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For my friends who have been like family.
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Friday, January 30, 1942

Lyon, Unoccupied France

Oliver Carmichael’s heart skipped a beat when he saw the postmark on the telegram. It was from Vichy. No good could come of a message from Vichy. 

He tipped the delivery boy a half-franc. “Thank you, sir,” the boy said, dipping his head before hurrying out the door. 

Oliver glanced at the four-foot poster board on an easel by the club’s front door. It shouted in big, bold black lettering: 

Chez Oliver presents: 

Cécile Fournier! 

For two nights, Friday and Saturday, 30 and 31 January, 

Lyonnais can hear the voice that charmed Paris audiences

The same poster had adorned walls all over the Vieux Quartier for two weeks. He was expecting a larger than usual crowd tonight. 

The club was a flurry of activity, with waiters scurrying around preparing the tables, while the young bar-back swept the floors one more time. Oliver had a letter opener in the office, but the bar was closer, and he grabbed a knife to cut the telegram open. She can’t cancel last-minute. Cécile was nothing if not the consummate professional. 

It wasn’t from Cécile, but the actual message sent a chill through his entire body. 


VISITING LYON TONIGHT STOP

EAGER TO SEE YOUR CLUB STOP

WILL BRING ITEMS YOU LEFT IN PARIS STOP

JACQUES CHASTAIN



He leaned against the bar and stared at the telegram, open-mouthed. Jacques Chastain? That was Hélène’s husband. Oliver didn’t actually know him. He thought maybe they’d been introduced once, more than two years ago at Le Chien Errant in Paris, where he used to play trumpet. To his knowledge, Jacques Chastain had never known about him and Hélène. 

Or maybe he had. Oliver wondered what that would mean if he did. What kind of reaction could Oliver expect from him this evening? 

It’s my club, I can throw him out. But surely that wouldn’t be necessary. The Chastains were haute-bourgeois, and as such they would always maintain impeccable manners, no matter how enraged they might be. 

“Will bring items you left in Paris,” he mumbled aloud. Oliver’s stomach sank when he realized this meant the steamer trunk he’d abandoned in the back of Jacques Chastain’s car—which Oliver had stolen from their garage the night he escaped from Paris in October, but had to abandon near Saint Sulpice. He and Lisette—and Marcel—had ultimately made their escape from Saint Sulpice in Jean-Louis DuBois’s car. They’d had little choice—the Gestapo were firing on them, and it was the closest. 

Why would Jacques Chastain bring Oliver the things he’d left in his car when he stole it? It made no sense. He certainly wasn’t doing that out of the kindness of his heart. So what did he want? 

Oliver tried to remember what work Chastain did for the French government. He was a high-level bureaucrat of some sort, but Oliver would be damned if he could remember which ministry. He and Hélène had never discussed that in detail. 

“Excuse me, Mr. Carmichael.” The feminine voice, quiet but still forceful, broke him from his reverie. He turned to see Térèse, one of the club’s waitresses, holding a heavy tray of glasses. She was tiny, barely five feet tall, and the tray seemed to dwarf her small frame. 

“I’m sorry, Térèse,” he said, hurrying to step aside. He knew better than to offer to take the heavy tray from her. That had earned him a firm but polite rebuke from the miniature young woman a month ago, when they first opened. 

“It is ok, boss,” she replied lightly, in heavily-accented English, a hint of impish smile curling up the corner of her lips. 

Her eyes glanced at the open telegram on the bar as she passed. He refolded it and slipped it inside his white dinner jacket. 

Oliver glanced at his gold watch—incidentally, the watch Hélène had given him for his birthday a year-and-a-half ago. It was five o’clock, one hour until they opened. His eyes scanned the room until he saw the imposing form of Dolph Hansen in his black tuxedo jacket, a chart in his big hands, giving instructions to a pair of waiters. 

Oliver slipped up quietly to not disturb them and waited until the waiters—both strikingly handsome young men, of course, given Dolph’s tastes—scurried away to do their manager’s bidding. 

“Salut, Oliver,” Dolph said, turning toward him and giving the informal French greeting. He was one of the few people at Chez Oliver who called the owner by his first name. But they’d known each other for several years, and it would have felt strange for Dolph to call him “Mr. Carmichael.” 

Oliver returned the informal greeting. “A gentleman is coming this evening, an important government official from Paris.” Wariness clouded Dolph’s deep blue eyes, and Oliver put his hand on his friend’s massive arm. “Nothing to worry about. He’s coming to see me, and I’d like for you to have him sat at table twenty-two.” 

The table closest to the office, and Dolph’s expression said that he understood. “Will he give his name when he arrives?” 

Oliver had to smile at the professional demeanor, though he was sure the news had caused Dolph a firestorm of anxiety. He didn’t let it show because employees were in earshot, and of course they were listening even though none of them so much as glanced at their bosses. 

“Yes. I’m expecting Mr. Jacques Chastain. He didn’t say what time, so let’s keep table twenty-two open all night.” 

“Of course.” Dolph gave Oliver a crisp Teutonic nod. “I will let you know when he arrives. Any special instructions?” 

“No, that will be enough. Thank you, my friend.” He patted Dolph’s hard-as-steel arm, built from years of wielding a chisel and hammer to create works of art from slabs of stone, and headed back to the office. 

The safe was open, and he found Lisette in front of it, counting out stacks of franc notes and making marks in a ledger. Two cash drawers sat on the desk beside the safe, and she sorted stacks of five, ten, twenty, and fifty-franc notes into the slots. 

“I expect it’s going to be busy this evening,” he said, leaning down to kiss her cheek as she counted. 

She nodded but continued to count for several more seconds. “Yes, I am putting extra in each drawer tonight,” she said, closing the metal flaps over each stack in one of the drawers. “We will not run out of change.” 

She stood then, straightened his black bowtie, and put her arms around his neck. “Do not worry, Oliver.” Her brown eyes were soft and warm as she stared into his. “Tonight will be a big success, and Chez Oliver will become the most popular cabaret in Lyon.” She stood on her toes and kissed him. 

There was a knock at the office door before it opened, and Dolph Hansen’s head and shoulders appeared around the side. “Miss Fournier has arrived.” 

“Thank you, Dolph.” Oliver glanced at the clock on the wall. Quarter past five. “Right on time.” 

“Did you expect anything different?” Lisette asked, one eyebrow arched. “You should not worry so much.” 

He didn’t reply, just looked back at her with silent acknowledgement before walking out of the office. 

Cécile Fournier Dryden—who still used the stage name Cécile Fournier—stood on the stage, adjusting the height of the large silver microphone in the center. She wore a shimmering gold-sequined evening gown, with a high slit up the right leg, and a moderately low back. A fur wrap was draped around her shoulders. The round bulge in front belied her six-month pregnancy, and Oliver was amazed that she could commission such an expensive and elegant evening gown in a maternity cut. 

Oliver waved to her. She smiled in acknowledgement, but went back to work immediately, tapping the microphone, and then speaking a few words into it. Her voice, smooth as melted chocolate, filled the room. 

“Is Frank with you?” Oliver asked when Cécile came gingerly down from the stage, and they kissed each other’s cheeks, left then right. 

“He is at the hotel. He’ll be here before the performance,” Cécile said, in English. Since marrying Frank Dryden ten months before, Cécile almost always spoke English now to the many Anglophones in her life. And Oliver had noticed her accent getting better. 

“I’m so glad you agreed to do this for us,” he said, switching to English. 

She smiled at him, and briefly touched his cheek with her gloved hand. The touching gesture surprised him. 

“It is I who should be thanking you, my dear,” she said. “I have anticipated this for weeks. I am in the clouds since you asked me.” 

For twenty years, Cécile Fournier had been one of the biggest names in the Parisian nightclub scene. But all of that had come crashing down last March when the Gestapo had tried to strong-arm her into performing at a Hitler Youth award ceremony in Alsace. Frank Dryden had married her, and used his diplomatic immunity to get her over the Line of Demarcation into the Unoccupied Zone. 

Oliver was certain Cécile missed the stage, no matter how happy her domestic life might be. “I know it’s not easy to get here.” 

“Bof,” she said with a puff of air, waving a hand in the air dismissively. “Two hours by train is not a hardship. I would move to Lyon in an instant, if Frank didn’t have to stay in Vichy for his work.” 

Oliver nodded. Vichy was a sleepy resort town high in the rugged Massif Central plateau, and the presence of the far-right French government wouldn’t have improved its appeal to a sophisticated Parisienne. 

“Do you need to rehearse any of the songs I sent you?” Oliver asked, though he was pretty sure how she’d respond. 

“If it would make you feel better. But it is not necessary. I am prepared. A little warm up before we open is all I need.” 

Victor, their pianist, arrived just then, and Oliver called him over. He made the introductions, and they discussed the sets. Then he hurried to find the bar-back, Armand, and told him to light the coal furnace. 

“I will do that right away, boss,” Armand said in his lilting Caribbean French accent, rubbing his brown hands together. 

Lisette finished with the cash drawers and was slipping on her coat when she found Oliver giving last-minute instructions to the musicians in the band. 

“I’m going home to feed the cat,” she said, giving him a quick kiss on the mouth. Then her eyes grew concerned. “Are you alright, Oliver?” 

He tried to smile, but knew immediately that it looked forced. He could tell she wasn’t fooled. “I’m just nervous about tonight. It’s nothing.” 

She squeezed his hand. “Everything will be fantastic, you’ll see. I’ll be back for the show.” She gave him a quick peck on the cheek, and walked out the door. 

Oliver took a deep breath, running his hand through the side of his hair. Then he cast a glance at the band to see if anyone had noticed the nervous gesture, but they were all busy tuning their instruments. He hurried to the office and locked the door.

He removed the folded telegram from his jacket pocket and reread it before tossing it into a drawer. What on Earth did Chastain want from him? 
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Oliver was giving last-minute instructions to Simon, their spotlight operator, when Dolph touched his shoulder. 

“Mr. Dryden has arrived.” 

“Thank you,” Oliver said, and scanned the room until he saw Frank Dryden sitting in one of the tall chairs at the bar. He glanced at his watch. Four minutes to six. He had just enough time. 

“Welcome, Mr. Dryden. I’m so glad you to see you,” Oliver said, loudly enough to be overheard by the bartender, Fabien, who was setting a highball glass of whiskey in front of Dryden. 

“Oliver! Good to see you. I have to say, I’m impressed.” He gestured around the room. 

“I couldn’t have made this happen without you,” Oliver said, his gratitude sincere. Not without all the money you paid me. Then he leaned a little closer, and said more quietly, “Can we talk in my office for a few minutes?” 

“Absolutely.” Dryden laid a two-franc coin on the bar and picked up his drink. “I appreciate that you aren’t gouging the price of bourbon, like just about everyone else these days.” 

“That’s the last case.” Oliver closed the office door. “Bourbon’s as scarce as Scotch now.” 

Dryden shook his head sadly. “German U-boats can target American merchant shipping now, so the distillers aren’t shipping it to Lisbon anymore.” He took a seat next to Oliver’s desk. “What do we need to discuss in private?” 

Oliver opened the desk drawer and handed the telegram to Dryden. 

“Jacques Chastain,” Dryden murmured. “I know that name. Who is he?” 

“A French government bureaucrat, from Paris.” Oliver hesitated a second, then made a little shrug and added, “He’s married to my former lover, Hélène Chastain.” 

Dryden chuckled. “So you think he’s coming to Lyon to confront you about sleeping with his wife? Not likely, you know.” 

Oliver had to agree. The difficulty of passing through the Line of Demarcation would dissuade most—but Jacques Chastain could probably get an Ausweis from the German Occupation Authority whenever he requested one, within reason. 

“He’s a government official, so I’m a little apprehensive.” 

Dryden’s eyes narrowed. “What are these ‘items you left in Paris?’ Anything incriminating?” 

Oliver shook his head. “Just personal items, mostly—clothes, photographs.” He hesitated again. Dryden arched an eyebrow. Oliver sighed and added, “And about a thousand dollars in cash.” 

Dryden’s mouth set in a thin line. “That’s a lot of money, Oliver.” 

“You paid it to me.” 

“Yes, and we need to make sure that doesn’t become widely known.” Dryden stood and paced the room once. “What ministry is Chastain part of?” 

“I don’t know.” Oliver’s cheeks heated. 

“Hmmm,” Dryden said. “As long as he’s not in the Justice Ministry, I think you’re safe from arrest. The question is, will he try to use your involvement in Captain Allard’s detainment as leverage to get you to do something for him. And if so, what?” 

Oliver’s insides went cold. Sweat broke out on the back of his neck. “What should I do?” 

“Meet with him, as requested. He’s coming here tonight—so I’ll keep an eye from the bar. If you need my assistance, just give me a signal. Look at me, and then signal the waiter for a drink refill, whether Chastain needs one or not. I’ll come right over and pretend to be a friendly regular.” 

Oliver nodded. “I need to get back to the club. The doors are opening.” 

Dryden patted Oliver’s shoulder on the way out of the office. “Don’t worry about a thing. Just let me know what he wants after he leaves, and we’ll go from there. It’s probably nothing to worry about.” 

Oliver hoped he was right. 

**
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It was seven-thirty when Jacques Chastain arrived. Oliver recognized him from Le Chien Errant two years before. Looking distinguished in a gray pin-striped suit with a red carnation in the buttonhole of his lapel, he was thinner now, but everyone was thinner these days. 

Oliver pretended to be busy looking over papers at the bar, while watching Chastain from the corner of his eye. Claude, their maître’d, escorted him to table twenty-two, then whispered something to Dolph Hansen, who was busy near the kitchen door. Dolph nodded, left what he was doing immediately, and approached Oliver. 

Oliver shook his head and waved him off, and Dolph retreated, looking a little confused. After making Chastain wait a moment, Oliver walked to table twenty-two. “Mr. Chastain?” 

Chastain stood, his steely blue eyes staring hard at Oliver as he shook his hand. “You are Oliver Carmichael, formerly of the Rue La Grange in Paris.” It wasn’t a question. 

“That’s right.” Oliver motioned for Chastain to retake his seat. He took the seat opposite, where he could see Frank Dryden at the bar from the corner of his eye. “What can I do for you?” 

Chastain took a pull on his cigarette, held it a moment, and slowly exhaled a stream of smoke, all the while never breaking eye contact. “We met at a nightclub in the Quartier Pigalle in 1939, Le Chien Errant. You played in the band there.” 

Oliver nodded, but remained silent, waiting for Chastain to say what he wanted. 

“Congratulations on opening this cabaret,” Chastain said, waving his cigarette hand in the air. 

“Thank you.” Oliver’s patience was wearing thin, but he kept his voice and expression calm. 

“I have been interested in you since October, when you took my car from my garage in the middle of the night and drove it to the sixth arrondissement. The Gestapo awoke me and my wife that evening, to inform us of its theft. I was curious why the Gestapo should be interested in this, and not the Paris police. Of course, it is no use asking the Gestapo such questions.” He made a typical Parisian tiny shrug and momentary frown, the combination a sort of non-verbal “Bof.” 

“Of course,” Oliver agreed, watching Chastain closely. 

“When the Paris police discovered my car near Saint Sulpice, they found some abandoned belongings in the trunk. These things did not belong to my family.” 

“Yes, your telegram mentioned that you had items that belong to me,” Oliver said, no longer able to completely keep the edge from his tone. 

“I knew they belonged to you because of a photograph, which included you and a young woman. I remembered meeting you. I surmised that you were...acquainted with my wife. I made an inquiry the next morning to the Prefect of Police, and I learned that you are wanted for kidnapping a police captain at gunpoint and holding him hostage for several hours.” 

A chill coursed through Oliver’s body. He tried to hold perfectly still, but his breath grew rapid and shallow. His mind raced and grasped onto a thin strand of logic. 

“If I were a wanted man, how is it that the police here in Lyon have not come looking for me? Surely the Justice Ministry would broadcast an alert all over the country for an escaped fugitive.” 

A humorless smile came to Chastain’s lips, and he stubbed out his cigarette. “You have me to thank for that. I called in a favor from an acquaintance at the Justice Ministry, and they suppressed the Alert to All Patrols. The Paris Police are the only ones looking for you—if indeed they still are.” He shrugged. “I would not risk a visit to Paris if I were you, Mr. Carmichael.” 

Oliver’s lips had tightened into a thin line. “The Gestapo are reason enough for me to not wish to return to Paris.” 

Chastain chuckled without humor. “Indeed.” 

And a visit to Paris was impossible, anyway—even if the Gestapo weren’t interested in him. Since the declaration of war in December Americans couldn’t venture into the Occupied Zone without becoming permanent guests of the Wehrmacht. But he didn’t need to point that out. 

Oliver took a deep breath, tried to steady his nerves. “What is it that you want from me, Mr. Chastain?” 

Chastain was silent while he lit another cigarette, took a long pull and held it a moment, and then released the stream of smoke into the air. “A certain man will come here in the near future and will say he is an old acquaintance of yours from Paris. He will call himself Charles Forgeron. I want you to meet with him.” 

Oliver’s guard flew up, and his eyes narrowed. Charles Forgeron—Charles Smith. Obviously a fake name. “Why? Who is he?” 

Chastain took another drag on his cigarette, but blew it out immediately this time. “He has recently returned to France from England, and he brings news that a group of us in the bureaucracy are interested in.” 

Oliver’s breath caught in his throat. “Free French?” he whispered. 

Chastain didn’t move, only stared at Oliver. 

Oliver glanced around the club. There was a good crowd tonight—their best ever, no doubt in anticipation of hearing Cécile sing. But a good number of the guests were regulars, those who had been coming to Chez Oliver since they opened four weeks before. 

From the start, the club had become a gathering place for political dissidents who opposed the Vichy regime. No doubt Dolph had a hand in that. Most were members of the local Socialist Underground—people like their old friends in Paris. But there were others as well—a handful from the center-right Gaullist Resistance, plus a trio of Bonapartists, and even a pair of Occitan Nationalists. The word had clearly gone out that anyone with a bone to pick against the regime could find a friendly place to meet and hold forbidden discussions. 

And apparently word had travelled all the way to Jacques Chastain in Paris. Oliver’s stomach dropped. 

A waiter hurried over and set a snifter of brandy in front of Chastain. The look on Oliver’s face must have intimidated him, for he made a quick bow and departed in a hurry. 

“Why don’t you meet with him yourself?” Oliver asked, suspicious. “You took the trouble of coming here tonight, why do you need an intermediary?” 

“Mmmm,” Chastain grunted, and took another drag on his cigarette. He stubbed it out and leaned back in his chair, looping an elbow over the back and folding his hands across his chest in a very casual and relaxed posture. “He is far too cautious for that, don’t you think? How can he know that he can trust me?” 

Oliver thought about that for a moment. “But he trusts you enough to bring you information from England?” That didn’t make sense. 

Chastain shrugged and didn’t answer. 

“Why me?” 

Chastain chuckled and sat forward again. “I think you know why. I believe you have done this sort of thing before, have you not?” 

Oliver’s gut tightened, and his breath grew shallow again. He doesn’t know anything, it’s only supposition. He faked a laugh. “Why would you think such a thing? I’m just a musician.” 

Chastain’s eyes narrowed and held Oliver’s gaze. “A musician with almost one thousand American dollars in cash in a traveling trunk. Tell me, Mr. Carmichael—how does a simple musician accumulate such a sum? It would take decades to save that much, and you look quite young to me, sir.” 

“There are many ways to make money.” 

He saw a twinkle of amusement in Jacques Chastain’s eyes. “Not that much money, not in American currency.” He lifted his snifter and savored a sip of brandy. 

Oliver glanced at Frank Dryden, saw him watching from the bar. Dryden raised one eyebrow in question, and at the last second Oliver shook his head almost imperceptibly and turned back to Chastain. 

“If I do this for you, will you give me back my money and my belongings?” 

“Oh, I can give you back your belongings this very evening. I have no need of them.” Chastain waved a dismissive hand in the air. “As for the money—let us say that this is one way you can earn it back. Given the circumstances under which it came into my possession, I think you are in no position to make demands upon it. Wouldn’t you agree?” 

Oliver’s mouth pursed into an angry line, and he exhaled hard. “I cannot argue with your reasoning, Mr. Chastain. So then, what do you want me to do?” 

**
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Oliver had to lead the next musical set right after he finished speaking with Chastain, so he hurried past Dryden without making eye contact. He glanced at Lisette, who had taken a seat at the bar next to Dryden, gave her a quick half-smile and wave,  and ducked backstage. 

The band was going to open the set before Cécile rejoined them five minutes in. Oliver led from in front and slightly to the side, in the more modern way, so as not to stand between the audience and the musicians. Midway through the first song, he lifted his trumpet from a stand in the shadow of the orchestra box and played a solo. Then he returned to directing the remainder of the song. 

Over the last year, he’d turned into a prolific songwriter. It had been an unexpected development, and he credited Cécile for the idea. Perhaps more unexpected, his style had turned out to be rather more contemporary than he would have ever imagined—more influenced by Gershwin, Cole Porter, and Irving Berlin, rather than the “Hot Jazz” of a decade ago that they’d played at Le Chien Errant. He was loath to be a conformist to the conventions of Tin Pan Alley, but he couldn’t disagree when his songs were compared to the popular American standards of fellow Hoosier Hoagy Carmichael—no relation, to his knowledge. 

He was pleased at the level of applause after each number, from the first full crowd they’d had since opening four weeks before. Every time he announced the next song, he saw waiters scurrying around, delivering drinks. By the time they finished the second set at nine o’clock, the mood inside the club had turned quite merry, with lots of laughter and animated conversations. 

He found Lisette still sitting at the bar with Frank Dryden when he came out from backstage, and after glancing at the receipts—which sent his heart racing with excitement—he went to them. 

“Hello, darling,” he said to Lisette, putting his hand on her back and kissing her cheek. 

“It was a good show tonight.” The excitement in her eyes told him she wasn’t just saying that. 

“The place is really hopping,” Dryden said in English, looking around appreciatively. “That ought to boost Cécilie’s mood.” At Oliver’s questioning glance, he added, “She’s missed the stage a lot lately.” 

“It’s boosted my mood as well. Can I have a word with you for a moment?” 

“Of course,” Dryden said, and the look in his eyes was immediately all business. 

“We’ll be just a moment, dear,” Oliver said to Lisette in French, and then led Dryden to the office. 

He locked the door. 

“What did Chastain want?” Dryden asked, getting right to the point. 

“I’m still a little shocked, to be honest. He wants me to meet with an agent from the Free French. He said a group of bureaucrats in Paris is interested in the news the man is going to bring from England.” Oliver recounted the rest of the conversation. 

When he’d finished, Dryden looked up in thought, stroking his chin. “That is a little unexpected.” 

“A little?” 

Dryden looked back at him, and gave him a smile—the type that didn’t extend to his eyes. The type that Oliver had come to recognize when Dryden had secrets he wasn’t going to divulge, at least not entirely. 

“There have been some whispers around the diplomatic community in Vichy. Rumors that some in the government want to keep their options open, no matter how the war goes.” 

“But I thought they were all dedicated to their ‘National Revolution,’” Oliver said. “Systematically dismantling all of the liberalization of the last seventy years.” 

Dryden chuckled. “You’re referring to the decision makers at Vichy—Pétain and his advisors. They’re all confirmed reactionaries, without a doubt. But when they established their new French State after the armistice, they kept the structure of the government from the Third Republic in place, and all of the bureaucracy with it. They had to. They weren’t prepared to rebuild the entire government from the ground up. 

“The low-level staff, well, they’re keeping their heads down like most everyone else in France—doing their jobs and not making waves. But the mid-level bureaucrats, those with some authority over the functions of their respective ministries, these men are starting to grow concerned with what might happen if there should be a ‘reversal of fortune.’ And they aren’t idiots—they know the U.S. entry into the war changes everything. Suddenly, General De Gaulle goes from being persona non grata, a condemned traitor, to possibly being the savior of France.”

Oliver nodded, following Dryden’s logic. “So self-preservation is what’s motivating them, is that it?”  

“Exactly.” Dryden raised his eyebrows slightly and gave Oliver a wry look. “I expect the Free French agent coming here knows the score. He’s unlikely to tell them anything too sensitive.” 

Oliver frowned. “Then what’s the point?” 

“He’s going to want to earn their trust, so he’ll give them something—it just won’t be the intelligence equivalent of the crown jewels or anything. And they’ll respond in kind, I’m sure.”

“You want me to go through with it, then?” Oliver asked, apprehensive. 

“Yes, and we’ll arrange for you to pass the information to me before you pass it along to Chastain.” Dryden smiled, and patted Oliver’s shoulder.  “Don’t worry, it won’t be as dangerous as you think.” 

But you didn’t say it would be safe, either. “And you’ll pay me, I presume. My old rate?” 

A brief frown crossed Dryden’s mouth. “Of course I’ll pay you. But I’m not sure it will be as much as before—that was highly prized military production data, very valuable. This, well...let’s just see what it is, shall we? Then go from there?” 

Oliver nodded. “Deal,” he said, and shook Dryden’s hand. 

**
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Light snow was falling when Oliver locked up the club at midnight. He took Lisette’s arm, and she huddled close to him while they walked the few blocks to the centuries-old building where they each had an apartment. 

“Cécile hasn’t lost her touch,” Lisette said. “She was fantastic tonight.” 

Oliver agreed. Then he fell silent, looking around at the thin blanket of snow that covered the cobblestone streets of the medieval Saint Jean Quarter. Tiny crescents of white coated the tops of the rough stones that made the walls of these 13th and 14th century buildings. 

They approached a traboule—one of countless arched pass-throughs under the buildings, not much wider than a sidewalk, that connected parallel streets in the old quarters of Lyon—and went through its door. At this hour, there were no workmen or residents moving through the passageway, so Oliver paused long enough to shake the snow from his hat and the shoulders of his overcoat. 

“You’re awfully quiet tonight,” Lisette murmured when they resumed walking, now sheltered from the weather. “Is something on your mind?” 

“Mmmm,” Oliver grunted, not wanting to get into it right then. 

“That is not an answer.” She sounded cross. When he didn’t reply, she asked, “Is it something Mr. Dryden said? You asked to have a word with him in private. What did he say?” 

“It wasn’t anything Mr. Dryden said,” Oliver replied, revealing only part of the truth. 

“So then, it is something,” she pronounced, with that tone of Gallic pride that could be so irritating to foreigners. 

“I don’t want to talk about it right now, Lisette.” Oliver’s tone was sharper than he would have liked. 

“Oh, I see,” she said, cold. She kept her arm through his, but her grip noticeably loosened, and a sliver of distance opened between them. 

Fine. “We’ll talk when we get indoors.” His tone was still sharper than he’d intended, but he felt her relax a little, and slowly ease closer to him as they stepped out from the traboule onto the street where they lived. It was only a block to their building, and Oliver picked up their pace through the falling snow. 

“OK, we are indoors,” she said once they’d entered the spiral staircase at the corner of their building. 

Oliver shook his head. “Not until we get to my apartment.” 

Her lips thinned, and she followed him up the three flights of stone stairs to the third floor. Her apartment was down the hall from his; the landlady wouldn’t allow them to rent an apartment together, even though they’d told her they were engaged. But she had allowed them to live within a few steps of each other’s door—a sort of wink and a nod to the reality of the situation. 

Once inside his apartment, Oliver took Lisette’s coat and hat, and then took his time hanging up his own overcoat and hat, giving him a moment to think about what he was going to say, before sitting with her on the couch and taking her hand. 

“You know that most of our regulars are members of underground groups. The ones who distribute opposition literature around the city. I’m sure you’ve noticed this.” 

She nodded but didn’t say anything. Her warm brown eyes held his. 

“Well...” Oliver wasn’t sure how to explain how Jacques Chastain knew of him. Bringing up Hélène was touchy, even if Lisette had had her own lover during that time. “A man came to see me today—” 

“The one you were sitting with when I arrived.” It wasn’t a question, and she continued to hold his gaze. “You looked very intense, very focused—you did not even notice my arrival.” 

In my defense, I had my back to you. Though he had to admit he could have seen her sit next to Dryden, if he’d been paying attention. 

“Yes, that’s the man. He works for the French government, and he asked me to meet with another man in a day or two.” 

A hint of wariness came to her eyes, and she pulled back ever so slightly. “What sort of man? A secret meeting? Oliver, I thought we were finished with all of that!” 

He gave her a half-hearted shrug. “So did I.” 

Her mouth had tightened into a thin line. “And so you had to tell Mr. Dryden.” 

“Of course,” Oliver said, surprised that she would even question that.

“I bet he told you to take the secret meeting, and then have more secret meetings with him.” She sounded cross all of a sudden, and her posture stiffened. 

Oliver felt himself shrink at her words. “Yes, he did.” It annoyed him how meek he sounded. He hadn’t been given much choice.

“I don’t like this.” She turned away from him, folded her hands in her lap, and looked down. “It is dangerous. Vichy has eyes and ears in this city—it is not like the Gestapo, of course, but they are here, watching and listening. They know that Lyon is where all of the opposition groups have gathered.” 

Oliver had the feeling she’d been more perceptive than he had been the last four months. 

He took her hand in his right one, and with his left he turned her chin toward him. He looked directly into her eyes. “Listen to me—we knew things would change after America entered the war. We talked about it. I’m surprised it’s taken this long for Mr. Dryden to ask me to do this kind of work again. It matters now more than ever.” 

Her eyes grew wet, and she looked away. “I hoped it wouldn’t change like this,” she said, quietly. 

“I know.” Then he forced a smile for her benefit and added in as cheerful a tone as he could muster, “If I were in the States right now, I’d be drafted into the army, and sent off to fight for real. What Mr. Dryden asked me to do is much less dangerous than that.” 

A weak smile stretched her lips, and the look in her eyes was so sorrowful it broke his heart. 
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Saturday, January 31

Oliver found Frank Dryden waiting for him backstage after the first set the next night. Next to him stood a tall, middle-aged, red-haired man who looked awfully familiar. 

Dryden wore one of those smiles that Oliver knew to mean he wanted something. “Oliver! Just who I was looking for. You remember Mr. Robert Murphy, don’t you? He’s the Chargé d’Affaires for our embassy in Vichy, since Ambassador Leahy left.” 

“We met last year, in Paris,” Murphy said, shaking Oliver’s hand quite firmly, almost forcefully. “I officiated Mr. Dryden’s marriage to Cécile.” 

Now Oliver remembered meeting him. He was Dryden’s boss. “Of course. Nice to see you again, Mr. Murphy. And welcome to Chez Oliver.” 

“Yes, congratulations on that,” Murphy said, glancing around. His accent was flat but nasal—upper Midwestern for sure, probably Wisconsin. He looked back at Oliver, and said, “Let’s go somewhere we can speak privately.” 

Oliver almost cringed at the thought of another private meeting. He hadn’t even met yet with that Free French agent who was supposed to contact him soon. He forced a genial smile and motioned down the hall. “Let’s go to my office.” 

After locking the door, he offered them both something to drink, but Murphy waved it off. Mercifully, he launched right into the purpose of the meeting. 

“Mr. Dryden told me about the overture you received yesterday from that French bureaucrat, Jacques Chastain. I looked into him this morning—nothing out of the ordinary. The only piece of relevant information I dug up was that he belonged to the center-right Democratic Republican Alliance during the Republic, same as Charles de Gaulle. That could partly explain his willingness to cooperate with the Free French, now that the odds have shifted a little.” He pulled a cigar from inside his jacket. “Mind if I light this?” 

Oliver shook his head, and Murphy struck a match and puffed at the cigar until it lit. 

“I want to echo what Mr. Dryden told you, about our interest in this matter. The Free French are our allies now, so naturally, we want to aid them in any way we can. But we’re not at war with France, so we have to tread carefully.” 

Oliver nodded. “I understand, sir.” He didn’t fully understand where Murphy was going with this, but he left that unsaid. 

“After I arrived in Lyon this evening, Mr. Dryden filled me in on the details of how you came to know Monsieur Chastain.”

Oliver’s cheeks flushed. He should have known Dryden wouldn’t—couldn’t—keep that confidential. The intensity of Robert Murphy’s gaze almost made him squirm, but he resisted the temptation. He’d never felt shame about his relationship with Hélène—but something about an older American knowing, and probably judging him for it, made him uncomfortable in that old familiar way he’d left behind when he came to France six years before. Or thought he’d left behind. 

Murphy smiled then, the sort of smile that never extended to the eyes, which Oliver was used to from Frank Dryden. “Don’t worry, Chastain wouldn’t try to blackmail you with that. It’s unfortunate that he’s threatening to denounce you for that incident in Paris, when you kidnapped a police captain—but in this case we want you to do what he’s asking, so there’s no harm. Small risk he’d actually go through with the denunciation, anyway. Doesn’t gain him anything.” 

Oliver frowned. “What do you mean?” 

Murphy blew a stream of cigar smoke into the air, holding Oliver’s gaze for several seconds. “This establishment of yours, it’s become welcome ground for local résistants, I hear.”

“I didn’t plan that,” Oliver interrupted, stiffening. 

Dryden laughed, leaned back, and folded his arms. Murphy chuckled. “I know, Oliver. May I call you Oliver?” 

Oliver nodded. After all, he hadn’t named the club Chez Carmichael. 

“The sort of friends you kept in Paris, the same sort of friends you keep here in Lyon, made it inevitable that your club would become such a meeting place. You didn’t have to plan it.” 

Oliver nodded slowly. Where was Murphy going with this? 

“You know how important these groups are, Oliver,” Dryden said. “That’s how you and I first came to work together, if you remember.” 

“I remember.” Of course he did; Dryden must have said that for Murphy’s benefit. 

“Now that we’re in the war, I’m sure you realize how much more important they’ve become to us. Mr. Murphy and I don’t have to tell you that.” 

Of course not. Oliver shook his head, but stayed silent, waiting. 

Murphy stubbed out the end of his cigar and stood. “I’m going to tell you something, Oliver, but it cannot leave this room. Understand?” 

Butterflies tumbled in Oliver’s stomach, and an electric charge ran down his spine. He nodded. 

“I mean it.” Murphy emphasized the words with a shake of his finger into the air between them. “Lives depend on this information not falling into the wrong hands.” 

Oliver swallowed and nodded. “I understand, sir.” 

Murphy took a deep breath, exhaled hard. “The first American troops landed in the U.K. earlier today. Several troop transports put in at Belfast, in Northern Ireland—about as far from the eyes of Luftwaffe pilots as we could manage. They’ll continue to gather there for now, but eventually we’re going to build up a large force in England.” 

Oliver cracked a grin, a genuine thrill running through him. “That’s exciting news, sir!” 

“Yes, it is,” Murphy said, chuckling again. Oliver noticed Dryden was also grinning, and it looked genuine. Was this news to him, too? 

“We don’t know at this point what the War Department’s plans are against Germany. Presumably at some point we’re going to initiate the liberation of occupied Europe—and whenever that happens, we’ll need forces behind the German lines acting to inhibit their operations. Sabotage, ambushes, bridge demolition, that sort of thing.” 

Oliver was starting to connect the dots—except for one pertinent detail. “But that would be in the Occupied Zone, wouldn’t it?” 

“Mostly,” Murphy said. “The Unoccupied Zone still ships a quarter of their agricultural output to the Germans. Wehrmacht soldiers are the best-fed people in all of Europe, and that makes them more formidable.” 

Oliver’s stomach dropped. “You want me to convince my customers—and my friends—to sabotage food shipments to Germany?” He couldn’t help that his mouth hung open. 

Murphy shook his head. “No—not yet, anyway.”

Not yet. But no indication of when, Oliver had to note. 

“Right now, we’re more interested in what the general feeling in the various underground groups is. What their intentions are, long-term. Eventually, we might try to steer them in a certain direction, but for now we just want to know what we have to work with.” 

“You’ve done this before, Oliver,” Dryden said. “We want you to replicate what you did in Paris. You’re of like mind with them, after all. You can become a confidant. Or even a comrade. Use your judgement on what will work best.” 

Oliver sighed, resigned. Yes, he knew how to do this. 

“You’ve heard of the Deuxième Bureau, Oliver?” Dryden asked. 

“That’s the French spy agency, isn’t it?” 

“French Intelligence agency,” Murphy corrected. 

“Sorry,” Oliver muttered. 

Dryden continued. “Contacts within Deuxième Bureau have passed along some information to us. There is a network of resistance chapters across the Unoccupied Zone, led by a former soldier whom they have not been able to positively identify, but whom they believe to be in Lyon. It was originally called Mouvement de Libération Nationale, but a couple of months ago the group’s name changed to Combat. We’re told they publish a clandestine newspaper by that name, and it’s been distributed widely around the Unoccupied Zone.” 

Oliver’s eyes narrowed. “You want me to find out if ‘Combat’ is being distributed in my club?” 

Dryden glanced at Murphy, who didn’t move; then Dryden shrugged and said, “If you can, we’d like to know that. But mostly we want you to find out if any of your regulars are members of Combat. Deuxième Bureau believes the group has Gaullist leanings...so this Free French agent who is supposed to contact you might be connected.” 

That made sense. But then a chill ran through Oliver. “Isn’t Deuxième Bureau working for Vichy? Am I endangering that Free French agent?” His heart raced with mounting panic. 

Dryden held up his hands and shook his head. “Intelligence bureaus are loyal to their country first, not to particular governments.” He glanced toward Robert Murphy. 

“We’re not going to give anyone’s identity to Deuxième Bureau, I assure you. It would be against our interests, as allies of the Free French. Deuxième Bureau provided us information because they’re trying to remain friendly with the United States, so they can maintain contact with both sides. And since the Vichy regime cut off diplomatic relations with Britain in 1940, our entry into the war has upped the ante for them.”

Oliver nodded, breathing easier. But then he saw the look in Robert Murphy’s eyes and sensed that there was more. Much more. 

“Lyon seems to be the center of anti-Vichy sentiment in the Unoccupied Zone,” Murphy said, echoing what Lisette had told Oliver the night before. “But we’ve heard whispers about underground resistance in other southern cities—Marseille in particular, but also Montpelier, Toulouse, Avignon, Valence. Probably elsewhere as well.” 

Oliver knew where this was going a second before they voiced it. 

“We’ll need someone to go to these places and make overtures,” Dryden said. “Someone with connections in Resistance circles, who can make introductions for them. It can’t be one of us.” He motioned between himself and Robert Murphy. 

“But my club—“ Oliver started to protest, raising his hand palm upward and motioning around the office. 

“It seems well-run,” Murphy said, gruff. “And these would be quick jaunts—two or three days apiece.” He leaned forward, staring Oliver in the eye. “I’m sure we can interest you in a nice mid-winter trip to the sunny south, can’t we, Oliver?” 
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Monday, February 2

Oliver met Dolph in front of the club shortly after the sun went down, while dusk was fading into a deep blue twilight, and the narrow streets lay in shadow. Chez Oliver was closed on Sundays and Mondays, so they had the night off. 

“It is not far,” Dolph said. “About a quarter kilometer, off Place du Change.” 

“Lead the way,” Oliver said, and shoved his hands deep into the pockets of his overcoat. 

They treaded carefully over the slick cobblestones of the narrow medieval streets. The day had been sunny and mild, and the snow had all melted; but darkness brought freezing temperatures, and an icy shimmer reflected the light from nearby windows. Oliver slipped twice, but Dolph’s big arms caught him both times. 

The bells of the nearby Cathedral of Saint Jean Baptiste—after which this quarter was named—rang six o’clock from the gothic spire visible over the red-roofed buildings to their right. To their left, high on the Fourvière hill above the Old City, the white façade of the Basilica of Notre Dame de Fourvière shone in the light of the nearly full moon. 

After fifteen minutes walking slowly over the slippery stones of Rue Saint-Jean, and across the Place du Change, Dolph stopped at a recessed doorway on Rue de la Loge. While they waited for an answer to their knock, Oliver gazed at the Baroque building across the street, with its five enormous arched doorways. 

“The Temple du Change,” Dolph said. “The pastor there is friendly to the cause.” 

“Ah,” Oliver said, nodding. Temple might mean synagogue in English, but in French it meant a Protestant church. He’d overheard talk about Protestant churches across the Unoccupied Zone organizing aid for Jewish refugees from the Occupied Zone. One minority religion helping out another. 

The recessed door opened, and the diminutive form of Térèse Barrineau stood in the doorway. She greeted Dolph and they kissed cheeks; then she looked at Oliver with a touch of amusement. “Hello, Boss.” 

Oliver scolded himself for looking surprised. “Nice to see you this evening, Térèse.” 

“Come in,” she said, stepping aside. “Welcome to the Underground.” 

A long hall led down the side of the town house, the rooms opening on the left. Oliver followed Dolph and Térèse past a parlor and a modest dining room, to a larger room in the back. About twenty people gathered there, standing in clusters in the corners, or sitting on a pair of couches and several chairs. Looking around, Oliver recognized the entire front staff of the club. He supposed he should have guessed that. 

Térèse sauntered over to a cluster of them, touched Armand’s elbow, and said something low. Armand looked over at Oliver standing in the doorway; he grinned and waved. “Welcome, Mr. Carmichael!” Fabien and Simon echoed the welcome. Claude nodded at Oliver, but kept his mouth shut. 

Oliver started to approach them. But then his eyes locked on a different familiar face on the far side of the room. 

Marcel’s dark eyes stared back at him, and Oliver couldn’t read the young man’s expression. 

He became aware that Dolph was watching him, and his cheeks flushed at the look of concern in the big German’s deep-set blue eyes. 

“I am sorry, Oliver. He asked me not to tell you.” 

Oliver nodded, though he wasn’t sure why. He didn’t understand why Marcel hadn’t wanted him to know he would be here. 

“You should talk to him now, before the meeting,” Dolph said, his voice quiet and gentle. 

Oliver didn’t say anything, but when he turned back toward Marcel, he found the tall young man still watching him. He took a deep breath and crossed the room. 

“Hello, Marcel.” After an awkward second’s hesitation, he leaned in, and they kissed cheeks. “It’s really good to see you.” 

“Dolph told me this morning that you were going to come to our meeting,” Marcel said. His expression was blank, but Oliver saw a flood of pain pass across his dark brown eyes. 

“I want to help,” Oliver said with a shrug. An awkward silence fell between them. Marcel stood still. Oliver shifted his feet. 

“I’ve thought about you a lot,” Oliver said, taking a tentative step closer, a more intimate distance. He was pleased that Marcel didn’t move away, at least. “I’ve wondered how you were getting along, if you were still in Lyon. When I opened my club, I asked Dolph if he would hire you as a waiter. I’d hoped you’d come work there, and we could be friends again.” 

Marcel’s lips tightened briefly, for just a second, and then his expression went blank again. “He did not tell me that.” 

Oliver could feel the moment slipping away. “He said it wasn’t a good idea, that you wouldn’t want to see me yet. That made me sad.” 

“I am not responsible for your sadness, Oliver.” 

A jolt of pain stabbed through Oliver’s chest. The words sounded so cold, so indifferent. Marcel used to care. Didn’t he anymore? 

“If you are going to join this work, we will be compatriots. It is important work. Important for France.” Marcel hesitated before adding, “It is important to me.” 

In other words, don’t screw anything up. “It’s important to me, too.” 

Marcel stared at him for a couple of seconds before nodding. “Good. Excuse me.” 

He stepped away, and Oliver watched him join a trio of young men in the corner, who all stood dangerously close together, arms almost touching. One young man’s hand lingered on Marcel’s back for a couple of seconds too long after they’d kissed cheeks—and a pang of jealousy ripped through Oliver. 

He marched to the refreshment table on the other side of the room, and poured himself a glass of wine, a local ’39 Hermitage. 

“The meeting is about to start, Boss,” Térèse said beside him. “You can sit with me, if that makes you more comfortable.” 

Oliver thanked her, and followed her to the couch, where there was an opening barely big enough for both of them to squeeze together next to two others. 

A short, dark complected man in his mid-thirties stood and called them to order. He had thick, coarse dark hair that was unoiled and parted on the left. He wore dark blue trousers and a thick woolen sweater of the same color. He gave a dry account of the printing and distribution of their most recent broadside against the Vichy regime’s rollback of worker protections. 

“I have not had a day off work in three weeks!” a young man standing next to Marcel shouted, to grumbled agreement from around the room. 

The standing man raised his hands, and the room fell silent. “Now we shall consider the proposal to join Mr. Frenay’s network, Combat.” 

Oliver couldn’t help but notice the looks that some members of the group exchanged, while others leaned forward in anticipation. Térèse was among the latter. Dolph was among the few who didn’t visibly react, just listened intently while the standing man spoke. 

“I met with Mr. Frenay in secret earlier this week, and we discussed the reasons for joining forces. Since his French Liberation Movement merged with the Liberty network last month, they are without doubt the largest resistance network in the Unoccupied Zone—perhaps in all of France. Mr. Frenay’s underground newspaper, Truths, is distributed throughout the city. He has renamed it Combat, and plans to expand distribution to Marseilles, Montpellier, Toulouse, and Limoges within weeks.” 

A tingle ran up Oliver’s spine. Frank Dryden and Robert Murphy had asked him to go to Montpellier in a week. Did they already know about Combat’s expansion plans? 

“But Combat is a Gaullist group!” the young man next to Marcel shouted.  “They work for freedom and democracy, it is true—but they do not care for the welfare of the workers! If we merge with a larger network, it should be the Armée Secret. They work for Socialist ideals.” 

“Why do we have to merge at all?” another young man asked. “Why not maintain our independence?” 

“The Armée Secret is focused on fighting the German occupation in the north,” the standing man said. “They have no presence in Lyon.” 

Armée Secret. Oliver had heard the name whispered by his friends in Paris. He could only assume that was the network that Serge, Sébastien, and Adrienne had worked for. Acts of sabotage had grown to include assassinations of German officers. 

“De Gaulle has no respect for the unions that Vichy abolished!” the young man next to Marcel shouted, continuing his tirade. “What good will it do to join a larger resistance movement, if it betrays our ideals?” 

Dolph stood to address the group. “De Gaulle is not the savior that I would have chosen for France. I would have preferred someone from the left. But he is the one we have. He is supported by the Allies, so we should work with his supporters here. That is the only way forward.” 

There was more discussion, including more shouting by the young man next to Marcel. Oliver watched Marcel closely, but his expression gave away nothing. Typical. He could be so damned frustrating sometimes. 

The leader called for a vote. Slips of paper were passed around. Oliver took the stack from Térèse and moved to pass it along without taking one, but she put her hand on his. “You should vote, too, boss.” 

He didn’t feel entirely comfortable voting on such an existential question, being new to the group. But then, if he were going to work with them, he supposed he should have some say in their future direction. He wrote “Oui” and folded the paper. 

Dolph helped the leader collect and count the votes—fourteen in favor, eight opposed. Térèse applauded, and several others joined her. Oliver was just relieved the motion hadn’t passed by a single vote, and he relaxed against the back of the couch. 

“I will meet with Mr. Frenay again this week, and he will be pleased to hear of our decision,” the leader said, a slight smile on his lips. “We shall adjourn until next week, when I will have more information about our cooperation.” 

Térèse raised her hand to get everyone’s attention. “One more thing before we depart. Everyone must be vigilant at all times, and we must be wary of the SOL watching. Just a couple of nights ago, a mysterious man, a first-time visitor to the club where I work, followed me home. He kept behind me by a large distance, so I am certain he did not intend to rob me or rape me—he was following me to keep a watch on me. He had a military bearing, and the short-cut hair that military men have, so it is quite possible that he is from the SOL. Be careful, everyone!” 

A murmur rippled through the gathering while she spoke, and when she finished everyone thanked her vocally. 

“What is the SOL?” Oliver asked when they got up from the couch. 

“The Legionary Order Service,” she explained. Service d’ordre Legionnaire, in French. “A Pro-Vichy and pro-Nazi militia reporting to Joseph Darnand, a known fascist.” 

A chill ran through him. This echoed what Lisette had said the other night. “I’ve never heard of Joseph Darnand.” 

Térèse made a face. “He was arrested a few years ago as part of a plot to overthrow the Republic. When the Germans invaded, the conspirators were released and drafted into the army. After the armistice, they remained free. Instead, Vichy arrested Dormoy, the Minister of the Interior who had ordered the conspirators’ arrests. They confined him to his home in Montélimar. Then last summer Dormoy’s house was bombed, and he was killed. It is obvious Darnand ordered the execution.” 
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