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    For Leslie, who helped me find  my little place by the sea.
 
 
 
A special thank you to my editor, S.A.Waterhouse.
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PROLOGUE 
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It’s 1946, WWII has ended and the Nuremberg Trials, exposing the atrocities committed by Nazi war criminals, have captured the attention of the world. Much of Europe is still shattered from the relentless bombings of the war but Paris, spared from destruction by the refusal of German generals to obey Hitler’s demand that Paris be destroyed, has begun to recover. 

When Hitler invaded France, Burke and Helen fled to London. Burke, like many of his fellow Irishmen, joined the British military, serving in British Intelligence, often crossing into enemy territory on reconnaissance missions. Helen stayed with her Aunt Lily and continued to write for Metropolitan magazine. Many of her articles included coded messages to British spies working behind enemy lines. 

When the war ended, Burke and Helen married in a quiet ceremony at the country estate of their friends, June and Wilson Thorne. After the wedding, they combined a honeymoon cruise with a visit to Helen’s parents in America. Although Helen was happy to see her parents again, her sister Frances, and her husband Lawrence Dowd, were also visiting with their two children, and Helen found that, although she had long forgiven her sister for having an affair with her former fiance, Lawrence, she no longer had much in common with her. The distance she felt saddened her, but she recognized that life had intervened, and she was no longer the innocent young woman she had been, when she left America for Europe before the war. Her war experiences had profoundly changed her and she longed to return to her life in Europe. 

Once back in Paris, Helen began writing a series of profiles of the most notorious of the Nuremberg trial criminals, while Burke, now one of the most sought after portrait painters in Europe, had a backlog of commissions he feared he might never complete. 

Helen’s Aunt Lily continued to live in her cottage in London with a new live-in housekeeper. No amount of persuasion from Helen’s parents could convince her to leave her home and move to America. Helen’s parents were equally unsuccessful in convincing Helen to leave Paris and return home. Her steadfast refusal caused serious friction between her and her father, who blamed Burke for their refusal to return permanently to America. 

A rhythm of normalcy began to return to Paris and life moved forward happily for Helen and Burke, despite tensions with her family, until a messenger arrived with a telegram from Whitehall that would change everything. 
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CHAPTER ONE
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“I’ll get it,” Helen called, walking across the foyer and opening the front door to find a messenger with a telegram standing on the front steps. 

“Message for Helen Dalton,” the youth said, tipping his cap.

“I’m Helen Dalton.” 

“Sign here, please, ma’am.” 

Closing the door, she sat in a nearby chair and, with a bit of trepidation, opened the envelope and read the message: Helen-Urgent-Car-Will-Arrive-For-You-And-Burke-Tomorrow-0930-Rob. She read the telegram again, before walking to the back of the apartment where Burke had his studio. 

He looked up, as she entered, and said, “What is it? You look upset.” 

Handing him the telegram, she said, “Read this.” 

Reading it, he said, “What could this possibly be about? Seems a bit cloak and dagger, even for Whitehall. Why didn’t Rob just telephone us himself?” 

“I don’t know, but it sounds serious.” 

“Well, whatever it is,” Burke said. “When Whitehall calls, you answer.” 

The next morning, at precisely nine-thirty, a black sedan pulled up in front of their apartment building. An agent, wearing a dark suit, exited the passenger side and stood by the car scanning the street. When Burke and Helen emerged from the apartment, he nodded to them and opened the door to the back seat. The car quickly pulled away from the curb and headed for the airport. 

Less than an hour later they arrived at a private hangar, where Helen and Burke were whisked onto a waiting plane. No one had spoken to them beyond saying: ‘Good morning’ or ‘This way, please’. 

As the plane took off, Helen turned to Burke and said, “This all seems a bit hush, hush, don’t you think?”

“More than a bit. The fact that Rob didn’t call you himself is certainly odd. And, speaking of odd, why is Rob still in London? The war has ended, Germany is a broken shell of itself, and the war trials are in progress. What more is there left to do?” 

“What more, indeed,” Helen mused, more to herself than to Burke. 

Another black sedan, with its own set of dark-suited agents, was waiting at Heathrow Airport to bring them to Whitehall and Rob Lane, a former attache to President Roosevelt until his death a few months earlier. 

As they followed a tall, stern looking woman down the corridor to Rob Lane’s office, Helen said, “I’m surprised Rob decided to continue his service with the Truman Administration.”

Burke nodded, but said nothing, as the door was opened and they entered Rob’s office. 

Rising from behind his desk, Rob said. “Thank you for coming.” He kissed Helen’s cheek, and shaking Burke’s hand, said, “Please have a seat.” 

Sitting, Helen said, “Rob, I must say, this is all very mystifying.” 

“Yes, I realize that,” Rob said, “However, the clandestine nature of my request was necessary. The United States is faced with a dilemma, and they’ve elicited Whitehall to assist them.” 

“I take it you want our help in some way?” Burke said. 

“Yes, we’re hoping you’ll be willing to assist us.” 

Sitting back in the chair, Burke said, “Ok, we’re listening.” 

“I’ll get straight to the point,” Rob said. “The United States recently initiated a secret program called, Operation Paperclip.” 

Helen glanced at Burke, who remained silent, his eyes focused on Rob, as he continued. “The program is designed to make us the world leader in technological knowledge and expertise, particularly in the development of nuclear power.” 

Pausing, he added, “The ultimate goal is to make the United States a world superpower.” 

“A superpower?” Burke said, his expression incredulous. “Didn’t we just fight a war with Germany over their crazed desire to become a superpower?” 

“Yes, that’s true,” Rob said, “But the United States intends to use its power for the betterment of the world, not to advance evil purposes.” 

Burke barked a laugh and Helen, placing a hand on his arm, said, “Go on. What exactly is Operation Paperclip?” 

Turning to her, a bit relieved, Rob said, “Operation Paperclip is focused on gathering the best minds in the world in an effort to boost our technological know-how to peak performance.” 

“What does that have to do with us?” Burke asked. 

“I understand why you might be skeptical about the idea behind Operation Paperclip, considering what the world has just been through. But, it’s because of that very reason the President believes we must implement it.” 

He paused, before adding, "If you’re not keen on the idea of the United States becoming a superpower, you're not going to like the idea of how we’re planning to achieve it.” 

His unease growing, Burke growled, “For God’s sake, man, spit it out.” 

“Yes, of course,” Rob said, thinking this was going to be more difficult than he had anticipated.

“First, let me tell you what we need from you, and then I’ll tell you why this is so secretive.” 

Helen and Burke remained silent, watching him intently. They weren’t making it any easier for him and, given what they’d been through, he could understand it. 

“Intelligence reports inform us that influential French aristocrats are assisting former SS officials to escape from Germany and to illegally enter the United States.” 

“Somehow, that doesn’t surprise me,” Burke said. “Many in the monied classes were sympathetic to the Nazis. How are they doing it?” 

“Through a group known only as the Drexler Group, which is part of a larger, shadowy organization referred to as Odessa, which we understand is an acronym for Organization of Former Members of the SS.” 

“Drexler? What does that refer to?” Helen asked. 

“One of the original founders of the Nazi party was Anton Drexler, a hero of Hitler’s.”

“Ah, yes,” Helen said, feeling the hair on her arms rising. 

“Preliminary intelligence suggests they are using the so-called rattenliniens or ratlines that have emerged to assist former Nazi criminals to escape Germany to various countries, primarily South America,” Rob said. “The fact that they think they can get away with sending these war criminals to the United States is the height of arrogance.” 

“Why would they even want to risk being captured in the United States?” Helen asked. 

“That’s a very good question. We believe it may be because they already have family in the United States.”

“This could get ugly quickly,” Burke said. 

“Yes, and that brings me back to why I asked you here.” 

“Tell us,” Helen said. 

“First, let me tell you a bit more about Operation Paperclip,” Rob said, sitting back in his chair. “It’s a top secret program that was originally developed by the United States in its efforts to defeat Japan. Its primary focus was, and continues to be, recruiting scientists from a defeated Germany to provide expertise in nuclear power, rocket programs, and chemical and biological warfare. 

The paperwork of the Germans who were chosen as potential candidates for the program were identified for further investigation and review by attaching a paperclip to their folders, thus the name, paperclip.” 

Leaning forward, Burke said, “You mean you brought a bunch of Nazi scientists to the United States to help you build a nuclear arsenal that could destroy the world?” 

Nodding, Rob said, “Essentially, yes.” 

“No wonder they think they can just waltz into the country with false papers,” Burke said, bluntly. 

Momentarily stunned, Rob said, “You make a very good point. However, Operation Paperclip aside, the Administration does not want the United States infiltrated with a flood of former SS officers entering the country illegally. So, we’re in a bit of an awkward situation.” 

When he paused, Burke said, his voice tinged with disdain, “I see. You only want your hand picked Nazis in the country.” 

Flinching, Rob said, “It’s a dangerous game, I know. But, there’s nothing I can do about it. And, we need your help with ferreting out who is behind the Drexler Group in France.” 

He pushed a folder across the desk and said, “This is a synopsis of what we have on them.” 

When Helen and Burke finished reading the report, Burke said, “You don’t have much beyond a couple of names of people who may be part of a subgroup of the secret organization called Odessa. And, who are purportedly working to move former SS officials out of Germany to other countries, possibly including the United States.” 

Rob nodded, “Yes, I know. We hoped that you and Helen, with your past experience and extensive social circle, would be able to learn more about these people and, with any luck, help us identify the very elusive head of this organization whose code name, we believe, is Wolf.” 

“Wolf?” Helen asked. “Why Wolf?”

“I asked the same question. It seems Hitler often referred to himself as Wolf”

“I see,” Helen said; thinking Snake would have been a better choice.

Scowling, Burke said, “Why us? You have your own operatives trained for this sort of thing. We did our part before the war helping innocent people escape the Nazi terror and, in the process, providing any information we learned, not to mention my reconnaissance work during the war. 

But, this is something entirely different. The war is over and, speaking for myself, I’d like to begin to live a normal life again.” 

Nodding, Rob said, “I understand what you’re saying. The truth is we don’t have much time to infiltrate this organization. We have very few agents who mingle with the class of people we believe the Wolf associates with. You and Helen are already a part of that social group.” He sat back and continued, “And, as you said, you have past experience with covert operations.” 

“I think I’ve met one of these people,” Helen said. 

“Which one?” Burke asked. 

“Guy Caron. I met him when Christine Bernard and I were having lunch a few weeks ago. He stopped by the table and chatted with her.” 

“Caron is the attorney, right?” Burke said to Rob. 

“Yes. From old money and a well respected family law firm. He also owns a vineyard in Provence.” 

“How did he make it onto your list?” Burke asked. 

“He’s represented quite a few Nazi collaborators.” Tapping his finger on the folder, Rob said, “He’s married, his wife is an art collector. Her name is Louise. I’m surprised you haven’t met her. She’s on some board at the Paris Musee d'Art.” 

“Interesting,” Helen said. 

Burke turned to her and said, “You want to involve yourself in this?” 

She looked at him and silently nodded. “Why?” He asked. 

“The three men hanging from poles at Sachsenhausen,” she said, referring to one of the many photographs Burke was able to obtain while incarcerated in the concentration camp. “That could have been you,” she said, her voice breaking. 

He looked into her eyes for a long moment, before turning to Rob and saying, “We’ll see what we can learn.” 

Releasing a quiet breath of relief, Rob said, “The President thanks you.” 

“Well, don’t thank us too soon. We’ll see what we can learn, but we’ll do it in our own way and on our own terms.” 

He picked up the folder and stood, adding, “We’ll need more information on these two. Get us anything you can dig up on them. I’d also like to see all the raw intelligence reports, no matter how far-fetched they may seem. Helen and I will sort out what the truth is.” 

“Agreed,” Rob said, shaking Burke’s hand. “I’ll have a courier deliver everything we have to you in a couple of days.” 

As Burke and Helen boarded the flight back to Paris, Rob Lane walked down the hall to the Director’s office. “Go right in,” his secretary said. 

Straightening his tie, he knocked once and opened the door. The Director turned from the window and asked, “Did they agree?” 

Sitting on the small sofa, Rob said, “Yes, but on their own terms, which means they won’t be telling us much until they’re ready to.” 

“Does that concern you?” 

“No,” Rob said, “But I am concerned for their safety. These two have given so much to the Allied cause already. Burke was thrown into a concentration camp for his efforts. I wish there was another way to do this.” He looked at the Director and said quietly, “They don’t call them ‘ratlines’ for nothing. These people will do anything necessary to escape the justice they know is coming for them.” 

The Director poured them each an ounce of whiskey and, handing Rob a glass, said, “We’ll have an undercover agent watching out for them.” 

“I know. I’d feel better if they knew someone on their side was nearby and available to them.” 

“We can’t do that. This agent is far too valuable to us. We can’t risk losing him. Remember, the goal is to get the Wolf at all costs. He’s dangerous, he’s powerful, he’s a traitor, and I want him hanged,” the Director said, downing his whiskey in one swallow. 

Rob did the same, shaking his head as the sharp sting of whiskey hit his throat. It didn’t quelch the gnawing feeling that he had put Helen in danger and had somehow betrayed the trust that she, her father, and the recently deceased President Roosevelt had placed in him. 

Putting the glass down, he said, “I think I’ll go home and hug my wife.” 

The Director nodded, wishing he had a wife to hug. Instead, he’d be going home to his old hound dog, Winston, and a couple more whiskeys. 

As the black sedan sped toward Paris, Burke reviewed the report on the Drexler group, while Helen sat quietly gazing out the window, pondering how deep the roots of this fascist organization ran in France. She gave a shudder, thinking about what other names they might unearth. Neither spoke until the sedan pulled up in front of their apartment, and they were safely inside. 

Burke headed directly to the liquor cabinet, poured himself a whiskey and Helen a sherry. “I’ll be right back,” she said, walking down the long hallway leading to their bedroom. “I want to change into something a bit more comfortable.” 

“Good idea,” Burke said, loosening his tie and dropping down onto the sofa, kicking off his shoes. 

When Helen returned, he was on his second whiskey, reviewing the report once again, while the radio played softly in the background. She picked up her sherry and, sitting on the sofa next to him, asked, “Any more thoughts on the situation?” 

“The report provides very little information. They either don’t know much or they’re holding back information.” 

“Which do you think it is?” she asked. 

“Probably both.” We’ll know more once we get all the raw intelligence. He put the report aside, leaned back into the sofa and closed his eyes. 

“What is it, Burke?” 

Turning his head toward her, he said, “Do you really want to get involved in this?” 

“Only if you agree.” Leaning against his shoulder, she said, “These people killed millions of innocent men, women and children, and now they think they can slither away and live a comfortable life in another country.” 

She sat up, facing him, clearly outraged and added, “And most of them will likely get away with it.” 

“It isn’t our job to save the world from itself, Helen. Haven’t we done enough?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t know what enough is. I just know it infuriates me that these murderers are living the high life in South America or the United States while people like Maxim, who helped you document the horrors committed at Sachsenhausen, may be dead.” 

He pulled her onto his lap and, taking her face in his hands, said, “Ok, but we’re a team. We inform each other at all times about what we’re doing. No going off on your own, ok?” 

“Ok.” she whispered, unbuttoning his shirt and kissing his chest. He sighed, slipping his hands under her silk nightie and pulling it over her head, his hands caressing her breasts. 

“My beautiful Helen,” he whispered, as he laid her on the sofa, his lips leaving a trail of kisses down her body. Her eyes glazed with desire, she watched him remove his pants, and standing before her fully aroused, whispered, “Open your legs for me, darling.” 

The next morning, Helen called Christine Bernard and asked her to lunch. “I have something important to discuss with you.” 

“Ah, something clandestine?” Christine asked, chuckling.

“Actually, yes,” Helen said. 

“Oh, my, cherie,” Christine said. “Maybe you should come here. Ah, no, the housekeeper is coming today. Let me see, how about the Cafe de Flore? It will be busy, which is good, no one will be able to hear us.” 

“Thank you, Christine. Can you meet me at one o’clock? Burke has a portrait sitting then.” 

“You are a brave girl, to leave him alone with all these beautiful women he paints.” 

Laughing, Helen said, “Not brave, Christine, lucky. He isn’t the least bit interested, except from an artistic perspective. His view of the naked form differs from the average man’s.” 

“Ah, I see,” Christine said, doubting this was true. “I will see you soon, cherie.” 

After Helen left, Burke telephoned Charles Moran and made an appointment to meet him the next morning at the Paris Musee d’Art. The doorbell rang, as he hung up the phone. 

When Helen arrived at the restaurant, Christine was already seated on the outdoor terrace. “Here, cherie,” she called, waving her hand. “I ordered you a cafe creme.” 

“Thank you,” Helen said, sitting. 

“Now, tell me, what are you up to?” 

Sipping the espresso, Helen said, “Something quite shocking, I’m afraid.” 

“Mon Dieu, tell me,” Christine said. 

After Helen explained that the British and Americans were seeking to learn who in France was helping former SS officials escape justice, Christine said, “Ah, yes, there are always collaborators in war, cherie. And in France, I’m afraid there were many.” 

Helen remained silent for so long, Christine said, “What is it? There is something more, isn’t there?” 

Helen nodded and Christine said, “What is it?”

“Guy Caron,” Helen said, softly. 

Christine’s eyes narrowed and she spit out, “That pig! I knew it.” 

Leaning forward, Helen said, “What can you tell me about him?” 

“He is a snake! That is what I know,” Waving her hand to the waiter, she said, “Vin de la maison, s'il vous plaît.” 

After the waiter poured the wine, Christine took a sip and said, her face grim, “With Guy it is always about money. Power, yes, but first it is the money.” 

“How?” Helen asked. 

“The art, of course.” 

“What art?” Helen asked. 

“The art he received as payment from the Jews he promised he would help to escape the country, and who he then betrayed.” 

Helen felt a chill run through her. “How exactly did he betray them?” 

“He would take their paintings and other objets d'art in payment for safe passage out of France and then inform the Gestapo, who would pick them up at the train station.” 

“How do you know about this, Christine?” 

“It was well known in certain circles in Paris,” Christine said, her face stony. “And now his wife, the whore, is on the board of acquisitions at the Musee d’Art.” 

“I don’t understand. If you know about this, the French government must also be aware of it?” 

“Ha, no doubt they are,” Christine said, sipping her wine. “But, the war is over, and who wants to look too closely at an aristocrat whose family goes back hundreds of years, and who is wallowing in money?” 

Helen sat silently until Christine said, “What is it, cherie?” 

How was she going to ask Christine this? She looked at her, and Christine again said, “What?” 

“When Mr. Caron stopped by our table a few weeks ago, you were very cordial to him. You never mentioned anything about this.” 

“Ah,” Christine said, “So, you think I am some kind of hypocrite to be cordial to that pig?” 

“I would never think that, Christine. You are one of the most genuine people I know.” 

Smiling, Christine said, “Thank you.” Then, sipping her wine, she added, “I am also not a fool. Guy is very rich and very powerful. His family goes back centuries, many centuries. His ancestors were courtiers at the Palace of Versailles. So, I am cordial, yes, but I also deeply despise him.” She shrugged, “It is the French way, cherie.” 

“I see,” Helen said. 

“No, I am not certain that you do see. Guy is not a man to be trifled with. It would be very dangerous to cross him.” 

Christine watched, as Helen silently ran her finger over the top of her wine glass. She had seen Helen do this once before. When Helen looked up, Christine recognized the look. It was the same look Helen had given her before she left to rescue Burke from the Sachsenhausen concentration camp. 

“What are you up to, Helen?” 

“For now, just asking questions,” Helen said, sipping her wine. 

“Ha, do you take me for a fool? You are up to something. Tell me,” Christine demanded. 

Relenting, Helen said, “Whitehall wants to know who is behind an organization that is secretly moving former SS officials from Germany to the United States.” 

“I see,” Christine said. “What is the name of this organization?” 

“I’d rather not say. The less you know the better, at least until Burke and I learn just how dangerous they are.” 

Christine sighed and pulled out a thin black cigarette. Lighting it, she inhaled deeply and said, “Well, if I had to guess who was involved, it would probably be a Catholic priest.” 

Sitting back in her chair, Helen said, “Of course, the Catholic Church and their unholy alliance of silence with the Nazis, not to mention their fear and hatred of communism.” She hesitated, frowning, and asked, “But, would they actively and knowingly assist former SS officials to escape justice?” 

“Yes, more than a few would, I’m afraid,” Christine said. “I have heard rumors.” When
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