
Table of Contents

A Cry for Vengeance

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Chapter Forty-One

Chapter Forty-Two

Chapter Forty-Three

Chapter Forty-Four

Chapter Forty-Five

Chapter Forty-Six

Epilogue


A Cry for Vengeance

Ernesto Patino

Published by Rogue Phoenix Press, LLP

Copyright © by Ernesto Patino 2025

All Rights Reserved

ISBN: 978-1-62420-863-8

Electronic rights reserved by Rogue Phoenix Press, LLP. The reproduction or other use of any part of this publication without the prior written consent of the rights holder is an infringement of the copyright law. This is a work of fiction. People and locations, even those with real names, have been fictionalized for the purposes of this story.

Dedication

To Pamela

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Chapter Forty-One

Chapter Forty-Two

Chapter Forty-Three

Chapter Forty-Four

Chapter Forty-Five

Chapter Forty-Six

Epilogue

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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Tucson, 1968

“So, what’s this all about?” Sylvia Venegas strode into Helen Darby’s house. “On the phone you sounded very mysterious.” She followed her into the living room.

“Sorry if I alarmed you...but I need your advice.” The obituary page of the newspaper with Karl Muller’s name highlighted in yellow lay on the coffee table. “He was my patient...wasn’t expected to live through the weekend.” Helen stared at her. “Two days ago, as I adjusted his pillows, he reached for my arm. Then he said, ‘I don’t have much time. Please get some paper and write what I have to say.’ I did as he asked and sat beside him. At first, I thought it might be something he wished to convey to a friend or a relative.” She shook her head. “Far from it.”

“Wh-what did he say?”

“See for yourself.” Helen opened a folder, pulled out the handwritten note, and handed it to her.

My true name is Franz Dietrich. From 1942 through 1943, I participated in the extermination of thousands of Jews and undesirables at Treblinka concentration camp. Following Germany’s defeat, I, along with other SS officers, fled to South America where we assumed new identities. Later, with the help of a pro-German group known as the Aryan Knights of the Fatherland, three of us emigrated to America.

For years I lived in the shadows, fearing that someone would recognize me. Every time I read about a former Nazi being exposed and arrested, I wondered if I would be next. Thankfully, it never happened.

I have many regrets, and yes, guilt, about what I did during the war. But I can’t change the past. All I can do now is confess my sins to God and to whoever will read these words.

Karl Muller

“It’s a deathbed confession,” Sylvia said, her eyes still fixed on the paper. “Have you shown this to anyone else?”

“Just my supervisor. She reminded me that he was heavily medicated. She told me to forget about it. But I don’t think I can. I mean...sure he was medicated, but I could tell that what he said was the truth.”

Sylvia frowned. “Makes you wonder why he waited until the eleventh hour to unburden himself.”

Helen shrugged. “The question now is, what am I supposed to do? When I pressed Mr. Muller about it—moments before he passed—he gave no clear instructions.” She sighed. “In my three years of working with terminal patients, I’ve never dealt with anything like this.”

“He put you in a predicament, that’s for sure.” Brief pause. “I have an idea. I know someone... an old friend who interned at the State Department several years ago. Don’t know what he can do, but it’s worth a try.” Sylvia half-smiled. “Give me a day or so.”

“I knew I could count on you,” Helen said, relief in her voice.

~ * ~
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Sylvia called Helen the next day. “I just spoke to my friend...his name is Bryan De Luca. He wants to meet you. Turns out he’d once worked with an international organization that documented crimes against humanity. He’s got your number. Good luck.”

“Thanks, I’ll let you know how it went.” Helen hung up just as the phone rang again. It was Bryan.

“I assume Sylvia told you what this is about,” she said, a nervous edge to her voice. 

“She said you were concerned about what your patient—an ex-Nazi—had revealed moments before he passed. A deathbed confession, she called it.”

Helen sighed. “I thought I was doing a good thing...taking down his last words.”

“I’d like to see it. Sylvia gave me your address. I can be there in thirty to forty minutes.”

“That would be great.” Helen nodded. “Look for the house with the yellow trim.”

Thirtyish, tall, with tousled brown hair, Bryan flashed a quick smile. He followed Helen into the living room. They sat across from each other.

“Would you care for some coffee?” she offered. “I made it just minutes ago.”

“Thanks, but I had a cup earlier.”

She paused, then picked up Mr. Muller’s confession and handed it to him. “Like I told Sylvia, he didn’t say what I should do with it.”

Bryan studied it for a moment. “Do you mind if I keep this?” 

“You’d be doing me a favor.” She attempted a smile. “So, what next?”

“I have a friend in the State Department who might be able to help. I’ll reach out to him. It shouldn’t be too difficult to run a trace on Mr. Muller, or rather Herr Muller. By the way, did you show it to his family?”

“I never met them. According to a neighbor who ran errands for him, Mr. Muller and his family had not spoken in years. They live in Phoenix and were notified of his death by his attorney. He had left instructions that he be cremated.” 

“If you don’t mind...” Bryan paused. “Let’s keep all this to ourselves. Wouldn’t want the press or even the police to get involved, at least not just yet.” 

“Okay, if you think it’s best.” She let out a slow, steady sigh. “I feel a lot better. The matter is out of my hands, and I have you to thank.” 

He smiled. “I should be thanking you. Sylvia’s not aware, but I took a yearlong sabbatical from the university where I teach, to work on a book that I plan to write...about the Nazis who fled to South America and other places, including the United States. They’re still out there, you know. Sadly, only a few have received the punishment they deserve.”

“Will you include Mr. Muller in your book?”

“If I can verify his information. Of course, when I’m done, I’ll have to alert the authorities in Europe or Israel. But that’s down the road.” He stood up.

She walked him to the door. “I really appreciate your coming here. I feel as though a weight has been lifted from my shoulders.” She hesitated. “If it’s not too much trouble...can you keep me advised?”

He nodded. “Sure. Though, it may be a while.”

Helen waited a moment before calling Sylvia. “Bryan left about five minutes ago. Wasn’t sure what to expect, but he turned out to be a nice guy...put me at ease the moment he walked in the house. You weren’t aware, but he had an ulterior motive for agreeing to see me. He’s doing research for a book he plans to write...about Nazis who fled to other countries after the war.”

“I’m not surprised. He’s part Jewish, you know. Not sure if he lost any family during the Holocaust.” 

“He didn’t mention it. Though, we really didn’t talk much. After he read Mr. Muller’s confession, he said he’d look into it.” She sighed. “I’m just glad I’m no longer involved. It’s not my problem anymore. By the way, I want to thank you for reaching out to him. If you hadn’t, I’d still be wringing my hands, wondering what to do.”

“Well, you can tell me more over lunch...on you, of course.” She laughed.

~ * ~
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From his home, Bryan called his friend, Jeremy Levinson, in Washington D.C. They hadn’t talked in a while, and for the first few minutes, caught up on each other’s lives.

Finally, Bryan brought up the reason for his call. “I’m doing research on ex-Nazis who fled Germany after the war. Does the name Franz Dietrich mean anything to you? He lived in the U.S. under the alias, Karl Muller. Before he died just a few days ago, he dictated a statement in which he confessed to killing thousands of Jews at Treblinka concentration camp. That’s all l know about him, so anything you can dig up would be helpful.”

“Franz Dietrich,” Jeremy repeated. “Sounds vaguely familiar...give me twenty-four hours. I’ll check our data banks from 1945 to the present.”

“Thanks. I owe you one.”
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Chapter Two
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Bryan heard from Jeremy Levinson sooner than he expected. “I found something interesting...” he said, his voice tentative. “Are you ready for this? Muller worked for American Intelligence after the war, which explains why he entered the U.S. without being noticed. Unfortunately, there’s not much more we can do, mostly because his records were conveniently lost.”

“That’s it?” Bryan leaned back in his chair and let out a sigh. 

“I’m afraid so. In making inquiries, I learned that the subject of Nazi criminals is one that certain people would rather forget, and with good reason. It would be hard to justify a policy that allowed ex-Nazis to live in this country as free men.”

“So, what does this mean? That we should look the other way and pretend that their crimes are forgiven?”

“Stinks, doesn’t it? Wish I could’ve been more helpful, but under the circumstances...”

Disappointed, Bryan thanked him and hung up. He waited a moment, then dialed Helen. He filled her in on what his friend, Jeremy, had reported. “Did Mr. Muller reveal anything about himself?” he asked. “I mean...apart from his confession.”

“To be honest, I learned very little about him. He kept his thoughts to himself. Don’t forget, he was heavily medicated and slept much of the time. I was assigned to his case as a replacement, a week before he passed away at his home.” She paused. “I just thought of something. His next-door neighbor...Cynthia Ruiz, checked on him, almost daily. I’m sure she’d be willing to help you. I have her number. If you want, I’ll ask if we can drop by, so you can meet her.”

“That’d be great. Tell her...tell her I’m a writer working on a project about Germans who settled in America after the war.” A harmless pretext. “Let me know when she’d be available.”

Helen called about a half hour later. She’d set up a meeting at noon. “Can you pick me up?”

“Sure. See you around eleven-thirty.”

They showed up at Cynthia’s a few minutes early. About forty, slender, with long, reddish-brown hair tied back in a ponytail, she led the way to the couch. “Helen told me about your project?” She gave a nervous smile. “I’ll be glad to answer your questions.”

“First of all, I want to thank you for agreeing to see me. I understand you knew Mr. Muller fairly well.”

“We were neighbors for almost fifteen years but never became friends. He was somewhat of a recluse. What little I know about him is what he divulged during the past few weeks before he passed. He had no relatives nearby, and few friends, so I offered to help him as much as I could.”

“Did his family know he was sick?”

“Not until I called them about a week before he died. I found their numbers in an address book that he kept by the phone in the kitchen. His ex-wife simply hung up on me. His son thanked me, and his daughter said not to call her again. It didn’t surprise me. They hadn’t spoken in years.”

“Did he say why?”

She shook her head. “All I know is that he wanted nothing to do with them. He said it on more than one occasion but never gave a reason.”

“What about visitors...friends, other neighbors?”

“I only recall a man and woman who dropped by, usually in the morning. They were about Mr. Muller’s age. I don’t know their names. After one of their visits, I noticed some religious material they’d left on the coffee table. Of course, there was Rosa, his maid, who cleaned his house every other week. She had worked for him for years. She knew he had no family, and so she came by more often when he began to get really sick. Once, when I dropped by to deliver his mail, I happened to overhear them talking about her son who needed some kind of medical procedure that she couldn’t afford. ‘Don’t worry,’ he said, ‘I’ll take care of it.’ The next day, he confided in me that he planned to leave something for Rosa, but nothing for his wife and stepchildren. I kept a backup copy of his will, which I turned over to his attorney. Mr. Muller left specific instructions that he did not want any kind of service or memorial. He requested that his ashes be scattered in a rose garden in the middle of the Catholic Cemetery on the west side of town. I did as he instructed. It was the least I could do. Rosa was there to assist me. She was kind enough to say a short prayer, which I thought was nice.”

Bryan stroked his chin. “You said you helped Mr. Muller quite a bit. What did you do, exactly?”

“Everything from picking up prescriptions for him, to taking him to the doctor. I also shopped for groceries and sometimes made him a sandwich or soup from a can. My husband thought he took advantage of me, which is probably true. But I did it because it was the right thing to do. In a way I felt sorry for him. He was old and alone, with no one around, and so I did what any good neighbor would do.” 

Bryan nodded. “One last thing...did he ever mention the names of other Germans, perhaps friends that lived in other parts of the country?”

“When I went through his address book to look for his family’s phone numbers, I noticed two German names. He never mentioned them, but I copied everything down, thinking I should call them after he passed, which I did. The numbers had been disconnected.”

“Do you still have the names?” Bryan said.

She nodded, then got up and crossed the room to retrieve them.

“I’d also like the names and addresses of his ex-wife and stepchildren.”

She returned with a sheet of paper that contained what he asked for. “I included Rosa’s information. She knew him a lot better than I did. She lives nearby, in an apartment complex on Grant.”

Bryan glanced through the page: Josef Bauer, Kurt Hofmann, ex-wife and stepchildren: Carol Muller, David Muller, Elizabeth Muller, and Rosa Morales. “What happened to the address book?”

“It was destroyed. About a week before he passed, he asked if I could clean out his office of all documents, files and miscellaneous papers. I placed everything, including his address book, in boxes. The next day, a shredding company showed up and removed them.” 

“When you went through his papers and stuff...did you come across anything unusual or out of the ordinary?”

Cynthia thought about it for a moment. “When I opened a shoebox full of cancelled checks and receipts, I spotted an unsealed letter, postmarked New York City, 1949. Out of curiosity, I picked it up and read it. I kind of wished I hadn’t. It was a rather personal letter from a woman named Gladys. The way she expressed herself, I could tell that she loved Mr. Muller. She’d not heard from him in weeks and wanted to know if he still planned on visiting her during the Christmas holidays. She enclosed a photograph of the two of them, sitting on the stoop of a brownstone.” Brief pause. “I don’t know why, but it made me sad. The letter was shredded, along with the rest of his papers.”

Back in the car. “So, what do you think?” Helen asked.

“The German names certainly got my attention.” 

“You think they’re the ones who came with him from South America?”

“If we believe what Mr. Muller said in his confession, I’d say it’s a good possibility.”

She became quiet for a moment. “It’s strange that he didn’t leave anything to his family. His ex-wife, I can understand, but his stepchildren...it makes no sense.”

“You’re right, which is why I’d like to dig up some more information on him.” He looked at her. “I’m curious about Rosa Morales. Do you mind if we drop by to see her?”

She smiled. “Not at all.”

~ * ~
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“Did Mr. Sullivan send you?” Rosa said, when she opened the door. About fifty, with a roundish, pleasant face and almond-shaped eyes that complemented her soft olive complexion. She wore a beige linen housecoat that came down to the top of her shoes.

“Mr. Sullivan?” Bryan said.

“Mr. Muller’s attorney. Isn’t that why you’re here?”

He shook his head. “We spoke with Mr. Muller’s neighbor, Cynthia Ruiz, and she gave us your name. I’m a writer doing research on German nationals, like Mr. Muller, who arrived in America after WWII. I just need to ask you a couple of questions. May we come in?”

She hesitated, then allowed them into her apartment. They sat in the living room, which doubled as a sewing room. “I do alterations,” she explained. “So, what is it you want to know?”

“Cynthia said that you worked for Mr. Muller for many years,” Bryan said. “What can you tell us about him?”

“I cleaned his house, and we rarely spoke. He wasn’t very friendly. Not until about a couple of years ago did I see a change in him. I showed up at his house as I did every other week. When he opened the door, he looked disheveled and apologized for his appearance. He disappeared into the bedroom. I did not see him until I knocked on his door two hours later. He came out, clean shaven, well-dressed and with a trace of a smile that I’d not seen before.

“He took pride in his appearance and insisted on telling me why he answered the door, looking the way he did. He’d watched a program on TV the night before, that showed scenes of Bavaria where he was born and raised. It made him think of his family. His two older sisters and a cousin were killed during a bombing raid in the middle of the night. He began to drink and didn’t stop until he passed out on the couch.

“When the grandfather clock in the dining room rang out, we stared at it for a second.” ‘It’s lunch time,’ he said. ‘After you leave, I’ll heat up some leftover meatloaf.’

‘I’d be happy to do it for you,’ I offered.

“While we waited for the meatloaf to heat in the oven, I set the table. He thanked me and then, to my surprise...he asked if I would join him. I didn’t want to be impolite, so I agreed to eat with him. From then on, we ate lunch together every two weeks. Sometimes, I’d show up with a casserole and other times he’d go to the Deli and bring something back. We weren’t friends, exactly, but I could tell that he looked forward to sharing a meal with me.” She sighed. “He was lonely like many men his age.”

“Did he talk about his past, before coming to America?” Helen asked.

Rosa started to shake her head. “Only once did he mention that he’d been an officer in the German Army. He said it almost in passing, and he never brought it up again.” She paused, then got up and retrieved an old cigar box that she kept in the bedroom. “Mr. Muller gave this to me a few days before he got really sick. He told me to keep it for him.” She handed it to Bryan.

The unsealed box contained numerous black and white photographs of Mr. Muller before and during the war. Bryan spread them out on the coffee table. A smiling Muller in uniform, standing next to a German Panzer caught his eye. In a separate box, a little larger than a deck of cards, a well-preserved Iron Cross and an SS officer’s skull ring.

Helen turned to Bryan. “You think they were his?”

“Maybe.” Bryan shrugged. “Not that it matters.” After a moment, he placed everything back.

Rosa stared at the box. “When I asked Mr. Sullivan what I should do with the ring and medal, he said they were mine to keep.” She shook her head. “I’m not so sure. Maybe I’ll call his family in Phoenix.”

~ * ~
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A pensive look filled Helen’s face as they drove back to her house. “The way Rosa described her relationship with Mr. Muller, made me wonder. She said they weren’t really friends, but I think they were, in a platonic sort of way. Would you agree?”

Bryan nodded. “I just hope Cynthia was right...that he left something for her.”

“So, what next?”

He thought about it for a second. “I’d like to speak to his ex-wife. She may refuse to talk to me, but it’s worth a try.”

“I know that my part in this is over...” She hesitated. “Would it be too much trouble to keep me in the loop?”

“Not at all.” He smiled, then changed the subject. “When Sylvia first called, she said you’ve been a hospice nurse for three years. It must be very rewarding, if that’s the right word.”

“It is, though I admit, it’s not for everyone. If you want to know the truth, I decided to become a hospice caregiver after my husband died from pancreatic cancer. We had just celebrated our third anniversary. It’s hard to explain, but working with the terminally ill helped me cope through my loss and emptiness that I felt.”

An awkward silence. “I’m sorry.” 

Minutes later, Bryan dropped her off at her house, then hurried home. He couldn’t wait to check out the information Cynthia had provided.
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Chapter Three
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Bryan dialed his friend Jeremy Levinson and got his secretary. He left a message and the names of two former Nazis, Josef Bauer and Kurt Hofmann.

Jeremy called three hours later. “You’re not going to like what I have to say. There are no files on them. Apparently, they were destroyed years ago. All I could ascertain was that they worked for American Intelligence shortly after the war, just like Muller.”

“By American Intelligence, do you mean...the CIA?”

“Not just the CIA, but also the Military. I’ll see if I can dig up some more information. If I find anything, I’ll let you know.”

Another dead end, Bryan thought. When the phone rang, less than an hour later, he took his time answering it. He recognized Jeremy’s voice.

“Not sure if this is important, but I remember working with an Immigration investigator who’d investigated a number of cases that involved former Nazis living in this country. His name is Sam O’Hara, a WWII veteran, who saw firsthand what the Nazis did at Dachau and other camps. Last I heard he had retired and moved to San Diego. There were rumors that he planned to go to the press to make a big stink about how the CIA and other agencies had protected the Nazis. Whether true or not, it made a lot of people uncomfortable, to say the least. By the way, his old boss gave me his contact information. Here’s his phone number...”

“Hold on.” Bryan reached for a pen. “Go ahead.” He jotted down the man’s number and address in San Diego.

“Thanks. I think I’ll pay O’Hara a visit. Maybe he can shed some light on Muller or the other Germans.”

“When you call, mention my name. It’s been a while, but I’m sure he’ll remember me.”

Bryan nodded. “I will. Thanks, again.” He hung up, waited a couple of seconds, then dialed O’Hara’s number. No answer. He tried again twenty minutes later. They talked briefly and agreed to meet the next day at O’Hara’s home in San Diego, a short flight from Tucson.

~ * ~
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Bryan arrived in San Diego around 10:00 a.m., rented a car, and drove to O’Hara’s place, just off the I-5 freeway. The man lived in a condo overlooking a golf course.

They sat in the living room across from each other. “Do you golf?” said O’Hara, a fiftyish, balding man with a thin mustache and a wide, suntanned face.

Bryan shook his head. “Tennis is my game, though I haven’t picked up a racket in months.”

“I took up golf when I moved here. I’m not very good, and I do it mostly to break up the day.” He shifted his body. “So, how can I help you?”

Bryan pulled out a copy of Muller’s deathbed confession and a sheet of paper with the German names his neighbor, Cynthia, had provided. He handed them to him. “Muller dictated the words to a hospice nurse, moments before he died. The names came from an address book that he kept by the phone.”

O’Hara scanned the items. “They’re on the list,” he said, matter-of-factly.

“The list?” Bryan furrowed his brow. 

O’Hara stood up and ambled up to the kitchen table cluttered with files and miscellaneous papers. He returned with a legal-size document and sat back down. “Almost every Nazi living in the U.S., including Muller and the ones you mentioned, is on this list. Josef Bauer and Kurt Hofmann both worked at Mittelwerk, an underground facility in Germany where they built the deadly V-2 missiles launched against England. They were Nazi officers who supervised slave laborers needed to assemble the rockets. To maintain discipline, they routinely beat or hanged prisoners for the slightest infraction of the rules. Thousands died from exhaustion, malnutrition and disease.” He wrote their addresses on a 3x5 card and handed it to Bryan. 

“Thanks.” He glanced at the card. “How were they able to enter the country?”

O’Hara released a long sigh. “The short answer is that they lied on their immigration applications. Let me explain. After the war, the CIA and other government agencies were desperate to gather information about Russia and other communist bloc countries, and so they hired ex-Nazis to be their spies against them. The fact that most of them had committed crimes throughout the war did not matter or was overlooked—for the greater good, as one CIA agent once told me. To many, the new threat was communism; therefore, the end justified the means.” He shook his head. “For years I tried to build cases against them, but I was thwarted at every turn. The law is very clear. If a person lies on an entry application, he is subject to deportation or possible arrest. But in the case of the Nazis, the CIA managed to sanitize their backgrounds.” His jaw muscles tightened. “It makes my blood boil every time I think about it.”

“So, what you’re saying is that our government gave these criminals a pass just because they signed on as spies against our enemies?”

“Exactly. A few even applied for and were granted American citizenship. The best example is Otto von Bolschwing. As an aide in the Jewish Affairs section of the Nazi Security Services, he wrote an official paper called Zum Judenproblem, The Jewish Problem, in which he outlined a plan to purge Germany of the Jews. Hitler was so impressed by the report that he assigned a senior officer named Adolf Eichmann to work with von Bolschwing.”

“The Adolf Eichmann?” Bryan said, disbelieving. 

O’Hara nodded. “When I heard that Eichmann had been captured in Argentina, I assumed von Bolschwing would be next. All I needed was some corroborative data from the CIA to build a case against him. Well, to my surprise, not only did the CIA refuse to cooperate with the investigation, but they managed to convince my superiors that I should back off...for reasons of national security, they claimed. National security my ass! They didn’t want anyone to know they had made a deal with the devil, so to speak.”

“So, what did you do?”

“I resigned in protest. It probably wasn’t the wisest thing to do, but I was tired of fighting windmills and getting nowhere.” He sighed. “The bastards won. They got what they wanted.”

Bryan stared at him for a second. “Any chance that someone will pick up where you left off? I mean, if what you said is true...”

“Not likely. It would take the support of a prosecutor with really big balls to go up against the CIA and other intelligence agencies. Maybe in a few years, when the old guard is gone...” He gave a half-hearted shrug.

“About the names that I showed you...” Bryan leaned forward. “I had planned to interview them, but after listening to you, I’m not sure it would do any good.”

A short pause, then a nod. “You may be right. Then again, what have you got to lose? If I could, I’d go with you just to see them squirm.” He chuckled.

~ * ~
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Afterwards, as he drove to the airport, Bryan thought about everything O’Hara had said. The existence of a list of former Nazis living in the U.S. intrigued him, and he wished O’Hara had showed it
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