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    “Intriguing and well-written ... Tricia Goyer and Mike Yorkey had me at hello!”


    Lynn Vincent, New York Times bestselling writer of Heaven Is for Real

    and Same Kind of Different as Me


    “A riveting, well-researched tale that kept me glued to the pages. Chasing Mona Lisa is absolutely my favorite kind of story: rich in period detail, fast-paced, and loaded with twists. A winner!”


    Christopher Reich, New York Times bestselling author

    of Rules of Vengeance and Rules of Betrayal


    “I love it when I get lost in a good book, andChasing Mona Lisakept me enthralled from start to finish.”


    Debra McCoy, mother of Cleveland Browns quarterback Colt McCoy


    “With Chasing Mona Lisa, you purchase a ticket to a world of mystery, heroism, and adventure. Join the battle to free France and save her priceless treasures from Nazi hands. In the process you’ll find yourself sinking into a story that leaves you longing for just one more page.”


    Cara Putman, award-winning author of Stars in the Night and Ohio Brides 


    Praise for The Swiss Courier


    “What I love about The Swiss Courier is its gutsy heroine, Gabi. Willing to take risks for the higher good, yet vulnerable, Gabi is a wonderful portrayal of the tender strength of womanhood. Add to that a twisting plot, the raging of World War II, and a kindling love story, and you have an enjoyable read.”


    Mary E. DeMuth, author of Daisy Chain


    “Fabulous! Filled with heart-stopping suspense and fascinating details of life in WWII Europe, The Swiss Courier is an unforgettable story of faith and courage when faced with the highest of stakes. I loved everything about this book, from its riveting first scene to the surprise denouement. Bravo, Tricia Goyer and Mike Yorkey. This is more than a page-turner; it’s a keeper.”


    Amanda Cabot, author of Paper Roses


    “The Swiss Courier sizzles like a 24 episode with a World War II twist. The pulsating action and plot twists will keep you riveted.”


    Bob Welch, author of American Nightingale and coauthor of Easy Company


    “‘This was a time of war, not love.’ That statement from the beginning pages of The Swiss Courier sets the tone for this gripping, fast-paced story of honor and duty set in 1944 against the backdrop of World War II. With an intensity that builds to the very end, this book is compelling, chilling, and fascinating.”


    Lenora Worth, author of Code of Honor

  


  
    


    From Mike:


    To Jon Shafqat


    With many thanks ...


    From Tricia:


    To Katie


    Having you join our family has been

    as priceless as the Mona Lisa
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    To the Reader


    The world-renowned Musée du Louvre, in Paris, France, started as a fortress when construction began in 1190. In the fourteenth century, CharlesV converted the fortress into a residential chateau, and from the 1660s until 1682, LouisXIV, the Sun King, transformed the Louvre into the grandest palace in Europe. Within its walls today, 35,000 irreplaceable pieces of art are exhibited, including the three most notablethe Mona Lisa, Venus de Milo, and Winged Victory at Samothrace.


    The Mona Lisa, or as she is called in French, LaJoconde, greets visitors from behind a climate-controlled enclosure fronted by bulletproof glass. Over five hundred years old, the portrait of the most famous woman in the worldLisa del Giocondo, the wife of a Florentine silk merchantmeasures only twenty-one inches wide by thirty inches tall. It is said that her eyes followperhaps even hauntviewers. Her folded hands look smooth, and her smile, forever enigmatic. From the moment the Italian painter Leonardo daVinci finished this masterpiece in 1519 a few years before his death, no portrait has elicited more scrutiny, study, and even parody in the history ofart.


    During World WarII, the Nazis looted thousands of paintings and art works from the lands they conquered. Armed with the knowledge that their beloved treasures were in danger, the French packed up the Mona Lisa before the German Army overran Paris. She was moved from one hiding place to another, and she even hung in a little girl’s bedroom for a time. The Mona Lisa remained safe throughout the time of the Nazi occupation of France ...


    Until the Libération of Paris.

  


  
    

    Prologue


    Thursday, August 20, 1942


    Paris, France, during Nazi occupation


    Dressed in soiled blue overalls and pushing a dented trash can, the solitary figure shuffled past two German sentries stationed at the Gare de l’Est’s archway entrance.


    The brim of a felt hat covered Bernard Rousseau’s downturned eyes, allowing him to avert the soldiers’ cold glare. No one will bother you if you avoid eye contact while performing a menial job. Cradling that thought, he moved past the guards into the gilded entrance arcade.


    Gare de l’Est, one of six train stations in Paris and the main terminus for rail traffic to and from Germany, was moderately busy this summer afternoon. In stark contrast to the pall of oppression in the streets, a festive spirit hung in the air underneath the iron trusses of the train shed where clusters of German officersflanked by smiling wives and jubilant childrenarrived on holiday. Sweating porters toted their luggage, struggling to keep up within the grand structure dominated by decorative columns.


    Rousseau ground his teeth at the sight of Germans vacationing in his city. They were the only ones who could afford the haute cuisine at the Hôtel Ritz, the nightly revues at the Moulin Rouge, and the soporific productions at the Paris Opéra. Signs in German plastered the city, including a garish “DEUTSCHLAND SIEGT AN ALLEN FRONTEN” affixed to the Eiffel Tower’s first terraceGermany Is Victorious on All Fronts.


    Every day at the stroke of noon, German tourists assembled along the Champs Élysées and clapped for three hundred Wehrmacht soldiers goose-stepping toward the Place de la Concorde, trailing a brass band that oom-pahed the strident notes of “Prussia’s Glory.”


    With a sigh of regret, Rousseau refocused on the task at hand. There was only one train that interested himthe 14:05 Intercity to Berlin on Voie2. He aimed his wheeled trash bin for the voluminous train shed, which covered twenty lines. The departure was an hour away.


    He blew out a slow breath, reminding himself to remain calm. Patience and cunning were two of his best assets, and they must serve himwell in the next few minutes.


    Positioning his cart at the end of the nearly deserted platform, he reached for a long-handled twig broom. Wide strokes gathered food wrappers, strewn newspapers, and used claim checks into a small pile. With the blade of a square-edge shovel, he emptied the debris into hisbin.


    A pair of German soldiers on patrol passed by with shouldered rifles. They ignored his presence as they continued their slow plod in the direction of the train’s locomotive. No passengers were in sight as a three-man crew scrubbed the railway cars and cleaned windows.


    Rousseau resumed sweeping, pacing out the mindless task with the enthusiasm of a prison inmate. Fifteen minutes later, a small team of soldiers pushing a pair of flatbed carts passed by. Heavy olive-green tarps, cinched with rope, covered the cargo destined for the heart of darknessNazi Germany.


    A German officer, dressed in a Waffen-SS mouse-gray uniform with knee-high black boots, seemed unusually intent as he trailed close behind. The soldiers smoothly maneuvered the carts next to a freight car directly behind a tender filled with chunks of black coal. Rousseau couldn’t tell what was underneath the tarps, but they looked to be tall, rectangular crates stacked side by side.


    He turned his back on the delivery and continued to work his besom broom. When he dared to look again, the soldiers were loosening the ropes on the first cart, leaving the stiff tarp over the cargo.


    Rousseau eased closerclose enough to hear the sound of guttural German from the Nazi officer overseeing the loading process. He detested their heavy-handed languagean auditory reminder that German power was absolute. Because of them, the France he knew no longer existed, and the Paris he loved was on its knees.


    Hate stirred like untended embers in his gut. Hate toward the Germans’ arrogance, their ruthlessness.


    Shortly after the Nazis marched into Paris, his father had been picked up off the street. He’d been on his way to return a borrowed ladder when a German patrol stopped him at random, lined him against a wall with nine of his compatriots, and pulled their triggers.


    His crime? Nothing. He was murdered in cold blood by a Nazi reprisal squad. Ever since that traumatic event, Rousseau’s home had been within the ranks of the Resistance.


    The German officer checked a clipboard as the first tarp was peeled back. Four wooden boxes stood side by side in varying heights. Two looked to be about two meters tall, the others slightly shorter. Stenciled in black on the side of the first wooden crate was an eagle atop a swastika and “L-20”a designation for accounting purposes. Rousseau had seen the same crate yesterday in the basement of the Louvre, where he worked as a member of the maintenance crew.


    The famed Chambord collection!


    The German Ministry of Culture, now in charge of the Louvre, used the storage rooms to process paintings they had “acquired” for export to the Fatherland. Whether they were buying art oras the rumors persistedconfiscating paintings, these masterpieces and treasures were being shipped to the Third Reich in inordinate amounts. The Chambord collection, he recalled, included Boucher’s Diana Bathing, Daumier’s Le Wagon de Troisiéme Classe, and Pissarro’s Le Quai Malaquais, Printemps. They were worth a fortune.


    Anger at the loss of French art caused the pavement before him to blur for a moment. His hands tightened around the broom handle, and he could feel his heartbeat in his temple. As if German greed hadn’t taken enough ... and now this.


    The soldiers hefted the wooden crates into the boxcar as the officer checked off the progress. Then the next flatbed cart was loaded onto the train. This time, Rousseau counted eleven boxed cratesand then five more freight wagons appeared!


    How much beautiful art was leaving France forever? He dreaded reporting back to Colonel Rol, his Resistance leader, what his reconnaissance confirmed: there were enough masterpieces being loaded onto the Berlin Express to empty a wing of the Louvre.


    Anger turned to sadness. His heart ached at the realization that his country faced more losses than they knew. Their French culture was being stripped, one railcar at atime.


    Rousseau stifled a groan as he resumed tidying up the platform. His thoughts returned to an earlier time when, at the age of eighteen, he’d started working in the Louvre’s maintenance department. Exposure to the world’s great masterpieces had given him a deep appreciation for fine art, especially oil paintings. He admired the way artists conveyed imagination through brushstrokes. Now his knowledge of and appreciation for fine art deepened the sense ofloss.


    What he saw stenciled on the next set of packed crates stunned him. These wooden boxes were part of the A seriesA-1, A-2, A-3 ... delineating the crème de la crème: Rembrandts, Rubens, van Goghs, Matisses, and Renoirs. He turned away, not daring to look back at the Wehrmacht soldiers loading the carefully packed wooden crates bound for Berlin. He had seen enough.


    Rousseau glanced at the round clock overlooking the Gare de l’Est’s main hall. The Resistance leadership had asked him to call in his report at one o’clock, which was fast approaching.


    He aimed his trash cart toward a side entrance that led to the maintenance shed, where several sweepers were taking a break. They too were part of the Resistance brotherhood.


    “Someone wants to see you.” The supervisor motioned his head toward the station entrance.


    Rousseau recognized Alain Dubois pacing the sidewalk. Dubois worked with him on the Louvre grounds.


    Rousseau lit a cigarette as he made his way to Dubois, who immediately pulled him toward the deserted taxi stand.


    “Salut, Alain. Everything okay?”


    “The art is on the train, right?”


    “Much more than we thought. There must have been two dozen A series crates today.”


    Dubois swore in frustration.


    “I know. So many masterpieces”


    “It’s more than that,” Dubois interrupted. “The FFL wants to blow up the train. They’re certain that Reichsmarschall Hermann Göring will be on the Berlin Express when it leaves at 14:05. But he left Paris yesterday. Our people saw him board a plane at LeBourget.”


    The picture cleared for Rousseau. Every couple of months, sources at the Louvre told him, Göring breezed into Paris to add to his swelling collection of fine art. The greedy general must have gone on another shopping spree, which would explain today’s heavy load-in of wooden crates. But the Field Marshal of the Luftwaffe also had a private plane at his disposal.


    “Isn’t someone going to stop them?” Rousseau balled his fists at his side. The FFL, Forces Françaises Libresor Free French Forceswere a rival underground group led by General Charles deGaulle, even though deGaulle had been exiled in London following the fall of France.


    Rousseau gave Dubois a knowing look. They both belonged to a different resistance groupthe Francs-Tireurs et Partisans, or FTP, one of several Communist-led underground groups that spearheaded the Resistance. The FTP didn’t see eye-to-eye politically with the Gaullists, but they were unitedfor the momentin their common fight against the Germans. “Keep your enemies close and your friends closer” was a motto Colonel Rol often repeated in their clandestine meetings.


    Rousseau lifted his fist. “If the FFL blows up this train, they destroy irreplaceable masterpieces. But more importantly, Göring isn’t even a passenger. If German soldiers are killed, there will be reprisals. Who knows how many French will dieand for what?”


    The usual ratio was 10:1ten Frenchmen picked randomly off the streets and lined up for summary execution for every German soldier killed in Paris. He had counted at least ten soldiers at the train. If all perished, then at least a hundred innocent Frenchmen would pay the ultimate price, one far too high for failing to kill the Reich’s second-in-command.


    “Colonel Rol wants us to stop the attack.” Dubois rubbed his brow. “Rol is worried about the reprisals, but now there is so much more we could lose ... our heritage, our masterpieces.”


    “But how? We don’t even know where the train will be blownup.”


    “One of our people was in the meeting when the decision was made to assassinate Göring. They are wiring dynamite to the track just past the marshaling yards in Pantin.”


    “Can’t anybody get to the FFL and tell them Göring flew back yesterday?” Rousseau asked.


    “We got the message minutes ago, and there’s no time to get through to them. And what if they don’t listendon’t believe Göring flew back? They might go ahead with it anyway. We have to stop the attack ourselves.”


    “But the Berlin Express leaves in thirty minutes. It has to be four or five kilometers to the Pantin Triage. We’ll never get there in time.”


    Dubois held up a hand. “We must try. Otherwise there will be a massacre for nothing. And the art...”


    Rousseau didn’t need Dubois to finish that thought.
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    Rousseau flicked a layer of sweat off his forehead and looked over his shoulder. Dubois was nowhere to be seen. Even though Rousseau’s sturdy bike wasn’t built for speed, he had pulled away from his fellow Resistance member not long after they departed the Gare de l’Est, Dubois yelling encouragement as he faded in the distance.


    Rousseau pumped his legs harder as he flew along the Avenue Jean Jaurés, unfettered by traffic. Gasoline-powered cars, trucks, and taxis had practically disappeared since the Nazis tookover.


    Fighting to keep his legs driving like pistons, Rousseau rued his smoking habit. He pulled off his hat and tucked it inside his overalls, freeing both hands and allowing him to crouch down, reducing wind resistance. Leaning into turns, he rolled through roundabouts like a truck driver owning the right-of-way and dodged cars at busier intersections.


    A glance at his watch told him that the Berlin Express had departed the Gare de l’Est. Most likely, the train had left on timea testament to German efficiency. Rousseau figured he had less than a kilometer to go. Getting there on time wouldn’t be enough; he needed several minutes to find the person detonating the dynamite charge.


    The marshaling yard at Pantin was a beehive of activity. Rousseau knew it well. One of the ways the underground confounded the brazen invaders was by throwing a rail switch at the opportune moment, resulting in derailments and devastation but no deaths.


    He figured the Berlin Express would be staying on the “through” track once inside the Pantin rail yard. If Dubois’ information was correct, then the train would be blown up after the main rail line converged with side tracks at the eastern end of the Pantin Triage.


    A loud steam whistle pierced the air, jarring Rousseau’s nerves. He looked up, startled. The Berlin Express had arrived, slowing as the long train entered the yard. He had only a minute, if that, to find the dynamite charge.


    Rousseau steered his bike to a dirt path between the rail lines, eyes fixed on the convergence point. He kept pedaling rapidly, as if he was sprinting for a finish line.


    The Berlin Express bore down, but still at lowered speed. The dynamited rail line had to be somewherethen it hit him. An elevated bridge crossed a small gorge following the yard. If the wooden supports were blown the moment the engine passed, the momentum of the falling locomotive would drag the remaining cars into the gorge, their combined weight crushing one car atop another. The overpass was just ahead.


    Rousseau skidded to a stop and slammed his bike to the ground. Time had runout.


    Running to the tracks, he reached for a white handkerchief from inside his overalls. Standing between the rails, he waved his arms from side to side. The immediate release of air brakes split the air. A whistle blew three short blasts as train wheels squealed in protest.


    The locomotive neared. Shuddering and groaning, the train pushed a wall of sooty air toward him. Old newspapers rose from the ground, levitating, yet he stood, feet planted. A mere ten meters separated him from the massive machine. Just when he was prepared to jump from its path, the steel wheels of the Berlin Express screeched to a stop. Rousseau leaped aside and bolted toward the locomotive engineer, now leaning from the window.


    “What are you doing?” the engineer demanded in French.


    “You can’t continue on this line. The route is sabotaged.”


    German soldiers, rifles ready, poured out of the passenger cars and surrounded Rousseau.


    A German officer approachedthe same one Rousseau had seen checking off the cargo list.


    “What is the meaning of this?” he demanded in rapid-fire French that carried a hint of German accent.


    Rousseau repeated what he had told the engineer.


    “Are you with the Resistance?”


    Rousseau ignored the question. “The rail line is dynamited ahead. I am gambling with my life, I know, but I was told that you have valuable paintings on this train. I work at the Louvre and cannot allow irreplaceable masterpieces to be destroyed.”


    “How do you know about this trap?”


    “I overheard a conversation at the museum. People talk.”


    The German officer pursed his lips.


    From the corner of his eye, Rousseau spotted one of the soldiers raising his rifle.


    “Halt!” The shout from the soldier caused the hairs on the back of Rousseau’s neck to stand at attention.


    Rousseau turned. A partisan darted from a nearby maintenance shack, fear distorting his features. One shot shattered the air. Then other soldiers joined in. Gunfire pounded Rousseau’s eardrums.


    To his horror, the partisan stumbled and then fell into a heap, grabbing the back of his leftleg.


    Get up!


    The man fought to rise and then staggered a few steps, before crumbling again.


    “Bring him here!” shouted the officer in charge.


    Rousseau’s shoulders slumped. His odds of living beyond the next few minutes had just shrunk dramatically.
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    Oberst Walter Heller, hands clasped behind his back, placidly surveyed the Frenchman who had boldly stopped the train. While he was sizing him up, another soldier ran toward him, out of breath.


    “Colonel, we discovered a dynamite charge about a hundred meters down the track. We found the detonating plunger in the maintenance shed.”


    So the Frenchman was telling the truth. But why would he risk his life to stop a German train with this information?


    Two soldiers dragged the injured partisan toward Heller. The ashen-faced young man grimaced in pain. His saturated pant leg glistened with blood, leaving an uneven, dark crimson trail behind his limpleg.


    “Were you going to blow up the train?” Heller demanded.


    The nearly unconscious partisan incoherently mumbled something Heller couldn’t understand, although he heard the word “Göring,” which caught his attention.


    The German colonel directed more questions at the prisoner, now pallid and clammy. There was no response.


    “Shoot them both,” he ordered in German. He didn’t have time to wait for the Gestapo to arrive. They had a schedule to keep.


    The partisan hung limp in the soldiers’ grasp, showing no reaction to the command.


    The other Frenchman gasped and stepped backward, and the two soldiers guarding him clasped his arms.


    “No!” He kicked and twisted against their iron hold. “Sir, I risked my life to save you, your soldiers, and your paintings, and this is the thanks I get? My friends and colleagues at the Louvre will find out what happened here. My unjust death will only inspire others to take revenge on German lives.”


    Heller lifted his chin and approached the Frenchman.


    “What’s your name?”


    “Rousseau. Bernard Rousseau.”


    “Well, Monsieur Rousseau, I don’t think we’ll be meeting again.”


    The German colonel unhooked his leather holster and drew his service Luger. With arm extended, he moved two steps to his right and placed the tip of the barrel against the forehead of the injured partisan. Nearly unconscious, the young man hung against the soldiers’ clenched grip.


    Heller pulled the trigger, and a plume of red mist exited the base of the freedom fighter’s skull.


    Heller turned the gun on Rousseau. The German officer was used to making judgment calls when appraising an artist’s talent as well as the value of a painting or sculpture in Reichsmarschall Göring’s collection. Now a different type of appraisal was set before him, and a man’s life hung in the balance. If what Rousseau had said was true, by all rights he and his fellow soldiers should be dead, lying in a mass of twisted steel.


    “Allez,” he said to the Frenchman. Go. “Before I change my mind.”


    Relief widened the man’s eyes and softened his face. The soldiers released their grasp.


    Heller watched for a moment as the man sprinted to his bike. Small clouds of dust and gravel punctuated each stroke as the bicycle tires struggled to find traction.


    They were wary adversaries, but he and the Frenchman agreed on one thing: the irreplaceable value of fineart.


    For that, he deserved a second chance.
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    From the back of an empty boxcar on a side track, Antoine Celeste dropped his binoculars to his chest. His lips trembled at the sight, and his breathing became more rapid.


    No man should have to witness the execution of his brother, yet he just had. Bile rose in his stomach, and a profound sadness filled his heart. They said that when you joined the Resistance you were signing your own death warrant: sooner, not later, you would join the brotherhood in eternity.


    But a fellow Frenchman betraying the cause for liberté in broad daylightsinglehandedly stopping a German train bound for destruction with Göring on board? What explanation could therebe?


    When he and Philippe had joined the Gaullists’ Free French, he expected a fight against Nazi swine, not treachery at the hands of his own people.


    Celeste picked up the binoculars and locked on the solitary figure pedaling his bike pell-mell across the rail yardmemorizing his build, mannerisms, and the face that now filled his binoculars’ view.


    Restraining himself not to act immediately, he slumped to the floor of the boxcar after the bicyclist had passed. Tears streamed down his cheeks as emotions took control.


    There, sitting alone in the shadows, minutes passed. Celeste steeled himself. Knowing that his vengeance must wait, he vowed that no matter how long it took, this treasonous dog would be found.

  


  
    


    Two Years


    Later ...
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    Friday, August 25, 1944


    Outside of Paris


    The purr of the four-cylinder engine softened as the dust-enshrouded ’38 Mercedes slowed, taking the corner cautiously. A paltry breeze drifted through the windows with little effect on this heat-baked morning.


    Eric Hofstadler’s eyes swept the serene landscape of the sleepy hamlet of Rozay-en-Brie and then settled on a wooden signpost that bore the words “Nach Paris.” The Antiqua script“To Paris” it said in Germanwas a stark reminder that Nazi Germany still occupied much of France with a jackboot to her back.


    That signpost will be once again in French before the month is out, he promised himself.


    Another thought stirred, unbidden. But the cost in lives is sure to be high.


    Turning his attention back to the roadway, he gently steered the dusty four-door sedan past a panorama of sun-baked walls, vermilion geraniums in windowboxes, and gray slate roofs. Few villagers milled about on this muggy morning in late August.


    “How much longer?”


    Gabi Mueller flattened the map against her light blue, knee-length cotton dress. “Only twenty or thirty kilometers away. Probably a good hour with the time we’re making.”


    Eric glanced over at Gabi, smiling softly at the way the breeze whipped strands of blonde hair against her cheeks. His gaze drifted to her lips, remembering the last time he’d kissed her. It felt good to have her by his side, knowing she cared for him as much as he cared for her. It had only been three weeks since their first mission together, but the feelings they shared were unmistakable. In these uncertain times, life was measured by the day or hour, intensifying his emotions. Reluctantly, he refocused on the road.


    He set his gaze beyond the belfry of a medieval church, where the flowing green fields of the Île de France beckoned him and Gabi toward one of the world’s leading cultural centersParis. They had been told in their pre-trip briefing that they could expect thousands of Parisians rising up against their Nazi occupiers. Chaos, anarchy, and bloodshed were the inevitable result of warfare between the under-equipped citizens and heavily armed German soldiers. Not that anyone could blame the Parisians for mounting an insurrection after four years of simmering frustration and public humiliation that had boiled to a flash point.


    Eric slowed the Mercedesexhibiting a distinctive red cross against a white square on each of the front passenger doorsto a crawl. Outside his dirt-streaked windshield, an older dairy farmer in faded blue overalls rhythmically tapped a tree branch against the red-and-white flanks of a skinny Montbéliardecow.


    “What do you think, Gabi? Looks like neither one are eating very much these days.”


    “Even the hands of an experienced dairyman like you wouldn’t get a liter of milk out of her. Poor thing.” Gabi blew on several stray hairs and dabbed the forehead of her flushed face with the back of her hand. “But I sure wouldn’t mind a glass of cold, fresh milk.” She swished the lukewarm water around in the canteen nestled in her lap. They had been sharing sandwiches of Weissbrot and jam, apples, and canteens of water since they left Swiss soil fifteen hoursago.


    Eric cocked his head slightly to the right and watched Gabi’s eyes follow the path of the lonely farmer and his emaciated cow. A soft smile lifted the corners of hislips.


    Gabi set the canteen on the floorboard and unfolded the map supplied last night by Allen Dulles, the station chief of the Office of Strategic Services (OSS) based in Bern, Switzerland. Though she and Eric were both Swiss, they were part of a group of covert agents working for the Americans and the Allied cause.


    Eric understood where Gabi’s loyalties layher father was an American married to a Swiss. As for him, he was a third-generation Swiss dairyman who joined the OSS when he was recruited by Gabi’s father, Ernst. While Eric felt a keen sense of mission, if truth be told, working with Herr Mueller wasn’t a bad way to spend more time with someone who’d captured his heart.


    “And the location?” Eric recalled the memorized address and was ready to repeatit when Gabi looked down at the map and pointed to the Left Bank.


    “Right here, just off the Boulevard Saint-Michel. The Resistance controls this neighborhood, so we should be safe.”


    “Should is a word that means little in wartime.” Eric pursed his lips and considered what lay ahead. Parisseductive and beautifulhad become an active and highly dangerous battle zone nearly a week ago. According to Herr Dulles, Resistance members aligned with General Charles de Gaulle had seized the Préfecture de Police located in the heart of the city near the Notre Dame Cathedral. The Gaullists, also known as the Free French, were determined to bring the Paris police department under their control before the Allies arrived. It was part of their strategy to control the levers of government once the Germans were driven out ofParis.


    The wild card, Dulles had said, was the role the Communists expected to play in postwar France, especially since Communists dominated many of the Resistance groups. With all the rival factionsthere were at least sixteen different resistance organizationsvying for power, Paris was a powder keg, ready to explode at any moment.


    Eric pressed the accelerator and shifted into third gear as they left the village, passing a Rozay-en-Brie road sign with a red diagonal line across the letters. The pimply faced guard at the last German checkpoint told him there might be one more inspection stop between here and...


    Eric spotted movement ahead to their rightnear a cornfield. A German soldier wearing the distinctive coal-scuttle helmet of the Wehrmacht leaped from a roadside ditch. He jumped in their path, leveling his rifle and locking eyes withEric.


    “Halt!” The husky cry exited cracked lips.


    Eric slammed on the brakes. The heavy Mercedes skidded to a stop, raising a cloud of dust that settled over the grimy soldier, who repeated his growling Halt!


    Gabi stiffened in her seat. “Could be a rogue. I don’t like the looks of this.”


    “Me neither.” Eric moved his hand to the gearbox. If this was a rogue soldier, that meant he could be desperate enough to open fire on them.


    He quietly shifted into reverse, but the soldier moved his rifle away from Eric and toward Gabi. “Hands up, or I’ll shoother!”


    The way he uttered that simple sentence in less-than-smooth German...


    “Did you hear his accent?” Gabi asked.


    Eric nodded. This soldier wasn’t German. He was part of an Ost battalionmen conscripted into the Wehrmacht from Poland, Czechoslovakia, and Russia. He’d heard about this. Allied troops had been shocked to discover that they were killing Poles, Czechs, and Russians on the beaches of Normandy, as well as Germans.


    Gabi pressed her back against the seat. “He’s one of those Ost soldiers. I’m sure ofit.”


    “Then we have to be ready for anything.”


    Herr Dulles had warned them about reports of Ost battalion soldiers either deserting their posts or getting separated from their units. The absence of military discipline created a vacuum, the American director said. They were like caged animals unleashed for murder and mayhem.


    Eric sought to defuse the dangerous situation. He leaned out of the open window and adopted a solicitous tone. “Hey, everything’s going to be alright,” he announced in German. “See, we’re Red Cross.”


    “Hands up! Out of the car! Both of you!” The Ost soldier advanced within a few meters of the Mercedes.


    “We had better do what he says, Gabi.”


    She nodded and moved her hand to the door handle. Before she stepped out of the vehicle, Eric noticed her eyes narrowing and a determined look on her face.


    He opened the door, careful to keep his hands up where they could be seen. “Listen, we just needto”


    The soldier’s eyes darted to something behind Eric, and his world turned black.
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    The sound of the rifle butt connecting with Eric’s skull filled the air, and Gabi sucked in a breath as Eric tumbled to the ground. The second soldier then turned the rifle, pointing it at the back of Eric’s head. He had murder in his eyes.


    With no chance of reaching Eric’s side before the soldier pulled the trigger, she tried to distract him instead. “No! Stop!”


    She darted around the front of the car, toward Eric. Just as she reached his side, the soldier shifted the rifle, lunged, and grabbed her wrist.


    “So, you’ve come to see me?” He snarled as he pulled her toward him, burrowing a sandpaper-like cheek in her soft neck. He reeked of pungent body odor and stale beer. Then he pulled back his leathery face and smiled, showing two rows of rotten teeth. “Juri,” he spoke to the other, “this is a pretty one,ja?”


    Gabi struggled to slip out of his firm grasp. “Let me go!”


    Panic rose in her throat. She pushed against him, but he wrapped his free arm around her body and pressed his dirty tunic, caked with white lines of dried sweat, to her chest. She pushed against him hard, then beat him with her free fist, but he was too strong. His arms tightened, making it hard to move. Her power was no match againsthis.


    “You want me, Schatzi. I can feel it.” His hiss inside her ear brought images of a serpent’s tongue.


    “Forget it!” Gabi clawed at the hand squeezing her wrist, but his grip felt like iron.


    “She’s hot-blooded, Juri. I believe I’ll keep this one for a while.” The swearing soldier yanked on her arm and drew her close againhis mouth nearing hers. His putrid breath caused her togag.


    “Let her go and fetch her purse. This isn’t all play,” said Juri, who shouldered his rifle and extracted a Luger pistol from his waist belt. “I’ll shoot her if she runs.” He raised the Luger, fixing it on Gabi.


    Juri seemed to be the one in charge. Gabi’s knees weakened seeing his gun fixed onher.


    “Then you can have your way,” Juri added with a snarl.


    With a frustrated groan, the other soldier snuggled his bulbous nose one last time in Gabi’s ear and then relaxed his grip. Releasing her, he moved around to the passenger’s side of thecar.


    At her feet, Eric lay on the ground, facedown, not stirring at all. She crouched down to check on him, but her shoulders tensed as Juri stepped closer.


    Gabi defiantly looked up. “You can shoot me if you want, but I have to make sure he’s okay.”


    Feeling an overwhelming desire to hold him close, she cradled Eric’s head and inspected his scalp for a bruise. He moved slightly and groaned, and she released the breath she’d been holding. Her tactile touch discovered a bump the size of a two-franc piece on the back of his skull.


    She gingerly separated a thatch of red hairs and inspected the injury. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched the other soldier discover her pursehidden under the passenger’s seat. He rifled through its contents.


    “What are you doing?” Anger flared in her eyes. She eased Eric back to the ground and jumped to her feet. Gesticulating with both hands, she knew their only chance was to make a scene. “Get your hands out of there! Those are my things!”


    The Ost soldier, nonplussed, looked like he was sampling the summer fruits at a Saturday market. “We need money,” he said, unzipping her leather billfold and stuffing all the Swiss and French banknotes into the upper left pocket of his tunic. He dumped the loose change into his pants pocket.


    “There has to be more than this.” He strode around the front of the car and then approached Eric, kicking him in the backside.


    Gabi gasped. Eric moaned, and she saw his eyes open. Seeing the soldier, Eric attempted to rise but stumbled, falling to his hands and knees.


    The soldier pointed his pistol at Eric.


    “Wallet.” He fluttered his free hand.


    Highway robbery in broad daylight, but Gabi knew their troubles were just beginning once the soldiers had taken all their money. She helped Eric steady himself so he could reach into his rear pocket. With a shaky hand, he tossed the well-worn billfold toward the soldier.


    The Wehrmacht soldier caught the wallet in the air and wordlessly extracted a wad of bills. He pocketed them and flung the wallet to the dirt. “What else do you have?”


    She regarded the squinty-eyed soldier with wide cheekbones. His accented German with unstressed vowels sounded Slavic to her ears.


    “Just some food, medicine, and clothes,” Gabi said. “Take what you want, and then be on yourway.”


    The soldier with the teeth blackened by decay grunted. His emotionless eyes were dark as coal and devoid of any spark. Those same eyes moved over her body, sizing up her curves, reminding her of what he really wanted.


    He swung his carbine off his shoulder and approached. Then he slowly circled behind her and used the tip of his rifle to hike up her skirt.


    Gabi clenched her jaw and remained ramrod still, sensing that he wanted her to lose controlso he could lose control. She reached down and straightened her skirt. Show no fear. You are Swiss. You are neutral.


    “When’s the last time you ate?” Gabi brought her right hand up to her mouth to mimic the eating motion toward the soldier in charge.


    “Gestern.” Yesterday.


    “There’s food in the car.” She pointed to the backseat. “Can I get it foryou?”


    The soldier nodded. Apparently hunger inside the stomach trumped a different type of ravenousness.


    Resisting the urge to look at Eric, she took several steps to the passenger side door and leaned inside. The soldier with the carbine came up behind her and ran the tip of his rifle up her leg again. She shivered against the feeling of the cold metal against her skin but willed herself to ignore him. She would not acknowledge herfear.


    Gabi grabbed the handle of a wicker basket. “We have some sandwiches with butter and jam you can take with you.” She forced a half smile.


    She lifted the wicker basket out of the backseat and set it on the road. She lifted one flap and then moved her hand underneath the red-and-white napkins, feeling what she was after. Her hand wrapped around the grip. Her finger on the trigger. “We also have apples. I picked them just yesterday.”


    The salacious soldier bent down for a look. With a rapid swoop, she lifted her arm and aimed the snub-nosed pistol.


    He lunged, and her finger pulled the trigger. The bullet tore into his upper chest, next to the heart. Both hands involuntarily grasped at the massive wound as a burst of crimson immediately stained his gray uniform. A look of surprise, a strained wheeze, and within a long second, the soldier fell forward in a heap, legs twitching as blood pooled on the dirt roadway.
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    The gunshot lifted the fog from Eric’s mind and gave him an immediate boost of adrenaline. At the same instant, he dove for the other soldier, Juri, who had trained his pistol on Gabi. Jostled, Juri missed his target, but a metallic thud left a small hole in the back of the Mercedes. They fell into a heap. Rage consumed Ericrage that Russians or Poles or whoever they were wanted to rape Gabi and then killher.


    The soldier’s pistol bounced away in the dirt. Eric put his years of gaining muscle from baling hay to work and wrestled him away from the weapon. When a fist crashed on his temple, he replied by pummeling his foe with blow after blow.


    “Get away from him!” Gabi screamed. He knew she held her fire because she didn’t have a clear shot. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Gabi kick the soldier’s pistol into a clump of weeds.


    The momentary distraction was to the soldier’s advantage. He threw himself on Eric, pinning his arms to his side. They rolled through the dirt, with Eric trying to push himself away and the soldier digging his hands into his torso, as if he knew that once distance was put between them, Gabi’s close-in shot would killhim.


    Then a bloodcurdling screamthis from the Wehrmacht soldier. With ferocious determination, Eric had reached the broad hunting knife in his ankle sheath and plunged the razor-edged steel blade upward. The sharp knife had slipped through the coarse military uniform and under the sternum. Eric’s knuckles blanched white as his grip tightened around the handle.


    Eyes wide with shock and disbelief, the Wehrmacht soldier pushed his boots hard against the road. Heels furrowed the soil, but there would be no escape. Eric kept the tension strong until the soldier’s arching body collapsed against hardpan. With a deep breath, he drew the knife out, wiping the heavy blade against the German uniform.


    Rising on shaky legs, a feeling of intense relief came over him. Lifting his pant leg, he slid the knife back into his ankle sheath with finality. Neither of these soldiers would ever take advantage of the girl he loved.
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    Gabi watched, as in a trance, while Eric retrieved the Swiss and French bills from the dead soldier’s upper left pocket. Then he grabbed the soldier by the ankles, dragged him across the dirt road, and chucked his lifeless frame into the roadside ditch. He could keep the change.


    The other lifeless soldier received the same brusque treatment.


    Eric hustled back to Gabi, and the emotions she’d been holding in overwhelmed her. Memory of the soldier’s breaths close to her lips caused her hands to tremble. If he’d had his way...


    “No,” she whispered. She buried her face in her hands. Even though she knew she had the right to protect herselfand Ericher stomach sickened at the realization that she’d taken alife, however justifiable the cause may be.


    Eric stepped toward her, anger still flaring in his eyes. She wasn’t used to seeing him like this. She was both drawn by his strength and overcome by the image of Eric’s knife plunging into the man’s chest. Yet this was Eric ... she looked into his face again.


    His gaze softened as he neared, and Eric reached around the back of her waist and drew her close. “Thank you for saving our lives. You know that’s what you did, don’tyou?”


    Gabi struggled for the right words. “They were going to kill us and take the car after they got everything they wanted.” Her voice sounded flat. Her throat felt thick, making it hard to swallow.


    Fear of death, fear of being so violated, had prompted her to do what she had never done beforeshoot a man and take alife.
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    Colette Perriard studied the faces of her fellow travelers on the Métro like one would study a great work ofart.


    Normally, Parisians were content to stare straight ahead or bury their faces in one of the collaborationist newspapers like Paris-Soir or Le Petit Parisien. On this Friday morning commute, however, perfect strangers eagerly shared morsels of gossip they’d heard on the street. Hope lighted thin and pale faces. Chins were held higher, like in the H.de laCharlerie engraving, The Women March on Versailles.


    Bus service had been canceled because of the Paris insurrection that started almost a week ago, but below ground on the Métro, rumors buzzed like a swarm of locusts...


    French tanks were seen passing through May-en-Multien during the night.


    The Americans want to free Paris, but Montgomery doesn’t want to put British troops into harm’s way.


    They’re waiting for de Gaulle to arrive from London.


    Colette listened impassively, not sure what to believe. Someone even claimed that the Germans had decided to begin mass executions, starting at dusk.


    She let out a slow breath. For her, the meaning of life was tied to the art she worked hard to protect and preserve. The liberation of Paris and the ultimate defeat of the Nazis would mean the recovery of priceless treasures and the restoration of sanity in the world of fineart.


    She alighted at the Palais Royal stop and hurried from the tomblike oven. She climbed the last of the stairs and stepped onto a broad sidewalk shaded by pavilions and baroque buildings with colonnades. Here on the Right Bank was the center of contemporary Paris, home to palaces, government buildings, and museums, including the Louvre, where she worked as a curator.


    Most pedestrians avoided eye contact as she walked a brisk half block to the Rue de Rivoli, one of Paris’s grand boulevards. The optimism of the underground Métro had given way to the reality of the streets: Paris would soon be under siege. Gazing toward the western horizon, she viewed pillars of brown and white smoke curling to the heavens, signs of skirmishes and pitched battles in the distance. Her stomach clenched, and she quickened her pace.


    She reached the corner, preparing to cross, when a convoy of German troop trucks rumbled her direction. She stiffened, pausing her steps. Truck after truck thundered pastmore than a dozen vehicles in each of three columns. The air thickened with plumes of sooty exhaust. As each truck passed, rows of seated German soldiers cast cold stares at the knot of Parisians waiting to cross the boulevard. Colette’s eyes met one soldier’s narrowed gaze, and a shiver traveled up her spine. Death was landscaped in the soldier’s look.


    Perhaps the rumor about summary executions was right.


    “I haven’t seen this many boches in one place since June 1940.” The observation came from someone she recognized from the Louvre’s Antiquities area. Several Louvre employees had gathered at the corner, patiently waiting to cross.


    “Where do you think they’re going?” asked another.


    “Probably the Hôtel Meurice.” The man from Antiquities rubbed his hands. “That can only mean one thingthe German High Command knows the Allies are coming to liberateus.”


    The Hôtel Meurice, located half a kilometer west of the Louvre, housed the top German military brass as well as the commanding governor, General Dietrich von Choltitz.


    As Colette crossed the boulevard, she looked toward her office on the third floor of the Richelieu Wing. Working at the Louvre had been a wartime balm and had given her an opportunity to live adequately amidst the food and fuel shortages the last four years, comfortable by comparison to most Parisians.


    With Paris on the cusp of liberationor unruly revolutionevery able-bodied employee had been called in to the Musée du Louvre. It was all hands on deck after Gaullist forces stormed the Préfecture de Police nearly a week ago and set Paris down a path of no return. No one knew what the next day or even the next hour would bring.


    Colette drew in a heavy breath. She had a feeling that history would be made very soonand she had a front rowseat.
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    “Bonjour, Anne.”


    Colette set her purse on the file cabinet and approached Anne Chavanette, who, like Colette, was twenty-seven years old and a Louvre curator. Anne stood up from her desk, and the pair leaned forward and lightly touched cheek with cheekonce for each side.


    “Hear anything on the Métro?” Anne asked.


    “The rumors get wilder each day. At least no one spoke of the Louvre getting blown up this morning.”


    “You’d think the Allies would be here by now. I heard that Patton’s tanks turned inour”


    Colette held up a hand. “Right. And General de Gaulle will be parachuting into Paris to storm the Hôtel Meurice single-handedly and drive out the Nazis with a cowboy six-shooter.”


    Anne waved her off. “You and your imagination. Can I pour you some tea? It’s a bit weak.”


    “Sure.” Colette held out a chipped china cup for Anne to fill, then sat down at her desk and opened the top right-hand drawer. A small glass jar half filled with honey was still there. Colette picked it up to appraise how much was left. “I see you’re being a good girl.”


    “I wouldn’t imagine using any of your honey. But since you’re here” Anne walked over, and Colette handed her the small jar with a smile.


    Time to get to work. She retrieved a set of keys from her purse, one of which she used to open the top drawer of the wooden file cabinet. The worn folder of Paul Cézanne, the Post-Impressionist painter, was the closestright where she had left it yesterday. Inside the file were pages of information about his paintings and where they were located.


    Cézanne apparently fancied himself as a philosopher as well. Several pages of his writings were included in the files, including this quote that leaped from the smudged pages: “Right now a moment of time is passing by. We must become that moment.”


    Colette sat down and took her first sip of sweetened tea. She was certainly in the moment now. A liberated Paris and no longer working for the Germans were tantalizing prospects. She’d been hired in the summer of 1940 after her predecessor had fled for Vichy France because of Jewish ancestry. Since then, Colette had faced all sorts of pressures from the occupying victors. The Germans had been distressed to learn that Cézanne’s works as well as the Louvre’s priceless “show pieces”led by Winged Victory of Samothrace, the Venus deMilo, and the Mona Lisahad been evacuated the moment Hitler unleashed the Nazi blitzkrieg on Poland. What remained in the Louvre’s depleted basements were minor collections and lesser-known odds and endsbut all were valuable.


    If only she’d had a chance to see the Mona Lisa in her position as curator, but the painting had already been safely hidden away for six months by the time she’d arrived. Of course now ... if stories of liberation were true, she might soon get her chance. The prospect of planning the return of the Mona Lisa to her rightful place in the Salle des États thrilled her.


    Colette sighed. She couldn’t think of that yet. Her work wasn’t done. The victory was not yet theirs.


    She looked up from the file, turning to Anne. “Do you remember when someone from Reichsmarschall Göring’s office came here? I saw a soldier on a transport that reminded me of him today. Maybe it was the hard look in his eyes.”


    “Colonel Heller?” Anne refilled her cup with weak tea. “He’s the one snatching up art pieces for Göringthat fat hunk of sausage. Come to think of it, we haven’t seen the colonel in a while.”


    “Good riddance.” Colette looked down at her file. She hadn’t forgotten the time when Heller asked her to go to the storage basement to identify a half-dozen paintings confiscated from Jewish families. He wanted an expert opinion about their worth. When she confirmed their authenticity and incredible value, Heller replied that the paintings and sculptures were destined for the Führermuseum in Adolf Hitler’s hometown of Linz, Austria. The conceit of those Nazis! Soon France would be rid ofthem. She wished for nothing more.


    Until then, she had to appease types like Heller. Government-run museums like the Louvre fell under the control of the German Ministry of Culture and were subject to their whims and desires. Seeing German soldiers load their loot into trucks caused her heart to break.


    “Liberation can’t be much longer.” Anne set down her cup of tea and inserted a piece of paper into her typewriter. “Is anything happening out there?”


    “I’ll take a look.” Colette stepped over to their third-story vantage point overlooking the busy thoroughfare and pushed open the window to gain a better view.


    “German tanks are coming this way, two or three blocks to the east.” A trio of Panzers ate up pavement in single-file fashion and would soon pass on the street below.


    Her colleague stopped typing and rose from her desk to join Colette at the window. “Where do you think they’re going?”


    Colette’s ears tingled from the exhaust notes of the powerful diesel engines. “When I got off the Métro, we saw a huge convoy of troop trucks. They had to be heading to the Hôtel Meurice.”


    “Yes, I heard them pass too.”


    “And now these tanks are moving in the same direction. Maybe an Allied attack is imminent.”


    As a rule, Colette kept her distance from where the German High Command was posted. Most Parisians did the same, although some parents still visited the lovely sculptured Tuileries Garden opposite the hotel, where their children played by the pond with wooden sailboats. She leaned out the windowsill and regarded how the tanks purposefully maintained a straight line down the middle of the boulevard, which had emptied in the last twenty minutes. The few Parisians out and about skirted underneath the alcoves or slipped into the background.


    Easy now, she thought. All it took was a Resistance member to fling a Molotov cocktail at one of those tanks, and a trigger-happy tank gunner could punch a grotesque hole in the nearest buildingor her office.


    Anne stood on her tiptoes and leaned out the window. “I’m looking for Allied tanks, but I’m not seeing anything.”


    Colette mirrored her movement. “Me neither. I’m sure we’ll hear shooting once the Allies are in Paris. This certainly is nerve-racking, waiting for something to happen.”


    “What are you going to do when the shooting starts?”


    “Stay here as long as I can. I would imagine that the Louvre would be one of the first places the Allies want to secure.”


    Colette closed the window, which cut down the cacophony of sound considerably. Anne returned to her desk, while Colette turned to the wooden file cabinet and unlocked the second drawer. The file she sought was one she could find blindfolded. She bent over, let her fingers count off six files, and pulled out a binder marked LaJoconde.


    She carried the thick file back to her desk and untied the string holding its contents. Henri Rambouillet, her department head and senior curator, had given her a promotion that carried responsibility for the Mona Lisa back in 1942, one which raised eyebrows among other Louvre curators since she only had two years of experience. The hallway gossip was horrible. Some said the German cultural minister pressured Rambouillet because she had slept with him, but that was a filthy lie. It was her mother-tongue fluency in German that leapfrogged Colette over other applicants.


    Colette skimmed the first few pages, which she could practically recite by heart. When Hitler was rattling sabers in the summer of 1939, at least one segment of the French elites believed himthe arts community. August vacations were canceled at the Louvre, and packing and crating started in earnest. A plan was formulated to safeguard priceless works of art like the Mona Lisa and Venus deMilo by removing them from the Louvre and hiding them outside of Paris for safekeeping.


    Over the next four years, the famous painting moved more often than a green pea in a shell game. Currently, she was resting in a chateau outside the medieval town of Annecy, not far from Geneva.


    Colette smiled and gathered the papers in the file and straightened the bottom edges. Keeping up with the wry smile of a Florentine merchant’s wife and her constant moves caused Colette to rub her temples. But based on the events of the last few days, soon sheand all of Francecould breathe a collective sigh of relief.


    Colette looked up from her file. “It will be nice to get La Joconde home where she belongs,” she said to Anne.


    The phone jangled, which Colette picked up.


    “We have a problem,” a voice announced.


    She immediately recognized the voice of Monsieur Rambouillet, her superior, a few offices away.


    Rambouillet cleared his throat. “There’s a German major in my”


    The phone line went dead. Seconds later a commotion of guttural German shouts and heavy boots filled the hallway.


    “What’s happening?” Anne asked, the color draining from her face.


    “I’m not sure.” Colette set the black handset back in its cradle and stepped out into the hallway. Monsieur Rambouillet scrambled her way. A German officer and a soldier holding a bayoneted rifle followed with heavy steps.


    Rambouillet, pale and clammy, mopped his brow with a handkerchief. “I can’t understand a word this crazy German is saying!” he cried. “You have to helpme.”


    Colette stepped in front of her superior. She squared her shoulders and gathered her courage. “There seems to be a misunderstanding, Herr Oberst. How can I help?” she asked in crisp German that bespoke authority.


    “I’m here to move a few paintings.”


    Colette regarded the intruder. His uniform was all starch and shiny brass. Slight of build with a face pockmarked from scarred acne, the Prussian exuded arrogance. His pinpoint eyes made her skin crawl.


    “Sir, this is the Louvre, and we work under the German Ministry of Culture. May I see your requisition documents, please?”


    “Will this suffice?” The major unbuttoned his leather holster and pointed a pistol at Colette and then Rambouillet, who instinctively held up his hands at chest height.


    Colette’s heart skipped a beat, then she steadied her nerves and took a long moment to study the German major, whose exertion had prompted two lines of perspiration to roll down his craggy face. To Colette, he reeked of desperation, which was the picture of a proud and boastful enemy teetering on defeat.


    “But Herr Oberst, how will I explain this to the Cultural Minister?”


    Without moving his gaze from Colette, the major aimed his Luger in Rambouillet’s direction and fired a single round. Rambouillet winced as powder stung his bald head. Behind him, wood splintered and scattered to the floor. Shock hung in the air with the acrid aroma of spent gunpowder filling the hallway.


    Colette maintained her composure. “Herr Major, surely you’re aware that I’ll need to answer to the Ministry for any pieces of art released without the proper paperwork.”


    This time the major slowly lowered his outstretched arm and pointed the pistol directly between Rambouillet’s eyes. “I’m sure the Ministry has more pressing matters to tend to at the moment...”


    Colette stiffened. “Very well,” she said in a steady voice that surprised even her. “What do you have in mind?”


    “A few souvenirs of my time in Paris. I’d like to see what you have in the Sully Wing,” he replied, while returning the sidearm to his holster.


    Colette’s gaze narrowed. “Yes, let me see what I can arrange. You can follow me.” She turned to Rambouillet and switched back to French. “You may go back to your office. I’ll handle this.”


    She had never seen a more grateful look in her life. Anne, who’d watched the encounter from the doorway, slipped away and joined Rambouillet down thehall.


    Colette had trained for moments like this and knew exactly what to do. She stepped back into her office, and with a demure smile to the major, she lifted the phone. “I’ll just call the custodian and ask him to meet us at the storage area.”


    The connection was made after two short rings. “Je cherche Monsieur Monet. J’ai besoin de le recontrer dans l’aile Sully,” she said. I’m looking for Mr. Monet. I need to meet him in the Sully Wing.


    A brusque, deep voice replied that Monsieur Monet wasn’t available. She hung up the handset. “He wasn’t there,” she said in German to the two men occupying her office. “I can try someoneelse”


    The German officer placed his left hand over hers before she could lift the phone to place another call. Her body shivered in response to his cold touch.


    “That won’t be necessary. I’m sure you know the way.”


    The major had good information, Colette thought. The Sully Wing was the easternmost annex of the Louvre, ringed by a thirteenth-century moat, and showcased invaluable eighteenth-century paintings from French artists like Fragonard and Watteau. Many had been wrapped, boxed, and shipped out in the fall of 1939, but with 15,000 works of art in the Louvre’s possession at the start of the war, thousands of paintings had to be left behind in the Louvre’s basements.


    And now some rogue Nazi was treating the most famous museum in the world like a shopping gallery. She wished her boyfriend, Bernard Rousseau, had picked up the phone when she dialed Maintenance.


    She led the Germans from the Richelieu Wing into the main palace courtyard, which was empty except for a pair of gardeners clipping potted hedges to the left of the Sully Wing entrance. The German major was a step behind her, followed by the soldier who had shouldered his carbine.


    As they approached the ornate double doors, the German major called to her, “Fräulein, one moment.”


    Colette came to a stop in the magnificent courtyard and turned to face him. The major paused his steps and leaned in slightly.


    “We will keep this our little secret, ja? If not” The officer tapped his black leather holster, a visual reminder to Colette that he was prepared to use his Luger.


    Colette did not respond. Her attention was directed elsewhereto movement behind the Wehrmacht soldier. In one fluid motion, one of the gardeners swung a short-handled tool into the back of the unsuspecting infantryman.


    With a muffled grunt, the soldier fell face-first to the cobblestone square, the blunt end of a pickaxe extruding from his back.


    The German major swiveled and fumbled for his Luger as a shadow of a shovel darted across the walkway ahead. The broad blade of the tool struck him square in the face. The sharp crackling of bone and cartilage was muffled by splitting skin. The dazed officer covered his face and doubled over in agony, blood dripping between his fingers. Colette placed her hands over her mouth and stepped back.


    Windmilling the shovel, the gardener brought the blade down hard against the back of the major’s head, flattening the base of his skull. The German crumpled to the ground. Colette stared in horror as the gardener delivered the coup degrâcea pair of hedge shears ferociously driven between the officer’s shoulder blades.


    A grotesque sucking sound caused her stomach to lurch as the long-handled shears were pulled from the dead officer. The gardener quickly removed the Luger from its holster and tucked it under his belt.


    “Et voilà,” he said, breaking the silence with his gruff voice. There you haveit.


    Colette felt her world spinning. She knew that her code phrase“Je cherche Monsieur Monet”would alert the maintenance crew that she was in danger, but up until today, she had never needed to make thatcall. She moved to a nearby bench and sat down, taking several deep breaths to steady herself.


    “Quickhelp me load this pig.” The gardener beckoned his partner to give him a hand.


    Within seconds, the second gardener wheeled a wooden handcart out from behind the potted hedges. Together, they heaped two bodies onto the cart and covered them with a green canvastarp.


    “Go back to your office,” the gardener said to Colette. “We’ll tell Bernard you’re okay.”


    “Where is he?”


    He adjusted his brimless beret. “I’m sorry, Mademoiselle, I don’t know where he is, but he is fighting for our liberation. Vive la France!”


    “Oui, vive la France.”


    Colette looked up at the summer sky, tarnished with smoke and haze in the distance. She could only wonder what Bernard was doing at that moment.
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And a relentlessly ticking clock.

August 1944, Paris is on the cusp of liberation. As the soldiers of the Third Reich
flee the Allied advance, they ravage the country and steal countless picces of
irreplaceable art. In fact, Reichsmarschall Hermann Géring will stop at nothing to
claim the most valuable one o postwar bargaining chip.

But the woman with the mysterious smile has some very determined protecto
Can Swiss OSS agents Gabi Mueller and Eric Hofstadler rescue Leonardo da
Vinei's masterpicce before it falls into German hands?

With nonstop action and intrigue, Chasing Mona Lisa is sure to get your
adrenaline pumping as you join the cha ainting in the
world. From war-ravaged Paris to a posh Swiss chateau, the race is on—and the
runners are playing for keeps.

—the Mona Lisa—a

we the most famou

A ticket to a world of mystery, hersism, and adventure. You'll find yourself sinking into
astory that leaves you longing for just one more page.
—CARA PUTMAN, award-winning author of Stars in the Night and Obio Brides

“Intriguing and well-written ... Tricia Goyer and Mike Yorkey had me at hello!”
—LYNN VINCENT, New York Times bestselling writer of Heaven Is for Real and
Same Kind of Different as Me

TRICIA GOYER i the coauthor of The Swiss Courieras well as the author of many other books, including
Night Song and Dawn of a Thousand Nights, both past winners of the ACFW's Book o the Year Avard for
Long Historical Romance. Goyer lives with her family in Arkansas.

MIKE YORKEY is the author or coauthor of dozens of books, including The Swiss Courier and the
bestselling Every Man's Battle series. Married to a Swiss native, Yorkey lived in Switzerland for 18
months. He and his family currently reside in California.
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“Sarah Sundin is a master at lyrical writing,

and she has that rare talent of being able to

combine humor with heart-pounding action.
I couldn’t stop turning the pages.”

—MeLaxtE Dowso, author of Love Finds You in Liberty,
Indiana and Refuge on Crescent Hill

A young war widow covers her pain with the frenzy
of volunteer work uniil the spark of her romance with
2 W pilot propels them both into peril
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“This rich tale will delight
historical romance fans.”

—Suzanne Woobs Fiser, author of The Choice

When Jack lands in the army hospital after  plane crash, he makes
winning Ruths heart a top priority missi Jack break down
her defenses? Or are they destined to go thei separate ways?
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“This is not only the best World War II
love story I've ever read, but it may be
the best book I've ever read.”
—CiEry1. Boven, Holt Medallion Winner, Best Historical
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“I enjoyed everything about The Swiss Courier. ..
the wonderful characters, the rich atmosphere,
and the truly exciting story. A winner!”

—Christopher Reich, New York Times
bestselling author of Rules of Vengeance

Swiss Courier

MIKE YORKEY

(Gabi Musllris a young woman working for the newdy formed American Office

of Srategic Sorvicos n Switzerland. When sho s asked to puthersel i harm's

wayto safely “courior”  German sciantstwho is working on the atamic bomb
outof enemy teriory, the fate of the world hangs i the balance.

R Revell

fr-boiioaiaed Available Wherever Books Are Sold.
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