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July 22nd, 1943

Baseball was a game of constant disappointment. You swing and you mostly miss.
You think it’s an easy grounder and it bad hops you. You’re called out at third trying
to advance on a single. The pop foul to end the game drifts away from your glove as
you reach over the rail. One thing after another, one game after another, one season
after another; all of this in an endless progression of childish mediocrity.

No wonder he was depressed. Surely there were better things to do with one’s life
than catch and throw and swing a stick at baseballs.

Moe Berg, M.S., M.A, Ph.D., LL.D., was a well-educated man, a scholar, a man of
great promise. Yet here he sat, a baseball player, in the dugout at Comiskey Park
watching the rain fall and gather into puddles atop the tarp that covered the infield.
The puddles rippled in the wind, tiny oceans getting wider by the second. It had
been raining steadily for a half hour and then moments ago there’d been a bright
bolt of lightning and an immediate and massive crack of thunder. And now it was
really pouring. Surely the game would be called in the next few minutes.

Moe had two hits on the day, a very nice opposite field homer to right, thank you
very much, and a rare triple into the gap in left. The Sox were in front by six runs af-
ter three innings, but now none of that would matter; the would-be victory would
disappear into the hiss of the rain and Moe’s home run and triple wouldn’t exist past
today.

Perfect, just perfect. Like his season, like his whole career, like his life; the occa-
sional good days were always washed away by a gray, cold rain. Now, instead of this
one good day at the plate, there’d be a doubleheader tomorrow and he’d probably go
0 for the day or something close to that.

Every now and again it occurred to Moe that perhaps his father was right, per-
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haps it was time to retire from this child’s game and get started on real life. Perhaps
it was time to do something that mattered, something real.

December 12th, 1944
Moe Berg looked around the room. The thick wool drapes, so purple as to be near-

ly black, were tied back to allow the sunshine to spill through the narrow, tall win-
dows that marched along the left side of the small lecture hall at the Physics
Institute at the Eidgenossische Technische Hochscule, the ETH. The bright warmth
of the room was a welcome luxury for a cold, December day in neutral Zurich.

Berg had heard just an hour ago that a few hundred miles away from this very
spot Patton’s Fifth Army was out of gas for the Shermans. This meant Von Rundst-
edt didn’t need to worry about an Allied relief column and so, short of a miracle like
the clouds and fog clearing out unexpectedly so the P-47s could get back into busi-
ness, the Nazis’ Sixth SS Panzer under Dietrich was going to break through Bastogne
at any moment and from there it would be easy going as the tanks headed toward the
fuel tanks in Antwerp. Christ, the war might go on for another year or two.

A narrow lectern stood at the front of the room. A blackboard on wheels was be-
hind the lectern, and there were two dozen wooden chairs in tight, perfect rows in
front of the lectern. There were no empty seats and an extra dozen people stood
against the radiators at the back of the room. Paul Scherrer was there, of course, and
nodded and smiled when he saw Berg. Marcus Fierz was there, too, and Gregor
Wentzel, Wolfgang Pauli, Ernest Stuckelberg. And up in the front row, at the corner,
Carl Friedrich von Weizsäcker.

Berg sat in the second row, where he was close enough to get the job done. He’d
scored a marksman rating with a service revolver at this kind of distance. That was
one reason he was here.

His pal, Paul Scherrer, had managed to get him the invitation to this speech, list-
ing him as an Italian physicist working with Fermi in Rome. Berg felt bad about that.
If he did do the job, it would get out soon that Scherrer had been involved.That would
be messy; there were Nazis everywhere in Zurich. Berg had told Piet Gugelot, the
Dutch Jewish physicist, how to follow up on the arrangements to get Scherrer and his
family out of Switzerland and down into Italy. From there, with Fermi’s help, they
could all get to the States. Berg didn’t expect he’d be able to help with any of that,
since he wouldn’t survive more than a few seconds after taking action against Heisen-
berg.Too many Nazis in the room, all of them armed. Once they realized that the Ital-
ian physicist named Antonacci was, in fact, an American assassin they’d act quickly.

Berg did look like he belonged in this crowd: brown shoes, slacks, tweed jacket.
He’d thought about smoking a pipe but decided he wouldn’t look natural enough do-
ing that; otherwise he fit right in.

He’d earned a little credit, he hoped, by working his way into a couple of the inter-
esting conversations on S-matrix theory that had been going on in the hallway out-
side before the door opened to the room. Berg liked the elegance of the math and had
said so to several people, citing examples. They’d nodded and agreed, then bounced
ideas off one another for a few minutes until the classroom door opened and, along
with the others, Berg had walked in and taken a seat.

He crossed his right leg over the left and sat back, relaxed, as the last few strag-
glers came in, looking for a little space in which to join those who stood at the back.
The last to come through was a tall, very attractive woman. Stuckelberg rose and of-
fered her his seat and she took it.

Berg knew this woman. A real looker, tall, thin, black hair, red lips, wearing a very
businesslike dress with padded shoulders and a vest. He wondered if there wasn’t a
gun hidden somewhere in all that fabric.
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He’d seen her several different times over the past couple of years. He was certain
of it; he had a very good memory for such things. The first time, back in ’41, she’d
been sitting in the box seats, front row, behind the home dugout in Comiskey as the
White Sox did battle with the Browns on a Sunday in June. Not much of a crowd
there, the Sox being all right but the Brownies miserable. Berg had played first that
day and had himself an RBI double and then scored on an Alex Irvine single. He’d
tipped his cap to the few fans who were cheering after he’d crossed home and was
heading toward the dugout. She’d smiled at him. He’d winked back and then had the
batboy take a note up to her saying he was staying at the Piccadilly Hotel on Wabash,
and he’d be pleased to celebrate the day’s win by taking her out to dinner. He’d look for
her at eight o’clock in the lobby. The chophouse had great steaks, but she didn’t show.

The second time, a year later, he’d been in London, at the Claridge, working on Al-
sos. She’d been sitting in the lobby reading the Times and had lowered it to watch
him walk by, smiling at him knowingly. He’d smiled back, but he was already late for
the meeting with Carvelli to make the final arrangements for Italy and Fermi, and
so he didn’t have the time to do more than smile and nod. She’d nodded back, still
smiling. An hour later, when he walked back out through the lobby, she was gone.

The next time, in Paris just a couple of months later, he felt a friendly tap on his
shoulder, then heard her say, “Bonjour, Monsieur Berg,” as she’d walked by him one
evening on the Pont Neuf, where he’d been leaning on the railing, watching a barge
go by on the Seine below. He’d turned, embarrassed that he hadn’t noticed her until
after she’d touched him, but she was already walking away, half-turning to wave
goodbye. He was waiting for a contact and couldn’t leave the spot and had to watch
her go. He felt dizzy and nauseous for a moment and when that passed he turned
back toward the Seine and the same barge from before was somehow upstream and
starting its way down again to go under the bridge as he watched. There was no ex-
plaining that and he was afraid to mention it to anyone: they’d pull him out of there
and bring him home as a head case, probably, and he didn’t want that.

The last time, six months ago in Rome, he’d been sitting outside under the awning
at the Trattoria Monti on Via di San Vito, with Fermi, talking about what Italy had
been like under Mussolini before the assassination in ’38. A dirigible, a fast little
Enzo on sentry duty, chugged by overhead. Fifty miles north was the Lateran Line
and north of that there were Germans, a lot of them. Here in Roma, though, the sun
was shining and Italy was Italian again.

Enrico was talking when she walked by: “Yes, Moe, all of Italy was ours, but the
price was so very high. Spies everywhere (as though there weren’t any now, Berg
thought to himself), and one feared for one’s soul.” Enrico smiled. “When the coup d’
etat was successful, we all thought the nightmare had ended; but, of course, it wasn’t
so simple.”

She’d been hard to miss in her outfit; blue shorts and a white blouse with a blue
scarf and a sailor cap. Her hair was different, red, and she seemed taller somehow,
but it was hard to say. And she was stunning.

Enrico, who had turned to look at her, said “Buongiorno.”
She buongiornoed right back to Enrico, then looked straight at Berg, smiled, said,

“Ciao, Signor Berg,” and walked away. He winked at Enrico, then rose from the table
to follow her, caught up with her by the time they reached the Trevi Fountain,
reached out and grabbed her arm so he could finally talk to her and find out what
the hell was going on. But then he’d stumbled, went down to his knees, sick to his
stomach for a few moments, and when that passed he looked up and she was gone.
As was the Trevi Fountain. He was standing next to the Colle Oppio gardens and
there, a few blocks away, was the Coliseum. Jesus Christ. He shook his head and be-
gan to walk back to Enrico. Good thing the café was close.
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* * *
So he wasn’t surprised to see her here, though she was a major complication, and

Berg didn’t like complications. He had a job to do here, dangerous work, and if she
had been in Chicago, and London, and Paris, and Rome, and now was here, then she
was in on it somehow. One side? The other? Some other side completely? He didn’t
know. He didn’t like not knowing. He had to ask himself why he hadn’t brought her
up with John Shaheen, his handler.

He shifted in his chair, putting both feet back on the floor. He could feel the un-
comfortable tug of the athletic tape that held the tiny Beretta tightly against his
groin. Well, there was nothing he could do about her right now. He was here, and to-
day was today, and that was all there was to it. He had a job to do.

The door at the side of the room opened again and in walked Werner Heisenberg.
There was a smattering of polite applause from the gathered scientists. How do you
greet a colleague and friend, and one of the world’s great minds, when he’s brilliant
but working for the Nazis? Heisenberg was in charge of Uranverein, the Uranium
Club, which is to say, Hitler’s A-bomb program.

But this wasn’t about that, at least for everyone but Berg, so when Paul Scherrer
walked to the podium to introduce Heisenberg, Berg sat back in his chair and made
sure to look calm and relaxed. Time to listen. Very carefully.

September 15th, 1943
A dismal season was winding down. Moe Berg had played first base again and

gone 0 for 5 as the Sox lost to the Yankees. Berg’s contribution to the humiliation had
been three strikeouts and an error on a groundball.

In the clubhouse after the game the air was thick with cigar smoke, grumbling,
and Monarch beer to drown the various sorrows. Moe sat, disappointed, on a folding
chair in front of his open wooden locker. He was contemplating what an 0-for-5 day
can do to your psyche and your season and your career when you’re in your thirties,
when he heard a throat clear behind him. Damn sportswriters.

He turned and instead of the rumpled, old suit and beat-up fedora that he expect-
ed, it was a man dressed in trousers with a tight crease, a vest, an expensive coat
and a bowtie; no hat, glasses, smoking a Camel.

“Mr. Berg? Moe?”
Berg shook his head. “I’m not speaking to the press, friend. I made that clear last

week. No quotes, no off-the-record, nothing, till this slump is over. Got it?”
The man smiled, and was nice enough to not get into whether a .210 season bat-

ting average is still a “slump” or not. “I’m not with the press, Mr. Berg. My name is
Huntington, Ellery Huntington. I’m here at the request of a man named William
Donovan. He’d like to meet with you.”

Berg frowned. “The Donovan who was a war hero in the Meuse-Argonne? And
then the district attorney up in Buffalo? I believe I met him once, a few years ago.
We shook hands and I autographed a ball for him.”

“You have an excellent memory, Mr. Berg.”
He did, in fact, have that excellent memory. And an IQ of 180. And a doctorate in

classical languages from Princeton and a law degree from Yale. And yet he was play-
ing baseball in Chicago and, mostly, going 0-for-the-day. So: “What would the district
attorney and war hero want with a baseball player, Mr. Huntington?”

“Mr. Donovan is no longer a district attorney, Mr. Berg. He now works for the federal
government. He’s more interested in your language skills than your batting average.”

Berg allowed himself a sad chuckle. “That’s a good thing. Have you seen my bat-
ting average?”

Huntington smiled back. “Mr. Donovan has looked at those photos you took in
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Japan during the Sox tour back in ’37. Those snaps are very good. And he knows you
speak French and German. He understands that you are something of a science buff,
as well.”

“And Italian. And Spanish. And Hebrew. And a few more. And I read a lot, Mr.
Huntington. Science is one of the things I read, along with the sports pages in the
newspapers.”

“And the front pages?”
“Yes, and the front pages.”
“We felt certain of that, Mr. Berg. And we feel certain, too, about your patriotism.

Mr. Donovan would like to talk to you about that, about your patriotism. He knows
you’ve tried to enlist, but the Army wouldn’t take you.”

“Or the Navy, Mr. Huntington. They don’t like the shape of my feet. But if your Mr.
Donovan has found a way I can take part, I’m all for it. Do I have time to take a
shower and comb my hair?”

Huntington smiled again, and nodded. “Of course, Mr. Berg, take your time. And
then we’ll head over to our hotel and you and Mr. Donovan can have that conversa-
tion. Does that sound all right?”

Moe thought about his slump. The season wasn’t young anymore and neither was
he. And there were guys fighting and dying in Europe and he’d been thinking a lot
about how he ought to be involved in that, flat feet or not.

He looked up at Huntington. “Give me ten minutes.”
And that was all it took. Ten minutes, a taxi ride, and a five-minute conversation

with Wild Bill Donovan.

December 12, 1944
Berg watched Heisenberg smile weakly. He spoke in German: “Hello, everyone, it

is good to be here, and to see so many of my friends and colleagues from better days.
May those days return soon. And for those of you who are students at this fine uni-
versity, I greet you warmly and celebrate your learning. I will leave time enough at
the end of this discussion to answer questions.”

He paused, smiling again slightly. “Please, friends, colleagues: let us step away
from the war for just this brief time and focus our attention on the matter at hand, S-
matrix maths. I will gladly take questions on that afterward, but outside the scope of
that discussion I can take no questions. I am sure you understand.”

Berg understood. The Gestapo was here in one guise or another; and there were
others in the room, too, no doubt, who would report back to Berlin on what Professor
Heisenberg had said, starting with that weasel von Weizsäcker. The Professor was
smart enough to stay out of trouble and focus on S-matrix theory, as advertised.

August 12, 1944
Lake Maggiore was warm in the shallows and then colder, much colder, the farther

out Moe Berg swam with his new pal, Enrico Fermi. They were headed out to the raft
anchored near the marker buoys for the swimmers.

It was a muggy day, and after a long bicycle ride together along the Via Roma the
two men, Italy’s f inest physicist and the American baseball player, had pedaled
through the village of Pino and out to the narrow strand of beach along the lake. Just
a half-mile away the Via Roma changed names and became the Dufourstrasse on the
Swiss side of the border. In a couple of hours they would be having lunch with Paul
Scherrer, who had asked for the meeting.

They’d risked coming here because the meeting with Scherrer was important to
the whole project, though the meeting was fraught with risk. A ferry ride up from Ri-
mini to Venice, skirting the Nazi-occupied portions of Italy, then a long, harrowing

98 Rick Wilber

April/May 2012

Something Real, Rick Wilber.qxd  1/3/13  1:19 PM  Page 98



flight up to and then through the southern edge of the Dolomites in an Enzo Massi-
mo dirigible that finally got them to Maccagno and the lakeshore. A real nail-biter,
that blimp ride, but then it was done and they’d walked into town from the field and
found their penzione, had a good meal, rented the bikes for today, shared a bottle of
wine, and then hit the sack. Now, here they were, within an easy mile by bike of the
meeting and with a few hours to kill. A cool swim seemed like a good idea, and then
they’d get up to town, cross the border into Switzerland, and hear what Scherrer had
to say.

Berg wasn’t himself, palling around here with Fermi, a guy he really liked. Here,
for now, Berg was Mario Antonacci, a wealthy industrialist and shipbuilder from
Brindisi, a man of substance who had stopped building warships for Mussolini after
the coup and had then gone back to building freighters for the Matteotti govern-
ment, which ran things south and east of the Lateran Line. Strictly neutral, Mat-
teotti and his pals, the only way to stay alive with the Germans in control of the
northwest portions of Italy.

Fermi climbed up the ladder of the wooden raft and sat down next to Berg. “It’s beau-
tiful here,” he said in Italian, leaning backward to get his face to the mountain sun.

“Ed è tranquillo,” Berg said, “a separate world, away from the war.”
Fermi shook his head. “Not separate enough, I think. Look there,” and he pointed

east. Tiny dots marched across the sky in formation. “American bombers aiming for
Munich, perhaps?”

“Wiener-Neustadt, I think, near Vienna. There’s a Messerschmitt factory there.”
“Ah.” Fermi stood. He was slightly built, thin, about five foot eight. Unprepossess-

ing. But he was a towering figure where it mattered, in physics. Fermi was one of the
handful of scientists who could stand next to Heisenberg in matters of intellect. Fer-
mi, Bohr, Oppenheimer, Weizsäcker, Hahn. The list was a short one, and with Ein-
stein’s macabre death in ’38, had lost its titular head. Now it was up to Heisenberg or
Oppy to see who’d be the one to change the world. Berg wondered if Fermi realized
this. Well, if he didn’t realize it yet he would in a couple of hours. Time to go meet
with Scherrer and see about saving the world.

December 12, 1944
Trouble was, as the afternoon lecture wore on, when it came to S-matrix theory, or

the scattering matrix as Herr Professor called it, Heisenberg didn’t seem to have
anything new to say.

Berg had done his homework, reading up on John Archibald Weaver’s paper from
1937, which coined the “scattering matrix” term as it described coefficients that con-
nected the asymptotic behavior of an arbitrary particular solution with the set of so-
lutions of a standard form. What Heisenberg had done was take it farther; using the
S-matrix idea to mathematically pick out the most important features of the theory,
the ones that he tried to prove wouldn’t change over time. He published this work in
the German journals. The OSS had a copy of every article. Berg had read, and un-
derstood, them all. There was a reason Moe Berg was the agent who was here, lis-
tening, assessing, making a decision, a choice. That reason had nothing to do with
being a light-hitting infielder for the Chicago White Sox.

But the sunlit room was warm with everyone packed in, even with the radiators
shut off as Switzerland dealt with its coal shortage. And despite the months of
preparation, despite the Beretta taped to his groin, despite the lives that had been
put at risk to get him here: despite all that, Moe Berg began to drift off, the S-matrix
discussion so ordinary that it was lulling, his eyelids growing heavy as he jerked
awake sharply once, cursing himself for his foolishness, and then again, before re-
sorting to pinching, hard, the skin between his right thumb and forefinger.
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That worked, and he was focused again on the S-matrix, at least long enough to
get to the question period, where he might learn what he needed to know. Were
Heisenberg and his team on the right track for an atom bomb? Would the Germans
get the bomb before the Allies did? If he thought that was the case, Berg would ex-
cuse himself, go to the men’s room and get into a stall, unbutton his pants and drop
them, pull the Beretta loose from where it was taped to the groin, re-button the
trousers and then walk back into the room, the Beretta in his pocket. There, with no
hesitation, before anyone could act to stop him, he would kill Werner Heisenberg, cut
off the head of the snake that was the great bomb. A lot of lives, hundreds of thou-
sands of them, maybe millions, would depend on Berg’s aim.

He was awake now, and sharp, thinking it through. Ten minutes more, maybe fif-
teen, and the moment might come as the speech ended and the questions started.

Then there was a quick rap at the lecture room door and everyone watched as the
door opened and in came a man in a suit, a blond German missing his right arm so
he was, no doubt, a veteran of one front or another who’d found something useful to
do for the local Gestapo or the embassy.

They were all watching, thirty-six of the brightest minds in European physics out-
side of the missing, and brilliant, Jews, as the man walked over and handed Heisen-
berg a note, then clicked his heels officiously, spun around, and walked briskly back
out the door.

Heisenberg was expressionless, the blank look on his face something he must have
mastered after years in the service of Hitler. “Excuse me, please,” he said and turned
his back to the room to read the note.

Did his shoulders sag a bit as he finished? Berg thought maybe so, but Heisenberg
was smiling thinly as he turned back to face his audience.

“Colleagues, I have received information to the effect that Baron von Rundstedt’s
Sixth Panzer has broken through at Bastogne and is racing toward Antwerp. I have
been asked to relay this information to you. There is more I would like to say about
this turn of events, but this is, of course, neither the time nor the place.”

And he turned his back to the room again and walked over to the chalkboard.
There was no “Heil Hitler,” and instead, he started furiously writing formulae for the
S-matrix discussion, scribbling on the chalkboard in Zurich while Von Rundstedt’s
tanks rumbled toward Antwerp and the oil tanks f illed with fuel that sat there,
nearly defenseless, ready to be milked. If this news was right, the war might go on
for years, giving Germany time to finish a bomb and build the rockets to deliver it.
Well, all the more reason to listen closely for some hint. Any hint.

Heisenberg finished and put the chalk onto the narrow tray at the bottom of the
board before walking back to the podium and asking for questions. This, Berg hoped,
would tell the tale.

But it didn’t. Paul Scherrer wanted to know about Ads/CFT correspondence and
Heisenberg went into a long, rambling response that amounted to “We’d all like to
know the answer to that.” Then Wentzel got into a question about the analyticity of
the first, and Heisenberg went back to the chalkboard to erase the previous formu-
lae and put up some new ones, talking as he jotted them down, explaining things.
There were lots of nods and murmurs.

This went on, but never in the direction that Berg was hoping for. It wasn’t going
to be that easy. There was, ultimately, no hint of anything else, anything that mat-
tered. Berg left the Berreta taped where it was and was left, in the end, to wonder if
Von Rundstedt’s success was enough on its own to require the death of Heisenberg.
Maybe, just maybe.

When the questions ended Heisenberg looked tired but relieved. He thanked
everyone and then Scherrer returned to the podium and thanked them all for com-
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ing. There would be a reception at 7 PM at Scherrer’s house tonight, #27 Verster-
strasse, in District 2 on the west side of the lake. They were all invited.

The audience stood and gave Heisenberg another polite round of applause as he
exited, and then, slowly, chatting with one another all the while, headed for the one
open door. It was a slow process.

Berg was lost in thought as he ambled slowly in line. He’d heard nothing that had
given him a definitive reason to pull the trigger; but the question had changed, real-
ly, and now he had to factor in a longer war. He needed a little time to think it
through. Heisenberg would be at Scherrer’s party later tonight, and then another re-
ception tomorrow at the German embassy. Heisenberg liked long, contemplative
walks and he’d be coming and going on foot to these social occasions. Berg had two
more opportunities to kill him. The first one was tonight, probably in Backer Park
on Hohlstrasse, which stood between the Baur a lac hotel and Scherrer’s home. It
would be dark. It would be very easy.

And if not there and then, tomorrow would do, but that was trickier, in the day-
light. That would have to be a sidewalk encounter, one shot, very clean, and then try
to disappear into the crowd.

But, first, in either case he had to decide, and he needed a little time to puzzle it
through. It would be good to talk to Heisenberg first somehow, perhaps at tonight’s
party, get a feel for things, all of it very sociable. And then, maybe, kill him. Berg had
never killed a man, but that was what most of the training had been for. That mo-
ment. Pull the trigger. Save the world. Maybe.

He was just out the door and into the hallway when he felt a touch on his left shoul-
der, heard a deep, warm female voice speaking very quietly in German: “Yes, you must
decide, Moe—may I call you Moe?—and very soon. So much hangs in the balance, yes?”

He turned to look at her. She was nearly his height and even more attractive up
close, perhaps in her mid thirties, black hair, not a lot of makeup, some real strength
of character showing in how she looked right back at him, assessing him just as he
did the same to her.

He steered them both out of the queue and down a side hallway. No use pretend-
ing: “I saw you in Chicago. And then in London, Paris, Rome. And now here. What
gives?”

She smiled. “And the answer better be a good one or you’ll use that Beretta on me,
right, Moe? But only after you’ve dropped your pants and untaped it.” She laughed.
“Sometimes you do better, you know, Moe. Sometimes you have untaped it and you’re
ready to go.”

So she knew about the Beretta. What the hell? 
They walked back into the main hall and then, quietly, with everyone else, out of

the building and onto the Zweillerstrasse. She chatted briefly about the weather;
colder than last year, no? 

Berg could be patient. She knew way too much, but he was about to find things
out, and there was nothing he liked better than learning.

Finally, at the far end of the Hottingen bridge, near the dark park, they’d left the
crowd behind and, alone, they stopped to lean on the railing and look at the cold wa-
ter below, ice just starting to form on the rocks that rose above the stream.

“I have something to tell you, Moe,” she said. “It is very important.”
“Sure,” he said, “it’s important,” but they both knew he wasn’t about to believe any-

thing she said, not without establishing who she was and who she worked for.
“I work for a firm that you don’t know anything about yet, Moe,” she said, reading

his mind again. “And later tonight I’m going to tell you about our firm. You won’t be-
lieve me, of course, but then I’ll prove it to you. I’ll also prove to you that Werner
Heisenberg has to die, and soon.
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“Tonight, after the little party at Scherrer’s house. You must walk with Heisenberg
through the park, chatting about the S-matrix and, perhaps, the weather. There will
be no talk of the war, or the super-bomb. There in the park, at a spot I will take you
by in a few minutes, you must use your Beretta to shoot Heisenberg. It must take
three shots to make certain he is dead. The first shot has to be above the left ear. The
second, as he begins to crumple, has to be to the back of the head. The third, as he
lies there, face up, must be to the forehead. You will be wearing your gloves in the
cold, so there will be no need to wipe the weapon. You will simply toss it into the
nearby bushes and walk away.”

Berg stared at her for a few moments. He wished like hell he’d put the Beretta in
his pocket. “You know a lot. Too damn much, in fact.”

“I do know a lot, Moe. I know everything in this line, in fact, from this point for-
ward. You, me, Heisenberg, the bomb, lives saved and lives lost. It’s all right there in
front of me, like reading a newspaper, as long as you stay here. You like reading the
newspaper, don’t you, Moe?”

He did, in fact, like reading the newspaper, liked it so much he bought two or three
each day and read them slowly over coffee in the morning, savoring the easy enjoy-
ment of reading the paper, where everything was solidly black and white, clear-cut,
sharp-edged, clean. Very clean.

She stared at him, dead serious. “Problem is, Moe, there are a lot of pages in those
newspapers, and different things are happening on different pages. It’s all on the
same day, it’s all the news that’s fit to print, you know? But certain things have to go
in a certain order, Moe, or I won’t be able to help.”

He moved to her, pressed himself against her, reaching down to put his right hand
over her left one on the bridge railing. A moment of dizziness and he thought he
might go to his knees, but he steadied. Then he thought he could kill her now if he
had to. Knock her back over the railing and into the water. Get the Beretta as she
lay there. Walk down, fire once or twice, then walk away.

She smiled, pressed back with her hips, looked at him closely. “Look up, Moe, and
toward the south, back across the bridge.”

He stared at her.
“It’s all right, Moe. You’re the one with the gun taped to his balls. Me, I’m just one

of the girls. Go ahead, look up.”
So he did, and saw, in the night sky, a half-dozen planes of some kind, nearly silent,

swift, rushing over Zurich.
“Whose are they?”
“German fighters, Moe. Jet fighters, a whole new kind of airplane.”
“Yeah. So?”
“You know, Moe, you know very well. Those fighters are better than anything the

Allies have. And there’s a jet bomber that’s in trials right now. A month, maybe less,
and it will be in production. It has a range of six thousand miles, Moe. You know
what that means.”

He did know. “How’d you know those fighters would be there?” She was, perhaps, a
Nazi, a double-agent of some kind. Christ, this was complicated.

“I’ve seen them before, Moe. Several times. And I’ve seen the bomber in action, too.
I’ve seen it carry a super-bomb, Moe. For six thousand miles.”

It was ridiculous, sure. But those f ighters. And the stuff she seemed to know.
“Look, I don’t get it. Who the hell are you?”

“I’m someone like you, Moe. Someone who believes in a world that can be better
than this one. Someone willing to do what I must to stop this evil before it ruins
everything.”

He pushed against her, harder, squeezed that hand against the railing. Jesus, he
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was getting worked up by doing this, by pressing against her. Women didn’t usually
get this kind of rise out of him.

He felt her hips push back against him. She smiled. “There’s a lot I can’t tell you
yet, Moe. There’s a lot you’re going to have to find out for yourself. But we’re on the
same side, you and me, and I can tell you this. There was a freighter in Lorient two
months ago, the Bremen.”

“I know about the Bremen and the deuterium.”
“But you’ve been told there was a commando raid and the Bremen was sunk, Moe.”
How the hell? “Yeah,” he admitted, “that’s what I’ve been told. So no heavy water

means no plutonium means no super-bomb, at least not anytime soon. It would take
another year for them to isolate more.”

He paused. “But if this Von Rundstedt thing is true and there’s more time to iso-
late more deuterium . . .”

Now she wasn’t smiling. She pushed him back off her and he let it happen, releas-
ing her hand from the bridge rail, pulling back. “It’s worse than that, Moe. They’d of-
f loaded more than twenty tons of the heavy water before the raid. The Germans
were happy the Bremen was sunk. It lets the Allies think the Uranverein can’t make
the super-bomb. But the Allies are wrong, Moe. Terribly wrong.”

“So they can make enough plutonium for a bomb,” he said, flatly.
“Yes. Maybe two bombs, Moe. Two of them! Maybe the first for London, and the

second for who knows where. New York?”
“It’s too late already?” He believed her now, but if this was true why kill Heisenberg? 
“Certain matters are at a critical point, Moe. At the moment, the bomb they are

building is too big to be useful: it’s the size of a boxcar, maybe bigger. And to keep it
hidden it’s been built in caves in Zugspitze. You know where that is, in Bavaria.”

She said that with certainty. He nodded.
“Heisenberg is personally working on ways around the problem, Moe. He can’t be

allowed to succeed.”
Did Heisenberg even want to succeed? That was really the question, thought Berg,

but he didn’t voice it.
“And if I kill Heisenberg this will end it? The bomb won’t be used? The Nazis will

finally lose this war?”
“It will slow things down, Moe. And in the world as it is right now, right here,

there’s a chance. If Rommel doesn’t take Cairo, and if Patton wheels west and turns
for Amsterdam. Yes, there’s a chance that might end it here. But for you, Moe, no,
this is not the end of it.”

He looked at her. “I don’t know what you mean. What’s next?”
“I have to go now, Moe. See,” she said, pointing at nothing, a park bench maybe over

at the edge of the grass, “there’s a door. I have a deadline and I can’t possibly be late.”
She turned to face him, reached up with both hands to hold his face, brought him

to her, so close, so very close. “You’re going to like this, Moe. You’re going to do impor-
tant work.” And then she finally kissed him; hard and long, before pulling away and
turning to leave him.

“Sure,” he said to her back as her heels clicked against the stone path. “Sure, it’s
important work.” He raised his voice. “Hey, what the hell does that mean? And who
the hell are you? I don’t even know your name.”

She stopped, turned around. “You’ll know everything sometime soon, Moe, I
promise you. You’re important. Know that, Moe Berg. Know that you’re important.”

“I’ll see you again?”
“Oh, yes, in a way. After all, we have a lot to do, you and I.”
She turned back again and stepped off the stone path to walk through the brown,

winter grass and into the darkness of the park, and then she wasn’t there.
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Berg undid his belt and reached down to his groin to pull free the Beretta. There
was a brief moment of pain as the athletic tape came free and then he had the gun
and was buttoning up again and putting it into his pocket. The smart thing to do was
get to Scherrer’s house and get back on the job: find Heisenberg, talk to the man,
make a damn decision.

But where the hell had that woman gone? He wanted to know. He needed to know,
in fact, and so he pulled the Beretta back out of his pocket and walked after her:
across the cold, winter grass and along the route he’d seen her take through some
bushes and next to that plane tree.

There was a tingle, that dizziness, that moment of nausea, a sense of something—
electricity?—in the air, but nothing else. She was gone. No footprints in the grass, no
way to guess how she’d departed. Hell.

It was cloudy, dark, with snow starting to fall. But Scherrer’s house had to lie in
that direction, through this little park and down onto the Seestrasse and on toward
the lake. Hadn’t the sky been clear a moment ago? Oh, hell. He pulled up his coat col-
lar, shoved the Beretta back into the coat pocket, and started walking.

August 12, 1944
Moe Berg and his two pals, Enrico Fermi and Paul Scherrer, sat in slat wooden

folding chairs at a very shaky wooden table at the Café Maggiore in the Swiss vil-
lage of Dinella. About two hundred meters away, to the west, was the border with
Italy, where Moe and Enrico had left their bikes. The act of leaving their bikes be-
hind had pleased both the Italian Carabinieri and the Swiss Border Guards, who
had each barely glanced at Fermi’s and Berg’s passports before waving them through.
It was hard to believe there was a war on.

Berg smiled a bit and allowed himself a moment’s satisfaction. Here they were, all
three with beer steins in front of them and Scherrer smoking a cigarette, calm and
serene as they could be, looking out over Lake Maggiore with Lucarno visible in the
distance across the lake. Blue skies and sunshine; a light, cool breeze off the lake to
cut the summer heat as the three men—two of them among the world’s finest physi-
cists and one a mediocre baseball player—discussed how to save the world.

They were the only patrons at the little café, and the owner, who was the waiter
and also the cook, had brought them their beer and gone back in to make their sand-
wiches, so they felt free to talk almost openly.

“Thank you both for coming. I know it was a difficult journey. But I have news of a
certain opportunity.”

“Something involving Heisenberg?” Moe asked. The information must be good or
Scherrer wouldn’t have gone to so much trouble.

“Yes, my old friend, Werner. He’s being allowed to visit with us in a few months.”
“You’re joking,” said Fermi. “Germany would never allow such a thing. Hitler him-

self would have to know and he would never allow Werner to travel.”
“I thought so myself, Enrico, for the longest time. But then one of my students, a

brilliant young woman, of all things, pointed out that we could play to Hitler’s vanity.
And so we concocted a seminar series and asked Werner to come be our first speaker
at the ETH.”

“And this worked?” Berg asked, incredulous.
Scherrer smiled. “I brought you something to see,” he said as he took a final drag

on his cigarette, stubbed it out in the clay ashtray, and reached into the front inside
pocket of his jacket.

For a second, Berg thought Scherrer might be reaching for a weapon; but that was
silly, they were all friends here, right? And, indeed, it was simply a letter, still in its
envelope, though that had been opened.
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Scherrer handed it to Berg, said, “Open it, my friend. It’s from Werner Heisenberg.”
Berg pulled the cut top of the envelope wide and pulled out the letter. It was a let-

ter, written in ink, in a very nice hand. In German, of course.
Berg read it aloud, in low tones, but loud enough that Fermi could hear.
“My dear Paul,
“I hope this finds you well, and safe and healthy, in your comfortable surroundings

in Zurich.
“Life here is sometimes difficult, as you might imagine, with the war dragging on

and the occasional worries over Allied bombing. We are safe enough here at the mo-
ment, away from anything that might be thought a worthy target of Mr. Churchill’s
or Mr. Truman’s aircraft, but I do worry over the family’s safety. We all must make
our sacrifices for the Fatherland, but I would happily risk my own life to safeguard
those of my wife and children. I am grateful that Herr Hitler has, twice now, allowed
me to keep my family with me as we have moved our Uranverein facilities from
place to place to find a secure facility where we can work.

“It is grueling work, as you must know, and demands a great deal of my thought
and energy. But I have, from time to time, done some interesting maths to advance
the S-matrix work and so I am delighted to report to you that not only do I have
something interesting to say at your little gathering, but Herr Hitler has personally
endorsed my speaking to your group in Zurich in December.

“So I thank you most deeply for the invitation and am happy to report that I shall
be able to attend. I am looking forward to seeing you and all my old friends in
Switzerland at the Eidgenossische Technische Hochscule where, I am sure, much in-
teresting work has been done during these unfortunate times. I look forward to hear-
ing from you and your colleagues and I hope that you will find what I have to say of
some small interest.

“Elisabeth and the children were delighted to be invited but will be unable to at-
tend. They do say hello and wish you and your family the best. Christine, especially,
hopes to see your little Lisia sometime soon in a better, more peaceful world.

“I will see you in a few months, my friend, and I will look forward to that meeting
with the greatest anticipation.”

Berg looked up. “And he signs it, “ ‘Werner.’ ”
He sat back and looked at Fermi, who was shaking his head in disbelief, and then

they both looked at Scherrer, who was smiling broadly.
“How did you do this, Paul?” Berg wanted to know. “Heisenberg? In Zurich? In the

middle of a war? How did you even manage to contact him to make such a request?”
“Paul,” Fermi added, leaning over the table, “You know Werner every bit as well as

I do. You must know what this means. He must have intended the implications of
this letter. Surely you agree?”

Scherrer’s smiled faded. “Yes, Enrico, of course. And so we must take advantage of
this opportunity, as Werner no doubt would wish us to do.”

“Take advantage?” asked Berg. “He’s got a target on his back, gentlemen, and it’s
been there since the start of the war. You think he means to offer himself up at this
get-together you have planned? Why would he do such a thing?”

“To tell us, to make it clear to us, that Germany does not have the super-bomb and
will not build it. That could be Werner’s motive,” said Fermi. He leaned forward, his
hands open, expressive. “Spero che sia così.” I hope it is so.

Berg nodded. “Yes, that might be it.” There was a rumbling in the distance, the low
sound of engines, several of them working in unison, slowly drawing closer. “That
would make sense if he’s doing what you two think he is doing, finding ways to stall
the creation of that super-bomb, pushing the development of it in the wrong direction.”

The rumbling grew closer, the vibrations from it rattling the crockery on the table,

105

Asimov’s

Something Real

Something Real, Rick Wilber.qxd  1/3/13  1:19 PM  Page 105



the plates vibrating, the silverware jiggling in place. A tank column coming down the
road? That’s what it sounded like.

The proprietor, Gianluca, came out and looked up, pointed. “Once a day lately, four
in the afternoon, like clockwork.”

They looked up and a bulbous nose appeared over the hill behind them and then
grew to include the entire zeppelin, flying low, an enormous thing, a giant when seen
this close. It was the Hindenburg.

Safely interned in neutral Switzerland and renamed the Wilhelm Tell, she was
still the pride of the German people, the mighty airship that had found safety here
on the very day the Americans and English declared war on Germany.

It was an enormous airship. Berg knew the basics; it was capable of carrying a
payload of half-a-million pounds, double that if one wanted to risk the dangers of us-
ing hydrogen instead of helium. It was more than eight hundred feet long, had a
cruising speed of seventy-five miles per hour, and a range of an incredible ten thou-
sand miles. Beginning in 1936 it made regular two-day crossings of the Atlantic be-
tween Frankfurt and New York, less than half the time the best ocean liners could
manage and in greater comfort.

He wasn’t surprised to see her flying so low. The Hindenburg was known for flying
just a few hundred feet up. It made for a great view for the passengers and im-
pressed the hell out of those on the ground as they watched the huge thing go by
with its giant swastikas on the side and on the tail.

Or at least that’s how it had been for her before the war. Since she’d been interned
in neutral Switzerland, she no longer carried the Nazi banner. Now she was flying
with giant red crosses on her, the deal with Hitler being that the Swiss would let her
fly, and with her German crew, as long as the paint job was Swiss.

By god, she was really something. He gaped, along with Fermi and Scherrer, as she
passed overhead and made her way across the lake toward Lucarno.

And then, once she was gone, the three men got down to making some plans for
December in Zurich.

Before the afternoon ended and Moe and Enrico wandered back into the Italian
Republic and picked up their bicycles, they had an idea of what to do. And, more im-
portantly, how to do it.

December 12, 1944
Paul Scherrer’s home was a lakefront, two-story chalet, across the Seestrasse

boulevard from Rieterpark, with its woods and playing fields. Berg had spent a cou-
ple of weeks with Scherrer and his family back in mid-October and came to very
much like Ilse, Scherrer’s wife and the real master of the house. He also liked the
three children, all girls ranging from eight to fourteen. By the end of those two weeks
he’d put the family onto his mental list of people he would have to save from Hitler’s
anger if push came to shove on this Heisenberg thing. Fermi and his family were al-
ready on the list so, with a deep internal smile, Berg was starting to think of the list
as his Phavorite Physicists list.

Heisenberg was not a phavorite.
Moe walked up the long driveway. It was snowing hard now, an inch or two on the

ground already and a lot more to come, looked like. There were half a dozen cars
parked on the grass to the side, showing off Zurich’s relative wealth even during this
war. A couple of Bugattis and a Mercedes spoke to the presence of some local politi-
cians and leading businessmen. Some lesser Renaults and Citroens probably be-
longed to younger professors still looking for tenure.

Berg was about to knock on the door when Jeanine, the eight-year-old, beat him to
it. “Mr. Berg!” she said with delight, and came to him for a hug. She was the most de-
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lightful of the three charming daughters, so, “How wonderful to see you, Jeanine,” he
said, hugging her back. “How are your sisters? And your mother?”

She laughed. “You’re so silly, Mr. Berg. Amelie is f ine, but she’s the only sister I
have and she’s nearly eleven, so there’s no talking with her, really. And Mother is
fine, too. And Father. They’re so happy you’re here, and so am I!”

She prattled on a little longer, taking him by the hand and leading him into the
house, presumably to meet the hosts before she would let go of him. Well, that was
fine, but what was this thing about having just one sister? He knew, firmly, there
were three. Was his memory wrong? He’d seen his father slip away into dementia
and he didn’t like considering the implications of these doubts about himself. Just
nerves, perhaps, and that, he decided, he could handle.

Firmly in tow behind Jeanine, he rounded a corner and there was Paul Scherrer
and beside him, Ilse. Hellos and handshakes and hugs and polite kisses on the cheek
all around and soon Jeanine was back with her sister and the adults were talking,
mostly about nothing but the weather and the children, since most topics of interest
were off-limits in a group like this, where there was certainly a Gestapo agent or two
in the crowd, along with several admitted Nazi sympathizers like Weiszsäcker.

“By the way, our mutual friend is here,” was all Scherrer had to say after the small
talk ended. “I do believe he’s out in the back room, the one with the view of the lake.”

Berg nodded, shook his friend’s hand again, very knowingly, since they both knew
it might be the last time they’d see each other, and then left the Scherrers and
walked past the likes of Gregor Wentzel and Ernest Stuckelberg, nodding and say-
ing hello but moving, moving toward the far room, the one with the view of the lake,
the one with Heisenberg.

August 23rd, 1943
Wild Bill Donovan was setting up a special kind of operation, a unit f illed with

people who would risk their lives for their country, working behind enemy lines,
finding out things, causing trouble for the enemy.

What he had in mind for Moe Berg was work in Europe, dangerous work. He need-
ed someone who could speak all those damn languages, someone with nerve, some-
one smart, someone with some physical skills and the willingness to do what had to
be done. Was Moe Berg that man, Donovan wanted to know? 

Sure he was. Sign me up, he said to Donovan after a half-hour conversation. And
when do I start?

But it wasn’t that simple. It would be best to finish the baseball season and then
disappear into the woodwork, quietly, unobserved. Could Moe do that? Could he play
ball for both the White Sox and his country? Could he finish things out in September
and then go into training in October and, probably, be in action by the spring? 

Sure he could. Sign me up, he said again to Donovan. And so it was.
But if the plan was to keep it quiet, Moe failed at that. Flush with his new calling,

filled with self-confidence, the old Moe faded away into the rainy days of August and
a new, bolder, Moe Berg was playing first base now for the Sox. A Moe who was hit-
ting a ton, making the picks at f irst, running the bases like a madman. Freedom
from worry was a wonderful thing and Moe tore the cover off the ball for the last five
weeks of the season, hitting .342 and playing great defense. He led the White Sox in
a climb from fourth place to third and then to second in the American League. Hell,
still five games back at the end of the season but in that last month Moe Berg, base-
ball player, went from has-been to a hot item. Manager Jimmy Dykes professed loud-
ly that he loved Moe’s heart and his determination. General Manager Harry
Grabiner praised Moe and swore he wouldn’t trade him, and then attempted to
make a deal with the Senators.
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This was not exactly how Donovan wanted it to go, since it brought attention to Moe,
but that was all right, in the off-season most people would forget baseball. There was,
after all, a war going on.A hell of a war, what with Rommel revitalized in North Africa
taking back Tobruk and knocking on the door of Cairo, and Germany launching
those damn rockets at London, and the Luftwaffe’s new jet aircraft regaining superi-
ority over Europe.Things were teetering.There were a lot of people, important people,
saying it was time for an armistice with Hitler so America could concentrate on the
Japanese, where the war was going better since the cakewalk at Tinian.

Wild Bill was not interested in talking peace with Hitler. Wild Bill knew what
most Americans didn’t: the Nazis were working on a super-bomb, and with jets and
rockets and those new, larger U-boats they had a way to deliver one if they got the
damn bomb built. If that happened, the Japanese wouldn’t matter, Oppy told him
time and again. If the Germans got the bomb first, nothing mattered. The war was
over and the good guys lost.

Moe Berg, spy, and the key to it all, really, found himself on the fast track.

December 12, 1944
Moe got caught in two brief conversations as he worked his way toward the back

room, but he had to stay quiet and unobtrusive, blend in, and so he chatted about S-
matrix and then about the weather and then, finally, he got to the double-doors at
the back of the chalet that opened up to the added-on back room. One of the doors
was open and he walked through it and there, at the window at the back of the room,
the window with the great view of Lake Zurich, was Werner Heisenberg, chatting
with several people, smiling, nodding his head.

One of those people was a woman. Was the woman, Moe’s mysterious friend from
the past two years and the conversation from a couple of hours ago. It was her, he was
sure of it, though she was dressed differently now, more elegant and less business, her
hair piled up and a smart, little hat on top of that. There were long earrings and red
lipstick and padded shoulders. Putting on the Ritz. Damn, she was a knockout.

He walked toward the little group. The woman saw him coming, smiled, looked at
her watch. “Werner, dear, here is the man I was telling you about—the Italian physi-
cist who worked with Fermi?—Mario Antonacci.”

Then she turned to Moe, offered her hand. “So good to see you, Mario. I’m so happy
you were able to come.”

Heisenberg reached out to take Moe’s hand in his own. “It is a great pleasure, Herr
Professor. As you must know, I am a good friend and a great admirer of your col-
league, Professor Fermi. I had hoped he might be able to attend this weekend.”

“I was with him just a few weeks ago, Professor,” Moe was able to say truthfully. “He
had hoped to be present, but with the political situation as it is . . .” Moe shrugged.

Heisenberg nodded. “Of course, Professor. These are difficult times for us all.”
Berg felt a hand on his shoulder, that flash of stomach-churning disorientation. It

was the woman, and she was putting a hand on Heisenberg’s shoulder, as well.
“Boys,” she said with a little laugh, “time enough for small talk later. Right now I was
hoping to take the two of you outside.” She took a look at her watch again. “I’m told
we’re going to see quite a sight in the next few minutes. A very special visit from an
old friend of mine. Would you come with me, both of you, please?”

There was nothing to do but follow, as the woman took them both by the hand and
walked toward the doors that led out to the back yard of the chalet, where a path led
to a wooden walkway that, in turn, led out to a dock. No boats tied up this time of
year, but no ice on the water yet, either.

The night was warm for December, well above freezing. They walked out onto the
dock, the three of them, alone, the house behind them dimly lit, quiet, as the Scher-
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rers prepared for bed and the servants f inished cleaning up the remnants of the
small dinner party. A cloudless, moonless night and few wartime lights made for a
beautiful sky, the Milky Way arching across in full glory, a reminder, in its own way,
of the hell that was nighttime bombing. There was a distant rumble, a rhythmic beat
to it, a deep cadence that Berg remembered from a few months ago. Engines. Big
twelve-hundred horsepower Daimler-Benz diesels, four of them, sixteen-cylinder be-
hemoths, driving the great beast forward. The Hindenburg. The Wilhelm Tell.

The great dark shadow of it emerged from the east, over the alpine ridges to the
back of the lake. Low in the sky, as always, it seemed to take forever to finally clear
the ridgeline and establish itself in its full glory.

It came toward them, slowing, slowing, and then, no more than one hundred feet
above their heads, a huge thing nearly three football fields long, easing to a stop, the
roar of the engines quieting to an idle. Directly above the three of them was the
fuhrergondel, the control car, where the crew did its work. The passengers and the
cargo were inside the envelope.

“She’s magnificent, isn’t she, Moe?” the woman asked. “I told you that you’d see her
again.”

“You never mentioned the Hindbenburg,” Moe said, and took his eyes off the huge
shape above him and turned to look at the woman.

She was holding a gun. Moe’s gun, the Beretta. He reached into his pocket and
wasn’t surprised to find it not there.

“You know this has to be, Mr. Berg,” said Heisenberg, walking over to stand next
to her, admitting he knew who Moe really was. “Tomorrow morning, at the Eagle’s
Nest, Herr Hitler and the others—Goering, Hess, Von Braun, Goebbels, Hausser,
Messerschmitt, Ribbentrop, Himmler, and many more—will be gathered to meet
with me as I return from Zurich aboard the Hindenburg.

“Hitler has an announcement. He plans to tell them that the super-bomb is ready,
and that Messerschmitt has a plane that can deliver it. He plans to introduce me
and I will explain how the bomb works, and the damage it will do to London, and
how we are building three more of these super-bombs, these atomic bombs.”

“So killing you now is too late. I get that,” said Berg.
“No, Moe,” the woman said. “In about five minutes they’re going to lower a ladder

down from that control car. We’re going to help Herr Heisenberg get on that ladder
and climb up to the control car. Then we’re going to watch the Hindenburg leave,
heading for the border, and then the Eagle’s Nest.”

“We’re not going to stop him?”
Heisenberg shrugged. “No, I don’t think so, Mr. Berg. There are no bombs made of

the size the Fuhrer thinks they are. There is only one bomb—we have built that—
and it’s enormous. It weights nearly twenty of your tons, and it’s twice the size of a
train car. There is no way for a plane or a rocket to deliver such a weapon.”

“It’s already built?” Jesus, the game was over, then.
And then it dawned on Moe Berg, spy. The game was nearly over, yes, heading into

the ninth. But if that bomb . . .
“That bomb is in the Hindenburg? It’s in there right now?”
The woman and Heisenberg both nodded.
There was a creak from just above, and then a bang as a hatch slammed open and

then was tied off. A ladder started inching down from that hatch. The great hulk of
the zeppelin was only twenty feet above them now, surreal in its enormity, silver in
the darkness, only the single flashlight coming from the control car illuminating the
ladder, aluminum, as it cranked slowly down.

“And you’re taking it to the Eagle’s Nest?”
“Yes, Moe, he is. That’s a crew of volunteers in there. The super-bomb is in the hold,
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the gas cells filled with hydrogen for extra lift. Tomorrow, about noon, they will reach
the Eagle’s Nest and tie off at the landing tower. Professor Heisenberg will exit the
zeppelin. Herr Hitler and the others will be at the landing pad to meet the creator of
the great bomb and then they expect to board the Hindenburg and see more of the
bombs, brought to them safely through neutral Switzerland.”

“Instead . . .”
“Instead, the trigger will spring and the enriched uranium will reach critical mass,

and this war will come to an end.”
“My god.”
The ladder touched down on the wooden dock. Werner Heisenberg took Moe Berg’s

hand to steady himself and then, with Berg’s help, got his right foot onto the first rung
of the ladder. Berg held the ladder steady and the woman came over to help. Their
hands met on the ladder as Heisenberg started climbing and Moe felt that now famil-
iar nausea, the moment of disorientation. He knew to take a look toward the house.
The lights were back on, a crowd again visible through the curtains. Did anyone miss
Heisenberg? Was there another Heisenberg in there? Was this Heisenberg still here? 

Moe looked up and Heisenberg was already at the control car, hands reaching
down to help him through the hatchway.

The woman was gone. Moe’s Beretta was back in his pocket and he knew that
here, now, it had never been taken.

Someone was shouting. Moe felt the ladder being yanked upward, out of his hands,
up into the belly of the beast. That was all right. He was sure of it, he was dead cer-
tain that it was all right, what Heisenberg had in mind.

The shouts were closer, footsteps crunching through the few inches of snow that
now covered the ground. The lake was frozen. It was very cold.

Two men were coming, running, one ahead of the other. The first was Weizsäcker,
waving a Luger and  shouting something in German about stopping, stop the zeppelin,
you must stop the zeppelin. Behind him was Paul Scherrer, trying to catch up, yelling
something himself: “Carl, don’t shoot, do not shoot.The hydrogen! The hydrogen!”

So they knew, or at least Scherrer did. No surprise there. Moe reached into his
pocket and pulled out the Beretta. Weizsäcker was a good thirty yards away. It would
take a very lucky shot.

Weizsäcker stopped running and stood there, pulling a loaded magazine out of his
coat pocket and fumbling with it as he loaded the Luger. There was an audible click
as the magazine catch snapped into place.

Scherrer reached him, grabbed his arm, and Weizsäcker turned and shoved him
away and then shot him, close range, no more than five feet away. Scherrer spun
once and fell.

Moe Berg had taken a f irst in marksmanship in his training, though that was
with the Colt .45. Still, he’d spent two days at Scherrer’s house a couple of months
ago, standing right near this dock in some other reality a long way from this one, tar-
get shooting with the Beretta so he could shoot and kill a Nazi. Okay, here was the
chance. He took aim as Weizsäcker turned back around and fumbled with pulling
the toggle joint in the rear of the Luger to bring a round into the chamber. That took
two seconds and then he pointed the Luger at the Hindenburg.

And died there, a hole made by the bullet from Moe Berg’s Beretta appearing
above his left ear.

Moe walked over briskly, clouds of vapor from his suddenly heavy breathing
wreathing him as he reached Weizsäcker, who had fallen to his knees but still
seemed to be alive. This man had shot Paul Scherrer. Moe put the second shot into
the back of the head and as Weizsäcker fell to his side and then rolled, dead, onto his
back, Moe put one more shot, for good measure, into the Nazi’s forehead.
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And suddenly it was very quiet. Moe could hear the crunching of snow as someone
else approached. He looked up and it was, of course, the woman. She knelt over
Scherrer, who was moaning.

“The bullet went through the f lesh of the forearm. Not much blood. He’s very
lucky,” she said, “but I suppose his pitching career is over, right, Moe?”

Scherrer wasn’t wearing a coat, it had all happened too fast for that. She tore away
the long sleeve of his shirt to get a strip of cloth to tie around the wound.

“You’re very funny,” Moe said.
She rose to her feet. A number of people were coming, but they had a few seconds

before help for Scherrer arrived. “You know, Moe, in some of the scenarios you never
get to Europe.”

“What?”
“Yes, it’s true. Sometimes you’re a ballplayer and sometimes you’re a lawyer and

sometimes you’re living at home with your sister, alone, reading your newspapers,
afraid of the world.”

“Not afraid, really; that’s not what it’s about.”
Behind him, the engines roared to life and the zeppelin moved out over the lake,

toward Lucarno, and tomorrow to Berchtesgaden and by noon to doing something
real, something that mattered.

“It’s all very uncertain, Moe,” she said, smiling. He shook his head. A moment like
this and she’s making Heisenberg jokes.

“Moe,” she said, “There’s a place where you’re a catcher for the Senators.”
“God forbid.”
“But in all these places, all these myriad of possibilities, you’re reachable. You

move through the frames easily. And you always get the job done. “
“You know, I’m not stupid . . .”
“Quite the contrary, Moe. Your intelligence, your languages, that and your ability

to move through the frames; that’s why we need you.”
“But I have to admit I’m not real sure what’s going on here.”
The crowd from the party had reached them; people were kneeling over Scherrer,

trying to help, and looking, fascinated and horrified, at the bloody mess that had
been Carl Weizsäcker.

“Okay,” Moe said, “I get it. Count me in.”
She smiled at him, reached out to take him by the arm, and then, after the nau-

sea, after the moment of dizziness, the two of them, Moe Berg and the woman, alone
on the lakeshore, walked away into the quiet darkness of a strangely warm Decem-
ber night in Zurich. ❍
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