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			1

			Two things happened on June the fourteenth, 1940.

			Four men no one knew died in a railway yard and a fifth man stepped off a balcony.

			There were other things that happened on June the fourteenth, 1940.

			The soldiers of the 187th tank destroyers wanted to look their best as they invaded Paris, so they took a wash in the muddy waters of the Ourcq Canal, six kilometres outside the city. In a race to grab the best beds, General Bogislav von Studnitz set up shop in the Crillon Hotel, while all around him, German officers spread their dusty uniforms on the city’s finest bed linen. And in the summer sun, Wehrmacht bands honked endlessly up and down a deserted Champs-Élysées until finally a giant swastika was unfurled over the tomb of the unknown soldier just in case there was anyone left in Paris who didn’t yet know we’d lost.

			But in my world, four men no one knew died in a railway yard and a fifth man stepped off a balcony.

			‘Christ, what a stink,’ Auban cursed.

			‘Show some respect, Detective,’ I told him. A bruiser in the right-wing leagues who’d brawled his way through the thirties, Auban was tough and muscular. Even in the growing heat of a summer morning, he dressed in a way that wouldn’t let you forget that, a heavy leather jacket over a white shirt so tight as to show off his chest. He glared at me and turned away.

			‘This way, Inspector Giral,’ he said through gritted teeth. His usual cocksure insolence was now suffused with a fear he couldn’t hide. I glanced to either side of me and knew why.

			Lined up along the railway embankment were row upon row of German soldiers. A gauntlet of faceless figures that had watched me pick my way along the soot-greased sleepers of the marshalling yard to where Auban was waiting for me. They hadn’t shifted a centimetre in all that time. The ones on the right partially obscured the low sun, their long shadows curling across the oil and grime of the railway yard, picking us out as we walked. To the left, hard young faces in bitter contrast stared impassively. I could make out an officer barely fifty metres away looking intently at me, his face expressionless. They were the first Germans I saw that day, some of the first to enter the city. They watched us now in silence, their machine guns pointing at the ground, the grey of their battle dress soaking the black clouds out of the sky. 

			‘They been here all the time?’ I asked Auban. He nodded.

			We set off towards a group of half a dozen uniformed police waiting for us by some goods trucks. The normally bustling railway yard to the south of Gare d’Austerlitz was unnaturally quiet. No trains moved in or out. We picked our way through rubbish strewn along the tracks. In the streets nearby and all over the city, it had lain uncollected for weeks, left to rot while the Germans advanced on Paris and refuse was the least of anyone’s worries. 

			Auban was right. It did stink. A smell of death and decay in the air. Whether it was the scene that I knew awaited me or the city itself, I couldn’t decide. Under the scrutiny of the German soldiers, we walked past a dead dog lying on the jumble of tracks, its tongue swollen and lolling, its eyes wide open in panic. Flies rose and fell in a putrescent murmuration. I faltered for a moment. There was another smell, faint but acrid, lying underneath – like bitter pineapple doused in black pepper. Only it was different from how I’d remembered it. I shook my head to get rid of it.

			I looked away from the dog to see a police sergeant hurrying towards us along the track. My breath caught in my throat and I almost stumbled. I glanced at Auban but he hadn’t noticed. I looked back at the figure running at me and fought down my panic. His face was disfigured by a heavy gas mask and the smell that had been lurking outside my senses finally engulfed my memory.

			His voice muffled, the sergeant held out a gas mask each for me and Auban. ‘You need to put this on, Eddie.’

			Fighting to stop my hand from shaking, I reached out for mine. It was standard army issue. Not much better than the ones we’d been made to wear the last time Germany went to war with us. Trying to keep control of my breathing, I struggled not to relive the same dark panic as when I’d last worn one a lifetime ago. I recalled another morning when I’d briefly felt the gas burn my nostrils and eyes before getting my mask on in time and peering through the yellow fog at the unlucky ones who’d left it too late slowly dying in the bottom of a trench.

			‘It’s just a precaution,’ I heard the sergeant say. ‘The gas will have dissipated by now, but better safe than sorry.’

			He led us towards half a dozen uniformed cops huddled in a tight circle, each one wearing a mask.

			‘Good morning, Eddie,’ the only civilian there said to me. ‘Not every day we have an audience.’ 

			Bouchard, the forensic doctor, was only a couple of years older than me, but he always wore an old-fashioned cutaway suit and kept his salt-and-pepper hair combed back like a Belle Époque philosopher. Despite the mask obscuring his face, his presence calmed me.

			‘Tough crowd, I reckon. I’ll let you take the hat round after.’

			The sergeant signalled to us that we should follow him. Without a word, he led us to a row of three goods trucks parked in a siding, their sliding doors pulled shut. He pointed at the middle truck. The ventilation grille near the roof had been stuffed tightly with rags. A small gap showed, where some of the padding had come loose. I nodded to the sergeant to show him I understood the significance. 

			All three of us stepped forward to the truck. Auban hung back. The lock on the door had already been opened, a metal bar that had evidently been wedged to hold it in place lay on the ground. Cautiously, the sergeant slid the door back and leaned in, climbing on to the metal step and pulling himself up. He pointed at something by the far wall. A small mound of dark broken glass, a stain barely visible on the wooden floor around it. Yellowish dust motes, raised by the sergeant’s movements, clung in the meagre light and slowly settled back to the rough planks.

			‘Chlorine,’ he said, his voice distorted.

			I climbed in, followed by Bouchard. I had to wait a moment for my eyes to get used to the gloom and to the unreal vision of the murky interior through the cheap glass of the mask. I wished they hadn’t. I saw a man lying slumped on the opposite side, his hand still reaching up to the door. He’d died trying to prise the lock open. I looked at him and saw one more time the desperate, bulging eyes and swollen throat I’d hoped I’d never witness again. The same discoloured saliva dribbling down his chin onto his chest. My breath drew shallow in the tight mask. 

			The sergeant pointed to the left. Another scattering of broken glass lay on the floor. On the wall above it, a damp stain showed where the flask had shattered against the wood. A second man lay on the ground under the grille, some of the wadding in his hand, his face also red and swollen. The same look of torture and panic was etched on his features. Beyond him, two others lay. The planks at their feet scratched where they’d tried to get away from the gas, their heads huddled in final resignation against the far wall. I’d seen trenches filled with men like this, but few sights as despairing as the one in the grimy goods truck in a railway siding on the first real morning of my new war.

			I felt a tightness grip my chest, not from the gas but from the feel of the mask clawing at my face. Unable to bear it a moment longer, I ripped it off and stood at the truck door, sucking in mouthfuls of air from outside. The sergeant lunged at me. Through his own mask, I could see his horror.

			‘Are you insane, Eddie?’ I could just make out his words.

			‘The gas has gone. You said so yourself.’ I spoke angrily to hide my fear. I turned to face inwards but stayed at the truck door. ‘We can’t work in here. Take the bodies outside and Doctor Bouchard can do his initial examination there.’

			‘This is not usual, Eddie,’ Bouchard objected.

			I looked at the scene around me, both inside and outside the truck. ‘You’re telling me. Get the bodies out.’

			Reluctantly agreeing, the sergeant ordered some of his men to carry the four dead men out and away from the truck. ‘One of you collect the pieces of glass from the gas canisters and put them in separate boxes,’ he ordered. ‘Wear gloves.’

			‘And keep your masks on,’ I added. ‘If this is chlorine gas, it’s heavier than air. If there is any left, it’ll be floating on the floor of the truck.’ I needn’t have spoken. I was the only one to have taken my mask off. ‘And remove the packing from the windows and close the doors. We’ll let the gas disperse completely and search the trucks properly later. It’ll be too diluted with the outside air to do any more damage.’

			Bouchard had stepped down from the truck and taken his mask off. He adjusted his semi-lunettes over his aquiline nose and looked up at me. I could see the concern on his face.

			‘I’ve seen all this before,’ I reassured him. ‘The gas has gone, I know. Will the forensic institute be able to get fingerprints from the rags?’

			He looked doubtful. ‘I don’t know. Not that there’s anyone left there to try. Not with this lot in town.’ He gestured at the Germans and turned to follow the first of the bodies to a clear piece of ground some twenty metres from the wagon.

			I jumped down from the truck and threw my mask to the ground. Walking away, I took in huge gulps of air, not worrying for once about the soot and corrosion that was suffocating the city. I looked up. Greasy clouds of black smoke clung to the dawn sky, throwing a shadow over Paris. They were from the fuel dumps outside the city. Burned, some were saying, by our own retreating French army. Others reckoned the American oil companies had set fire to their own depots. Either way, it had been to stop the Germans getting their hands on it. It didn’t seem to be making any difference, not to the invaders. It was just us in the city who were suffering from the fingers of scum that clawed their way into your mouth and nose and on to your clothes. It had rained last night, the first we’d had in a month, and I had to walk gingerly between the tracks along the wooden railway sleepers, their usual coating of oil and soot thickened and made murderous by the coarse black dew that had fallen.

			Looking around me, I saw Bouchard start a preliminary examination on the four bodies, laid out on tarpaulins on the ground. It was unusual, I knew, but the only option I saw possible. He’d carry out the proper post mortem at the forensic institute. Beyond the three trucks in a battery of sidings, the Germans continued to watch in silence. I’d almost forgotten them. Behind them lay a ragtag jumble of makeshift huts, thrown up over the years like a low-rise skyline, most of them illegally. Had the soldiers not been there, I’d have sent some of the uniformed cops in to take a look. North of the trucks lay the workshops and covered sidings, the passenger terminus past them again to the left. To the south, the tracks disappeared into the streets on their journey out of the city. I watched them narrow and fade, partly longing to follow them, partly not, I was surprised to realise. Behind me, I turned to see row upon row of tracks heading south to north. In the middle, stood a rickety tower reached by a narrow staircase that would have offered a view over the whole of the yard.

			A uniformed cop came to fetch me, sent by the sergeant. He’d also removed his mask. Nervously, he hefted the rifle slung over his shoulder. Police in the city had been carrying rifles ever since the Germans had broken through the Ardennes, supposedly to defend on every street corner. Now it seemed like a worthless red rag waving provocation at the occupying troops. The policeman in front of me wore his rifle reluctantly.

			‘The workers who found the truck are over here, Eddie,’ the sergeant explained when I rejoined him.

			He led me to where a thickset man in his fifties wearing a leather jerkin over oil-stained blue overalls was standing. He looked like a pocket Mussolini, only with a full head of dark hair and without the pugnacious jaw.

			‘Le Bailly,’ he introduced himself. ‘I’m the union official for the Gare d’Austerlitz.’ 

			‘You should probably keep quiet about that right now.’ I half-gestured to the Germans. ‘Were they here when you found the truck?’

			He nodded. The ground shook underfoot and Le Bailly and I looked at each other, both recognising the sensation. ‘And now here’s more of the bastards,’ he added.

			Underscoring the strange hush of the railway yard was the noise of lorries and tanks rumbling through the streets of our city, their tyres and tracks reverberating through the ground. In the midst of it, a telephone rang. I looked over to see the German officer talking calmly on a field telephone held for him by a soldier. He kept looking over at us and at the other police and nodding his head. I turned back to Le Bailly.

			‘See anyone else?’

			‘No one.’ He gestured at two other workers standing a short distance away. ‘We just noticed the smell and I told those two to get away from the trucks as quickly as possible. I was in the last war. It’s not a smell you forget.’

			I had to agree with him. I called Auban over and told him to go and talk to the two workers, a tall, lugubrious one with a moustache that had outgrown his face and a squat, bullet-headed heavy with an expression as hostile as Auban’s grace.

			I watched him go and looked at Le Bailly. ‘Where had the trucks come from?’

			‘They were here overnight. They were going to be coupled to a train that was supposed to be leaving this morning, but nothing’s running today.’

			Before I could ask another question, I heard a sound. Le Bailly reacted at the same time as I did. Another memory of the last war. Rifles being cocked. I turned to see the German officer moving towards the group of cops nearest the trucks. His soldiers followed him, their weapons raised. I glanced the other way, the troops the other side were walking towards us. I felt my gun in my holster. The officer spoke to one of the uniforms, who pointed at me. He came towards me, flanked by four soldiers. 

			‘You are the senior police officer here?’ he asked me in passably good French. He’d unholstered his Luger and was idly pointing it in my direction. I’d seen so many of his type in the last war, on our side and theirs. They looked like they saw themselves permanently on a white horse, looking down at the rest of us festering in the mire. With his white blond hair and sculpted cheekbones, he seemed untouched by the soot and stench the rest of us faced.

			‘Yes. No need to ask if you are.’

			‘Why would that be?’

			‘You’re not covered in shit like everyone else.’

			He idly pointed his Luger more meaningfully. I could see him struggle between laughing uncertainly or shooting me. Composure and a faint smirk won. ‘I am an officer in the Wehrmacht. You are mistaken if you think I will tolerate being spoken to like this.’

			I pointed to the group of cops being shepherded by the German soldiers, their guns trained on the police. ‘And I’m tired, angry and trying to do my job despite you and Adolf getting in my way. You’re mistaken if you think I’ll tolerate my officers being mistreated like this.’

			The smirk went up a scintilla or two. ‘I will remember that.’ He turned and shouted a command at the soldiers. They backed off a little from the other cops and lowered their rifles. The officer turned back to me, his gun still raised, not enough to be directly threatening, but enough to say what he wanted to say. ‘I am Hauptmann Karl Weber of the 87th Infantry Division of the Wehrmacht. I have to inform you that the German High Command has issued the order for all French citizens to be disarmed.’

			‘We are the police.’

			‘Including the police. I must ask you to surrender your weapons.’

			I looked at the soldiers gazing at the cops like foxes in a hen house. I could see little choice. ‘Do I have your word that the police won’t be harmed?’

			‘You do.’

			I signalled to the others to hand over their guns. The German soldiers quickly gathered the guns and rifles and carried them to a junior officer still standing on the perimeter. Hauptmann Weber kept his eyes on me the whole time, his expression an odd blend of aloof superiority and smiling insolence. 

			I surrendered my pistol to him.

			‘Thank you,’ he said.

			He shouted an order and the soldiers raised their weapons. I heard one cock his rifle and I looked at Weber. I could feel my anger rising, but with a faint smile on his face, he called a second order and his men fell away, drawing back to their original positions along the side of the railway tracks.

			‘I will leave you to get on with your investigation,’ he told me, withdrawing to join his troops. ‘I think we know where we stand now.’

			‘Why the fuck are they still there?’ the sergeant hissed. ‘We’re unarmed.’

			Bouchard and I couldn’t help looking up. Silent as the heroic statues they seemed to love, the German soldiers were still lined up above us an hour later as we watched Bouchard checking the bodies of the four men. The only one speaking was the officer, a litany of asides lost to us in the ashen air that had the men either side of him sniggering.

			‘It’s not because of us,’ I told him. ‘It’s to secure the railway. Make sure our army can’t use it to break in or out.’

			‘We have an army?’ Bouchard commented.

			A couple of young cops came over with a box each. ‘The two gas bottles,’ one of them explained. ‘What there is of them.’

			‘Take them to the station,’ I told them. ‘Make sure Sergeant Mayer gets them.’

			The relief palpable in the way they moved, they hurried to the police cars parked at the southern entrance to the yard and left the scene. Auban and eight other uniforms were standing nearby, waiting to take the bodies away when Bouchard gave the say-so. The three railway workers had been joined by half a dozen more and stood a small distance away, their curiosity overcoming their fear of the Germans.

			The sergeant and I looked through the men’s clothes. They were once good quality but now ragged. There was nothing in any of the pockets. No money and no papers to identify them.

			‘Robbed?’ the sergeant asked. ‘Or refugees?’

			‘Or both.’ I found a tailor’s label in one of the jackets and showed it to the sergeant. ‘Probably foreign. This was made somewhere called Bydgoszcz.’

			‘Poland,’ he replied. ‘Seen it on the newsreels.’

			Involuntarily, I looked at the four men and wondered what had happened to bring them here, to their death in a grimy railway truck on the edge of a strange city with no possessions and no identity.

			‘It’ll be chlorine gas.’ Bouchard cut across my thoughts. ‘I’ll know more when I cut them up, but we can take that as read.’

			‘Chlorine?’ I wasn’t certain. The smell wasn’t exactly how I’d remembered it.

			‘How would they have died?’ Auban asked the doctor. He was a few years too young to have served in the last war and had the morbid interest of those who wrongly felt they’d somehow missed out.

			‘Horribly, if you really want to know. The chlorine reacted with the liquid in the lungs and turned it to hydrochloric acid. It simply ate away at them from the inside.’

			‘Christ,’ the sergeant commented. ‘It must be an agonising death.’

			My voice almost broke at last. ‘It is. I never thought I’d see it again. We can only hope this really is the last time.’

			‘Would you count on it, Eddie?’ Bouchard asked, getting slowly to his feet.
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			I was alone in a river of tracks. The four bodies had been carried away to a waiting lorry by the last of the uniformed police. Auban had gone. Bouchard had snapped his bag shut and waited for me.

			‘Walk with you to the cars?’ he’d asked me.

			‘I’ll wait. When will you do the post mortems?’

			‘Tomorrow.’

			‘This afternoon.’

			Bouchard had nodded and looked around us at the soldiers. They seemed to be growing restless. ‘Don’t stay too long, Eddie.’

			I watched him go and shot a glance at the German officer. The sun was high now and a bead of sweat ran down my cheek. I rubbed it and saw a smudge of soot on my fingertip. Taking one last look at the truck seeping its wasted poison into the air, I scanned the yards before walking south towards the gate and my car, gunmetal eyes on me all the way. I heard a rifle bolt being pulled and I looked up to see a soldier standing next to Hauptmann Weber putting a bullet in the breech. Weber looked at me, the same aloof scorn on his face, and pointed his fingers at me like a gun.

			I raised my hand in salute. ‘Not if I get you first, you bastard,’ I murmured with a smile.

			Back in my car, my face crumpled and I held my head in my hands. The gas mask. I closed my eyes for a moment and immediately saw a cloud of smoke. A trench slowly emerged through the haze and the sound of shells and rifles quickly grew. I hurriedly opened my eyes again and the sights and sounds were gone in an instant. I could feel my whole body shaking. They were images I’d kept out of my head for over a decade. Ones I thought I’d seen the last of.

			‘If the bastards don’t get me first.’

			I looked around me. I was out of sight of the Germans. Reaching for the ledge I’d put in underneath the dashboard, I pulled out a Luger I kept in a clip and stared at it. It was one I’d liberated from a German officer in the trenches at Verdun. I used to keep it in my flat, part of a ritual I thought I’d got over. I knew I daren’t close my eyes again. Shaking my head, I took out the little Manufrance pistol instead from another clip alongside the first. It always looked like a kid’s toy but it could still do what it had to. I replaced the Luger behind the dashboard and shoved the Manufrance in my waistband inside my shirt. 

			‘I’m a policeman and I carry a gun,’ I said out loud, recalling the bright-eyed sneer of the German officer.

			I drove off for the river and police headquarters. In the empty streets, one sense of unreality had given way to another. Our phony war had suddenly become a real one and each felt as illusory as the other. Paris had been a ghost town for the best part of a month and was now haunted by the crash of heavy tyres and boots on cobbles. I heard music, harsh and martial, echo through the halls of the city as I drove down lifeless alleys and along deserted boulevards, past empty apartment buildings and boarded-up shops like coins on a dead man’s eyes. The richer the area, the emptier the streets. Millions had fled the city before the Germans came. Two-thirds of the population had gone. It was the old and the poor who hadn’t been able to get away. And the cops. There was no life, no bustle. Paris was still there, but it was no longer Paris. 

			I turned onto a main road and came face to face with a German motorbike and sidecar flagging me down. I reached for the gun in my waistband, but the two soldiers simply turned away from me to watch a marching band dirge victoriously past a scattering of French civilians lining the pavement, a look of fearful defiance on their faces. A small boy leaned into his mother, not wanting to watch. An elderly couple cried silently. The band passed and the soldier in the sidecar signalled me to carry on my way. Our streets were now German, our role to move aside.

			As the sound of the marching band died away, two German soldiers in a field-green truck following it pulled up in front of the local mairie and set up a loudspeaker. Curious, I got out to see what was happening. I stood next to an ancient guy in a grubby white shirt, its collar long gone.

			The loudspeaker whistled into life and told us in accented French that German troops had occupied Paris.

			‘You don’t fucking say,’ the old guy next to me said. I decided I liked him.

			The metal funnel then asked us to stay calm and told us that the request to stay calm must be obeyed.

			‘That should do the trick,’ my commentator added.

			We were also told that the German High Command would tolerate no act of hostility. Aggression or sabotage would be punished by death. Arms must be turned in and we were all to stay indoors for forty-eight hours.

			‘Just in case you find it hard to stay calm.’ The old guy shook his head at me and slowly shuffled away. With a face like old army boots, he looked ancient enough to have been around the last time the Germans occupied us, back in 1870.

			I watched the two Germans pack their truck away and head off, no doubt to the next district mairie on their list. The few people who heard the message melted away, heading for home to close the shutters and lock the doors if they had any sense.

			I drove straight to the criminal investigation headquarters at thirty-six, Quai des Orfèvres, Thirty-Six as we all called it, where the first thing they told me was that I had to hand in my gun.

			‘Already done it,’ I told the commissioner, explaining the incident with the German soldiers at the railway sidings. I didn’t tell him about the Manufrance in my waistband.

			The second thing they told me was that I had to put my watch forward an hour.

			‘We’re on Berlin time now,’ Commissioner Dax told me.

			‘I’m not.’ I left my watch as it was. For some reason, the Germans telling us what the time was in Paris now they were here annoyed me more than anything else I’d seen that morning. ‘They can wait for me.’

			‘The whole of the German army’s going to wait for you?’

			‘They’ll get used to it. It’s either that or change it for me. Even then I’ll only change it back.’

			Dax just shrugged at that. A painfully thin man with a cassoulet and wine paunch and horn-rimmed glasses on a gaunt face, he was surprisingly expressive in his shrugs. It made up for the clipped paucity of his words. I told him about the four bodies found at the railway sidings.

			‘Do we know their identities?’ he asked me.

			‘Not yet. They had no papers on them, but I think they’re Polish. Refugees, possibly.’

			‘Or fighters. The gas was to attack the Germans and it broke by accident?’

			‘I don’t see it. It takes more force to break the glass on a gas canister than just by accident. And they had no other weapons on them. I think they were simply trying to get out of the city and someone stopped them.’

			‘We also need to know where the gas came from, Eddie. Keep me informed. I don’t want you doing anything without my knowing. Least of all now.’

			‘The Germans that were there. Can’t we just charge them with it and have done?’

			Dax rolled his eyes at me and went back to his office. I told you he was expressive.

			I took a moment to stare out of the window in the main detectives’ room. I should have seen barges on the river, cars weaving angrily along the road three floors below, men and women walking in a hurry to get somewhere, lovers kissing on the ancient stone bridge, police coming and going in and out of the building. Instead I saw nothing. No movement, no life. Grey streets under a cloud of black smoke from the burning oil to the north of the city. South across the river, the Fifth Arrondissement, my home, was a ragged film set waiting for the actors to return. But I could hear. A rumble of heavy vehicles still rolling through the city, more sporadic now, but enough to rattle the glass in the windows.

			‘Heading south,’ Tavernier, an old cop told me, his voice numb. Until that day, he’d thought he’d been serving out his time until he retired. ‘The Germans. A lot of them are stopping here, but most of them are crossing the city, heading south to catch up with the front.’

			I just nodded. Barthe, a bluff Grenoblois with a drinker’s bulbous nose, joined in. ‘They say some of our boys got through down by the Porte d’Orléans, trying to make it south to join up with the army. The Boches missed them.’

			The Boches. The word we’d used for the Germans in the last war had made a comeback since the start of the new one. Something else I’d hoped to see the last of.

			‘Good,’ Tavernier replied, interrupting my thoughts. ‘I saw a French unit retreating through my neighbourhood this morning. Running in panic. Mind you, I haven’t heard anything bad so far about the Germans. Not like the stories you hear in Poland.’

			‘And the Netherlands. Let’s hope it lasts. They bombed the shit out of Rotterdam.’

			I didn’t have the heart to join in so I went downstairs to see Mayer, the sergeant in charge of the evidence room.

			‘I’ve got something to show you,’ he told me.

			He made me wait a second while he went to soak a couple of rags in water from a glass flask. I was surprised he knew the old soldier’s trick. He was too young to have fought in the last war. A slim, fine-featured man in his early thirties from the Alsace, he had the fingers of a concert pianist and the mind of a terrier denied a bone. Not for the first time, I wished he was a detective working with me and Auban was languishing down here in the basement. He handed me one of the pieces of cloth. I was reluctant to use it straight away.

			‘Any news from your family?’ I asked him.

			Like everyone else in Strasbourg, his parents had been evacuated last September between the Germans invading Poland and us declaring war on them. They’d come to live with Mayer in Paris, but had fled the city as the Germans got nearer. Since Adolf looked on Alsace as German, the ethnic French from the area were rightly fearful of what the invaders might have in store for them. Mayer had stayed, unwilling to believe the Germans would single him out in Paris.

			‘They’re still in Bordeaux. I don’t know where they’re going to go from there.’

			We covered our mouth and nose with the rags and he showed me to a walk-in cupboard where a metal box sat on a shelf. He took it down and opened it. Inside was the broken glass from the gas bottles that had been used to kill the four men.

			He gestured to the rags covering our faces. ‘It’s most likely harmless now, but I’d sooner be certain.’

			Me too, I said with my eyes. I could feel rivulets of sweat run down into them at the memory of ripping the mask off in the truck.

			‘What do you notice about it?’ he asked me through the thin material.

			‘It’s French,’ I said in surprise. I could just make out parts of words embossed on the shards.

			‘Exactly. Phosgene gas. One of ours from the last war.’

			I shook my head and led him back out into the main store room. I breathed in heavily after he shut the door and we put the rags down. Never had police sweat in a mouldy basement smelt so refined. ‘I don’t think it’s phosgene. It smells of rancid pineapple, which makes it chlorine. Only it’s different from how I remember it.’

			‘Phosgene or chlorine, it’ll be over twenty years old, at least. Production of these ended after the war and the army no longer uses them. The smell must have changed as the gas deteriorated.’

			‘Does the army still keep a stock of them?’

			‘Not as far as I know, but it’s impossible to say now.’

			I let out a wry laugh. ‘No stocks, no records, no army. So whoever used it had kept it as a souvenir from the last war.’

			‘Or they bought it from someone else who’s got a cache of it somewhere. I’m surprised it didn’t do more damage. It should have spread further.’

			‘That could be because of its age. It didn’t work as well as it would have when new. That’s also why I don’t think it can be phosgene. That acts too slowly, it could take up to two days for any symptoms to show. If you were wanting to kill your victims quickly, you’d use chlorine. And there were yellow specks in the air in the truck. That’s why the army stopped using chlorine, you could see the yellow cloud coming. Phosgene was colourless.’

			Despite my argument, I still wasn’t sure. The smell was wrong. I closed my eyes for the briefest of moments and saw again the cloud of yellow smoke drifting towards our trenches and the row upon row of men panicking for their lives.

			‘Why was it kept in glass bottles?’ Mayer pulled me out in time.

			‘They were placed in the warhead of the shell. They burst when the shell landed and released the gas.’

			‘I thought firing gas in shells was supposed to be against the Hague Convention.’

			‘It was. But that didn’t stop anyone.’

			Mayer closed the box. ‘And here we are again.’

			

			‘Not much.’

			I’d left Mayer and gone back to the room I shared with three other officers, empty for the moment, and called Auban in to ask him what he’d learned from the two workers at the railway yard. That was his answer. Not much.

			‘Did you even get their names?’

			He shrugged like it was the dumbest question he’d heard.

			‘Right, get back to the yard and question them both. I want their statements by this afternoon. And then check the buildings overlooking the sidings and make sure those trucks stay put until we say they can be moved.’

			‘Fuck’s sake, Giral, they’re probably just some refugees.’

			‘Then they’re dead refugees. And it’s our job to find out what happened and who did it. You’re a detective, behave like one.’

			He threw me a look that was supposed to intimidate me but thought better of saying anything more. I watched him peel himself slowly from the door frame and make to leave, but before he could, a flurry of hushed voices rolled through the main room behind him.

			I stood up to see a figure in dress uniform at the other end of the long detectives’ room. Following Auban into the outer office, I saw Roger Langeron, the Prefect of Police for Paris, standing at the far end. Tall and authoritative with a neat moustache and round glasses, he only had to wait a few moments for the room to hush and all eyes to fix on him. I came closer and saw that his face was grey, the harsh light above him reflecting off his bald head and casting gaunt shadows on his neck. Next to him, Dax looked even thinner and more elongated. 

			‘I’m visiting all the police stations in the city to reassure our men,’ Langeron told us, ‘and to keep you informed of events. I have spoken to General von Studnitz at the Hotel Crillon and he has asked me if I can guarantee order.’

			‘Order,’ a voice said.

			‘Indeed. Order. I told him that I could guarantee this if I was left to work in peace. He has reassured me that as long as order is kept, I can count on the security of his troops and that I would not be hearing from him.’

			‘So, as long as we play along, we’ll be all right,’ I commented. I couldn’t help myself.

			‘Precisely, Inspector Giral. As long as we play along.’ I could see the same sense of shame in his eyes that the rest of us felt at the fall of the city. ‘I have also requested that they return your regulation firearms. I am still awaiting a reply. In the meantime, we have also asked the Germans to rescind the forty-eight-hour curfew that they have initially set. If they do, there will instead be a nightly curfew from nine o’clock.’

			Everyone in the room took the news in, no one having anything to say.

			‘Is that nine o’clock our time or nine o’clock their time?’ I asked.

			No one laughed.
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			I stared at the scuffed wood of my office desk and was finally hit by the enormity of the new order of things.

			Looking like he had the weight of Paris on his shoulders, Langeron had taken his leave, carrying on with his thankless chore of keeping the city’s cops calm. With the weight of me on his back, Auban had left cursing for the railway yard shortly after. 

			And that left me in my office to ask myself where in the name of all that was holy was I supposed to begin an investigation with the city under occupation. Normally, I’d have tried to find out who the dead men were, but that suddenly seemed impossible. Especially in a city where thousands had fled in the exodus and thousands more had passed through as refugees, first in a trickle, then a flood as the Germans cut through Belgium and the Netherlands and crushed our own army on their way to Paris.

			I thought of the people I would have spoken to in another age and looked helplessly at the telephone. I might have booked a call to the police in Poland to find out about any missing persons. I would have spoken to someone in our own army to track the stolen gas canisters. And I could have gone through the records of everyone at the railway company to look for anyone with a history that would point to their being involved. 

			As it was, they were all impossible. And there were no ministries I could talk to either. Not in Paris. They’d all cleared off before the Germans got here and had burned every last piece of paper before they left. I’d watched little spirals of smoke drifting up from the interior courtyards as officials carted wheelbarrow-loads of archives to the bonfires rather than let the approaching Germans get their hands on them. At least the police had had the sense not to put ours to the torch. We’d packed them all on a barge and sent them floating down the Seine. That way, we kept them out of the occupiers’ reach. The problem was, it meant we also kept them out of mine.

			With the realisation dawning on me that we might never know who the victims were, I decided my best next step would be to trace where the gas had come from. If someone was selling poisonous gas from the last war, someone else would know about it. But first, I figured I had one last go at trying to find out who the four men who’d died in a railway truck were.

			

			Driving away from Thirty-Six, I saw there was nowhere open. All the shops were shuttered, the markets empty, the cafés and restaurants closed, their terrace tables and chairs stacked inside the gloomy interiors. At the Hotel de Ville, the Germans had already removed the tricolore from city hall and replaced it with a huge swastika, the blood-red banner rending a scar down the front of the building and seeping into the foundations. Anti-tank guns had been placed at each corner of the square and a gimlet-eyed feldwebel, a German staff sergeant, sweating in the summer heat signalled me to keep my distance. Mine was the only car moving. They could impose and rescind all the curfews they wanted, I thought; no one in their right mind would be out on the streets today of all days. Except me.

			Sheltered on two sides by the railway lines and on the third by the Seine, the brick-built Institut Médico-Légal still looked like a nineteenth-century prison, from which there really was no escape. Less than a hundred years ago, when the mortuary was on the Île de la Cité, coming to look at the unidentified bodies laid out on black marble slabs behind a viewing window was seen as a fashionable day out. My first thought was we’d moved on since those days, but then I remembered the gas and the trenches and four men dying in excruciating pain because someone had smashed a glass bottle by them and I thought again. 

			Bouchard was on his own in the examination room. Two bodies lay under sheets on the pathology slabs and he was working on a third, rummaging around inside some guy’s chest, looking for something, and staring intently in my direction as he did it.

			‘With you in a minute, Eddie.’

			He popped something out and put it in a kidney-shaped tray, which seemed to please him. With the back of his right wrist, he pushed his semi-lunettes back up his nose and scratched an itch on the end of it before arching his back and stretching. I could see the tiredness in his eyes. 

			I gestured to the body in front of him and to the two under sheets. ‘Where’s the fourth?’

			‘These aren’t yours, Eddie. This one’s a floater, the two over there are suicides. Both brought in today.’

			‘Suicides?’

			‘Couldn’t face defeat, I suppose. Or afraid of what the Germans might do. Who knows? We’ve all heard the stories from elsewhere.’

			‘So where are the men from the railway yard?’

			Bouchard took a break from the dead man to wash his hands and gestured to the cold room. ‘Through here.’

			‘And where is everyone? This place gives tombs a bad name.’ There should have been two more pathologists on duty.

			‘Your guess is as good as mine. Lannes was here yesterday but no one’s seen him today. Rougvie hasn’t been here for the best part of a month, said he was going to get out of Paris before it was flattened. So it’s just me here on my own cutting up poor souls who’ve slashed their wrists or injected themselves with poison rather than face whatever it is the Germans have got in store for us.’ 

			He spared me the view of the rough stitching on the bodies and picked up his notes instead. ‘As we thought, Eddie. The lungs were extensively damaged by acid, most probably caused by chlorine gas. And with the resources I’ve got right now, that’s as much as I’m going to be able to tell you.’

			I recalled the constraints I now had and knew I couldn’t press him. ‘Any other clues to their identity?’

			‘Only what you’ve already seen in their belongings.’

			I looked again at the neat piles of clothing laid out on the table and found the label for Bydgoszcz again. I still doubted. ‘You’re sure it’s chlorine?’

			‘With the amount of damage, it’s impossible for me to tell if they drowned or suffocated in their own lungs. My guess is as good as any you’re going to get. Chlorine.’ He put the notes down. ‘And there’s no one here to test precisely what the exact substances were.’

			We went back into the examination room to the sound of a door banging. Two bearers had come in with a stretcher, which they laid down on the slab nearest the door.

			‘Another suicide by the look of it, Doctor Bouchard,’ one of the carriers said. ‘Found dead in her home in the Tenth Arrondissement.’

			Bouchard looked at me and raised his eyes. Equally frustrated, I left him looking around the cutting room in lonely dismay. 

			

			‘You’re going back out,’ Dax told me when I got back to Thirty-Six.

			‘I am?’

			‘Report of a man’s body found in the street on the Left Bank. Uniforms have been called, but I want a detective to see what it’s about.’

			‘Why are you telling me? I’ve got the four bodies at the railway yard. And only Auban for help. Get someone else to do it.’

			With a tired gesture, Dax pointed at the detectives’ room behind me. Auban was back, and two or three others were there, but apart from that, the office was empty. Our numbers had been depleted slightly by some of the youngest cops being sent to the army as reservists, but there should still have been more of us in Thirty-Six. ‘Take a look through there, Eddie. I’d like to think they’re all out working, but would you put a bet on it? I want you to go. You’re the only one who seems able to do the job today. Take Auban with you.’

			‘No, Commissioner, get someone else to do it.’

			His voice hardened and he gave me a look I’d had to get used to over the years. ‘I don’t need to ask you again do I, Eddie?’ 

			He turned away and that was that. I told Auban to get his hat, he was coming with me. He looked as pleased about it as I did.

			‘What did you learn from the two railway workers?’ I asked him on the way.

			‘Nothing. Saw nothing, heard nothing, just four stiffs in a truck and a shitload of German soldiers. Waste of time.’

			I was too tired to argue with him, so I drove. On the normally busy Rue des Écoles, we had to wait while an elderly woman shuffled ahead of us down the middle of the road, clicking her fingers at a tortoiseshell cat to entice it. She and the cat were the only living souls bar us on the street. At a quiet crossroads, we saw four old men sitting in silence on a bench outside a boarded-up café, stubbornly playing cards on an upturned box.

			The only other creatures we saw, living and dead, were on Rue Mouffetard. Two uniformed cops stood tense guard over a figure lying near the gutter, no doubt eager to get off the streets to avoid any German troops. The figure was covered in a grey blanket blackened with wet blood. A heavy stream of red flooded the road and splashed the pavement, running in rivulets to a drain. All the shutters in the buildings overlooking the scene were bleak and drawn. A concierge was pacing up and down outside a front door, quietly moaning to herself. One of the uniforms told me that she was in charge of the building where the dead man had lived.

			‘She said he lived on the top floor,’ the cop said, pointing up to a balcony. ‘He jumped off that. That’s as much sense as I’ve got out of her.’

			‘Go and talk to her,’ I told Auban. ‘Try and find out what she knows at least.’

			I watched him saunter off towards her. The woman’s left foot was encased in a heavy black boot with a built-up sole, her sparse white hair sprang shocked from a thin skull. It was a city of the elderly and the desperate. And under it all, you could still hear the Germans crashing along the streets around us like a distant gun breech endlessly loading.

			Turning back to the body lying in the street, I took a deep breath and lifted the blanket. I saw the peaceful face of a man in his mid-thirties. Half a peaceful face. He was lying on his stomach, his head turned to one side. The profile I saw was intact, calm. Underneath, you could see where the impact with the ground had smashed his skull, ripping through flesh and compacting the far side of his features into the stones. Another suicide for the city to accept. I pulled the blanket back further. One leg was at an unnatural angle, both arms tucked under the body. Oddly, the thing that struck me most was that he was wearing a thick grey overcoat. A strange final ritual, I wondered. The day was far too hot and sapping for him to be wearing one normally. I tried to imagine why he would have put on an overcoat before taking his life. I asked the uniform if the Institut Médico-Légal had been informed.

			‘They said they were on their way, Inspector.’

			Thanking him, I placed the coarse cloth back over the man. All around was dotted the jetsam of flight, things people fleeing the Germans had dropped or discarded in their rush to get away. It was the same all over the city. Lying on the pavement I saw a broken chamber pot, a tablecloth covered in the dust and grime of the street, and a child’s teddy bear, one ear chewed, splashed with the dead man’s blood. I had to tear my gaze away from it. Looking instead to where Auban was talking to the concierge, I saw him react suddenly in surprise. He called me over, more urgent than I’d ever seen him.

			‘Where’s little Jan?’ the concierge was wailing, over and over.

			‘Is his name Jan?’ I asked, but Auban shook his head vigorously.

			‘She says he had a young son. That’s Jan.’

			I snapped my head to look up to the balcony and called the two uniforms over. ‘Get upstairs to the man’s flat. There’s a small boy up there. Find him, make sure he’s all right.’

			The concierge started wailing more. ‘He’s not up there. I’ve been up to look. Little Jan isn’t anywhere.’

			I looked back at the figure lying under the blanket and closed my eyes for a moment. ‘The coat.’

			As I ran towards the body, Bouchard drove up and got out of his car. I ignored him and shouted to the two uniformed cops. ‘Look along each side of the street.’ Neither of them reacted, caught unawares, but I could see there was nothing to look for. I slowed as I approached the dead man. Bouchard reached him at the same time.

			‘What is it, Eddie?’

			‘We’ve got to look under the body.’

			‘I’ve got to check him first.’

			‘Believe me, we’ve got to look under the body.’

			I pulled at the blanket, but Bouchard took over, lifting the material away and gently pushing the body on to its side.

			‘My God,’ Bouchard exclaimed.

			I closed my eyes for a second time and reopened them slowly.

			Lying underneath the man, cradled inside the front of his heavy overcoat, was the body of his small son, crushed between his father’s embrace and the rough cobbles of the empty street.
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			‘I knew little about him,’ Madame Benoit the concierge told me, clutching a frayed handkerchief. ‘He was Polish, a refugee. Been here since November. Kept himself to himself, paid his rent, that’s all. He seemed a good man, but always so sad.’

			Another Polish refugee? ‘Do you have a name?’

			She and I were alone at a table inside her small apartment at the end of a gloomy corridor on the ground floor. I’d sent Auban and the two uniformed cops back to Thirty-Six, and Bouchard had left once the bodies had been taken away. Most of the elderly concierge’s life was in this one room; table, cooker, faded sofa and forgotten mementoes. Two doors gave off, I supposed, to a bedroom and a bathroom. 

			‘Fryderyk. I can’t pronounce his surname. It’s foreign. His son’s Jan. I know his wife was killed in Poland and that he and Jan got away, but that’s all. He doted on little Jan, but the boy wouldn’t say a word. And he wouldn’t leave his father’s side even for a moment. They both used to be out at odd times most days. Fryderyk had a job and I think he didn’t want to leave the boy here. I do know that he seemed terrified when we got news that the Germans were nearing the city.’

			I imagined he was. And that was probably why he killed himself. Grief at the death of his wife, unable to face another German invasion. I’d heard the same rumours as everyone else about what the Nazis had done in Poland, but like most I didn’t know much and I didn’t know how much to believe of the propaganda coming out on either side. He, though, probably had known. I tried to imagine how desperate he must have felt to step off a balcony holding on to his young son and I couldn’t help letting out a long, sad breath. Just another suicide on a day filled with despair. 

			‘I’ll need to take a look in his flat,’ I told Madame Benoit.

			She climbed with me to the top floor but wouldn’t cross the threshold. Inside, the apartment made my place look like the Hall of Mirrors in Versailles. Two mismatched wooden chairs at a kitchen table, a gas ring and a cupboard shared the same room as a pair of armchairs and a radio. It wasn’t the life of ease enjoyed by the refugees flooding Paris that some on the right would have us believe. A glass door led out to a small balcony with an ornate iron railing. I stood on the narrow stone ledge and leaned over, trying to imagine Fryderyk’s last thoughts before stepping out into space, his young son nestled against him in the warmth of his overcoat, not knowing what his father was about to do but trusting him to look after him. I had to shake off that train of thought and go back inside.

			I searched the living room but found nothing. No personal belongings or final letter. Nothing in the kitchen area but two cups, two plates and two sets of cutlery, the third not necessary. In an awful moment of clarity, I could understand why he’d done what he’d done. A tiny bathroom held a shaving brush, a razor and a bar of soap. The brush and the razor had been good in their day, the soap was the cheap stuff you bought in the market. I wondered what the man’s life before becoming a refugee had been like. Not as tough as it had become after, that was for sure.

			Saddened by the deaths, I was nonetheless realising there was little we could do. In normal times, we always investigated suicides, but these were anything but normal, and I had a feeling Fryderyk and his son’s deaths would go uncared for. I took a cursory look through the bedroom door and saw nothing more than a bed with a thin sheet draped across it, a small bedside table and an ancient wardrobe. Pushing the door open further, I felt it bang up against something on the other side.

			It was a safe. An ancient and musty cast-iron safe on four small, solid wheels that squatted behind the door like a mud-encrusted toad. A pale handle drooped like a lazy tongue from the rusted dial on the flaked paint of the front. I could do nothing but stare at it for a moment and compare it with the Spartan sadness of the rest of the room. It was entirely out of place.

			I called to Madame Benoit. ‘Is this safe part of the furniture or did Fryderyk bring it with him?’

			She crossed herself and the threshold. ‘Neither. He bought it not long after he got here. My husband had to help him get it upstairs and he’s not a young man.’

			‘I don’t suppose you know the combination.’

			I supposed right. I tried the handle, but it was locked. Even with the rust, it was sturdy enough to keep me out. Looking to see if I could find a piece of paper with the combination on it, I pulled the bedside drawer open. There was just one item in there. I took it out and sat down on the bed to look at it. 

			It was a Polish passport, with Fryderyk and Jan’s photographs in.

			‘Gorecki,’ I said out loud. Fryderyk’s surname that Madame Benoit couldn’t pronounce.

			I looked from the document to the safe behind the door. Three things struck me.

			The first was what would a refugee with little more than two coffee cups and a faded shaving brush to his name possibly be doing with a safe?

			The second was the passport. For a refugee, it should have been as valuable as a gold bar. So what could be worth more to Fryderyk than his passport that he would go out and buy a safe to keep it in?

			And finally, the words that were written in the passport. I understood little of what they said, but I did recognise one thing. Like at least one of the four men in the railway yard, Fryderyk was from a town in Poland called Bydgoszcz.

			
			There was a present waiting for me when I got back to Thirty-Six. My gun. It was on Dax’s desk.

			‘New order came through a short while ago,’ he told me. ‘Langeron’s managed to get the Germans to agree to us being armed if they want us to keep order. And they brought the guns back themselves. All signed and accounted for.’

			I wasn’t sure I liked that last bit. He gestured for me to pick up my pistol, and I put it in my waistband without letting him see the Manufrance hiding there. I hoped my trousers would hold up.

			‘And the forty-eight-hour curfew has been lifted. But there’s to be a nightly one at nine o’clock.’

			‘Eight o’clock.’

			‘Whatever you say, Eddie. Either way, it doesn’t apply to the police so you don’t need to worry.’

			Leaving him, I put Fryderyk Gorecki’s passport in my desk drawer and locked up for the day. There was little I could do in terms of any investigation, but I could at least look for any next of kin that I could tell. 

			I drove the short distance home across an empty bridge and through deserted streets. It seemed like no one had told the rest of the city that the curfew had been lifted until tonight. I checked my watch. There were still one or two hours until it began, depending which time you chose. Outside my building, I put the Manufrance back in its hiding place. Staring at the dashboard and willing myself to get out of the car, I finally gave in. Reaching underneath again, I pulled the Luger out and put it in my pocket.

			‘Just hope you don’t regret it this time,’ I told myself.

			Upstairs in my flat, I made a sandwich from yesterday’s bread and last week’s cheese and sat at my wooden kitchen table to eat it. For once, home seemed a palace after Fryderyk’s tiny flat, and for a few rare moments it even felt like a safe haven.

			I dumped the plate in the sink and went into the living room. Taking down an old tin box from my overloaded bookshelves either side of the hearth, I sat down with it on one of my two armchairs. I hadn’t opened it for over a decade. Inside, I found what I was looking for: a bullet from a Luger, dulled by the years. Rolling it between my fingers, I found the slight indentation in it. I was unhappy to realise that the bullet still had the same power over me that it had always had. Carefully, I put it down on the low table between my armchair and the fireplace and placed the Luger next to it. Looking at them together, I remembered the ritual and I knew I had to get out of my apartment.

			Outside, I roamed the streets at random. The Germans’ curfew was approaching but I had my police ID in case I was stopped. I didn’t much feel like paying any attention to their time anyway. The black smoke of the past few days still hung in the air, and in the warm evening I could smell the soot in the haze and feel the oil in my nostrils. A door in my memory that I had hoped was shut forever had opened a tiny crack, revealing a darker truth. It had begun with the gas mask that morning and the German uniforms lined up either side of me, the sight of the Luger in my car and the bullet in my fingers. And it continued now with thoughts of Jan, who had no doubt believed his father would always protect him and of Fryderyk who believed he couldn’t and saw no alternative other than suicide.

			Idly crossing a darkening Place Edmond Rostand that should have been teeming on a warm Friday evening, I thought of the shrouds on Bouchard’s slabs and of the handful of Parisians today who’d also been unable to see an alternative. Fryderyk’s was just one more suicide on a day that seemed to have spawned so many, his own in a foreign country soon to be forgotten. I wanted to question what had driven them all to their act. But I couldn’t. I knew. I felt again the harsh metal of the Luger bullet and smelt its acrid tang. I closed my eyes as I walked, an aimless suicide attempt at any other time on the busy streets of the city, a futile and lonely gesture today. It wasn’t my first.

			A whine of brakes in front of me pulled me up short and I opened my eyes to see a German patrol. Four soldiers in a jeep eyeing me warily. They brought me back to a different reality.

			‘I’m so happy to see you,’ I told an edgy gefreiter, a private, with an over-large forage cap resting on elephant ears. I even smiled. His three companions stayed in their jeep, the engine ticking over with a dull growl.

			‘Papers,’ he said in accented French. ‘It is after nine o’clock. You should not be out of your house.’

			‘I assure you I should.’ I dug out my police ID and showed it to him. ‘Police. No curfew.’

			He examined it doubtfully and showed it to a bullish feldwebel, who was lounging over more than his fair share of the back seat, a rifle resting loosely in his lap. He simply nodded and handed it back to the gefreiter, who gave it back to me.

			‘That is all right, sir,’ the young guy said, bowing slightly with an oddly polite formality. ‘Please continue on your way.’

			He smiled tentatively and returned to the jeep, which sped off the moment he got in.

			‘I plan to do just that,’ I assured the vanishing exhaust fumes.

			I watched the jeep disappear along the road towards the Odéon. Another four men in a vehicle uncertain of what was to happen to them. I’d been the same once, a young soldier gassing and shooting and bayoneting other young men across a field of mud and wire because I’d been told to. And then we’d all gone home and been given medals and told to get on with our lives. Not heroes, perhaps, but not villains either. 

			But put those other young men in a railway truck and throw the gas at the wall and it was murder. If this war was going to be anything like the last one, millions of people would die and millions of medals would be handed out to the people who killed them. But in Paris, my job was to seek justice for four men who died on a summer morning in a railway truck and excuse the unjudged murders of millions more. Outside, the purpose was to kill. Inside, the purpose was not to. And my purpose was to find a solution to the lesser evil of the two.
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