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NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

I’ve rarely written a dedication longer than two or three lines. This current one is different, the reason self-evident.

To my lovely and compassionate bride, Mary, of forty-plus years; and our children, Michael, Jonathan, and Glynis, who displayed strength, determination, and unfailing good humour (a mainstay of our family) throughout everything. They could not have been finer, nor could I ever express my love and gratitude sufficiently.

‘Your father’s off the operating table and on the recovery floor.’

‘Who’s going to pick him up?’

To the brilliant cardiologist Jeffrey Bender, MD, and the superb cardiothoracic surgeon Dr John Elefteriades, as well as the surgical crew and all those in the CTICU of Yale-New Haven Hospital, whose skills and concern passeth all understanding. (Although it could be argued that I was a glorious patient - unfortunately, not very convincingly.)

To our nephew, Dr Kenneth M. Kearns, also an extraordinary surgeon, who puts up with his less than saintly uncle with a tolerance known only to martyrs. And, Ken, thanks for the ‘Listerine’. And to brother Donald Kearns, PhD-Nuclear Medicine. (How did I ever marry into such an accomplished family?) Thanks, Don, for your daily calls and visits. And to their medical associates Drs William Preskenis and David ‘the Duke’ Grisé of the pulmonary team. I hear you terrific guys, and I’m doing my damnedest to behave.

To our cousins I.C. ‘Izzy’ Ryducha and his wife, Janet, who were always there when we needed them.

To Drs Charles Augenbraun and Robert Greene of the Emergency Clinic at Norwalk Hospital, Connecticut, and all those wonderful people who made a pretty sick stranger feel as though he might see another sunrise. No mean feat.

Lastly, despite all efforts to keep the event under wraps, to those scores of people, friends, and those I’ve never met but whom I certainly consider friends, thanks for all the cards and notes expressing your good wishes. They were gratefully received and avidly read.

Now, let’s lighten up; there’s always something funny even in the worst of times. During a perfectly normal sponge bath a day or so after surgery, a kindly nurse turned me over and with great dignity, as well as a glint in her eye, said: ‘Not to worry, Mr L., I’ll still respect you in the morning.’

Amen. And to all once again, my deep thanks. I’m ready to run in a marathon.




To any sane person there has always been an unfathomable mystery about the systematic evil the Nazi regime perpetrated. Like a moral black hole, it seems to defy the laws of nature while being part of that nature.

DAVID ANSEN Newsweek, December 20, 1993




PROLOGUE

The Alpine pass, high in the Austrian Hausruck, was swept by the winter snow and assaulted by the cold north winds, while far below, a valley sprouted crocuses and the jonquils of early spring. This particular pass was neither a border checkpoint nor a transfer post from one part of the mountain range to another. In fact, it was not on any map issued for public scrutiny.

There was a thick, sturdy bridge, barely wide enough for a single vehicle, that spanned a seventy-foot gorge, several hundred feet above a rushing offshoot of the Salzach River. Once crossed, and passing through a tree-notched maze, there was a hidden road cut out of the mountain forest, a steep, twisting road that descended well over seven thousand feet to the isolated valley where the crocuses and the jonquils grew. The much warmer flatland was dotted with green fields and greener trees ... and a complex of small buildings, the roofs camouflaged by slashing diagonals of painted earth colours, undetectable from the skies, merely a part of the mountainous terrain. It was the headquarters of Die Brüderschaft der Wacht, The Brotherhood of the Watch, the progenitors of Germany’s Fourth Reich.

The two figures walking across the bridge were dressed in heavy parkas, fur hats, and thick alpine boots; each turned his face away from the blasts of wind and snow that buffeted him. Unsteadily, they reached the other side and the traveller in front spoke.

‘That’s not a bridge I’d care to cross too often,’ said the  American, slapping the snow off his clothing and removing his gloves to massage his face.

‘But you will have to on your return, Herr Lassiter,’ countered the late-middle-aged German, smiling broadly under the protection of a tree, as he, too, brushed off the snow. ‘Not to be annoyed, mein Herr. Before you know it, you will be where the air is warm and there are actually flowers. At this altitude it is still winter, below it is springtime ... Come, our transportation has arrived. Follow me!’

There was the sound of a gunning engine in the distance; the two men, Lassiter behind, walked rapidly, circuitously, through the trees to a small clearing, where there stood a Jeep-like vehicle, only much larger and heavier, with balloon tyres of very thick rubber, deeply treaded.

‘That’s some car,’ said the American.

‘You should be proud, it is amerikanisch! Built to our specifications in your state of Michigan.’

‘What happened to Mercedes?’

‘Too close, too dangerous,’ replied the German. ‘If you care to build a hidden fortress among your own, you don’t employ the resources of your own. What you will see shortly is the combined efforts of numerous nations - their more avaricious businessmen, I grant you, merchants who will conceal clients and deliveries for excessive profits. Of course, once the deliveries are made, the profits become a loaded gun; the deliveries must continue, perhaps with more esoteric merchandise. It is the way of the world.’

‘I bank on it,’ said Lassiter, smiling while he removed his fur hat to relieve the hairline sweat. He was a shade under six feet, a man of middle years, his age attested to by streaks of grey at his temples and crow’s-feet at the edges of his deep-set eyes; the face itself was narrow, sharp-featured. He started towards the vehicle, several steps behind his companion. However, what neither his companion nor the driver of the outsize vehicle saw was that he kept reaching into his pocket, subtly withdrawing his hand and dropping metal  pellets into the snow-swept grass. He had been doing so for the past hour, since they had stepped out of a truck on an alpine road between two mountain villages. Each pellet had been subjected to radiation easily picked up by handheld scanners. At the point where the truck had stopped, he had removed an electronic transponder from his belt, and feigning a fall, had shoved it between two rocks. The trail was now clear; the homing device of those following would reach the top of its dial at that spot, accompanied by sharp, piercing beeps.

For the man called Lassiter was in a high-risk profession. He was a multilingual deep-cover agent for American intelligence, and his name was Harry Latham. In the sacrosanct chambers of the Agency, his code name was Sting.

The journey down into the valley mesmerized Latham. He had climbed a few mountains with his father and his younger brother, but they were minor, undramatic New England peaks, nothing like this. Here, as their steep descent progressed, there was change, obvious change - different colours, different smells, warmer breezes. Sitting alone in the backseat of the large open truck, he emptied his pocket of every hot pellet, preparing himself for the thorough search he anticipated; he was clean. He was also exhilarated, his excitement under control from years of experience, but his mind was on fire. It was there! He had found it! Yet, as they reached ground level, even Harry Latham was astonished at what he had really found.

The roughly three square miles of valley flatland was in reality a military base, superbly camouflaged. The roofs of the various one-storey structures were painted to blend in with the surroundings, and whole sections of the fields were beneath a latticework of ropes fifteen feet high, the open spaces between the ropes and poles filled with stretched, translucent green screening - corridors leading from one area to another. Grey motorcycles with sidecars sped  through these concealed ‘alleyways’, the drivers and their passengers in uniform, while groups of men and women could be seen in training exercises, both physical and apparently academic - lecturers stood before black-boards in front of serried ranks of students. Those performing gymnastics and hand-to-hand combat were in minimal clothing - briefs and halters; those being lectured were in forest-green fatigues. What struck Harry Latham was the sense of constant movement. There was an intensity about the valley that was frightening, but then, so was the Brüderschaft, and this was its womb.

‘It is spectacular, nichtwahr, Herr Lassiter?’ shouted the middle-aged German beside the driver as they reached the bottom road and entered a corridor of roofed rope and green screening.


‘Unglaublich,’ agreed the American. ‘Phantastisch!’


‘I forget, you speak our language fluently.’

‘My heart is here. It always has been.’

‘Natürlich, denn wir sind im Recht.’


‘Mehr als das, wir sind die Wahrheit. Hitler spoke the truths of all truth.’

‘Yes, yes, of course,’ said the German, smiling with neutral eyes at Alexander Lassiter, born Harry Latham of Stockbridge, Massachusetts. ‘We’ll go directly to the Oberbefehlshaber.  The Kommandant is eager to meet you.’

Thirty-two months of gruelling serpentine work were about to bear fruit, thought Latham. Nearly three years of building a life, living a life that was not his, were about to come to an end. The incessant, maddening, exhausting travels throughout Europe and the Middle East, synchronized down to hours, even minutes, so he would be at a specific place at a given time, where others could swear on their lives that they had seen him. And the scum of the world he had dealt with - arms merchants without conscience, whose extraordinary profits were measured by supertankers of blood; drug lords, killing and crippling generations of  children everywhere; compromised politicians, even statesmen, who bent and subverted laws for the benefit of the manipulators - it was all finished. There would be no more frenzied funnelling of gargantuan sums of money through laundered Swiss accounts, secret numbers, and spectograph signatures, all part of the deadly games of international terrorism. Harry Latham’s personal nightmare, as vital as it was, was over.

‘We are here, Herr Lassiter,’ said Latham’s German companion as the mountain vehicle pulled up to a barrack door under the roped green screening high above. ‘It is much warmer now, much more pleasant, nicht wahr?’

‘It certainly is,’ answered the deep-cover intelligence officer, stepping down from the rear seat. ‘I’m actually sweating under these clothes.’

‘We’ll take the outerwear off inside and have yours dried for your return.’

‘I’d appreciate it. I must be back in Munich by tonight.’

‘Yes, we understand. Come, the Kommandant.’ As the two men approached the heavy black wooden door with the scarlet swastika emblazoned in the centre, there was a whooshing sound in the air. Above, through the translucent green screening, the large white wings of a glider swooped in descending circles into the valley. ‘Another wonder, Herr Lassiter? It is released from its mother aircraft at an altitude of roughly thirteen hundred feet. Natürlich, the pilot must be extremely well trained, for the winds are dangerous, so unpredictable. It is used only in emergencies.’

‘I can see how it comes down. How does it get up?’

‘The same winds, mein Herr, with the assistance of disposable booster rockets. In the thirties, we Germans developed the most advanced glider aircraft.’

‘Why not use a conventional small plane?’

‘Too easily monitored. A glider can be pulled up from a field, a clear pasture. A plane must be fuelled, be serviced, have maintenance, and frequently, even a flight plan.’


‘Phantastisch,’ repeated the American. ‘And - of course - the glider has few or no metal parts. Plastic and sized cloth are difficult for radar grids to pick up.’

‘Difficult,’ agreed the new-age Nazi. ‘Not completely impossible, but extremely difficult.’

‘Amazing,’ said Herr Lassiter as his companion opened the door of the valley’s headquarters. ‘You are all to be congratulated. Your isolation is matched by your security. Superb!’ Feigning a casualness he did not feel, Latham looked around the large room. There was a profusion of sophisticated computerized equipment, banks of consoles against each wall, starchy-uniformed operators in front of each, seemingly an equal mix of men and women ... Men and women - something was odd, at least not normal. What was it? And then he knew; to an individual, the operators were young, generally in their twenties, mostly blond or light-haired, with clear, suntanned skin. As a group they were inordinately attractive, like models corralled by an advertising agency to sit in front of a client’s computer products, conveying the message that potential customers, too, would look like this if they bought the merchandise.

‘Each is an expert, Mr Lassiter,’ said an unfamiliar, monotonic voice behind Latham. The American turned abruptly. The newcomer was a man about his own age, dressed in camouflage fatigues and wearing a Wehrmacht officer’s cap; he had silently emerged from an open doorway on the left. ‘General Ulrich von Schnabe, your enthusiastic host, mein Herr,’ he continued, offering his hand. ‘We meet a legend in his own time. Such a privilege!’

‘You’re far too generous, General. I’m merely an international businessman, but one with definite ideological persuasions, if you like.’

‘No doubt reached by years of international observation?’

‘You could say that, and not be in error. They claim that Africa was the first continent, yet, while others have developed over several thousand years, Afrika remains the Dark Continent, the black continent. The northern shores are now havens for equally inferior people.’

‘Well said, Mr Lassiter. Yet you’ve made millions, some say billions, servicing the dark and darker skins.’

‘Why not? What better satisfaction can a man like me have than by helping them slaughter each other?’


‘Wunderbar! Beautifully and perceptively stated ... You were studying our group here, I watched you. You can see for yourself that these, every one, are of Aryan blood. Pure Aryan blood. As are those everywhere in our valley. Each has been carefully selected, their bloodlines traced, their commitment absolute.’

‘The dream of the Lebensborn,’ said the American quietly, reverentially. ‘The breeding farms - estates actually, if I’m not mistaken, where the finest SS officers were bred to strong Teutonic women—’

‘Eichmann had studies done. It was determined that the northern Germanic female had not only the finest bone structure in Europe and extraordinary strength, but a marked subservience to the male,’ interrupted the general.

‘The true superior race,’ concluded Lassiter admiringly. ‘Would that the dream had come true.’

‘In large measure it has,’ said Von Schnabe quietly. ‘We believe that a great many here, if not a majority, are the children of those children. We stole lists from the Red Cross in Geneva, and spent years tracking down each family where the Lebensborn infants had been sent. These, and others we shall recruit throughout Europe, are the Sonnenkinder, the Children of the Sun. The inheritors of the Reich!’

‘It’s incredible.’

‘We’re reaching out everywhere, and everywhere those selected respond to us, for the circumstances are the same. Just as in the twenties, when the stranglehold of the Versailles and Locarno treaties led to the economic collapse of the Weimar Republic and the influx of undesirables throughout Germany, so has the collapse of the Berlin Wall led to chaos. We are a nation in conflagration, the lowborn non-Aryans crossing our borders in unlimited numbers, taking our jobs, polluting our morals, making whores of our  women because where they come from it’s perfectly acceptable. It’s totally unacceptable and it must stop! You agree, of course.’

‘Why else would I be here, General? I have funnelled millions into your needs through the banks in Algiers by way of Marseilles. My code has been Frère—Bruder - I trust it is familiar to you.’

‘Which is why I embrace you with all my heart, as does the entire Brüderschaft.’

‘So now let’s conclude my final gift, General, final, for you will never need me again ... Forty-six cruise missiles appropriated from Saddam Hussein’s arsenal, buried by his officer corps, who felt he would not survive. Their warheads are capable of carrying massive explosives as well as chemical payloads - gases that can immobilize whole areas of cities. These are included, of course, along with the launchers. I paid twenty-five million, American, for them. Pay me what you can, and if it is less, I will accept my loss with honour.’

‘You are, indeed, a man of great honour, mein Herr.’

Suddenly the front door opened and a man in pure white coveralls walked into the room. He glanced around, saw Von Schnabe, and marched directly towards him, handing the general a sealed manila envelope. ‘This is it,’ the man said in German.

‘Danke,’ replied Von Schnabe, opening the envelope and extracting a small plastic pouch. ‘You are a fine Schauspieler-a good impersonator - Herr Lassiter, but I believe you lost something. Our pilot just brought it to me.’ The general shook the contents of the plastic bag into his hand. It was the transponder Harry Latham had shoved between the rocks of a mountain road thousands of feet above the valley. The hunt was finished. Harry swiftly raised his hand to his right ear. ‘Stop him!’ shouted Von Schnabe as the pilot grabbed Latham’s arm, yanking it back into a hammerlock. ‘There’ll be no cyanide for you, Harry Latham of Stockbridge, Massachusetts, USA. We have other plans for you, brilliant plans.’




CHAPTER ONE

The early sun was blinding, causing the old man crawling through the wild brush to blink repeatedly as he wiped his eyes with the back of his trembling right hand. He had reached the edge of the small promontory on top of the hill, the ‘high ground’, as they called it years ago - years burned into his memory. The grassy point overlooked an elegant country estate in the Loire Valley. A flagstone terrace was no more than three hundred metres below, with a brick path bordered by flowers leading to it. Gripped in the old man’s left hand, the shoulder strap taut, was a powerful rifle, its sight calibrated for the precise distance. The weapon was ready to fire. Soon his target - a man older than himself - would appear in the telescopic crosshairs. The monster would be taking his morning stroll to the terrace, dressed in his flowing morning robe, his reward his morning coffee laced with the finest brandy, a reward he would never reach on this particular morning. Instead, he would die, collapsing among the flowers, an appropriate irony: the death of consummate evil among surrounding beauty.

Jean-Pierre Jodelle, seventy-eight years of age and once a fierce provisional leader of the Resistance, had waited fifty years to fulfil a promise, a commitment, he had made to himself and to his God. He had failed with the lawyers and in the sacrosanct court chambers; no, not failed, instead, been insulted by them, scorned by all of them, and told to take his contemptible fantasies to a cell in a lunatic asylum, where he belonged! The great General Monluc was a true hero of France, a close associate of le grand Charles André de  Gaulle, that most illustrious of all soldier-statesmen, who had kept in constant touch with Monluc throughout the war over the underground radio frequencies despite the prospect of torture and a firing squad should Monluc be exposed.

It was all merde! Monluc was a turncoat, a coward, and a  traitor! He gave lip service to the arrogant De Gaulle, fed him insignificant intelligence, and lined his own pockets with Nazi gold and art objects worth millions. And then in the aftermath, le grand Charles, in euphoric adulation, had pronounced Monluc un bel ami de guerre, a man to be honoured. It was no less than a command for all France.


Merde! How little De Gaulle knew! Monluc had ordered the execution of Jodelle’s wife and his first son, a child of five. A second son, an infant of six months, was spared, perhaps by the warped rationality of the Wehrmacht officer who said, ‘He’s not a Jew, maybe someone will find him.’

Someone did. A fellow Resistance fighter, an actor from the Comédie Française. He found the screaming baby amid the rubble of the shattered house on the outskirts of Barbizon, where he had come for a secret meeting the following morning. The actor had brought the child home to his wife, a celebrated actress whom the Germans adored - their affection not returned, for her performances were dictated, not offered voluntarily. And when the war ended, Jodelle was a skeleton of his former self, physically unrecognizable and mentally beyond repair, and he knew it. Three years in a concentration camp, piling the bodies of gassed Jews, Gypsies, and ‘undesirables’, had reduced him to near idiocy, with neck tics, erratic blinking, spasms of throated cries, and all that went with severe psychiatric damage. He never revealed himself to his surviving son or the ‘parents’ who had reared him. Instead, wandering through the bowels of Paris and changing his name frequently, Jodelle observed from a distance as the child grew into manhood and became one of the most popular actors in France.

That distance, that unendurable pain, had been caused by Monluc the monster, who was now entering the circle of  Jodelle’s telescopic sight. Only seconds now, and his commitment to God would be fulfilled.

Suddenly there was a terrible crack in the air and Jodelle’s back was on fire, causing him to drop the rifle. He spun around, stunned to see two men in shirtsleeves, one with a bullwhip, looking down at him.

‘It would be a pleasure to kill you, you sick old idiot, but your disappearance would only lead to complications,’ said the man with the whip. ‘You have a wine-soaked mouth that never stops chattering craziness. It’s better that you go back to Paris and rejoin your army of drunken vagrants. Get out of here, or die!’

‘How . . . ? How did you know ... ?’

‘You’re a mental case, Jodelle, or whatever name you’re using this month,’ said the guard beside the whip master.

‘You think we haven’t spotted you these last two days, breaking the foliage as you came to this very accessible place with your rifle? You were far better in the old days, I’m told.’

‘Then kill me, you sons of bitches! I’d rather die here, knowing I was so close, than go on living!’

‘Oh, no, the general wouldn’t approve,’ added the whipper. ‘You could have told others what you intended to do, and we don’t want people looking for you or your corpse on this property. You’re insane, Jodelle, everyone knows that. The courts made it clear.’

‘They’re corrupt!’

‘You’re paranoid.’

‘I know what I know!’

‘You’re also a drunk, well documented by a dozen cafés on the Rive Gauche that’ve thrown you out. Drink yourself into hell, Jodelle, but get out of here before I send you there now. Get up! Run as fast as those spindly legs will carry you!’

 



The curtain rang down on the final scene of the play, a French translation of Shakespeare’s Coriolanus, revived by Jean-Pierre Villier, the fifty-year-old actor who was the  reigning king of the Paris stage and the French screen as well as a nominee for an American Academy Award as a result of his first film in the United States. The curtain rose and fell and rose again as the large, broad-shouldered Villier acknowledged his audience by smiling and clapping his hands at their acceptance. It was all about to erupt into madness.

From the rear of the theatre an old man in torn, shabby clothes lurched down the centre aisle, screaming at the top of his coarse voice. Suddenly he pulled a rifle out of his loose trousers, held by suspenders, causing those in the audience who saw him to panic, the panic instantly spreading throughout the succeeding rows of seats as men pushed women below the line of fire, the vocal chaos reverberating off the walls of the theatre. Villier moved quickly, shoving back the few actors and members of the technical crew who had come out onstage.

‘An angry critic I can accept, monsieur!’ he roared, confronting the deranged old man approaching the stage in a familiar voice that could command any crowd. ‘But this is  insane! Put down your weapon and we will talk!’

‘There is no talk left in me, my son! My only son! I have failed you and your mother. I’m useless, a nothing! I only want you to know that I tried ... I love you, my only son, and I tried, but I failed!’

With those words the old man spun his rifle around, the barrel in his mouth, his right hand surging for the trigger. He reached it and blew the back of his head apart, blood and sinew spraying over all who were near him.

 



‘Who the hell was he?’ cried a shaken Jean-Pierre Villier at his dressing-room table, his parents at his side. ‘He said such crazy things, then killed himself. Why?’


The elder Villiers, now in their late seventies, looked at each other; both nodded.

‘We must talk,’ said Catherine Villier as she massaged the  aching neck of the man she had raised as her son. ‘Perhaps with your wife too.’

‘That’s not necessary,’ interrupted the father. ‘He can handle that if he thinks he should.’

‘You’re right, my husband. It is his decision.’

‘What are you both talking about?’

‘We have kept many things from you, my son, things that in the early years might have harmed you—’

‘Harmed me?’

‘Through no fault of yours, Jean-Pierre. We were an occupied country, the enemy among us constantly searching for those who secretly, violently, opposed the victors, in many cases torturing and imprisoning whole families who were suspect.’

‘The Resistance, naturally,’ interrupted Villier.

‘Naturally,’ agreed the father.

‘You both were a part of it, you’ve told me that, although you’ve never expounded on your contributions.’

‘They’re best forgotten,’ said the mother. ‘It was a horrible time - so many who were stigmatized and beaten as collaborators were only protecting loved ones, including their children.’

‘But this man tonight, this crazy tramp! He so identified with me that he called me his son! ... I accept a degree of excessive devotion - it goes with the profession, however foolish that may be - but to the point of killing himself in front of my eyes? Madness!’

‘He was mad, driven insane by what he had endured,’ said Catherine.

‘You knew him?’

‘Very well,’ replied the old actor, Julian Villier. ‘His name was Jean-Pierre Jodelle, once a promising young baritone at the Opera, and we, your mother and I, tried desperately to find him after the war. There was no trace, and since we knew he had been found out by the Germans and sent to a concentration camp, we assumed he was dead, a non-entry, like thousands of others.’

‘Why did you try to find him? Who was he to you?’

The only mother Jean-Pierre had ever known knelt beside his dressing-room chair, her exquisite features bespeaking the great star she had been; her blue-green eyes below her full, soft white hair were locked with his. She spoke softly. ‘Not only to us, my son, but to you. He was your natural father.’

‘Oh, my God! ... Then you, both of you—’

‘Your natural mother,’ added Villier père, quietly interrupting, ‘was a member of the Comédie—’

‘A splendid talent,’ broke in Catherine, ‘caught in those trying years between being an ingenue and being a woman, all of it made horrid by the occupation. She was a dear girl, like a younger sister to me.’

‘Please!’ cried Jean-Pierre, leaping to his feet as the mother he knew rose and stood by her husband. ‘This is all coming so quickly, it is so astonishing, I ... I can’t think!’

‘Sometimes it’s best not to think for a while, my son,’ said the elder Villier. ‘Stay numb until the mind tells you it is ready to accept.’

‘You used to tell me that years ago,’ said the actor, smiling sadly, warmly, at Julian, ‘when I had trouble with a scene or a monologue, and the meaning was escaping me. You’d say, “Just keep reading and rereading the words without trying so hard. Something will happen.”’

‘It was good advice, my husband.’

‘I was always a better teacher than I ever was a performer.’

‘Agreed,’ said Jean-Pierre softly.

‘I beg your pardon? You agree?’

‘I meant only, my father, that when you were onstage, you ... you—’

‘A part of you was always concentrating on the others,’ jumped in Catherine Villier, exchanging a knowing glance with her son - and not her son.

‘Ah, you both conspire again, has it not been so for years? The two great stars being gentle with the lesser player ...  Good! That’s over with ... For a few moments we all stopped thinking about tonight. Now, perhaps, we can talk.’

Silence.

‘For God’s sake, tell me what happened!’ exclaimed Jean-Pierre finally.

As he asked the question, there was a rapid knocking at the dressing-room door; it was opened by the theatre’s old night watchman. ‘Sorry to intrude, but I thought you ought to know. There are still reporters at the stage door. They won’t believe the police or me. We said you left earlier by the front entrance, but they’re not convinced. However, they cannot get inside.’

‘Then we’ll stay here for a while, if need be all night - at least I will. There’s a couch in the other room, and I’ve already called my wife. She heard everything on the news.’

‘Very well, sir ... Madame Villier, and you also, monsieur, despite the terrible circumstances it is glorious to see you both again. You are always remembered with great affection.’

‘Thank you, Charles,’ said Catherine. ‘You look well, my friend.’

‘I’d look better still if you were back onstage, madame.’ The watchman nodded and closed the door.

‘Go on, Father, what did happen?’

‘We were all part of the Resistance,’ began Julian Villier, sitting down on a small love seat across the room, ‘artists drawn together against an enemy that would destroy all art. And we had certain capabilities that served our cause. Musicians passed codes by inserting melodic phrases not in an original score; illustrators produced the daily and weekly posters demanded by the Germans, subtly employing colours and images that sent other messages. And we in the theatre continuously corrupted texts, especially those of revivals and well-known plays, often giving direct instructions to the saboteurs—’

‘At times it was quite amusing,’ interrupted the regal Catherine, joining her husband and taking his hand. ‘Say  there was a line like “I shall meet her at the Metro in Montparnasse.” We’d change it to “I shall meet her at the east railway station - she should be there by eleven o’clock.” The play would finish, the curtain fall, and all those Germans in their splendid uniforms would be applauding while a Resistance team left quickly to be in place for the sabotage units at the Gare de l‘Est an hour before midnight.’

‘Yes, yes,’ said Jean-Pierre impatiently. ‘I’ve heard the stories, but that’s not what I’m asking. I realize it’s as difficult for you as it is for me, but please, tell me what I must know.’

The white-haired couple looked intensely at each other; the wife nodded as their hands gripped, the veins showing. Her husband spoke. ‘Jodelle was found out, revealed by a young runner who could not take the torture. The Gestapo surrounded his house, waiting for him to return one night, but he couldn’t, for he was in Le Havre, making contact with British and American agents in the early planning stages of the invasion. By dawn, it was said that the leader of the Gestapo unit became furious with frustration. He stormed the house and executed your mother and your older brother, a child of five years. They picked up Jodelle several hours later; we managed to get word to him that you had survived.’

‘Oh ... my God!’ The celebrated actor grew pale, his eyes closed as he sank down into his chair. ‘Monsters! ... No, wait, what did you just say? “It was said that the leader of the Gestapo—” It was said? Not confirmed?’

‘You’re very quick, Jean-Pierre,’ observed Catherine. ‘You listen, that’s why you’re a great actor.’

‘To hell with that, Mother! What did you mean, Father?’

‘It was not the policy of the Germans to kill the families of Resistance fighters, real or suspected. They had more practical uses for them - torture them for information, or use them as bait for others, and there was always forced labour, women for the Officers Corps, a category in which your natural mother would certainly have fallen.’

‘Then why were they killed? ... No, first me. How did I survive?’

‘I went out to an early dawn meeting in the woods of Barbizon. I passed your house, saw windows broken, the front door smashed, and heard an infant crying. You. Everything was obvious and, of course, there would be no meeting. I brought you home, bicycling through the back roads to Paris.’

‘It’s a little late to thank you, but, again, why were my - my natural mother and my brother shot?’

‘Now you lost a word, my son,’ said the elder Villier.

‘What?’

‘In your shock, your listening wasn’t as acute as it was a moment before, when I described the events of that night.’

‘Stop it, Papa! Say what you mean!’


‘I said “executed”, you said “shot”.’

‘I don’t understand ...’

‘Before Jodelle was found out by the Germans, one of his covers was as a city messenger for the Ministry of Information - the Nazis could never get our arrondissements straight, much less our short, curving streets. We never learned the details, for as impressive as his voice was, Jodelle was extremely quiet where rumours were concerned - they were everywhere. Falsehoods, half-truths, and truths raced through Paris like gunfire at the slightest provocation. We were a city gripped by fear and suspicion—’

‘I understand that, my father,’ broke in the ever more impatient Jean-Pierre. ‘Please explain what I don’t understand. The details that you were never given, what did they concern and how did they result in the killings, the  executions?’

‘Jodelle said to a few of us that there was a man so high in the Resistance that he was a legend only whispered about, his identity the most closely guarded secret of the movement. Jodelle, however, claimed he had learned who the man was, and if what he had pieced together was accurate,  that same man, that “legend”, was no great hero but instead a traitor.’

‘Who was he?’ pressed Jean-Pierre.

‘He never told us. However, he did say that the man was a general in our French army, of which there were dozens. He said if he was right and any of us revealed the man’s name, we’d be shot by the Germans. If he was wrong and someone spoke of him in a defamatory way, our wing would be called unstable and we would no longer be trusted.’

‘What was he going to do then?’

‘If he was able to establish his proof, he would take the man out himself. He swore he was in a position to do so. We assumed - correctly, we believe, to this day - that whoever the traitor was, he somehow learned of Jodelle’s suspicions and gave the order to execute him and his family.’

‘That was it? Nothing else?’

‘Try to understand what the times were like, my son,’ said Catherine Villier. ‘A wrong word, even a hostile stare or a gesture, could result in immediate detention, imprisonment, and even, not unheard of, deportation. The occupation forces, especially the ambitious middle-level officers, were fanatically suspicious of everyone and everything. Each new Resistance accomplishment fuelled the fires of their anger. Quite simply, no one was safe. Kafka could not have invented such a hell.’

‘And you never saw him again until tonight?’

‘If we had, we would not have recognized him,’ replied Villier père. ‘I barely did when I identified his body. The years notwithstanding, he was, as the English say, a “rackabones” of the man I remembered, less than half the weight and height of his former self, his face mummified, a stretched, wrinkled version of what it once was.’

‘Perhaps it wasn’t he, is that possible, my father?’

‘No, it was Jodelle. His eyes were wide in death, and still so blue, so resoundingly blue, like a cloudless sky in the Mediterranean ... Like yours, Jean-Pierre.’

‘Jean-Pierre ... ?’ said the actor softly. ‘You gave me his name?’

‘In truth, it was your brother’s also,’ corrected the actress gently. ‘That poor child had no use for it, and we felt you should have it for Jodelle’s sake.’

‘That was caring of you—’

‘We knew we could never replace your true parents,’ continued the actress quickly, half pleadingly, ‘but we tried our best, my darling. In our wills we make clear everything that happened, but until tonight we hadn’t the courage within ourselves to tell you. We love you so.’

‘For God’s sake, stop, Mother, or I’ll burst out crying. Who in this world could ask for better parents than you two? I will never know what I cannot know, but forever you are my father and mother, and you know that.’

The telephone rang, startling them all. ‘The press doesn’t have this number, does it?’ asked Julian.

‘Not that I’m aware of,’ replied Jean-Pierre, turning to the phone on the dressing table. ‘Only you, Giselle, and my agent have it; not even my attorney or, God forbid, the owners of the theatre ... Yes?’ he said gutturally.

‘Jean-Pierre?’ asked his wife, Giselle, over the telephone.

‘Of course, my dear.’

‘I wasn’t sure—’

‘I wasn’t either, that’s why I altered my voice. Mother and Father are here, and I’ll be home as soon as the newspapers give up for the night.’

‘I think you should find a way to come home now.’

‘What?’

‘A man has come to see you—’

‘At this hour? Who is he?’

‘An American, and he says he has to talk to you. It’s about tonight.’

‘Tonight ... here at the theatre?’

‘Yes, my dear.’

‘Perhaps you shouldn’t have let him in, Giselle.’

‘I’m afraid I didn’t have a choice. Henri Bressard is with him.’

‘Henri? What does tonight have to do with the Quai d’Orsay?’

‘As we speak, our dear friend Henri is all smiles and diplomatic charm and will tell me nothing until you arrive ... Am I right, Henri?’

‘Too true, my dearest Giselle’ was the faint reply heard by Villier. ‘I know little or nothing myself.’

‘Did you hear him, my darling?’

‘Clearly enough. What about the American? Is he a boor? Just answer yes or no.’

‘Quite the contrary. Although, as you actors might say, his eyes have a hot flame in them.’

‘What about Mother and Father? Should they come with me?’

Giselle Villier addressed the two men in the room, repeating the question. ‘Later,’ said the man from the Quai d‘Orsay, loud enough to be heard over the telephone. ‘We’ll speak to them later, Jean-Pierre,’ he added even louder. ‘Not tonight.’

 



The actor and his parents left the theatre by the front entrance, the night watchman having told the press that Villier would appear shortly at the stage door. ‘Let us know what’s happening,’ said Julian as he and his wife embraced their son and walked to the first of the two taxis called from the dressing-room phone. Jean-Pierre climbed into the second, giving the driver his address in the Parc Monceau.

 



The introductions were both brief and alarming. Henri Bressard, First Secretary of Foreign Affairs for the Republic of France and a close friend of the younger Villiers for a decade, spoke calmly, gesturing at his American companion, a tall man in his mid-thirties with dark brown hair and sharp features, albeit with clear grey eyes that were disturbingly alive, perhaps in contrast to his gentle smile. ‘This is Drew  Latham, Jean Pierre. He is a special officer for a branch of US intelligence known only as Consular Operations, a unit our own sources have determined to be under the combined authority of the American State Department and the Central Intelligence Agency ... My God, how the two can get together is beyond this diplomat!’

‘It’s not always easy, Mr Secretary,’ said Latham pleasantly, if haltingly, in broken French, ‘but we manage.’

‘Perhaps we should speak English,’ offered Giselle Villier. ‘We are all fluent.’

‘Thank you very much,’ the American responded in English. ‘I don’t want to be misunderstood.’

‘You won’t be,’ said Villier, ‘but please be aware that we - I - must understand why you are here tonight, this terrible night. I have heard things this evening that I have never heard before - are you to add to them, monsieur?’

‘Jean-Pierre,’ broke in Giselle, ‘what are you talking about?’

‘Let him answer,’ said Villier, his large blue eyes riveted on the American.

‘Maybe, maybe not,’ replied the intelligence officer. ‘I know you’ve talked to your parents, but I can’t know what you talked about.’

‘Naturally. But it’s possible you might assume a certain direction in our conversation, no?’

‘Frankly, yes, although I don’t know how much you’d been told before. The events of tonight suggest that you knew nothing about Jean-Pierre Jodelle.’

‘Quite true, said the actor.

‘The Sureté, who also know nothing, questioned you at length and were convinced you were telling the truth.’

‘Why not, Monsieur Latham? I was telling the truth.’

‘Is there another truth now, Mr Villier?’

‘Yes, there is.’

‘Will you both stop talking in circles!’ cried the actor’s wife. ‘What is this truth?’

‘Be calm, Giselle. We are on the same wavelength, as the Americans say.’

‘Shall we stop here?’ asked the Consular Operations officer. ‘Would you rather we speak privately?’

‘No, of course not. My wife is entitled to know everything, and Henri here is one of our closest friends, as well as a man trained to keep his own counsel.’

‘May we sit down,’ said Giselle firmly. ‘This is too confusing to absorb standing up.’ When they had taken their seats, hers next to her husband‘s, she added, ‘Please continue, Monsieur Latham, and I beg you to be clearer.’

‘I should like to know,’ broke in Bressard, every inch the government official, ‘who is this Jodelle person, and why should Jean-Pierre know anything at all about him?’

‘Forgive me, Henri,’ interrupted the actor. ‘Not that I mind, but I’d like to know why Monsieur Latham saw fit to use you as a means to reach me.’

‘I knew you were friends.’ The American answered for himself. ‘In fact, several weeks ago, when I mentioned to Henri that I was unable to get tickets to your play, you were kind enough to leave a pair at the box office for me.’

‘Ah, yes, I remember ... Your name seemed somehow familiar, but with everything that’s happened, I didn’t make the connection. “Two in the name of Latham ...” I do recall.’

‘You were wonderful, sir—’

‘You’re very kind,’ interrupted Jean-Pierre, dismissing the compliment and studying the US intelligence officer, then looking at Bressard. ‘Therefore,’ he continued, ‘I may assume that you and Henri are acquainted.’

‘More officially than socially,’ said Bressard. ‘I believe we’ve dined only once together; actually it was an extension of a conference that was largely unresolved.’

‘Between your two governments,’ Giselle observed aloud.

‘Yes,’ agreed Bressard.

‘And what do you and Monsieur Latham confer about, Henri?’ pressed the wife. ‘If I may ask.’

‘Of course you may, my dear,’ replied Bressard. ‘Generally speaking, sensitive situations, events that are taking place or have taken place in the past that might harm or embarrass our respective governments.’

‘Tonight falls into that category?’

‘Drew must answer that, Giselle, I cannot, and I’m as eager as you are to learn. He roused me out of bed over an hour ago insisting that for both our sakes I bring him to you immediately. When I asked him why, he made it clear that only Jean-Pierre could permit me to have the information - information that pertained to the events of tonight.’

‘Which is why you suggested we speak privately, is that correct, Monsieur Latham?’ asked Villier.

‘It is, sir.’

‘Then your arrival here tonight, this terrible night, falls under the blanket of official business, n’est-ce pas?’

‘I’m afraid it does,’ said the American.

‘Even considering the lateness of the hour and the tragedy we alluded to?’

‘Again, yes,’ said Latham. ‘Every hour is vital to us. Especially to me, if you want to be specific.’

‘I do care to be specific, monsieur.’

‘All right, I’ll speak plainly. My brother’s a case officer with the Central Intelligence Agency. He was sent out undercover into the Hausruck mountains in Austria. It was a survey operation involving a spreading neo-Nazi organization, and he hasn’t been heard from in six weeks.’

‘I can understand your concern, Drew,’ interrupted Henri Bressard, ‘but what has it to do with this evening - this terrible night, as Jean-Pierre called it?’

The American looked at Villier in silence; the actor spoke. ‘The deranged old man who killed himself in the theatre was my father,’ he said quietly, ‘my natural father. Years ago, in the war, he was a Resistance fighter. The Nazis found him and broke him, drove him mad.’

Giselle gasped; her hand shot to her left, gripping her husband’s arm.

‘They’re back,’ said Latham, ‘growing in numbers and influence beyond anything anyone wants to believe or talk about.’

‘Say there’s even a granule of truth in what you say,’ pressed Bressard. ‘What has it to do with the Quai d’Orsay? You said “for both our sakes”. How, my friend?’

‘You’ll get a full briefing tomorrow at our embassy. I insisted on that two hours ago, and Washington agreed. Until then I can tell you only - and it’s all I really know - that the money trail through Switzerland to Austria and the growing Nazi movement is secretly funnelled from people here in France. Who, we don’t know, but it’s immense, millions upon millions of dollars. To fanatics who are rebuilding the party - Hitler’s party in exile - but still in Germany, hidden in Germany.’

‘Which, if you’re correct, means there’s another organization here, is that what you’re saying?’ asked Bressard.

‘Jodelle’s traitor,’ whispered an astonished Jean-Pierre Villier, leaning forward in the chair. ‘The French general!’

‘Or what he created,’ said Latham.

‘For God’s sake, what are you two talking about?’ exclaimed the actor’s wife. ‘A newly discovered father, the Resistance, Nazis, millions of dollars to fanatics in the mountains! It all sounds crazy—fou!’

‘Why don’t you start at the beginning, Drew Latham,’ said the actor softly. ‘Perhaps I might fill in with things I knew nothing about before tonight.’




CHAPTER TWO

‘According to the records in our possession,’ began Latham, ‘in June of 1946 a repatriated member of the French Resistance, alternately using the names of Jean Froisant and Pierre Jodelle, appeared repeatedly at our embassy in various simple disguises and always at night. He claimed he was being silenced by the Paris courts regarding his knowledge of the treasonous activities of a leader of the Resistance. The traitor supposedly was a French general under privileged house arrest accorded by the German High Command to your general officers who remained in France. The judgement of the OSI investigators was negative, the determination being that Froisant/Jodelle was mentally unbalanced, as were hundreds, if not thousands, who had been psychologically crippled in the concentration camps.’

‘The OSI is the Office of Special Investigations,’ explained Bressard, seeing the bewildered expressions on the faces of both Villiers. ‘It’s the American department created to pursue war criminals.’

‘I’m sorry, I thought you knew,’ said Latham. ‘It operated extensively here in France in conjunction with your authorities.’

‘Of course,’ acknowledged Giselle. ‘It was the formal name; I’m told we had others. Collaborationist-hunters, pig-seekers, so many names.’

‘Please continue,’ said Jean-Pierre, frowning, disturbed. ‘Jodelle was dismissed as a madman - just like that?’

‘It wasn’t arbitrary, if that’s what you mean. He was interrogated at length, including three separate depositions  taken independently of one another to check for inconsistencies. It’s standard procedure—’

‘Then you have the information,’ interrupted the actor. ‘Who was this general?’

‘We don’t know—’

‘You don’t know?’ cried Bressard. ‘Mon Dieu, you didn’t  lose the material, did you?’

‘No, we didn’t lose it, Henri, it was stolen.’

‘But you said, “according to the records”!’ Giselle broke in.

‘I said “according to the records in our possession”,’ corrected Latham. ‘You can index a name in a particular time frame, and the index will summarize without specifics the substantiated case histories where procedures were followed and final determinations were made. Materials such as interrogations and depositions are in separate classified files to protect the privacy of the individuals from hostile inquiries ... Those were the files that were removed. Why, we don’t know - or perhaps now we do.’

‘But you knew about me,’ interrupted Jean-Pierre. ‘How?’

‘As new information comes in, the index summaries are updated by the OSI. About three years ago, a drunken Jodelle accosted the American ambassador outside the Lyceum Theatre, where you were appearing in a play—’


‘Je m’appelle Aquilon!’ Bressard broke in enthusiastically. ‘You were magnifique!’

‘Oh, be quiet, Henri ... Go on, Drew Latham.’

‘Jodelle kept shouting what a great actor you were, and that you were his son, and why wouldn’t the Americans listen to him. Naturally, the theatre’s attendants pulled him away as the doorman escorted the ambassador to his limousine. He explained that the old drunken tramp was unbalanced, an obsessed fan who hung around the theatres where you were playing.’

‘I never saw him. Why is that?’

‘Also explained by the doorman. Whenever you appeared at the stage door, he ran away.’

‘That doesn’t make sense!’ said Giselle firmly.

‘I’m afraid it does, my dear,’ countered Jean-Pierre, looking sadly at his wife. ‘At least according to what I learned tonight ... So, monsieur,’ continued the actor, ‘because of that odd yet not unusual event, my name was included in the - how do you say it? - your nonclassified intelligence files?’

‘Only as part of a behaviour pattern, not taken seriously.’

‘But you took it seriously, n’est-ce pas?’

‘Please understand me, sir,’ said Latham, leaning forward in the chair. ‘Five weeks and four days ago my brother was to make contact with his Munich runner. It was a specific arrangement, not an estimate, every logistic was narrowed down to a time frame of twelve hours. Three years of a high-risk, deep-cover operation were finished, the end in sight, his secure transportation to the States arranged. When a week passed and there was no word from him, I flew back to Washington and pored over everything we had, everything there was, on Harry’s operation - that’s my brother, Harry Latham ... For one reason or another, probably because it was an odd reference, the Lyceum Theatre episode struck me, stayed with me. As you implied, why was it even there? Famous actors and actresses are frequently bothered by fans who are obsessed with them. We read about that sort of thing all the time.’

‘I believe I said as much,’ interrupted Villier. ‘It’s an occupational sickness and, for the most part, quite harmless.’

‘That’s what I thought, sir. Why was it there?’

‘Did you find an answer?’

‘Not really, but enough to convince me to try and find Jodelle. Since I came back to Paris two weeks ago, I’ve looked everywhere, in all the back alleys of Montparnasse, in all the run-down sections of the city.’

‘Why?’ asked Giselle. ‘What partial answer did you find? Why was my husband’s name forwarded to Washington in the first place?’

‘I asked myself the same question, Mrs Villier. So while I  was in Washington I looked up the former ambassador - from the last administration - and asked him. You see, the information could not have been forwarded to the intelligence community unless he authorized it.’

‘What did my old friend the ambassador say?’ Bressard broke in, his tone unmistakably critical.

‘It was his wife—’


‘Ah,’said the Quai d‘Orsay official, ‘then one should listen. She should have been the ambassadeur. So much more intelligent, so much more knowledgeable. She’s a physician, you know.’

‘Yes, I spoke with her. She’s also an avid theatregoer. She always insists on sitting in the first three rows.’

‘Hardly the best seats,’ said the actor softly. ‘One loses the perspective for the immediate. Forgive me, go on. What did she say?’

‘It was your eyes, Mr Villier. And those of Jodelle when he stopped them on the pavement and shouted hysterically. “Both their eyes were so intensely blue,” she said, “yet the colour was extraordinarily light, extremely unusual for blue-eyed people.” So she thought, delusions or not, that there might be substance to the old man’s ravings because the similarity of such unusual eyes could only be genetically transmitted. She admitted it was a speculative call, but one she couldn’t overlook. And, as Henri mentioned, she is a doctor.’

‘So your suspicions proved to be accurate,’ said Jean-Pierre, nodding his head reflectively.

‘When the news came over the television that an unidentified old man had shot himself in the theatre after screaming that you were his son - well, I knew I’d found Jodelle.’

‘But you didn’t, Drew Latham. You found the son, not the father he never knew. So where are you now? There’s little I can add that you don’t already know, and that much I myself just found out tonight from the only parents I’ve ever known. They tell me Jodelle was a Resistance fighter, a  baritone at the Paris Opera, found out by the Germans and sent to a concentration camp from which he supposedly never returned. Obviously he did, and apparently the poor soul recognized his infirmities and never revealed himself.’ The actor paused, then added sadly, pensively, ‘He gave me a privileged life and rejected any worthwhile life for himself.’

‘He must have loved you very much, my darling,’ said Giselle. ‘But what sorrow, what torment he had to live with.’

‘They looked for him. They tried so hard to find him - he could have been given medical treatment. God, what a tragic waste!’ Jean-Pierre looked over at the American. ‘Again, monsieur, what can I say? I can’t help you any more than I can help myself.’

‘Tell me exactly what happened. I learned very little at the theatre. The police weren’t there when it happened, and the witnesses who remained - mainly ushers by the time I arrived - weren’t much help. Most claimed they heard the shouts, at first thinking they were part of the “bravos”, then saw an old man in dishevelled clothes running down the aisle, yelling that you were his son and carrying a rifle, which he turned on himself and fired. That was about it.’

‘No, there was more,’ said Villier, shaking his head. ‘There was a brief hush in the audience, a momentary pause, that shock of astonishment before the vocal reaction begins. It was then that I clearly heard several of his statements. “I have failed you and your mother - I am useless, a nothing. I only want you to know I tried - I tried but failed.” That’s all I recall, then there was chaos. I have no idea what he meant.’

‘It has to be in the words, Mr Villier,’ said Latham rapidly, emphatically, ‘and it had to be something so vital to him, so catastrophic that he broke the silence of a lifetime and confronted you. A last gesture before killing himself; something had to trigger it.’

‘Or the final deterioration of an unbalanced mind pushed over the edge into utter madness,’ suggested the actor’s wife.

‘I don’t think so,’ the American courteously disagreed. ‘He was too focused. He knew exactly what he was doing - what he was going to do. He somehow got into the theatre with a concealed rifle, no mean feat, and then waited until the performance was over and your husband was accepting the praises of the crowd - he wasn’t going to deny him that. A man gripped in the emotional frenzy of an insane act would be prone to interrupting the play, pivoting the entire attention on himself. Jodelle didn’t. A part of him was too rational, too rationally generous to permit it.’

‘Are you also a psychologist?’ asked Bressard.

‘No more than you are, Henri. The bottom line for both of us is studying behaviour, predicting it if we can, isn’t that so?’

‘So you’re saying,’ interrupted Villier, ‘that my father - the natural father I never knew - rationally calculated the moves for his own death because he was motivated by something that happened to him.’ The actor leaned back in his chair, frowning. ‘Then we must find out what it was, mustn’t we?’

‘I don’t know how, sir. He’s dead.’

‘If an actor is analysing a character he must bring to life on the stage or in a film, and that character is beyond the clichés of his imagination, he has to study the reality, expand upon it, doesn’t he?’

‘I’m not sure what you mean.’

‘Many years ago I was called upon to play a murderous Bedouin sheikh, a very unsympathetic man who ruthlessly kills his enemies because he believes they are the enemies of Allah. It brought to mind all the clichés one expects: the satanic brows; the sharp chin beard; the thin, evil lips; the messianic eyes - it was all so banal, I thought. So I flew to Jidda, went into the desert - under luxurious conditions, I assure you - and met with several Bedouin chieftains. They were nothing of the sort. They were religious zealots, indeed, but they were calm, very courteous, and truly believed that what the West called the Arab crimes of their grandfathers were entirely justified, for those ancient enemies were the enemies of their God. They even explained  that after each death, their ancestors would pray to Allah for the safe deliverance of their enemies. There was a true sadness in what they felt was necessary slaughter. Do you see what I mean?’

‘That was Le Carnage duVoile,’ said the Quai d‘Orsay’s Bressard. ‘You were superb and stole the film from its two stars. Paris’s leading critic wrote that your evil was so pure because you clothed it in such quiet benevolence—’


‘Please, Henri. Enough.’

‘I still don’t know what you’re driving at, Mr Villier.’

‘If what you believe about Jodelle ... if what you believe is true, then a part of him was less mad than his actions would indicate. Isn’t that really what you are saying?’

‘Yes, it is. I believe it. That’s why I’ve been trying to find him.’

‘And such a man, regardless of his infirmities, is capable of communicating with others, with his equally unfortunate peers, not so?’

‘Probably. Sure.’

‘Then we must start with his reality, the environs in which he lived. We’ll do it, I’ll do it.’

‘Jean-Pierre!’ cried Giselle. ‘What are you saying?’

‘Our revival has no matinees. Only an idiot would play Coriolanus eight times a week. My days are free.’

‘And?’ asked a disturbed Bressard, his eyebrows arched.

‘As you have so generously implied, Henri, I am a passably adequate actor and I have access to every costume establishment in Paris. The attire will be no problem, and extremist makeup has always been one of my strengths. Before he passed away, Monsieur Olivier and I agreed that it was a dishonest artifice - the chameleon, he called it - but nevertheless more than half the battle. I will enter the world where Jodelle existed and perhaps I’ll get lucky. He had to talk to someone, I’m convinced of that.’

‘Those environs,’ said Latham, ‘that “world” of his is pretty sordid and can be violent, Mr Villier. If some of those characters think you have twenty francs, they’ll break your  legs for it. I carry a weapon, and without exaggeration, I felt I had to display it on five separate occasions during the past weeks. Also, most of those people are tight-lipped and don’t like outsiders who ask questions; in fact, they resent it strongly. I didn’t get anywhere.’

‘Ah, but you are not an actor, monsieur, and in all frankness, your French could be improved upon. No doubt you prowled those streets in your normal clothes, your overall appearance not much different from what we see now, n’est-ce pas?’

‘Well ... yes.’

‘Again, forgive me, but a clean-shaven man in rather decent attire and asking a question in hesitant French would hardly inspire confidence among Jodelle’s confrères in that world of his.’

‘Jean-Pierre, stop it!’ exclaimed the actor’s wife. ‘What you’re suggesting is out of the question! My feelings and your safety aside, your run-of-the-play contract forbids you to undertake physical risk. My God, you’re not permitted to ski or play polo or even fly your plane!’

‘But I won’t be skiing or on a horse or flying my plane. I’m merely going across the city into various arrondissements to research atmosphere. It’s far less than travelling to Saudi Arabia for a secondary film role.’


‘Merde!’ cried Bressard. ‘It’s preposterous!’

‘I didn’t come here to ask such a thing of you, sir,’ said Latham. ‘I came hoping you might know something that could help me. You don’t and I accept that. My government can hire people to do what you’re suggesting.’

‘Then without false modesty I suggest that you wouldn’t be getting the best. You do want the best, don’t you, Drew Latham, or have you forgotten your brother so quickly? Your anxiety tells me you haven’t. He must be a fine man, a splendid older brother who undoubtedly helped you, guided you. Naturally you feel you owe him whatever you can do.’

‘I’m concerned, yes, but that’s personal,’ interrupted the American sharply. ‘I’m a professional.’

‘So am I, monsieur. And I owe the man we call Jodelle every bit as much as you owe your brother. Perhaps more. He lost his wife and his first child fighting for all of us, then tragically consigned his own existence to a hell we can’t imagine so that I might thrive. Oh, yes, I owe him - professionally and personally. Also the woman, the young actress who was my natural mother, and the child whose first name I bear, the older brother who might have guided me. My debt is heavy, Drew Latham, and you will not stop me from paying something back. None of you will ... Be so kind as to come here tomorrow at noon. I’ll be prepared and all the arrangements will be made.’

 



Latham and Henri Bressard walked out of the imposing Villier house on the Parc Monceau to the official’s car. ‘Need I tell you that I don’t like any of this?’ said the Frenchman.

‘Neither do I,’ agreed Drew. ‘He may be a hell of an actor, but he’s out of his depth.’

‘Depth? What depth? I simply don’t like his going into the bowels of Paris where, if he’s recognized, he could be assaulted for his money or even kidnapped for a ransom. You’re saying something else, I believe. What is it?’

‘I’m not sure, call it instinct. Something did happen to Jodelle, and it’s a lot more than a deranged old man killing himself in front of the son he never acknowledged. The act itself was one of final desperation; he knew he had been beaten, irrevocably beaten.’

‘Yes, I heard Jean-Pierre’s words,’ said Bressard, rounding the trunk to the driver’s side as Latham opened the door at the kerb. ‘The old man shouted that he had failed; he had tried but failed.’

‘But what had he tried? What did he fail to do? What was  it?’

‘The end of his road, perhaps,’ replied Henri, starting the car and heading into the street. ‘The knowledge that at long last the enemy was beyond his reach.’

‘To know that, to really know it, he had to have found that enemy, and then understood that he was helpless. He knew he was considered a madman; neither Paris nor Washington thought he was credible, and he’d been rejected, hell, thrown out of the courts. So he went out on his own to find his enemy, and once he found it ... him ... they, something happened. They stopped him cold.’

‘If that was the case, instead of merely stopping him, why didn’t they kill him?’

‘They couldn’t. Because if they did, it would raise too many questions. Kept alive until he died, and at his age and in his condition, that wasn’t far off, he was just another delusional drunk. But if he was murdered, his crazy accusations might appear more credible. People like me might begin digging, and his enemy can’t afford that. Alive he was a nothing, killed he’s something else.’

‘I fail to see your point as it pertains to Jean-Pierre, my friend.’

‘Jodelle’s enemies, the group here in France that I’m convinced is linked to the Nazi movement in Germany, are way down deep, but they’ve got eyes and ears above the ground. If the old man made contact, the least they’ll do is follow up on his suicide. They’ll be on the lookout for anyone asking questions about him. If there’s any truth in what Jodelle claimed, again they can’t afford not to ... And that leads me back to the missing OSI files in Washington. They were stolen for a reason.’

‘I see what you mean,’ said Bressard, ‘and now I’m definitely against Villier’s involvement. I’ll do my best to stop him; Giselle will help. She’s as strong as he is, and he adores her.’

‘Maybe you weren’t listening a while ago. He said none of us could stop him. He wasn’t acting, Henri, he meant it.’

‘I agree, but you’ve brought in another equation. We’ll sleep on it, if any of us can sleep ... Do you still have your flat on the rue du Bac?’

‘Yes, but I want to stop at the embassy first. There’s  someone in Washington I have to call on a secure line. Our transport will get me home.’

‘As you wish.’

 



Latham took the elevator down to the embassy basement complex and walked through a white, neon-lit corridor to the communications centre. He inserted his plastic access card into the security receptacle; there was a brief, sharp buzz, the heavy door opened, and he walked inside. The large air-cooled, dust-filtered room, like the corridor, was pristine white, the panoply of electronic equipment lining three walls, the metal glistening, a swivel chair placed every six feet in front of its own console. Due to the hour, however, only one chair was occupied; traffic was lightest between two and six o’clock in the morning, Paris time.

‘I see you’ve got the graveyard, Bobby,’ said Drew to the sole occupant across the room. ‘You holding up?’

‘Actually, I like it,’ replied Robert Durbane, a fifty-three-year-old communications specialist and senior officer of the embassy’s comm centre. ‘My people think I’m such a good guy when I assign the shift to myself; they’re wrong, but don’t tell them. See what I have to work on?’ Durbane held up a folded London Times, the page displaying the infamous  Times crossword puzzle and lethal double acrostic.

‘I’d say that’s adding masochism to double duty,’ said Latham, crossing to the chair to the right of the operator. ‘I can’t do either one, don’t even try.’

‘You and the rest of the youngsters. No comment, Mr Intelligence Man.’

‘I suspect there’s gravel in that remark.’

‘Wear sandals on the driveway ... What can I do for you?’

‘I want to call Sorenson on scrambler.’

‘He didn’t reach you about an hour ago?’

‘I wasn’t home.’

‘You’ll find his message ... that’s funny, though, he spoke as if you and he had been talking.’

‘We did, but that was nearly three hours ago.’

‘Use the red telephone in the cage.’ Durbane turned and gestured towards a built-in glass cubicle fronting the fourth wall, the glass rising to the ceiling. The ‘cage’, as it was called, was a soundproof, secure area where confidential conversations could be held without being overheard. The embassy personnel were grateful for it; what they did not hear could not be extracted from them. ‘You’ll know when you’re on scrambler,’ added the specialist.

‘I would hope so,’ said Drew, referring to the discordant beeps that preceded a harsh hum over the line, the signal that the scrambler was in operation. He rose from the chair, walked to the thick glass door of the cage, and let himself in. There was a large Formica table in the centre with the red telephone, pads, pencils, and an ashtray on top. In the corner of this unique enclosure was a paper shredder whose contents were burned every eight hours, more often if necessary. Latham sat down in the desk chair, positioned so his back was to the personnel operating the consoles; maximum security included the fear of lip-reading, which was laughed at until a Soviet mole was discovered in the embassy’s communications during the height of the Cold War. Drew picked up the phone and waited; eighty-two seconds later the beep-and-hum litany was played, then came the voice of Wesley T. Sorenson, director of Consular Operations.

‘Where the devil have you been?’ asked Sorenson.

‘After you cleared my contacting Henri Bressard with our promise of disclosure, I went to the theatre, then called Bressard. He took me to the Villier house on Parc Monceau. I just got here.’

‘Then your projections were right?’

‘As right as simple arithmetic.’

‘Good Lord ... ! The old man really was Villier’s father?’

‘Confirmed by Villier himself, who learned it from - as he put it - the only parents he’d ever known.’

‘Considering the circumstances, what a hell of a shock!’

‘That’s what we have to talk about, Wes. The shock produced a mountain of guilt in our famous actor. He’s determined to use his skills and go underground to see if he can make contact with Jodelle’s friends, try to learn if the old man told anyone where he was going during the past few days, who it was he wanted to find, and what he intended to do.’


‘Your scenario,’ interrupted Sorenson. ‘Your scenario, if your projections proved accurate.’

‘It had to be - if I was right. But that scenario called for using our own assets, not Villier himself.’

‘And you were right. Congratulations.’

‘I had help, Wes, namely the former ambassador’s wife.’

‘But you found her, no one else did.’

‘I don’t think anyone else has a brother in a tight, no-answer situation.’

‘I understand. So what’s your problem?’

‘Villier’s determination. I tried to talk him out of it, but I couldn’t, I can‘t, and I don’t think anyone can.’

‘Why should you? Perhaps he can learn something. Why interfere?’

‘Because whoever triggered Jodelle’s suicide must have faced him down. Somehow they convinced him that he’d lost the whole ball of wax, he was finished. There was nothing left for the old man.’

‘Psychologically that makes sense. His obsession had nowhere to go but to destroy him. So?’

‘Whoever they are will certainly follow up on his suicide. As I told Bressard, they can’t afford not to. If someone, no matter who it is, shows up asking questions about Jodelle - well, if his enemies are who I think they are, that someone hasn’t got much of a future.’

‘Did you tell this to Villier?’

‘Not in so many words, but I made it clear that what he wanted to do was extremely dangerous. In essence, he told me to go to hell. He said he owed Jodelle every bit as much,  if not more, than I owe Harry. I’m supposed to go to his place tomorrow at noon. He says he’ll be ready.’

‘Spell it out for him then,’ ordered Sorenson. ‘If he still insists, let him go.’

‘Do we want his potentially shortened future on our slate?’

‘Tough decisions are called tough because they’re not easy. You want to find Harry, and I want to find a rotten cancer that’s growing in Germany.’

‘I’d like to find both,’ said Latham.

‘Of course. I would too. So if your actor wants to perform, don’t stop him.’

‘I want him covered.’

‘You should, a dead actor can’t tell us what he’s learned. Work it out with the Deuxième, they’re very good at that sort of thing. In an hour or so I’ll call Claude Moreau. He’s head of the Bureau and will be in his office by then. We worked together in Istanbul; he was the best field agent French intelligence ever had, world class, to be exact. He’ll give you what you need.’

‘Should I tell Villier?’

‘I’m one of the old boys, Latham, maybe that’s good and maybe that’s bad, but I believe that if you’re going to mount an operation, you go the whole nine yards. Villier should also be wired; it’s an added risk, of course, and you should spell out everything to him. Let him make a clean decision.’

‘I’m glad we’re in sync. Thank you for that.’

‘I came in from the cold, Drew, but I was once where you are now. It’s a lousy chess game, specifically when the pawns can get killed. Their blips never leave you, take my word for it. They’re fodder for nightmares.’

‘Everything everybody says about you is true, isn’t it? Including your predilection for having us in the field call you by your first name.’

‘Most of what they say I did is totally exaggerated,’ said the director of Consular Operations, ‘but when I was out there, if I could have called my boss Bill or George or  Stanford or just plain Casey, I think I might have been a hell of a lot more candid. That’s what I want from you people. “Mr Director” is an impediment.’

‘You’re so right.’

‘I know. So do what you have to do.’

 



Latham walked out of the embassy on avenue Gabriel to the waiting armour-plated diplomatic car that would take him to his flat on the rue du Bac. It was a Citroën sedan, the rear seats far too shallow, so he chose to sit in the front next to the marine driver. ‘You know the address?’ he asked.

‘Oh, yes, sir. Surely I do, certainly.’

An exhausted Drew looked briefly at the man; the accent was unmistakably American, but the juxtaposition of words was odd. Or was it simply that the was so tired that his hearing was playing tricks on him. He closed his eyes, for how long he did not know, grateful for the nothingness, the blank void that filled his inner screen. For at least several minutes his anxiety was put on hold. He needed the respite, he welcomed it. Then suddenly he was aware of motion, the jostling of his body in the seat. He opened his eyes; the driver was speeding across a bridge as though he were in a Le Mans race. Latham spoke. ‘Hey, guy, I’m not rushing to a late date. Cool it on the accelerator, pal.’


‘Tut mir - sorry, sir.’


‘What?’They sped off the bridge and the marine swung the car into a dark, unfamiliar street. Then it was clear; they were nowhere near the rue du Bac. Drew shouted, ‘What the hell are you doing?’

‘It is a shortened cut, sir.’

“Bullshit! Stop this fucking car!’


‘Nein!’ yelled the man in the marine uniform. ‘You go where I take you, buddy!’ The driver yanked an automatic from his tunic and pointed it at Latham’s chest. ‘You give me no orders, I give you orders!’

‘Christ, you’re one of them. You son of a bitch, you’re one  of them!’

‘You will meet others, and then you will be gone!’

‘It’s true, isn’t it? You’re all over Paris—’

‘Und England, und die Vereinigte Staaten, und Europa! ... Sieg Heil!’

‘Sieg up your ass,’ said Drew quietly, levelling his left hand in the rushing shadows beneath the weapon, his left foot inching across the Citroën’s floorboard. ‘How about a big surprise, blitzkrieg style?’ With those words Latham jammed his left foot against the brake pedal while simultaneously smashing his left hand up into the elbow of his would-be captor’s right arm. The gun spun in the neo-Nazi’s hand; Drew grabbed it and fired into the driver’s right kneecap as they crashed into the corner of a building.

‘You lose!’ said Latham breathlessly, opening the door and grabbing the man by his tunic. Stepping outside, he yanked him across the seat, throwing him to the pavement. They were in one of the industrial sections of Paris, two- and three-storey factories, deserted for the night. Beyond the dim street lamps, the only brightness came from the damaged Citroën’s headlights. It was enough.

‘You’re going to talk to me, buddy.’ he said to the false marine curled up on the sidewalk, moaning and clutching his wounded leg, ‘or the next bullet goes right through those two hands around your knee. Shattered hands never fully recover. It’s a hell of a way to live.’


‘Nein! Nein! Do not shoot!’

‘Why not? You were going to kill me, you told me so. I’d “be gone,” I distinctly remember. I’m much kinder. I won’t kill you, I’ll just make your staying alive a mess. After your hands, your feet will be next ... Who are you and how did you get that uniform, that car? Tell me!’

‘We have uniforms ... amerikanische, französische,englische.’

‘The car, the embassy car. Where’s the man whose place you took?’

‘He was told not to come—’

‘By whom?’

‘I do not know! The car was brought to the front. The  Schlüssel— the key, I mean - was in it. I was ordered to drive you.’

‘Who ordered you?’

‘My superiors.’

‘The people you were taking me to?’

‘Ja.’

‘Who are they? Give me some names. Now.’

‘I do not know any names! We are reached by codes, by numbers and letters.’

‘What’s your name?’ Drew crouched by the impostor, the barrel of the gun jammed against the nearest hand around the bleeding kneecap.

‘Erich Hauer, I swear it!’

‘Your code name, Erich. Or forget about your hands and feet.’


‘C-Zwölf—twelve.’

‘You speak much better English when you’re not scared shitless, Erich-buddy ... Where were you taking me?’

‘Five, six avenues from here. I would know by the  Scheinwerfer—’

‘The what?’

‘Headlights. From a narrow street on the left.’

‘Stay right where you are, Little Adolf,’ said Latham, rising and sidestepping to the car door, his weapon on the German. Awkwardly, he backed down into the front seat, his left hand thrusting below the dashboard until he found the car phone with a direct line to the embassy. As the transmitting mechanism was in the trunk, the odds were favourable that it would be operational. It was. Glancing quickly, Drew pressed the zero button four times in rapid succession. The signal for emergency.

‘American Embassy,’ came Durbane’s voice over the speaker. ‘Your status is Zero Four. On tape, go ahead!’

‘Bobby, it’s Latham—’

‘I know that, I’ve got you on the grids. Why the big Four 0?’

‘We were sandbagged. I was on my way to a fast execution, courtesy of our Nazi nightmare. The marine driver was a phoney; somebody in the transport pool set me up. Check that whole unit out!’


‘Christ,are you all right?’

‘Just a tad shaken; we had an accident and the skinhead didn’t fare too well.’

‘Well, I’ve got you on the grids. I’ll send a patrol out—’

‘You know exactly where we are?’

‘Of course.’

‘Send two patrols, Bobby, one armed for assault.’

‘Are you crazy? This is Paris; it’s French!’

‘I’ll cover us. This is an order from Cons-Op ... Five or six blocks south, on the left, there’s a car parked on a side street, its headlights on. We’ve got to take that car, take the people in it!’

‘Who are they?’

‘Among other things, my executioners ... There’s no time, Bobby. Do it!’ Latham slammed the telephone back into its receptacle and lurched out of the car to Erich Hauer, who could lead them to a hundred others in Paris and beyond, whether he knew it or not. The chemicals would open the doors of his mind; it was vital. Drew grabbed his legs as the man screamed in pain.

‘Please ... !’

‘Shut up, pighead. You’re mine, you got that? Start talking, it’ll be easier on you later.’

‘I do not know anything. I am only C-Zwölf, what more can I say?’

‘That’s not good enough! I have a brother who went after you bastards; it was the last leg of a rotten trip. So you’re going to give me more, a lot more, before I’m finished with you. Take my word for it, Erich-buddy, you really don’t want to deal with me.’

Suddenly, out of the deserted dark street, a black sedan came screeching around the corner. It slowed down rapidly, briefly, as the gunfire erupted, a deadly fusillade, slaughter  for everything in its path. Latham tried to pull the Nazi behind the shell of the armour-plated diplomatic car; he could not do it and save himself. As the sedan raced away, he looked over at his prisoner. Erich Hauer, his body riddled, blood covering his face, was dead. The one man who could supply at least a few answers was gone. Where was somebody else, and how long would it take to find him?




CHAPTER THREE

The night was over, the early light creasing the eastern sky as an exhausted Latham took the small brass elevator to his flat on the fifth floor in the rue du Bac. Normally he would have used the stairs, figuring it was physically good for something or other, but not now; he could barely keep his eyes open. The hours between shortly past two and five-thirty had been filled with diplomatic necessities as well as providing Drew with the opportunity of meeting the head of the powerful and secretive Deuxième Bureau, one Claude Moreau. He had called back Sorenson in Washington, asking him to reach the French intelligence officer at that hour and persuade him to go immediately to the American Embassy. Moreau was a middle-aged, medium-size balding man who filled out his suit as though he lifted weights for a good part of every day. He had an insouciant Gallic humour that somehow kept things in perspective when they were in danger of getting out of control. The potential loss of control first came about with the unexpected appearance of a furious and frightened Henri Bressard, First Secretary of Foreign Affairs for the Republic of France.

‘What the hell is going on?’ demanded Bressard, walking into the ambassador’s office, instantly surprised yet accepting Moreau’s presence. ‘Allô, Claude,’ he said, reverting to French. ‘I’m not entirely stunned to see you here.’


‘En anglais, Henri ... Monsieur Latham understands us but the ambassador is still with his Berlitz.’

‘Ah, American diplomatic tact!’

‘I did understand that, Bressard,’ said Ambassador Daniel  Courtland, behind his desk in a bathrobe and slippers, ‘and I’m working on your language. Frankly, I wanted the post in Stockholm - I speak fluent Swedish - but others thought differently. So you’re stuck with me as I’m stuck with you.’

‘I apologize, Mr Ambassador. It’s been a difficult night ... I tried calling you, Drew, and when all I got was your machine, I assumed you were still here.’

‘I should have been home an hour ago. Why are you here? Why did you have to see me?’

‘Everything’s in the Sûreté report. I insisted the police call them in—’

‘What happened?’ interrupted Moreau. He raised an eyebrow. ‘Your former wife is not becoming hostile, surely. Your divorce was ultimately amicable.’

‘I’m not sure I’d want it to be she. Lucille may be a devious bitch, but she’s not stupid. These people were.’

‘What people?’

‘After I dropped off Drew here, I drove to my apartment on the Montaigne. As you know, one of the few privileges of my office is my diplomatic parking space in front of the building. To my surprise, it was occupied and, adding to my irritation, there were several other nearby open spaces. Then I saw that there were two men seated in front and the driver was on his car phone, not exactly a normal sight at two o’clock in the morning, especially when the driver was subject to a five-hundred-franc fine for parking where he did without a government plate or the Quai d‘Orsay emblem on the front window.’

‘As always,’ said Moreau, nodding his head appreciatively, ‘your diplomat’s penchant for introducing an event with perception and suspense is evident, but please, Henri, the personal insult to you aside, what happened?’

‘The bastards started shooting at me!’


‘What?’Latham leapt out of his chair.

‘You heard me! My vehicle is naturally protected against such assaults, so I backed up quickly, then smashed into them, pinning their car to the kerb.’


‘Thenwhat?’ cried Ambassador Courtland, now standing up.

‘The two men got out the other side and raced away. My heart pounding, I called the police on my car phone, demanding that they alert the Sûreté.’

‘You’re something else,’ said an astonished Drew softly. ‘You rammed them while they were firing at you?’

‘The bullets could not penetrate, even the glass.’

‘Believe me, some can - like full jackets.’

‘Really?’ Bressard’s face grew pale.

‘You were quite right, Henri,’ said Moreau, once more nodding his head, ‘your former wife would have been much more efficient. Now, shall we all calm down a bit and look at what our brave hero has achieved for us? We have the vehicle, a licence plate, and no doubt several dozen fingerprints which we will immediately deliver to Interpol. I salute you, Henri Bressard.’

‘There are bullets that can penetrate bulletproof automobiles ... ?’

The connection to Jodelle’s suicide and the subsequent meeting at the Villier house on Parc Monceau was all too obvious. Coupled with the attack on Latham, the situation demanded several decisions: both Bressard and Drew would be protected around the clock by Deuxième personnel - the Frenchman conspicuously, Latham less obviously, at his own instructions. Which was why the unmarked Deuxième car would remain across the street from Drew’s building until relief came to replace it or the American emerged in the morning, whichever happened first. Finally, under no conditions could Jean-Pierre Villier, who would also be guarded, be permitted to prowl the seamier sections of Paris in search of anyone.

‘I myself will make that absolutely clear to him,’ said Claude Moreau, chief of the Deuxième Bureau. ‘Villier is a treasure of France! ... In addition, my wife would either kill me or have numerous affairs in our own bed if I permitted anything to happen to him.’

The disturbing doubts about the embassy’s transport pool were resolved quickly. The dispatcher was a substitute no one knew, but he had been accepted for the night shift because of his credentials. He had disappeared minutes after Latham’s car drove off down the avenue Gabriel. A French-speaking American in Paris was part of the Nazi movement.

The hours before dawn had been taken up with endless analyses of the situation - the question of who and who not to include being a priority - as well as lengthy conversations on open scrambler between Moreau and Wesley Sorenson in Washington. The two specialists in deep-cover intelligence sounded like dual practitioners of the darkest arts, creating a scenario of deep-cover pursuits. Drew approved of what he heard. He was good, not as coldly intellectual as his brother Harry, but surely superior when it came to quick decisions and physicality. Moreau and Sorenson, however, were the masters in deception and penetration; they had survived the unpublicized slaughter of spies during the bloody depths of the Cold War. He could learn from such men, even as they programmed him.

Latham walked sleepily out of the elevator and down the hall to his flat. As he started to insert his key, his eyes were suddenly riveted on the lock. It wasn’t there! Instead, there was a hollow circle. The entire lock had been surgically removed, either by a laser or a high-powered miniature hand saw. He touched the door; it swung open, revealing the shambles within. Drew yanked his automatic out of its shoulder holster and cautiously slipped inside. His apartment was ravaged, upholstery was knifed everywhere, cushions torn apart, their stuffing scattered; drawers were pulled out, their contents dumped on the floor. It was the same in the two bedrooms, the closets, the kitchen, the bathrooms, and especially his study, where even the rugs were sliced. His large desk had been literally hacked to pieces, the assault team looking for hidden caches where secret papers might be concealed. The destruction was  overwhelming; nothing was as it had been. And in his exhaustion Latham simply did not want to think about it; he needed rest; he needed sleep. He briefly considered the waste and how illogical it was; confidential materials were kept in his office safe on the second floor of the embassy. Old Jodelle’s enemies - now his enemies - should have guessed that.

He rummaged in one of his closets, sardonically amused to find an object that intruders would have taken or smashed had they recognized what it was. The twenty-six-inch steel bar had large rubber caps at either end, each cap holding an alarm mechanism. When he travelled and stayed in hotel rooms, he invariably braced it against the door and the floor, activating the alarms by twisting the caps. If whatever door he shoved it against was opened from the outside, a series of ear-shattering whistles went off that would shock the interloper into racing away. Drew carried it to the lockless door of his flat, activated the alarms, and, anchoring it to the floor, braced it against a lower panel. He walked into his destroyed bedroom, threw a sheet over the ripped mattress, removed his shoes, and lay down.

Within minutes he was asleep, and within minutes after that his telephone rang. Disoriented, Latham lurched off the unbalanced surface of the bed, grabbing the phone from the bedside table. ‘Yes? ... Hello?’

‘It’s Courtland, Drew. I’m sorry to call at this hour, but it’s necessary.’

‘What happened?’

‘The German ambassador—’

‘He knew about tonight?’

‘Nothing at all. Sorenson called him from Washington and apparently raised hell. Shortly thereafter Claude Moreau did the same.’

‘They’re pros. What’s going down?’

‘Ambassador Heinrich Kreitz will be here at nine o’clock this morning. Sorenson and Moreau want you here too. Not  only to corroborate the reports, but obviously to protest vigorously the personal attack on you.’

‘Those two old veteran spooks are mounting a pincer assault, aren’t they?’

‘I haven’t the vaguest idea what you’re talking about.’

‘In World War Two it was a German strategy. Close in on both sides, squeeze the enemy so he has to run north or south or east or west. If he chooses wrong, he’s finished, which he will be because the points are covered.’

‘I’m not military, Drew, but I really don’t think Kreitz is an enemy.’

‘No, he’s not. In fact, he’s a man with a historical conscience. But even he doesn’t know who’s in his ranks here in Paris. He’ll damn well stir up the waters, and that’s what Sorenson and Moreau want him to do.’

‘Sometimes I think you people speak a different language.’

‘Oh, we do, Mr Ambassador. It’s called obfuscation in the interests of deniability. You might say it’s our lingua franca.’

‘You’re babbling.’

‘I’m dead tired.’

‘How long does it take you to get from your place to the embassy?’

‘First I have to go to the garage where I keep my car—’

‘You’re in a Deuxième vehicle now,’ Courtland interrupted.

‘Sorry, I forgot ... Depending on the traffic, about fifteen minutes.’

‘It’s ten past six. I’ll have my secretary wake you at eight-thirty and I’ll see you at nine. Get some rest.’

‘Maybe I should tell you what happened—’ It was too late, the ambassador had hung up the phone. It was just as well, thought Latham. Courtland would want details, prolonging the conversation. Drew crawled up on the bed, managing at the last to replace his telephone. The only good thing to come out of the night was the fact that he’d be spending a week, or however long it took to restore his flat, at a very fine hotel, and Washington would pick up the bill.
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The white glider swept down in the late afternoon crosscurrents into the valley of the Brotherhood. Upon landing, it was immediately hauled under a covering of green screening. The Plexiglas canopies of both the forward and aft cockpits sprang open; the pilot in pure white coveralls emerged from the former, his very much older passenger from the latter.


‘Komm,’ said the flyer, nodding towards a motorcycle with a sidecar attached. ‘ZumKrankenhaus.’

‘Yes, of course,’ replied the civilian in German, turning and lifting a black leather medical bag out of the aircraft. ‘I presume Dr Kroeger is here,’ he added, climbing into the sidecar as the pilot mounted the seat and started the engine.

‘I would not know, sir. I’m only to bring you to the medical clinic. I do not know any names.’

‘Then forget I mentioned one.’

‘I heard nothing, sir.’ The motorcycle raced into one of the screened corridors and, making several turns, sped across the valley to the north end of the flatland. There, again covered by the screening, was the usual one-storey structure, but somehow different. Where the other structures were basically solidly built of wood, this was heavier, sturdier - cinder block layered with concrete - with an enormous generator complex on the south side, the continuous hum low, powerful. ‘I’m not permitted inside, Doctor,’ said the pilot, stopping the motorcycle in front of the grey steel door.

‘I’m aware of that, young man, and I’ve been told how to proceed. Incidentally, I’m to leave in the morning at the earliest light. I trust you know that.’

‘Yes, I do, sir. The winds then are the best.’

‘They couldn’t be any worse.’ The doctor got out of the sidecar; the flyer sped off as his passenger walked to the door, looked up at the camera lens above, and pressed the round black button to the right of the frame. ‘Dr Hans Traupman by orders of General von Schnabe.’

Thirty seconds later the door was opened by a man in his  forties dressed in white hospital attire. ‘Herr Doktor Traupman, how good to see you again,’ he said enthusiastically. ‘It’s been several years since the lectures in Nuremberg. Welcome!’


‘Danke, but I wish there were a less arduous way of getting here.’

‘You would dislike the mountain approach even more, I assure you. One walks for miles, and the snow gets heavier with every few hundred metres. Secrecy has its price ... Come, have some schnapps and relax for a few minutes while we chat. Then you’ll see our progress. I tell you, it’s remarkable!’

‘Drinks later, and we’ll chat as we observe,’ countered the visiting physician. ‘I have a lengthy meeting with Von Schnabe - not a pleasant prospect - and I want to learn as much as I can as quickly as I can. He’ll ask for judgements and hold me accountable.’

‘Why am I excluded from this meeting?’ asked the younger doctor resentfully as both sat down in the clinic’s anteroom.

‘He thinks you’re too enthusiastic, Gerhardt. He admires your enthusiasm but he doesn’t trust it.’

‘My God, who knows more about the process than I do? I  developed it! With all respect, Traupman, this is my field of expertise, not yours.’

‘I know that and you know that, but our nonmedical general can’t understand it. I am a neurosurgeon and have a certain reputation in cranial operations, therefore he turns to that reputation, not to the real expertise. So convince me ... As I gather, according to you it’s theoretically possible to alter the thought process without drugs or hypnosis - that theory is somewhere in the ozones of para-psychological science fiction, but then so were heart and liver transplants not too many years ago. How is it actually done?’

‘You practically answered that yourself.’ Gerhardt Kroeger laughed, his eyes bright. ‘Take the “trans” out of “transplant” and insert the letters i and m.’ 

‘Implant?’

‘You implant steel plates, don’t you?’

‘Of course. For protection.’

‘So have I ... You’ve performed lobotomies, not so?’

‘Naturally. To relieve electrical pressures.’

‘You’ve just said another magic word, Hans. “Electrical”, as in electrical impulse, the brain’s electrical impulses. I simply microcalibrate and tap into them with an object so infinitesimal compared to a plate that it would be a mere shadow on an X-ray.’

‘What in hell would that be?’

‘A computer chip entirely compatible with an individual brain’s electrical impulses.’

‘A what ... ?’

‘Within years, psychological indoctrination will be a thing of the past. Brainwashing will be history!’

‘Come again?’

‘Over the past twenty-nine months I’ve experimented with - operated upon - thirty-two patients, often with five or more in varying stages of development—’

‘So I’ve been given to understand,’ interrupted Traupman. ‘Patients provided by suppliers, from prisons and elsewhere.’

‘Scrutinized, Hans, all male and all with above-average intelligence and education. Those from the prisons were sentenced for such offences as embezzlement, or selling inside corporate information, or falsifying official government reports for personal gain. Crimes of subterfuge requiring some degree of expertise and sophistication, not violence. The violent mind as well as the less intelligent can too easily be programmed. I had to prove that my procedure could succeed above those levels.’

‘Did you prove it?’

“‘Sufficient unto the day,” as the Bible says.’

‘Why do I hear a negative, Gerhardt?’

‘Because there is one. To date, the implant functions for not less than nine days or more than twelve.’

‘What happens then?’

‘The brain rejects it. The patient rapidly develops a cranial haemorrhage and dies.’

‘You’re saying the brain explodes.’

‘Yes. Twenty-six of my patients so expired; however, the last seven lasted progressively from nine to twelve days. I’m convinced that with further microsurgical techniques I can eventually overcome the time factor. Ultimately, and it may take years, it will function permanently. Politicians, generals, and statesmen everywhere can disappear for a few days, and thereafter become our disciples.’

‘But for the present circumstances, with this American agent Latham, you believe he’s ready to be sent out, am I correct?’

‘Without question. You’ll see for yourself. He’s in his fourth day, leaving a minimum of five left and a maximum of eight. As our personnel in Paris, London, and Washington inform us that he is needed for no more than forty to seventy-two hours, the risk is minimal. By then we’ll know everything our enemies know about the Brotherhood with the much more important benefit of Latham sending them all off in wrong directions.’

‘Let’s go back, if you please,’ said Traupman, shifting his legs in the white plastic chair. ‘Before we get to the procedure itself, what exactly does this implant of yours do?’

‘Are you familiar with computer chips, Hans?’

‘As little as possible. I leave that to my technicians, as I do the application of anaesthesia. I have enough to be concerned about. But I’m sure you’ll tell me what I don’t know.’

‘The newest microchips are barely three centimetres in length and less than ten millimetres wide, and they can hold the equivalent of six megabytes of software. That’s sufficient to contain all the works of Goethe, Kant, and Schopenhauer. By using an E-PROM Burner to insert the information into the chip, we then activate the ROM - Read-Only Memory—and it reacts to the sonic instructions delivered to it in the same way a computer search reacts to the codes a programmer enters into a processor. Granted, there is a slight delay  as the brain, the thought process, adjusts to the interception, the alternate wave-length, but that in itself can only persuade the interrogator into believing the subject is truly  thinking, preparing a truthful response.’

‘You can prove this?’

‘Come, I’ll show you.’ The two men got up and Kroeger pressed a red button to the right of the heavy steel door. Within seconds a uniformed nurse appeared, a surgical mask in her hand. ‘Greta, this is the famed Dr Hans Traupman.’

‘Yes, I know,’ said the nurse. ‘A privilege to see you again, Doctor. Please, your mask.’

‘Yes, of course I know you!’ exclaimed Traupman warmly. ‘Greta Frisch, one of the finest surgical nurses ever in my operating room. My dear girl, they said you had retired, and for one so young it seemed not only regrettable, but quite unbelievable.’

‘I retired into marriage, Herr Doktor. With this one.’ Greta nodded at Kroeger, who was grinning.

‘I wasn’t sure you’d remember her, Hans.’

‘Remember? One doesn’t forget a Nurse Frisch, who anticipates your every demand. To tell you the truth, Gerhardt, your credibility just went up the scale ... But why the mask, Greta? We’re not operating.’

‘My husband will answer you, sir. These things are beyond me, no matter how often he explains them.’

‘The ROM, Hans, the Read-Only Memory. With this patient we don’t care to have too many images of identifiable faces, and yours could fall into that category.’

‘Way past me too, Nurse Frisch. Very well, let us proceed.’ The trio walked through the doors, entering a long, wide, pale green corridor with large, square glass windows on either side. Beyond the windows were pleasantly appointed rooms, each having a bed, a desk, a couch, and such items as a television set, a radio, and a door that led to a bathroom with shower. Also, there were other windows on the outside walls that looked over the meadows, profuse with weaving high grass and springtime flowers. ‘If these are the  patients’ hospital rooms,’ continued Traupman, ‘they’re among the most pleasant I’ve seen.’

‘The radios and the television sets are preprogrammed, naturally,’ said Gerhardt. ‘It’s all innocuous fare, except for the radios at night, when we transmit information as it pertains to the individual patients.’

‘Tell me what I’m to expect,’ said the neurosurgeon from Nuremberg.

‘You’ll find an outwardly normal Harry Latham who still believes he’s fooled us. He answers to his cover name, Alexander Lassiter, and he’s extremely grateful to us.’

‘Why?’ interrupted Traupman. ‘Why is he grateful?’

‘Because he believes he was in an accident and barely escaped with his life. We used one of our huge mountain vehicles and staged the event most convincingly, overturning the truck, “pinning” him under it and employing surrounding bursts of fire ... Here I did permit the use of drugs and hypnosis - immediately, so as to erase his first minutes here in our valley.’

‘Are you sure they’re erased?’ They stopped in the corridor, the Nuremberger’s gaze fixed on Kroeger.

‘Completely. The trauma of the “accident”, along with the violent images, as well as the pain we induced, superseded any memories of his arrival. They’re blocked out. Naturally, we reemployed hypnosis to make certain. All he remembers are the screams, the excruciating pain, and the fires he was dragged through while being rescued.’

‘The stimuli are psychologically consistent,’ noted the neurosurgeon, nodding his head. ‘What about the time factor? If he’s aware of it, how did you explain the passage of time?’

‘The least difficult. When he awoke, his upper skull was heavily bandaged, and while under mild sedation he was told - over and over again - that he’d been severely injured, that he had gone through three separate operations while in a prolonged coma during which he remained completely  silent. It was explained to him that had his vital signs not remained remarkably strong, I would have given up on him.’

‘Well phrased. I’m certain he’s grateful ... Does he know where he is?’

‘Oh, yes, we withhold nothing from him.’

‘Then how can you send him out? My God, he’ll disclose the whereabouts of the valley! They’ll send in planes; you’ll be bombed out of existence!’

‘It will not matter, for as Von Schnabe will undoubtedly tell you, we won’t exist.’

‘Please, Gerhardt, one thing at a time. I will not take another step until you explain yourself.’

‘Later, Hans. Greet our patient first, then you’ll understand.’

‘My dear Greta,’ said Traupman, turning to the wife. ‘Is this husband of yours the same logical human being I knew before?’

‘Yes, Doctor. This part, the part he will explain to you, I  do understand. It’s brilliant, sir, you’ll see.’

‘But first see our patient; he’s the next window, the next door on the right. Remember, his name is Lassiter, not Latham.’

‘What should I say to him?’

‘Whatever you like. I’d suggest congratulating him on his recovery. Come along.’

‘I’ll wait by the desk,’ said Greta Frisch Kroeger.

The two physicians walked into the room where Harry Latham, his head bandaged around his temples, stood by the large outside window. He turned and smiled; he was dressed in shirtsleeves and grey flannel trousers. ‘Hi there, Gerhardt. Lovely day, isn’t it?’

‘Have you been for a walk, Alex?’

‘Not yet. You can damage a businessman, but you can’t take the business out of the man. I’ve been playing with figures; there are fortunes to be made in the Chinese mainland. I can’t wait to fly over.’

‘May I present Dr ... Schmidt from Berlin?’

‘Glad to meet you, Doctor,’ Latham walked over, his hand extended. ‘Also glad to see another doctor in our amazing complex here, just in case Gerhardt louses me up.’

‘I gather he hasn’t so far,’ said Traupman, shaking hands. ‘But then, I hear you’re an exceptionally good patient.’

‘I don’t think I had a choice.’

‘Forgive the mask, Herr ... Lassiter. I have a slight cold and the resident surgeon is a stickler, as you Americans say.’

‘I can say it in German, if you like.’

‘Actually, I like to practise my English. Congratulations on your recovery.’

‘Well, I’ll give Dr Kroeger some credit.’

‘I’m curious, from a medical point of view. If it’s not too difficult for you, what do you recall when you reached the flatland of our valley?’

‘Oh.’ Latham/Lassiter paused briefly while his eyes were momentarily glazed, unfocused. ‘You mean the accident ... Oh, Christ, it was terrible. A lot of it’s a blur, but the first thing I remember is the shouting; it was hysterical. Then I realized that I was stuck under the side of that truck, and a heavy piece of metal was pressed against my forehead - I’ve never felt such pain. And people were all around, trying to lift whatever it was off me - finally freeing me, and dragging me across the grass, where I screamed because I saw the fires, felt the heat, and thought my whole face was going to be burned. That’s when I passed out - for a hell of a long time, as it happened.’

‘A terrifying experience. But you’re on your way to full health, Mr Lassiter, that’s all that matters.’

‘If in the new Germany you can find a way to get Gerhardt a mansion on the Danube, I’ll pay for it.’ Latham’s eyes were now totally clear, completely focused.

‘You’ve done enough for us, Alex,’ said Kroeger, nodding at Traupman. ‘Dr Schmidt here merely wanted to say hello to our generous benefactor, and to make sure I performed as he taught me to ... Take your walk anytime you like - after  you’ve finished figuring out how to extract many more millions from Asia.’

‘It’s not that difficult, believe me. The Far East doesn’t merely like money, it worships it. When you decide I’m ready to leave, Gerhardt, the Brotherhood will be richer for it.’

‘You are forever in our Teutonic prayers, Alex.’

‘Forget the prayers, just bring about the Fourth Reich.’

‘We shall.’

‘Good day, Herr Lassiter.’

Traupman and Kroeger left and walked up the corridor to the pristine anteroom. ‘You were right,’ said the doctor from Nuremberg, sitting down. ‘It is remarkable!’

‘You approve, then?’

‘How could I not? Even to the pause in his voice, his clouded eyes. Peifect. You have done it!’

‘Remember, Hans, it is flawed, I cannot be dishonest about that. Conditions remaining stable in their abnormality, I can guarantee but five to eight days longer, no more than that.’

‘But you say London, Paris, and Washington insist it is sufficient, no?’

‘Yes.’

‘Now, tell me about this nonexistence of the valley. It’s a shock. Why?’


‘We’re no longer needed. We’re dispersing. Over the past years we’ve indoctrinated - trained - more than twenty thousand disciples—’

‘You like that word, don’t you?’ Traupman broke in.

‘It fits. They’re not only true believers, they are also leaders, both minor and potentially major ... They’ve been sent everywhere, mostly throughout Germany, but those gifted in foreign languages and with appropriate skills, to other countries, all financed, ready to take their places in carefully selected professions and occupations.’

‘We’ve progressed so far? I had no idea.’

‘Then in your haste you didn’t notice that we have far  fewer people here now. The evacuation began weeks ago, our two mountain vehicles operating night and day to remove personnel and equipment. It’s been like a colony of ants deserting one hill for another - our destination and our destiny - the new Germany.’

‘About the American, this Harry Latham. Beyond staying in contact to learn what he learns, which probably could be accomplished with paid informers, what’s his function? Or is that it? That and proving your theory for future use.’

‘What we learn from him will have value, of course, and will require the use of a miniaturized electronic computer at close range. It can be easily concealed in a small object. But Harry Latham has a far higher calling. If you remember, I mentioned that he will send our enemies scurrying off in different directions. That, however, barely scratches the surface.’

‘You’re practically salivating, Gerhardt. Tell me.’

‘Latham said he was working on figures, numbers as they pertain to his making millions from the Chinese economic expansion, yes?’

‘He’s probably right.’

‘Wrong, Hans. Those figures have nothing to do with finance. They’re codes he’s devised so he’ll forget nothing after he escapes.’

‘Escapes?’

‘Naturally. He has a job to do, and he’s a professional. Of course, we’ll let him.’

‘For God’s sake, be clearer!’

‘During his weeks here, in our sessions and over lunches and dinners, we’ve fed him hundreds of names - French, German, English, American.’

‘What names?’ Traupman interrupted impatiently.

‘Those men and women in Germany and abroad who silently support us, who contribute heavily to our cause - in essence, people of influence and power who actually work for the Brotherhood.’

‘Are you mad?’

‘Among this silent, unrevealed elite,’ continued Kroeger, overriding Traupman’s vehement interjection, ‘are American congressmen, senators, and captains of industry and the media. Also, members of the British establishment, not unlike the Cliveden set that gave Hitler his supporters in England, including clandestine policy-makers in British intelligence—’

‘You’ve lost your mind—’

‘Please, Hans, let me finish ... In Paris we have influential sympathizers in the Quai d’Orsay, the Chamber of Deputies, even the secret Deuxième Bureau. And finally in Germany itself, a number of Bonn’s most prestigious authorities. They yearn for the old days before the Father-land was polluted by the screaming weak who want everything but contribute nothing, the inferior bloodlines that corrupt our nation. Latham has all of this information, all the names. As a trained deep-cover intelligence officer, he’ll report the vast majority.’

‘You are certifiable, Kroeger! I will not permit it!’

‘Oh, but you must, Dr Traupman. You see, except for a small number of legitimate supporters who are expendable for establishing credibility, everything that Harry Latham carries out of our valley is false. The names he has in his head and concealed in his codes are, indeed, vital to us, but only in the sense that these people be discredited, even destroyed. For, in truth, they deeply oppose us, many stridently vocal in their opposition. Once their names are flashed secretly to the global intelligence networks, the witch-hunts will begin. As the most sincere among them fall through official suspicion and manufactured innuendo, the resulting vacuums will be filled by many of our own ... yes,  disciples, Hans. Especially in America, the most powerful of our enemies, for it is also the most susceptible. One has only to recall the frenzied Red-baiting of the forties and fifties. It became a nation paralysed by fear, thousands upon thousands tainted with the Soviet brush, whole industries caving in to the paranoia, the country weakened from within. The  Communists knew how to do it; Moscow, as we have learned, secretly funnelled both money and ersatz information to the zealots ... One man can start this process for us. Harry Latham, code name Sting.’

‘My God!’ Traupman sank back in the chair, his voice barely above a whisper. ‘It is brilliant. For he’s the only person who’s penetrated the core, found the valley. They’ll have to believe him - everywhere.’


‘He will escape tonight.’




CHAPTER FOUR

Heinrich Kreitz, German ambassador to the Republic of France, was a short, slender man of seventy years with a gaunt face, silklike white hair, and sad hazel eyes, perpetually creased. For years a professor of European political development at the University of Vienna, he had been plucked from academia and recruited into the diplomatic corps, due mainly to his numerous papers detailing the history of international relations during the nineteenth and twentieth centuries. These lengthy articles were combined into a book entitled, quite naturally, Discourse Between Nations, a staple for diplomats in seventeen languages, as well as a foreign services text in universities across the civilized world.

It was 9:25 in the morning and Kreitz, seated in front of the American ambassador’s desk, stared in silence at Drew Latham, who stood to the left of Ambassador Courtland. Against the wall, on a couch, sat the Deuxième’s Moreau.

‘My shame is my country’s guilt,’ said Kreitz finally, in his voice a sadness that matched his eyes, ‘the guilt of having permitted such monsters, such criminals, ever to have ruled our nation. We will increase our efforts, if that’s humanly possible, to root them out and destroy whatever nucleus they have. Please understand, gentlemen, my government is  dedicated to exposing them, to eliminating them, if it means building a thousand new prisons to contain them. We, above all, cannot afford their existence, surely you know that.’

‘We know it, Monsieur l’Ambassadeur,’ said Claude Moreau from the couch, ‘but it seems you have a strange  way of going about it. Your Polizei are aware of the leaders of these disrupting fanatics in a dozen cities. Why are they not incarcerated?’

‘Where violence can be proved against them, they are.  Our courts are filled with such indictments. But where mere dissent is concerned, we are also a democracy; we have the same freedom of speech that permits you your peaceable strikes, the Americans their rights of assembly, frequently producing marches on Washington, where men and women harangue their followers from platforms and - how is it said?  oh, yes - the “soapboxes”. Many of both your countries’ statutes allow such displays of anti-government displeasure. Are we then to silence everyone who disagrees with Bonn, including those who crowd the squares against the neo-Nazis?’


‘No, goddammit!’ roared Latham. ‘But you do silence them! We didn’t create concentration camps, or gas chambers, or the genocide of an entire people. You bastards did that, not us!’

‘Again in our shame we permitted it ... just as you permitted the enslaving of an entire people and stood by while black men were hanged from ten thousand trees in your Southern states, and the French did much the same in Equatorial Africa and their Far East colonies. There is both horror and decency in all of us. In all our histories.’

‘That’s not only nonsense, Heinrich, it doesn’t apply here, and you know it,’ said Ambassador Courtland with surprising authority. ‘I know it because I’ve read your book. You called it “the perspective of historical realities”. What was perceived to be the truths of the times. You can’t justify the Third Reich in such terms.’

‘I never did, Daniel,’ rejoined Kreitz. ‘I strenuously condemned the Reich for creating false truths, all too acceptable to a devastated nation. The Teutonic mythology was a narcotic that a weak, disillusioned, famished people plunged irrationally into their veins. Did I not write that?’ 

‘Yes, you did,’ acknowledged the American ambassador, nodding. ‘Let’s say I just wanted to remind you.’

‘Your point is well taken. However, as you must protect the interests of Washington, I have my obligations to Bonn ... So where are we? We all want the same thing.’

‘I suggest, Monsieur l’Ambassadeur,’ said Moreau, getting up from the couch, ‘that you allow me to put under surveillance a number of the upper-level attaches at your embassy.’

‘Beyond the intrusion of a host government on a diplomatic level, what can that serve? I know them all. They’re decent, hardworking men and women, well trained and trustworthy.’

‘You cannot really know that, monsieur. The evidence is beyond debate: there is an organization here in Paris dedicated to the new Nazi movement. All the signs indicate that it may well be the central organization outside of Germany, conceivably as important as the one inside your country, for it can operate beyond German laws, German eyes. Further, it has been all but confirmed, lacking only the specifics of transfer, that millions upon millions are being funnelled to the movement by way of France, no doubt through the efforts of this organization whose origins may go back fifty years. So you see, Monsieur l’Ambassadeur, we have a situation that goes beyond narrow diplomatic traditions.’

‘I’d need the approval of my government to give you that, of course.’

‘Of course,’ agreed Moreau.

‘Information of a financial nature could be relayed over our secure channels by someone on the embassy staff to those here in Paris who are aiding these psychopaths,’ said Kreitz pensively. ‘I see what you mean, as disturbing as it is ... Very well, I’ll give you an answer later in the day.’ Heinrich Kreitz turned to Drew Latham. ‘My government will, of course, absorb all costs for the damages you sustained, Herr Latham.’ 

‘Just get us the cooperation we need, or your government will be responsible for damages you could never pay for,’ said Drew. ‘Again.’

 



‘He’s not here!’ cried Giselle Villier over the telephone. ‘Monsieur Moreau of the Deuxième Bureau was here four hours ago and told us about the horrible things that happened to you and Henri Bressard last night, and my husband appeared to accept his instructions not to interfere.  Maintenant, mon Dieu, you know actors! They can convincingly say anything and your ears and your eyes believe them even while they’re thinking something entirely different.’

‘Do you know where he is?’ asked Drew.

‘I know where he isn’t, monsieur! After Moreau left, he seemed resigned, and told me he was going to the theatre for an understudy rehearsal. He said - and he’s said it many times before - that his presence at such rehearsals lends enthusiasm to the minor players. I never thought to doubt him, then Henri called from the Quai d‘Orsay, insisting that he talk with Jean-Pierre. So I told him to call the theatre—’

‘He wasn’t there,’ interrupted Latham.

‘Not only was he not there, the understudy rehearsal isn’t today, but tomorrow!’

‘You think he went on with his own plans, as he described them last night?’

‘I’m sure of it, and I’m frightened to death.’

‘Maybe you don’t have to be. The Deuxième has him under protection. They’ll follow him everywhere.’

‘Again, our new friend, Drew Latham, and I hope you are  a friend—’

‘Completely. Believe that.’

‘You really don’t know talented actors. They can walk into a building looking like themselves, then reappear on the street as someone else. A shirt stuffed under their jackets, their trousers baggy, their walk different, and God forbid there’s a clothes shop inside.’

‘You believe he might have done something like that?’

‘It’s why I’m so frightened. When we spoke last night, he was very strong in his decision, and Jean-Pierre is a strong man.’

‘That’s what I told Bressard when he drove me to the embassy.’

‘I know. It’s why Henry insisted on speaking to him, to lend his voice against any involvement.’

‘I’ll check with Moreau.’

‘You will call me back, of course.’

‘Of course.’ Drew hung up the phone in his embassy office, checked his index for the Deuxième Bureau, and called its chief. ‘It’s Latham,’ he said.

‘I was expecting your call, monsieur. What can I say? We lost the acteur; he was too clever for us. He went into Les Halles, a circus of confusion to begin with. All those stalls - meats, flowers, chickens, légumes— total chaos. He passed through a butcher market and not one of our people saw him come out either side!’

‘They were looking for someone he wasn’t. What are you going to do now?’

‘I have units checking out the less desirable of our streets. We must find him.’

‘You won’t.’

‘Why not?’

‘Because he’s the best actor in France. But he’s got to show up at the theatre tonight. For Christ’s sake, be there, and if you have to, put him under house arrest tomorrow ... If he’s still alive.’

‘Please, do not suggest ...’

‘I’ve been down in those streets, Moreau; I don’t think you have. You’re too elite; your sophisticated strategies have nothing to do with the sewers of Paris, where he probably is.’

‘Your insult is unwarranted; we know more about this city than anyone on earth.’

‘Good. Then go look.’ Drew hung up the phone, wondering whom else he could call, what else he might do. His  thoughts were interrupted by a knock on his office door. ‘Come in,’ he said impatiently.

An attractive dark-haired woman in her early thirties and wearing large tortoiseshell glasses walked in, carrying a thick file folder. ‘I believe we’ve found the materials you asked for, monsieur.’

‘Excuse me, but who are you?’

‘My name is Karin de Vries, sir. I work in Documents and Research.’

‘A euphemism for everything from “sensitive” to “maximum classified”.’

‘Not all of it, Monsieur Latham. We also have road maps, as well as schedules for airports and rail transport.’

‘You’re French.’

‘Flemish, actually,’ corrected the woman, her accent soft but unmistakable. ‘However, I’ve spent a number of years in Paris, including studies for my degrees at the Sorbonne.’

‘You speak excellent English—’

‘Also French and Dutch, including the Flemish and Walloon dialects, of course, and German,’ interrupted De Vries quietly, ‘with equal reading skills.’

‘That’s some talent.’

‘It’s not at all unusual, except perhaps the in-depth reading, the abstractions and the use of idioms.’

‘Which is why you’re in Documents and Research.’

‘It was a requirement, naturally.’

‘Naturally ... What did you find for me?’

‘You asked us to research the laws of the Ministère des Finances, explore whatever cracks might exist with respect to foreign investment, and bring the information to you.’

‘Let’s have it.’ The woman came around the desk, placed the file folder in front of Drew, and opened it, revealing a sheaf of computer printouts. ‘That’s a lot of data. Miss de Vries,’ said Latham. ‘It’ll take me a week to go through it, and I haven’t got a week. The world of high finance isn’t one of my strong suits.’

‘Oh, no, monsieur, most of this contains extracts from the  laws supporting our conclusions, and case histories of those caught violating those laws. Their names and short summaries of their manipulations are on only six pages.’

‘Good Lord, it’s far more than I asked for. You did all this in five hours?’

‘The equipment is superb, sir, and the ministry was extremely cooperative, even to the point of intercoding our modems.’

‘They didn’t object to our invasion?’

‘I knew whom to contact. He understood what you were after and why.’

‘Do you?’

‘I’m neither blind nor deaf, monsieur. Enormous funds are being transferred through Switzerland into Germany to unknown illegitimate individuals or accounts using the Swiss procedure of subjecting handwritten numbers to spectographs.’

‘And the identity of those numbers?’

‘Wired instantly back to Zurich, Bern, or Geneva, where they are inviolate. Neither confirmed nor denied.’

‘You know a great deal about these procedures, don’t you?’

‘Allow me to explain, Monsieur Latham. I worked for the Americans in NATO. I was cleared by the American authorities for the most highly classified materials because I frequently saw things and heard things that escaped the Americans. Why do you ask? Are you suggesting something else?’

‘I don’t know. Maybe I’m just overwhelmed by your efficiency - you’re responsible for this folder, aren’t you? I mean you alone, correct? I can ask others in D and R.’

‘Yes,’ said Karin de Vries, walking slowly around the desk and standing in front of Latham. ‘I saw your request - flagged red - in our department chiefs file. I opened it and studied it. I knew I was qualified to expedite it, and so I removed it.’

‘Did you tell your superior?’

‘No.’ The woman paused, then added softly, ‘I understood immediately that I could analyse and develop the information quicker than anyone else in our section. I’ve brought you the results - in only five hours.’

‘You mean nobody else in D and R knew you were working on this query, including your section chief?’

‘He’s in Calais for the day, and I saw no reason to go to his deputy.’

‘Why not? Didn’t you need authorization? This is a matter that required special assignment. The red flag spells that out.’

‘I told you, I was cleared by the American authorities in NATO and by your own intelligence specialists here in Paris. I’ve brought you what you wanted, and my personal motives are irrelevant.’

‘I guess they are. I’ve also got a few motives of my own, which means I’m going to check and cross-check everything in this file.’

‘You’ll find the entries accurate and confirmed.’

‘I hope so. Thank you, Miss de Vries, that’ll be all.’

‘If I may correct you, sir, it’s not Miss but Mrs de Vries. I’m a widow. My husband was killed in East Berlin by the Stasi a week before the Wall came down - the Stasi, monsieur. The name was changed but they were as vicious as the most savage units of the Gestapo and the Waffen SS. My husband, Frederik de Vries, was working for the Americans. You may check and cross-check that also.’ The woman turned and left the room.

Stunned, Latham watched as the door was closed so sharply, one could say it was slammed shut. He picked up his phone and touched the buttons on his console for the embassy’s director of security. Once past an irritating secretary who kept practising her college French, which was less adequate than his own, thought Drew, the security head was on the line.

‘What’s up, Cons-Op?’

‘Who the hell is a Karin de Vries, Stanley?’

‘A major blessing contributed by the NATO crowd,’ replied Stanley Witkowski, a thirty-year-plus veteran of Army Intelligence, a colonel transferred to the State Department because of his extraordinary success in G-2. ‘She’s quick, bright, imaginative, and reads and speaks five languages fluently. Heaven-sent, my friend.’

‘That’s what I want to know. Who sent her?’

‘What are you talking about?’

‘Her work habits are a little strange. I sent a sealed red flag down to Research, and without authorization or assignment she removed it from the file and processed it herself.’

‘A red flag? That is strange; she knows better than that. A flag has to be signed off by the section chief and his deputy, the assignee approved and registered.’

‘That’s what I thought, and where this operation is concerned, I’m paranoid about leaks and false information. Who sent her here?’

‘Forget that, Drew. She requested Paris, and from the supreme commander down she was golden.’

‘There’s gold and there’s fool’s gold, Stan. She inferred things that went beyond her clearance in this matter, and I want to know how and why.’

‘Can you give me a clue?’

‘I’ll go this far. It concerns the new bad dudes marching around Germany.’

‘That doesn’t help me much.’

‘She said her husband was killed by the Stasi in East Berlin. Can you confirm that?’

‘Hell, yes, even personally. I was stationed on our side of the Wall, busting my balls around the clock making contact with our people on the other side. Freddie de Vries was a young, smart-as-a-whip infiltrator. The poor son of a bitch was caught just days before the Stasi became history.’

‘Then she would legitimately have a serious, even obsessive interest in events in Germany.’

‘Sure she would. You know where most of the Stasi went when the Wall came tumbling down?’

‘Where?’

‘Right into the welcoming arms of the skinheads, those goddamned Nazis ... Oh, speaking of Freddie de V, he worked with your brother Harry. I know because my G-2 coordinated with both of them. Harry wasn’t just upset, he was mad as hell when he heard about Freddie. Almost like he was a kid brother, like you maybe.’

‘Thanks, Stanley. I think I just made an insulting mistake. Regardless, there are a couple of gaps that have to be filled.’

‘What does that mean?’

‘How did Mrs de Vries know about me?’

 



In the shadows of the afternoon sunlight, Jean-Pierre Villier, his face unrecognizable, the nose twice its true size, his eyelids equally bulbous, his clothes tatters and rags, stumbled down the dark alley in Montparnasse. There were drunken bodies intermittently sitting on the cobblestones, their backs against the walls, most slumped, others having collapsed into foetal positions. He sang in an alcoholic sing-song cadence, the words slurred.


‘Ecoutez,écoutez—gardez—vous, mes amis! I have heard from our dear companion Jodelle—is anyone interested, or am I wasting my old breath?’

‘Jodelle’s crazy!’ came a voice on the left.

‘He gets us in trouble!’ cried a voice from the right. ‘Tell him to go to hell.’

‘I must find friends of his, he tells me it’s important!’

‘Go to the northern docks along the Seine, he sleeps better there, steals better there.’

Jean-Pierre wandered up to the Quai des Tuileries, stopping at every darkened back street and alley he came across, plunging into each with essentially the same results.

‘Old Jodelle is a pig! He doesn’t share his wine!’

‘He says he has friends in high places - where are they?’

‘This great actor he says is his son - such shit!’

‘I’m a drunk and I do not care any longer, but I don’t burden my friends with lies.’

And then, as Villier reached the loading piers above the Pont de l’Alma, he heard the first words of encouragement from a derelict old woman.

‘Jodelle is mad, of course, but he is always nice to me. He brings me flowers - stolen flowers, naturally - and calls me a great actress. Can you believe that?’

‘Yes, madame, I believe he means it.’

‘Then you are as mad as he is.’

‘Perhaps I am, for you are a lovely woman.’


‘Aiyee! ... Your eyes! They are blue clouds in the sky. You are his ghost!’

‘He is dead?’

‘Who knows? Who are you?’

And finally, hours later, as the sun descended behind the tall structures of the Trocadéro, he heard other words, shouted in another alley, far darker than any previous one. ‘Who speaks of my friend, Jodelle?’

‘I do,’ yelled Villier, walking farther into the darkness of the narrow enclosure. ‘Are you his friend?’ he asked, kneeling beside the collapsed, dishevelled beggar. ‘I must find Jodelle,’ continued Jean-Pierre, ‘and I have money for anyone who can help me! Here look! Fifty francs.’

‘It’s been a long time since I’ve seen fifty francs.’

‘See them now. Where is Jodelle, where did he go?’

‘Oh, he said it was a secret—’

‘But he told you.’

‘Oh, yes, we were like brothers—’

‘I am his son. Tell me.’

‘The Loire Valley, a terrible man in the Loire Valley, that’s all I know,’ whispered the derelict. ‘No one knows who he is.’

A silhouetted figure suddenly came out of the bright shaft of sunlight into the alley. He was a man of Jean-Pierre’s size when the actor stood upright and was not hunched over as  he was then. ‘Why are you asking about old Jodelle?’ said the intruder.

‘I have to find him, sir,’ replied Villier, his voice wheezing and tremulous. ‘He owes me money, you see, and I’ve been looking for him for three days now.’
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