: A Nazi
strategy designed to thwart the D-Day invasion is underway. A Russian émigré turned operative
for the British Secret Service, Michael Gallatin has been brought out of retirement as a personal
courier. His mission: Parachute into Nazi-occupied France, search out the informant under close
watch by the Gestapo, and recover the vital information necessary to subvert the mysterious
Nazi plan called Iron Fist. Fearlessly devoted to the challenge, Gallatin is the one agent uniquely
qualified to meet it—he’s a werewolf. Now, as shifting as the shadows on the dangerous streets
of Paris, a master spy is on the scent of unimaginable evil. But with the Normandy landings only
hours away, it’s going to be a race against time. For Gallatin, caught in the dark heart of the Third
Reich’s twisted death machine, there is only one way to succeed. He must unleash his own
internal demons and redefine the meaning of the horror of war. From the award-winning author
of Swan Song and Boy’s Life, this is a “powerful novel [that] fuses WWII espionage thriller and
dark fantasy. Richly detailed, intricately plotted, fast-paced historical suspense is enhanced by
McCammon’s unique take on the werewolf myth” (Publishers Weekly). 
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1941, it had leaped like a firestorm from Europe to the shores of northwest Africa, where Hitler’s
commander of German troops, a competent officer named Erwin Rommel, arrived in Tripoli in
support of the Italians and began to drive the British force back to the Nile.Along the coastal
road from Benghazi through El Aghelia, Agedabia, and Mechili, the Panzer Army Africa’s tanks
and soldiers continued to press across a land of torturous heat, sandstorms, gullies that had
forgotten the taste of rain, and sheer cliffs that dropped hundreds of feet to flat plains of nothing.
The mass of men, anti-armor guns, trucks, and tanks marched east, taking the fortress of Tobruk
from the British on June 20, 1942, and advancing toward the glittering prize Hitler so desired: the
Suez Canal. With control of that vital waterway, Nazi Germany would be able to choke off Allied
shipping and continue the eastward march, driving into the soft underbelly of Russia.The British
Eighth Army, most of the soldiers exhausted, staggered toward a railway stop called El Alamein
in the last scorching days of June 1942. In their wake the engineers frantically laid down intricate
patterns of mine fields, hoping to delay the oncoming Panzers. There was rumor that Rommel
was low on petrol and ammunition, but in their foxholes dug in the hard white earth the soldiers
could feel the ground shake with the vibrations of Nazi tanks. And as the sun beat down and the
vultures circled, columns of dust rose on the western horizon. Rommel had come to El Alamein,
and he was not to be denied his dinner in Cairo.The sun set, blood red in a milky sky. The
shadows of June 30 crept across the desert. The soldiers of the Eighth Army waited, while their
officers studied sweat-stained maps in tents and engineer teams continued to fortify the mine
fields between them and the German lines. The stars came out, brilliant in a moonless sky.
Sergeants checked ammunition reserves and barked at men to clean up their foxholes—
anything to get their minds off the carnage that would surely start at dawn.Several miles to the
west, where recon riders on sand-scarred BMW motorcycles and troopers in armored scout cars
rumbled through the dark on the edge of the mine fields, a small sand-colored Storch airplane
landed with a snarl and flurry of prop wash on a strip bordered by blue flares. Black Nazi
swastikas were painted on the aircraft’s wings.As soon as the Storch’s wheels stopped turning,
an open-roofed command car drove up from the northwest, its headlights visored. A German
oberstleutnant, wearing the dusty pale brown uniform of the Africa Corps and goggles against
the swirling grit, got out of the aircraft. He carried a battered brown satchel that was handcuffed
to his right wrist, and he was smartly saluted by the car’s driver, who held the door for him. The
Storch’s pilot waited in the cockpit, following the officer’s orders. Then the command car rumbled
off the way it had come, and as soon as it was out of sight the pilot sipped from his canteen and
tried to get a little sleep.The command car climbed a small ridge, its tires spitting out sand and



sharp-edged stones. On the ridge’s other side stood the tents and vehicles of a forward
reconnaissance battalion, everything dark but for the meager glow of lanterns inside the tents
and an occasional glint of shielded headlights as a motorcycle or armored car moved on some
errand. The command car pulled to a halt before the largest and most central of the tents, and
the oberstleutnant waited for his door to be opened before he got out. As he strode toward the
tent’s entrance, he heard the rattle of cans and saw several skinny dogs rooting in the trash. One
of them came toward him, its ribs showing and its eyes hollowed with hunger. He kicked at the
animal before it reached him. His boot hit the dog’s side, driving it back, but the creature made
no noise. The officer knew the nasty things had lice, and with water at such a premium he didn’t
relish scrubbing his flesh with sand. The dog turned away, its hide bruised with other boot marks,
its death by starvation already decided.The officer stopped just short of the tent flap.Something
else was out there, he realized. Just beyond the edge of the true dark, past where the dogs were
searching through the garbage for scraps of beef.He could see its eyes. They glinted green,
picking up a shard of light from a tent’s lantern. They watched him without blinking, and in them
there was no cowering or begging. Another damned tribesman’s dog, the officer thought, though
he could see nothing but its eyes. The dogs followed the camps, and it was said they would lick
piss off a plate if you offered it to them. He didn’t like the way that bastard watched him; those
eyes were cunning and cold, and he was tempted to reach for his Luger and dispatch another
canine to Muslim heaven. Those eyes stirred ants of unease in his belly, because there was no
fear in them.“Lieutenant Colonel Voigt. We’ve been expecting you. Please, come in.”The tent flap
had been drawn back. Major Stummer, a rugged-faced man with close-cropped reddish hair and
round eyeglasses, saluted, and Voigt nodded a greeting. Inside the tent were three more
officers, standing around a table covered with maps. Lantern light spilled over the chiseled, sun-
browned Germanic faces, which were turned expectantly toward Voigt. The lieutenant colonel
paused at the tent’s threshold; his gaze wandered to the right, past the skinny, starving dogs.The
green eyes were gone.“Sir?” Stummer inquired. “Is anything wrong?”“No.” His answer was too
quick. It was stupid to be upset by a dog, he told himself. He had personally ordered an “88” gun
to destroy four British tanks with more composure than he felt at this moment. Where had the
dog gone? Out into the desert, of course. But why had it not come in to nose amid the cans like
the others? Well, it was ridiculous to waste time thinking about. Rommel had sent him here for
information and that’s what he planned to take back to Panzer Army headquarters. “Nothing’s
wrong except I have stomach ulcers, a heat rash on my neck, and I long to see snow before I go
mad,” Voigt said as he stepped into the tent and the flap fell shut behind him.Voigt stood at the
table with Stummer, Major Klinhurst, and the other two battalion officers. His flinty blue eyes
scanned the maps. They showed the cruel, gulley-slashed desert between Point 169, the small
ridge he’d passed over, and the British fortifications. Inked-in red circles indicated mine fields,
and blue squares stood for the many defensive boxes, studded with barbed wire and machine
guns, that would have to be overcome on the drive eastward. The maps also showed, in black
lines and squares, where the German troops and tanks were positioned. On each map was the



recon battalion’s official rubber stamp.Voigt took off his flat-brimmed cap, wiped the sweat from
his face with a well-used handkerchief, and studied the maps. He was a big, broad-shouldered
man whose fair skin had hardened to burnished leather. He had blond hair with swirls of gray at
the temples, his thick eyebrows almost completely gray. “I assume these are up-to-the-minute?”
he asked.“Yes, sir. The last patrol came in twenty minutes ago.”Voigt grunted noncommittally,
sensing that Stummer was waiting for a compliment on his battalion’s thorough reconnaissance
of the mine fields. “I don’t have much time. Field Marshal Rommel is waiting. What are your
recommendations?”Stummer was disappointed that his battalion’s work wasn’t recognized. It
had been hard and heavy the past two days and nights, searching for a hole in the British
fortifications. He and his men might have been on the edge of the world, for all the desolation
around them. “Here.” He picked up a pencil and tapped one of the maps. “We believe the easiest
way through would be in this area, just south of Ruweisat Ridge. The mine fields are light, and
you can see there’s a gap in the field of fire between these two boxes.” He touched two blue
squares. “A concentrated effort might easily punch a hole through.”“Major,” Voigt said wearily,
“nothing in this damned desert is easy. If we don’t get the petrol and ammunition we need, we’re
going to be on foot throwing rocks before the week’s over. Fold the maps for me.”One of the
junior officers began to do so. Voigt unzipped his satchel and put the maps in them. Then he
zipped up the satchel, wiped the sweat off his face, and put on his cap. Now for the flight back to
Rommel’s command post, and for the rest of the night there would be discussions, briefings, and
a movement of troops, tanks, and supplies to the areas Rommel had decided to attack. Without
these maps the field marshal’s decision would be nothing more than a toss of the dice.The
satchel now had a satisfying weight. “I’m sure the field marshal would want me to say that you’ve
done a remarkable job, Major,” Voigt finally said. Stummer looked pleased. “We’ll all toast the
success of Panzer Army Africa on the banks of the Nile. Heil Hitler.” Voigt raised his hand quickly,
and the others—all except Klinhurst, who made no bones about his distaste for the party—
responded in kind. Then the meeting was over, and Voigt turned away from the table and walked
briskly out of the tent toward the waiting car. The driver was already there to open the door, and
Major Stummer came out to see Voigt off.Voigt was a few strides from the car when he caught a
quick movement to his right.His head swiveled in that direction, and at once his legs turned to
jelly.Less than an arm’s length away was a black dog with green eyes. It had evidently darted
around from the tent’s other side and had come up on him so fast that neither the driver nor
Stummer had time to react. The black beast was not like the other starving wild dogs; it was as
big as a bull mastiff, almost two and a half feet tall at the shoulder, and muscles, like bunches of
piano wires, rippled along its back and haunches. Its ears were laid flat along its sleek-haired
skull, and its eyes were as bright as green signal lamps. They stared up forcefully into Voigt’s
face, and in them the German officer recognized a killer’s intelligence.It was not a dog, Voigt
realized.It was a wolf.“Mein Gott,” Voigt said, with a rush of air as if he’d been punched in his
ulcerated stomach. The muscular monster of a wolf was right on him, its mouth opening to show
white fangs and scarlet gums. He felt its hot breath on the back of his handcuffed wrist, and as



he realized with a flare of horror what it was about to do, his left hand went to the grip of his
holstered Luger.The wolf’s jaws snapped shut on Voigt’s wrist, and with a savage twist of its
head it broke the bones.A splintered nub tore through Voigt’s flesh, along with a spouting arc of
scarlet that spattered the command car’s side. Voigt screamed, unable to get the holster’s flap
unsnapped and the Luger freed. He tried to pull away but the wolf planted its claws in the ground
and wouldn’t budge. The car’s driver was frozen with shock, and Stummer was shouting for help
from the other soldiers who’d just returned from their patrol. Voigt’s burnished face had taken on
a yellow cast. The wolf’s jaws were working; the teeth starting to meet through the broken bones
and bloody flesh. The green eyes stared defiantly at him. Voigt screamed, “Help me! Help me!”
and the wolf rewarded him with a shake of its head that shivered agony through every nerve of
his body and all but severed the hand.On the verge of fainting, Voigt tore the Luger out of his
holster just as the driver cocked his own Walther pistol and aimed at the wolf’s skull. Voigt
pointed his gun into the thing’s blood-smeared muzzle.But as the two fingers tightened on their
triggers, the wolf suddenly hurled its body to one side, still clenching Voigt’s wrist, and Voigt was
thrown directly into the path of the Walther’s barrel. The driver’s pistol went off with a strident
crack! at the same time as the Luger fired into the ground. The Walther’s bullet passed through
Voigt’s back, punching a red-edged hole through his chest as it emerged. As Voigt crumpled, the
wolf ripped his hand away from the wrist. The handcuff slipped off and fell, still attached to the
satchel. With a quick snap of its head, the wolf flung the quivering hand out of its blood-smeared
jaws. It fell amid the starving dogs, and they pounced on the new piece of garbage.The driver
fired again, his face a rictus of terror and his gun hand shaking. A gout of earth kicked up to the
wolf’s left as it leaped aside. Three soldiers were running from another tent, all of them carrying
Schmeisser submachine guns. Stummer shrieked, “Kill it!” and Klinhurst came out of the
headquarters tent with his pistol in hand. But the black animal darted forward, over Voigt’s body.
Its teeth found the metal cuff, and locked around it. As the driver fired a third time the bullet went
through the satchel and whined off the ground. Klinhurst took aim—but before he could squeeze
the trigger the wolf zigzagged its body and raced off into the darkness to the east.The driver
fired the rest of his clip, but there was no howl of pain. More soldiers were coming from their
tents, and there were shouts of alarm all over the camp. Stummer ran to Voigt’s body, rolled him
over, and recoiled from all the gore. He swallowed thickly, his mind reeling at how fast it all had
happened. And then he realized the crux of the matter: the wolf had taken the satchel full of
reconnaissance maps, and was heading east.East. Toward the British lines.Those maps also
showed the position of Rommel’s troops, and if the British got them …“Mount up!” he screamed,
coming to his feet as if an iron bar had been thrust up his spine. “Hurry, for God’s sake! Hurry!
We’ve got to stop that beast!” He raced past the command car to another vehicle not far away: a
yellow armored car with a heavy machine gun fixed to its windshield. The driver followed him,
and now other soldiers ran to their BMW motorcycles and sidecars, which also were armed with
machine guns. Stummer slid into the passenger seat, the driver started the engine and turned
on the headlights, the motorcycle engines muttered and roared and their lamps burned yellow,



and Stummer shouted, “Go!” to his driver through a throat that could already feel an
executioner’s noose.The armored car shot forward, throwing plumes of dust from its tires, and
four motorcycles veered around it, accelerated, and roared past.A quarter mile ahead, the wolf
was running. Its body was an engine designed for speed and distance. Its eyes narrowed to slits
and its jaws clamped firmly around the handcuff. The satchel bumped against the ground in a
steady rhythm, and the wolf’s breathing was a low, powerful rambling. The racing figure angled a
few degrees to the right, went up a rocky hillock and down again as if following a predetermined
course. Sand flew from beneath its paws, and ahead of the beast scorpions and lizards darted
for cover.Its ears twitched. A growling noise was coming up fast on the left. The wolf’s pace
quickened, its paws thrumming against hard-packed sand. The growling was closer ... much
closer ... and now it was almost directly to the left. A spotlight swept past the animal, came back,
and fixed on the running shape. The soldier in the motorcycle’s sidecar shouted, “There it is!”
and pulled the safety mechanism off the machine gun. He twisted the barrel toward the animal
and opened fire.The wolf skidded to a stop in a flurry of dust, and the bullets ripped a fiery
pattern across the earth in front of it. The motorcycle zoomed past, its driver fighting the brake
and handlebars. And then the wolf changed course and started running again at full speed, still
heading east, still gripping the handcuff.The machine gun kept chattering. Tracer bullets carved
orange lines through the dark and ricocheted off stones like spent cigarette butts. But the wolf
zigzagged back and forth, its body hugging the earth, and as the tracers whined around, the
animal went over another hillock and out of the spotlight’s range.“Over there!” the gunner
shouted against the wind. “It went over that hill!” The driver turned the bulky motorcycle and
headed after it, white dust whirling through the headlight’s beam. He gave the engine full power,
and it responded with a throaty roar of German machinery. They topped the hill and started down
—and the headlamp showed an eight-foot-deep gulley just beneath it, waiting like a jagged
grin.The motorcycle crashed into it, turned end over end, and the machine gun went off,
spraying bullets in a wild arc that ricocheted off the sides of the gulley and slammed through the
bodies of the driver and gunner. The motorcycle crumpled, and its gas tank exploded.On the
other side of the gulley, which the wolf had cleared with a single spring of its hind legs, the
animal kept going, dodging pieces of hot metal that clattered down around it.Through the
echoes of the blast came the noise of another predator, this time coming from the right. The
wolf’s head ticked to the side, sighting the sidecar’s spotlight. The machine gun began to fire,
bullets thudding around the wolf’s legs and whistling past its body as it ran in quick, desperate
circles and angles. But the motorcycle was closing the distance between them, and the bullets
were getting nearer to their target. One tracer flashed so close that the wolf could smell the bitter
scent of a man’s sweat on the cartridge. And then it made another quick turn, leaped high in the
air as bullets danced underneath its legs, and scrambled into a gulley that cut across the desert
toward the southeast.The motorcycle prowled along the gulley’s rim, its sidecar occupant
searching the bottom with the small attached spotlight. “I hit it!” he vowed. “I know I saw the
bullets hit—”He felt the hair on the back of his neck crawl. As he twisted the spotlight around, the



huge black wolf that was running behind the motorcycle leaped forward, coming up over the
sidecar and slamming its body against the driver. Two of the man’s ribs broke like rotted timbers,
and as he was knocked out of his seat the wolf seemed to stand up on its hind legs and lunge
over the windshield as a man might jump. The tail slapped the gunner disdainfully in the face; he
scrambled madly out, and the motorcycle went about another fifteen feet before it reeled over
the edge and crashed down to the bottom. The black wolf ran on, coming back to a due easterly
course.Now the network of gullies and hillocks ended, and the desert was flat and rocky under
the blazing stars. Still the wolf raced on, its heart beginning to beat harder and its lungs pumping
the clean smell of freedom, like the perfume of life, into its nostrils. It snapped its head quickly to
the left, released the handcuff, and gripped the satchel’s leather handle so the bag no longer
bumped the ground. It fought and defeated the urge to spit the handle out, because it held the
foul taste of a man’s palm.And then, from behind, another guttural growl, this one lower-pitched
than the voices of the other two predators. The wolf glanced back, saw a pair of yellow moons
speeding across the desert, following the animal’s tracks. Machine-gun fire erupted—a red burst
above the double moons—and bullets shot up sand less than three feet to the wolf’s side. It
jinked and spun, checked its speed, and darted forward again, and the next long burst of tracers
singed the hairs along its backbone.“Faster!” Stummer shouted to his driver. “Don’t lose it!” He
got off another burst, and saw sand kick up as the wolf angled sharply to the left. “Damn it!” he
said. “Hold it steady!” The animal still had Voigt’s satchel, and was heading directly toward the
British lines. What kind of beast was it, that would steal a case full of maps instead of scraps
from the garbage heap? The damned monster had to be stopped. Stummer’s palms were
sweating, and he struggled to line the thing up in the gun’s sights, but it kept dodging, cutting,
and then picking up its speed as if it …Yes, Stummer thought. As if it could think like a
man.“Steady!” he bellowed. But the car hit a bump, and again his aim was knocked off. He had
to spray the ground ahead of the thing and hope the beast ran into the bullets. He braced himself
for the gun’s recoil and squeezed the trigger.Nothing. The gun was hot as the midday sun, and it
had either jammed or run dry.The wolf glanced back, marking that the machine was closing fast.
And then it returned its attention to the distance ahead—but too late. A barbed-wire fence stood
just ahead, less than six feet away. The wolf’s hind legs tensed, and its body left the ground. But
the fence was too close to avoid completely; the wolf’s chest was sliced by barbed knots, and as
its body went over, its right hind leg caught in the coils.“Now!” Stummer shouted. “Run it
down!”The wolf thrashed, muscles rippling along its body. It clawed the earth with its forelegs, to
no avail. Stummer was standing up, the wind rushing into his face, and the driver pressed the
accelerator to the floorboard. The armored car was about five seconds away from smashing the
wolf beneath its stubbled tires.What Stummer saw in those five seconds he might never have
believed, had he not witnessed it. The wolf twisted its body, and with its front claws grasped the
barbed-wire that trapped its leg. Those claws parted the wire, and held them apart as it
wrenched its leg loose. Then it was on all fours again and darting away. The armored car ground
the wire under its bulk, but the wolf was no longer there.But the headlights still held it, and



Stummer could see that the animal was bounding instead of running, leaping right and left,
sometimes touching a single hind leg to the earth before it leaped and twisted again in another
direction.Stummer’s heart slammed in his chest.It knows, he realized. That animal knows ...He
whispered, “We’re in a mine fi—”And then the left front tire hit a mine, and the blast blew Major
Stummer out of the car like a bloody pinwheel. The left rear tire detonated the next mine, and the
shredded mass of the right front wheel hit the third one. The armored car buckled, its gasoline
ignited and tore the seams apart, and in the next second it rolled into yet another mine and there
was nothing left but a center of red fire and scorched metal flying heavenward.Sixty yards
ahead, the wolf stopped and looked back. It watched the fire for a moment, its green eyes aglow
with destruction, and then it abruptly turned away and continued threading through the mine field
toward the safety of the east.2HE WOULD SOON BE here. The countess felt as excited as a
schoolgirl on a first date. It had been more than a year since she’d seen him. Where he’d been in
that time, and what he’d done, she didn’t know. Nor did she care. That was not her business. All
she’d been told was that he needed a sanctuary, and that the service had been using him for a
dangerous assignment. More than that, it was not safe to know. She sat before the oval mirror in
her lavender-hued dressing room, the golden lights of Cairo glittering through the French doors
that led to the terrace, and carefully applied her lipstick. On the night breeze she could smell
cinnamon and mace, and palm fronds whispered politely in the courtyard below. She realized
she was trembling, so she put her lipstick down before she made a mess of her mouth. I’m not a
dewy-eyed virgin, she told herself, with some regret. But perhaps that was part of his magic, too;
he had certainly made her feel, on his last visit here, that she was a first-grader in the school of
love. Perhaps, she mused, she was so excited because in all this time—and through a
procession of so-called lovers—she had not felt a touch such as his, and she longed for it.She
realized she was the kind of woman her mother had once told her to stay away from, back in
Germany before that insane maniac had brainwashed the country. But that was part of this life,
too, and the danger invigorated her. Better to live than exist, she thought. Who had told her that?
Oh, yes. He had.She ran an ivory brush through her hair, which was blond and styled like Rita
Hayworth’s, full and falling gently over her shoulders. She had been blessed with a fine bone
structure, high cheekbones, light brown eyes, and a slim build. It wasn’t hard to keep her figure
here, because she didn’t care much for the Egyptian cuisine. She was twenty-seven years old,
had been thrice married—each husband more wealthy than the first—and she owned a major
share in Cairo’s daily English newspaper. Lately she’d been reading her paper with more interest
as Rommel advanced on the Nile and the British fought valiantly to stem the Nazi tide.
Yesterday’s headline had been ROMMEL HELD TO A STANDSTILL. The war would go on, but it
appeared that, at least this month, Hitler would not be saluted east of El Alamein.She heard the
soft purr of the Rolls-Royce Silver Shadow’s engine as the limousine pulled to the front door, and
her heart jumped. She’d sent the chauffeur to pick him up, following the instructions she’d been
given, at the Shepheard’s Hotel. He was not staying there, but had attended a meeting of some
kind—a “debriefing,” she understood it was called. The Shepheard’s Hotel, with its well-known



lobby of wicker chairs and Oriental rugs, was full of war-weary British officers, drunken
journalists, Muslim cutthroats, and, of course, Nazi eyes and ears. Her mansion, on the eastern
outskirts of the city, was a safer place for him than a public hotel. And eminently more
civilized.The Countess Margritta stood up from her dressing table. Behind her was a screen
decorated with blue and golden peacocks, and she took the pale sea-green dress that was
hanging over it, stepped into it, and buttoned it up. One more look at her hair and makeup, a
quick misting spray of Chanel’s new fragrance over her white throat, and she was ready to go.
But no, not quite. She decided to undo a strategic button so the swell of her breasts was
unconfined. Then she slid her feet into her sandals and waited for Alexander to come up to the
dressing room.He did, in about three more minutes. The butler rapped quietly on the door, and
she said, “Yes?”“Mr. Gallatin has arrived, Countess.” Alexander’s voice was stiffly British.“Tell him
I’ll be down shortly.” She listened to Alexander’s footsteps moving along the teak-floored corridor.
She was not so eager to see him that she would go downstairs without making him wait; that
was part of the game between ladies and gentlemen. So she gave it another three or four
minutes, and then taking a deep breath, she left the dressing room at an unhurried pace.She
walked along a corridor lined with suits of armor, spears, swords, and other medieval weapons.
They belonged to the former owner of the house, a Hitler sympathizer, who’d fled the country
when the Italians had been knocked around by O’Connor back in 1940. She didn’t care much for
weapons, but the knights seemed to go with the teak and oak of the house, and anyway they
were valuable and made her feel as if she were being guarded around the clock. She reached
the wide staircase with its banisters of carved oak and descended to the first floor. The living
room doors were closed; that’s where she’d instructed Alexander to take him. She took a few
seconds to compose herself, held her palm up against her mouth to get a quick hint of her breath
—spearminty, thank God—and then she opened the doors with a nervous flourish.Silver lamps
burned on low, polished tables. A small fire flickered in the hearth, because after midnight the
desert breeze would turn chilly. Crystal glasses and bottles of vodka and Scotch caught the light
and gleamed on a decanter against the stucco wall. The carpet was a blaze of intertwined
orange and gray figures, and on the mantel a clock ticked toward nine.And there he was, sitting
in a wicker chair, his legs crossed at the ankles and his body in repose, as if he owned the area
he occupied and would warrant no intrusion. He was staring thoughtfully at the mounted trophy
on the wall above the mantel.But suddenly his eyes found her, and he stood from the chair with
smooth grace. “Margritta,” he said, and offered her the red roses he held in his hands.“Oh ...
Michael, they’re lovely!” Her voice was smoky, with the regal lilt of the north German plains. She
walked toward him—not too fast! she cautioned herself. “Where did you find roses in Cairo this
time of year?”He smiled slightly, and she could see his white, strong teeth. “Your neighbor’s
garden,” he answered, and she could hear a trace of the Russian accent that mystified her so
much. What was a Russian-born gentleman doing working with the British Secret Service in
North Africa? And why was his name not Russian?Margritta laughed as she took the roses from
him. Of course he was joking; Peter Van Gynt’s garden did indeed have an immaculate rosebed,



but the wall separating their properties was six feet tall. Michael Gallatin couldn’t possibly have
gotten over it, and anyway his khaki suit was spotless. He wore a light blue shirt and a necktie
with muted gray and brown stripes, and he had a burnished desert tan. She smelled one of the
roses; they were still dewy.“You look beautiful,” he said. “You’ve done your hair differently.”“Yes.
It’s the new style. Do you like it?”He reached out to touch a lock of her hair. His fingers caressed
it, and slowly his hand moved to her cheek, a gentle touch grazing the flesh, and goose bumps
rose on Margritta’s arms. “You’re cold,” he said. “You should stand closer to the fire.” His hand
moved along the line of her chin, the fingers brushing her lips, then pulled away. He stepped
closer to her and put an arm around her waist. She didn’t back away. Her breath caught. His face
was right there in front of hers, and his green eyes caught a red glint from the hearth as if flames
had sparked within them. His mouth descended. She felt an ache throb through her body. And
then his lips stopped, less than two inches from hers, and he said, “I’m starving.”She blinked, not
knowing what to say.“I haven’t eaten since breakfast,” he went on. “Powdered eggs and dried
beef. No wonder the Eighth Army’s fighting so hard; they want to go home and get something
edible.”“Food,” she said. “Oh. Yes. Food. I’ve had the cook make dinner for you. Mutton. That’s
your favorite, isn’t it?”“I’m pleased you remembered.” He kissed her lightly on the lips, and then
he briefly nuzzled her neck with a softness that made the chill bumps burst up along her spine.
He released her, his nostrils flared with the scent of Chanel and her own pungent woman-
aroma.Margritta took his hand. The palm was as rough as if he’d been laying bricks. She led him
to the door, and they were almost there when he said, “Who killed the wolf?”She stopped.
“Pardon me?”“The wolf.” He motioned toward the gray-furred timber wolf mounted above the
fireplace. “Who killed it?”“Oh. You’ve heard of Harry Sandler before, haven’t you?”He shook his
head.“Harry Sandler. The American big-game hunter. He was in all the papers two years ago,
when he shot a white leopard atop Mount Kilimanjaro.” Still there was no recognition in Michael’s
eyes. “We’ve become ... good friends. He sent me the wolf from Canada. It’s a beautiful creature,
isn’t it?”Michael grunted softly. He glanced at the other mounted trophies Sandler had given
Margritta—the heads of an African water buffalo, a magnificent stag, a spotted leopard, and a
black panther—but his gaze returned to the wolf. “Canada,” he said. “Where in Canada?”“I don’t
know exactly. I think Harry said up in Saskatchewan.” She shrugged. “Well, a wolf’s a wolf, isn’t
it?”He didn’t answer. Then he looked at her, his eyes piercing, and smiled. “I’ll have to meet Mr.
Harry Sandler someday,” he said.“Too bad you weren’t here a week ago. Harry passed through
Cairo on his way to Nairobi.” She gave a playful tug at his arm to pull his attention off the trophy.
“Come on, before your food gets cold.”In the dining room, Michael Gallatin ate his medallions of
mutton at a long table under a crystal chandelier. Margritta picked at a hearts-of-palm salad and
drank a glass of Chablis, and they made small talk about what was happening in London—the
current popular plays, the fashions, the novels and music: all things Margritta missed. Michael
said he’d enjoyed Hemingway’s latest work, and that the man had a clear eye. And as they
spoke, Margritta studied Michael’s face and realized, here under the brighter light of the
chandelier, that he’d changed in the year and five weeks since their last meeting. The changes



were subtle, but there nonetheless: there were more lines around his eyes, and perhaps more
flecks of gray in the sleek, close-trimmed black hair as well. His age was another mystery; he
might be anywhere from thirty to thirty-four. Still, his movements had the sinuosity of youth, and
there was impressive strength in his shoulders and arms. His hands were an enigma; they were
sinewy, long-fingered, and artistic—the hands of a pianist—but the backs of them were dappled
with fine dark hairs. They were a workman’s hands, too, used to rough labor, but they managed
the sterling knife and fork with surprising grace.Michael Gallatin was a large man, maybe six-feet-
two, with a broad chest, narrow hips, and long, lean legs. Margritta had wondered at their first
meeting if he’d ever been a track-and-field athlete, but his response had been that he
“sometimes ran for pleasure.”She sipped at her Chablis and glanced at him over the rim. Who
was he, really? What did he do for the service? Where had he come from and where was he
bound? He had a sharp nose, and Margritta had noticed that he smelled all food and drink
before he consumed it. His face was darkly handsome, clean-shaven and rugged, and when he
smiled it was like a flare of light—but he didn’t let her see that smile very often. In repose his face
seemed to become darker still, and as the wattage of those green eyes fell their somber hue
made Margritta think of the color in the deep shadow of a primeval forest, a place of secrets best
left unexplored. And, perhaps, a place also of great dangers.He reached for his goblet of water,
disregarding the Chablis, and Margritta said, “I’ve sent the servants away for the evening.”He
sipped at the water and put the goblet aside. Pressed his fork into another piece of meat. “How
long has Alexander worked for you?” he asked.The question was totally unexpected. “Almost
eight months. The consulate recommended him. Why?”“He has ...” Michael paused, considering
his words. An untrustworty smell, he’d almost said. “A German accent,” he finished.Margritta
didn’t know which one of them was crazy, because if Alexander was any more British he’d be
wearing a Union Jack for underdrawers.“He hides it well,” Michael continued. He sniffed at the
mutton before he ate it, and chewed before he spoke. “But not well enough. The British accent is
a masquerade.”“Alexander cleared the security checks. You know how stringent those are. I can
tell you his life history, if you want to hear it. He was born in Stratford-on-Avon.”Michael nodded.
“An actor’s town, if there ever was one. That’s got the Abwehr’s fingerprints all over it.” The
Abwehr, as Margritta knew, was Hitler’s intelligence bureau. “A car will be coming for me at oh-
seven-hundred. I think you should go, too.”“Go? Go where?”“Away. Out of Egypt, if possible.
Maybe to London. I don’t think it’s safe for you here anymore.”“Impossible. I’ve got too many
obligations. My God, I own the newspaper! I can’t just clear out on a moment’s notice!”“All right,
stay at the consulate. But I think you should leave North Africa as soon as you can.”“My ship
hasn’t sprung a leak,” Margritta insisted. “You’re wrong about Alexander.”Michael said nothing.
He ate another piece of mutton and dabbed at his mouth with a napkin.“Are we winning?” she
asked him after another moment.“We’re holding,” he answered. “By our teeth and fingernails.
Rommel’s supply network has broken down, and his panzers are running out of petrol. Hitler’s
attention is fixed on the Soviet Union. Stalin’s calling for an Allied attack from the west. No
country, even one as strong as Germany, can wage war on two fronts. So, if we can hold



Rommel until his ammunition and petrol dries up, we can force him back to Tobruk. And past
that, if we’re lucky.”“I didn’t know you believed in luck.” She arched a pale blond eyebrow.“It’s a
subjective term. Where I come from, ‘luck’ and ‘brute strength’ are one and the same.”She
pounced on the opportunity. “Where do you come from, Michael?”“A place far from here,” he
replied, and the way he said it told her that there would be no more discussion of his personal
life.“We have dessert,” she said when he’d finished his meal and pushed the plate away. “A
chocolate torte, in the kitchen. I’ll make us some coffee, too.” She stood up, but he was faster. He
was at her side before she could take two steps, and he said, “Later for the torte and coffee. I
had another dessert in mind.” Taking her hand, he kissed it, slowly, finger by finger.She put her
arms around his neck, her heart hammering. He picked her up, effortlessly, in his arms, and then
plucked a single rose from where they were arranged in a blue vase at the table’s center.He took
her up the staircase, along the hall of armor, to her bedroom with its four-poster bed and its view
of the Cairo hills.They undressed each other by candlelight. She remembered how hairy his
arms and chest were, but now she saw that he’d been injured; his chest was crisscrossed with
adhesive bandages. “What happened to you?” she asked as her fingers grazed his hard brown
flesh.“Just a little something I got tangled up in.” He watched as her lace slip floated to her
ankles, and then he picked her up out of her clothes and slid her against the cool white sheet.He
was naked now as well, and seemed larger still for the knots of muscle exposed to the
candlelight. He eased his body down beside hers, and she smelled another odor under his faint
lime cologne. It was a musky aroma, and again she thought of green forests and cold winds
blowing across the wilderness. His fingers traced slow circles around her nipples, and then his
mouth was on hers and their heat connected, flowed into each other, and she trembled to her
soul.Something else replaced his fingers: the velvet rose, fluttering around her risen nipples,
teasing her breasts like kisses. He drew the rose down along the line of her belly, stopped there
to circle her navel, then down again into the fullness of golden hair, still circling and teasing with
a gentle touch that made her body arch and yearn. The rose moved along the damp center of
her desire, fluttering between her taunt thighs, and then his tongue was there, too, and she
gripped his hair and moaned as her hips undulated to meet him.He paused, holding her back
from the edge, and began again, the tongue and the rose, working in counterpoint like fingers on
a fine golden instrument. Margritta made music, whispering and moaning as the warm waves
built inside her and crashed through her senses.And then there it was, the white-hot explosion
that lifted her off the bed and made her cry out his name. She settled back like an autumn leaf,
full of color and wilted at the edges.He entered her, heat against heat, and she clung to his back
and held on like a rider in the storm; his hips moved with deliberation, not frantic lust, and just as
she thought she could accept no more of him, her body opened and she sought to take him into
the place where they would be one creature with two names and pounding hearts, and then
even the hard spheres of his manhood would enter her, too, instead of being simply pressed
against the moistness. She wanted all of him, every inch, and all the liquid he could give her. But
even in the midst of the maelstrom she sensed him holding himself apart, as if there were



something in himself that even he could not get to. In their cell of passion she thought she heard
him growl, but the noise was muffled against her throat and she could not be sure it wasn’t her
own voice.The bed’s joints spoke. It had spoken for many men, but never so eloquently.And then
his body convulsed—once, twice, a third time. Five times. He shivered, his fingers twisting the
tangled sheet. She locked her legs around his back, urging him to stay. Her lips found his mouth,
and she tasted the salt of his effort.They rested awhile, talking again, but this time in whispered
voices, and the subject was not London or the war but the art of passion. And then she took the
rose from where it lay on the bedside table, and she followed the trail down to his restirring
hardness. It was a beautiful machine, and she lavished it with love.Rose petals lay on the sheets.
The candle had burned low. Michael Gallatin lay on his back, sleeping, with Margritta’s head on
his shoulder. He breathed with a faint, husky rumbling noise, like a well-kept engine.Still later,
she awakened and kissed him on the lips. He was sleeping soundly, and did not respond. Her
body was a pleasant ache; she felt stretched, re-formed into his shape. She looked at his face for
a moment, assigning the craggy features to memory. It was too late for her to feel real love, she
thought. There had been too many bodies, too many ships passing in the night; she knew she
was useful to the service as a refuge and liaison for agents who needed sanctuary, and that was
all. Of course she decided who she would sleep with, and when, but there had been many. The
faces blended together—but his stayed apart. He was not like the others. And not like any man
she’d ever known. So call it schoolgirl infatuation and leave it at that, she thought. He had his
destination, and she had her own, and they were not likely to be the same port.She got out of
bed, carefully so as not to awaken him, and went naked into the large walk-through closet that
separated her bedroom from the dressing room. She switched on the light, chose a white silk
gown, shrugged into it, then took a brown terrycloth robe—a man’s robe—off a hanger and
draped it around a female-shaped dress dummy in the bedroom. A thought: perhaps a spray of
perfume between her breasts and a brush of her hair before true sleep. The car might be coming
at seven in the morning, but she recalled that he liked to be up by five-thirty.Margritta walked, the
well-used rose in hand, into the dressing room. A small Tiffany lamp still burned on the table.
She sniffed the rose, smelled their mingled scents, and put it into a vase. That one would have to
be pressed between silk. She drew a contented breath, then picked up her brush and looked
into the mirror.The man was standing behind the screen. She could see his face above it, and in
the second of calm recognition before terror she realized it was a perfect killer’s face: devoid of
emotion, pale, and quite unremarkable. It was the kind of face that blends easily into crowds,
and you do not remember a moment after seeing.She opened her mouth to call for
Michael.3THERE WAS A POLITE cough, and a peacock’s eye winked fire. The bullet hit
Margritta in the back of the skull, precisely where the assassin had aimed. Her blood, bone, and
brains splattered onto the glass, and her head thunked down amid the vials of beauty. He came
out, snake-quick, dressed in tight-fitting black, the small pistol with its silencer gripped in a black-
gloved hand. He glanced at the little rubber-coated grapple hook that clung to the terrace’s
railing; the rope trailed down to the courtyard. She was dead and the job was done, but he knew



that a British agent was here as well. He looked at his wristwatch. Almost ten minutes before the
car would meet him beyond the gate. Time enough to send the swine to hell.He cocked the
pistol and started through the closet. And there was the bitch’s bedroom, a low candle flickering,
a shape in the sheets. He aimed the pistol at its head and steadied his wrist with his other arm: a
gunman’s pose. The silencer coughed—once, then again. The shape jumped with the force of
the bullets.And then, like a good artist who must see the results of his craft, he pulled the sheets
away from the corpse.Except it was not a corpse.It was a dress dummy, with two bullet holes in
its blank white forehead.A movement, to his right. Someone fast. The killer panicked and twisted
to get off a shot, but a chair slammed against his back and ribs and he lost the gun before his
finger could squeeze. It went into the folds of the sheet and out of sight.He was a big man, six-
three and two hundred and thirty pounds, all beef-bred muscle; the breath left his mouth with the
roar of a locomotive bursting from a tunnel, and the chair’s swing staggered him but didn’t put
him down. The killer tore the chair out of his combatant’s grip before it could be used again, and
kicked out, his boot hitting the man’s stomach. The kick drew a satisfying grunt of pain, and the
British agent, a man in a brown robe, crashed back against the wall holding his gut.The assassin
flung the chair. Michael saw it coming in the flex of the man’s hands, and as he dodged, the chair
broke to pieces against the wall. Then the man was on him, fingers clenching around his throat,
digging savagely into his windpipe. Black motes spun across Michael’s vision; in his nostrils was
the iron odor of blood and brains—the scent of Margritta’s death he’d smelled a second after
he’d heard the silencer’s deadly whisper.This man was a professional, Michael knew. It was man
against man, and only one would be alive in a matter of minutes.So be it.Michael quickly brought
his hands up, breaking the killer’s grip, and smashed the palm of his right hand into the man’s
nose. He intended to drive the bones into the brain, but the killer was fast and turned his head to
deflect the strike. Still, the nose crumpled and exploded and the man’s eyes were wet with pain.
He staggered back two steps, and Michael hit him in the jaw with a quick left and right. The
killer’s lower lip split open, but he grasped the collar of Michael’s robe, lifted him off his feet, and
hurled him through the bedroom door.Michael crashed into the hallway and into one of the suits
of armor. It fell off its stand in a clatter. The Nazi assassin came through the door, his mouth
streaming blood, and as Michael tried to scramble up, a kick caught him in the shoulder and
flung him another eight feet along the hall.The killer looked around, his eyes glinting at the sight
of armor and weapons; for an instant his face had a shine of reverence, as if he had stumbled
into a holy shrine of violence. He picked up a mace—a wooden handle with a three-foot-long
chain attached to an iron ball of jagged spikes—and whirled it gleefully over his head. He
advanced on Michael Gallatin.The medieval weapon shrieked as it swung for Michael’s skull, but
he ducked its arc and backpedaled out of range. The mace swung back the other way before he
could get his balance, and the iron spikes bit brown terrycloth, but Michael leaped back,
colliding with another suit of armor. As it fell, he grasped a metal shield and whirled around,
catching the mace’s next blow as it came at his legs. Sparks flew off the polished metal, the
vibration thrumming up Michael’s arm to his bruised shoulder. And then the killer lifted the mace



over his head to crush Michael’s skull—and Gallatin threw the shield, its edge hitting the other
man’s knees, chopping his legs out from under him. As the killer pitched down, Michael started
to kick him in the face but checked himself: a broken foot would not help his agility.The killer was
getting to his feet, the mace still in hand. Michael darted to the wall and pulled a broadsword off
its hooks, and then he turned to face the next attack.The German warily regarded the sword and
picked up a battle-ax, casting the shorter weapon aside. They faced each other for a few
seconds, each looking for an opening, and then Michael feinted with a thrust and the battle-ax
clanged it aside. The killer lunged in, avoided a swing of the sword, the battle-ax upraised. But
Michael’s sword was there to deflect it; the ax hit the sword’s hilt in a burst of blue sparks,
snapped off the blade, and left Gallatin standing with a nub of nothing. The killer swung the ax at
his prey’s face, his body braced for the pleasure of collision.Michael had, in a split second,
judged the fine angles and dimensions of impact. He realized that a step backward would lose
him his head, as would a step to either side. So he moved in, crowding the killer, and since blows
to the face seemed to do no good, he drove his fist into the exposed hollow of the armpit, his
knuckles gouging for the pressure point of veins and arteries.The killer cried out in pain, and as
his arm went dead he lost control of the ax. It left his hand and thunked two inches deep into the
oak-paneled wall. Michael hit him in the ruined nose, snapping his head back, and followed with
a blow to the point of the chin. The German grunted, spewed blood, and fell back against the
second-floor railing. Michael followed him, drew his arm back to strike at the throat—but
suddenly the assassin’s arms streaked out, the fleshy hands closing on his neck once more and
lifting him off his feet.Michael thrashed, but he had no traction. The killer was holding him almost
at arm’s length, and in another few seconds the idea would come to throw Michael over the
railing to the tiled floor below. There was an oak beam two feet above Michael’s head, but it was
smooth and polished and there was nothing to hold on to. The blood roared in his brain, oily
sweat surfaced from his pores—and deep within, something else stretched and began to
awaken from a sleep of shadows.The fingers pressed into his arteries, interrupting the flow of
blood. The killer shook him, partly in disdain and partly to secure a tighter grip. The end was
near; the German could see the other man’s eyes beginning to bulge.Michael’s arms reached
up, fingers grazing the oak. His body trembled violently, a movement that the assassin
interpreted as the nearing of death.For him, it was.Michael Gallatin’s right hand began to twist
and contort. Beads of sweat ran down his face, and utter agony played across his features. The
black hair on the back of his hand rippled, the sinews shifting. There were little popping noises of
cracking bones. The hand gnarled, the knuckles swelled, the flesh turning mottled and thick, the
black hair beginning to spread.“Die, you son of a bitch!” the killer said, speaking in German. He
squeezed his eyes shut, all concentration on strangling the man to death. Very soon now ... very
soon.Something moved under his hands. Like scurrying ants. The body was getting heavier.
Thickening. There was a pungent, animal smell.The killer opened his eyes and looked up at his
victim.He was holding something that was no longer a man.With a scream, he tried to throw the
thing over the railing—but two pairs of claws dug into the oak beam and latched there, and the



monster brought up a still-human kneecap and hit him in the chin with a power that all but
knocked him senseless. He released the thing and, still screaming, but now in a high, thin drone,
scrambled away from it. He fell over scattered armor, crawled toward the bedroom door, looked
back, and saw the monster’s claws wrench free of the beam. The thing fell to the floor, hitching
and convulsing, and thrashed out of its brown terrycloth robe.And now the assassin, one of the
best of his breed, knew the full meaning of horror.The monster righted itself, crawling toward
him. It was not yet fully formed, but its green eyes caught and held him, promising agony.The
killer’s hand closed on a spear. He jabbed at the thing, and it leaped aside, but the spear tip
caught it on the malformed left cheek and drew a scarlet line against the black. He kicked
desperately at it, trying to pull himself through the bedroom door and get to the terrace railing—
and then he felt fangs snap shut on his ankle, a crushing power that broke the bones like
matchsticks. The jaws opened and snapped on the other leg at the calf. Again, bones broke, and
the assassin was crippled.He screamed for God, but there was no answer. There was only the
steady rumbling of the monster’s lungs.He threw up his hands to ward it off, but human hands
were of no consequence. The beast jumped upon him, its wet snout and staring, terrible eyes
right in his face. And then the snout winnowed toward his chest, the fangs gleaming. There was a
hammer blow to his breastbone, followed by another that almost split him in two. Claws were at
work, the nails throwing up a red spray. The killer writhed and fought as best he could, but his
best was nothing. The beast’s claws entered his lungs, ripped away the heaving tissue, drove
down into the man’s core; and then the snout and the teeth found the pulsing prize, and with two
twists of the head the heart was torn from its vine like an overripe, dripping fruit.The heart was
crushed between the fangs, and the mouth accepted its juices. The killer’s eyes were still open,
and his body twitched, but all his blood was flooding out and there was none left to keep his
brain alive. He gave a shuddering, terrible moan—and the monster threw its head back and
echoed the cry in a voice that rang through the house like a death knell.And then, nosing into the
gaping hole, the beast began its feeding, tearing with rampant rage at the inner mysteries of a
man.Afterward, as the lights of Cairo dimmed and the first violet light of the sun began to come
up over the pyramids, something caught between animal and man spasmed and retched in the
mansion of the Countess Margritta. From its mouth flowed grisly lumps and fragments, a
creeping red sea that went under the banister and over the edge to the tiled floor below. The
naked retching thing curled itself into a fetal shape, shivering uncontrollably, and in that house of
the dead no one heard it weep.ONERite of Spring1AGAIN THE DREAM AWAKENED him, and
he lay in the dark while the gusts bellowed at the windows and an errant shutter flapped. He had
dreamed he was a wolf who dreamed he was a man who dreamed he was a wolf who dreamed.
And in that maze of dreams there had been bits and pieces of memory, flying like the fragments
of an exploded jigsaw puzzle: the sepia-toned faces of his father, mother, and older sister, faces
as if from a burned-edge photograph; a palace of broken white stones, surrounded by thick,
primeval forest where the howls of wolves spoke to the moon; a passing steam train, headlight
blazing, and a young boy racing along the tracks beside it, faster and faster, toward the entrance



of the tunnel that lay ahead.And from the puzzle of memory, an old, leathery, white-bearded
face, the lips opening to whisper: Live free.He sat up on his haunches and realized then that he
had been lying not in his bed but on the cold stone floor before the fireplace. A few embers
drowsed in the darkness, waiting to be stirred. He stood up, his body naked and muscular, and
walked to the high bay windows that overlooked the wild hills of northern Wales. The March wind
was raging beyond the glass, and scattershots of rain and sleet struck the windows before his
face. He stared from darkness into darkness, and he knew they were coming.They had let him
alone too long. The Nazis were being forced toward Berlin by a vengeful Soviet tide, but Western
Europe—the Atlantic Wall—was still in Hitler’s grip. Now, in this year of 1944, great events were
in motion, events with great potential for victory or terrible risks of defeat. And he knew full well
what the aftermath of that defeat would mean: a solidified Nazi hold on Western Europe,
perhaps an intensified effort against the Russian troops and a savage battle for territory between
Berlin and Moscow. Though their ranks had been thinned, the Nazis were still the best-
disciplined killers in the world. They could still deflect the Russian juggernaut and surge again
toward the capital of the Soviet Union.Mikhail Gallatinov’s motherland.But he was Michael
Gallatin now, and he lived in a different land. He spoke English, thought in Russian, and
contemplated in a language more ancient than either of those human tongues.They were
coming. He could feel them getting nearer, as surely as he sensed the wind whirling through the
forest sixty yards away. The world’s tumult was bringing them closer, to his house on this rocky
coast that most men shunned. They were coming for one reason.They needed him.Live free, he
thought, and his mouth curled with the hint of a smile. There was some bitterness in it. Freedom
was an illusion, in the shelter of his own house on this stormy land, where the nearest village,
Endore’s Rill, lay more than fifteen miles to the south. For him, a great part of freedom was
isolation, and he had come to realize more and more, as he monitored the shortwave
broadcasts between London and the Continent, listening to the voices speak in codes through
the blizzards of static, that the bonds of humanity had chained him.So he would not refuse them
entrance when they arrived, because he was a man and they would also be men. He would
listen to what they had to say, might even consider it briefly before he refused. They had come a
long way, over rough roads, and he might possibly offer them shelter for the night. But his service
to his adopted homeland was done, and now it was up to young soldiers with mud-grimed faces
and nervous fingers on carbine triggers. The generals and commanders might bark orders, but it
was the young who died carrying them out; that was the way it had been throughout the ages,
and in that respect, the future of warfare would never change. Men being what they were.Well,
there was no keeping them away from his door. He could lock the gate, way up at the end of the
road, but they would find a way over it, or cut the barbed-wire fence and walk in. The British had
a lot of experience in snipping barbed-wire. So it was best just to leave the gate unlocked, and
wait for them. It might be tomorrow, or the day after that, or next week. Whenever; he would still
be here.Michael listened to the song of the wild for a moment, his head cocked slightly to one
side. Then he returned to the flagstone floor in front of the fireplace, lay down and curled his



arms around his knees, and tried to rest.2“HE PICKED A DAMN lonely place to live, didn’t he?”
Major Shackleton lit a cigar and cranked down the glossy black Ford’s rear window on his side to
let the smoke seep out. The cigar tip glowed red in the gloomy twilight of late afternoon. “You
Brits like this kind of weather, huh?”“I fear we have no choice but to like it,” Captain Humes-
Talbot answered. He smiled as politely as he could, his aristocratic nostrils flared. “Or at least
accept it.”“Right.” Shackleton, a United States Army officer with a face like the business end of a
battle-ax, peered out at the gray, low clouds and the nasty drizzle. He hadn’t seen the sun for
more than two weeks, and the chill was making his bones ache. The elderly, stiff-backed British
army driver, separated from his passengers by a glass window, was taking them along a narrow
pebbled road that wound between dark, cloud-shrouded crags and stands of thick pine forest.
The last village they’d passed, Houlett, was twelve miles behind them. “That’s why you people
are so pale,” he went on, like a bulldozer through a tea party. “Everybody looks like a ghost over
here. You ever come to Arkansas, I’ll show you a springtime sun.”“I’m not sure my schedule will
allow it,” Humes-Talbot said, and cranked down his window a turn and a half. He was wan and
thin, a twenty-eight-year-old staff officer whose closest brush with death had been diving into a
Portsmouth ditch as a Messerschmitt fighter screamed past seventy feet overhead. But that had
been in August of 1940, and now no Luftwaffe aircraft dared to cross the Channel.“So Gallatin
served with distinction in North Africa?” Shackleton’s teeth were clenched around the cigar, and
the stub was wet with saliva. “That was two years ago. If he’s been out of service since then,
what makes your people think he can handle the job?”Humes-Talbot stared at him blankly with
his bespectacled blue eyes. “Because,” he said, “Major Gallatin is a professional.”“So am I,
sonny.” Shackleton was ten years the British captain’s senior. “That doesn’t make me able to
parachute into France, does it? And I haven’t been sittin’ on my tailbone for the last twenty-four
months, I’ll guaran-damn-tee you that.”“Yes sir,” the other man agreed, simply because he felt he
should. “But your ... uh ... people asked for help in this matter, and since it’s of benefit to both of
us, my superiors felt—”“Yeah, yeah, that’s yesterday’s news.” Shackleton waved the man quiet
with an impatient hand. “I’ve told my people I’m not sold on Gallatin’s—excuse me, Major
Gallatin’s—record. His lack of field experience, I ought to say, but I’m supposed to make a
judgment based on a personal meeting. Which isn’t the way we work in the States. We go by the
record over there.”“We go by the character over here,” Humes-Talbot said, with a bite of frost.
“Sir.”Shackleton smiled faintly. Well, at last he’d gotten a rise out of this stiff-necked kid. “Your
secret service might have recommended Gallatin, but that doesn’t swing a shovelful of shit as far
as I’m concerned. Pardon my French.” He snorted smoke from his nostrils, his eyes catching a
gleam of red. “I understand Gallatin’s not his real name. It used to be Mikhail Gallatinov. He’s a
Russian. Right?”“He was born in St. Petersburg in 1910,” came the careful reply. “In 1934 he
became a citizen of Great Britain.”“Yeah, but Russia’s in his blood. You can’t trust Russians. They
drink too much vodka.” He tapped ashes into the ashtray on the back of the driver’s seat, but his
aim was off and most of the ash fell on his spit-shined shoes. “So why’d he leave Russia? Maybe
he was wanted for a crime over there?”“Major Gallatin’s father was an army general and a friend



of Czar Nicholas the Second,” Humes-Talbot said as he watched the road unreel in the yellow
gleam of the headlights. “In May of 1918, General Fyodor Gallatinov, his wife, and twelve-year-
old daughter were executed by Soviet party extremists. The young Gallatinov escaped.”“And?”
Shackleton prodded. “Who brought him to England?”“He came by himself, working aboard a
freighter,” the captain said. “In 1932.”Shackleton smoked his cigar and thought about it. “Hold
on,” he said quietly. “You’re sayin’ he hid from the murder squads in Russia from the time he was
eight to when he was twenty-two years old? How’d he do that?”“I don’t know,” Humes-Talbot
admitted.“You don’t know? Hell, I thought you boys were supposed to know everything about
Gallatinov. Or whatever. Haven’t you got his records verified?”“There’s a gap in his records.” The
younger man saw the dim glow of lights ahead, through the pines. The road was curving, taking
them toward the sparkle of lanterns. “The information is classified, for the top echelon of the
secret service only.”“Yeah? Well, that’s enough to tell me I don’t want him on the job.”“I presume
Major Gallatin named those individuals who remained loyal to the memory of the royal circle and
helped him survive. To expose those names would be ... shall we say, less than prudent?” The
small houses and clustered-together structures of a village were coming out of the drizzle. A little
white sign on a post said ENDORE’S RILL. “I will pass on a bit of rumor, if I may,” Humes-Talbot
said, wanting to throw a smoking grenade back at the ugly American. “I understand that the mad
monk Rasputin was in Saint Petersburg and enjoyed ... liaisons with several ladies of breeding in
1909 and 1910. One of those ladies, dare I say, was Elana Gallatinov.” He looked into
Shackleton’s face. “Rasputin may have been Michael Gallatin’s real father.”A small cough of
cigar smoke came from Shackleton’s throat.There was a tapping noise. Mallory, the driver,
rapped his knuckles on the glass and put his foot to the Ford’s brake. The car was slowing, the
windshield wipers slapping away the sleet and rain. Humes-Talbot rolled the glass barrier down,
and Mallory said with a crisp Oxford accent, “Beg your pardon, sir, but I think we should stop for
directions. That might be the place.” He pointed at a lantern-lit tavern coming up on the
right.“Indeed it is,” the young man agreed, and rolled the glass back up as Mallory cruised the
big car to a stop in front of the tavern’s door. “I’ll be back in a minute,” Humes-Talbot said as he
pulled the collar of his coat up around his neck and opened the door.“Wait for me,” Shackleton
told him. “I could use a drink of whiskey to get my blood warm again.”They left Mallory in the car
and went up a set of stone steps. A sign creaked on chains above the doorway, and Shackleton
glanced up at it to see a painted sheep and the words THE MUTTON CHOP. Inside, a cast-iron
stove burned with the sweet musk of bog peat and oil lamps hung from pegs on the wooden
walls. Three men who were sitting at a back table talking quietly and drinking ale looked up from
their conversation at the uniformed military officers.“Welcome, gentlemen,” an attractive black-
haired woman behind the bar said with a heavy Welsh accent. Her eyes were bright blue, and
they quickly examined the two visitors with a thoroughness that seemed casual. “What may I do
for you?”“Whiskey, babe,” Shackleton said, grinning around his cigar. “Best poison you’ve
got.”She uncorked a jug and poured him a murky shot glass full. “Only poison we’ve got, if you
don’t count the ale and bitters.” She smiled faintly, a sultry smile with a challenge in it.“Nothing



for me, but I would like some information.” Humes-Talbot warmed his hands before the stove.
“We’re looking for a man who lives around here. His name is Michael Gallatin. Do you—”“Oh,
yes,” she said, and her eyes glinted. “I do know Michael.”“Where does he live?” Shackleton took
a whiff of the whiskey and thought his eyebrows had been singed.“Around. He doesn’t entertain
visitors.” She stroked a cloth across the jug. “Much.”“He’s expectin’ us, babe. Official
business.”She considered that for a moment, looking at the shine of their buttons. “Take the road
that runs through the Rill. It goes on for eight miles and then it turns into dirt, or mud, as the case
may be. It splits into two. The road on the left is the rougher one. It goes to his gate. Whether it’ll
be open or not is up to him.”“We’ll open it if it’s not,” Shackleton said. He took the cigar out of his
mouth and, with a grin at the bartender, swallowed the local whiskey.“Bottoms up,” she told
him.His knees buckled as the whiskey seared down his throat like a trail of lava. He thought for a
second that he’d swallowed crushed glass, or bits of razor blade. He felt sweat boil out of his
pores, and he squeezed a cough down in his chest because the bartender was watching him,
smiling knowingly, and he was damned if he’d fall on his ass in front of a woman.“How do you
like it, babe?” she asked, all innocence.He feared returning the cigar to his mouth, in case the
smoke caught fire and blew his head off. Tears burned his eyes, but he clenched his teeth and
slammed the shot glass down on the bar. “It ... needs ... agin’,” he managed to croak, and his
face flamed when he heard the men laugh at the back table.“That it does,” she agreed, and her
soft laughter was like the rustle of a silk curtain. Shackleton started to reach for his wallet, but
she said, “It’s on the house. You’re a good sport.”He smiled, more sickly than sporty, and Humes-
Talbot cleared his throat and said, “We thank you for the information and hospitality, madam.
Shall we go, Major?” Shackleford made something that might have been a grunt of assent, and
followed Humes-Talbot to the door on leaden legs.“Major, dear?” the bartender called before he
went out. He looked back, wanting to get out of this suffocating heat. “You can thank Michael for
the drink when you see him. That’s his private stock. Nobody else’ll touch the stuff.”Shackleton
went out the door of The Mutton Chop feeling like chopped mutton.Full dark had fallen as
Mallory drove them away from Endore’s Rill, between the wind-lashed woods and mountains
carved by the fingers of time. Shackleton, his face tinged the shade of tallow, forced himself to
finish the cigar and then thumped it away out the window. It blew a trail of sparks, like a falling
comet.Mallory turned off the main road—a mud-puddled wagon track—and onto the rougher
one on the left. The axles groaned as the Ford’s tires plowed through potholes, and the seat
springs yowled like pressured steam vents as Shackleton was thrown and jostled. The young
British captain was used to uncomfortable roadways, and he clenched the hand grip over his
door’s window and lifted his rear an inch or two off the leather.“Man ... don’t wanna ... be
located,” was all Shackleton could say as the Ford shook harder than any tank he’d ever driven.
Lord have mercy on my achin’ tailbone! he thought. The road went on, a path of tortures, through
the dense green woods. Finally, after two or three more brutal miles, the headlights found a high
iron gate. It was wide open, and the Ford continued through.The muddy road smoothed a bit, but
not by much. Every so often they hit a bump and Shackleton’s teeth cracked together with a



force that he knew would cut his tongue off if he didn’t keep it rolled up in his head. The wind
swirled through the forest on both sides of the road, the sleet pelted down, and suddenly
Shackleton felt a long way from Arkansas.Mallory stepped on the brake. “Here! What’s that!”
Humes-Talbot said, looking along the cone of the headlights. Three large dogs were standing in
the road, the wind ruffling their fur. “My God!” Humes-Talbot took off his glasses, hurriedly wiped
the lenses, and put them back on. “I believe those are wolves!”“Hell, lock the damned doors!”
Shackleton hollered.The Ford slowed to a crawl. As Shackleton’s fist hammered down the lock
on his side, the three animals lifted their muzzles to the scent of hot metal and engine oil and
vanished into the dark wall of trees on the left. The Ford picked up speed again, Mallory’s age-
spotted hands steady on the wheel, and they took a long curve through the forest and emerged
onto a driveway paved with fieldstones.And there stood the house of Michael Gallatin.It looked
like a church, made of dark red stones chinked together with white mortar. Shackleton realized
that it must have been a church at one time, because it had a narrow tower topped with a white
spire and a walkway around it. But the truly amazing thing about the structure was that it had
electricity. Light streamed from the windows on the first floor, and up in the church’s tower panes
of stained glass gleamed dark blue and crimson. Off to the right was a smaller stone building,
possibly a workshed or garage.The driveway made a circle in front of the house, and Mallory
stopped the Ford and pulled up the handbrake. He tapped on the window, and when Humes-
Talbot had lowered it, Mallory asked, a little uneasily, “Shall I wait here, sir?”“Yes, for now.”
Humes-Talbot was aware the old chauffeur had been supplied from the secret service’s pool of
drivers, but there was no need to let him know more than was absolutely necessary. Mallory
nodded, an obedient servant, and cut the engine and headlamps. “Major?” Humes-Talbot
motioned toward the house.The two officers walked from the car through the biting sleet, their
shoulders hunched in their overcoats. At the top of three stone steps was a scarred oak door
with a green bronze knocker: an animal of some kind, with a bone clenched in its teeth. Humes-
Talbot lifted the bone and the beast’s fanged lower jaw rose with it. He knocked against the door
and waited, beginning to shiver.A bolt scraped back. Shackleton felt his gut bubble from the
witch’s brew in the Mutton Chop. And then the door opened on oiled hinges, and a dark-haired
man stood outlined in light. “Come in,” Michael Gallatin said.3THE HOUSE WAS WARM. It had
oiled oak floors, and in a high-roofed, timber-beamed den a fire blazed in a hearth of rough white
rock. After Captain Humes-Talbot had given Michael the letter of introduction signed by Colonel
Valentine Vivian of the “London Passport Control Office,” Shackleton walked directly to the
fireplace to warm his ruddy hands.“Hell of a time gettin’ here,” Shackleton growled, working his
fingers. “You couldn’t have picked a more desolate place, could you?”“I couldn’t find one,”
Michael said quietly, reading the letter. “If I’d wanted to entertain unannounced visitors, I’d have
bought a house in London.”Shackleton got the blood stinging in his hands again and turned to
get a better examination of the man he’d come so far to meet.Michael Gallatin was wearing a
black sweater, the sleeves pushed up on his forearms, and faded, well-used khaki trousers. On
his feet were scuffed brown loafers. His thick black hair, streaked with gray at the temples, was



shorn in a military style, short on the sides and back. On his face was the dark grizzle of perhaps
two or three days without a razor’s touch. There was a scar on his left cheek that started just
under the eye and continued back into the hairline. A blade scar, Shackleton thought. Close call,
too. Well, so Gallatin had had some experience in hand-to-hand combat. So what? Shackleton
guessed the man’s height at around six-two, maybe a quarter of an inch more or less, and his
weight at around one-ninety or one-ninety-five. Gallatin looked fit, a broad-shouldered athletic
type, maybe a football player, or rugby or whatever the limeys called it. There was a quiet power
about the man, like a heavy spring that had been crushed down and was on the edge of
explosion. Still, that didn’t make him ready for a mission into Nazi-occupied France. Gallatin
needed sun; he had the pallor of hibernation about him, probably hadn’t seen a bright sun in six
months. Hell, there probably hadn’t been anything but murky gloom in this damned country all
winter. But winter was on its last legs now, and the spring equinox—March 21—was only two
days away.“Do you know you’ve got wolves on your land?” Shackleton asked him.“Yes,” Michael
said, and folded the letter up when he’d finished. It had been a long time since he’d had a
communication from Colonel Vivian. This must be important.“I wouldn’t go out walkin’ if I were
you,” Shackleton went on. He reached into the inside pocket of his coat, brought out a cigar, and
cut its end with a small clipper. Then he struck a match on the white stones of the hearth. “Those
big bastards like meat.”“They’re bitches.” Michael slipped the letter into his pocket.“Whatever.”
Shackleton lit the cigar, drew deeply on it, and plumed out blue smoke. “You want to have a little
action, you ought to get yourself a rifle and go wolf huntin’. You do know how to use a rifle, don’t
—”He stopped speaking, because suddenly Michael Gallatin was right there in his face, and the
man’s pale green eyes froze him to the bone.Michael’s hand came up, grasped the cigar, and
pulled it from between the other man’s teeth. He broke it in half and tossed it into the fire. “Major
Shackleton,” he said, with the trace of a Russian accent softened by cool British gentility, “this is
my home. You’ll ask my permission to smoke here. And when you ask, I’ll say no. Do we
understand each other?”Shackleton sputtered, his face reddening. “That was ... that was a fifty-
cent cigar!”“It puts out half-cent fumes,” Michael told him, stared into the man’s eyes for a few
seconds longer to make certain his message was clear, and then turned his attention to the
young captain. “I’m retired. That’s my answer.”“But ... sir ... you haven’t heard what we came to
say yet!”“I can guess.” Michael walked to the bay windows and looked out at the dark line of the
woods. He had smelled his reserve stock of old whiskey wafting from Shackleton’s skin, and
smiled slightly, knowing how the American—used to bland liquor—must have reacted. Good for
Maureen at the Mutton Chop. “There’s a cooperative venture under way between the alliances. If
this wasn’t important to the Americans, the major wouldn’t be here. I’ve been listening to the
cross-Channel radio traffic on my shortwave. All those codes, things about flowers for Rudy and
violins needing to be tuned. I can’t understand all the messages, but I understand the sounds of
the voices: great excitement, and a lot of fear. I say that adds up to an imminent invasion of the
Atlantic Wall.” He looked at Humes-Talbot, who hadn’t moved or taken off his wet overcoat.
“Within three to four months, I’d guess. When summer smooths the Channel. I’m sure neither Mr.



Churchill nor Mr. Roosevelt cares to land an army of seasick soldiers on Hitler’s beaches. So
sometime in June or July would be correct. August would be too late; the Americans would have
to fight eastward during the worst of the winter. If they take their landing zones in June, they’ll be
able to construct their supply lines and dig into their defensive positions on the border of
Germany by the first snowfall.” He lifted his eyebrows. “Am I close?”Shackleton let the breath
hiss from between his teeth. “You sure this guy’s on our side?” he asked Humes-Talbot.“Let me
conjecture a bit further,” Michael said, his gaze ticking toward the young captain and then back
to Shackleton. “To be successful, a cross-Channel invasion would have to be preceded by a
disruption of German communications, detonation of ammunition and fuel dumps, and a general
atmosphere of hell on earth. But a quiet hell, with cool flames. I expect the networks of partisans
will have a busy night blowing up railroad tracks, and maybe there’s a place in the scheme for
the Americans, too. A paratroop assault would sow the kind of discord behind the lines that
might keep the Germans running in a dozen directions at the same time.” Michael walked to the
fireplace, beside the major, and offered his palms to the heat. “I expect that what you want me to
do has a bearing on the invasion. Of course I don’t know where it’ll be, or exactly when, and I
don’t want that information. Another thing you must realize is that the Nazi high command
certainly suspects an invasion attempt within the next five months. With the Soviets fighting in
from the east, the Germans know the time is ripe—at least from the alliance point of view—for an
attack from the west.” He rubbed his hands together. “I hope my conclusions aren’t too much off
the mark?”“No sir,” Humes-Talbot admitted. “They hit the bull’s-eye.”Michael nodded, and
Shackleton said, “Do you have somebody spyin’ for you in London?”“I have my eyes, my ears,
and my brain. That’s all I need.”“Sir?” Humes-Talbot had been standing almost at attention, and
now he let his back loosen and took a step forward. “Can we ... at least brief you on what the
mission involves?”“You’d be wasting your time and the major’s. As I said, I’m retired.”“Retired?
After one lousy field assignment in North Africa?” Shackleton made an unpleasant noise with his
lips. “So you were a hero during the battle for El Alamein, right?” He’d read Gallatin’s service
record during his trip from Washington. “You got into a Nazi commander’s HQ and stole
deployment maps? Big damned squat! Unless you’ve missed the point, major, the war’s still
going on. And if we don’t get a foothold in Europe in the summer of forty-four, we might find our
asses washed out to sea for a long time before we can make another try.”“Major Shackleton?”
Michael turned toward him, and the intensity of his glare made the major think he was peering
into the green-tinted windows of a blast furnace. “You won’t mention North Africa again,” he said
quietly, but with dangerous meaning. “I ... failed a friend.” He blinked; the blast-furnace glare
dimmed for a second, then came back full force. “North Africa is a closed subject.”Damn the
man! Shackleton thought. If he could, he’d stomp Gallatin into the floor. “I just meant—”“I don’t
care what you meant.” Michael looked at Humes-Talbot, the captain eager to get on with the
briefing, and then Michael sighed and said, “All right. Let’s hear it.”“Yes, sir. May I?” He paused,
about to shrug off his overcoat. Michael motioned for him to go ahead, and as the two officers
took off their coats Michael walked to a high-backed black leather chair and sat down facing the



flames.“It’s a security problem, really,” Humes-Talbot said, coming around so he could gauge
Major Gallatin’s expression. It was one of profound disinterest. “Of course you’re correct; it does
involve the invasion plans. We and the Americans are trying to clean up all the loose ends before
the first of June. Getting agents out of France and Holland, for instance, whose security might be
compromised. There’s an American agent in Paris—”“Adam’s his code name,” Shackleton
interrupted.“Paris is no longer a garden of Eden,” Michael said, lacing his fingers together. “Not
with all those Nazi serpents crawling around in it.”“Right,” the major went on, taking the reins.
“Anyway, your intelligence boys got a coded message from Adam a little more than two weeks
ago. He said there’s something big in the works, something he didn’t have all the details on yet.
But he said that whatever it is, it’s under multilayered security. He got wind of it from an artist in
Berlin, a guy named Theo von Frankewitz.”“Wait.” Michael leaned forward, and Humes-Talbot
saw the glint of concentration in his eyes, like the shine of sword metal. “An artist? Why an
artist?”“I don’t know. We can’t dig up any information on Von Frankewitz. So anyway, Adam sent
another message eight days ago. It was only a couple of lines long. He said he was bein’
watched, and he had information that had to be brought out of France by personal courier. He
had to end the transmission before he could go into detail.”“The Gestapo?” Michael glanced at
Humes-Talbot.“Our informants don’t indicate that the Gestapo has Adam,” the younger man said.
“We think they know he’s one of ours, and have him under constant surveillance. They’re
probably hoping he’ll lead them to other agents.”“So no one else can find out what this
information is and bring it out?”“No sir. Someone from the outside has to go in.”“And they’re
monitoring his radio set, of course. Or maybe they found it and smashed it.” Michael frowned,
watching the oakwood burn. “Why an artist?” he asked again. “What would an artist know about
military secrets?”“We have no idea,” Humes-Talbot said. “You see our predicament.”“We’ve got
to find out what the hell’s going on,” Shackleton spoke up. “The first wave of the invasion will be
almost two hundred thousand soldiers. By ninety days after D day, we’re plannin’ on having more
than one million boys over there to kick Hitler’s ass. We’re riskin’ the whole shootin’ match on
one day—one turn of a card—and we’d sure better know what’s in the Nazis’ hand.”“Death,”
Michael said, and neither of the other two men spoke.The flames crackled and spat sparks.
Michael Gallatin waited for the rest of it.“You’d be flown over France and go in by parachute, near
the village of Bazancourt about sixty miles northwest of Paris,” Humes-Talbot said. “One of our
people will be at the drop point to meet you. From there, you’ll be taken to Paris and given all the
help you need to reach Adam. This is a high-priority assignment, Major Gallatin, and if the
invasion’s going to have any chance at all, we’ve got to know what we’re up against.”Michael
watched the fire burn. He said, “I’m sorry. Find someone else.”“But, sir ... please don’t make a
hasty—”“I said I’ve retired. That ends it.”“Well, that’s just peachy!” Shackleton burst out. “We
broke our butts gettin’ here, because we were told by some jackass that you were the best in
your business, and you say you’re ‘retired.’ ” He slurred the word. “Where I come from that’s just
another way of sayin’ a man’s lost his nerve.”Michael smiled thinly, which served to infuriate
Shackleton even more, but didn’t respond.“Major, sir?” Humes-Talbot tried again. “Please don’t



give us your final word now. Won’t you at least think about the assignment? Perhaps we might
stay overnight, and we can discuss it again in the morning?”Michael listened to the noise of sleet
against the windows. Shackleton thought of the long road home, and his tailbone throbbed. “You
can stay the night,” Michael agreed, “but I won’t go to Paris.”Humes-Talbot started to speak
again, but he decided to let it rest. Shackleton muttered, “Hellfire and damnation!” but Michael
only pondered the fires of his own making.“We brought along a driver,” Humes-Talbot said. “Is
there a possibility you might find some room for him?”“I’ll put a cot in front of the fire.” He got up
and went to get the cot from his storage room, and Humes-Talbot left the house to call Mallory
in.While the two men were gone, Shackleton nosed around the den. He found an antique
rosewood Victrola, a record on the turntable. Its title was The Rite of Spring, by somebody
named Stravinsky. Well, count on a Russian to like Russian music. Probably a bunch of Slavic
jabberwocky. He could use a bright Bing Crosby tune on a night like this. Gallatin liked books,
that was for sure. Volumes like Man from Beast, Carnivores, A History of Gregorian Chants,
Shakespeare’s World, and other books with Russian, German, and French titles filled the
bookcases.“Do you like my house?”Shackleton jumped. Michael had come up behind him, silent
as mist. He was carrying a folding cot, which he unfolded and placed before the hearth. “The
house was a Lutheran church in the eighteen-forties. Survivors of a shipwreck built it; the sea
cliffs are only a hundred yards from here. They built a village on this site, too, but bubonic plague
wiped them out eight years later.”“Oh,” Shackleton said, and wiped his hands on his trouser
legs.“The ruins were still sturdy. I decided to try to put it back together again. It took me all of four
years, and I still have a lot to do. In case you’re wondering, I’ve got a generator that runs on
petrol out back.”“I figured you didn’t have power lines way out here.”“No. Not way out here. You’ll
be sleeping in the tower room where the pastor died. It’s not a very large room, but the bed’s big
enough for two.” The door opened and closed, and Michael glanced back at Humes-Talbot and
the chauffeur. Michael stared for a few seconds, unblinking, as the old man took off his hat and
topcoat. “You can sleep here,” Michael said, with a gesture toward the cot. “The kitchen’s through
that door, if you want coffee or anything to eat,” he told all three of them. “I keep hours you might
find odd. If you hear me up in the middle of the night ... stay in your room,” he said, with a glance
that made the back of Shackleton’s neck crawl.“I’m going up to rest.” Michael started up the
stairs. He paused and selected a book. “Oh ... the bathroom and shower are behind the house. I
hope you don’t mind cold water. Good night, gentlemen.” He ascended the steps, and in another
moment they heard a door softly close.“Damn weird,” Shackleton muttered, and he trudged into
the kitchen for something to chew on.4MICHAEL SAT UP IN bed and lit an oil lamp. He hadn’t
been sleeping, only waiting. He picked up his wristwatch from the small table beside his bed,
though his sense of time told him it was after three. It was three-oh-seven. He sniffed the air, and
his eyes narrowed. A smell of tobacco smoke. Burley and latakia, a potent blend. He knew that
aroma, and it called him.He was still dressed, in his khakis and black sweater. He slipped on his
loafers, picked up the lamp, and followed its yellow glow down the circular staircase.A couple of
fresh logs had been added to the hearth, and a polite fire burned. Michael saw a haze of pipe



smoke drifting above the high-backed leather chair that faced the flames. The cot was
empty.“Let’s talk, Michael,” the man who called himself Mallory said.“Yes sir.” He drew up a chair
and sat down with the lamp on a table between them.Mallory—not his real name, but one of
many—laughed quietly, the pipe’s bit clenched between his teeth. Firelight glinted in his eyes,
and now he didn’t appear nearly as old and unsteady as he’d been when he first entered the
house. “ ‘Stay in your room,’ ” he said, and laughed again. His real voice, unmasked, had a
gravelly edge. “That was good, Michael. You scared the balls off that poor Yank.”“Does he have
any?”“Oh, he’s quite a capable officer. Don’t let the bluff and bluster fool you; Major Shackleton
knows his job.” Mallory’s penetrating gaze slid toward the other man. “And you do, too.” Michael
didn’t answer. Mallory smoked his pipe in silence for a moment, then said, “What happened to
Margritta Phillipe in Egypt wasn’t your fault, Michael. She knew the risks, and she did her job
bravely and well. You killed her assassin and exposed Harry Sandler as an agent for the Nazis.
You also did your job bravely and well.”“Not well enough.” This still made the sick sensation of
grief gnaw at his insides. “If I’d been alert that night, I might have saved Margritta’s life.”“It was
her time,” Mallory said flatly, a statement from a professional in the arena of life and death. “And
your time of brooding over Margritta should end now.”“When I find Sandler.” Michael’s face was
tight, and heat rose in his cheeks. “I knew he was a German agent as soon as Margritta showed
me the wolf he said he’d sent her from Canada. To me it was perfectly clear it was a Balkan wolf,
not Canadian. And the only way Sandler could’ve killed a Balkan wolf was to go on a hunting trip
with his Nazi friends.” Harry Sandler, the big-game hunter from America who’d been written
about in Life magazine, had vanished after Margritta’s murder, and left no tracks. “I should have
made Margritta leave the house that night. Immediately. Instead I ...” He clenched his hands on
the chair’s armrests. “She trusted me,” he said, in a hushed voice.“Michael,” Mallory said, “I want
you to go to Paris.”“Is it that vital that you be involved with this?”“Yes. That vital.” He puffed smoke
and removed the pipe from his mouth. “We’ll have one chance, and one chance only, for the
invasion to be successful. The time frame, as of now, is the first week of June. That’s subject to
change, according to the weather and the tides. We have to make sure all potential disasters are
dealt with, and I can tell you that watching these commanders hash things out leaves a lot of
room for the damnedest mistakes you could imagine.” He grunted, and smiled thinly. “We have to
do our part to give them a clean house when they move in. If the Gestapo’s watching Adam so
closely, you can be certain he has information they don’t want getting out. We have to learn what
it is. With your ... uh ... special talents, there’s a possibility you can get in and out under the nose
of the Gestapo.”Michael watched the fire. The man sitting in the chair next to him was one of
three people in the world who knew he was a lycanthrope.“There’s another facet to this you
should consider,” Mallory said. “Four days ago we received a coded message from our agent
Echo, in Berlin. She’s seen Harry Sandler.”Michael looked into the other man’s face. “Sandler
was in the company of a Nazi colonel named Jerek Blok, an SS officer, who used to be
commandant of Falkenhausen concentration camp near Berlin. So Sandler’s moving in some
high circles.”“Is Sandler still in Berlin?”“We haven’t had word from Echo to indicate otherwise.



She’s keeping watch on him for us.”Michael grunted softly. He had no idea who Echo was, but he
remembered Sandler’s ruddy-cheeked face from a Life magazine photograph, grinning as he
rested one booted foot on a dead lion on the Kenya grassland.“We can get you dossiers on
Sandler and Blok, of course,” Mallory ventured on. “We don’t know what their connection might
be. Echo would contact you in Berlin. What you might decide to do from there is up to your own
discretion.”My discretion, Michael thought. That was a polite way of saying that if he chose to kill
Harry Sandler, he would be on his own.“Your first mission, however, is to find out what Adam
knows.” Mallory let a trail of smoke trickle from his mouth. “That’s imperative. You can relay the
information through your French contact.”“What about Adam? Don’t you want him out of
Paris?”“If possible.”Michael mulled that over. The man who, in this instance, called himself
Mallory was as infamous for what he left unsaid as for what he spelled out.“We want to tie up all
the loose ends,” Mallory said after a moment’s silence. “I’m intrigued by the same thing you are,
Michael: why is an artist involved in this? Von Frankewitz is a nobody, a hack who does sidewalk
portraits in Berlin. How is he involved with secrets of state?” Mallory’s eyes found Michael. “Will
you do the job?”Nyet, he thought. But he felt a pressure in his veins like the power of a steam
furnace building heat. In two years he had not gone one day without thinking of how his friend,
the Countess Margritta, had died while he slumbered in the embrace of spent passions. Finding
Harry Sandler might wipe the slate clean. Probably not, but there would be satisfaction in
hunting the hunter. And the situation with Adam and the impending invasion was a vital issue on
its own. How might Adam’s information affect D day, and the lives of the thousands of soldiers
who would storm ashore on a fateful morning in June?“Yes,” Michael said, tension in his throat.“I
knew I could count on you at the eleventh hour,” Mallory said with a faint smile. “The wolf’s hour,
isn’t it?”“I have one request to make. My parachute training’s rusty. I’d like to go over by
submarine.”Mallory considered it briefly, then shook his head. “I’m sorry. Too risky with German
patrol boats and mines in the Channel. A small transport plane is the safest alternative. We’ll
whisk you to a place where you can sharpen your skills, do a few practice jumps. Piece of cake,
as the Yanks say.”Michael’s palms were wet, and he closed his fists. Only two things frightened
him: confinement and heights. He couldn’t stand the roar and sputter of airplanes, and with his
feet off the earth he felt diminished and weak. But there was no choice; he would have to bear it
and forge ahead, though the parachute training would be sheer torture. “All right.”“Splendid.”
Mallory’s tone of voice said he’d known all along Michael Gallatin would accept the task. “You’re
doing well, aren’t you, Michael? Getting enough sleep? Eating balanced meals? Not too much
meat, I hope.”“Not too much.” The forest was stocked with a large herd of deer and stags, plus
wild boar and hares.“I worry about you sometimes. You need a wife.”Michael laughed, in spite of
Mallory’s well-intentioned seriousness.“Well,” Mallory amended, “perhaps not.”They talked for a
while longer, about the war, of course, because that was their crossroads of interest, and as the
fire gnawed quietly on oak logs and the wind keened before dawn, the lycanthrope in service to
the king stood up and ascended the stairs to his bedroom. Mallory slept in his chair before the
hearth, his face in repose again that of an elderly chauffeur.5DAWN CAME GRAY AND stormy



as yesterday’s dusk. At six o’clock orchestral music roused Major Shackleton and Captain
Humes-Talbot, whose backbones popped and moaned as they pried themselves out of the
narrow and wholly uncomfortable dead pastor’s bed. They had slept clothed, to ward off the chill
that sneaked in around the stained-glass window, and they went downstairs marked with
unmilitary wrinkles.Sleet slashed at the windows, and Shackleton thought he might scream.
“Good morning,” Michael Gallatin said, sitting in the black leather chair before a newly built fire, a
mug of hot Twinings Earl Grey tea in his hand. He wore a dark blue flannel robe and no shoes.
“There’s coffee and tea in the kitchen. Also some scrambled eggs and local sausage, if you want
any breakfast.”“If that sausage is as strong as the local whiskey, I think I’ll pass,” Shackleton said,
with a frown of distaste.“No, it’s very mild. Help yourselves.”“Where’s Mallory?” Humes-Talbot
asked, looking around.“Oh, he had his breakfast and went out to change the oil in the car. I let
him use the garage.”“What’s that racket?” Shackleton thought the music sounded like armies of
demons clashing in hell. He walked to the Victrola and saw the record spinning
around.“Stravinsky, isn’t it?” Humes-Talbot inquired.“Yes. The Rite of Spring. It’s my favorite
composition. This is the part, Major Shackleton, where the village elders stand in a circle and
watch a young girl dance herself to death in a pagan ritual of sacrifice.” Michael closed his eyes
for a few seconds, seeing the dark purple and crimson of the leaping, frenzied notes. He opened
them again, and stared at the major. “Sacrifice seems to be a particularly popular topic these
days.”“I wouldn’t know.” Gallatin’s eyes made Shackleton nervous; they were steady and
piercing, and they held a power that made the major feel as boneless as a washrag. “I’m a Benny
Goodman fan.”“Oh yes, I know his work.” Michael listened to the thunderous, pounding music for
another moment; in it was the image of a world at war, fighting against its own barbarity and the
barbarity clearly winning. Then he stood up, lifted the needle without scratching the 78 rpm disk
and let the Victrola wind down. “I accept the mission, gentlemen,” he said. “I’ll find out what you
want to know.”“You will? I mean ...” Humes-Talbot stumbled over his words. “I thought you’d made
up your mind already.”“I had. I changed it.”“Oh, I see.” He didn’t really, but he wasn’t going to
question the man’s motives any further. “Well, that’s good to hear, sir. Very good. We’ll put you in
a week of training, of course. Give you a few practice parachute jumps and some linguistic work,
though I doubt you’ll need it. And we’ll put together all the information you’ll need as soon as we
get back to London.”“Yes, you do that.” The thought of the flight over the Channel into France
made the skin crawl at the back of his neck, but that would have to be dealt with at the proper
time. He drew a deep breath, glad now that his decision was final. “If you’ll excuse me, I’m going
for my morning run.”“I knew you were a runner!” Shackleton said. “I am, too. How far do you
go?”“Five miles, more or less.”“I’ve gone seven miles before. Loaded down with field gear.
Listen, if you’ve got an extra warm-up suit and a sweater, I’ll go with you. I wouldn’t mind gettin’
the blood movin’ again.” Especially after trying to sleep in that torture rack, he thought.“I don’t
wear a warm-up suit,” Michael told him, and removed his robe. He was naked underneath. He
folded the robe over the chairback. “It’s almost springtime. And thank you, Major, but I always run
alone.” He walked past Shackleton and Humes-Talbot, who were both too shocked to move or



speak, and went out the door and into the cold, sleety morning light.Shackleton caught the door
before it closed. He watched, incredulous, as the naked man began to run with long, purposeful
strides down the driveway, then across the grassy field toward the woods. “Hey!” he shouted.
“What about the wolves?” Michael Gallatin didn’t look back, and in another moment he vanished
into the line of trees.“He’s an odd chap, don’t you think?” Humes-Talbot asked, peering over the
other man’s shoulder.“Odd or not,” Shackleton said, “I believe Major Gallatin can get the job
done.” Sleet dashed him in the face, and he shivered in spite of his uniform and shut the door
against the wind.6“MARTIN? COME HERE AND look at this!”The man whose name had been
called stood up from his desk immediately and walked into the inner office, his shoes clacking
on the concrete floor. He was heavyset and broad-shouldered, and he wore an expensive brown
suit, a spotless white shirt, and black necktie. His graying hair was combed back from his
forehead. He had the soft, fleshy features of a child’s favorite uncle, a man who liked to tell
bedtime stories.The walls of the inner office were covered with maps, marked with red arrows
and circles. Some of the arrows had been scratched out, drawn and redrawn, and many of the
circles had been crossed out with angry lines. More maps lay on the office’s large desk, along
with piles of papers that needed signatures. A small metal box had been opened, and in it were
carefully organized vials of watercolors and horsehair brushes of various sizes. The man behind
the desk had pulled his stiff-backed chair to an easel in the corner of the windowless room, and
on that easel was a painting in progress: a watercolor of a white farmhouse and behind it the
purple rise of jagged mountain peaks. On the floor around the artist’s feet were other paintings of
houses and the countryside, all of them put aside before they were finished.“Here. Right here.
Do you see it?” The artist wore glasses, and he tapped his paintbrush against a smeared
shadow at the farmhouse’s edge.“I see ... a shadow,” Martin answered.“In the shadow. Right
there!” He tapped it again, harder. “Look close!” He picked up the painting, getting watercolors
on his fingers, and thrust it in Martin’s face.Martin swallowed thickly. He saw a shadow, and only
that. This seemed to be important, and should be handled carefully. “Yes,” he answered. “I
think ... I do see it.”“Ah!” the other man said, smiling. “Ah! So there it is!” He spoke German with a
heavy—some might think clumsy—Austrian accent. “The wolf, right there in the shadow!” He
pointed the brush’s wooden end at a dark scrawl that Martin couldn’t make heads or tails of.
“The wolf on the prowl. And look here!” He picked up another painting, badly done, of a winding
mountain stream. “See it? Behind that rock?”“Yes, mein Führer” Martin Bormann said, staring at
a rock and a misshapen line or two.“And here, in this one!” Hitler offered a third painting, of a
field of white eidelweiss. He pointed his crimson-smeared finger at two dark dots amid the sunny
flowers. “The eyes of the wolf! You see, he’s creeping closer! You know what that means, don’t
you?”Martin hesitated, then slowly shook his head.“The wolf is my lucky symbol!” Hitler said,
with a hint of agitation. “Everyone knows that! And here’s the wolf, appearing in my paintings with
a will of its own! Do you need a clearer portent than that?”Here we go, Hitler’s secretary thought.
Now we descend into the maelstrom of signs and symbols.“I’m the wolf, don’t you understand?”
Hitler took off his glasses, which few but the inner circle ever saw him wearing, snapped them



shut, and slid them into their leather case. “This is a portent of the future. My future.” His intense
blue eyes blinked. “The future of the Reich, I should say of course. This only tells me again what I
already know to be true.”Martin waited without speaking, staring at the farmhouse picture with its
unintelligible scribble in the shadows.“We’re going to smash the Slavs and drive them back into
their rat holes,” Hitler went on. “Leningrad, Moscow, Stalingrad, Kursk ... names on a map.” He
grasped a map, leaving red fingerprints on it, and pushed it disdainfully off the desk. “Frederick
the Great never considered defeat. Never considered it! He had loyal generals, yes. He had a
staff who obeyed orders. Never in my life have I seen such willful disobedience! If they want to
hurt me, why don’t they just put a gun to my head?”Martin said nothing. Hitler’s cheeks were
growing red and his eyes looked yellow and moist, a bad sign. “I said we need larger tanks,” the
Führer continued, “and you know what I heard in return? Larger tanks use more fuel. That’s their
excuse. They think of every possible way to hobble me. Larger tanks use more fuel. Well, what is
the whole of Russia but a vast pit of petroleum? And my officers tumble back from the Slavs in
terror and refuse to fight for the lifeblood of Germany! How can we hope to hold the Slavs back
without fuel? Not to speak of the air raids destroying the ball-bearing plants! You know what they
say to that? Mein Führer—they always say mein Führer in those voices that make you sick as if
you’d eaten too much sugar—our anti-aircraft guns need more shells. Our trucks that haul the
anti-aircraft guns need more fuel. You see how their minds work?” He blinked again, and the
other man saw the understanding settle back in like cold light. “Oh, yes. You were with us at the
meeting this afternoon, weren’t you?”“Yes, mein ... Yes,” he answered. “Yesterday afternoon.” He
glanced at his pocket watch. “It’s almost one-thirty.”Hitler nodded absently. He wore his brocaded
cashmere robe, a gift from Mussolini, and leather slippers, and he and Bormann were alone in
the administrative wing of his Berlin headquarters. He stared at his handiwork, at the houses
built of unsteady lines and the landscapes with false perspectives, and he dipped his brush into
a cupful of water and let the colors bleed out. “It’s a portent,” he said, “that I’m drawing a wolf
without even knowing it. That means victory, Martin. The utter and total destruction of the Reich’s
enemies. From without and within,” he said, with a meaningful glance at his secretary.“You
should know by now, mein Führer, that no one can defy your will.”Hitler didn’t seem to hear. He
was busy returning all his paints and brushes to the metal box, which he kept locked in his safe.
“What’s my schedule for today, Martin?”“At eight o’clock, a breakfast meeting with Colonel Blok
and Dr. Hildebrand. Then a staff meeting from nine o’clock to ten-thirty. Field Marshal Rommel is
due in at one o’clock for a briefing on the Atlantic Wall fortifications.”“Ah.” Hitler’s eyes lit up
again. “Rommel. Now there’s a man with a good mind. I forgave him for North Africa. Everything’s
fine now.”“Yes, sir. At seven-forty this evening, we’ll be accompanying the field marshal by plane
to the coast of Normandy,” Bormann continued. “Then on to Rotterdam.”“Rotterdam.” Hitler
nodded, putting his box of paints into the safe. “I trust that work is going on schedule? That’s
vital.”“Yes sir. After a day in Rotterdam, we’ll be flying back to the Berghof for a week.”“The
Berghof! Yes, I’d forgotten!” Hitler smiled, dark circles under his eyes. The Berghof, Hitler’s
mansion in the Bavarian Alps above the village of Berchtesgaden, had been his only true home



since the summer of 1928. It was a place of bracing wind, vistas that would have stunned the
sight of Odin, and memories that lay easy on the mind. Except for Geli, of course. He’d met Geli
Raubal there, his one true love. Geli, dear Geli with blond hair and laughing eyes. Why did dear
Geli burst her heart with a single shot? I loved you, Geli, he thought. Wasn’t that enough? Eva
would be waiting for him at the Berghof, and sometimes when the light was just so and Eva’s hair
was brushed back, Hitler could squint his eyes and see the face of Geli, his lost love and niece,
twenty-three years old when she committed suicide in 1931.
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MS, “Not for the Squimish. I am at odds on how to review Wolf's Hour. I enjoyed it, really enjoyed
it, but I also had some problems with it. So to keep it simple :ProsInteresting story line- heroic,
compassionate, spy who also is a werewolf, whose mission is to gather some very disturbing
information about Nazi plans to thwart D-Day invasionWriting style- very moving, vivid
description that successfully builds a world , time, and conflicted protagonist that grabs the
reader's heart with both emotion and suspense. He could, at times, get too wordy, but most of
the time was right on point.Dual story line by flashback- I loved the background story that offered
the reader the chance to see not only how Michael became this werewolf but also how he
developed his personal philosophy on life, the world, and finally the answer to his reoccurring
question posed by his "father" figure: "what is the lycanthrope in the eyes of God?"Intrigue-
mission to stop Nazis from releasing chemical warfareRomance- that depends on how each
person describes "romance". There are several love scenes, and very explicit, I might add. But
only one real relationship and even it is secondary. I would say romance is definitely not the main
story but a very satisfying part.ConsBook Cover- For some, this is not important. For me, it is.
Although I have considered reading this book for years, I did not before. Unfortunately, I hated
the cover, so I always ended up putting it down. I only read it this time because it was offered on
Kindle for 1.99.Supporting characters not well developed, stereotypedLength- could have been
better served with one or two less capture-escape scenesGore- Very heavy on explicit gore
scenes, bloody and a lot of description, a little too gruesome for some. I, not one for gore, had to
skim some parts.On the whole. I found this a very enjoyable read, but definitely not for all
tastes.Reading Progress10/09 marked as: currently-reading10/23 marked as: readPost a
comment »CommentsNo comments have been added yet.Notify me when people
commentcommentadd book/author (some html is ok) (preview)Add to my Update Feed *Notify
me when people reply *Blog This Review[...]My rating: [...]I am at odds on how to review Wolf's
Hour. I enjoyed it, really enjoyed it, but I also had some problems with it. So to keep it simple :
ProsInteresting story line- heroic, compassionate, spy who also is a werewolf, whose mission is
to gather some very disturbing information about Nazi plans to thwart D-Day invasionWriting
style- very moving, vivid description that successfully builds a world , time, and conflicted
protagonist that grabs the reader's heart with both emotion and suspense. He could, at times,
get too wordy, but most of the time was right on point.Dual story line by flashback- I loved the
background story that offered the reader the chance to see not only how Michael became this
werewolf but also how he developed his personal philosophy on life, the world, and finally the
answer to his reoccurring question posed by his "father" figure: "what is the lycanthrope in the
eyes of God?"Intrigue- mission to stop Nazis from releasing chemical warfareRomance- that
depends on how each person describes "romance". There are several love scenes, and very
explicit, I might add. But only one real relationship and even it is secondary. I would say romance
is definitely not the main story but a very satisfying part.ConsBook Cover- For some, this is not



important. For me, it is. Although I have considered reading this book for years, I did not before.
Unfortunately, I hated the cover, so I always ended up putting it down. I only read it this time
because it was offered on Kindle for 1.99.Supporting characters not well developed,
stereotypedLength- could have been better served with one or two less capture-escape
scenesGore- Very heavy on explicit gore scenes, bloody and a lot of description, a little too
gruesome for some. I, not one for gore, had to skim some parts.On the whole. I found this a very
enjoyable read, but definitely not for all tastes.”

Dario Dallalasta, “This werewolf had me at howl-o. If you like suspense, then this tale of a
Russian werewolf who's an elite member of the British Secret Service enlisted to stop Hitler and
the Nazis from carrying out a devious plot is a must-read.Okay, I know that sentence packed
enough seemingly ridiculous information in it to probably elicit a chuckle from you, but take heart
- Robert McCammon, the author of the classics Swan Song and A Boy's Life, serves up a
delicious tale that had me turning the pages late into the night. His writing is so juicy that I ate
this story up as fast as I could.This novel's breakneck pace races across European cities and
continents from Russia and Wales to Cairo, Berlin, London, and even a small island in Norway.
Our hero gets into the most horrible scrapes imaginable and the suspense built up to such a
plateau at one point, that I had to put the book down for a day to readjust and recalibrate my
body rhythms. Honestly, I don't think I've read anything quite this nail-biting, and I've read a lot of
thrillers. I've also never been much into werewolves, but Michael Gallatin (aka Mikhail Gallatinov)
has changed all that; never has there been a sexier one. From his black hair and green eyes to
his strapping muscular body and sense of justice, he had me at howl-o. His origin story is
riveting, grotesque, heartbreaking, and utterly believable. And the Nazi element? Well, let's just
say that McCammon writes such horrific, brutal, disgusting and grotesque things into the plot
that my stomach clenched many times and I could almost taste vomit in the back of my throat.
Don't worry, that's a good thing; I never knew I could feel so physically revolted by a book. This is
only to hammer home the point of how brutal the Nazis were in their disgusting practices, and it
really hit the nail on the head.After finishing this last night, I realized that I need to re-read the
two classics I mentioned above, as I read them ages ago. I am now going to consider him one of
my favorite authors, after Stephen King, Haruki Murakami, John Irving, Hanya Yanagihara, and
Anne Rice.”

Mellie, “Another Banger from Mr. McCammon.. I continue to be extremely impressed with Robert
McCammon.I read Swan Song a few months ago, and since then have read exclusively
McCammon since. While none of them have *quite* topped Swan Song for me, they have all
come extremely close and have each taken me on extremely different journeys. I am pretty much
convinced that this author could write about ANYTHING and make it completely believable and
make his readers invested in the story.Which is exactly what happened when I picked up Wolf's
Hour - which I was hesitant about, since I figured a werewolf spy in Nazi occupied France during



WW2 was going to be a hard sell. Somehow he makes it work flawlessly. The lead character is
incredible but flawed, the more minor characters are interesting and make you want to know
more, and basically with non-stop action and twists it's impossible to put this down. And of
course, a plus for me, but not for everyone - extremely well written horror and gore scenes.I will
say I had a few issues with this novel. I was bothered at the amount of typos and honestly
surprised at it as well. There is one part where the name of a character is misspelled sentences
after they are introduced. Just a few small errors like this - but it was enough to take me out of
the book for a moment and think "why the heck didn't an editor catch that?!" I also felt like the
main character's back-story was not quite fully fleshed out and there were some gaping holes in
it.That said, this is an excellent read and I would recommend it to any fans of basically any genre
as there is something in it for everyone. It isn't quite as good as Swan Song or Speaks the
Nightbird in my opinion, but it is a great read.”

Daniel Cann, “Excellent wartime thriller with a supernatural twist. Here is something that should
appeal to fans of thrillers and horror. Author Robert R McCammon has masterfully blended the
two genres by creating his central character Michael Gallatin, a Russian immigrant now living in
Wales working for British Intelligence as an agent during the Second World War.The action
moves from the theatre of war: North Africa and Europe then back to Gallatin's upbringing in
Russia. In this way the narrative keeps the reader hooked on his exciting and daring mission to
find another agent with information vital to the Allied war effort whilst simultaneously informing
the reader of the events and experiences that shaped him.As the title suggests Gallatin is no
ordinary individual, he is in fact a werewolf! This makes the novel interesting and original, what
could have been a standard `boys own' war story is given a dark supernatural twist with a hero
who uses his powers to assist him with his dangerous mission.As the story unfolds it is clear that
Gallatin will need all of his wits and years of experience to draw on as well as his abilities. There
are also some colourful side-kicks to help him along the way as well as plenty of mysterious and
alluring women.The villains he finds himself up against are particularly nasty and include a
sadistic game hunter, a high ranking officer and a scientist all sympathetic to the Nazi cause.
With D-Day imminent and everything riding on the Allied invasion being a success Gallatin and
his friends must foil the Nazi's sinister plans known only as `Iron Fist.'This novel kept me hooked
throughout and it works on both levels as a wartime thriller and horror story. McCammon has the
same prose style as James Bond creator Ian Fleming so everything is given a vivid immediacy. It
so easily could have entered the realms of farce but McCammon's execution and literary skill
ensures that this is a first rate thriller with a nicely handled twist. I highly recommend adding this
original thrill-fest to your Kindle collection.”

DEBBIE LUMBY, “Great story,. Love this book. I bought it many years ago and have re read it
many times.”



Ian, “WereWolf & WWII combined... Just amazing detail.... Personally I think this is one of the
best books I’ve read in my lifetime. Purchased the book in my early 20’s in 1990’s... Fantastic
read then, and even better nearly 30yrs on...”

The book by Robert McCammon has a rating of 5 out of 4.5. 708 people have provided
feedback.
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