MEMORI ES OF M DNI GHT

In The O her Side of Mdnight Sidney Shel don created one
of

his nost unforgettable characters: Constantin Demris,
billionaire,

art lover, wonanizer . . . and killer. To Noelle, the
wonan

who betrayed him and Larry, the man who stol e her,
Demris

brought a chilling retribution. Now, in Menories of

M dni ght, he confronts the problem of soneone el se he
bel i eves has stayed

alive too |ong.

G eece, 1948. In the seclusion of a renote convent a young
woman energes fromthe trauma of nenory | oss. To Catherine
Al exander, Larry's widow, Demris seens a benefactor, the
man who hel ps her build a |ife again. She knows that Larry
and

Noel | e are dead but not who was responsi ble. Nor that
Demris'

desire for revenge is unquenched; that there is a |ast,
unsi | enced

victim

In this atnosphere of deception, Catherine's nove to
London

seens just another exanple of Demiris' good nature. Set
down

in a strange and unsettling environnment she cannot guess
t he

fate her benefactor has in store, or that her life is

I nextricably

bound up with other victins of his mghty ego.

Movi ng fromthe exotic shores of the Mediterranean to
post war
London, Menories of Mdnight is the conpelling portrayal



of

one woman's fight against a terrifying destiny. Sidney
Shel don' s

genius as a master storyteller has never been nore
power fully

di spl ayed.
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For Al exandra
with Love

v Sing ne no songs of daylight,

For the sun is the eneny of |overs
Sing instead of shadows and dar kness,
And nenories of m dni ght

sappho

gr ow
Pr ol ogue

Kowl oon May
1949

"It must look |like an accident. Can you arrange that?'

It was an insult. He could feel the anger rising in him
That

was a question you asked sone amateur you picked up from
t he

streets. He was tenpted to reply with sarcasm OGCh, yes, |
t hi nk

| can manage that. Wuld you prefer an accident indoors? I
can

arrange for her to break her neck falling down a flight of
stairs. The dancer in Marseilles. O she could get drunk and



drown in

her bath. The heiress in Gstaad. She could take an

over dose of

heroin. He had di sposed of three that way. O, she could
fall

asleep in bed with a lighted cigarette. The Swedi sh
detective at

L' Hotel on the Left Bank in Paris. O perhaps you woul d
prefer

sonet hi ng outdoors? | can arrange a traffic accident, a
pl ane

crash, or a di sappearance at sea.

But he said none of those things, for in truth he was
afrai d of

the man seated across fromhim He had heard too many

chilling

stories about him and he had reason to believe them

So all he said was, 'Yes, sir, | can arrange an acci dent.
No one

w il ever know.' Even as he said the words, the thought
struck

him He knows that 1'Il know. He waited.
They were on the second floor of a building in the walled
city

of Kow oon that had been built in 1840 by a group of

Chi nese

to protect thenselves fromthe British barbarians. The
wal I s had

been torn down in the Second World War, but there were
ot her

wal | s that kept outsiders away: Gangs of cut-throats and
drug

addi cts and rapi sts roam ng through the rabbit warren of
crooked, narrow streets and dark stairways |eading into
gl oom

Tourists were warned to stay away, and not even the
police woul d

venture inside past Tung Tau Tsuen Street, on the
outskirts. He

coul d hear the street noises outside the wi ndow, and the
shril

and raucous pol ygl ot of |anguages that bel onged to the
residents

of the walled city.



The man was studying himw th cold, obsidian eyes. Finally
he spoke. '"Very well. | will |eave the nethod to you.'
"Yes, sir. Is the target here in Kow oon?

"London. Her nane is Catherine. Catherine Al exander.'

A linousine, followed by a second car with two arned
bodyguar ds,

drove the man to the Blue House on Lascar Row, in the
Tsim Sha Tsui area. The Bl ue House was open to speci al

pat rons

only. Heads of state visited there, and novie stars, and
presi dents

of corporations. The managenent prided itself ori

di scretion.

Hal f a dozen years earlier, one of the young girls who

wor ked

there had di scussed her custoners wth a newspapernman, and
she was found the next norning in Aberdeen Harbor with her
tongue cut out. Everything was for sale in the Blue House:
virgins, boys, |esbians who satisfied thenselves w thout
the 'jade

stal ks' of nen, and animals. It was the only place he knew
of

where the tenth-century art of I|shinpo was stil

practiced. The

Bl ue House was a cornucopia of forbidden pleasures.

The man had ordered the twins this tinme. They were an
exqui sitely matched pair with beautiful features,

i ncredi bl e

bodi es, and no inhibitions. He renenbered the last tine he

had

been there . . . the netal stool with no bottomand their
sof t

caressing tongues and fingers, and the tub filled with
fragrant

warm wat er that overflowed onto the tiled floor and their
hot

nout hs plundering his body. He felt the beginning of an
erection.

"W're here, sir.'

Three hours | ater, when he had finished with them sated
and

content, the man ordered the |linousine to head for Mdy



Road.

He | ooked out the wi ndow of the Iinousine at the sparkling
lights of the city that never slept. The Chi nese had naned
it

Gau- | ung ni ne

dragons, and he imagined themlurking in the

nmount ai ns above the city, ready to cone down and destroy
t he

weak and the unwary. He was neither.

They reached Mbdy Road.

The Taoist priest waiting for himlooked like a figure
froman

anci ent parchnment, with a classic faded oriental robe and
a | ong,

W spy white beard.

*Jou sahn.'

*Jou satin.'

"Gei do chin?

| Yat chi hn:

Vow. '

The priest closed his eyes in a silent prayer and began
shaki ng

the chim the wooden cup filled with nunbered prayer
sticks. A

stick fell out and the shaking ceased. In the silence, the
Taoi st priest consulted his chart and turned to his visitor.
He spoke in

hal ting English. 'The gods say you wll soon be rid of
danger ous

eneny. '
The man felt a pleasant jolt of surprise. He was too
intelligent

not to realize that the ancient art of chimwas nerely a
superstition.

And he was too intelligent to ignore it. Besides, there
was anot her good | uck onen. Today was Agi os Constanti nous
Day, his birthday.

' The gods have bl essed you with good/ung shui."

"Do jeh:

' Hou wah.'

Five mnutes later, he was in the linobusine, on his way to



Kai

Tak, the Hong Kong airport, where his private plane was
wai ti ng

to take him back to Athens.

Chapter 1

»

| oanni na, Greece July
1948

She woke up scream ng every night and it was al ways the
samne

dream She was in the mddle of a lake in a fierce storm
and a

man and a woman were forcing her head under the icy
wat er s,

drowni ng her. She awakened each tinme, panicky, gasping for
breath, soaked with perspiration

She had no i dea who she was and she had no nenory of the
past. She spoke English but

she did not know what country

she was from or how she had conme to be in Greece, in the
smal |

Carnelite convent that sheltered her.

As tinme went by, there were tantalizing flashes of nenory,
gl i npses of vague, epheneral inmges that canme and went too
quickly for her to grasp them to hold them and exam ne
t hem

They cane at unexpected nonents, catching her off-guard,
and

filling her with confusion.

In the begi nning, she had asked questions. The Carnelite
nuns

were ki nd and understandi ng, but theirs was an order of
si | ence,

and the only one permtted to speak was Sister Theresa,

t he

el derly and frail Mother Superior.

"Do you know who | an®'

"No, nmy child,' Sister Theresa said.

"How did | get to this place?

"At the foot of these nountains is a village called

| oanni na.



You were in a small boat in the |lake during a storm | ast
year.

The boat sank, but by the grace of God, two of our sisters
saw

you and rescued you. They brought you here.'

"But. . . where did | come from before that?

"I"'msorry, child. I do not know.'

She could not be satisfied with that. 'Hasn't anyone
I nquired
about ne? Hasn't anyone tried to find nme?

Si ster Theresa shook her head. 'No one.'

She wanted to screamw th frustration. She tried again.
The

newspapers . . . they nust have had a story about ny being
m ssing.'

"As you know, we are permtted no communication with the
outside world. W nmust accept God's will, child. W nust
t hank

Hmfor all Hs nercies. You are alive.'

And that was as far as she was able to get. In the

begi nni ng,
she had been too ill to be concerned about hersel f, but
slow vy,

as the nonths went by, she had regai ned her strength and
her
heal t h.

When she was strong enough to nove about, she spent her
days tending the colorful gardens in the grounds of the
convent,

I n the incandescent |ight that bathed Greece in a
celestial glow,

with the soft wnds carrying the pungent aroma of |enons
and

Vi nes.

The at nosphere was serene and cal mand yet she could find
no peace. |I'mlost, she thought, and no one cares. \Wy?
Have |



done sonething evil? Who am|? Wio amI? Wwo am/?

The i mages continued to come, unbidden. One norning she
awakened suddenly with a vision of herself in aroomwth
a

naked man undressing her. Was it a drean? O was it
sonet hi ng

t hat had happened in her past? Wio was the man? Was it
sonmeone she had nmarried? Did she have a husband? She wore
no wedding ring. In fact she had no possessi ons ot her than
t he

black Order of the Carnelite habit that Sister Theresa had
given her, and a pin, a small golden bird with ruby eyes
and

out stretched w ngs.

She was anonynous, a stranger |iving anong strangers.
There

was no one to help her, no psychiatrist to tell her that
her m nd

had been so traumatized it could stay sane only by
shutting out

the terrible past.

And the images kept comng, faster and faster. It was as
t hough her m nd had suddenly turned into a giant jigsaw
puzzl e,

Wi th odd pieces tunbling into place. But the pieces nmade
no

sense. She had a vision of a huge studio filled with nen
I n arny

uniform They seenmed to be nmaking a notion picture. Was |
an

actress? No, she seened to be in charge. But in charge
of what ?

A sol di er handed her a bouquet of flowers. You'll have to
pay

for these yourself', vhe | aughed.

Two nights later, she had a dream about the sane man. She



was sayi ng goodbye to himat the airport, and she woke up
sobbi ng because she was | osing him

There was no nore peace for her after that. These were not
nmere dreans. They were pieces of her life, her past. /
nmust find

out who I was. Who | am

And unexpectedly, in the mddle of the night, wthout

war ni ng,
a nane was dredged up out of her subconsci ous. Catherine.

My

nane i s Catherine Al exander.
Chapter 2

m » »

At hens, G eece

The enpire of Constantin Demris could not be |ocated on

any
map, yet he was the ruler of a fiefdomlarger and nore
power f ul

than many countries. He was one of the two or three
weal t hi est

men in the world and his influence was incal cul able. He
had no

title or official position but he regularly bought and
sold prine

m ni sters, cardinals, anbassadors and kings. Demris'

tent acl es

wer e everywhere, woven through the woof and warp of dozens
of countries. He was a charismatic man, with a brilliantly
I nci sive

m nd, physically striking, well above nedium height, with
a

barrel chest and broad shoul ders. H s conpl exi on was
swart hy

and he had a strong G eek nose and olive-black eyes. He
had

the face of a hawk, a predator. Wien he chose to take the
trouble, Demris could be extrenely charm ng. He spoke

ei ght



| anguages and was a noted raconteur. He had one of the
nost

i nportant art collections in the world, a fleet of private
pl anes

and a dozen apartnents, chateaus and villas scattered
around the

gl obe. He was a connoi sseur of beauty, and he found
beauti f ul

wonen irresistible. He had the reputation of being a
power f ul

| over, and his romantic escapades were as colorful as his
fi nanci al

advent ures.

Constantin Demris prided hinself on being a patriot the
blue and white Geek flag was al ways on display at his villa
in

Kol onaki and on Psara, his private island but

he paid no taxes.

He did not feel obliged to conformto the rul es that
applied to

ordinary nen. In his veins ran ichor the

bl ood of the gods.

Nearly every person Demris net wanted sonething from
hi m

financing for a business project; a donation to a charity;
or sinply

the power that his friendship could bestow Demris

enj oyed the

chal l enge of figuring out what it was that people were
real ly

after, for it was rarely what it appeared to be. His

anal yti cal

«i“t mnd was skeptical of surface truth, and as a
consequence he \ believed nothing he was told and trusted no
one. His notto was * ' Keep your friends close, but your
enem es closer'. The reporters

who chronicled his life were permtted to see only his
geniality 1> and charm the sophisticated, urbane man of the
wor | d. They

| ? had no reason to suspect that beneath the am abl e

f agade,

|1 Demris was a killer, a gutter fighter whose instinct
was to go for



y the jugul ar vein.

He was an unforgiving man who never forgot a slight. To
t he

anci ent Greeks the word di kaiosini, justice, was often
synonynous

wi th ekdi ki sis, vengeance, and Demris was obsessed with
both. He renenbered every affront he had ever suffered,
and

t hose who were unl ucky enough to incur his enmty were
pai d

back a hundred fold. They were never aware of it, for
Demiris'

mat hemati cal m nd nade a gane of exacting retribution,
patiently working out el aborate traps and spi nni ng conpl ex
webs

that finally caught and destroyed his enem es.

He enjoyed the hours he spent devising pitfalls for his
adversari es.

He woul d study his victins carefully, analyzing their
personalities, assessing their strengths and their
weaknesses.

At a dinner party one evening, Demris had overheard a
notion picture producer refer to himas "that oily Geek'.
Demiris bided his tine. Two years later, the producer

si gned

a glanorous internationally known actress to star in his
new

bi g- budget production in which he put in his own noney.
Demris

wai ted until the picture was half finished and then
charnmed the

| eading lady into wal king out on it and joining himon his

yacht .

"It will be a honeynoon,' Demris told her.

She got the honeynoon but not the weddi ng. The novie
finally

had to shut down and the producer went bankrupt.

There were a few players in Demiris' ganme with whom he
had not

yet evened the score, but he was in no hurry. He enjoyed
t he

anticipation, the planning and the execution. These days
he made



no enemes, for no man could afford to be his eneny, so
his quarry

was limted to those who had crossed his path in the past.
But Constantin Demris' sense of dikaiosini was
doubl e- edged.

Just as he never forgave an injury, neither did he forget
a favor.

A poor fisherman who had gi ven the young boy shelter found
hi nsel f the owner of a fishing fleet. A prostitute who had
fed

and cl othed the young man when he was too poor to pay her,
nysteriously inherited an apartnent building, wthout any
| dea

of who her benefactor was.

Demiris had started life as the son of a stevedore in
Piraeus. He

had fourteen brothers and sisters and there was never
enough

food on the table.

Fromthe very beginning, Constantin Demiris showed an
uncanny

gift for business. He earned extra noney doing odd jobs
after school, and at sixteen, he had saved enough noney to
open

a food stand on the docks with an ol der partner. The
busi ness

flourished and the partner cheated Demris out of his
hal f. It

took Demiris ten years to destroy the man. The young boy
was

burning with a fierce anbition. He would |ie awake at

night, his

eyes bright in the darkness. I'mgoing to be rich. |I'm
going to be

famous. Sone day everyone will know ny nane. It was the
only

| ul  aby that could put himto sleep. He had no idea how it
was
going to happen. He knew only that it woul d.

On Demris' seventeenth birthday, he cane across an
article
about the oil fields in Saudi Arabia, and it was as though



a nmagic

door to the future had suddenly opened for him

He went to his father. 'I'mgoing to Saudi Arabia. |'m
goi ng

to work in the oil fields.'

" Too-sou! What do you know about oil fields?

"Nothing, father. I'"'mgoing to |earn.’

One nonth later, Constantin Demris was on his way.

It was conpany policy for the overseas enpl oyees of the
Trans- Cont i nent al

Q1 Corporation to sign a two-year enpl oynent

contract, but Demris felt no qualns about it. He planned
to

stay in Saudi Arabia for as long as it took himto make
his fortune.

He had envi sioned a wonderful Arabian nights adventure, a
gl anorous, nysterious |land with exotic-Ilooking wonen, and
bl ack gol d gushing up out of the ground. The reality was a
shock.

On an early nmorning in sumer, Demris arrived at Fadili,
a

dreary canp in the mddle of the desert, consisting of an
ugly

stone buil ding surrounded by barastis, small brushwood
hut s.

There were a thousand | ower-bracket workers there, nostly
Saudi s. The wonen who trudged through the dusty, unpaved
streets were heavily veil ed.

Demris entered the buil ding where asked. asked. Ml ntyre,
t he personnel

manager, had his office.

Mcl ntyre | ooked up as the young man cane in. 'So. The hone
office hired you, eh?

"Yes, sir.'

"Ever work the oil fields before, son?

For an instant, Demris was tenpted to lie. "No, sir.'

Mcl ntyre grinned. 'You're going to love it here. You're a
mllion mles fromnowhere, bad food, no wonen that you
can touch wi thout getting your balls chopped off, and not
a

goddammed thing to do at night. But the pay is good,
right?



"I"'mhere to learn,' Demris said earnestly.

‘Yeah? Then I'Il tell you what you better |earn fast.
You're in

Mosl em country now. That neans no al cohol. Anyone caught
stealing gets his right hand cut off. Second tine, left
hand. The

third time, you lose a foot. If you kill anyone you're
beheaded. "
"I"'mnot planning to kill anyone.'

"Wait,' Mlntyre grunted. 'You just got here.

The conmpound was a Tower of Babel, people froma dozen
different countries all speaking their native | anguages.
Demris

had a good ear and picked up | anguages qui ckly. The nen
wer e

there to nake roads in the mddle of an inhospitable
desert,

construct housing, install electrical equipnent, put in
t el ephone

comruni cati ons, build workshops, arrange food and wat er
suppl i es,

design a drainage system adm nister nedical attention
and, it seened to young Demris, to do a hundred ot her

t asks.

They were working in tenperatures over one hundred degrees
Fahrenheit, suffering fromflies, nosquitoes, dust, fever
and

dysentery. Even in the desert there was a soci al

hi erarchy. At

the top were the nen engaged in locating oil, and bel ow,
t he

construction workers called 'stiffs', and the cl erks known
as

"shiny pants'.

Nearly all the men involved in the actual drilling the
geol ogi st s,

surveyors, engineers and oil chem sts were

Aneri cans,

for the newrotary drill had been invented in the United
St at es

and the Anericans were nore famliar with its operation.
The

young man went out of his way to nmake friends with them



Constantin Demris spent as nuch tinme as he could around
the drillers and he never stopped asking questions. He
st ored

away the information, absorbing it the way the hot sands
soaked

up water. He noticed that two different nethods of
drilling were

bei ng used.

He approached one of the drillers working near a giant
13000t

derrick. 'I was wondering why there are two different

ki nds

of drilling going on.'

The driller explained. 'Wll, son, one's cable tool and
one's

rotary. W're going nore to rotary now. They start out
exactly

t he sane.'

They do?'

'Yeah. For either one you have to erect a derrick like
this one

to hoist up the pieces of equipnent that have to be

| owered into

the well.' He | ooked at the eager face of the young nman.
till bet

you have no idea why they call it a derrick.'

"No, sir.'

"That was the nanme of a fanmpbus hangman in the seventeenth
century.'

"1 see.’

"Cable tool drilling goes way back. Hundreds of years ago,
t he

Chi nese used to dig water wells that way. They punched a
hol e

into the earth by lifting and droppi ng a heavy cutting

t ool hung

froma cable. But today about eighty-five percent of all
wells are

drilled by the rotary nethod.' He turned to go back to his

drilling.
' Excuse ne. How does the rotary nethod work?'
The man stopped. 'Well, instead of slammn' a hole in the

earth, you just bore one. You see here? In the mddle of
t he



derrick floor is a steel turntable that's rotated by
machi nery.

This rotary table grips and turns a pipe that extends
downwar d

through it. There's a bit fastened to the | ower end of the
pi pe."'

"It seens sinple, doesn't it?

‘"It's nore conplicated than it | ooks. You have to have a
way

to excavate the | oosened material as you drill. You have
to

prevent the walls fromcaving in and you have to seal off
t he

water and gas fromthe well.'

"Wth all that drilling, doesn't the rotary drill ever get
dul | ?*

"*Sure. Then we have to pull out the whol e dammed drill
string,

screw a new bit to the bottomof the drill pipe and | ower
t he

pi pe back into the hole. Are you planning to be a
driller?

"No, sir. I"'mplanning to own oil wells."

"Congratul ations. Can | get back to work now?

One norning, Demris watched as a tool was |owered into
t he

wel |, but instead of boring downward, he noticed that it
cut smal

circular areas fromthe sides of the hole and brought up
rocks.

'Excuse ne. What's the point of doing that?' Demris
asked.

The driller paused to nop his brow 'This is side wall
cori ng.

We use these rocks for analysis, to see whether they're
oi | -bearing.'

"l see.’

When things were going snoothly, Demiris would hear
drillers

cry out "I"'mturning to the right,' which neant they were
maki ng

a hole. Demris noticed that there were dozens of tiny



hol es

drilled all over the field, with dianmeters as small as two
or three

I nches.

' Excuse ne. What are those for?' the young man asked.

' Those are prospect wells. They tell us what's underneat h.
Saves the conpany a lot of tinme and noney.'

"l see.’

It was all utterly fascinating to the young man and his
guesti ons

wer e endl ess.

' Excuse ne. How do you know where to drill?

"W got a lot of geol ogists pebble

pups who

t ake nmeasurenents

of the strata and study the cuttings fromwells. Then the
rope chokers . '

' Excuse ne, what's a rope choker?

"Adriller. Wen they

Constantin Demris worked fromearly norning until
sundown,

haul i ng rigs through the burning desert, cleaning

equi prent,

and driving trucks past the streaners of flanme rising from
t he-rocky

peaks. The flames burned day and night, carrying off the
pOi sonous gases.

asked. asked. McIntyre had told Demris the truth. The
food was bad,

living conditions were horrible, and at night there was
not hi ng

to do. Wrse, Demris felt as though every pore in his
body were

filled with grains of sand. The desert was alive and there
was no

way to escape it. The sand filtered into the hut and

t hrough his

clothes and into his body until he thought he would go
crazy.

And then it got worse.

The shamal struck. The sandstorns bl ew every day for a
nonth, driven by a howing wnd with an intensity strong
enough



to drive nmen nad.

Demris stared out the door of his barasti at the swirling
sand.

"Are we going out to work in that?

"You're fucking right, Charlie. This ain't a health spa.’
Q|1 discoveries were being made all around them There was
a new find at Abu Hadriyah and another at Qatif and at

Har ad,

and the workers were kept busier than ever.

There were two new arrivals, an English geol ogist and his
wfe.

Henry Potter was in his late sixties and his wfe, Sybil,
was in

her early thirties. In any other setting, Sybil Potter
woul d have

been described as a pl ai n-1o0oki ng, obese woman with a

hi gh,

unpl easant voice. In Fadili, she was a raving beauty.
Since Henry

Potter was constantly away prospecting for new oil fields,
hi s

wife was | eft alone a great deal.

Young Demris was assigned to help her nove into their
gquarters and to assist her in getting settl ed.

"This is the nost m serable place |I've ever seen in ny
life,'

Sybil Potter conplained in her whining voice. 'Henry's

al ways

dragging ne off to terrible places like this. | don't know
why |

put up with it.'

"Your husband is doing a very inportant job,' Demris
assured
her .

She eyed the attractive young man specul atively. 'MW
husband

isn't doing all the jobs he should be doing. Do you know
what

| mean?



Demris knew exactly what she neant. 'No, nma'am
"What's your nanme?'

"Demris, ma'am Constantin Demris.'

"What do your friends call you?

'Costa.'

"Well, Costa, | think you and | are going to becone very
good

friends. We certainly have nothing in conmon with these
Wwogs,

have we?'

' Wogs?'
"You know. These foreign people.'’
‘"l have to go back to work,' Demris said.

Over the next few weeks, Sybil Potter constantly found
excuses
to send for the young man.

"Henry left again this norning,' she told him 'He's off
to do

his silly drilling.' She added archly, 'He should do nore
drilling

at hone.'

Demiris had no answer. The geol ogi st was a very inportant
man in the conpany hierarchy and Demris had no intention
of

getting involved with Potter's wife, and jeopardizing his
own

j ob. He was not sure exactly how, but he knew w t hout
guesti on

that one way or another this job was going to be his
passport
to everything he dreaned of. Ol was the future and he was



determned to be a part of it.

One m dnight, Sybil Potter sent for Demris. He wal ked
into the

conmpound where she |ived, and knocked at the door.

"Conme in.' Sybil was wearing a thin nightgown that
unfortunately

conceal ed not hi ng.

"1 did

you want to see ne, nma' anf'

"Yes, cone in, Costa. This bedside |anp doesn't seemto be

wor ki ng. '

Demris averted his eyes and wal ked over to the |lanp. He
picked it up to examne it. 'There's no bulbin . . .'" And
he felt

her body pressing against his back and her hands groping
hi m

‘"Ms Potter

Her |lips were on his and she was pushing himonto the
bed. - And

he had no control over what happened next.

H s clothes were off and he was plunging into her and she
was

screaming with joy. "That's it! GCh, yes, that's it. My
God, it's

been so | ong!"’

She gave a final gasp and shuddered. 'Ch, darling, | |ove
you.'

Demiris lay there panicky. What have | done? If Potter
ever

finds out |'mfinished.

As though reading his mnd, Sybil Potter giggled. 'This
wil |

be our little secret, won't it, darling?

Their little secret went on for the next several nonths.
There

was no way Demris could avoid her and, since her husband
was

away for days at a tinme on his explorations, Demris could
t hi nk

of no excuse to keep fromgoing to bed with her. Wat nade
It worse was that Sybil Potter had fallen madly in | ove
with



hi m

"You're much too good to be working in a place like this,
darling,' she told him 'You and | are going back to

Engl and. '

"My hone is Greece.’

"Not anynore.' She stroked his long, |ean body. 'You're
goi ng

to conme back honme with ne. 1'll divorce Henry and we'll
get

married."’

Demris felt a sudden sense of panic. 'Sybil, I ... | have
no
nmoney. |

She ran her tips down his chest. 'That's no problem |
know
how you can nmake sonme noney, sweetheart.'

"You do?"

She sat up in bed. 'Last night, Henry told nme he's just

di scovered sonme big new oil field. He's very clever at

t hat ,

you know. Anyway, he seened terribly excited about it. He
wote out his report before he left and he asked ne to
send it

out in the norning pouch. | have it here. Wuld you |ike
to see

it?

Demris' heart began to beat faster. '"Yes. |... | would."'
He

wat ched her get out of bed and | unber over to a snall
battered

table in the corner. She picked up a | arge manila envel ope
and

returned to the bed with it.

"Open it.’

Demiris hesitated for only an instant. He opened the
envel ope
and took out the papers inside. There were five pages. He



scanned t hrough them qui ckly, then went back to the
begi nni ng
and read every word.

"I's that informati on worth anythi ng?

Is that information worth anything? It was a report on a
new

field that could possibly turn out to be one of the
richest oil fields

in history.

Demris swallowed. '"Yes. It... it could be.’

"Well there you are,' Sybil said happily. 'Now we have
noney. '

He sighed. 'It's not that sinple.’
"Wy not ?'

Demiris explained. 'This is valuable to sonmeone who can
afford to buy up options on the |and around this area. But
t hat

takes noney.' He had three hundred dollars in his bank
account.

"Ch, don't worry about that. Henry has noney. I'Il wite a
check. WIIl five thousand dollars be enough?

Constantin Demris could not believe what he was hearing.
"Yes. |... | don't know what to say.'

‘It's for us, darling. For our future.'

He sat up in bed thinking hard. 'Sybil, do you think you
coul d

hold on to that report for the next day or two?

"OF course. I'Il keep it till Friday. WII that give you
enough

time, darling?

He nodded slowy. 'That wll give nme enough tine.'’

1



Wth the five thousand dollars that Sybil gave hi mno,
it's not

agift, it's aloan, he told hinself -Constantin

Dem ri s bought

up options on acres of |and around the new potenti al
strike.

Sonme nonths |ater, when the gushers began to cone in in

t he

main field, Constantin Demris was an instant mllionaire.
He repaid Sybil Potter the five thousand dollars, sent her
a

new ni ghtgown, and returned to G eece. She never saw him
agai n.

Chapter 3

There is a theory that nothing in nature is ever |ost that
every

sound ever nmde, every word ever spoken, still exists
somewher e

I n space and tinme, and nay one day be recall ed.

Before radi o was invented, they say, who woul d have
bel i eved

that the air around us was filled with the sounds of nusic
and

news and voices fromaround the world? One day we will be
able to travel back in tinme and listen to Lincoln's
Gettysburg

Address, the voice of Shakespeare, the Sernon on the
Mount

Cat heri ne Al exander heard voices from her past, but they
wer e
muf fl ed and fragnented, and they filled her with confusion

"Do you know you're a very special girl, Cathy? | felt it
from

the first tine | saw you.'

"It's over, | want a divorce. I'min |love with soneone

el se . '

"I know how badly I've behaved ... 1'd like to nake it up
to



you .
"He tried to kill ne.'

"Who tried to kill you?

"My husband.'

The voices would not stop. They were a torment. Her past
becane a kal ei doscope of shifting images that kept racing
t hrough her m nd.

The convent shoul d have been a wonderful, peaceful haven,
but it had suddenly beconme a prison. | don't belong here.
But

where do | bel ong? She had no i dea.

There were no mrrors in the convent, but there was a

refl ecting

pool outside, near the garden. Catherine had carefully
avoi ded

it, afraid of what it mght reveal to her. But on this
nor ni ng,

she wal ked over to it, slowy knelt, and | ooked down. The
pool

reflected a | ovel y-1o00king, suntanned wonman with bl ack

hai r,

flaw ess features and solem, grey eyes that seened filled
with

pain . . . but perhaps that was nerely a trick of the

wat er. She

saw a generous nouth that | ooked ready to smle, and a
nose

that was slightly turned up a

beauti ful woman in her early

thirties. But a woman with no past and no future. A woman
| ost.

/ need soneone to help ne, Catherine thought desperately,
someone | can talk to. She went into Sister Theresa's office.
" Sister

"Yes, child?

‘I ... think I would |ike to see a doctor. Soneone who can
help me find out who I am'

Si ster Theresa | ooked at her a long nonent. 'Sit down.'
Cat herine sat on the hard chair across fromthe anci ent,
scarred

desk.

Sister Theresa said quietly: 'My dear, God is your doctor.
In

due tinme He will let you know what He w shes you to know.



Besi des, no outsiders are ever permtted within these
wal | s.'

Cat herine had a sudden flash of nenory ... a vague inage
of a man talking to her in the garden of the convent
handi ng her sonmething . . . but then it was gone.

"I don't belong here.'

"Where do you bel ong?

And that was the problem 'I'mnot sure. |'m searching for
sonmet hing. Forgive ne, Sister Theresa, but | knowit isn't
here.'

Si ster Theresa was studying her, her face thoughtful. 'I
see. |f

you | eft here, where would you go?

‘I don't know.'

‘Let me think about this, child. We will talk again soon.'
" Thank you, Sister.’

When Catherine |eft, Sister Theresa sat at her desk for a
| ong

time, staring at nothing. It was a difficult decision that
she had

to make. Finally she reached for a piece of paper and a
pen, and

began to wite.

‘Dear sir,' she began. 'Sonething has happened that | feel
I

should call to your attention. Qur nutual friend has

I nf or med

me that she wishes to | eave the convent. Pl ease advise ne
what

to do.'

He read the note once, and then sat back in his chair,

anal yzi ng

t he consequences of the nmessage. So! Catherine Al exander
want s

to cone back fromthe dead. Too bad. 1'll have to get rid
of her.

Carefully. Very carefully.

The first step was to renove her fromthe convent. Demris
decided it was tine to pay Sister Theresa a visit.

The follow ng norning, Demris had his chauffeur take him
to



| oanni na. Driving through the countryside, Constantin
Demris

t hought about Cat herine Al exander. He renenbered how
beauti ful she had been when he had first net her. She had
i been bright and funny and high-spirited, excited about
being in 3f' Greece. She had had everything, Demris thought.
And then the

gods had taken their vengeance. Catherine had been married
to

one of his pilots, and their marriage had beconme a living
hel | .

Al nost overni ght, she had aged ten years and becone a fat,
bl owsy drunk. Demris sighed. Wiat a waste.

Demris was seated in Sister Theresa's office.

‘I hated to bother you about this,' Sister Theresa
apol ogi zed,

"but the child has nowhere to go and .
"You did the right thing,' Constantin Demris assured her.
' Does she renmenber anything of her past?

Si ster Theresa shook her head. 'No. The poor dear
She

wal ked over to the w ndow where several nuns were working
in

the garden. 'She's out there now. '

Constantin Demris noved to her side and | ooked out the

wi ndow. There were three nuns, their backs to him He
wai t ed.

One of themturned, and he could see her face, and his

br eat h

caught in his throat. She was beautiful. Wat had happened
to

that fat, ravaged wonman?

"She's the one in the mddle,' Sister Theresa said.
Demiris nodded. 'Yes.' Sister Theresa's words were truer

t han

she knew.

"What do you want ne to do with her?

Careful. 'Let ne think about it," Demris said. till be in
t ouch

with you.'

Constantin Demris had a decision to nake. Catheri ne
Al exander' s



appear ance had caught hi m by surprise. She had changed
so conpletely. No one would know it's the same wonan, he
t hought. And the idea that canme into his head was so

di abolically

sinpl e that he al nost | aughed al oud.

That evening he dispatched a note to Sister Theresa.

It's a mracle, Catherine thought. A dream cone true.
Si ster

Theresa had stopped by her tiny cell after matins.

"I have sonme news for you, child.'

' Yes?'

Si ster Theresa chose her words carefully. 'Good news. |
have

witten to a friend of the convent about you, and he

W shes to

hel p you.'

Cat herine could feel her heart |eap. 'Help ne how?

"That is sonething he will have to tell you. But he is a
very

ki nd and generous nan. You will be |eaving the convent.'
And the words sent a sudden, unexpected chill through
Cat heri ne.

She woul d be going out into a strange world she coul d not
even renenber. And who was her benefactor?

Al Sister Theresa would say was: '"He is a very caring
man.

You should be grateful. Hs car will be here for you
Monday

nmor ni ng. '

Cat herine was unable to sleep for the next two nights. The
i dea

of leaving the convent and going into the world outside
was

suddenly terrifying. She felt naked and | ost. Perhaps |I'm
better

off not knowi ng who I am Pl ease God, keep an eye on ne.

On Monday, the linousine arrived outside the convent gate
at

seven o' clock in the norning. Catherine had been awake al
ni ght thinking about the unknown future that |ay ahead of
her .



Si ster Theresa wal ked her to the gate that led to the
wor | d out si de.

"W will pray for you. Renenber, if you decide to cone
back

to us you will always have a place here/

" Thank you, Sister. I'll renenber.’

But in her heart, Catherine was sure that she was never
goi ng

to return.

The long drive fromloannina to Athens filled Catherine
wth a

series of conflicting enotions. It was trenendously
exciting to

be outside the gates of the convent, and yet there was
sonet hi ng

om nous about the world beyond. Was she going to | earn
what

terrible thing had happened in her past? Did it have
anything to

do with her recurring dreamthat sonmeone was trying to
dr own

her ?

IS

jit Inthe early afternoon, the countryside gave way to
smal | vill ages

5" and finally they reached the outskirts of Athens, and
soon were

Ain the mddle of the bustling city. It all seened
strange and no unreal to Catherine and

yet oddly famliar. |'ve been here

|' before, Catherine thought excitedly.

, The driver headed east, and fifteen mnutes |ater they
reached

| an enornous estate high on a hill. They drove through a
tall iron mgate and a stone gatehouse, up a |long driveway
lined with

| nmajestic cypress trees, and stopped before a large white
Medi t err anean

villa franmed by half a dozen tri-agnificent statues.

The chauffeur opened the car door-for

Cat herine and she

stepped out. A ma" was waiting at the front door.



"Kalinehra.' The word for goc* **tOF fling sprang to

Cat herine's

| i ps unbi dden. ' Kalinehra.'

., Are you ... are you the person |I've com' to spe9’
tl1"Oh no. M Demris is waiting for you in the library.'
V

"1 23

Demiris. It was a nane she had never heard before. Wy
was

he interested in hel ping her?

Cat herine foll owed the man through an enornous rotunda,
with a donmed roof set in plaques of Wedgwood. The floors
wer e

of creany Italian marble.

The living roomwas huge, with a high-beaned ceiling, and
| arge, | ow confortable couches and chairs everywhere. A
huge

canvas, a dark and gl owering Goya, covered one entire
wal | . As

t hey approached the library, the man stopped.

"M Demris is waiting for you inside.'

The walls of the library were white and gold boiserie, and
t he

shelves lining the walls were filled with | eat her books
enbossed

in gold. A man was seated behind a huge desk. He | ooked

up as Catherine entered, and rose. He searched for a sign
of

recognition on her face, but there was none.

"Wl cone. 1 am Constantin Demris. What is your nane?' He
made t he question sound casual. Did she renenber her nane?

" Cat heri ne Al exander.'

He showed no reaction. 'Wl conme, Catherine Al exander.

Pl ease sit down.' He took a seat opposite her, on a black
| eat her

couch. She was even lovelier close up. She's magnificent,
Demris



t hought. Even dressed in that black habit. It's a shane to
destroy
anyt hing that beautiful. At |east she will die happy.

‘It's . . . it's very kind of you to see ne,' Catherine
said. 'l

don't understand why you . '

He smled, genially. "It's really quite sinple. Fromtine
to

time | help out Sister Theresa. The convent has very
littl e noney,

and | do what | can. \Wen she wote nme about you and asked

if | could be helpful, |I told her that | would be happy to
try.'

"That's very . * She stopped, not knowi ng how to

conti nue.

"Did Sister Theresa tell you that I... that I've lost ny
menor y?"

"Yes, she did nention sonething about that.' He paused and
asked of f-handedly, 'How nuch do you renenber?

"I know ny nanme, but | don't know where | cane from or
who | really am' She added, hopefully, 'Perhaps | can
find

sonmeone here in Athens who knows ne.'

Constantin Demris felt a sudden frisson of alarm That
was

the last thing in the world he wanted. 'That's possible of
course, "

he said carefully. "Wiy don't we discuss it in the
mor ni ng?

Unfortunately | have to attend a neeting now. |'ve
arranged to

have a suite prepared for you here. I think you'll be
confortable.'

‘I ... | really don't know how to thank you.'

He waved a hand. 'That isn't necessary. You will be well
t aken

care of here. Just nmke yourself at hone.'



"Thank you, M . . .'
"My friends call ne Costa.'

A housekeeper | ed Catherine into a fantastic bedroom
suite,

done in soft shades of white, furnished with an oversized
bed with a silk canopy, white couches and arnthairs,

anti que

tabl es and | anps and | npressioni st paintings on the walls.
Pal e

shutters of sea-green kept the' glaring sun at bay. Through
t he

w ndows, Catherine could see the turquoise sea below in

t he

di st ance.

The housekeeper said, 'M Demris has arranged to have
somne

cl ot hes sent here for your approval. You are to sel ect
what ever

you |ike.'

Cat heri ne was conscious, for the first tinme, that she was
still

wearing the habit given her at the convent.

' Thank you.' She sank down in the soft bed, feeling as

t hough

she were in a dream Wwo was this stranger, and why was he
bei ng so kind to her?

An hour later a van pulled up, filled with clothes. A
couturiere

was ushered into Catherine's bedroom

"I"'m Madane Dimas. Let's see what we have to work wth.
Wul d you get undressed, please?

‘I ... | beg your pardon?

"WIIl you get undressed? | can't tell nuch about your
figure

under those clothes.'

How | ong had it been since she had been naked in front of
anot her person?

Cat heri ne began to take off her clothes, noving slowy,
feeling

sel f-consci ous. Wien she stood nude in front of the wonman,
Madanme D nmas | ooked her over with a practiced eye. She
was



| npressed.

"You have a fine figure. | think we're going to be able to
do

very well for you.'

Two femal e assistants wal ked in with boxes of dresses,
under wear ,

bl ouses, skirts, shoes.

' Sel ect whatever you like,' the couturiére said, 'and
we'll try

t hem on.'

‘“I... I can't afford any of these,' Catherine protested.
"I have

no noney. '

The couturi ére laughed. 'I don't think noney will be a
probl em

M Demris is taking care of it.'

But why?

The fabrics brought back tactile nenories of clothes she
nmust

have once worn. There were sil ks and tweeds and cottons,
in an

array of exquisite col ors.

The three wonen were quick and efficient, and two hours

| at er

Cat herine had half a dozen beautiful outfits. It was

over whel m ng.

She sat there, not knowi ng what to do with herself. |I'm
all dressed up, she thought, with noplace to go. But there
was sonme place to go into

the city. The key to whatever had

happened to her was in Athens. She was convinced of it.
She st ood

up. Conme on, stranger. We're going to try to find out who
you are.

Cat heri ne wandered out into the front hall, and a butler
appr oached

her. 'May | help you, mss?

"Yes. | ... | would like to go into the city. Could you
call a

taxi for ne?

"I"'msure that won't be necessary, mss. W have

| i mousi nes



at your disposal. | will arrange a driver for you.'
Catherine hesitated. 'Thank you.' Wuld M Demris be
angry

if she went into the city? He had not said not to.

A few mnutes |ater she was seated in the back of a
Dai m er

| i mousi ne headed for downt own At hens.

Cat heri ne was dazzled by the noisy, bustling city, and

t he

poi gnant succession of ruins and nonunents that appeared
al |

around her.

The driver pointed ahead and said proudly, That is the
Part henon, m ssion top of the Acropolis.'

Catherine stared up at the famliar white marble buil ding.
‘Dedi cated to Athena, the goddess of wi sdom' she heard
her sel f

4' sayi ng.

4 The driver smled approvingly. 'Are you a student of

G eek

hi story, mss?

Tears of frustration blurred Catherine's vision. 'l don't
know,' on she whispered. '|I don't know.'

* They were passing another ruin. '"That is the theatre of
Her odes

Atticus. As you can see, parts of the walls are stil
standing. It

once seated nore than five thousand people.’

' Si x thousand, two hundred and fifty-seven,' Catherine
said

softly.

Modern hotels and office buil dings were everywhere am d
t he

tinmeless ruins, an exotic m xture of the past and present.
The

| i mousi ne passed a large park in the center of the city,
with

sparkling, dancing fountains in the m ddle. Dozens of
tables with

green and orange poles lined the park, and the air above
t hem

was carpeted with blue awnings.

|'"ve seen this before, Catherine thought, her hands



gr ow ng
cold. And | was happy.

There were outdoor cafes on al nost every bl ock, and on the
corners men were selling freshly caught sponges.

Ever ywher e,

flowers were being sold by vendors, their booths a rage of
violently col ored bl ossons.

The |inmousi ne had reached Syntagnma Squar e.

As they passed a hotel on the corner, Catherine called
out :

' Stop, please!’

The driver pulled over to the curb. Catherine was finding
it

difficult to breathe. / recognize this hotel. |'ve stayed
her e.
When she spoke, her voice was shaky. 'I'd like to get out
her e.

| wonder if you could pick nme up inin

two hours?'

"OF course, miss.' The chauffeur hurried to open the door
for

her, and Catherine stepped outside into the hot summer
air.' Her

| egs were trenbling. 'Are you all right, mss? She had no
answer .

She felt as though she were on the edge of a precipice,
about to

fall into an unknown, terrifying abyss.

She noved through the crowds, marvelling at the hordes of
peopl e hurrying through the streets, creating a roaring
di n of

conversation. After the silence and solitude of the
convent,

everything seened unreal. Catherine found herself noving
toward the Plaka, the old section of Athens in the heart
of the

city, with its twisted alleys and crunbling, worn-down

st ai rways

that led to tiny houses, coffee shops, and whitewashed,
ranbl i ng

structures. She found her way by sone instinct she did not
understand nor try to control. She passed a taverna on top



of a

roof, overlooking the city, and stopped, staring. |'ve sat
at that

tabl e. They handed ne a nmenu in G eek. There were three

of wus.

What woul d you like to eat? they had asked.

Wul d you mind ordering for ne? I'"'mafraid | m ght order

t he

proprietor.

They had | aughed. But who were 'they'?

A wai ter approached Catherine. 'Boro na sas voithiso?
"Cchi efharisto.’

Can | help you? No, thank you. How did | know that? Am I
G eek?

Catherine hurriedly noved on, and it was as though soneone
wer e gui ding her. She seened to know exactly where to go.
Everything seened famliar. And nothing. My God, she

t hought. |'mgoing crazy. |I'm hallucinating. She passed a
cafe

that said Treflinkas'. A nenory was nagging at the corners
of

her m nd. Sonet hi ng had happened to her here, sonething

| nportant. She could not renenber what.

She wal ked t hrough the busy, w nding streets and turned

| ef t

at Voukourestiou. It was filled with smart stores. / used
to shop

here. She started to cross the street, and a bl ue sedan
raced

around the corner, barely m ssing her.

She could recall a voice saying, The G eeks haven't nade
the transition to autonobiles. In their hearts they're
still driving

donkeys. If you want insight into the G eeks, don't read
t he

gui debooks; read the old Geek tragedies. We're filled
w th grand

passi ons, deep joys and great sorrows, and we haven't

| ear ned

how to cover themup with a civilized veneer.

Who had said that to her?

A man was hurrying down the street, wal king toward her,



staring

at her. He slowed, a |look of recognition on his face. He
was tall

and dark and Catherine was sure she had never seen him
bef or e.

And yet

"Hell 0." He seened very pleased to see her. } 'Hello.

Cat herine took a deep breath. 'Do you know ne?'

VHe was grinning. 'OF course | know you.'

Catherine felt her heart |leap. She was finally going to
| earn

the truth about the past. But how do you say 'who amF to
a

, Stranger in a crowded street?

"Could . . . could we tal k?' Catherine asked.

"I think we'd better.’

Cat herine was on the edge of panic. The nystery of her

i dentity was about to be solved. And yet she felt a
terrible fear. Wiat if | don't want to know? What if |'ve
done sonet hi ng

dr eadf ul ?

The man was | eading her toward a small open-air taverna.
“I'm

soglad I ran into you,' he said.

Cat herine swallowed. 'So am .’

A waiter led themto a table.

"What would you like to drink? the man asked.

She shook her head. ' Nothing.'

There were so many questions to ask. Wiere do | begin?
"You're very beautiful,' the man said. 'This is fate.
Don't you

agree?'

"Yes.' She was al nost trenbling with excitenment. She took
a

deep breath. 'I where

did we neet?

He grinned. 'Is that inportant, koritsinonl Paris, or
Rone,

at the races, at a party.' He reached forward and pressed
her

hand. 'You're the prettiest one |'ve seen around here.
How

much do you charge?

Catherine stared at him not understanding for a nonent,



t hen shocked, she sprang to her feet.

'"Hey! What's the matter? |'Il|l pay you what ever

Catherine turned and fled, running down the street. She

t ur ned

a corner and sl owed down, her eyes filled with tears of
hum | i ati on.

Ahead was a small taverna with a sign in the w ndow t hat
read, 'Madane Piris Fortune

Teller'. Catherine slowed, then

stopped. / know Madanme Piris. |'ve been here before. Her
hear t

began to race. She sensed that here, through the darkened
doorway, was the beginning of the end of the nystery. She
opened the door and stepped inside. It took her several
nmonment s

to get used to the cavernous darkness of the room There
was a

famliar bar in the corner, and a dozen tables and chairs.
A

wai ter wal ked up to her and addressed her in G eek.
"Kal i rehra."

"Kal i mehra. Pou ineh Madane Piris?

" Madane Piris?

The waiter gestured toward an enpty table in the corner of
the room and Cat herine wal ked over and sat down.

Everyt hi ng

was exactly as she renenbered it.

An incredibly old woman, dressed in black, with a face
desi ccat ed

into angl es and pl anes, was noving toward the table.

"What can | . . . ?' She stopped, peering into Catherine's
face.

Her eyes opened wi de. '| knew you once but your face .

." She

gasped. 'You' ve cone back!

"You know who | anf' Catherine asked eagerly.

The wonman was staring, her eyes filled with horror. ' No!
You're dead! Cet out!’

Cat herine nopaned faintly and felt the hair on her scalp
begi n

to rise. 'Please |

j ust '

'Go, M's Dougl as!’

"I have to know



The ol d wonman nmade the sign of the cross, turned, and
fled.

Catherine sat there for a nonment, trenbling, then rushed
out

into the street. The voice in her head followed her. Ms
Dougl as!

And it was as though a floodgate opened up. Dozens of
brightly lighted scenes suddenly poured into her head, a
brilliant

series of kal ei doscopes out of control. I'"'mMs Larry

Dougl as. She coul d see her husband's handsone face. She had
been nmadly

in love with hinf, but something had gone wong. Sonething

The next imge was of herself trying to commt suicide,
and

waking up in a hospital

Catherine stood in the street, afraid her |egs would not
carry

her, letting the pictures cone tunbling into her m nd.
She had been drinking a |ot, because she had | ost Larry.
But

then he had cone back to her. They were at her apartnent,
and

Larry was saying, '| know how badly |'ve behaved. 1'd |ike
to

make it up to you, Cathy. | love you. |I've never really

| oved

anyone el se. | want another chance. How would you like to
go

away on a second honeynoon? | know a wonderful little

pl ace

we can go. It's called |oannina.’

And then the horror had begun.

The pictures that canme into her mnd now were terrifying.
She was on a nountain top with Larry, lost in a swrling
grey

m st, and he was noving toward her, his arnms outstretched,
ready to push her off the edge. At that nonent, sone
tourists

arrived and saved her.

And t hen the caves.

"The hotel clerk told ne about sone caves near here. Al



t he

honeynooners go there.'

And they had gone to the caves, and Larry had taken her
deep

into the bowels of them and left her there to die.

She put her hands over her ears as if to shut out the
terrible

t houghts that were rushing at her.

She had been rescued and taken back to the hotel, and a
doctor had given her a sedative. But in the mddle of the
ni ght

she had awakened and heard Larry and his mstress in the
kitchen, planning her nurder, the wi nd whi pping away their
wor ds.

-no one will ever 1

told you |I'd take care of went

wrong. There's nothing they can now,

whi | e she's asl eep.

And she renenbered running away in that terrible storm

ei ng

pursued by them getting

into the rowboat, the w nd

| ashing the boat into the mddle of the storny |ake. The
boat

had started to sink, and she had | ost consci ousness.

Cat herine sank onto a street bench, too exhausted to nove.
So her nightmares had been real. Her husband and his

m stress

had tried to kill her.

She thought agai n about the stranger who had cone to visit
her at the convent shortly after her rescue. He had handed
her

an exquisitely made golden bird, its w ngs poised for
flight. 'No

one will harmyou now. The w cked people are dead.' She
coul d
still not see his face clearly.

Cat herine's head began to throb.

Finally, she rose and slowy wal ked toward the street
wher e

she was to neet the driver who woul d take her back to
Constantin

Demris where she woul d be safe.



Chapter 4

"Wy did you | et her |eave the house?' Constantin Denmiris
demanded.
"I"msorry, sir,
anyt hi ng

about her not |eaving, so . .
Demris forced hinself to appear calm 'It's not

| mportant.

She' || probably be back soon.'

"I's there anything else, sir?

' No.

Demris watched the butler go. He wal ked over to a w ndow
and stared out at the inpeccably mani cured garden. It was
dangerous for Catherine Al exander to appear in the streets
of

At hens, where soneone mi ght recognize her. It's too bad I
can't

afford to let her live. But first ny

vengeance. She'll stay alive 5f until | take my revenge.
I|"'mgoing to enjoy nyself with her. [l

si send her away from here, sonewhere where no one wl|l
know

| her. London will be safe. W can keep an eye on her.

"1l give her

a job at ny offices there.

the butler replied. 'You didn't say

#

An hour later, when Catherine returned to the house,
Constantin

Demris could sense instantly the change in her. It was as
t hough

some dark curtain had been lifted and Cat heri ne had
suddenl y

conme alive. She was wearing an attractive white silk suit,
wth a

whi te bl ouse and

Demiris was taken aback by how nuch her

appearance had changed. Nostim , he thought. Sexy

‘M Demris . . .'

'Costa.'

“I... I know who | am and and

what happened.'



H s face reveal ed nothing. 'Really? Sit down, ny dear, and
tell ne.'

Catherine was too excited to sit. She began to pace
jerkily on
t he carpet, back and forth, the words tunbling out of her.

Y%
husband and his his
m stress, Noelle, tried to kill nme."' She

st opped, | ooking at himanxiously. 'Does that sound crazy?
I

don't know. Maybe it is.'

"Go on, ny dear,' he said soothingly.

"Some nuns fromthe convent saved ne. My husband worked
for you, didn't he?" she blurted out.

Demiris hesitated, carefully weighing his answer. 'Yes.'
How

much should he tell her? 'He was one of ny pilots. | felt
a sense

of responsibility toward you. That's only . :

She faced him 'But you knew who | was. Wiy didn't you
tell

me this norning?

'l was afraid of the shock,' Demris said snmoothly. "I

t hought

It better to |l et you discover things for yourself.'

'Do you know what happened to ny husband and that that
wonan? \Where are they?

Demiris |ooked into Catherine's eyes. 'They were
executed.'

He watched the blood drain fromher face. She made a smal |
sound. She suddenly felt too weak to stand and sank into a
chair.

"I don't

" They were executed by the State, Catherine.'’

"But . . . why?

Careful. Danger. 'Because they tried to nurder you.'
Catherine frowned. '|I don't understand. Wiy would the
State

execute then? I'malive .
He broke in. 'Catherine, Geek |laws are very strict. And
justice here is swft. They had a public trial. A nunber
of

W tnesses testified that your husband and Noel | e Page



at t enpt ed

to kill you. They were convicted, and sentenced to death.'
"It's hard to believe.' Catherine sat there, dazed. The
trial

Constantin Demris wal ked over to her and put his hand on
her shoul der. ' You nust put the past out of your m nd.
They

tried to do an evil thing to you, and they paid for it.'
He struck

a nore buoyant tone. 'I think you and | should discuss the
future.

Do you have any plans?

She did not hear him Larry, she thought. Larry's
handsone

face, laughing. Larry's arnms, his voice .

‘Catherine . . .'

She | ooked up. Tmsorry?

'Have you had any thoughts about your future?

"No, I ... | don't know what |I'mgoing to do. | suppose |
could stay in Athens . '

"No," Demris said firmy. 'That wouldn't be a good idea.
It

woul d bring back too many unpl easant nenories. | would
suggest that you | eave G eece.'

"But | have nowhere to go.'

"I'"ve given it sone thought,' Demris told her. 'l have
of fices

i n London. You once worked for a man nanmed WII|iam Fraser
I n Washi ngton. Do you renenber that?

"Wlliam. . . ?' And suddenly she did renenber it. That
had

been one of the happiest times of her life.

"You were his admi nistrative assistant, | believe.'
"Yes, | . . .'

"You could do the sanme job for ne in London.'

She hesitated. 'l don't know. | don't want to seem
ungr at ef ul ,

but . . .°

VB* i

V'l understand. | know everything seens to be happeni ng
very

quickly,' Demris said synpathetically. 'You need sone
time to



athink about all this. Wiy don't you have a nice qui et
di nner in

your room and in the norning we'll discuss it further.'
Asking her to have dinner in her roomwas a |last-mnute
,{inspiration. He could not afford to have his wife run
I nto her.

"You're very thoughtful,' Catherine said. 'And very
gener ous.

‘no' The clothes are .
*>: He patted her hand and held it a fraction | onger than
necessary.

"It's ny pleasure.'

She sat in her bedroom watching the bl azing sun set over

t he

bl ue Aegean in an explosion of color. There is no point in
reliving

the past. There is the future to think about. Thank God
for

Constantin Demris. He was her lifeline. Wthout him she
woul d

have had no one to turn to. And he had offered her a job

I n

London. Am | going to take it? Her thoughts were

I nterrupted

by a knock on the door. 'W've brought your dinner, mss.'

Long after Catherine had gone, Constantin Demris sat in
t he

l'i brary, thinking about their conversation. Noelle. Only
once in

his life had Demris permtted hinself to | ose control of
hi s

enotions. He had fallen deeply in Iove with Noelle Page,
and

she had becone his m stress. He had never known a wonan
li ke

her. She was know edgeabl e about art, and nusic, and
busi ness,

and she had becone i ndi spensabl e. Not hi ng about Noell e
surprised

hi m Everything about Noelle surprised him He was
obsessed with her. She was the nost beautiful, the nost
sensual



woman Demris had ever known. She had given up stardomto
be at his side. Noelle had stirred enotions in himthat he
had

never felt before. She was his lover, his confidante, his
friend.

Demiris had trusted her conpletely and she had betrayed
hi m

with Larry Douglas. It was a m stake Noelle had paid for
with

her life. Constantin Demris had arranged with the
authorities

for her body to be buried on the grounds of the cenetery
on

Psara, his private island in the Aegean. Everyone had
remar ked

on what a beautiful, sentinmental gesture it was. In fact,
Demris

had arranged for the burial plot to be there so that he
coul d have

the exquisite pleasure of wal king over the bitch's grave.
At

Demiris' bedside in his own bedroom was a phot ograph of
Noel | e

at her loveliest, looking up at himand sm|ling. Forever
sm ling,

frozen in tine.

Even now, nore than a year later, Demris was unable to
stop

t hi nki ng about her. She was an open wound that no doct or
coul d

ever heal.
Why, Noelle, why? | gave you everything. | |oved you, you
bitch. I loved you. 1 |ove you.

And then there was Larry Douglas. He had paid with his
life.

But that was not enough for Demris. He had anot her
vengeance

In mnd. A perfect one. He was going to take his pleasure
with

Dougl as' wi fe as Douglas had done with Noelle. Then he
woul d

send Catherine to join her husband.

' Cost a



It was his wfe's voice.
Melina wal ked into the library.

Constantin Demris was nmarried to Melina Lanbrou, an
attractive

woman froman old, aristocratic Greek famly. She was tal
and regal -1 ooking, with an innate dignity.

"*'"Costa, who is the woman | saw in the hall?" Her voice
was

I tense.

| ( The question caught himoff-guard. "Wat? Ch. She's a
friend

V of a business associate,' Demris said. 'She's going to
work for 1ne in London.'

£'1 caught a glinpse of her. She rem nds ne of soneone.'
"Real | y?'

"Yes.' Melina hesitated. 'She rem nds ne of the wife of
the | pilot who used to work for you. But that's inpossible,
of course,

hi mThey nurdered her.'

"Yes,' Constantin Demris agreed. 'They nurdered her.’

He watched Melina as she wal ked away. He woul d have to be
(careful. Melina was no fool. / never should have married
her,

Demiris thought. It was a bad m stake .

Ten years earlier, the wedding of Melina Lanbrou and
Constantin

Demiris had sent shock waves through busi ness and soci al
circles fromAthens to the Riviera to Newport. Wat had
made

It so titillating was that only one nonth before the
weddi ng t he

bri de had been engaged to marry anot her man

As a child, Melina Lanbrou had di smayed her famly by her
wi || ful ness. When she was ten, she deci ded she wanted to
be a

sailor. The fam |y chauffeur found her at the harbor,
trying to

sneak aboard a ship, and brought her hone in disgrace. At
twel ve, she tried to run anay wth a travelling circus.
By the tinme Melina was seventeen, she was resigned to her
fate she



was beautiful, fabulously wealthy and the daughter of

M halis Lanbrou. The newspapers loved to wite about her.
She

was a fairy-tale figure whose playmates were princesses
and

princes, and through it all, by sonme mracle, Mlina had
managed

to remain unspoiled. Mlina had one brother, Spyros, who
was

ten years ol der than she, and they adored each ot her.
Thei r

parents had died in a boating accident when Ml ina was
thirteen,

and it was Spyros who had reared her.

Spyros was extrenely protective of her too

much so, Melina

t hought. As Melina reached her |ate teens, Spyros becane
even

nore wary about Melina's suitors, and he carefully

exam ned

each candidate for his sister's hand. Not one of them
proved to

be good enough.

"You have to be careful,' he constantly counsel ed Ml i na.
"You're a target for every fortune hunter in the world.
You're

young and rich and beautiful, and you bear a fanopus nane.'’
‘Bravo, ny dear brother. That will be of inmense confort
to

me, when |I'meighty years old and die an old maid.'
"Don't worry, Melina. The right man will cone al ong.'

H s name was Count Vassilis Manos, and he was in his

m ddl e

forties, a successful businessnman froman old and

di sti ngui shed

G eek famly. The Count had fallen instantly in love with
t he

beauti ful young Melina. His proposal cane only a few weeks
after they net.

'"He's perfect for you,' Spyros said happily. 'Manos has
his feet

on the ground, and he's crazy about you.'

Melina was | ess enthusiastic. 'He's not exciting, Spyros.



When

we're together, all he tal ks about is business, business,
busi ness.

| wish he were nore nore

romantic.'

Her brother said firmy, 'There's nore to marriage than
romance.

You want a husband who is solid and stable, soneone

who will devote hinself to you.'

And finally Melina was persuaded to accept Count Manos'
proposal .

The Count was thrilled. 'You ve nade ne the happi est man
in the world,' he declared. "I've just fornmed a new
conmpany. I'm

going to nane it Melina International.’

She woul d have preferred a dozen roses. The weddi ng date
was set, one thousand invitations were sent out, and

el aborate

pl ans were nade.

It was then that Constantin Demris entered Melina
Lanbrou' s

life.

They nmet at one of the dozen or so engagenent parties that
were being given for the betrothed pair.

The hostess introduced them This is Melina Lanbrou
-Constantin

Demris/

Demiris stared at her with his brooding bl ack eyes. 'How
| ong

will they let you stay?" he asked.

‘| beg your pardon?

"Surely you' ve been sent fromthe heavens to teach us
nortals

what beauty is.'

,|" Melina laughed. 'You're very flattering, M Demris.'
?,>He shook his head. 'You're beyond flattery. Nothing I
coul d

'l say would do you justice."’

*f' At that nonment Count Manos approached and interrupted
one, the conversation.

That night, just before falling asleep, Melina thought
about a Demris. She had heard about him of course. He was



weal t hy,

he was a w dower, and he had the reputation of being a
rut hl ess

busi nessman and a conpul sive wonani zer. |I'mglad |'m not
i nvolved with him Melina thought.

The gods were | aughi ng.

The norning after the party, Melina's butler wal ked into
t he
breakfast room 'A package has arrived for you, M ss
Lanbr ou.
It was delivered by M Demris' chauffeur.'
"Bring it in, please.'
So Constantin Demris thinks he's going to inpress ne with
hi s
wealth. Well, he's in for a big disappointnent. Watever
he's sent
whether it's an expensive piece of jewelry, or sone
pricel ess
antique . . . I'mgoing to send it right back to him
The package was snall and obl ong, and beautifully w apped.

Curious, Melina opened it. The card read, sinply: 'l

t hought

you m ght enjoy this. Constantin.'

It was a | eather-bound copy of Toda Raba by Ni kos

Kazant zaki s, her favorite author. How could he have known?
Melina wote a polite thank-you note, and thought: That's
t hat .

The follow ng norning, another package arrived. This tine
It was a recording by Delius, her favorite conposer. The
not e

read: 'You mght enjoy listening to this while reading
Toda

Raba:

Fromthat day on there were gifts every day. Her favorite
fl owers, and perfune, and nusic, and books. Constantin
Demris

had taken the trouble to find out what Melina's tastes
wer e, and

she could not help but be flattered by his attention.
When Melina tel ephoned to thank Demris, he said: 'There's
nothing | could ever give you that would do you justice.'
How many wonen had he said that to before?



"WIIl you have lunch with ne, Mlina?

She started to say no, and then thought: // can't hurt to
have

| unch with the man. He's been very thoughtful.

"Very wel | .'

When she nentioned to Count Manos that she was havi ng

l unch with Constantin Demris he objected.

"What's the point, ny dear? You have nothing in common
with that terrible man. Why are you going to see hin?
"Vassilis, he's been sending ne little gifts every day.
' m goi ng

totell himto stop.' And even as Melina said it, she
t hought: / could have told himthat over the tel ephone.

Constantin Demris had nade reservations at the popul ar
FI oca

restaurant on Panepistimou Street and he was waiting for
Mel i na

when she arrived.

He rose. "You're here. | was so afraid you m ght change
your

m nd. '

"I always keep ny word.'

He | ooked at her and said solemmly: '"And | keep mne. |I'm

going to marry you.'

Mel i na shook her head, half anused, half annoyed. 'M

Demiris, |I'mengaged to marry somneone el se.'
‘Manos?' He waved a hand in dismssal. 'He's not right for
you.'

"Oh, really? And why is that?

"I'"ve checked on him Insanity runs in his famly, he's a
hemophi l i ac, he's wanted by the police on a sex charge in
Brussel s, and he plays a dreadful gane of tennis.’

Mel ina could not help |aughing. 'And you?

‘I don't play tennis.'

"l see. And that's why | should marry you?

"No. You'll marry me because |'m going to nake you the
happi est woman who ever lived.'

‘M Demris . . .°

4i He covered her hand with his. 'Costa.'

Jt

]~ She wthdrew her hand. 'M Demris, | canme here today

to



*t tell you that | want you to stop sending nme gifts. |
don't intend

') to see you again.'

| ) He studied her for a long nonent. 'I'm sure you are not
a

"a cruel person.'

*/''1 hope not.'

He smled. 'Good. Then you won't want to break ny

heart .’

"I doubt if your heart is that easily broken. You have
quite a

reputation.’

"Ah, that was before | net you. |'ve dreaned about you for
a long tine.'

Mel i na | aughed.

Tm serious. When 1 was a very young man, | used to read
about the Lanbrou famly. You were very rich and | was
very

"himpoor. | had nothing. We |ived fromhand to nouth. My
f at her

| r was a stevedore who worked on the docks of Piraeus. |
had

"I fourteen brothers and sisters, and we had to fight for
everyt hi ng

we wanted.'

In spite of herself, she was touched. 'But now you are
rich.'

"Yes. Not as rich as | amgoing to be.'

"What made you rich?

'Hunger. | was always hungry. I'mstill hungry.'

She could read the truth in his eyes. 'How did you

how

did you get started?

‘Do you really want to know?'

And Melina found herself saying, 'l really want to know.'
"When | was seventeen, | went to work for a small oi
company

in the Mddle East. | was not doing very well. One night I

had di nner with a young geol ogi st who worked for a | arge
oi |

conpany. | ordered a steak that night, and he ordered only
soup.

| asked himwhy he didn't have a steak, and he said it was
because he had no back teeth, and he couldn't afford to



buy

dentures. | gave himfifty dollars to buy new teeth. A
nont h

| ater he tel ephoned ne in the mddle of the night to tel
me he

had just discovered a new oil deposit. He hadn't told his
enpl oyer

about it yet. In the norning, | started borrowi ng every
cent |

could, and by evening | had bought options on all the I and
around the new discovery. It turned out to be one of the
bi ggest

oil deposits in the world."'

Mel i na was hangi ng on his every word, fascinated.

"' That was the beginning. | needed tankers to ship ny oil
in,

sointime | acquired a fleet. Then a refinery. Then an
airline.’

He shrugged. 'It went on fromthere.'

It was not until long after they were married that Melina
| earned that the story about the steak was pure fiction.

Mel i na Lanbrou had had no intention of seeing Constantin
Demiris again. But, by a series of carefully arranged

coi nci dences,

Demris invariably managed to appear at the sane party,

or theater, or charity event that Melina was attending.
And each

time, she felt his overpowering nagneti sm Beside him
Vassilis

Manos seened she

hated to admt it, even to herself-boring.

Mel i na Lanbrou was fond of the Flem sh painters, and when
Bruegel's Hunters in the Snow canme on the market, before
she

could purchase it, Constantin Demris sent it to her as a
gift.

Mel i na was fascinated by his uncanny know edge of her

t ast es.

‘I can't accept such an expensive gift fromyou,' she

pr ot est ed.

"Ah, but it's not a gift. You nust pay for it. Dinner with
me

toni ght.'



And she had finally agreed. The man was irresistible.
A week | ater Melina broke off her engagenent to Count
Manos.

When Melina told her brother the news he was stunned.

"Why, in heaven's nane?' Spyros asked. 'Why?' ' Because |'m
going to marry Constantin Demris.'

He was aghast. 'You nust be crazy. You can't marry
Demris.

He's a nonster. He'll destroy you. If . . .'

"You're wong about him Spyros. He's wonderful. And we're
inlove. It's . . .'

"You're in love,'" he snapped. 'l don't know what he's
after,

but it has nothing to do with | ove. Do you know what his
reputation is with wonen? He . . .'

"That's all in the past, Spyros. I'mgoing to be his
wfe.'

And there was nothing he could do to talk his sister out
of the

weddi ng.

A nmonth later Melina Lanbrou and Constantin Demris were
married.

In the beginning it seened to be a perfect marriage.
Constantin

was anusing and attentive. He was an exciting and

passi onat e

| over, and he constantly surprised Melina with |avish
gifts and

trips to exotic places.

On the first night of their honeynoon, he said, 'My first
wife

was never able to give ne a child. Now we'll have many
sons. '

"No daughters?' Ml ina teased.

"I'f you wish. But a son first.'

The day Melina | earned she was pregnant, Constantin was
ecstatic.

"He will take over ny enpire,' he decl ared happily.

In her third nonth, Melina mscarried. Constantin Demris
was out of the country when it happened. \Wen he returned
and



heard the news he reacted |i ke a nadnan.
"What did you do?' he screaned. 'How could it happen?
'Costa, | . . .'

"You were carel ess!’

"No, | swear '

He took a deep breath. "All right. Wiat's done is done.
V'l |

have anot her son.'

‘I ... | can't.' She could not neet his eyes.

‘What are you sayi ng?

' They had to performan operation. | can't have anot her
child.'

He stood there, frozen, then turned and stal ked out

wi t hout

a word.

From that nonent on, Melina's |ife becane a hell
Constantin

Demris carried on as though his wife had deliberately
Killed his

son. He ignored her, and began seei ng ot her woren.
Mel i na coul d have borne that, but what nade the
hum |i ati on

so pai nful was the pleasure he took in publicly flaunting
his |iaisons. He openly had affairs with novie stars,
oper a

singers, and the wi ves of some of his friends. He took his
| overs

to Psara and on cruises on his yacht, and to public
functions.

The press gleefully chronicled Constantin Demris’
romantic

advent ures.

They were at a dinner party at the house of a prom nent
banker .

"You and Melina nust cone,' the banker had said. '|I have a
new Ori ental chef who makes the best Chinese food in the
wor |l d.'

The guest list was prestigious. At the dinner table was a
fascinating collection of artists, politicians and

I ndustrialists. The

food was i ndeed wonderful. The chef had prepared shark-fin
soup, shrinp rolls, nmu shu pork, Peking duck, spareribs,



Cant on
noodl es and a dozen ot her dishes.

Mel i na was seated near the host, at one end of the table,
her

husband next to the hostess at the other end. To Demris'
ri ght

was a pretty young filmstar. Demris was concentrating on
her,

i gnoring everyone else at the table. Melina could hear
snat ches

of his conversation.

"When you finish your picture, you nust cone on ny yacht.
It wll be a lovely vacation for you. We'll cruise al ong

t he

Dal nati an coast

I

Melina tried not to listen, but it was inpossible. Demris
made

no effort to keep his voice down. 'You ve never been to
Psar a,

have you? It's a lovely little island, conpletely

I sol ated. You'l

enjoy it." Melina wanted to craw under the table. But the
wor st

was yet to conet

They had just finished the sparerib course, and the
butlers

were bringing silver finger bow s.

As a finger bow was placed in front of the young star,
Demris

said, 'You won't need that.' And, grinning, he lifted her
hands

in his and began slowy licking the sauce from her
fingers, one

by one. The other guests averted their eyes.

Melina rose to her feet and turned to her host. '"If you'll
excuse
me, | -1 have a headache.'

The guests watched as she fled fromthe room Demris did
not conme hone that night, or the next.



When Spyros heard about the incident, he was livid. 'Just
gi ve

me the word,' Melina's brother funed, "and I'Il kill the
son-ofa-bitch."’

"He can't help it,' Melina defended him 'It's his
nature."'

"H's nature? He's an animal! He should be put away. Wy
don't you divorce hin®

It was a question Melina Demris had asked herself often
in

the still of the long, lonely nights she spent by herself.
And it

al ways cane down to the sane answer. / love him

At five thirty in the norning, Catherine was awakened by
an | apol ogetic maid.

>r ' Good norning, mss .
Cat heri ne opened her eyes and | ooked around in confusion.
I nstead of her tiny cell at the convent, she was in a
beauti f ul

bedroomin ... Her nenory cane flooding back. The trip
into

Athens . . . You're Catherine Douglas . . . They were
execut ed

by the State .

"M ss .

"Yes?'

"M Demris asked if you would join himfor breakfast on
t he

terrace.’

Catherine stared up at her sleepily. She had been awake
unti |

four o' clock, her mnd in a turnoil.

Thank you. Tell M Demris I'lIl be right there.'

Twenty mnutes later a butler escorted Catherine to an
enor mous

terrace facing the sea. There was a | ow stone wall that
over| ooked

the gardens twenty feet below Constantin Demiris was
seat ed

at a table, waiting. He studied Catherine as she wal ked
t owar d

him There was an exciting i nnocence about her. He was



goi ng

to take it, possess it, make it his. He imgi ned her naked
in

hi s bed, hel ping hi mpunish Noelle and Larry agai n.
Demris

rose.

' Good norning. Forgive ne for awakening you so early, but

| nust |eave for nmy office in a few mnutes, and | wanted
t he

opportunity for us to have a little chat first.'

'Yes, of course,' Catherine said.

She sat down at the large marble table opposite him

faci ng

the sea. The sun was just rising, showering the sea with a
t housand sparkl es.

‘What woul d you |ike for breakfast?

She shook her head. 'I'mnot hungry.'
' Sonme cof fee perhaps?
' Thank you.'

The butler was pouring hot coffee into a Belleek cup.
"Well, Catherine,' Demris began. 'Have you thought about
our conversation?

Cat heri ne had thought of nothing else all night. There was
nothing left for her in Athens, and she had nowhere el se
to go.

/ won't go back to the convent, she vowed. The invitation
to

work for Constantin Demris in London sounded intriguing.
I'n

fact, Catherine admtted to herself, it sounds exciting.
It could

be the beginning of a newlife.

"Yes,' Catherine said, 'l have.'

" And?’

o

think I would like to try it.'

Constantin Demris nanaged to conceal his relief. "I'm
del i ght ed.

Have you ever been to London?

"No. That is I

don't think so.' Wiy don't | know for sure? There were
still so many frightening gaps in her menory. How

many nore surprises aml going to get?
‘It's one of the fewcivilized cities left in the world.



" m sure

you'll enjoy it very nuch.'

Catherine hesitated. 'M Demris, why are you going to al
this trouble for ne?

"Let's just say it's because | feel a sense of
responsibility.' He

paused. 'l introduced your husband to Noelle Page.'

"Ah,' Catherine said slowy. Noelle Page. The nane sent a
smal |l shiver through her. The two of them had died for
each

other. Larry must have | oved her so much.

Catherine forced herself to ask a question that had been
tornmenting her all night long. "How . . . how were they
execut ed?"

There was a small pause. 'They were shot by a firing
squad.

"Ch.' She could feel the bullets tearing into Larry's

fl esh,

ri ppi ng apart the body of the man she had once | oved so
much.

She was sorry she had asked.

"Let me give you sone advice. Don't think about the past.
It

can only be hurtful. You nust put all that behind you.'
Catherine said slowy, "You're right. 1'Il try.'

'Good. | happen to have a plane flying to London this
nor ni ng,

Catherine. Can you be ready to leave in a little while?
Cat herine thought of all the trips she had taken with
Larry,

the excited preparations, the packing, the anticipation.

This tinme, there would be no one to go with, little to
pack,
and nothing to prepare for. 'Yes. | can be ready.'

"Excellent. By the way,' Demris said casually, 'now that
your

menory has returned, perhaps there's soneone you' d like to
get

in touch with, someone from your past whom you would |ike
to

| et know that you're all right.'

The name that instantly sprang to her mnd was WIIliam
Fraser. He was the only one in the world who renai ned from
her past. But she knew she was not ready to face himyet.



When

| get settled, Catherine thought. When | start working
again, |'11

get in touch with him

Constantin Demris was watching her, waiting for her
answer .

"No,' Catherine said finally. 'There's no one.'

She had no idea that she had just saved WIIliam Eraser's
l'ife.

“I'"l'l arrange a passport for you.' He handed her an

envel ope.
"This is an advance on your salary. You won't have to
wor ry

about a place to live. The conpany has a flat in London.
You' ||

stay there.'

It was overwhel mi ng. 'You're nmuch too generous.'

He took her hand in his. "You'll find that I'm. . .'He
changed

what he was going to say. Handl e her carefully, he

t hought. Slowly. You don't want to scare her away. '.
that | can be a

very good friend.'

"You are a very good friend.'

Demris smled. Wait.

Two hours later, Constantin Demiris hel ped Catherine into
t he

back seat of the Rolls-Royce that was to take her to the
airport.

"Enj oy London,' he said. till be in touch with you.'

Five mnutes after the car had departed, Denmiris was on

t he

t el ephone to London. 'She's on her way.'

Chapter 5

The plane was scheduled to | eave from Hell eni kon Airport
at

9.00 and. It was a Hawker Siddeley, and to Catherine's
surprise,

she was the only passenger. The pilot, a pleasant-faced,
m ddl e- aged



Greek naned Pantelis, sawto it that Catherine was

confortably

seat ed and buckl ed in.

"We'll be taking off in just a few m nutes,' he inforned
her .

" Thank you.'

Cat herine watched himwalk into the cockpit to join the
co-pilot, and her heart suddenly began to beat faster.
This is

the plane that Larry flew. Had Noell e Page sat in the seat
| am

now sitting in? Catherine suddenly felt as though she were
goi ng

to faint; the walls began to close in on her. She shut her
eyes

and took a deep breath. That's all over, she thought.
Demris is

right. That's the past and nothing can change it.

She heard the roar of the engines, and opened her eyes.
The

plane was |ifting off, headi ng northwest toward London.
How

many tinmes had Larry nmade this flight? Larry. She was
shaken

by the m xture of enotions that his nanme brought. And the
menories. The wonderful, terrible nenories .

It was the sumrer of 1940, the year before Anerica got
into the

war. She had been fresh out of Northwestern University,
and

had gone from Chicago to Washington, DC, for her first

j ob.

Her roommate had said: 'Hey, | heard about a job opening
that mght interest you. One of the girls at the party
said she's

quitting to go back to Texas. She works for Bill Fraser.
He's in

charge of public relations for the State Departnent. |
just heard

about it last night, so if you get over there now, you
shoul d beat

all the other girls to it.'

Cat herine had raced over, only to find Eraser's reception



of fice
al ready packed wth dozens of applicants for the job. /
haven' t

a chance, Catherine thought. The door to the inner office
opened

and WIlliam Fraser energed. He was a tall, attractive man,
with

curly, blond hair, greying at the tenples, bright blue
eyes, and

a strong, rather forbidding jaw i ne.

He said to the receptionist, 'Il need a copy of Life. The

| ssue

that cane out three or four weeks ago. It has a picture of
Stalin

on the cover.'

till order it, M Fraser,' the receptionist said.

"Sally, | have Senator Borah on the line. | want to read
hi m a

paragraph fromthat issue. You have two mnutes to find a
copy

for me.' He went into his office and cl osed the door.

The applicants | ooked at one anot her and shrugged.

Cat herine stood there, thinking hard. She turned and
pushed

her way out of the office. She heard one of the wonen say,
' Good. That's one down.'

Three mnutes later, Catherine returned to the office with
t he

old copy of Life with a picture of Stalin on the cover.
She handed

It to the receptionist. Five mnutes |ater Catherine found
her sel f

seated in WIliam Fraser's office.

"Sally tells nme that you cane up with the Life magazine.'
"Yes, sir.'

"I assune you didn't just happen to have a three-week-old
I Sssue in your purse.’'

"No, sir.'

"How did you find it so quickly?

"I went down to the barber shop. Barber shops and

denti sts'

of fices al ways have old issues |ying around.'

"Are you that bright about everything?



"No, sir.'
"We'll find out,' WIIliam Fraser said. She was hired.

Cat heri ne enjoyed the excitenment of working for Fraser. He
was

a bachelor, wealthy and social, and he seened to know
everyone

I n Washi ngton. Tinme magazine had called him 'The nost
eligible

bachel or of the year'.

Six nonths after Catherine started to work for WIliam
Fraser,

they fell in |ove.
In his bedroom Catherine said, '|I have to tell you
sonet hi ng.

["'ma virgin.'

Fraser shook his head in wonder. 'That's incredible. How
did

Il wind up with the only virgin in the city of Washi ngton?

One day WIliam Fraser said to Catherine, 'They' ve asked
our

office to supervise an Arny Air Corps recruiting film
they're

shooting at MGM studios in Hollywod. I'd like you to
handl e

the picture while I"min London.'

The? Bill, | can't even load a Brownie. What do | know
about

making a training fil n®

Fraser grinned. 'About as nuch as anyone el se. You don't
have

to worry. They have a director. His nane is Al an
Benjam n. The

Arny plans to use actors in the film

"y 2

"I guess they feel that soldiers won't be convincing
enough to

play soldiers.'

That sounds |ike the Arny.'

And Cat herine had flown to Holl ywood to supervise the
t rai ning

film



The soundstage was filled with extras, nost of themin
ill-fitting

armny uni f orns.

'Excuse ne,' Catherine said to a man passing by. 'Is M
Al l an

Benj am n here?

"The little corporal? He pointed. 'Over there.'

Cat herine turned and saw a slight, frail-looking man in a
uniformw th corporal's stripes. He was scream ng at a man
wearing a general's stars.

"Fuck what the casting director said. I'"'mup to nmy ass in
generals. | need non-cons.' He raised his hands in
despair.

' Everybody wants to be a chief, nobody wants to be an
I ndi an."'

"Excuse ne,' Catherine said. 'I'm Catherine Al exander.'
Thank God!' the little man said. 'You take over. | don't
know

what |'m doing here. | had a
thirty-fivehundreddol | ara-year

job in Dearborn editing a furniture trade magazi ne, and |
was

drafted into the Signal Corps and sent to wite training
films.

What do | know about producing or directing? This is all
yours.'

He turned and hurried toward the exit, |eaving Catherine
st andi ng

t here.

A lean, grey-haired man in a sweater noved toward her, an
anused smle on his face. 'Need any hel p?

‘I need a mracle,' Catherine said. 'I'min charge of
this, and

| don't know what |'m supposed to be doing.'

He grinned at her. 'Welcone to Hollywod. I'm Tom O Bri en,
the assistant director.’

"Do you think you could direct this?

She saw the corner of his lips twist. 'l could try. I've
done six

pictures with Wllie Wler. The situation isn't as bad as
It | ooks.

Al it needs is a little organization. The script's
witten, and the

set's ready.'



Cat herine | ooked around the soundstage. ' Sone of these
uni f or ns

| ook terrible. Let's see if we can't do better.’

O Brien nodded approvingly. '"Right."'

Cat herine and O Brien wal ked over to the group of extras.
The din of conversation on the enornous stage was
deaf eni ng.

‘"Let's hold it down, boys,' OBrien yelled. "This is Mss
Al exander .

She's going to be in charge here.'

Catherine said, 'Let's line up, so we can take a good | ook
at

you, please.’

OBrien fornmed the nen into a ragged |ine. Catherine heard
| aught er and voi ces nearby and turned in annoyance. One of
t he

men in uniformstood in a corner, paying no attention,

t al ki ng

to sone girls who were hanging on his every word and

gi ggl i ng.

The man's manner irritated Catherine.

' Excuse ne. Whuld you mnd joining the rest of us?

He turned and asked, lazily: '"Are you talking to ne?
"Yes. W'd |like to go to work.'

He was extraordinarily handsone, tall and wiry, with

bl ue- bl ack

hair and storny dark eyes. His uniformfitted perfectly.
On his shoul ders were the bars of a captain, and across
hi s breast

he had pinned on a splash of brightly colored ribbons.

Cat heri ne

stared at them 'Those nedals .

"Are they inpressive enough, boss?" H's voice was deep
and

filled with insolent anmusenent.

' Take them of f.'

"Why? | thought I'd give this filma little color.'
"There's one little thing you forgot. Anerica' s not at war

yet.

You' d have had to have won those at a carnival.

"You're right,' he admtted sheepishly. "I didn't think of
t hat .

"Il take sonme of themoff.’
' Take themall off,' Catherine snapped.



After the norning's shooting, while Catherine was having

| unch

at the conm ssary, he wal ked up to her table. 'l wanted to
ask

you how | did this norning. Was | convinci ng?

H s manner infuriated her. 'You enjoy wearing that uniform
and strutting around the girls, but have you thought about
enlisting?

He | ooked shocked. 'And get shot at? That's for suckers.'

Cat herine was ready to explode. 'I think you're
contenptible.'

1 W]y?l

"If you don't know why, | could never explain it to you.'

"Wy don't you try? At dinner tonight. Your place. Do you
cook?'

"Don't bother coming back to the set,' Catherine snapped.
till

tell M OBrien to send you your check for this norning's
wor K.

What' s your nane?

" Dougl as. Larry Dougl as.'

The experience with the arrogant young actor rankled

Cat heri ne,

and she was determned to put it out of her mnd. For sone
reason, she found it difficult to forget him

When Cat herine returned to Washington, WIIliam Fraser
sai d,

"I mssed you. |'ve been doing a | ot of thinking about
you. Do

you | ove nme?

"Very much, Bill."’

"I love you too. Why don't we go out tonight and

cel ebrate?

Cat herine knew that that was the night he was going to
pr opose.

They went to the exclusive Jefferson Club. In the mddle
of

di nner, Larry Douglas wal ked in, still wearing his Arny
Air



Corps uniformw th all the nedals. Catherine watched
unbel i evi ngly

as he wal ked over to their table and greeted not her, but
Fraser.

Bill Fraser rose: 'Cathy, this is Captain Lawence

Dougl as.

Larry, this is Mss Al exander Catheri ne.

Larry's been flying

with the RAF. He was the | eader of the American squadron
over there. They tal ked himinto heading up a fighter base
I n

Virginia to get sonme of our boys ready for conbat.'

Li ke the re-run of an old novie, Catherine renenbered how
she had ordered himto take off his bars and his nedal s,
and

how he had cheerfully obliged. She had been smnug,

over beari ng

and

she had called hima coward! She wanted to crawl under
the table.

The next day, Larry Dougl as tel ephoned Cat herine at her
of fice.

She refused to take his calls. Wen she finished work he
was

outside, waiting for her. He had taken off his nedals and
ri bbons

and was wearing the bars of a second |ieutenant.

He smled and wal ked up to her. '"Is this better?

Cat herine stared at him 'Isn't . . . isn't wearing the
W ong

I nsi gni a agai nst regul ati ons?’

"I don't know. | thought you were in charge of all that.’

She | ooked into his eyes and knew that she was |ost. There
was a magnetic force about himthat was irresistible.
"What do you want from ne?'

"Everything. | want you.'

They had gone to his apartnment and nade |love. And it was
an exquisite joy that Catherine had never dreaned

possi ble, a

fantastic com ng together that rocked the room and the
uni ver se

unti |

there was an expl osion that becane a delirious ecstasy,



an unbelievable shattering journey, an arriving and a
departing,

an endi ng and a begi nning. And she had |l ain there, spent
and

nunb, holding himtightly, never wanting to | et him go,
never

wanting this feeling to stop.

They were married five hours later, in Maryl and.

Now, seated in the plane, on her way to London to begin a
new

life, Catherine thought: W were so happy. Wwere did it

all go

wrong? The romantic novies and the | ove songs tricked us
al

into believing in happy endi ngs and kni ghts in shining
arnor and

| ove that never, never died. W really believed that Janes
St ewar t

and Donna Reed had A Wonderful Life and we knew that C ark
Gabl e and O audette Col bert Wul d be together forever
after It

Happened One Ni ght, and we shed tears when Fredric March
returned to Myrna Loy for The Best Years of Qur Lives, and
we

were sure that Joan Fontaine found happiness in the arns
of

Laurence Aivier in Rebecca. And they were lies. Al Iies.
And
the songs. I'll Be Loving You, Always. How do nen figure

al ways? Wth an egg tinmer? How Deep |Is The Ccean? Wat did
Irving Berlin have in m nd? One foot? Two feet? And.
For ever
and a Day. I'mleaving. | want a divorce. Sone Enchanted
Eveni ng. Cone on. W're going to clinb Mount Tzounerka .

You and the N ght and the Music. The hotel nanager told ne

about sonme caves near here ... | Love You For Sentinental
Reasons. No one will ever . . . now while she's asl eep. Be
My

Love. And we listened to the songs, and we watched the
novi es

and really thought that was what |life was going to be

i ke. |

believed in ny husband so nuch. Can | ever believe in



anyone
again? What did | do to nmake himwant to nurder ne?

"M ss Al exander '

Cat heri ne | ooked up, startled, unfocused.

The pil ot was standing over her. 'W've | anded. Wl cone to
London. "

There was a |inmousine waiting for Catherine at the
airport. The

chauffeur said, "I'll arrange for your |uggage, M ss

Al exander .

My nane is Alfred. Wwuld you like to go directly to your
flat?

My flat. 'Yes, that will be fine.'

Cat heri ne sank back in her seat. Unbelievable. Constantin
Demiris had arranged a private plane for her, and a pl ace
to

live. He was either the nost generous man in the world, or

She sinply could not think of any alternative. No. He's
t he nost

generous man in the world. I'll have to find a suitable
way to show

nmy appreciation.

The flat, on Elizabeth Street off Eaton Square, was

utterly

| uxurious. It consisted of a large entrance hall, a
beautifully

furni shed drawing room with a crystal chandelier, a
panel | ed

library, a kitchen stocked with food, three attractively
furni shed

bedr oons, and servants quarters.

Cat herine was greeted at the door by a woman in her
forties,

wearing a black dress. 'Good afternoon, Mss Al exander. |
am

Anna. | am your housekeeper.'
O course. My housekeeper. Catherine was beginning to take
it all in stride. 'How do you do?

The chauffeur brought Catherine's suitcases in and pl aced
themin her bedroom 'The linousine is at your disposal,'



he
told her. "Just tell Anna when you're ready to go to the
office,

and | will pick you up.'

The |inmousine is at ny disposal. Naturally. "Thank you.'
Anna said, till unpack your bags. If there's anything el se
you

need, just |let ne know. '
‘I can't think of a thing,' Catherine said honestly.

Cat heri ne wandered around the flat until Anna had finished
unpacki ng. She went into the bedroom and | ooked at the
beauti f ul

new dresses that Demris had bought her, and thought: Al
this is like a wonderful dream There was a feeling of

t ot al

unreality about it. Forty-eight hours ago, she had been
wat eri ng

rose bushes at the convent. Now she was living the |ife of
a

duchess. She wondered what the job would be like. "Il
wor k

hard. | don't want to |let himdown. He's been so

wonder ful . She

felt suddenly tired. She |lay down on the soft, confortable
bed. I'll just rest a mnute, she thought. She cl osed her
eyes.

She was drowni ng, and scream ng for help. And Larry was
swimm ng toward her, and when he reached her he pushed her
under water. And she was in a dark cave, and bats were
com ng

at her, tearing at her hair, beating their clamy w ngs
agai nst

her face. Catherine awakened with a shuddering start and
sat up

in bed, trenbling.

She t ook deep breaths to steady herself. That's enough,
she

thought. It's over. That was yesterday. This is today. No
one's

going to hurt you. No one. Not any nore.

Qut si de Cat herine's bedroom Anna, the housekeeper, had
been listening to the screans. She waited a nonent, and
when



there was silence she wal ked down the hall and picked up
t he
t el ephone to report to Constantin Demris.

The Hell enic Trade Corporation was |ocated at 217 Bond

Street,

off Piccadilly, in an old governnent building that had

been

converted years earlier to offices. The exterior of the

bui | di ng

was a masterpiece of architecture, elegant and graceful.

When Cat herine arrived, the office staff was waiting for

her .

There were half a dozen people near the door to greet her.

"Wl cone, M ss Al exander. |'m Evelyn Kaye. This is Car
Tucker . . . Matthew . . . Jennie . . .'

The nanmes and faces becane a bl ur.

' How do you do?

"Your office is ready for you. I'll show you the way.'

"Thank you.'

The reception roomwas tastefully furnished, with a | arge

chesterfield sofa, flanked by two Chi ppendal e chairs and a

t apestry.

They wal ked down a | ong carpeted corridor and passed a

conference roomw th heavy pine panelling, and | eather

chairs

al ong a highly polished table.

Cat herine was ushered into an attractive office, with

wor n,

confortable furniture and a | eat her couch.

"It's all yours.'

"It's lovely,' she nurnured.

There were fresh flowers on the desk.

"From M Demris.'

He's so thoughtful.

Evel yn Kaye, the woman who had shown her into the office,
was a stocky, m ddl e-aged woman with a pleasant face and a

confortable manner. "It will take you a few days to get
used to



the place, but the operation is really quite sinple. W're
one

of the nerve centers of the Demiris enpire. W coordinate

the reports fromthe overseas divisions, and send them on

to

headquarters in Athens. I'mthe office manager. You'll be

my
assi stant.'

"Ch.' So I"'mthe assistant to the office nmanager.

Cat herine had

no i dea what was expected of her. She had been thrown into
a

fantasy world. Private planes, |inousines, a beautiful

flat with

servants .

"W m Vandeen is our resident mathematical genius. He
conmput es

all the statenents and puts theminto a nmaster financi al
analysis chart. H's m nd works faster than nost

cal cul ati ng

machi nes. Conme along to his office and neet him'

They wal ked down the corridor to an office at the end of
t he
hal | . Evel yn opened the door w thout knocking.

"Wm this is ny new assistant.'

Cat herine stepped into the office and stood there,
riveted.

W m Vandeen appeared to be in his early thirties, a thin
man

with a slack-jawed nouth, and a dull, vacant expression.
He was

staring out the w ndow.

"Wm Wm This is Catherine Al exander.'

He turned around. 'Catherine the First's real name was
Mart a

Skow onka she was a servant girl born in 1684 who was
capt ured



by the Russians she married Peter the First and was
enpress of

Russia from 1725 to 1727, Catherine the Geat was the
daught er

of a German prince she was born in 1729 and she marri ed
Pet er,

who becane Enperor Peter the Third in 1762, and she
succeeded

to his throne that same year after she had hi m nurdered.
Under

her reign there were three divisions of Poland and two
war s

agai nst Turkey . . .'The information poured out |like a
f ount ai n,

i n a nonot one.

Catherine was |istening, stunned. 'That's . . . that's
very interesting,'

she managed.

W m Vandeen | ooked away.

Evelyn said, '"Wmis shy when he neets people.’

Shy? Cat heri ne*t hought. The man is weird. And he's a
geni us?

What kind of job is this going to be?

In Athens, in his offices on Aghiou Geronda Street,
Constantin

Demiris was listening to a tel ephone report fromAIfred in
London.

"I drove Mss Al exander directly fromthe airport to the
flat,

M Demris. | asked her if she wished ne to take her
anywher e

el se, as you suggested, and she said no.'

' She's had no outside contacts at all?

"No, sir. Not unless she nade sone tel ephone calls from

t he

flat, sir.'

Constantin Demris was not worried about that. Anna, the
housekeeper, would report to him He replaced the
receiver,

sati sfied. She presented no i nmedi ate danger to hi mand he
woul d see that she was watched. She was alone in the
wor | d.



She had no one to turn to except her benefactor,
Constantin

Demiris. / nust make arrangenents to go to London soon,
Demiris thought happily. Very soon.

Cat herine Al exander found her new job interesting. Daily

reports
came in from Constantin Demris' far-flung enpire. There
were bills of lading froma steel mll in Indiana, audits
froman

autonobile factory in Italy, invoices froma newspaper
chain in

Australia, a gold m ne, an insurance conpany. Catherine
col | ated

the reports and sawto it that the infornmati on went
directly

to Wm Vandeen. Wn glanced at the reports once, put them
t hrough the incredi ble conputer that was his brain, and
al nost

I nstantly cal cul ated the percentages of profit or loss to
t he

conpany.

Cat herine enjoyed getting to know her new col | eagues and
she was awed by the beauty of the old building she worked
in.

She nmentioned it to Evelyn Kaye once in front of Wm and

Wmsaid, 'This was a governnment custom house desi gned by
Sir

Chri stopher Wen in seventeen twenty-one. After the great
fire

of London, Christopher Wen redesigned fifty churches

i ncl udi ng
St Paul's, St Mchael's, and St Bride's He designed the
Royal

Exchange and Bucki ngham House He died in seventeen
twenty-three

and is buried in St Paul's This house was converted to an
office building in nineteen seven, and in the Second Wrld
V\ar

during the Blitz, the governnment declared it an official
air-raid

shelter.'

The air-raid shelter was a | arge, bonb-proof room | ocated



t hrough a heavy iron door adjoining the basenent.

Cat heri ne

| ooked into the heavily fortified room and thought about
t he

brave British nen and wonen and children who had found
shelter here during the terrible bonbing by Htler's
Luf t waf f e.

The basenent itself was huge, running the entire |l ength of
t he

building. It had a |large boiler for heating the building,
and was

filled with electronic and tel ephone equi pnent. The boil er
was

a problem Several times, Catherine had escorted a
repai r man

down to the basenent to take a look at it. Each one woul d
tinker with it, pronounce it cured of whatever had ail ed
It, and

| eave.

"It 1ooks so dangerous,' Catherine said. 'Is there any
chance

that it mght expl ode?

‘Bl ess your heart, mss, of course not. See this safety
val ve

here? Well, if the boiler should ever get too hot, the
safety val ve

rel eases all the excess steam and Bob's your uncle. No
problem’

After the work day was over, there was London. London ...
a

cornucopi a of wonderful theatre, ballet and nusic
concerts.

There were interesting old bookstores |ike Hatchards, and
Foyl es

and

dozens of nuseuns, and little antique shops, and

rest aurants.

Catherine visited the lithograph shops in Cecil Court

and shopped at Harrods, Fortnum & Mason, and Marks &
Spencer and had Sunday tea at the Savoy.

Fromtinme to tinme, unbidden thoughts cane into Catherine's
m nd. There were so many things to rem nd her of Larry. A
voice ... a phrase ... a cologne ... a song. No. The past



S

finished. The future is what's inportant. And each day she
becane

stronger.

Cat heri ne and Evel yn Kaye becane friends and occasionally
went out together. One Sunday they visited the open-air
art

exhi bition on the Thanmes enbanknment. There were dozens of
artists there, young and ol d, displaying their paintings,
and t hey

all had one thing in comon: they were failures who had
been

unable to have their works exhibited in any gallery. The
pai nti ngs

were terrible. Catherine bought one out of synpathy.
"Where are you going to put it?" Evelyn asked.

"In the boiler room' Catherine said.

As they wal ked al ong the London streets, they canme across
t he

pavenent artists, nmen who used col ored chal ks to paint on
the stone of the pavenent. Sonme of their work was amazi ng.
Passersby woul d stop to admre themand then toss a few
coi ns

to the artists. One afternoon on her way back from | unch,
Cat herine stopped to watch an elderly man working on a
beauti f ul

| andscape in chalk. As he was finishing it, it began to
rain

and the old man stood there watching his work bei ng washed
away. That's a lot like ny past |ife, Catherine thought.

Evel yn took Catherine to Shepherd Market. 'This is an

I nteresting

area,' Evelyn prom sed.

It was certainly colorful. There was a

t hr ee- hundr edyear-ol d

restaurant called Tiddy Dols, a magazi ne stand, a market,
a

beauty parlor, a bakery, antique shops and several two-and
three-story resi dences.

The nanme plates on the mail boxes were odd. One read

' Hel en’



and below it 'French | essons'. Another read 'Rosie' and,
bel ow

that, ' G eek taught here'.

"I's this an educational area?' Catherine asked.

Evel yn | aughed aloud. "In a way | guess it is. Only the
ki nd of education these girls give can't be taught in
school .

Evel yn | aughed even | ouder when Cat heri ne bl ushed.

Cat heri ne was al one nost of the tine, but she kept herself
t oo

busy to be lonely. She plunged into her days as though
trying to

make up for the precious nonents of her life that had been
stolen fromher. She refused to worry about the past or

t he

future. She visited Wndsor Castle, and Canterbury with
Its

beauti ful cathedral, and Hanpton Court. On weekends, she
went into the country and stayed at quaint little inns and
t ook

| ong wal ks through the countrysi de.

|'"malive, she thought. No one is born happy. Everyone has
to

make his own happiness. |'ma survivor. |I'myoung and |I'm
heal t hy and wonderful things are going to happen.

On Monday she woul d go back to work. Back to Evel yn and
the girls and W m Vandeen.

W m Vandeen was an eni gna.

Cat herine had never net anyone like him There were twenty
enpl oyees in the office, and without even bothering to use
a

cal cul ator, W m Vandeen renenbered every enpl oyee's

sal ary,

nati onal insurance nunber and deductions. Although all of
this

was on file, he kept all the conpany records in his head.
He

knew t he nonthly cash flow from each division and how it
conpared with the previous nonths, going back five years
when

he had started wth the conpany.

W m Vandeen renenbered everything he had ever seen or



hear d

or read. The range of his know edge was incredi ble. The
si npl est

guestions on any subject would trigger a stream of

I nf ormati on,

yet he was antisoci al .

Cat herine discussed himwith Evelyn. 'I don't understand
W m

at all.’

"Wmis an eccentric,' Evelyn said. 'You just have to take
hi m

as heis. All he's interested in is nunbers. | don't think
he cares

about people.'

' Does he have friends?

' No.

' Does he ever date? | nean go

out with girls?

' No.

It seenmed to Catherine that Wmwas isolated and | onely,
and

she felt a kinship with him

Wm s range of know edge amazed Cat herine. One norni ng,
she devel oped an ear ache.

Wmsaid gruffly, 'This weather's not going to help it
much.

You' d better go and see an ear doctor.'

' Thanks, Wm 1| . . .’

"The parts of the ear are the auricle, auditory neatus,

t ynpani c

menbrane, the chain of ossicles hamrer,

anvil and stirrup ynpanic

cavity, the semcircular duct, oval w ndow, the eustachan
tube, auditory nerve, and the cochlear duct.' And he

wal ked

away.

On anot her day, Catherine and Evelyn took Wmto lunch at
the Rami s Head, a |local pub. In the back room custoners
wer e

throw ng darts.

"Are you interested in sports, Wnf' Catherine asked.

' Have

you ever seen a baseball gane?



‘'Basebal |, Wmsaid. 'A baseball is nine and a quarter
I nches

in circunference. It's nade of yarn, wound on a hard
rubber

cone and covered with white leather. The bat is usually
made of

ash, not nore than two and three quarter inches in the
gr eat est

di anmeter, and not nore than forty-two inches in length.'
He knows all the statistics, Catherine thought, but has he
ever

felt the excitenent of actually doing it?

‘'Have you ever played any sports? Basketball, for

I nst ance?"'

' Basketball is played on a wooden or concrete floor. The
bal |

has a spherical |eather cover thirty-one inches in
ci rcunf erence,

i nflated by a rubber bladder to thirteen pounds of
pressure. It

wei ghs twenty to twenty-two ounces. Basketball was
I nvent ed

by Janes Naismith in eighteen ninety-one.'

Cat heri ne had her answer.

Soneti mes Wm could be an enbarrassnent in public. One
Sunday, Cathenne and Evel yn took Wm to Mi denhead,

on the Thanmes. They stopped at the Conpleat Angler for

| unch. The waiter canme up to their table. 'W have fresh
cl ans

t oday.'

Catherine turned to Wm 'Do you like clans?

Wm said, 'There are |long clans, quahog, or round clans,
razor clams, surf clans, single shells, and bl ood clans."
The waiter was staring at him 'Wuld you care to order
sone,

sir?

"I don't like clanms,’ Wm snapped.

Catherine |liked the people she was working with, but Wm
becane special to her. He was brilliant beyond her

conpr ehensi on,

and at the sane tine, he seenmed w thdrawn and | onely.
Catherine said to Evelyn one day: 'Isn't there sone chance



that Wmmght lead a normal life? Fall in |ove and get
married?

Evel yn sighed. 'I told you. He has no enotions. He'l
never

get attached to anyone.'

But Catherine did not believe it. Once or twi ce she had
caught

a flash of interest of

af fection of

| aughter in

Wmnm s eyes,

and she wanted to draw himout, to help him O had it
been

her i magi nation?

One day, the office staff received an invitation to a
charity bal

bei ng held at the Savoy.

Cat herine wal ked into Wms office. "Wm do you dance?
He stared at her. 'A bar and a half of four-four tine
nmusi c

conpl etes one rhythmc unit in a foxtrot. The man starts
t he

basic step wwth his left foot and takes two steps forward.
The

woman starts with her right foot and takes two steps
backwar d.

The two slow steps are followed by a quick step at right
angl es

to the slow steps. To dip, the man steps forward on his
| eft foot

and di ps sl ow

t hen

he noves forward on his right foot slow. Then he noves to
the left wth his left foot quick.

Then cl oses

his right foot to his |eft foot quick.'

Cat herine stood there, not knowi ng what to say. He knows
al |

the words, but he doesn't understand their neaning.

Constantin Demris telephoned. It was |ate at night and
Cat heri ne
was preparing to go to bed.



‘I hope | didn't disturb you. It's Costa.'

"No, of course not.' She was glad to hear his voice. She
had

m ssed talking to him asking his advice. After all, he
was the

only one in the world who really knew about her past. She
felt

as though he were an old friend.

"I've been thinking about you, Catherine. | was concerned
that you mght find London a lonely place. After all, you
don't

know anyone there.'

‘I do get alittle lonely sonetines,' Catherine admtted.
" But

"' mcoping. | keep renenbering what you sai d. Forget about
the past, live for the future.'

"That's right. Speaking of the future, I'"'mgoing to be in
London

tomorrow. | would like to take you to dinner.'

"I would enjoy that very nmuch,' Catherine said warmy. She
was | ooking forward to it. She would have a chance to tel
hi m

how grateful she was to him

When Constantin Demris replaced the receiver, he smled
to

hi rsel f. The chase is on.

They had dinner at the Ritz. The dining roomwas el egant
and
the food was delicious. But Catherine was too excited to

pay
attention to anything except the man who was sitting
opposite

her. There was so nuch she had to tell him
"You have a wonderful office staff,' Catherine said. 'Wm
'S

amazing. |'ve never seen anyone who can . '
But Demris was not listening to the words. He was
st udyi ng

her, thinking how beautiful she was, and how vul nerabl e.
But |

mustn't rush her, Demris decided. No, I'll play the gane
sl oWy

and savor the victory. This one will be for you, Noelle,



and for

your | over.

"Are you going to be in London | ong?" Catherine was
aski ng.

"*Just a day or two. | had sonme business to take care of.'
That

was true. But he knew he coul d have handled it by

t el ephone.

No, he had cone to London to begin his canpaign to draw
Catherine closer to him to make her enotionally dependent
on

him He | eaned forward.

"Catherine, did | ever tell you about the tine | worked in
t he

oil fields in Saudi Arabia . . . ?

Demiris took Catherine to dinner the follow ng night.
"Evelyn told ne what a wonderful job you're doing at the
office. I'"'mgoing to give you a raise.'

"You' ve been so generous al ready,’' Catherine protested.

B I

Demiris | ooked into her eyes. 'You don't know how generous
| ean be.'’

Cat herine was enbarrassed. He's only being kind, she

t hought .

/ mustn't imagi ne things.

The follow ng day, Demris was ready to | eave. 'Wuld you
li ke

toride out to the airport wth ne, Catherine?

"Yes.'

She found himfascinating, alnost spellbinding. He was
anusi ng

and brilliant and she was flattered by his attention.

At the airport, Demris kissed Catherine lightly on the
cheek.

"I"'mglad we could spend sone tine together, Catherine.'’
"So am 1. Thank you, Costa.'

She stood there watching his plane take off. He's very
speci al, Catherine thought. I'mgoing to mss him

Chapter 6



Everyone had al ways been amazed by the apparent cl ose
friendship

of Constantin Demris and his brother-in-law, Spyros

Lanbr ou.

Spyros Lanbrou was al nost as rich and powerful as Demiris.
Demiris owned the | argest fleet of cargo ships in the
wor | d;

Spyros Lanbrou owned the second | argest. Constantin
Denmiris

controlled a chain of newspapers and airlines, oil fields,
st eel

mlls, and gold m nes; Spyros Lanbrou had insurance
conpani es, banks, enornous anounts of real estate, and a
chem cal plant. They seened friendly conpetitors; better

t han

t hat, buddi es.

"Isn't it wonderful,' people said, '"that two of the nopst
power f ul

men in the world are such great friends?

In reality, they were inplacable rivals who despised each
ot her. Wen Spyros Lanbrou bought a 100-foot yacht,
Constantin

Demiris imedi ately conm ssioned a 150-foot yacht that had
four GM diesels, a crew of 13, two speedboats and a
freshwat er

sSW mm ng pool .

When Spyros Lanbrou's fleet reached a total of twelve
tankers, with a tonnage of 200,000, Constantin Demris

I ncreased

his own fleet to twenty-three tankers, with a tonnage of
650, 000.

Spyros Lanbrou acquired a string of race horses, and
Denmiris

bought a larger stable to run against him and

consi stently won.

The two nmen saw each other frequently, for they served
together on charity commttees, sat on the boards of

vari ous

corporations, and occasionally attended fam |y gatherings.
They were exactly opposite in tenperanent. Were
Constantin

Demiris had cone fromthe gutter and fought his way to the
top, Spyros Lanbrou was born an aristocrat. He was a | ean
and



el egant man, al ways i npeccably dressed, with courtly,

ol d-worl d

manners. He could trace his famly tree back to Oto of
Bavari a,

who had once ruled as King of Geece. During the early
political

uprisings in Geece, a small mnority, the oligarchy,
amassed

fortunes in trade, shipping and | and. Spyros Lanbrou's

f at her

was one of them and Spyros had inherited his enpire.

Over the years, Spyros Lanbrou and Constantin Demris had
carried on their charade of friendship. But each was
det er m ned

that, in the end, he would destroy the other, Deniris
because of

his instinct for survival, Lanbrou because of his
brother-in-law s

treatnment of Melina.

Spyros Lanbrou was a superstitious man. He appreciated his
good fortune in life, and he was anxi ous not to antagoni ze
t he

gods. Fromtinme to tinme he consulted psychics for

gui dance. He

was intelligent enough to recognize the frauds, but there
was

one psychi c whom he had found to be uncanny. She had
predi cted

his sister Melina's mscarriage and what woul d happen to
t he

marriage, and a dozen other things that had cone to pass.
She

lived in Athens.

Her nanme was Madanme Piris.

Constantin Demris nmade it a habit to arrive at his
offices in

Aghi ou Geronda Street every norning punctually at six

o' cl ock.

By the tinme his rivals went to work, Demris had al ready
conduct ed

several hours of business with his agents in a dozen
countries.

Demris' private office was spectacul ar. The vi ew was



magni fi cent,

Wi th picture windows putting the city of Athens at his
feet.

The floor was black granite. The furniture was steel and

| eat her.

On the walls was a Cubist art collection, with Légers,

Br aques,

and half a dozen Picassos. There was an enornous gl ass and
steel desk and a | eather throne-chair. On the desk was a
deat h

mask of Al exander the Great, set in crystal. The

I nscription

under it read: Al exandras. The defender of nan.

On this particular norning, Constantin Demris' private
phone

was ringing when he entered his office. There were only
hal f a

dozen people who had access to the tel ephone nunber.
Demris picked up the tel ephone. 'Kalinehra.'

"Kalinehra.' The voice at the other end bel onged to Spyros
Lanbrou's private secretary, N kos Veritos. He sounded
nervous.

"Forgive nme for disturbing you, M Demris. You told ne to
call when | had sone information that you m ght '
"Yes. What is ft?

"M Lanbrou is planning to acquire a conpany called Aurora
International. It is listed on the New York Stock
Exchange. M

Lanbrou has a friend on the board of directors who told
hi m

that a big governnent contract is going to be given to the
conpany to build bonbers. This is, of course, very
confidenti al .

The stock will have a big rise when the announcenent
"I"'mnot interested in the stock market,' Demris snapped.
"Don't bother ne again unless you have sonet hing inportant
to

tell ne.
‘I"'msorry, M Demris. | thought . . .°
But Demris had hung up.

At eight o' clock, when Demris' assistant, G annis
Tchar os,



.1 wal ked in, Constantin Demris |ooked up fromhis desk.
"There's

a conpany on the New York Stock Exchange, Aurora

| nt er nat i onal

Notify all our newspapers that the conpany is being

I nvestigated for fraud. Use an anonynous source, but
spread

the word. | want themto keep hammering at the story until
t he
stock drops. Then start buying until | have control."’

"Yes, sir. Is that all?

'"No. After |'ve acquired control, announce that the runors
wer e unfounded. Ch, yes. See that the New York Stock
Exchange

is notified that Spyros Lanbrou bought his stock on

I nsider information.'

G annis Tcharos said delicately, "M Demris, in the

Uni ted

States, that is a crimnal offense.’

Constantin Demris smled. 'I know.'

A mle away, at Syntagna Square, Spyros Lanbrou was
wor ki ng

in his office. Hs work place reflected his eclectic
taste. The

furniture consisted of rare antiques, a mxture of French
and

Italian. Three of the walls were covered with the works

of French

| mpressioni sts. The fourth wall was devoted to an array of
Bel gian artists, from Van Ryssel berghe to De Snet. The
sign on

the outer office door read: 'Lanbrou and Associ ates', but
t here

had never been any associ ates. Spyros Lanbrou had

i nherited a

successful business fromhis father, and over the years he
had

built it into a worldw de congl oner at e.

Spyros Lanbrou shoul d have been a happy man. He was rich
and successful, and he enjoyed excellent health. But it
was

| npossible for himto be truly happy as | ong as Constantin
Demris was alive. H's brother-in-law was anathema to him



Lanmbrou despised him To him Demris was polym chanos, a
man fertile in devices, a scoundrel wthout norals.
Lanbr ou had

al ways hated Demiris for his treatnment of Melina, but the
savage

rivalry between themhad its own terrible nexus.

It had begun ten years earlier, at a lunch Spyros Lanbrou
had

with his sister. She had never seen him so excited.
‘Melina, did you know that every single day the world
consunes

all the fossil fuel it took a thousand years to create?
"No, Spyros.'

There's going to be a trenendous denmand for oil in the
future,

and there aren't going to be enough oil tankers to handl e
it.'

"You're going to build sonme?

He nodded. 'But not just ordinary tankers. I'mgoing to
build
the first fleet of large tankers. They'l|l be tw ce as

| arge as the

present ones.' His voice was filled with enthusiasm
spent

nont hs going over the figures. Listen to this. A gallon of
crude

petrol eum haul ed fromthe Persian GQulf to an east-coast
port of

the United States costs seven cents. But on a big tanker,
t he cost

woul d cone down to three cents a gallon. Do you have any

| dea

what that coul d nean?

' Spyros where

are you going to get the noney to build a fleet

i ke that?

He smled. That's the beautiful part of ny plan. It won't
cost

me a cent.'

" What ?'

He | eaned forward. 'I'mgoing to America next nonth to
tal k

to the heads of the big oil conpanies. Wth these tankers,
| can

' ve



carry their oil for themfor half the price they can

carry it.'

"But. . . you don't have any big tankers.'

Hs smle turned into a grin. "No, but if |I can get
| ong-term

charter contracts f/omthe oil conpanies, the banks w |
| oan e

the noney | need to build them Wat do you think?

"I think you're a genius. It's a brilliant plan.'

Melina was so excited about her brother's idea that she
nment i oned

It to Demris that evening at dinner.

When she had finished explaining it, Melina said, 'Isn't
that a

wonder ful i dea?’

Constantin Demris was silent for a nmonent. ' Your

brot her's

a dreanmer. It could never work.'

Melina | ooked at himin surprise. 'Wy not, Costa?
'Because it's a hare-brained schene. In the first place,
there's

not going to be that big a demand for oil, so those
nmyt hi cal

tankers of his will run enpty. Secondly, the oil conpanies
aren't

about to turn their precious oil over to a phantom fl eet
t hat

doesn't even exist. And third, those bankers he's going to
wil |

| augh hi mout of their offices.'

Melina' s face cl ouded with di sappoi ntnent. ' Spyros was so
ent husiastic. Wuld you mnd discussing it with hinf
Demris shook his head. 'Let himhave his dream Melina.
It

woul d be better if he didn't even know about our
conversation.'

"All right, Costa. \Watever you say.'

Early the follow ng norning Constantin Demiris was on his
way

to the United States to discuss |arge tankers. He was
awar e t hat



the worl d petroleumreserves outside the United States and
the Soviet-bloc territories were controlled by the seven
si sters:

Standard G| Conpany of New Jersey, Standard G| Conpany
of California, Gulf G, the Texas Conpany, Socony-Vacuum
Royal Dutch-Shell and Anglo-Iranian. He knew that if he
coul d

get just one of them the others were sure to foll ow.

Constantin Demris' first visit was to the executive
of fices of

Standard G| of New Jersey. He had an appointnment with
Onen

Curtiss, a fourth vice-president.

‘What can | do for you, M Demris?

"I have a concept that | think could be of great financi al
benefi t

to your conpany.'

"Yes, you nentioned that over the tel ephone.' Curtiss
gl anced

at his wistwatch. 'l have a neeting in a few mnutes. |If
you

could be brief . . .'

till be very brief. It costs you seven cents to haul a
gal | on of

crude petroleumfromthe Persian Gulf to the eastern coast
of

the United States.'

That's correct.'

"What would you say if | told you that | can guarantee to
carry

your oil for three cents a gallon?

Curtiss smled patronizingly. 'And just how woul d you
perform

that mracle?

Demris said quietly, '"Wth a fleet of |arge tankers that
wil |

have twi ce the carrying capacity of the present ones.

can

transport your oil as fast as you can punp it out of the
ground.’

Curtiss was studying him his face thoughtful. 'Were
woul d

you get a fleet of l|arge tankers?



"I"'mgoing to build them

Tmsorry. W wouldn't be interested in investing in .
Demiris interrupted. "It won't cost you a penny. Al I'm
aski ng

fromyou is a long-termcontract to carry your oil at half
t he

price you're paying now. I'lIl get ny financing fromthe
banks.'

There was a | ong, pregnant silence. Onen Curtiss cleared
hi s

throat. 'l think | had better take you upstairs to neet
our

presi dent .’

That was the begi nning. The other oil conpani es were just
as

eager to nake deals for Constantin Demris' new tankers.
By

the tinme Spyros Lanbrou | earned what was happening, it was
too late. He flewto the United States and was able to
make a

few deals for |arge tankers with sone independent

conpani es,

but Demris had skimed off the cream of the market.
"He's your husband,' Lanbrou storned, 'but | swear to
you,

Mel ina, sone day |'mgoing to nake him pay for what he's
done.'

Melina felt m serabl e about what had happened. She felt
she

had betrayed her brother.

But when she confronted her husband, he shrugged. 'I
didn't

go to them Melina. They cane to ne. How could |I refuse
t hen?'

And that was the end of the discussion.

But busi ness consi derati ons were uni nportant conpared to
Lanbrou's feelings about how Demris treated Meli na.

He coul d have shrugged off the fact that Constantin
Demris

was a notorious philanderer after

all, a man had to have his

pl easure. But Demris' being so blatant about it was an



I nsul t

not only to Melina but to the whole Lanbrou famly.
Denmiris'

affair with the actress, Noelle Page, had been the nost
egr egi ous

exanple. It had nade headlines all over the world. One
day, Spyros Lanbrou thought. One day .

Ni kos Veritos, Lanbrou's assistant, wal ked into the

of fice. Vertos

had been with Spyros Lanbrou for fifteen years. He was
conpetent, but uninmaginative, a man with no future, grey
and

faceless. The rivalry between the two brothers-in-I|aw
present ed

Veritos with what he considered a gol den opportunity. He
was

betting on Constantin Demris to win, and fromtine to
time he

passed on confidential information to him hoping for a
suitabl e

rewar d.

Veritos approached Lanbrou. 'Excuse nme. There's a M

Ant hony Ri zzoli here to see you.'

Lanbrou sighed. 'Let's get it over with,' he said. 'Send
hi m

in.'

Ant hony Ri zzoli was in his md-forties. He had bl ack hair,
athin

aqui l i ne nose, and deep-set brown eyes. He noved with the
grace

of a trained boxer. He wore an expensive beige tailored
suit, a

yellow silk shirt and soft |eather shoes. He was
soft - spoken and

polite, and yet there was sonething oddly nenaci ng about
hi m

"Pl easure to neet you, M Lanbrou.'

"Sit domm, M R zzoli.'

Ri zzoli took a seat.

"What can | do for you?

"Well, as | explained to M Veritos here, I'd like to
charter



one of your cargo ships. You see, | have a factory in
Marsei |l | es

and | want to ship sone heavy machinery to the United
St at es.

If you and ne can work out a deal, | can throw a | ot of
busi ness

your way in the future.'

Spyros Lanbrou | eaned back in his chair and studied the
man

seated in front of him Unsavory. 'Is that all you're
pl anning to

ship, M Rizzoli?' he asked.

Tony Rizzoli frowned, 'What? | don't understand.'

"I think you do,' Lanbrou said. 'My ships are not

avail able to

you.'
"Wy not? What are you tal kin' about?
"Drugs, M Rizzoli. You' re a drug dealer.’

Ri zzoli's eyes narrowed. 'You're crazy! You've been
listenin'

to alot of runors.'

But they were nore than runors. Spyros Lanbrou had
carefully checked out the man. Tony Ri zzoli was one of the
top

drug snugglers in Europe. He was Mafia, part of the
Organi zat i on,

and the word was out that Ri zzoli's transportation
sources had dried up. That was why he was so anxious to
make

a deal .

"I"'mafraid you'll have to go el sewhere.'

Tony Rizzoli sat there, staring at him his eyes cold.
Finally

he nodded. 'Ckay.' He took a business card from his pocket
and

threwit on the desk. 'If you change your mnd, here's
wher e

you can reach ne.' He rose to his feet and a nonent |ater
he

was gone.

Spyros Lanbrou picked up the card. It read Anthony Ri zzol
-l mport-Export. There was an Athens hotel address and a

t el ephone nunber at the bottom of the card.

Ni kos Veritos had sat there w de-eyed, listening to the



conversati on.

When Tony Rizzoli wal ked out the door he said, 'Is he
really . . . ?

"Yes. M Rizzoli deals in heroin. If we ever |et himuse
one

of our ships, the governnent could put our whole fleet
out of
busi ness. '

Tony Rizzoli watked out of Lanmbrou's office in a fury.
That

fucking Geek treating ne like |I'm sone peasant off the
street!

And how had he known about the drugs? The shi prment was an
unusually large one, with a street value of at |least ten
mllion

dollars. But the problemwas in getting it to New YorKk.
The

Goddammed narcs are swarmng all over Athens. |I'll have to
make

a phone call to Sicily and stall. Tony Ri zzoli had never

| ost a

shi prent, and he did not intend to |ose this one. He

t hought of

hi rsel f as a born w nner.

He had grown up in Hell's Kitchen in New York.
Geogr aphi cal |y,

It was located in the mddle of the West Side of
Manhat t an,

bet ween 8th Avenue and the Hudson River, and its northern
and sout hern boundaries ran from23rd to 59th Streets. But
psychologically and enotionally Hell's Kitchen was a city
within

a city, an arnmed enclave. The streets were ruled by gangs.
There

were the Gophers, the Parlor Mb, the Gorillas, and the
Rhodes

gang. Murder contracts retailed at a hundred dollars, with
mayhem

alittle |ess.

The occupants of Hell's Kitchen lived in dirty tenenents,
overrun by lice, rats and roaches. There were no bat htubs,
and



the youths solved the shortage in their own way; they

pl unged

naked into the water off the Hudson Ri ver docks, where the
sewers fromthe Kitchen's streets enptied into the river
The

docks stank of the stagnant mass of dead, swollen cats and
dogs.

The street scene provided an endl ess variety of action. A
fire

engi ne answering an alarm... a gang fight on one of the
tenenent roofs ... a wedding procession ... a stickbal
gane

on the sidewalk ... a chase after a runaway horse ... a
shoot i ng

The only playgrounds the children had were the
streets, the
tenenent roofs, the rubbish-strewn vacant lots and in
t he
sumrer tine the
noi sone waters of the river. And over
everything, the acrid snell of poverty. That was the
at nosphere
I n which Tony Ri zzoli had grown up.

Tony R zzoli's earliest nenory was of being knocked down,
and

having his m |k noney stolen. He was seven years ol d.

a der

and bi gger boys were a constant threat. The route to
school was

a no-man's-land, and the school itself was a battl eground.
By

the time Rizzoli was fifteen years old he had devel oped a
strong

body and consi derable skill as a fighter. He enjoyed
fighting,

and because he was good at it, it gave hima feeling of
superiority.

He and his friends put on boxing matches at Stillman's
Gym

Fromtinme to tinme, sone of the nobsters dropped in to keep
an eye on the fighters they owned. Frank Costell o appeared
once



or twice a nonth, along with Joe Adonis and Lucky Luci ano.
They were anused by the boxing nmatches that the youngsters
put on, and as a formof diversion they began to bet on

t heir

fights. Tony Rizzoli was always the wi nner, and he quickly
becane a favorite of the nobsters.

One day while Rizzoli was changing in the | ocker roomthe
young boy overheard a conversation between Frank Costello
and Lucky Luciano. "The kid's a gold mne," Luciano was
sayi ng.

"I won five grand on himlast week.'

"You going to put a bet on his fight with Lou Doneni c?'
"Sure. I'mbetting ten big ones.'

"What odds do you have to | ay?

"Ten to one. But what the hell? Rizzoli's a shoo-in.'

Tony Rizzoli was not certain what the conversation neant.
He went to his older brother, Gno, and told himabout it.
*Jesus!' his brother exclainmed. "Those guys are bettin'
bi g

noney on you.'

"But why? |I'mnot a professional.'’

G no thought for a nonent. ' You' ve never |ost a fight,
have

you, Tony?'

' No.

"What probably happened is that they made a few small bets
for kicks, and then when they saw what you could do they

began

betting for real.’

The younger boy shrugged. 'It don't nean nothin' to ne.'

G no took his armand said earnestly, "It could nean a | ot
to

you. To both of us. Listen to nme, kid . '

1

The fight with Lou Donenic took place at Stillman's Gym
on a

Friday afternoon and all the big boys were there Frank
Costel l o,

Joe Adoni s, Albert Anastasia, Lucky Luciano and Meyer

Lan- sky.

They enjoyed watching the young boys fight, but what they
enj oyed even nore was the fact that they had found a way



to

make noney on the Kkids.

Lou Domeni ¢ was seventeen, a year older than Tony and five
pounds heavier. But he was no match for Tony Ri zzoli's
boxi ng

skills and killer instinct.

The fight was five rounds. The first round went easily to
young

Tony. The second round also went to him And the third.
The

nobsters were already counting their noney.

"The kid's going to grow up to be a world chanpion,' Lucky
Luci ano crowed. 'How nuch did you bet on hinf

"Ten grand,' Frank Costello replied. 'The best odds |
coul d

get was fifteen to one. The kid's already got a
reputation.’

And suddenly, the unexpected happened. In the m ddl e of

t he

fifth round, Lou Donenic knocked out Tony Ri zzoli with an
upper cut. The referee began to count. . . very slowy,

| ooki ng

apprehensi vely out at the stony-faced audi ence.

"CGet to your feet, you little bastard,' Joe Adonis
screaned.

"CGet up and fight!'

The counting went on, and even at that slow pace, it
finally ri reached ten. Tony Ri zzoli was still on the mat,
out cold.

11' Son-of-a-bitch. One |ucky punch!’

I'1l) The men began to add up their | osses. They were
substanti al .

Tony Rizzoli was carried to one of the dressing roons by
G no.

, Tony kept his eyes tightly closed, afraid that they
woul d find out

| he was consci ous and do sonething terrible to him

It was not until Tony was safely hone that he began to
rel ax.

"W didit!" his brother yelled excitedly. 'Do you know
how

much fucki ng noney we nmade? Al nost one thousand dollars.'
"I don't understand. | '

"I borrowed noney fromtheir own shyl ocks to bet on



Doneni c,

and got fifteen to one odds. W're rich.'
"Wn't they be mad?' Tony asked.

G no smled. 'They'll never know.'

The follow ng day when Tony Ri zzoli got out of school

t here

was a long black Iinousine waiting at the curb. Lucky
Luci ano

was in the back seat. He waved the boy over to the car.
"Cet in.'

Tony Rizzoli's heart began to pound. 'I can't, M Luciano,
I"'mlate for '

"CGet in.'

Tony Rizzoli got into the linousine. Lucky Luciano said to
the driver, 'Go around the block."'

Thank God he wasn't being taken for a ride!

Luci ano turned to the boy. 'You took a dive,' he said
flatly.

Ri zzoli flushed. '"No, sir. | . . .'

"Don't shit me. How nmuch did you make on the fight?

"Not hing, M Luciano. | . . .'

till ask you once nore. How nuch did you make by taking
that dive?

The boy hesitated. 'A thousand dollars.'

Lucky Luci ano | aughed. That's chicken feed. But | guess
for

a ... howold are you?

" Al nost si xteen.'

'l guess for a sixteen-year-old kid, that ain't bad. You
know

you cost nme and ny friends a | ot of noney.'

‘"I"'msorry. | '

"Forget it. You're a bright boy. You ve got a future.
Thank you.'

"I"mgoing to keep quiet about this, Tony, or ny friends
wil |

cut your nuts off and feed themto you. But | want you to
come

and see nme Monday. You and ne are going to work together.'

A week |ater, Tony Rizzoli was working for Lucky Luciano.
Ri zzoli started as a nunbers runner, and then becane an
enf orcer.



He was bright and quick and in tinme he worked hinsel f
up to being Luciano's |ieutenant.

When Lucky Luciano was arrested, convicted and sent to
prison, Tony Rizzoli stayed on with Luciano's

or gani zati on.

The Fam lies were into ganbling, shylocking, prostitution,
and

anything else in which there was an illegal profit to be
made.

Deal i ng drugs was generally frowned on, but sone of the
menbers

I nsisted on being involved, and the Famlies reluctantly

gave
them perm ssion to set up drug trafficking on their own.
The i dea becane an obsession with Tony R zzoli. From what

he had seen, the people who were in drug trafficking were
conpl etely disorgani zed. They're all spinning their
wheels. Wth

the right brains and nuscle behind it.

He made hi s deci sion.

Tony Rizzoli was not a man to go into anything
haphazardly.

He began by reading everything he could find out about
her oi n.

Her oi n was fast beconmi ng the king of narcotics. Marijuana
and cocai ne provided a 'high', but heroin created a state
of

conpl ete euphoria, with no pain, no problens, no cares.
Those

ensl aved by heroin were willing to sell anything they
possessed,

steal anything within their reach, conmt any crine.
Her oi n

becane their religion, their reason for being.

Turkey was one of the | eading growers of the poppy from
whi ch heroin was derived.

The Fam |y had contacts in Turkey, so Rizzoli had a talk
with

Pete Lucca, one of the capos.

"I"mgoing to get involved,' R zzoli said. 'But anything I
do

will be for the Famly. | want you to know that."



"You're a good boy, Tony.'

‘I"d like to go to Turkey to | ook things over. Can you set
it

up?’

The old man hesitated. till send word. But they're not

li ke

us, Tony. They have no norals. They're animals. If they
don't

trust you, they'Il kill you.'

till be careful.’

"You do that.'

Two weeks later, Tony R zzoli was on his way to Turkey.

He travelled to Ilzmr, Afyon, and Eskisehir, the regions
wher e

t he poppies were grown, and in the beginning, he was

greet ed

Wi th deep suspicion. He was a stranger, and strangers were
not

wel cone.

"We're going to do a |lot of business together,' R zzol

sai d.

Td like to take a | ook at the poppy fields.'

A shrug. 'l don't know nothin' about no poppy fields.
You're

wastin' your tinme. Go hone.'

But Rizzoli was determ ned. Half a dozen phone calls were
made and coded cabl es were exchanged. Finally, in Kilis,
on the

Tur ki sh- Syrian border, he was allowed to watch the opium
bei ng

harvested at the farmof Carella, one of the |large

| andowners.

"l don't understand it/ Tony said. 'How can you get heroin
froma fuckin' flower?

A white-coated scientist explained it to him 'There are
sever al

steps, M R zzoli. Heroin is synthesized fromopium which
i's

made by treating norphine with acetic acid. Heroin is

deri ved

froma particular strain of poppy plant called Papaver
somi -ferum the flower of sleep. Opiumgets its nane from
t he G eek

word opos, neaning juice.'



"ot you.'

At harvesting time, Tony was invited to visit Carella's
mai n

estate. Each nenber of Carella' s famly was equi pped with
a cizgi bicak, a scal pel-shaped cutting knife, to nmake a
preci se

Incision into the plant. Carell a explained, 'The poppies
have to

be harvested within a twenty-four-hour period or the crop
IS

rui ned. '

There were nine nenbers in the famly and each one worked
frantically to make sure the crop was in on tine. The air
was

filled with funmes that induced drowsiness.

Rizzoli felt groggy. 'Be careful,' Carella warned. 'Stay
awake.

If you lie down in the field, you will never get up
again.'

The farnmhouse wi ndows and doors were kept tightly closed
during the twenty-four-hour period of harvest.

When the poppi es had been picked, R zzoli watched the
sticky

white gumtransfornmed froma norphi ne base into heroin, at
a

"l aboratory' in the hills.

"So, that's it, huh?

Carella shook his head. '"No, ny friend. That's only the
begi nni ng.

Making the heroin is the easiest part. The trick is to
transport it w thout getting caught.'

Tony Rizzoli felt an excitenent building in him This was
where his expertise was going to take over. Up until now,
t he

busi ness had been run by bunglers. Now he was going to
show

t hem how a prof essi onal operated.

'How do you nove this stuff?

"There are many ways. Truck, bus, train, car, mule, canel

" Canel ?'



"We used to snuggle heroin in cans in the canel's belly
until the guards started using netal detectors. So we
switched to

rubber bags. At the end of the trip we kill the canels.
The

problemis that sonetinmes the bags burst inside the
canel s, and

the animals stagger up to the border Iike drunks. So the
guar ds

caught on.'

"What route do you use?

" Sonetinmes the heroin is routed from Al eppo, Beirut and
| stanbul, and on to Marseilles. Sonetines the drugs go
from

| stanbul to Greece, then on to Sicily through Corsica and
Morocco and across the Atlantic.'

‘| appreciate your cooperation,' Rizzoli said. till tell
t he boys.

| have another favor to ask of you.'

' Yes?'

"I'"d like to go along with the next shipnment.’
There was a | ong pause. 'That coul d be dangerous.'
till take nmy chances.'

The follow ng afternoon, Tony Rizzoli was introduced to a
| ar ge,

hul ki ng bandit of a man, with a grandi ose, flow ng

nmust ache,

and the body of a tank. 'This is Mustafa from Afyon. In
Tur ki sh, afyon neans opium Mistafa is one of our nost
skilled snugglers.'

"One has to be skilled,' Miustafa said nodestly. 'There are
many dangers.'

Tony Rizzoli grinned. 'But it's worth the risk, eh?
Mustafa said with dignity, 'You are speaking of noney. To

us, opiumis nore than a noney crop. There is a nystique
about

it. It is the one crop that is nore than food al one. The
white sap

of the plant is a God-given elixir which is a natural
medi cine if

taken in small quantities. It can be eaten, or applied
directly to



the skin, and it wll cure nost of the common ail nents
upset stomachs, colds, fever, aches, pains, sprains. But you
nmust be

careful. If you take it in large anmounts, not only will it
cloud the
senses, it wll rob you of your sexual prowess, and

nothing in
Turkey could nore destroy a man's dignity than inpotence.'
"Sure. Anything you say.'

The journey from Afyon began at m dnight. A group of
farmers,

wal king single file through the black night, rendezvoused
with

Must afa. The nul es were | oaded with opium 350 kilos, nore
than 700 pounds, strapped to the backs of seven stout

mul es.

The sweet pungent odor of the opium I|ike wet hay, hovered
in

the air about the nmen. There were a dozen farners who had
come to guard the opiumin the transaction w th Mistafa.
Each

farmer was arned with a rifle.

‘W have to be careful these days,' Mistafa told Ri zzoli
"W

have Interpol and many police | ooking for us. In the old
days,

it was nore fun. We used to transport opiumthrough a
vil | age

or the city in a casket draped in black. It was a
hear t war m ng

sight to see the people and the police on the street,
lifting their

hats and saluting in respect as a coffin of opium went
by. "

The province of Afyon lies in the center of the western
third

of Turkey at the foot of the Sultan Muntains on a high
pl at eau,

renmote and virtually isolated fromthe nation's | eading
cities.

"This terrain is very good for our work,' Mistafa said.
‘W are

not easy to find.'



The mul es noved slowy through the desol ate nountai ns, and
at mdnight, three days later, they reached the

Tur ki sh- Syri an

border. There they were net by a woman dressed in bl ack.
She

was | eading a horse carrying an i nnocent sack of flour,
and there

was a henp rope knotted | oosely on its saddl e horn. The
rope

trailed behind the horse, but it never touched the ground.
It was

a long rope, two hundred feet in length. The other end was
hel d

up by Mustafa and his fifteen hired runners behind him
They

wal ked in a crouch, each bent over close to the ground,
one

hand hol ding the rope line, and the other clutching a
gunny sack

of opium Each $ack wei ghed thirtyfive pounds. The wonman
and her horse wal ked through a stretch booby-trapped with
anti-personnel mnes, but there was a path that had been
cl eared

by a small herd of sheep driven through the area earlier.
If the

rope fell to the earth, the slack was a signal to Miustafa
and the

others that there were gendarnes up ahead. |f the wonan
was

taken in for questioning, then the snmugglers would safely
nove

on ahead across the border.

They crossed at Kilis, the border point, which was heavily
m ned. Once past the area controlled by the gendarne
patrol s,

t he snuggl ers noved into the buffer zone three mles w de,
unti |

they reached their rendezvous, where they were greeted by
Syrian snugglers. They put their sacks of opiumon the

gr ound

and were presented with a bottle of raki which the nen
passed

fromone to the other. R zzoli watched as the opi um was
wei ghed,



stacked, tied and secured upon the sway-backs of a dozen
dirty

Syrian donkeys. The job was done.

Al right, R zzoli thought. Now |let's see how the boys in
Thailand do it.

Ri zzoli's next stop was Bangkok. Wen his bona fides had
been

establ i shed he was all owed on a Thai fishing vessel that
carried

drugs wrapped in pol yethyl ene sheeting packed into enpty
ker osene

drunms, with rings attached to the top. As the shipping
boat s

approached Hong Kong they jettisoned the druns in a neat

r ow

in shall ow water around Lima and the Ladrone |sl ands,
wher e

It was sinple for a Hong Kong fishing boat to pick them up
with

a grappling hook.

"Not bad,' Rizzoli said. But there has to be a better way.

The growers referred to heroin as 'they' and 'horse', but
to Tony

Ri zzoli, heroin was gold. The profits were staggering. The
peasants who grew the raw opi um were paid three hundred
fifty

dollars for ten kilos but by the tine the opium was
processed

and sold on the streets of New York, its value had

i ncreased to

two hundred fifty thousand dol |l ars.

It's so easy, Rizzoli thought. Carella was right. The
trick is not

to get caught.

That had been in the beginning, ten years ealier. But now
it

was nmore difficult. Interpol, the international police
force, had

recently put drug snuggling at the top of its list. Al
vessel s

| eavi ng the key smuggling ports that |ooked even slightly



suspi ci ous

wer e boarded and searched. That was why Ri zzoli had

gone to Spyros Lanbrou. His fleet was above suspicion. It
was

unlikely that the police would search one of his cargo
shi ps. But

the bastard had turned himdown. |I'll find another way,
Tony

Ri zzoli thought. But |1'd better find it fast.

" Cat herine am

| disturbing you?

It was mdnight. 'No, Costa. It's nice to hear your

voi ce.'

"I's everything going well?

' Yes t hanks

to you. I'mreally enjoying ny job/

"Good. I'lIl be comng to London in a few weeks. 1'll 1oo0k
forward to seeing you.' Careful. Don't push too fast. 'I
want to

di scuss sonme of the conpany's personnel .’

"Fine.'

' Good night, then.'

' Good ni ght.'

This tinme she was calling him 'Costa -1 don't know what
to say.

The | ocket is beautiful. You shouldn't have . . .'

"It's a small token, Catherine. Evelyn told ne what a big
hel p

you are to her. | just wanted to express ny appreciation.'

It's so easy, Demiris thought. Little gifts and flattery.
Later: My wife and | are separating.

Then the 'I'"mso |onely' stage.

A vague talk of marriage and an invitation to travel on
hi s

84

IWeht to his island. The routine never failed. This is



goi ng to be
| particularly exciting, Demris thought, because it's
going to have a 0 different ending. She's going to die.

He tel ephoned Napol eon Chotas. The | awer was delighted to
hear fromhim 'It's been a while, Costa. Everything goes
wel | 2

"Yes, thank you. | need a favor.'

"Of course.’

"Noell e Page owned a little villa in Rafina. | want you to
buy

it for me, under soneone el se's nane.'

"Certainly. 1'll have one of the lawers in ny office .

"I want you to handle it personally."’

There was a pause. 'Very well. 'l take care of it.'
Thank you.'

Napol eon Chotas sat there, staring at the phone. The villa
was

the | ove nest where Noell e Page and Larry Dougl as had
carried

on their affair. Wat could Constantin Demris possibly
want

with it?

Chapter 7

The Arsaki on Courthouse in downtown Athens is a | arge,
grey

stone building that takes up the entire square bl ock at
Uni versity

Street and Strada. O the thirty courtroons in the
bui |l di ng, only

three roons are reserved for crimnal trials: roons 21, 30
and

33.

Because of the enornous interest generated by the nurder
trial of Anastasia Savalas, it was being held in room 33.
The

courtroomwas forty feet wide and three hundred feet |ong,
and

the seats were divided into three blocks, six feet apart,
W th nine

wooden benches to each row. At the front of the courtroom



was a raised dais behind a six-foot mahogany partition,
wi t h hi gh-backed chairs for the three presiding judges.
In front of the dais was a witness stand, a snmall raised
pl at f orm

on which was fixed a reading | ectern, and agai nst the far
wal |

was a jury box, filled nowwth its ten jurors. In front
of the

defendant's box was the | awers' table.

The nurder trial was spectacul ar enough in itself, but the
pi ece

de resistance was the fact that the defense was being
conduct ed

by Napol eon Chotas, one of the preem nent crimnal |awers
in

the world. Chotas tried only nmurder cases, and he had a
remar kabl e

record of success. Hs fees were runored to be in the
mllions

of dollars. Napol eon Chotas was a thin, enaciated-| ooking
man

with the | arge sad eyes of a bl oodhound in a corrugated
face.

He dressed badly, and his physical appearance did nothing
to

I nspi re confidence. But behind his vaguely baffled nanner
was

hi dden a brilliant, trenchant m nd.

The press had specul ated furiously about why Napol eon
Chotas had agreed to defend the woman on trial. There was
no

way he could possibly win the case. Wagers were bei ng nade
that it would be Chotas' first defeat.

Pet er Denoni des, the Prosecuting Attorney, had cone up
agai nst Chotas before, and though

he woul d never admt it,

even to hinmself he

was in awe of Chotas' skill. This tine,

however, Denonides felt that he had little to worry about.
| f

ever there was a cl assi c open-and-shut nurder case, the
Anast asi a

Savalas trial was It.

The facts were sinple: Anastasia Saval as was a beauti f ul



young

woman married to a weal thy man naned George Saval as, who
was thirty years her senior. Anastasia had been having an
affair

with their young chauffeur, Josef Pappas, and, according
to

W t nesses, her husband had threatened to divorce Anastasia
and wite her out of his will. On the night of the nurder,
she

had di sm ssed the servants and prepared di nner for her
husband.

George Saval as had had a cold. During dinner, he had

suffered a coughing spell. H's wfe had brought himhis
bottle

of cough nedicine. Saval as had taken one swall ow and

dr opped

dead.

An open-and-shut case.

Room 33 was crowded with spectators on this early norning.
Anast asi a Saval as was seated at the defendant's table
dressed in

a sinple black skirt and bl ouse, with no jewelry and very
little

make- up. She was stunningly beautiful.

The prosecutor, Peter Denonides, was addressing the jury.
‘Ladi es and gentl enmen. Sonetines, in a nurder case, a
trial

takes up to three or four nonths. But | don't think any of
you

"/ are going to have to worry about being here for that

| engt h of

/ time. When you hear the facts in this case, |'msure you
will > agree w thout question that there is only one
possi bl e verdi ct urder

in the first degree. The State will prove that the

def endant

Wi llfully nurdered her husband because he threatened to

di vorce

her when he found out she was having an affair with the
famly

chauffeur. W will prove that the defendant had the

noti ve,

the opportunity, and the neans to carry out her



col d- bl ooded

<hi m schene. Thank you.' He returned to his seat. * The
Chi ef Justice turned toward Chotas: 'Is the counsel for
'<the defense prepared to nake his opening statenent?
Napol eon Chotas rose slowy to his feet. 'Yes, Your
Honor .'

He noved toward the jury box in an uncertain, shuffling
gait.

He stood there blinking at them and when he spoke it was
al nrost as though he were speaking to hinself. '"I've |lived
a long

time, and |'ve |l earned that no man or wonman can hi de an
evi |

nature. It always shows. A poet once said that the eyes
are

the windows of the soul. | believe that's true. | want you
| adi es

and gentlenen to |look into the eyes of the defendant.
There

is no way she could have found it in her heart to nurder
anyone. ' “Napol eon Chotas stood there a nonment as though
trying to think of sonmething else to say, then shuffled
back to

his seat.

Pet er Denonides was filled wth a sudden sense of triunph.
Jesus Christ. Thai's the weakest opening | have ever heard in
ny

lifel The old man's lost it.

"I's the Prosecuting Attorney prepared to call his first

W t ness?'

"Yes, Your Honor. | would |like to call Rosa Lykourgos.'

A m ddl e- aged, heavy-set wonan rose fromthe spectators
bench and sailed determ nedly toward the front of the
courtroom

She was sworn in.

"M's Lykourgos, what is your occupation?

"I amthe housekeeper . . .' Her voice choked up, 'I was
t he

housekeeper to M Saval as.'

"M Ceorge Saval as?

"Yes, sir.'

"And woul d you tell us how |long you were enpl oyed by M
Saval as?'



"Twenty-five years.'

"My, that's a long tine. Were you fond of your enpl oyer?
'He was a saint.'

"Were you enpl oyed by M Saval as during his first

marri age?'

"Yes, sir. | was at the graveside with himwhen his wfe
was

buried."'

"Wuld it be fair to say that they had a good

rel ati onshi p?

"They were madly in |ove with each other.'

Pet er Denoni des | ooked over at Napol eon Chotas, waiting
for his objection on the |ine of questioning. But Chotas
remai ned

in his seat, apparently lost in thought.

Pet er Denoni des went on. 'And were you in M Saval as’

enpl oy during his second marriage, to Anastasia Saval as?'
"COh, yes, sir. | certainly was.' She spat the words out.
"Wul d you say that it was a happy marriage?' Again he

gl anced at Napol eon Chotas, but there was no reaction.

" Happy? No, sir. 1*hey fought |like cats and dogs.'

"Did you witness any of these fights?

"A person couldn't help it. You could hear themall over

t he

house and

it's a big house.'

‘"I take it these fights were verbal, rather than physical?
That

Is, M Saval as never struck his wfe?

"Oh, it was physical all right. But it was the other way
around,

it was the madam who struck him M Saval as was getting on
in

years, and the poor man had becone frail.'

"You actually saw Ms Saval as stri ke her husband?

"More than once.' The wi tness | ooked over at Anastasia
Saval as, and there was grimsatisfaction in her voice.
"M's Lykourgos, on the night M Saval as di ed, which
menber s

of the staff were working in the house?

' None of us.'

Peter Denonides let his voice register surprise. 'You nean
in



a house that you say was so | arge, not one nenber of the
staff

was there? Didn't M Saval as enploy a cook, or a maid ..
a

butler . . . ?

"COh, yes, sir. We had all of those. But the nadamtold
everyone to take that night off. She said she wanted to
cook

di nner for her husband herself. It was going to be a
second

honeynoon.' The last remark was said with a snort. v 'So
Ms Saval as got rid of everybody?

| This tinme it was the Chief Justice who | ooked over at
Napol eon

Chotas, waiting for himto object. But the attorney sat
t here,

preoccupi ed.

The Chief Justice turned to Denoni des. "The Prosecutor
wil |

stop leading the wtness.'

‘| apol ogi ze, Your Honor. I'll rephrase the question.’
Denoni des noved cl oser to Ms Lykourgos. 'What you are
saying is that on a night when nenbers of the staff
ordinarily

woul d be in the house, Ms Saval as ordered everyone to

| eave

so that she could be alone with her husband?

"Yes, sir. And the poor man was suffering froma terrible
cold."'

"Did Ms Saval as often cook di nner for her husband?

M's Lykourgos sniffed. 'Her? No, sir. Not her. She never
lifted a finger around the house.'

And Napol eon Chotas sat there, listening as though he were
nerely a spectator.

' Thank you, Ms Lykourgos. You've been very hel pful.’

Pet er Denoni des turned to Chotas, trying to conceal his
satisfaction. Ms Lykourgos' testinony had had a
percepti bl e

effect on the jury. They were casting di sapproving gl ances



at the

defendant. Let's see the old man try to get around that.
" Your

W t ness.'

Napol eon Chotas gl anced up. 'What? Oh, no questions.'
The Chief Justice |looked at himin surprise. 'M Chotas .
you don't wish to cross-examne this w tness?

Napol eon Chotas rose to his feet. 'No, Your Honor. She
seens |ike a perfectly honest woman.' He sat down agai n.

Pet er Denoni des coul d not believe his good fortune. My
CGod, he thought, he's not even putting up a fight. The old
man' s

finished. Denoni des was al ready savoring his victory.

The Chief Justice turned to the Prosecuting Attorney. 'You
may call your next w tness.'

"The State would like to call Josef Pappas.'

A tall, good-I|ooking, dark-haired young man rose fromthe
spectators' bench and wal ked toward the w tness box. He
was

sworn in.

Pet er Denoni des began. 'M Pappas, would you pl ease tell
the court your occupation?

"I"ma chauffeur.’
"Are you enpl oyed at the nonent?

ll\b.l

"But you were enployed until recently. That is, you were
enpl oyed until the death of CGeorge Saval as.'

"That's right.'

"How | ong were you enpl oyed by the Savalas fam|ly?'



"Alittle over a year.'
"Was it a pleasant job?

Josef Pappas had one eye on Chotas, waiting for himto
cone

to his rescue. There was only silence.

"Was it a pleasant job, M Pappas?

"It was okay, | guess.'
"Did you get a gooft salary?
"Yes.'

" Then woul dn't you say the job was nore than okay? | nean,
weren't there sonme extras that went along wwth it? Weren't
you

going to bed regularly with Ms Saval as?

Josef Pappas | ooked toward Napol eon Chotas for hel p. But

t here was none.

"I ... Yes, sir. | guess | was.'

Pet er Denonides was wthering in his scorn. 'You guess you
were? You're under oath. You either had an affair with her
or

you didn't. Wiich is it?

Pappas was squirmng in his seat. 'W had an affair.’
"Even though you were working for her husband bei ng

pai d

generously by him and living under his roof?

"Yes, sir.'

"It didn't bother you, to take M Saval as’ nobney week
after

week while you were having an affair wwth his wfe?

"It wasn't just an affair.’

Pet er Denonides baited the trap carefully. "It wasn't just
an

affair? What do you nean by that? I'mafraid | don't
under st and.’

"I mean ne

and Anastasia were planning to get married.'

There was a surprised nurnur fromthe courtroom The
jurors

were staring at the defendant.

"Was the marriage your idea, or Ms Saval as'?'

"Well, we both wanted to.'

"Who suggested it?



"I guess she did.' He | ooked over toward where Anastasia
Saval as was seated. She returned his | ook w thout
flinching.

"Frankly, M Pappas, |'m puzzled. How did you expect to
get

marri ed? Ms Saval as al ready had a husband, hadn't she?
Di d

you plan to wait for himto die of old age? O have a

f at al

acci dent of sone kind? What exactly did you have in m nd?
The questions were so inflanmatory that the Prosecutor and
the three judges | ooked toward Napol eon Chotas, waiting
for

himto thunder an objection. But the defense | awer was

busily
doodl i ng, paying no attention. Anastasia Saval as, too, was
begi nni ng

to | ook concerned.

Pet er Denoni des pressed his advantage. 'You haven't
answered ny question, M Pappas.'

Josef Pappas shifted unconfortably in his chair. 'l don't
know,
exactly.'

Pet er Denoni des' voice was a whiplash. 'Then let ne tell
you, exactly. Ms Saval as planned to nmurder her husband to
get him

out of the way. She knew that her husband was going to

di vorce

her and cut her out of his wll, and that she woul d be
left with

not hi ng. She

"(bjection!" It came not from Napol eon Chotas, but from
t he

Chi ef Justice. 'You' re asking the witness to specul ate.'
He | ooked

over at Napol eon Chotas, surprised at the silence of the
| awyer.

The old man was sitting back on the bench, his eyes

hal f - cl osed.



"Sorry, Your Honor.' But he knew he had made his point.
Pet er Denpni des turned to Chotas. 'Your w tness.'

Napol eon Chotas rose. 'Thank you, M Denonides. No
guestions.'

The three Justices turned to | ook at one another, puzzled.
One of them spoke up: 'M Chotas, you are aware that this
wi l |

be your only opportunity to cross-examne this w tness?

Napol eon Chotas blinked. 'Yes, Your Honor.

"In view of his testinony, you don't wish to ask him any
guesti ons?'

Napol eon Chotas waved a hand in the air and said, vaguely,
" No, Your Honor.'

The judge sighed, 'Very well. The Prosecutor may call his
next
W t ness.'

The next witness was Mhalis Haritonides, a burly man in
hi s

si xti es.

When Haritoni des was sworn in, the Prosecutor asked:

"Woul d
you tell the court your occupation, please?

‘"Yes, sir. | manage a hotel .’

"Whuld you tell us the nane of the hotel ?

' The Argos.'

"And this hotel is |ocated where?

"In Corfu.'

"I"mgoing to ask you, M Haritoni des, whether any of the
people in this room have ever stayed at your hotel .’

Har it oni des | ooked around and said, 'Yes, sir. H mand
her.'



"Let the recofd show that the witness is pointing to Josef
Pappas and Anastasia Saval as.' He turned back to the

W t ness.

"Did they stay at your hotel nore than once?

"COh, yes, sir. They were there half a dozen tines, at

| east .’

"And they spent the night there, together, in the sane
roonf’

"Yes, sir. They usually cane for the weekend.'

" Thank you, M Haritonides.' He | ooked at Napol eon Chot as.
"Your witness.'

"No questions.'

The Chief Justice turned to the other two Justices, and

t hey

whi spered anong thensel ves for a nonent.

The Chief Justice | ooked toward Napol eon Chotas. 'You have
no questions for this wtness, M Chotas?

"No, Your Honor. | believe his testinony. It's a nice
hot el .

|'ve stayed there nyself.'

The Chief Justice stared at Napol eon Chotas for a | ong
nmonment .

Then he turned to the Prosecutor. 'The State may call its
next wtness.'

"The State would like to call Dr Vassilis Frangescos.

A tall, distinguished-Iooking man rose and noved toward

t he

Wi t ness box. He was sworn in.

"Dr Frangescos, would you be good enough to tell the court
what ki nd of nedicine you practice?

"I"ma general practitioner.'

'"I's that equivalent to a famly doctor?

"It's another way of putting it, yes.'

‘How | ong have you been in practice, Doctor?

"Alnpost thirty years.'

"And you are licensed by the State, of course.'

"OfF course.’

"Dr Frangescos, was CGeorge Saval as a patient of yours?
"Yes, he was.'

"For what period of tinme?

"Alittle nore than ten years.'

"And were you treating M Saval as for any specific
probl enf"



"Well, the first tine | saw him he cane to ne because he
had

hi gh bl ood pressure."

"And you treated himfor that.'

"Yes.'

"But you saw him after that?

"Oh, yes. He would cone to see ne fromtine to tine when
he had bronchitis, or a liver ailnment nothing

serious.'

"When was the last tine you saw M Saval as?'

"In Decenber of |ast year.'

" That was shortly before he died.'

That's right.’

"Did he conme to your office, Doctor?

"No. | went to see himat his hone.’

"Do you usually nake house calls?

Not wusually, no.'

"But in this case you nade an exception.'

" Yes.
iy 2
The doctor hesitated. 'Wll, he wasn't in any shape to
come

to the office.’

"What shape was he in?

'He had | acerations, sonme bruised ribs, and a concussion.'
"Was he in sonme kind of accident?

Dr Frangescos hesitated. 'No. He told ne he had been

beat en

by his wife.'

There was an audi bl e gasp fromthe courtroom

The Chief Justice said, angrily, 'M Chotas, aren't you
goi ng

to object to putting hearsay testinony into the record?
Napol eon Chotas | ooked up and said mldly, 'Ch, thank you,
Your Honor. Yes, | object.’

But, of course, the damage had al ready been done. The
jurors

were now | ooking at the defendant with overt hostility.

" Thank you, Dr Frangescos. No nore questions.' Peter
Denoni des turned to Chotas and said smugly, ' Your

W t ness.'

"No questions.'

There followed a steady flow of witnesses: a maid who



testified
that she had seen Ms Saval as going into the chauffeur's
guarters
on several occasions ... a butler who testified that he
had heard
George Saval as threaten to divorce his wife and change his
will

nei ghbors who had heard the noi sy argunents between
t he
Saval ases .
And still Napol eon Chotas had no questions for any of the
W t nesses.
The net was fast closing in on Anastasia Saval as.
Pet er Denoni des could already feel the glow of victory. In
hi s
mnd' s eye he could see the headlines in the newspapers.
Thi s
trial was going to be the fastest nmurder trial in history.
This trial
could even end today, he thought. The great Napol eon
Chotas is
a beaten nan.
‘I would like to call M N ko Mentakis to the stand.'
Mentakis was a thin, earnest young man, with a sl ow and
careful manner of speech.
‘M Mentakis, would you tell the court your occupation
pl ease?’
"Yes, sir. | work at a nursery.'
"You take care of children? \ "Ch no, sir. It's not that
ki nd of nursery. W have trees and

flowers, and all kinds of plants.” | "Ch, | see. So you
are an expert on grow ng things.'
"I should be. I've been at it for along tine.'

"And | presune that a part of your job is to make sure

t hat

the plants you have for sale stay healthy?

"COh, yes, sir. W take very good care of them W woul dn't
sell any ailing plants to our custoners. Most of themare
regul ars.'

"By that, you nean the sane custonmers keep com ng back to
you?'

"Yes, sir.' His voice was proud. 'W give good service.
"Tell me, M Mentakis, was Ms Saval as one of your regular
custoners?'



"COh, yes, sir. Ms Saval as |oves plants and fl owers.'

The Chief Justice said inpatiently, 'M Denonides, the
court

does not feel that this line of questioning is pertinent.
Woul d

you nove on to sonething else, or
"If the court will let me finish, Your Honor, this
W tness has a

very inportant bearing on the case.'

The Chief Justice |ooked toward Napol eon Chotas. 'M
Chot as, do you have any objection to this |ine of
guesti oni ng?'

Napol eon Chotas | ooked up and blinked. 'Wat? No, Your
Honor .

The Chief Justice stared at himin frustration, and then
t ur ned
to Peter Denonides. 'Very well. You may proceed.'

"M Mentakis, did Ms Saval as cone to you one day in
Decenber and tell you that she was having problens with
some

of her plants?

"Yes, sir. She did.'
‘In fact, didn't she say that there was an infestation of

I nsects
t hat was destroying her plants?

"Yes, sir.'

"And didn't she ask you for sonmething to get rid of then?
"Yes, sir.'

"Whuld you tell the court what it was?

"I sold her sone antinony.'

"And woul d you tell the court exactly what that is?



‘It's a poison, |ike arsenic.'

There was an uproar fromthe courtroom

The Chief Justice slamed down his gavel. 'If there's
anot her

outburst, I'"'mgoing to order the bailiff to clear this
court.'

He turned to Peter Denonides. 'You nay continue the
guestioni ng.'

"So you sold her a quantity of antinony.'
"Yes, sir.'

“And woul d you say it's a deadly poison? You conpared it
to
arsenic.'

"COh, yes, sir. It's deadly, all right.'

"And you entered the sale in your record book, as you are
required to do by | aw when you sell any poison?

"Yes, sir.
"And did you bring those records with you, M Mentakis?
‘I did.'" He handed Peter Denoni des a | edger.

The Prosecuting Attorney wal ked over to the judges. 'Your
Honors, | would like this to be |abelled Exhibit A ' He
t ur ned

to the witness. 'l have no nore questions.' He | ooked
over at

Napol eon Chot as.

Napol eon Chotas | ooked up and shook his head. 'No

guestions.'

Peter Denoltiides took a deep breath. It was tinme for his
bonbshell. 'I would like to introduce Exhibit B.' He

t ur ned

toward the back of the room and said to a bailiff
st andi ng near



the door, '"Wuld you bring it in now, please?

The bailiff hurried out and a few nonents | ater he
returned

carrying a bottle of cough syrup on a tray. There was a
noti ceabl e

anount m ssing. The spectators watched, fascinated, as the
bailiff handed the bottle to the Prosecutor. Peter

Denoni des

placed it on a table in front of the jurors.

‘Ladi es and gentl enen, you are | ooking at the murder
weapon.

This is the weapon that killed George Savalas. This is the
cough

syrup that Ms Saval as adm ni stered to her husband on the
ni ght

he died. It is |oaded with antinony. As you can see, the
victim

swal | owed sone and

twenty mnutes |ater he was dead.’

Napol eon Chotas rose to his feet, and said mldly,

" (bj ecti on.

There is no way the Prosecuting Attorney has of know ng
that it

was fromthat particular bottle that the deceased was
medi cat ed. '

And Peter Denonides slamed the trap shut. 'Wth all due
respect to ny learned coll eague, Ms Saval as has adnitted
t hat

she gave her husband this syrup during a coughing spell on
t he

ni ght he died. It has been kept under |ock and key by the
police

until it was brought into this court a few m nutes ago.
The

coroner has testified that George Saval as di ed of antinony
poi soning. This cough syrup is |oaded with antinony.' He
| ooked

at Napol eon Chotas chal | engi ngly.

Napol eon Chotas shook his head in defeat. 'Then | guess
there's no doubt.'

Pet er Denoni des said triunphantly, 'None at all. Thank
you,

M Chotas. The prosecution rests its case.'

The Chief Justice turned to Napol eon Chotas. 'Is the



def ense

ready for its summtion?

Napol eon Chotas rose. 'Yes, Your Honour.'

He stood there for a |long nonent. Then he slowy anbl ed
forward. He stood in front of the jury box, scratching his
head

as though trying to figure out what he was going to say.
When

he finally began, he spoke slowy, searching for words.

‘| suppose sone of you must be wondering why | haven't
cross-exam ned any of the witnesses. Well, to tell you the
truth,

| thought M Denonides here did such a fine job that it
wasn't

necessary for nme to ask them any questions.'

The fool is pleading ny case for ne, Peter Denoni des

t hought

gl eefully.

Napol eon Chotas turned to | ook at the bottle of cough
syrup

for a nmonment, then turned back to the jurors. "Al the

W t nesses

seened very honest. But they didn't really prove anyt hing,
did

they? What | nean is . . .' He shook his head. 'Well, when
you

add everything up that those witnesses said, it cones down
to

just one thing: a pretty young girl is married to an old
man who

probably couldn't satisfy her sexually.' He nodded toward
Josef

Pappas. 'So she found a young nan who could. But we all
knew

that nmuch fromthe newspapers, didn't we? There's nothing
secret about their affair. The whole world knew about it.
It's

been witten up in every trashy magazine in the world.
Now,

you and | m ght not approve of her behavior, |adies and
gent | enen,

but Anastasia Savalas is not on trial here for adultery.
She's not in this court because she has normal sexual



urges that

any young wonman m ght have. No, she's being tried in this
court

for nurder.’

He turned to | ook at the bottle again, as though
fasci nat ed

by it.

Let the old man rave on, Peter Denoni des thought. He

gl anced

up at the clock on the courtroomwall. It was five m nutes
to

twel ve. The judges always called a recess at noon. The old
f ool

won't be able to finish his summation. He wasn't even
smar t

enough to wait until court was recessed again. Wiy was |
ever

afraid of hinP Peter Denoni des wondered.

Napol eon Chotas was ranbling on. 'Let's exam ne the

evi dence

t oget her, shall we? Sone plants of Ms Saval as were ailing
and she cared enough about themto want to save them She
went to M Mentakis, a plant expert, who advised her to
use

anti nony. So she followed his advice. Do you call that

mur der ?

| certainly don't. And then there's the testinony of the
house8

keeper, who said that Ms Saval as sent all the servants
away Sso

she coul d have a honeynoon dinner with her husband that
she

was going to prepare for him Well, | think the truth is
t hat the

housekeeper was probably half in love with M Saval as
her sel f.

You don't workvfor a man for twenty-five years unless you
have

pretty deep feelings for him She resented Anastasia
Saval as.

Couldn't you tell that from her tone?" Chotas coughed
slightly

and cleared his throat. 'So, |let us assune that the



def endant ,

deep in her heart, really I oved her husband, and she was
trying

desperately to make the nmarri age work. How does any woman
show | ove for a man? Wel |, one of the nost basic ways, |
guess,

Is to cook for him Isn't that a formof love? | think it
Is.' He

turned to look at the bottle again. 'And isn't another to
tend to

hi mwhen he's ill in

si ckness and in health?

The clock on the wall showed one mnute to twelve.

‘Ladi es and gentlenmen, | told you when this trial began to
| ook into the face of this woman. That's not the face of a
mur deress. Those aren't the eyes of a killer.'

Pet er Denoni des watched the jurors as they stared at the
def endant. He had never seen such open hostility. He had

t he

jury in his pocket.

"The law is very clear, |adies and gentlenen. As you wll
be

I nformed by our honorable judges, in order to return a
ver di ct

of guilty, you nust have no doubt at all about the guilt
of the

def endant. None.'

As Napol eon Chotas tal ked, he coughed again, drawing a
handkerchi ef fromhis pocket to cover his nmouth. He wal ked
over to the bottle of syrup on the table in front of the
jury.

"When you cone right down to it, the Prosecutor hasn't
proved

anything, really, has he? Except that this is the bottle
Ms Saval as

handed to her husband. The truth is, the State has no case
at

all." As he finished the sentence, he had a coughi ng
spel | .

Unconsci ously, he reached for the bottle of cough
medi ci ne,

unscrewed the cap, raised the bottle to his |ips and took
a | arge

swal | ow. Everyone in the courtroom stared, nesnerized, and



there was a gasp of horror

The courtroomwas in an uproar.

The Chief Justice said in alarm 'M Chotas .
Napol eon Chotas took another swall ow. ' Your Honor, the
Prosecutor's case is a nockery of justice. George Saval as
di d not

die at the hands of this woman. The defense rests its
case.'

The clock struck twelve. A bailiff hurried up to the Chief
Justice and whi spered.

The Chief Justice pounded his gavel. 'Oder! Oder! W are

going to recess. The jury will retire and try to reach a
verdi ct.
Court wll reconvene at two o' cl ock.'

Pet er Denoni des was standing there, transfixed. Soneone
had switched bottles! But no, that was inpossible. The
evi dence

had been guarded every nonment. Coul d the pathol ogi st have
been that wong? Denonides turned to speak to his
assi st ant,

and when he | ooked around for Napol eon Chotas, he had

di sappear ed.

At two o' clock, when the court reconvened, the jury slowy
filed

into the courtroomand took their seats. Napol eon Chotas
was

m ssi ng.

The son-of-a-bitch is dead, Peter Denoni des thought.

And even as he was thinking it, Napol eon Chotas wal ked

t hrough the door, |ooking perfectly healthy. Everyone in

t he

courtroomturned around to stare at himas he wal ked to
hi s

seat .

The Chief Justice said, 'Ladies and gentlenmen of the jury,
have you reached a verdict?

The foreman of the jury stood up. 'W have, Your Honor.

W find the defendant not guilty.’

There was a spont aneous burst of applause fromthe
spectators.

Pet er Denonides felt the blood drain fromhis face. The
bastard has done it to ne again, he thought. He gl anced up



and
Napol eon Chotas was wat ching him grinning.

Chapter 8

* *

The firmof Tritsis and Tritsis was w thout question the
nost

prestigious law firmin G eece. The founders had | ong

si nce

retired, and the firm bel onged to Napol eon Chotas. There
wer e

hal f a dozen partners, but Chotas was the gui ding geni us.
Whenever people of wealth were accused of nurder, their

t houghts invariably turned to Napol eon Chotas. H's record
was

phenonenal . In his years of defending people accused of
capi tal

crimes, Chotas had scored success after success. The
recent trial

of Anastasia Saval as had made headlines all over the
wor | d.

Chot as had defended a client in what everyone thought was
a

clear-cut case of nmurder, and he had won a spectacul ar
victory.

He had taken a big risk with that one, but he had known
that it

was the only way he could save his client's life.

He smled to hinself as he recalled the faces of the
jurors

when he had taken a swall ow of the syrup |oaded with a
deadl y

poi son. He had carefully timed his summati on so that he
woul d

be interrupted at exactly twelve o' clock. That was the key
to

everything. |If the judges had changed their fixed routine
and

gone past twelve o'clock ... He shuddered to think what
woul d

have happened.

As it was, an unexpected occurrence had arisen that had
nearly



cost himhis life. After the recess, Chotas was hurrying
down t he

corridor when a group of reporters bl ocked his path.

"M Chotas, how did you know t he cough syrup wasn't
poisoned o7

‘Can you explain how. . . ?
"Do you think soneone switched bottles . . . ?

"Did Anastasia Savalas have . . . ?
'Pl ease, gentlenmen. I'mafraid | have to answer a call of
nat ure.

"1l be happy to answer your questions |ater.'

He hurried on to the nen's roomat the end of the
corridor.

A sign on the knob read: 'Qut of O der'

A reporter said, 'l guess you'll have to find another
men' s

room'

Napol eon Chotas grinned. 'I"'mafraid | can't wait.' He
pushed

t he door open, wal ked in and | ocked it behind him

The teamwas inside, waiting for him The doctor
conpl ai ned,

"I was beginning to get worried. Antinony works fast.' He
snapped at his assistant. 'Get the stomach punp ready.'
'Yes, Doctor.'

The doctor turned to Napol eon Chotas. 'Lie on the floor.
[ m

afraid this is going to be unpl easant.’

"When | consider the alternative,' Napol eon Chot as

gri nned,

‘I"'msure | won't mnd.'

Napol eon Chotas' fee for saving Anastasia Savalas' life
was one

mllion dollars, deposited in a Sw ss bank account. Chotas
had

a palatial honme in Kolonarai a lovely residential section
of

At hens a

villa on the island of Corfu, and an apartnent in

Pari s on Avenue Foch.

Al'l in all, Napoleon Chotas had excellent reason to be

pl eased

with his life. There was only one cloud on his horizon.



H s nanme was Frederick Stavros, and he was the newest
menber of Tritsis and Tritsis. The other |awers in the
firmwere

constantly conpl ai ni ng about Stavros.

'He's second-rate, Napoleon. He doesn't belong in a firm
li ke

this . . .’

" Stavros al nost bungled ny case. The nan's a f ool

"Did you hear what Stavros did yesterday in court? The

j udge

al nost threw hi m out
"Dam it, why don't you fire that Stavros fellow? He's a
fifth

wheel here. We don't need him and he's hurting our
reputation.’

Napol eon Chotas was only too well aware of that. And he
was

al nost tenpted to blurt out the truth. / can't fire him
But all he

said was, 'Gve hima chance. Stavros will work out fine.'
And that was all his partners could get out of him

A phi |l osopher once said, 'Be careful what you w sh for;
you

m ght get it.'

Frederick Stavros, the junior nmenber of Tritsis and
Tritsis,

had gotten his wish, and it had made hi m one of the nost
m serable nen on earth. He was unable to sleep or eat, and
hi s

wei ght had dropped al arm ngly.

"You must see a doctor, Frederick,' his wfe insisted.
"You

| ook terrible.’

"No, I... it wouldn't do any good.'
He knew that what was wong with himwas sonething no
doctor could cure. H's conscience was killing him

Frederick Stavros was an intense young man, eager,
anbi ti ous,

and idealistic. For years he had worked out of a shabby
office in

t he poor Monastiraki section of Athens, fighting for

I ndi gent



clients, often working wthout fees. Wien he had net

Napol eon

Chotas, his |life changed overni ght.

A year earlier, Stavros had defended Larry Douglas, on
trial

with Noelle Page for the nurder of Douglas' wfe,

Cat heri ne.

Napol eon Chotas had been hired by the powerful Constantin
Demiris to defend his mstress. Fromthe begi nning,

St avros had

been happy to |l et Chotas take charge of both defenses. He
was

in awe of the brilliant |awer.

"You shoul d see Chotas in action,' he would say to his
wife.

"The man is incredible. I wish | could join his firm sone
day.'

As the trial was nearing its end, it took an unexpected
turn. A

sm |ing Napol eon Chotas assenbl ed Noel |l e Page, Larry

Dougl as

and Frederick Stavros in a private chanber

Chotas said to Stavros, '|I have just had a conference with
t he

judges. If the defendants are willing to change their
pleas to

guilty, the judges have agreed to give each of thema
five-year

sentence, four years of which will be suspended. In
reality

they will never have to serve nore than six nonths.' He
turned to Larry. 'Because you are an Anerican, M Dougl as,
you wi Il be deported. You will never be permtted to
return to

G eece. '

Noel | e Page and Larry Dougl as had eagerly agreed to change
their pleas. Fifteen mnutes later, as the defendants and
their

| awyers stood in front of the bench, the Chief Justice
said, 'The

Greek courts have never given the death penalty in a case
wher e

a murder has not been definitely proven to have been

comm tted.



My coll eagues and | were, for that reason, frankly
surprised
when the defendants changed their pleas to guilty in
md-trial

| pronounce that the sentence on the two defendants,
Noel | e Page and Lawr ence Dougl as, shall be execution by a

firing squad ... to be carried out within ninety days from
this

date.'

And that was the nonment when Stavros knew that Napol eon
Chotas had tricked themall. There had never been a

deal. Chotas had been hired by Constantin Demris not to
def end Noell e Page, but to nake sure she was convi cted.
This was Demris' revenge on the woman who had betrayed
him Stavros had been an unwitting party to a col d- bl ooded
frame- up.

/ can't let this happen, Stavros thought. /'// go tell the
Chi ef

Justice what Chotas did and the verdict wll be
overt ur ned.

And t hen Napol eon Chotas had cone up to Stavros and said,
"If you're free tonorrow, why don't you cone and have

| unch

with me, Frederick? I'd like you to neet ny partners .

Four weeks later, Frederick Stavros was a full partner in
t he

prestigious firmof Tritsis and Tritsis, with a |large
office and a

generous salary. He had sold his soul to the devil. But he
had

come to the realization that it was a bargain too terrible
to keep.

/ can't go on like this.

He coul d not shake off his deep feelings of guilt. I'ma

mur derer, he thought.

Frederick Stavros agonized over his dilemma, and finally
came

to a deci sion.

He wal ked i nto Napol eon Chotas' office early one norning.
‘Leon .

"My God, man, you look terrible,' Napol eon Chotas said.
"Why don't you take a little vacation, Frederick? It wll



do you

good."'

"But Stavros knew that this was not the answer to his

pr obl em

‘Leon, |I'mvery grateful for what you' ve done for ne, but

...

| can't stay here.’

Chotas | ooked at himin surprise. 'What are you talking
about ?

You're doing fine.*

"No. | I'm

being torn apart.'

"Torn apart? | don't understand what's bothering you.'
Frederick Stavros stared at himincredul ously. 'Wat.
what

you and | did to Noelle Page and Larry Douglas. Don't you

don't you feel any guilt?

Chotas' eyes narrowed. Careful. 'Frederick, sonetines
justice

nmust be served by devi ous neans.' Napol eon Chotas snil ed.
‘Believe me, we have nothing to reproach ourselves wth.
They

were guilty.'

"We convicted them We tricked them | can't live with it
any

|l onger. I'msorry. I"mgiving you ny notice. |I'll stay
here unti |

the end of the nonth.'

"I won't accept your resignation,' Chotas said firmy.

' \hy

don't you do as | suggest take

a vacation and . . . ?
"No. | could never be happy here, knowi ng what | know. [|'m
sorry.'

Napol eon Chotas studied him his eyes hard. 'Do you have
any idea what you' re doing? You re throwi ng away a
brilliant

career . . . your life.'

"No. I'msaving ny life.'

"So you' ve definitely made up your m nd?

"Yes. I'mreally sorry, Leon. But you don't have to worry,
I

won't ever discuss what



happened.' He turned and wal ked out

of the office.

Napol eon Chotas sat at his desk for a long time, lost in
t hought .

Finally, he nade a decision. He picked up the tel ephone

and

dialed a nunber. 'Wuld you tell M Demris | nust neet

with

himthis afternoon? Tell himit's urgent.'

At four o'clock that afternoon, Napol eon Chotas was seated
I n

Constantin Demris' office.

"What's the problem Leon?" Demris asked.

"There may not be a problem '™ Chotas replied carefully,
" but

| thought | should informyou that Frederick Stavros
carriein to

see ne this norning. He's decided to quit the firm

" Stavros? Larry Dougl as' |awer? So?

"It seens that his conscience is bothering him

There was a heavy sil ence.

"l see.'’

"He prom sed not to discuss what. . . what occurred that
day

in court.’

‘Do you believe hinf

"Yes. As a matter of fact, | do, Costa.'

Constantin Demris smled. "Wll, then. W have nothing to
worry about, have we?'

Napol eon Chotas rose, relieved. 'l suppose not. | just

t hought

you shoul d know. '

"You were right to tell ne. Are you free for dinner next
week?"

"OfF course.’

till give you a call, and we'll arrange sonething.'

" Thank you, Costa.'

1



On Friday, in the late afternoon, the ancient Kapnikarea
Chur ch

in downtown Athens was filled with the sound of silence,
peacef ul

and hushed. In a corner next to the altar, Frederick
Stavros knel t

bef ore Father Konstantinou. The priest placed a cloth over
Stavros' head.

"l have sinned, Father. | am beyond redenption.'

"Man's great trouble, ny son, is that he thinks he is only
human. What are your sins?

"I ama nurderer.’

"You have taken |ives?

'Yes, Father. | don't know what to do to atone.'

'God knows what to do. W will ask Hm

‘I let nyself be led astray, out of vanity and greed. It

happened

a year ago. | was defending a man accused of nurder. The
trial

was going well. But then Napol eon Chotas .

When Frederick Stavros left the church half an hour

| ater, he felt

like a different man. It was as though a trenendous burden
had

been |ifted fromhis shoulders. He felt cleansed by the
centuries-old

ritual of confession. He had told the priest everything,
and for

the first tinme since that terrible day, he felt whole
again.

/"]l start a newlife. I'll nove to another city and begin
fresh.

"Il try to nmake up sonmehow for the terrible thing |I've
done. Thank

you, Father, for giving nme another chance.

Dar kness had fallen and the center of Ernbs Square was

al nost deserted. As Frederick Stavros reached the street
cor ner,

the |ight turned green, and he started to cross. Wen he
reached

the mddle of the intersection, a black |inousine started
down

the hill, its headlights out, hurtling toward himlike a



gi ant,

m ndl ess nonster. Stavros stared, frozen. It was too |late
to junp

out of the way. There was a thundering roar and Stavros
felt his

body bei ng smashed and split open. There was an instant of
excruci ati ng pain, and then darkness.

Napol eon Chotas was an early riser. He enjoyed his nonents
of solitude before the pressures of the day began to
engul f him

He al ways breakfasted al one, and read the norning
newspaper s

wth his neal. On this particular norning there were
sever al

itens of interest. Prem er Them stocl es Sophoulis had
formed a

new five-party coalition cabinet. / nust send hima note
of

congratul ati on. Chinese communi st forces were reported to
have

reached the north bank of the Yangtze River. Harry Truman
and Al ben Barkl ey were inaugurated as President and

Vi ce- Presi dent

of the United States. Napol eon Chotas turned to page

two, and his blood froze. The itemthat caught his eye

r ead:

M Frederick Stavros, a partner in the prestigious |aw
firmof Tritsis and Tritsis, was struck and killed | ast
evening by a hit-and-run driver as he was | eavi ng
Kapni ar ea

Church. Wtnesses report that the vehicle was a

black linousine with no license plates. M Stavros was a
maj or figure in the sensational nurder trial of Noelle
Page and Larry Douglas. He was the attorney for Larry
Dougl as and .

Napol eon Chotas stopped reading. He sat in his chair,
rigid, his

breakfast forgotten. An accident. Was it an accident?
Constantin

Demiris had told himthere was nothing to worry about. But
t oo

many peopl e had made the m stake of taking Demris at face



val ue.

Chot as reached for the tel ephone and call ed Constantin
Demiris. A secretary put himthrough.

'Have you read the norning papers yet?' Chotas asked.
"No, | haven't. Wy?'

"Frederick Stavros is dead.'

"What ?' It was an exclamation of surprise. 'Wat are you
t al ki ng about ?'

'He was killed last night by a hit-and-run driver.'

"My God. I"'msorry, Leon. Have they caught the driver?
"No, not yet.'

"Maybe | can put a little extra pressure on the police.
Nobody' s

safe these days. By the way, how is Thursday for you for
di nner?’

" Fine.'

‘It's a date.'

Napol eon Chotas was an expert at readi ng between the

| ines. Constantin Demris was genuinely surprised. He had
not hi ng

to do with Stavros' death, Chotas deci ded.

The foll ow ng norning, Napol eon Chotas drove into the
private

garage of his office building and parked his car. As he
noved

toward the el evator, a young nman appeared out of the
shadows.

‘Do you have a match?

An alarmin Chotas' mnd went off. The man was a stranger,
and he had no business being in this garage.

"Certainly.' Wthout thinking, Chotas slammed his
bri ef case

into the man's face.

The stranger screaned out in pain. 'You son-of-a-bitch!’
He

reached into his pocket and pulled out a gun with a

si |l encer

attached.

'Hey! What's going on here? a voice called. A uniforned
guard was running toward them

The stranger hesitated for an instant, then ran for the
open



door.
The guard reached Chotas' side. 'Are you all right, M
Chot as?'

"Ah . . . yes.'~“Napol eon Chotas found hinmself struggling
for

breath. 'I'mfine.’

"What was he trying to do?

Napol eon Chotas said slowy, 'I'mnot sure.'

It could have been a coincidence, Chotas told hinself, as
he

sat at his desk. It's possible that the man was sinply
trying to

rob me. But you don't use a gun with a silencer to rob
peopl e.

No, he intended to kill nme. And Constantin Demris would
have professed to have been as shocked by the news as

he had pretended to have been about the death of Frederick
St avr os.

/ shoul d have known, Chotas thought. Demris is not a man
to take risks. He can't afford to | eave any | oose ends.
Vell, M

Demiris is in for a surprise.

Napol eon Chotas' secretary's voice cane over the intercom
"M Chotas, you're due in court in thirty mnutes.'

Today was his summation in a serial nurder case, but

Chot as

,*] was too shaken to appear in a courtroom 'Call the

j udge and

ft explainthat I'mill. Have one of the partners cover
for me. No

A" nore calls.'

| ) He took a tape recorder froma desk drawer and sat

t here,

I 1 thinking. Then he began to speak.

Early that afternoon, Napol eon Chotas appeared at the

of fice of

the State Prosecuting Attorney, Peter Denonides, carrying
a
" manil a envel ope. The receptioni st recogni zed hi m at
once.

/t ' Good afternoon, M Chotas. May | help you?

"I want to see M Denoni des.'’



8'He's in a neeting. Do you have an appoi nt nent ?’

a'No. Wuld you please tell himl'mhere, and that it's
urgent.'

| * Yes, of course.’

Fifteen mnutes |later, Napol eon Chotas was ushered into
t he

office of the Prosecuting Attorney.

"Well," Denonides said. 'Mohanmed cones to the nountain.
What can | do for you? Are we going to do a little plea
bar gai ni ng

this afternoon?

"No. This is a personal matter, Peter.'

"Sit down, Leon.'

When the two nen were seated, Chotas said, 'l want to

| eave

an envelope with you. It's sealed, and it is to be opened
only in

the event of ny accidental death.’

Pet er Denoni des was studying him curious. 'Are you
expecting

somet hing to happen to you?

"It's a possibility."'

"I see. One of your ungrateful clients?

"It doesn't matter who. You're the only one |I can trust.
Can

you put this away in a safe where no one can get to it?
"CF course.' He |eaned forward. 'You | ook frightened.'

"I am'

"Wuld you like ny office to give you sonme protection? |
coul d

send a policeman along wth you.'

Chot as tapped the envelope. 'This is the only protection |
need. '

"All right. If you're sure.’

‘I"msure.' Chotas rose and held out his hand. 'Efharisto.
I

can't tell you how nuch |I appreciate this.'

Pet er Denoni des sniled. 'Parakal o. You owe ne one.'

One hour later, a unifornmed nessenger appeared at the
of fices

of the Hellenic Trade Corporation. He approached one of
t he



secretaries.
"I have a package for M Demris.'

till sign for it.'

"I have orders to deliver it to M Demris personally.'’
‘I"'msorry, | can't interrupt him Wo is the package
fronf’

" Napol eon Chot as. '

"You're sure you can't just l|leave it?
"Yes, ma'am'’

till see if M Demris will accept it.'

She pushed down an intercomsw tch. 'Excuse ne, M
Demiris. A nessenger has a package for you from M
Chot as. '

Demris' voice cane over the intercom 'Bring it in,
I rene."’

'He says he has orders to deliver it to you personally.’
There was a pause. 'Cone in with him

Irene and the nmessenger entered the office.

"Are you Constantin Demris?

"Yes.'

"WIIl you sign for this, please?

Demris signed a slip of paper. The nessenger l|aid the
envel ope

on Demris' desk. 'Thank you.'

Constantin Demris watched his secretary and the nessenger
| eave. He studied the envel ope for a nonent, his face

t hought f ul ,

then opened it. There was a tape player inside, with a
tape in it.

Curious, he pressed a button and the tape began to pl ay.

Napol eon Chotas' voice cane into the office.



"My dear Costa: Everything would have been so nmuch
sinpler if you had believed that Frederick Stavros did

not intend to reveal our little secret. | regret even nore
that you did not believe that | had no intention of
di scussing that unfortunate affair. | have every reason to

t hink that you were behind the death of poor Stavros,

and that it is now your intention to have ne killed. Since
ny life is as precious to ne as yours is to you, | nust
respectfully decline to be your next victim... | have
taken the precaution of witing out the details of the
par t

that you and | played in the trial of Noelle Page and
Larry Dougl as, and have placed it in a seal ed envel ope
and given it to the Prosecuting Attorney to be opened
only in the event of ny accidental death. So now it is
very much in your interest, ny friend, to see that | stay
alive and well.'

The tape ended.
Constantin Demris sat there, staring into space.

When Napol eon Chotas returned to his office that
aft er noon,

the fear had left him Constantin Demris was a dangerous
man,

but he was far froma fool. He was not going to harm
anyone at

the risk of putting hinself in jeopardy. He's made his
nove, Chotas thought, and | have checkmated him He smled to
hi msel f. / suppose | had better make ot her plans for

di nner

Thur sday.

During the next few days, Napol eon Chotas was busy getting
ready for a new nurder trial involving a wife who had
killed her

husband's two m stresses. Chotas rose early each norning
and

wor ked until late at night, preparing his



Cross-exam nations. Hi s

Instincts told himthat against

all odds he

had anot her w nner.

On Wednesday night, he worked at the office until

m dni ght,

and then drove hone. He reached his villa at 1.00 and.
H s butler greeted himat the door. 'Wuld you care for
anything, M Chotas? | can prepare sone nezedes if you're
hungry, or . . . ?

"No, thank you. I"'mfine. Go on to bed.'

Napol eon Chotas went up to his bedroom He spent the next
hour going over the trial in his mnd, and finally at two
o' cl ock

he fell asleep. He had dreans.

He was in court, cross-examning a wtness, when the

W t ness

suddenly started to tear off his clothes.

"Why are you doing that?' Chotas demanded.

Tm burni ng up.'

Chot as | ooked around the crowded courtroom and saw t hat
all the spectators were undressing.

He turned to the judge. 'Your Honor, | nust object to .
The judge was taking off his robe. '"It's too hot in here,’
he

sai d.

It is hot in here. And noi sy.

Napol eon Chotas opened his eyes. Flanes were |icking at

t he

bedr oom door and snoke was pouring into the room

Napol eon sat up, instantly w de awake.

The house is on fire. Why didn't the alarmgo off?

The door was begi nning to buckle fromthe intense heat.
Chotas hurried to the wi ndow, choking on the snoke. He
tried

to force the window open but it was jammed shut. The snoke
was getting thicker, and it was becomng nore difficult to
breat he. There was no escape.

Burning ent>ers started dropping fromthe ceiling. A wal
col l apsed and a sheet of flames engulfed him He screaned.
H s

hair and paj amas were on fire. Blindly, he threw hinself
at the



cl osed wi ndow and crashed through it, his blazing body
hurtling
to the ground sixteen feet bel ow

Early the follow ng norning, State Prosecutor Peter
Denoni des

was ushered into Constantin Demris' study by a naid.
"Kalirnehra, Peter,' Demris said. 'Thank you for com ng.
Have you brought it?

"Yes, sir.' He handed Demris the seal ed envel ope that
Napol eon

Chotas had given him 'l thought you mght like to keep
this here.'

"That's thoughtful of you, Peter. Wuld you care for sone
br eakf ast ?'

"Ef haristo. That's very kind of you, M Demris.'

"Costa. Call nme Costa. |I've had ny eye on you for sone
tinme,

Peter. | think you have an inportant future. 1'd like to
find a

suitable position for you in ny organi zati on. Wuld you be
I nt erested?

Pet er Denonides smled. 'Yes, Costa. | would be very

i nterested.’

"Good. W'I|l have a nice chat about it over breakfast.'
Chapter 9

London

Cat herine spoke to Constantin Demris at | east once a week
and

it becanme a pattern. He kept sending gifts and when she

pr ot est ed

he assured her that they were nerely small tokens of his
appr eci ati on.

"Evelyn told nme how well you handl ed the Baxter
situation.'

O, 'l heard fromEvelyn that your idea is saving us a | ot
of nmoney in shipping charges.'

As a matter of fact, Catherine was proud of how well she
was

doi ng. She had found half a dozen things in the office
that could



be inproved. Her old skills had come back, and she knew

t hat

the efficiency of the office had increased a great deal
because of

her .

"I"mvery proud of you,' Constantin Demris told her.

And Catherine felt a glow. He was such a wonderful, caring
man.

It's alnbst tinme to nake ny nove, Demris decided. Wth

St avr os

and Chotas safely out of the way, the only person who
coul d

link himw th what had happened was Cat herine. The danger
of

that was slight but, as Napol eon Chotas had found out,
Demris

was not a man to take chances. It's a pity, Demris

t hought, that

she has to go. She's so beautiful. But first, the villa in
Raf i na.

He had bought the villa. He would take Catherine there and
make | ove to her just as Larry Douglas had nade | ove to
Noel | e.

After that

Fromtine to tinme, Catherine was renm nded of the past.
She

read in the London Tines the news of the deaths of
Frederi ck

St avros and Napol eon Chotas, and the nanmes woul d have
meant

nothing to her except for the nmention that they had been
t he

attorneys for Larry Douglas and Noel | e Page.

That ni ght she had the dream agai n.

One norning, Catherine saw a newspaper itemthat jolted
her :

Wl liam Fraser, Assistant to US President Harry Trunman,
has arrived in London to work out a new trade
agreenent with the British Prine M nister



She put down the paper, feeling foolishly vul nerabl e.
WIIliam

Fraser. He had been such an inportant part of her life.
What

woul d have happened if | hadn't left hinf

Cat herine sat at her desk, smling tremulously, staring at
t he

itemin the newspaper. WIIliam Fraser was one of the

dear est

men she had ever known. Just the nenory of hi mnmade her

f eel

warm and | oved. And he was here in London. | have to see
him she thought. According to the newspaper, he was staying
at

Cl ari dge's.

Cat herine di al ed the nunber of the hotel, and her fingers
wer e

trenbling. She had a feeling that the past was about to
becone

the present. She found herself thrilled at the thought of
seei ng

Fraser. What will he say when he hears ny voice? Wen he
sees
me agai n?

The operator was saying, 'Good norning, Caridge's.'

Cat herine took a deep breath. "M WIIliam Fraser, please.'
"I"'msorry, madam Did you say M or Ms WIIliam Fraser?
Catherine felt as though she had been struck. Wat a fool
I

am Wiy didn't | think of that? O course he could be
marri ed

by now. ' Madam .

"I ... Never mnd. Thank you.' She slowy replaced the
receiver. I'mtoo late. Ifs over. Costa was right. Let the
past remai n the past.

air

Lonel i ness can be a corrosive, eating away at the spirit.
Everyone

needs to share joy and glory and pain. Catherine was
living in a

world full of strangers, watching the happi ness of other
coupl es,

heari ng the echo of the laughter of |overs. But she



refused to
feel sorry for herself.

|"'mnot the only worman in the world who's alone. |'m
alive!
l"malive!

There was never a shortage of things to do in London. The
London cinemas were filled wwth Anerican filns and

Cat heri ne

enjoyed going to them She saw The Razor's Edge and Anna
and the King of Siam Gentleman's Agreenent was a

di st urbi ng

film and Gary Grant was wonderful in The Bachel or and the
Bobby Soxer.

Catherine went to concerts at the Albert Hall and attended
the ballet at Sadler's Wells. She went to
Stratfordupon-Avon

to see Anthony Quayle in The Tam ng of the Shrew, and to
see

Sir Laurence Aivier in Richard I'll. But it was not as
much fun

goi ng al one.

And then Kirk Reynol ds cane al ong.

It was in the office that a tall, attractive nman wal ked up
to

Catherine and said, 'I'"'mKirk Reynolds. Were have you
been?"

‘| beg your pardon?
"I've been waiting for you.'
That was how it began.

Kirk Reynol ds was an Anerican attorney, working for
Constan-tin

Demiris on international nergers. He was in his forties,
serious-mnded, intelligent and attentive.

When she di scussed Kirk Reynolds with Evel yn, Catherine

said, 'Do you know what | |ike about himnost? He nakes ne
feel like a woman. | haven't felt that way in a | ong
tinme.’

"I don't know,' Evelyn denurred. 'I'd be careful if |I were
you.

Don't rush into anything.'
"I won't/ Catherine prom sed.



ivtork Reynol ds took Catherine on a |egal journey through
London.

They went to the A d Bailey, where crimnals had been
tried over the centuries, and they wandered through the
mai n

hall of the | aw courts, past grave-looking barristers in
W gs

and gowns. They visited the site of Newgate Prison, built
in the eighteenth century. Just in front of where the

prison

had been, the road w dened, then unexpectedly narrowed
agai n.

"That's odd,' Catherine said. 'I wonder why they built the
r oad

i ke that?

' To accommopdate the crowds. This is where they used to
hol d

publ i c executions.'

Cat herine shuddered. It hit too close to hone.

One evening, Kirk Reynolds took Catherine to East India
Dock

Road, al ong the piers.

"Not too long ago, this was a place where policenen wal ked

In pairs,' Reynolds said. "It was the hangout for
crimnals.'

The area was dark and forbidding, and it still | ooked
danger ous

to Cat heri ne.

They had dinner at the Prospect of Witby, one of

Engl and' s

ol dest pubs, seated on a balcony built over the Thanes,
wat chi ng

t he barges nove down the river past the big ships that
were on

their way to sea.

Cat herine | oved the unusual nanes of London pubs. Ye d de
Cheshire Cheese and the Falstaff and the Goat In Boots. On
anot her night they went to a colorful old public house in

Cty
Road, called The Eagl e.
till bet you used to sing about this place when you were a

child," Kirk said.
Catherine stared at him 'Sing about it? |I've never even



hear d

of this place.'

"Yes, you have. The Eagle is where an old nursery rhyne
comes from'

"What nursery rhyne?

"Years ago, City Road used to be the heart of the
tailoring

trade and toward the end of the week, the tailors would
find

t hensel ves short of noney, and they'd put their pressing
iron a

weasel into

pawn until payday. So sonmeone wote a nursery

rhyme about it:

Up and down the city road

In and out The Eagle

That's the way the noney goes

Pop goes the weasel.'

Cat herine | aughed, 'How in the world did you know t hat ?'
'Lawyers are supposed to know everything. But there's one
thing I don't know. Do you ski?

Tmafraid not. Wy . . . ?

He was suddenly serious. 'I'mgoing to St Miritz. They
have wonderful ski instructors there. WIIl you cone with
e,

Cat heri ne?'

The question caught her conpletely off-guard.

Kirk was waiting for an answer.

"I... | don't know, Kirk.'

"WIIl you think about it?

"Yes.' Her body was trenbling. She was renenbering how
exciting it had been to nake love with Larry, and she
wonder ed

whet her she coul d ever feel anything like that again. til
t hi nk

about it.'

Catherine decided to introduce Kirk to Wm
They picked Wmup at his flat and took himto The Ivy for



dinner. During the entire evening, Wmnever once | ooked
directly at Kirk Reynolds. He seened conpletely w thdrawn.
Kirk | ooked askance at Cat herine. She nouthed, Talk to
him Kirk nodded and turned to Wm

"Do you |ike London, W nf'

"It's all right.'

Do you have a favorite city?

' No.

"Do you enjoy your job?

It's all right.'

Kirk | ooked at Catherine, shook his head and shrugged.
Cat heri ne nout hed: Pl ease.

Kirk sighed, and turned back to Wm Tm pl aying gol f
Sunday,

Wm Do you play?

Wmsaid, '"In golf the iron-headed clubs are a driving

I ron

mdiron md nmashie mashie iron mashi e spade mashi e nmashi e
ni blick niblick shorter niblick and putter. Woden-headed
cl ubs

are the driver brassie spoon and baffy.'

Kirk Reynol ds blinked, 'You nust be pretty good.'

"He's never played,' Catherine explained. 'Wmjust
knows things. He can do anything with nmat hematics.'

Kirk Reynol ds had had enough. He had hoped to spend an
evening alone with Catherine, and she had brought al ong
this

nui sance.

Kirk forced a smle. '"Really? He turned to Wm and asked
i nnocently, 'Do you happen to know the fifty-ninth power
of

two?'

Wmsat there in silence for thirty seconds studying the
tabl ecl oth, and, as Kirk was about to speak, Wm said,

' 576, 460, 752, 303, 423, 488.

"*Jesus!' Kirk said. '"Is that for real ?

"Yeah,' Wmsnarled. That's for real.’

Catherine turned to Wm 'Wm can you extract the sixth
r oot

of She picked a nunmber at random ' 24,137,585?
They both watched Wm as he sat there, his face

expr essi onl ess.

Twenty-five seconds | ater he said, 'Seventeen; the

remai nder



IS sixteen.'

"I can't believe this,' Kirk exclained.

"Believe it,' Catherine told him

Kirk | ooked at Wm 'How did you do that?

W m shr ugged.

Catherine said, "Wmcan nmultiply two four-digit nunbers
in

thirty seconds, and nenorize fifty phone nunbers in five
m nut es.

Once he's learned them he never forgets them

Kirk Reynol ds was | ooki ng at Wm Vandeen in astoni shnent.
"My office could certainly use soneone |ike you,' he said.
"I'"ve got a job,'" Wm snapped.

When Kirk Reynol ds dropped Catherine off at the end of
thel

eveni ng, he said, 'You won't forget about St Mritz, wll
you?'

"No. | won't forget.' Way can't | just say 'yes'?
Constantin Demris phoned |ate that night. Catherine was
tenpted to tell himabout Kirk Reynolds, but at the |ast
nonent

she deci ded not to.

Chapter 10
At hens

Fat her Konstanti nou was perturbed. Fromthe nonent he had
seen the newspaper report of Frederick Stavros'
hit-and-run

death, he had been haunted by it. The priest had heard

t housands

of confessions since he had been ordai ned, but the
dramati c

confession of Frederick Stavros, followed by his death,
had | eft

an indelible inpression.

'Hey, what's bothering you?

Fat her Konstantinou turned to | ook at the beautiful young
man | ying naked in bed beside him 'Nothing, |ove.'

"Don't | make you happy?

"You know you do, Georgios.'

"Then what's the problenf You' re acting like |I'mnot here,



for Christ's sake.'

"Don't use profanity.'

"I don't like being ignored."’

"I"'msorry, darling. It's just that . . . one of ny
pari shi oners

was killed in an autonobile accident.'

"W all have to go sone tinme, right?

'Yes, of course. But this was a very troubled man.
"You nmean he was sick in the head?

"No. He had a terrible secret, and it was too large a
bur den

for himto carry.'

"What kind of secret?

The priest stroked the young man's thigh. 'You know I
can't

di scuss that. It was told to ne in the confessional.'
"I thought we didn't have no secrets fromeach other.’

"W don't, Georgios, but . . .’
"Ganoto! We either do, or we don't. Anyway, you said the
guy's dead. What difference can it make now?

' None, | suppose, but '
Georgi os Lato wapped his arns around his bed partner, and
whi spered in his ear, '"I'mcurious.'

"You're tickling ny ear.'
Lat o began stroki ng Fat her Konstantinou's body.

"Ch ... don't stop

"Then tell ne.’

"Very well. | suppose it can't really do any harm now
1

Georgi os Lato had conme up in the world. He was born in the
slunms of Athens, and when he was twel ve years old he
becane

a male prostitute. In the beginning Lato had wal ked t he
streets,

picking up a few dollars for servicing drunks in alleys
and tourists

in their hotel roons. He was gifted with dark good | ooks
and a

strong, firm body.

When he was sixteen, a pinp said to him 'You're apoul aki,



Georgios. You're giving it away. | can set you up to nmake a
| ot
of noney.'

And he kept his prom se. Fromthat nonent on Georgios Lato
serviced only inportant, wealthy nen, and he was
handsonel y

rewarded for it.

When Lato net Nikos Veritos, the personal assistant to the
great tycoon, Spyros Lanbrou, Lato's |ife changed.

"I"'min love with you," Nikos Veritos told the young boy.
"

want you to stop whoring around. You belong to ne now.'
"Sure, Niki. I love you, too.'

Veritos was constantly panpering the boy with gifts. He
bought his clothes, paid for a small apartnment for him and
gave

hi m spendi ng noney. But he fretted about what Lato was

doi ng

when he was away from him

Veritos solved the problemone day by announcing, 'I've
gotten you a job with Spyros Lanbrou's conpany, where |

wor k. '

'So you can keep a fucking eye on ne? | won't

"OF course that's not it, sweetheart. | just |like to have
you
near ne.'

Georgi os Lato had protested at first, but he finally gave
in.

He found that he actually enjoyed working for the conpany.
He

worked in the mail room and as a delivery boy, and that
gave himthe freedomto pick up extra noney outside, from
appreciative clients |ike Father Konstanti nou.

When Georgios Lato | eft Father Konstantinou's bed that

af t er noon,

his mnd was in a turnoil. The secret that the priest had
confided to himwas a stunning piece of news, and Georgi os
Lato's mnd i mediately turned to how he coul d nmake noney
out of it. He could have confided it to N kos Veritos, but
he had

bi gger plans. I'"mgoing right to the big boss with this,
Lato told



hi msel f. That's where the real payoff wll be.

The follow ng norning, Lato wal ked into Spyros Lanbrou's
reception office.

The secretary behind the desk | ooked up. "Ch. The mail's
early today, Ceorgios.'

Georgi os Lato shook his head. 'No, ma'am | have to see M
Lanbr ou. '

She smled. 'Really? What do you want to see hi mabout? Do
you have a busi ness proposition for hin?' she teased.

Lato said seriously, "No, it's nothing like that. | just
got word
that nmy nother is dying, and | ... | have to go back hone.

I
just wanted to thank M Lanbrou for giving ne a job here.
It

would only take a mnute, but if he's too busy . . .'He
started

to turn away.

"Wait. I'msure he won't mnd.'

Ten minutes |ater, Georgios Lato was standing in Spyros
Lanbrou's office. He had never been inside before, and the
opul ence overwhel ned hi m

"Well, young man. I'msorry to hear your nother is dying.
Perhaps a snmall bonus woul d . '

' Thank you, sir. But that's not really why |I'm here.'

Lanbrou frowmed at him 'l don't understand.'
"M Lanbrou, | have sone inportant information that |
t hi nk

m ght be val uable to you.'

He coul d see the skepticismon Lanbrou's face. "Onh real ly?
["'mafraid |I'mrather busy, so if you'l

"It's about Constantin Demiris.' The words tunbled out. "I
have a good friend who's a priest. He heard a confession
from

a man who was killed right afterward in a car accident,
and what

the man told himis about Constantin Demris M Demris
did

an awful thing. Really awful. He could go to prison for

I t. But

If you're not interested

Spyros Lanbrou suddenly found hinself very interested.
"Sit



down . . . what's your nane?'
‘Lato, sir. Georgios Lato.'
"All right, Lato. Suppose you start at the beginning .

The marriage of Constantin Demris and Melina had been
di sintegrating

for years, but there had never been any physical

vi ol ence until recently.

It had started in the mddl e of a heated argunent over an
affair

Constantin Demris was having with Melina' s cl osest
friend.

"You turn every woman into a whore,' she screaned.

" Ever yt hi ng

you touch turns to dirt.'

' Skaseh! Shut your fucking nmouth.'

"You can't nmake ne,' Melina said defiantly. "I'"mgoing to
tell

the whole world what a pousti you are. My brother was
right.

You're a nonster.’

Demiris raised his arm and sl apped Melina hard across the
face. She ran fromthe room

The follow ng week they had anot her argunment, and
Constantin

struck her again. Melina packed her bags and took a

pl ane to Atticos, the private island owned by her brother.
She stayed there for a week, m serable and | onely. She

m ssed

her husband, and she began to nake excuses for what he had
done.

/1 was ny fault, Melina thought. | shouldn't have

ant agoni zed

Costa. And: He didn't nean to hit ne. He just lost his

t enper

and didn't know what he was doing. And: If Costa didn't
care so

much about ne, he wouldn't have hit me, would he?

But in the end, Melina knew they were sinply excuses,
because

she coul d not bear to dissolve her marriage. The foll ow ng
Sunday she returned hone.

Demiris was in the library.



He | ooked up as Melina entered. 'So you decided to cone
back. "'
"This is ny hone, Costa. You're ny husband, and | |ove

you.
But I want to tell you sonething. If you ever touch ne
agai n, |

will kill you.

And he | ooked into her eyes and knew that she neant it.

In an odd way, their marriage seened to i nprove after that
epi sode. For a long tine after that, Constantin was
careful never

to lose his tenper with Melina. He continued to have his
affairs,

and Melina was too proud to plead with himto stop. One
day

he'll get tired of all his whores, Melina thought, and
he'll realize

t hat he needs only ne.

On a Saturday evening, Constantin Demris was putting on a
di nner jacket, preparing to go out. Melina cane into the
room

"Where are you goi ng?

"I have an engagenent.'

'Have you forgotten? We're having di nner at Spyros'

toni ght.'

‘I haven't forgotten. Sonething nore inportant has cone
up. '

Mel ina stood there watching him furious. '"And | know what
It i1s your poulakil And you're going to one of your whores
to

satisfy it.'

"You shoul d watch your tongue. You' re becoming a fishwfe,
Melina.' Demris examned hinself in the mrror.

"I won't let you do this!' What he was doing to her was
bad enough, but to insult her brother deliberately on top
of

everything that had gone before was too nuch. She had to
find

a way to hurt him and there was only one way she knew.
"W

both really should stay hone tonight,' Melina said.



"Oh, really? he asked indifferently. "And why is that?
"Don't you know what today is? she taunted him

' No.

‘It's the anniversary of the day | killed your son, Costa.
| had

an abortion.'

He stood stock-still, and she could see the pupils of his
eyes

dar ken.

"I told the doctors to fix it so | could never have

anot her one

of your children,' she I|ied.

He conpletely |lost control. 'Skaseh!' And he punched her
in

the face, and kept hitting.

Mel i na screaned and turned and ran down the hall
Constantin

ri ght behi nd her.

He caught her at the head of the stairs.

till kill you for that,' he roared. As he hit her again,
Mel i na

| ost her bal ance and fell, crashing down the |ong

st ai rcase.

She lay at the bottom whinpering in pain. 'Onh, God. Help
me. |'ve broken sonething.'
Demris stood there, staring down at her, his eyes cold.

till have one of the naids call a doctor. | don't want to
be

| ate for ny engagenent.'

1

The tel ephone call came shortly before dinnertine.

"M Lanbrou? This is Dr Metaxis. Your sister asked ne to
call you. She's here in ny private hospital. I'"'mafraid
she' s been

In an accident . . .'

When Spyros Lanbrou wal ked into Melina's hospital room
he wal ked over to her bed, and stared down at her,
appal | ed.

Mel ina had a broken arm a concussion, and her face was
badl y

swol | en.

Spyros Lanbrou said one word, 'Constantin.' H's voice was



trenbling with rage.

Melina's eyes filled with tears. '"He didn't nean it,"' she
whi sper ed.

Tm going to destroy him | swear it on ny life.' Spyros
Lanbrou had never felt such rage.

He coul d not bear the thought of what Constantin Demris
was doing to Melina. There had to be a way to stop him
but how? He was at a | oss. He needed advice. As he had so
often in the past, Spyros Lanbrou decided to consult
Madane

Pins. Perhaps there was sone way in which she woul d be
abl e

to help him

On the way to see her, Lanbrou thought wyly, My friends
woul d laugh at ne if they thought | was consulting a
psychi c. But

the fact was that in the past, Madane Piris had told him
sone

extraordinary things that had cone to pass. She's got to
hel p nme

NOW.

They were seated at a table in a dark corner of the dimy
lit cafe.

She seened ol der than when he had | ast seen her. She sat

t her e,

her eyes fastened on him

‘I need sonme help, Madane Piris,' Lanbrou said.

She nodded.

Where to start? 'There was a nurder trial about a year and
a

hal f ago. A worman named Cat heri ne Dougl as was .
The expression on Madane Piris' face changed. 'No,' she
noaned.

Spyros Lanbrou stared at her, puzzled. 'She was nurdered
by . '

Madam Piris rose. 'No! The spirits told ne she would die!’
Spyros Lanbrou was confused. 'She did die,' he said. 'She
was killed by . . .°

' She's alive!’

He was conpletely bew | dered. 'She can't be.'

' She was here. She cane to see ne three nonths ago. They
kept her at the convent.'



He stared at her, stock still. And suddenly all the pieces
fell

into place. They kept her at the convent. One of Deniris'
favorite

charitable acts was to give noney to the convent at

| oanni na,

the town where Catherine Douglas was supposed to have been
mur dered. The information Spyros had received from

Geor gi os

Lato fitted in perfectly. Demris had sent two innocent
peopl e

to their deaths for Catherine's nurder while she had been
very

much alive, hidden away by the nuns.

And Lanbrou knew how he was going to destroy Constantin
Demris.

Tony Ri zzoli.

Chapter 11

Tony Rizzoli's problenms were multiplying. Everything that
coul d

go wong was goi ng wong. Wiat had happened was certainly
not his fault, but he knew that the Fam |y would hold him
responsi bl e. They were not tol erant of excuses.

VWhat made it particularly frustrating was that the first
part of

t he drug operation had gone perfectly. He had snuggl ed the
shipnment into Athens with no problens and had it
tenporarily

stored at a warehouse. He had bribed an airline steward to
smuggle it out on a flight from Athens to New York. And

t hen,

just twenty-four hours before the flight, the idiot had
been

arrested for drunk driving, and the airline had fired him
Tony Rizzoli had turned to an alternate plan. He had

arr anged

for a mule in

this case, a seventy-year-old tourist naned Sara

Mur chi son who was visiting her daughter in Athens to

t ake a

suitcase back to New York for him She had no idea what
she



woul d be carrying.

"It's sone souvenirs | promsed to send ny nother,' Tony
Ri zzol i explained, 'and because you're nice enough to do
this, |

want to pay for your ticket.'

"Ch, that's not necessary,' Sara Miurchison protested, 'I'm
happy to do it for you. | live not far fromyour nother's
apartnent.

| ook forward to neeting her.'

"And I'msure she'd like to neet you, too,' Tony Rizzol
sai d

glibly. "The problemis, she's pretty sick. But there wll
be

soneone there to take the suitcase.’

She was perfect for the job a

sweet, all-Anerican grandnot her.

The only thing custons woul d be worryi ng about her
snmuggl i ng woul d be knitting needl es.

Sara Murchison was to | eave for New York the foll ow ng
nor ni ng.

“I"l'l pick you up and drive you to the airport."

"Why, thank you. What a thoughtful young man you are. Your
not her must be very proud of you.'

"Yes. W're very close.' H s nother had been dead for ten
years.

1

The following norning, as R zzoli was about to |eave his
hot el

for the warehouse to pick up the package, his tel ephone
rang.

"M Rizzoli?' It was a stranger's voi ce.

"Yes?'

"This is Dr Patsaka at the Athens Hospital Energency Ward.
W have a Ms Sara Murchi son here. She tripped and fell

| ast

ni ght and broke her hip. She was very anxious for nme to
tell you
how sorry .
Tony Rizzoli slammed the phone down. 'Mia/' That was
two in a row. Were was he going to find another nule?

Ri zzoli knew he had to be careful. There was a runor that



a
hot - shot Anmerican narcotics agent was in Athens working
with

the G eek authorities. They were watching all exits from
At hens,

and pl anes and shi ps were routinely being searched.

As if that weren't enough, there was anot her problem One
of his gowsters a

t hi ef who was an addi ct had

i nformed him

that the police were beginning to search warehouses,

| ooki ng for

stored drugs and other contraband. The pressure was
nount i ng.

It was tinme to explain the situation to the Famly.
Tony Rizzoli left his hotel and wal ked down Pati ssion
Street

toward the City Tel ephone Exchange. He was not sure

whet her

his hotel phone was bei ng bugged, but he did not want to
risk

t he chance.

Nunber 85 Patission was a |arge brown stone building with
a

row of pillars in front, and a plaque that read: OT.E

Ri zzol i

wal ked into the entry and | ooked around. Two dozen

t el ephone

booths lined the walls, each one nunbered. Shelves were
filled

with tel ephone directories fromall over the world. In the
center

of the roomwas a desk where four clerks were taking
orders for

calls to be placed. People were lined up waiting to be put
t hr ough.

Tony Ri zzoli approached one of the wonen behind the desk.
" Good norning,' he said.

"Can | hel p you?
‘I'"d like to place an overseas call."

"There will be a thirty-mnute wait, I'mafraid.'



"No problem'
"Whul d you give ne the country and the nunber, please?

Tony Rizzoli hesitated. 'Sure.' He handed a piece of paper
to
the woman. Td like to nake the call collect.'

"Your nane?'
'"Brown. Tom Brown.'

"Very well, M Brown. | will call you when it cones
t hr ough.'

Thank you.'

He went over to one of the benches across the room and
sat

down. | could try to hide 'the package in an autonobil e,
and

pay sonmeone to drive it across the border. But that's

ri sky; cars

are searched. Maybe if | could find anot her

"M Brown . . . M Tom Brown . ' The nane was repeated
twice before Rizzoli realized it was for him He rose and
hurri ed

over to the desk.

"Your party is accepting the call. Booth seven, please.’
" Thank you. By the way, could | have the piece of paper
back

that | gave you? I'll need the nunber again.'
"Certainly.' She handed hi m back the slip.

Tony Ri zzoli wal ked into booth seven and cl osed the door.

"Hell o."

Tony? |Is that you?



' Yeah. How are you, Pete?

To tell you the truth, we're a little concerned, Tony. The
boys
expected the package to be on its way by now.'

"I'"ve had sone problens.'
'Has the package been sent?
"No. It's still here.'’

There was a silence. 'W wouldn't want anything to happen
toit, Tony.'

"Nothing's going to happen to it. | just have to find
anot her

way of getting it out of here. There are goddammed narcs
al |

over the place.’

"W're talking ten mllion dollars, Tony.'

"I know. Don't worry, I'Il figure out sonething.'
"You do that, Tony. You figure out sonething.'
The |ine went dead.

A man in a grey suit watched as Tony Ri zzoli noved toward
t he

exit. He approached the woman behi nd the desk.

"Signom . Do you see that nman who's just | eaving?

The wonman | ooked up. 'Cchi ?

"I want to know what nunber he called."’

"I"'msorry. We're not allowed to give out that

I nformation.'

The man reached into his back pocket and took out a
wal | et.

Theie was a gold shield pinned to it. '"Police. |I'm

| nspect or

Ti nou. '

Her expression changed. 'Oh. He handed ne a slip of paper
wWith a nunber on it, and then he took it back.'

"But you nmade a copy for your records?

"COh, yes, we always do that.'



"Wul d you give ne the nunber, please?

"OF course.’

She wote a nunber on a piece of paper and handed it to
t he

I nspector. He studied it a nonent. The country code was
39,

and the exchange was 91. Italy. Pal erno.

' Thank you. Do you happen to renenber what nane the man
gave you?'

"Yes. It was Brown. Tom Brown.'

The tel ephone conversation had nade Tony Ri zzoli nervous.
He

had to go to the bathroom Damm Pete Lucca! Ahead, on the
corner of Kol onaki Square, Rizzoli saw a sign:
Apohoritirion, WC. Men and wonen ali ke were wal ki ng through
t he doorway

to use the sane facilities. And the G eeks call thenselves
civilized, R zzoli thought. D sgusting.

There were four nmen seated around the conference table in
t he

villa in the nountains above Pal erno.

"The stuff shoul d' ve been sent already, Pete,' one of them
conpl ai ned. 'What's the probl en?

Tm not sure. The problem may be Tony Ri zzoli.'

"We've never had no trouble with Tony before.’

"1 know but

soneti mes people get greedy. | think nmaybe we

better send soneone to Athens to check things out.'

"Too bad. | always |iked Tony.'

At Nunber 10 Stadiou Street, police headquarters in

downt own

At hens, a conference was being held. In the roomwere

Chi ef

of Police Livreri Dmtri, Inspector Tinou and an Anerican,
Li eutenant Walt Kelly, an agent wth the Custons Division
of

the US Treasury Departnent.

"W have word,' Kelly was saying, 'that a big drug deal is
going to take place. The shipnent is going out of Athens.

Tony

Rizzoli is involved.'



| nspector Tinou sat silent. The Geek police departnent
did

not wel conme interference fromother countries in their
affairs.

Particularly Americans. They are always to00-sou, SO sure
of

t hensel ves.

The chief of police spoke up. 'W are al ready working on
it,

Li eutenant. Tony Ri zzoli nade a phone call to Palerno a
little

while ago. We're tracing the nunber now. Wen we have

t hat ,

we' |l have his source.'

The tel ephone on his desk rang. Dmtri and Inspector Tinou
| ooked at each ot her.

| nspector Tinou picked up the phone. '"Did you get it? He
listened a nonent, his face expressionless, then replaced
t he

receiver.

el ?

" They traced the nunber.'’

" And?’

"The call was made to a public tel ephone booth in the town
square.'

" Ganot or

"Qur M Rizzoli is very inch eksipnos.'

VWalt Kelly said inpatiently, 'I don't speak G eek.

"Sorry, Lieutenant. It nmeans he's cunning.'

Kelly said, 'I'd Iike you to increase the surveillance on
him'

The arrogance of the man. Chief Dmtri turned to |nspector
Tinou. 'We really don't have enough evidence to do nore,
do

we?'

"No, sir. Only strong suspicions.'

Chief Dmtri turned to Walt Kelly. "I"mafraid | can't
Spare

enough nmen to foll ow everyone we suspect of being involved
in

narcotics.'

"But Rizzoli

"l assure you, we have our own sources, M Kelly. If we
get



any further information, we know where to reach you.'
Walt Kelly started at him frustrated. 'Don't wait too
| ong, '

he said. That shipnent will be gone.'

The villa at Raima was ready. The realtor had said to
Constantin

Demris, 'l know you bought it furnished, but if | m ght
suggest

some new furniture . '

"No. | want everything exactly as it is.'

Exactly as it was when his faithless Noelle and her |over,
Larry, were there betraying him He wal ked through the
l'iving

room Did they nake | ove here in the mddle of the floor?
In the

den? In the kitchen? Demris wal ked into the bedroom
There

was a large bed in the corner. Their bed. Where Dougl as
had

caressed Noel |l e's naked body, where he had stol en what

bel onged

to Demris. Douglas had paid for his treachery and now

he was going to pay again. Demris | ooked at the bed. 'l
make

| ove to Catherine here first, Demris thought. Then the
ot her

roons. All of them He tel ephoned Catherine fromthe
villa.

"Hel l 0.

"I'"ve been thinking about you.'

Tony Ri zzoli had two unexpected visitors fromSicily. They
wal ked into his hotel room unannounced, and Ri zzol

i nstantly

snelled trouble. Al fredo Mancuso was big. G no Laveri was
bi gger.

Mancuso cane straight to the point. 'Pete Lucca sent us.'

Rizzoli tried to sound casual. 'That's great. Wl cone to
At hens. What can | do for you?

"You can cut the bullshit, R zzoli,' Mncuso said. 'Pete
want s

to know what kind of ganes you're playin'.
"Ganes? What are you tal king about? | explained to him



t hat

|"'mhaving a little problem

"That's why we're here. To help you solve it.’

"Wait a mnute, fellows,' Rizzoli protested. '| have the
package

stashed away, and it's safe. Wen . . .'

‘"Pete doesn't want it stashed away. He's got a | ot of
noney

invested in it.' Laveri put his fist against R zzoli's
chest, and

pushed himinto a chair. 'Lemme explain it to you,
Rizzoli. If

this stuff was out on the streets in New York now like it
was

supposed to be, Pete could take the noney, l|aunder it, and
put

it to work on the street. See what | nean?

| could probably take these two gorillas, Rizzoli thought.
But

he knew he woul dn't be fighting them he'd be fighting
Pet e

Lucca.

"Sure, | understand exactly what you're saying,' Rizzoli
said

soothingly. '"But it's not as easy as it used to be. The
G eek

police are all over the place, and they've got a narc in
from

Washi ngton. | have a plan .
'So has Pete,' Laveri interrupted. 'Do you know what his
pl an

Is? He says to tell you if the stuff isn't on its way by
next week

you're going to have to conme up with the cash yourself.'
"Hey!' Rizzoli protested. 'lI don't have that kind of
noney.

..

' Pete thought maybe you didn't. So he told us to find

ot her

ways to make you pay.'

Tony Rizzoli took a deep breath. 'Okay. Just tell him
every thing's

under control .’

"Sure. Meanwhile we'll stick around. You' ve got one week.'



Tony Rizzoli made it a point of honor never to drink

bef ore noon,

but when the two nmen left, he opened a bottle of Scotch
and t ook

two long gulps. He felt the warnth of the Scotch course
t hr ough

him but it didn't help. Nothing's going to help, he

t hought. How

could the old man turn on me like this? |I've been |like a
son to him

and he gives ne one week to find a way out of this. | need
a mul e,
fast. The casino, he decided. I'lIl find a nmule there.

At ten o' clock that evening, Ri zzoli drove to Loutraki,
t he

popul ar casino fifty mles west of Athens. He wandered
ar ound

t he huge, busy gam ng room watching the action. There
wer e

al ways plenty of losers, ready to do anything for nore
ganbl i ng

noney. The nore desperate the person, the easier the prey.
Ri zzoli spotted his target alnost imedi ately at a
roulette table.

He was a small, birdlike nman, grey-haired, in his fifties,
who was

constantly stabbing at his forehead wth a handkerchi ef.
The

nore he | ost, the nore he perspired.

Ri zzoli watched himwth interest. He had seen the

synpt ons

before. This was a classic case of a conpul sive ganbl er
| osi ng

nore than he could afford.

When the chips in front of the man were gone he said to
t he

croupier, '"I... | would |ike to sign for another pile of
chips."

The croupier turned to look at the pit boss.

"Gve it to him That'll be the last.’

Tony Ri zzoli wondered how nmuch the pigeon was already
hooked for. He took a seat next to the man, and bought



Into the

gane. Roul ette was a sucker's gane, but Rizzoli knew how
to

play the odds, and his pile of chips grew while that of

t he man

next to himdi m nished. The | oser was desperately

spr eadi ng

chips all over the table, playing the nunbers, the colors,
and

t aki ng odd-even bets. He has no idea what the hell he's
doing, Rizzoli thought.

The | ast of the chips were swept away. The stranger sat

t here,

rigid.

He | ooked up at the croupier hopefully. "Could 1 . . . ?
The croupi er shook his head. 'Sorry.'

The man si ghed, and rose.

Ri zzoli stood up at the sane tine. 'Too bad,' he said
synpat heti cal | y.

‘I"ve had a little luck. Let ne buy you a drink.'

The man blinked. H's voice quavered. 'That's very kind of
you, sir.'

|"ve found ny “nule, Rizzoli thought. The man obviously
needed noney. He woul d probably junp at the chance to fly
a

harm ess package to New York for a hundred dollars or so
and

a free trip to the United States.

"My nane is Tony Rizzoli.'

"Victor Korontzis.'

Ri zzoli led Korontzis to the bar. '"Wiat wll you have?
Tm. . . I'mafraid | haven't any noney |eft.

Tony Ri zzoli waved an expansive hand. 'Don't worry about
it.'

"Then I'll have a retsina, thank you.'

Ri zzoli turned to the waiter. 'And a Chivas Regal on the
rocks.'

"Are you here as a tourist? Korontzis asked politely.
"Yes,' Rizzoli replied. Tmon vacation. It's a beautiful
country.'

Koront zis shrugged. '| suppose so.'

"You don't like it here?

"Oh, it's beautiful, all right. It's just that it's gotten



SO expensi ve.

| mean, every thing' s gone up. Unless you're a
mllionaire,

it's hard to put food on the table, especially when you
have a

wife and four children.' H's tone was bitter.

Better and better. 'What do you do, Victor?' R zzoli asked
casual ly.

Tma curator at the Athens State Miseum

' Yeah? What does a curator do?

A note of pride crept into Korontzis' voice. Tmin charge
of

all the antiquities that are dug up in Geece.' He took a
sip of

his drink. '"Well, not all of them of course. W have

ot her

museuns. The Acropolis, and the National Archaeol ogi cal
Museum But our nuseum has the nost valuable artifacts.'
Tony Rizzoli found hinself becom ng interested. 'How

val uabl e?"

Vi ctor Korontzis shrugged. 'Mst of them are pricel ess.
There's a | aw agai nst taking any antiquities out of the
country,

naturally. But we have a little shop in the nuseum t hat
sells

copi es. '

Rizzoli's brain was beginning to work furiously. 'lIs that
so?

How good are the copies?

"Oh, they're excellent. Only an expert coul d distinguish
bet ween

a facsimle and the real thing.'

‘Let nme buy you another drink,' Rizzoli said.

" Thank you. That's very kind of you. I'mafraid |"mnot in
a

position to reciprocate.’

Ri zzoli smled. "Don't worry about it. As a matter of
fact,

there's sonething you can do for ne. 1'd like to see your
museum

It sounds fascinating.'

"Ch, it is," Korontzis assured himenthusiastically. "It's
one of

the nost interesting nuseuns in the world. |'d be happy to



show

you around any tine. Wen would you be free?

' How about tonorrow norni ng?

Tony Rizzoli had a feeling that he was onto sonethi ng nore
profitable than a nule.

The Athens State Museumis |ocated off the Platia
Syntagma, in

the heart of Athens. The nuseumitself is a beautiful
bui | di ng

built in the style of an ancient tenple, with four |onian
col ums

in front, a Geek flag flying on top, and four carved
figures on

t he hi gh roof.

Inside, the large marble halls contain antiquities from
vari ous

periods of Geek history, and the roons are crowded with
cases

of relics and artifacts. There are gold cups and gold
crowns,

inlaid swords and |ibation vessels. One case holds four
gold

buri al masks, and another, fragnents of centuries-old
st at ues.

Victor Korontzis was giving Tony Rizzoli a personally
conduct ed

tour. Korontzis stopped in front of a case holding a
figurine

of a goddess with a crown of opium poppies. 'That's the
poppy

goddess,' he explained in a hushed voice. 'The crown is
synbolic

of her function as the bringer of sleep, dreans,

revel ati on and death.'

"How much woul d that be worth?

Korontzis |aughed. '"If it were for sale? Many mllions.'

'Real | y?'

The little curator was filled with obvious pride as he
wal ked

around, pointing out his priceless treasures. 'This is a
head of

kouros, five hundred and thirty bc . . . this is the head



of At hena

with a Corinthian "helnet, circa fourteen fifty bc .

and here's

a fabul ous piece. A gold mask of an Achaean fromthe royal
tonb of the Acropolis of Mycenae, fromthe sixteenth
century

bc. It is believed to be Aganemon.'

"You don't say?

He led Tony Rizzoli to another case. In it was an

exqui site

anphor a.

"This is one of ny favorites,' Korontzis confessed,

beam ng.

"I know a parent shouldn't have a favorite child but |
can't help

it. This anphora .
"It looks Iike a vase to ne."' FEr

yes.

This vase was discovered in the throne room during

t he excavation in Knossos. You can see the fragnents
show ng

the capture of a bull with a net. In ancient tinmes, of
course, they

captured bulls with nets to avoid the premature spilling
of their

sacred bl ood, so that '

"How much is it worth?' Rizzoli interrupted.

"l suppose about ten mllion dollars.’

Tony Rizzoli frowned. 'For thatT

"I ndeed! You nust renenber, it cane fromthe Late M noan
period, around fifteen hundred bc.'

Tony was | ooki ng around at the dozens of gl ass cases,
cranmmed

with artifacts. 'Is all this stuff that val uabl e?

"Ch ny, no. Only the real antiquities. They're

i rrepl aceabl e,

of course, and they give us a clue as to how anci ent
civilizations

| ived. Let ne show you sonet hing over here.'

Tony followed Korontzis to another chanber. They stopped
in front of a case in the corner.

Victor Korontzis pointed to a vase. 'This is one of our
gr eat est

treasures. It's one of the earliest exanples of the



synbol i sm of

phonetic signs. The circle wwth the cross that you see is
the figure

of Ka. The crossed circle is one of the very earliest
forns

I nscri bed by human bei ngs to express the cosnbs. There are
only . '

Who gives a shit! '"How nmuch is it worth?" Tony demanded.
Korontzis sighed. 'A king's ransom

When Tony Rizzoli left the nmuseum that norning, he was
counting riches beyond his w |l dest dreans. By a fantastic
stroke

of luck he had stunbled upon a gold mne. He had been

| ooki ng

for a mule, and instead, he had found the key to a

t reasur e- house.

The profits fromthe heroin deal would have to be split
Si X ways.

Nobody was stupid enough to doubl e-cross the Fam ly; but
t he

anti ques caper was sonething else again. |If he snuggl ed
artifacts

out of Geece, it would be a side deal that bel onged only
to

him the nob woul d not expect anything fromit. Ri zzol
had

every reason to be elated. Now all | have to do, Ri zzol
t hought, is to figure out how to hook the fish. I'Il worry
about

the mule | ater.

That evening, Rizzoli took his newfound friend to the
Most r ov

At hena, a nightclub where the entertai nnent was | ewd, and
anor ous hostesses were avail able after the show.

‘Let's pick up a couple of broads and have sone fun,’
Ri zzol i

suggest ed.

"I should be getting honme to ny famly,' Korontzis



pr ot est ed.

"Besides, I'mafraid | couldn't afford anything |ike
t hat .’

‘Hey, you're ny guest. |'mon an expense account. It
doesn't

cost nme anything.'

Ri zzoli arranged for one of the girls to take Victor
Kor ont zi s
back to her hotel.

"Aren't you com ng?' Korontzis asked.

‘"I have a little business to handle,' Tony told him ' You

go
ahead. every thing's taken care of.’

The follow ng norning, Tony Rizzoli dropped in at the
museum

again. There was a |arge crowd of tourists wal ki ng through
t he

vari ous roons, marvelling at the ancient treasures.

Korontzis took Rizzoli into his office. He was actually
bl ush40

ing. 'I. . . | don't know how to thank you for |ast

ni ght, Tony.

She ... it was wonderful .’

Rizzoli smled. "What are friends for, Victor?
"But there's nothing | can do for you in return.’

"I don't expect* you to,' Rizzoli said earnestly. 'I like
you.

| like your conpany. By the way, there's a little poker
gamne

In one of the hotels tonight. I'"mgoing to play. Are you
i nt erest ed?’

"*Thanks. 1'd love to, but . . .' He shrugged. 'I don't
think 1'd

better.'

"Cone on. If it's noney that's bothering you, don't worry
about it. I'll stake you.'



Korontzis shook his head. 'You have been too kind already.
If I lost, | couldn't pay you back.'

Tony Rizzoli grinned. 'Who said you're going to lose? It's
a

setup.’

"Aset-up? |I... | don't understand.’

Rizzoli said quietly, "Afriend of mne naned Gtto Dal ton
i's

runni ng the game. There are sone bi g-noney Anerican
tourists

in town who |Iove to ganble, and Oto and | are going to

t ake

them'

Korontzis was | ooking at him w de-eyed. 'Take thenf You
nmean, you're . . . you're going to cheat?' Korontzis

l'i cked his

lips. "I... I've never done anything like that."

Ri zzoli nodded synpathetically. 'I understand. If it

bot hers

you, you shouldn't do it. | just thought it would be an
easy way

for you to pick up two or three thousand dollars.’
Korontzis' eyes went wide. 'Two or three thousand
dol I ars?

"Ch, yes. At least.'

Korontzis licked his lips again. "I... |I... Isn't it
danger ous?'
Tony Ri zzoli laughed. 'If it were dangerous, | wouldn't be

doing it, would I? It's a piece of cake. Oto's a nechanic

a dealer. He can deal a deck fromthe top, the bottom or
the mddle. He's been doing it for years and he's never
been

caught .’

Korontzis sat there, staring at R zzoli.

"How . . . how nuch would | need, to get in the ganme?

" About five hundred dollars. But I'lIl tell you what. This
t hi ng

Is such a cinch that I'll |loan you the five hundred, and

I f you | ose

it you don't even have to pay it back.'

"That's certainly very generous of you, Tony. Wy .
why



are you doing this for ne?

“I"lI'l tell you why.' Tony's voice filled wth indignation.
" \When

| see a decent, hard-working man |ike you, with a
responsi bl e

position |ike being curator of one of the greatest nuseuns
In the

worl d, and the State doesn't appreciate you enough to give
you

a decent salary and

you're struggling to feed your famly ell,

to tell you the truth, Victor, it burns nme up. How | ong
since you've gotten a raise?

"They . . . they don't give raises.'
"Well, there you are. Listen. You have a choice, Victor.
You

can let me do you a little favor tonight, so you can pick
up a few

t housand dollars and start living |ike you should. O you
go on

living hand-to-nmouth for the rest of your life.’

“I... | don't know, Tony. | shouldn't

Tony Rizzoli rose. 'l understand. 1'Il|l probably be com ng
back

to Athens in a year or two, and naybe we can get together
again.

It was a pl easure know ng you, Victor.
for the

door .

Korontzis made his decision. "Wait. | ... | would like to
go

Wi th you tonight.'

He had taken the bait. 'Hey, that's great,' Tony Ri zzol
sai d.

‘It really nakes ne feel good to be able to help you out.'
Korontzis hesitated. 'Forgive ne, but | want to be sure |

Ri zzoli started

under stood you correctly. You said that if | |lose the five
hundr ed

dollars, I will not have to pay you back?

"That's right,' Rizzoli said. 'Because you can't |ose. The
game

is fixed.'

"Where is the gane going to be?
'Room four twenty at the Metropole Hotel. Ten o' cl ock.



Tel |
your wife you're working late.'

Chapter 12

There were four nmen in the hotel room besides Tony Ri zzol
and Vi ctor Korontzis.

"I want you to neet ny friend OQto Dalton,' Rizzoli said.
"Victor Korontzis.'

The two nmen shook hands.

Ri zzoli | ooked at the others quizzically. 'I don't believe
l've

net these other gentlenen.'’

Oto Dalton nade the introductions.

Terry Breslauer fromDetroit . . . Marvin Seynour from
Houston . . . Sal Prizzi from New York.'

Vi ctor Korontzis nodded to the nen, not trusting his

Voi ce.

Oto Dalton was in his sixties, thin, grey-haired,
affable. Perry

Bresl auer was younger, but his face was drawn and pi nched.
Marvin Seynmour was a thin, mld-1ooking man. Sal Prizzi
was a

huge man, built |like an oak tree, with powerful Iinbs for
ar Is.

He had small, nmean eyes, and his face had been badly
scarred

with a knife.

Ri zzoli had briefed Korontzis before the gane. These guys
have a | ot of noney. They can afford to | ose big. Seynour
owns

an i nsurance conpany. Breslauer has auto deal ershi ps all
over

the United States, and Sal Prizzi is head of a big union
I n New

Yor k.

Oto Dalton was speaking. "All right, gentlenen. Shall we
get

started? The white chips are five dollars, the blue are
ten, the

red are twenty-five, and the black ones are fifty. Let's
see the



col or of your noney.'

Korontzis pulled out the five hundred dollars that Tony
Ri zzol i

had | oaned him No, he thought, not | oaned, given. He

| ooked

over at Rizzoli and smled. What a wonderful friend

Ri zzol i

I'S.

The other nen were taking out |arge bank rolls.
Korontzis felt a sudden sense of concern. Wat if
sonet hi ng

went wong, and he lost the five hundred dollars? He
shrugged

it off. Hs friend Tony would take care of it. But if he
won. Korontzis was filled with a sudden feeling of euphoria.
The game began.

It was deal er's choice. The stakes were small at first,
and there

were ganes of five-card stud, seven-card stud, draw poker,
and

hi gh- | ow.

In the beginning the wins and | osses were spread evenly,
but

slowy the tide began to turn

It seenmed that Victor Korontzis and Tony Rizzoli could do
no wong. If they had fair cards, the others had worse
cards. |If

the others had good hands, Korontzis and Rizzoli had
better

hands.

Victor Korontzis could not believe his luck. At the end of
t he

eveni ng he had won al nost two thousand dollars. It was

li ke a

mracl e.

"You guys were sure lucky,' Marvin Seynour grunbl ed.

till say,' Breslauer agreed. 'How about giving us another
chance t onorrow?

till let you know," Rizzoli said.

When they had gone, Korontzis exclained, 'l can't believe

it.
Two t housand dol |l ars!’



Ri zzoli |aughed. 'That's chicken feed. | told you. Oto is
one

of the slickest nechanics in the business. Those guys are
dyi ng

to get another crack at us. Are you interested?

"You bet.' There was a broad grin on Korontzis' face. 'l

t hi nk

| just nade a joke.'

The follow ng night, Victor Korontzis won three thousand
dol | ars.

"It's fantastic!' he told Rizzoli. '"Don't they suspect
anyt hi ng?"

'O course not. I'lIl bet you they ask us to raise the
st akes

tonorrow. They think they're going to win their noney
back.

Are you in?

"Sure, Tony. I'min.'

As they were sitting down to play, Sal Prizzi said, 'You
know,

we're the big | osers so far. How about upping the stakes?
Tony Rizzoli |ooked over at Korontzis and w nked.

‘It's all right with ne," Rizzoli said. 'How about you
fell ows?

They all nodded agreenent.

Oto Dalton set up piles of chips. "The whites are fifty
doll ars, the blues are a hundred, reds five hundred,

bl acks a

t housand."

Victor Korontzis | ooked at R zzoli uneasily. He had not
pl anned on the stakes being so high.

Ri zzol i nodded reassuringly.

The game began.

Not hi ng changed. Victor Korontzis' hands were nagic.

VWhat ever

cards he held beat the others. Tony Rizzoli was al so

W nni ng,

but not as much.

"Fucking cards!' Prizzi grunbled. 'Let's change decks.'
Oto Dalton obligingly produced a fresh deck.

Korontzis | ooked over at Tony Rizzoli and smled. He knew
t hat not hing was going to change their [ uck.



At m dni ght they had sandw ches sent up. The players took
a

fifteen-m nute break.

Tony Rizzoli took Korontzis aside. 'l told Gtto to chum
t hem

alittle,' he whispered.

"I don't understand.’

‘Let themwin a few hands. |f they keep losing all the
tine,

they' |l get discouraged and quit.’

"Ch, | see. That's very smart.'

"When they think they're hot, we'll raise the stakes again
and

really nail thembig.'

Victor Korontzis was hesitant. 'l've already won so much

noney, Tony. Don't you think maybe we should quit while
we re

Tony Rizzoli |ooked himin the eye and said, 'Victor, how
woul d you like to | eave here tonight wth fifty thousand
dol | ars

i n your pocket?

1

When t he gane resuned, Breslauer, Prizzi and Seynour began
to win. Korontzis' hands were still good, but the others
wer e

better.

Oto Dalton is a genius, Korontzis thought. He had been
wat chi ng hi mdeal, and had not been able to detect one
fal se

nove.

As the play went on, Victor Korontzis kept |osing. He was
not concerned. In a few m nutes, when they had what

was t he

wor d? chummed the others, he and Rizzoli and Dalton would
nmove in for the kill

Sal Prizzi was gloating. '"Wll," he said, '"it |ooks |ike
you fell ows

have cool ed of f.'

Tony Rizzoli shook his head ruefully. 'Yes it sure does,
doesn't

It?" He gave Korontzis a know ng | ook.



"Your luck couldn't go on forever,' Marvin Seynour said.
Perry Bresl auer spoke up. 'What do you say we increase the
stakes again, and give us a real crack at you?

Tony Rizzoli pretended to consider it. 'l don't know, ' he
sai d

t houghtfully. He turned to Victor Korontzis. 'Wat do you
t hi nk,

Vi ctor?

How woul d you like to | eave here tonight with fifty

t housand

dollars in your pocket? I'Il be able to buy a house, and a
new car.

| can take the famly on vacations . . . Korontzis was

al nost

trenmbling with excitenent. He smled. 'Wy not?

"All right," Sal Prizzi said. 'W'll play table stakes.
The sky's

the limt."'

They were playing five-card draw. The cards were dealt.
"It's ny ante,' Breslauer said. 'Let's open for five

t housand

dollars."'

Each player put in his ante.

Victor Korontzis was dealt two queens. He drew three
cards,

and one of them was anot her queen.

Ri zzoli | ooked at his hand and said, 'Up a thousand.'
Marvi n Seynour studied his hand. till call, and raise you
two

t housand.

Oto Dalton threwin his cards. 'Too rich for ny bl ood.'
Sal Prizzi said, till call.’

The pot wentvto Marvin Seynour's straight.

In the next hand, Victor Korontzis was dealt an eight,
ni ne,

ten and jack of hearts. One card away froma straight

fl ush!

till call for a thousand dollars,' Dalton said.

till call, and raise you a thousand.'

Sal Prizzi said, 'Let's bunp it another thousand."'

It was Korontzis' turn. He was sure that a straight flush
woul d

beat whatever the others were holding. He was only one



card

away.

‘I call." He drew a card, and put it face down, not daring
to

| ook at it.

Bresl auer laid his hand down. 'A pair of fours and a pair
of

tens.'

Prizzi put his hand down. 'Three sevens.'

They turned to |l ook at Victor Korontzis. He took a deep
breath, and picked up his hole card. It was bl ack.
"Busted,' he

said. He threw his hand in.

The pots kept grow ng | arger.
Victor Korontzis' pile of chips had shrunk to al nost

not hi ng.

He | ooked over at Tony Ri zzoli, concerned.

Ri zzoli smled reassuringly, a smle that said, There's
not hi ng

to worry about.
Ri zzol i opened the next pot.
The cards were dealt.

"W'll ante a thousand dollars.'

Perry Breslauer: till raise you a thousand.'

Marvin Seynmour: '"And |'l1 bunp you two.'

Sal Prizzi: 'You know sonething? | think you fellows are

bluffing. Let's raise it five nore.'

Victor Korontzis had not | ooked at his hand yet. Wen is
t he

dam chumm ng going to stop?

"Victor?

Korontzis picked up his hand slowy and fanned out the
cards

one by one. An ace, another ace, and a third ace, plus a
ki ng

and a ten. H s bl ood began to race.

"Are you in?

He smiled to hinself. The chumm ng had stopped. He knew
that he was going to be dealt another king for a ful
house. He

threw the ten away and tried to keep his voi ce casual.
till call.



One card pl ease.’

Oto Dalton said, till take two.' He | ooked at his cards.
"

rai se a thousand.'

Tony Ri zzoli shook his head. Too rich for nme.' He threw
hi s

hand in.

Tmin," Prizzi said, "and |I'Il raise five thousand.'
Marvin Seynmour threw in his hand. Tm out.’

It was between Victor Korontzis and Sal Prizzi.

"Are you calling? Prizzi asked. 'It'll cost you five

t housand

nore."'

Victor Korontzis | ooked at his pile of chips. Five

t housand

was all he had left. But when | win this pot... he

t hought. He

| ooked at his hand again. It was unbeatable. He put the
pil e of

chips in the center of the table and drew a card. It was a
five.

But he still had three aces. He laid down his hand. "Three
aces.'

Prizzi spread out his hand. 'Four deuces.'

Korontzis sat there, stunned, watching Prizzi rake in the
pot .

Sonmehow he felt as though he had failed his friend Tony.
/1 | could only have held out until we started to w n.

It was Prizzi's deal. 'Seven-card stud,' he announced.
‘Let's

put a thousand dollars in the pot.'

The other players threw in their antes.

Victor Korontzis | ooked over at Tony Rizzoli hel plessly.
"

don't have .
"It's all right/ R zzoli said. He turned to the others.

' Look,

fellows, Victor didn't have a chance to pick up nmuch cash
to

bring tonight, but | can assure you all that he's good for
It. Let's

give himcredit, and we'll settle up at the end of the
eveni ng. "'

Prizzi said, '"Hold it. Wat is this a



fucking credit union? W

don't know Victor Korontzis from Adam s ass. How do we
know

he'l | pay up?

"You have nmy word on it,' Tony Ri zzoli assured him 'Qto
here will vouch for ne.'

Oto Dalton spoke up. 'If Tony says M Korontzis is al

right,
then he's all right.'
Sal Prizzi shrujged. 'Well, | guess it's okay.'

‘It's fine with ne,' Perry Breslauer said.

Oto Dalton turned to Victor Korontzis. 'How nuch would
you | i ke?

"G ve himten thousand,' Tony R zzoli said.

Korontzis | ooked over at himin surprise. Ten thousand
dol | ars

was nore noney than he nmade in two years. But Rizzoli nust
have known what he was doi ng.

Victor Korontzis swallowed. 'That. . . that wll be fine.'
A pile of chips was put in front of Korontzis.

The cards that night were Victor Korontzis' eneny. As the
st akes

went up, his new pile of chips kept dimnishing. Tony

Ri zzol

was | osing al so.

At 2.00 and. they took a break. Korontzis got Tony Rizzol
in a corner.

"What' s happeni ng?' Korontzis whispered in a panic. ' My
God,

do you know how much noney |'m behi nd?

‘Don't worry, Victor. So aml. |'ve given Qto the signal.
When it's his turn to deal the gane will turn around.
VW' re goi ng

to hit thembig.'

They took their seats again.

"A@ve ny friend another twenty-five thousand dollars,’
Ri zzol

sai d.

Marvi n Seynour frowned. 'Are you sure he wants to keep

pl ayi ng?"

Ri zzoli turned to Victor Korontzis. '"It's up to you.'
Korontzis hesitated. |I've given Oto the signal. The gane

wi |



turn around. 'I'min.’

" Ckay. '

Twenty-five thousand dollars' worth of chips was placed in
front of Korontzis. He | ooked at the chi ps and suddenly
felt very

| ucky.

Oto Dal ton was dealing. "All right, gentlenen. The gane
i's

five-card stud. The initial bet is one thousand dollars."
The players put their chips in the center of the table.

Dal ton dealt out five cards to each player. Korontzis did
not look at his hand. I'll wait, he thought. It will be
good

| uck.

‘Pl ace your bets.’

Marvin Seynour, seated at Dalton's right, studied his hand

for a nonent. till fold.' He threw his cards in.
Sal Prizzi was next. till call, and raise a thousand.' He
put his

chips in the center of the table.

Tony Ri zzoli |ooked at his hand and shrugged. till fold."'
He

threw his cards down.

Perry Breslauer was | ooking at his hand and grinning. till
see

the raise, and I'll raise you five thousand nore.'
It would cost Victor Korontzis six thousand dollars to
stay in

the gane. Slowy he picked up his hand and fanned out the
cards. He could not believe what he saw. He was holding a
pat

straight flush a

five, six, seven, eight, and nine of hearts. A

perfect hand! So Tony had been right. Thank God! Korontzis
tried to hide his excitenent. till see the raise, and |"'|
rai se you

five thousand.' This was the hand that was going to nmake
hi m

rich.

Dalton threw in his hand. 'Not for ne. Pass.'
"It's up to nme," Sal Prizzi said. 'l think you're
bluffing, pal. 1"l

call, and raise you another five.'

Victor Korontzis felt a little thrill of excitenent go



t hr ough

him He had been dealt the hand of a lifetinme. This woul d
be

t he bi ggest jackpot of the gane.

Perry Breslauer was studying his hand. "Well, | think I"1l]
cal |,

and rai se another five, fellows.'

It was up to Victor Korontzis again. He took a deep

breath. till see you, and raise another five.' He was al nbst
trenbling

wWth excitenent. It was all he could do to keep from
reachi ng

out and raking in the pot.

Perry Breslauer spread out his hand, a | ook of triunph on
hi s

face. 'Three kings.'

I've won! Victor Korontzis thought. 'Not good enough,' he

I

smled. "A straight flush.' He put down his cards, and
reached

eagerly for the pot.

"Hold it!" Sal Prizzi slowy laid dowmn his hand. 'I| beat
you with

a royal flush. The ten to the ace of spades.'

Victor Korontzls turned pale. He felt suddenly faint, and
hi s

heart began to pal pitate.

*Jesus,' Tony Rizzoli said. 'Two goddammed strai ght

fl ushes?'

He turned to Korontzis. '"I"'msorry, Victor. | ... | don't
know

what to say.'

Oto Dalton said, 'I think that's it for tonight,

gentl enen.' He

consulted a slip of paper and turned to Victor Korontzis.
" You

owe sixty-five thousand dollars.'

Vi ctor Korontzis | ooked over at Tony Ri zzoli, stunned.

Ri zzol

shrugged hel pl essly. Korontzis pulled out a handkerchi ef
and

began to swab at his brow.

'How do you want to pay that?' Dalton asked. 'Cash or



check?'

"I don't take checks,' Prizzi said. He | ooked at Victor
Korontzis. till take the cash.'

‘I . . .1 . . ." The words would not cone out. He found
he

was trenbling. 'I... | don't have that

Sal Prizzi's face darkened. 'You whatT he barked.

Tony Rizzoli said quickly, '"Wait a mnute. Victor neans he
doesn't have it with him | told you he was good for it."'
" That doesn't put any bread on ny table, R zzoli. | want
to

see his noney.'

"You will," Rizzoli said reassuringly. "You'll have it in
t he next

f ew days."

Sal Prizzi junped to his feet. 'Fuck that. I'mnot a
charity. |

want that noney by tonorrow.'

"Don't worry. He'll deliver it."'

Victor Korontzis was caught in the mddle of a nightmare
and

there was no way out. He sat there, unable to nove, barely
aware of the others |eaving. Tony and Korontzis were

al one.

Korontzis was in a daze. 'l ... | can never raise that

ki nd of

noney,' he noaned. ' Never!'

Ri zzoli put a hand on Korontzis' shoulder. 'l don't know
what

to tell you, Victor. | don't know what went wong. | guess
| | ost

al nrost as nmuch noney as you did tonight.'

Victor Korontzis wi ped his eyes. '"But. . . but you can
afford

it, Tony. I... | can't. I"mgoing to have to explain to
t hem t hat

| can't pay them'

Tony Rizzoli said, 'I'd think about that if | were you,

Vi ctor.

Sal Prizzi is the head of the East Coast Seamen's Union. |
hear

t hose boys play pretty rough.’



‘I can't help it. If I haven't got the noney, | haven't
got the
noney. What can he do to ne?

‘Let nme explain what he can do to you,' Rizzoli said
earnestly.

'He can have his boys shoot off your kneecaps. You'll
never wal k

again. He can have themthrow acid in your eyes. You'l
never see

again. And then, when you' ve had all the pain you can
stand, he'll

deci de whether to let you live like that, or to kill you.'

Victor Korontzis was staring at him his face ashen. 'You
you' re joking.'

‘I wwsh | was. It's ny fault, Victor. | should never have
| et you
get in a gane with a man like Sal Prizzi. He's a killer.'

"Ch, nmy God. What am | going to do?
"Do you have any way of raising the noney?

Koront zis began to | augh hysterically. "Tony ... | can
barely
support my famly on what | make.'

"Well then, the only thing | can suggest is that you | eave
t own,

Victor. Maybe get out of the country. Go sonewhere where
Prizzi can't find you.'

"I can't do that,' Victor Korontzis wailed. 'I have a wife
and

four children.' He | ooked at Tony R zzoli accusingly. 'You
said

it was going to be a set-up, that we couldn't |ose. You
told
me .

"I know. And I'mreally sorry. It always worked before.



The
only thing | can think of is that Prizzi cheated.'

Korontzis' face filled with hope. 'Well then, if he
cheated |
don't have to pay him'

"There's a problemwth that, Victor,' R zzoli said
patiently.

"If you accuse himof cheating he'll kill you, and if you
don't pay

himhe'Il kill you.'

"COh, ny God,' Korontzis nobaned. 'l'ma dead nman.

‘I really feel terrible about this. Are you sure there's
no way
you could raise . . . ?

"I't would take ne a hundred lifetimes. A thousand
[ifetines.
Everything | have is nortgaged. Wiere would | get . . . ?

And at that nonent, Tony Rizzoli had a sudden inspiration.
"Wait a mnute, Victor! Didn't you say that those
artifacts in the

museum were worth a | ot of noney?

'Yes, but what does that have to do wwth . . . ?

"Just let nme finish. You said that the copies were as good
as
the originals.'

"OF course they're not. Any expert could tel

"Whoa. Hold it. What if one of those artifacts was m ssing
and

a copy was put in its place? I nmean, when | was in the
museum

there were a lot of tourists going through. Could they
tell the

di fference?



"No, but ... I ... | see what you nean. No, | could never
do that.'

Ri zzoli said, soothingly, 'I understand, Victor. | just

t hought

maybe the nuseum could spare one little artifact. They've
got

SO nmany.'

Victor Korontzis shook his head. |'ve been the curator at

t hat

museum for twenty years. | could never think of such a
thing.'

"I"'msorry. | shouldn't have even suggested it. The only
reason

| thought of it was because it could save your life.'

Ri zzoli stood

up and stretched. 'Well, it's getting late. | guess your
wife wll

be wonderi ng where you are.'

Victor Korontzis was staring at him 'It could save ny
life?
How?"

"It's sinple. If you took one of those antiques .

"Antiquities.’

‘. . . antiquities . . . and gave it to nme, | could get it
out of

the country and sell it for you, and give Prizzi the noney
you

owe him | think I could persuade himto hold off that

| ong. And

you'd be off the hook. | don't have to tell you that I'd
be taking

a big risk for you, because if | got caught 1'd be in a
| ot of

trouble. But I"'moffering to do it because | feel | owe
you one.

It's ny fault you got into this ness.’



"You're a good friend," Victor Korontzis said. 'But I
can't

blane you. | didn't have to get in that game. You were
trying

to do nme a favor.'

"I know. | just wish it had turned out differently. Well,

let's get sonme sleep. I'lIl talk to you tonorrow. Good
ni ght,

Victor.'

' Good night, Tony.'

1

The call canme in to the museumearly the foll ow ng
nor ni ng.

" Kor ont zi s?

' Yes?'

ThisisSal Prizzi.'

'Good norning, M Prizzi.'

‘I"'mcallin" about that little matter of sixty-five
t housand dol | ars.

What time can | pick it up?

Victor Korontzis began to perspire heavily. '"I... | don't
have

the noney right now, M Prizzi.'

There was an om nous silence at the other end of the

phone.
"What the hell kind of gane are you playing with ne?
‘Believe ne, |I'mnot playing any ganes. | '

"Then | want ny fucking noney. Is that clear?
"Yes, sir.'
"What tinme does your nuseum cl ose?

"Six . . . six o' clock.’

till be there. Have the noney for ne, or |I'll break your
face

in. And after that, I'mreally going to hurt you.'

The |ine went dead.

Victor Korontzis sat there in a panic. He wanted to hi de.
But

where? He was engul fed by a feeling of total desperation,
caught

in a vortex of '"ifs': if only |I hadn't gone to the casino



t hat ni ght;

If only | had never nmet Tony Rizzoli; if only |I had kept
ny

prom se to ny wife never to ganble again. He shook his
head to

clear it. / have to do sonething now.

And at that nmonent, Tony Rizzoli wal ked into his office.
' Good norning, Victor.'

It was six thirty. The staff had gone home, and the nmuseum
had

been closed for half an hour. Victor Korontzis and Tony

Ri zzol

were wat ching the front door.

Korontzis was getting increasingly nervous. 'Wat if he

says
no? VWat if he wants his noney tonight?
till handle him' Tony Rizzoli said. '"Just let ne do the
tal ki ng.'
"What if he doesn't show up? What if he just . . . you
know

sends soneone to kill nme? Do you think he woul d do
t hat ?'

"Not as long as he has a chance of getting his noney,’
Ri zzol

said confidently.

At seven o'clock, Sal Prizzi finally appeared.
Korontzis hurried over to the door and opened it. ' Good
eveni ng,"' he said.

Prizzi | ooked at Rizzoli. 'Wat the fuck are you doin'
her e?"

He turned back to Victor Korontzis. 'This is just between
us.'

‘Take it easy,' Rizzoli said. 'I'"'mhere to help.'

"l don't need your help.' Prizzi turned to Korontzis.
"Were's

my noney?

‘I ... | don't have it. But . . .'

Prizzi grabbed himby the throat. 'Listen, you little
prick.

You'll give ne that noney tonight, or I"'mgoing to feed
you to

the fish. Do you understand?



Tony Ri zzoli said, 'Hey, cool down. You' re going to get
your

noney. '

Prizzi turned on him "I told you to stay out of this.
It's none

of your business.’

"I"'mmaking it my business. I'mVictor's friend. Victor
doesn't

have the cash right now, but he has a way to get it for
you.'

'Has he got the noney, or hasn't he?

'He has, and he hasn't,' R zzoli said.

"What the hell kind of answer is that?

Tony Rizzoli's arm swept around the room 'The noney's
there.'

Sal Prizzi scanned the room 'Were?

"In those cases. They're full of antiques . . .'
"Antiquities,' Korontzis said automatically.

' that are worth a fortune. |'mtal king about
millions.'

"Yeah?' Prizzi turned to | ook at the cases. 'What good are
they going to do ne if they're | ocked away in a nuseunf? |
want

cash.'

"You're going to get cash,' Rizzoli said soothingly.

" Tw ce what

antiquities . . . and arrange to sell it. As soon
as he gets the
noney, he'll pay you.'
Sal Prizzi shook his head. 'I don't like it. | don't know
not hi ng

about this antique stuff.’

"You don't have to. Victor's one of the world' s greatest
experts.' Tony Rizzoli wal ked over to one of the cases and
pointed to a marble head. 'What would you say that's
wor t h,

Victor?

Victor Korontzis swallowed. 'That's the goddess Hygea,
fourteenth

century bc. Any collector would gladly pay two or three
mllion dollars for it.'

Ri zzoli turned to Sal Prizzi. 'There you are. See what |
mean?’



Prizzi frowned. 'l don't know. How | ong would | have to
wai t ?'

"You' Il have doubl e your noney inside a nonth.'

Prizzi thought a nonment, then nodded. 'Ckay, but if | have
to wait a nonth, | want nore say

an extra coupl e of hundred

grand."

Tony Ri zzoli | ooked over at Victor Korontzis.

Koront zi s was noddi ng his head eagerly.

‘Ckay,' Rizzoli said. 'You have a deal.'’

Sal Prizzi wal ked over to the little curator. "I'mgiving
you

thirty days. If | don't have ny noney by then, you' re dog
nmeat .

Do | nmake nyself clear?

Korontzis swall owed. 'Yes, sir.'

‘Renmenber . . . thirty days.'

He gave Tony Rizzoli a long hard look. 'I don't |ike you.'
They watched as Sal Prizzi turned and wal ked out the door.
Korontzis sank into a chair, wping his brow.

"Ch, nmy God,' he said. 'I thought he was going to kill ne.
Do

you think we can get himhis noney in thirty days?

"Sure,' Tony Rizzoli promsed. 'All you have to do is take
one

of those things out of the case and put a copy inits

pl ace.'

"How wi I | you get it out of the country? You'll go to
prison if

t hey catch you.'

Bresl auer and Marvin Seynour were having drinks in

Dal ton's

hotel suite.

"Snooth as silk,' Rizzoli boasted. The bastard pissed his
pants.'

Sal Prizzi grinned. 'l scared him huh?

"You scared ne,' Rizzoli said. 'You should be a fucking
actor.'

"What's the deal now?' Marvin Seynour asked.

Ri zzoli replied, "The deal is, he gives nme one of those
anti ques.

"Il find a way to snuggle it out of the country and sel
It. Then

"Il give you each your cut.'



"Beautiful,' Perry Breslauer said. 'I love it.'

It's like having a gold mne, Rizzoli thought. Once
Koront zi s

goes along with this, he's hooked. There's no way he can
ever

back out. |I'mgoing to nake himclean out the whol e
goddamed

museum

Marvi n Seynour asked, 'How are you going to get the stuff
out of the country?

till find a way,' Tony Rizzoli said. till find a way.'
He had to. And fast. Al fredo Mancuso and G no Laveri were
wai ti ng.

antiquities . . . and arrange to sell it. As soon
as he gets the
noney, he'll pay you.'
Sal Prizzi shook his head. 'I don't like it. | don't know
not hi ng

about this antique stuff.’

"You don't have to. Victor's one of the world' s greatest
experts.' Tony Rizzoli wal ked over to one of the cases and
pointed to a marble head. 'What would you say that's
wor t h,

Victor?

Victor Korontzis swallowed. 'That's the goddess Hygea,
fourteenth

century bc. Any collector would gladly pay two or three
mllion dollars for it.'

Ri zzoli turned to Sal Prizzi. There you are. See what |
mean?’

Prizzi frowned. 'I don't know How long would I have to
wai t ?'

"You' Il have doubl e your noney inside a nonth.'

Prizzi thought a nmoment, then nodded. 'Okay, but if | have
to wait a nonth, | want nore say

an extra coupl e of hundred

grand."’

Tony Ri zzoli | ooked over at Victor Korontzis.

Koront zi s was noddi ng his head eagerly.

"Ckay,' Rizzoli said. 'You have a deal .’

Sal Prizzi wal ked over to the little curator. "I'mgiving
you



thirty days. If | don't have ny noney by then, you' re dog
nmeat .

Do | nmake nyself clear?

Korontzis swall owed. 'Yes, sir.'

‘Renmenber . . . thirty days.'

He gave Tony Rizzoli a long hard look. "I don't |ike you.'
They watched as Sal Prizzi turned and wal ked out the door.
Korontzis sank into a chair, wping his brow.

"Ch, nmy God,' he said. 'I thought he was going to kill ne.
Do

you think we can get himhis noney in thirty days?

"Sure,' Tony Rizzoli promsed. 'All you have to do is take
one

of those things out of the case and put a copy inits

pl ace.'

Bresl auer and Marvin Seynour were having drinks in
Dalton's

hotel suite.

"Snmooth as silk,' Rizzoli boasted. 'The bastard pissed his
pants.'

Sal Prizzi grinned. 'l scared him huh?

"You scared nme,' Rizzoli said. 'You should be a fucking
actor.'

"What's the deal now?' Marvin Seynour asked.

Ri zzoli replied, 'The deal is, he gives nme one of those
anti ques.

"Il find a way to snuggle it out of the country and sel
it. Then

"Il give you each your cut.'

"Beautiful,' Perry Breslauer said. 'l love it.'

It's like having a gold mne, Rizzoli thought. Once

Kor ont zi s

goes along with this, he's hooked. There's no way he can
ever

back out. |I'mgoing to nake himcl ean out the whol e
goddamed

museum

Marvi n Seynmour asked, 'How are you going to get the stuff
out of the country?

till find a way,' Tony Rizzoli said. till find a way."'

Chapter 13
1



At police headquarters on Stadiou Street, an energency
neet i ng

had been called. In the conference roomwere Chief of
Pol i ce

Drmitri, Inspector Tinou, Inspector N colino, Walt Kelly,
t he US

Treasury agent, and half a dozen detectives. The

at nosphere

was far different than it had been at the previous
nmeet i ng.

I nspector Nicolino was saying, 'W now have reason to
bel i eve

your information was correct, M Kelly. Qur sources tel
us t hat

Tony Rizzoli is trying to find a way to snuggle a very

| ar ge

shi pment of heroin out of Athens. W have already begun a
search of possi bl e warehouses where he m ght have stored
it.'

"Did you put a tail on Rizzoli?

"W increased the nunber of men this norning,' Chief
Dmitri

sai d.

Walt Kelly sighed. 'l hope to God it isn't too late.'

| nspector Nicolino assigned two teans of detectives to
handl e

the surveillance on Tony Rizzoli, but he underestinated
hi s

subject. By afternoon R zzoli becane aware that he had
conpany. Wenever he left the little hotel he was staying
at, he

was foll owed, and when he returned, soneone was al ways

casual ly
loitering in the background. They were real professionals.
Rizzoli liked that. It was a sign of respect for him

He now not only had to find a way to get the heroin out of
At hens, but he was going to have a priceless antiquity to
snmuggl e

out. Alfredo Mancuso and G no Laveri are on ny back, and

t he

police are all over nme |ike a wet blanket. 1've got to
make a contact



fast. The only nane that imrediately cane to mnd was |vo
Bruggi, a small-tinme ship owner in Rone. Rizzoli had done
business with Bruggi in the past. It was a | ong-shot, but
it was

better than nothing.

Ri zzoli was certain that the tel ephone in his hotel room
was

tapped. |'ve got to have a set-up where | can receive
calls at the

hotel. He sat there thinking for a long tine. Finally, he
rose and

wal ked over to the roomacross the hall and knocked at the
door.

It was opened by*an el derly, sour-faced man.

' Yeah?'

Ri zzoli turned on the charm 'Excuse nme,' he said. '"I'm
sorry

to bother you. |I'myour neighbor across the hall. | wonder
if ol

could conme in and talk to you for a m nute?

The man studi ed hi m suspiciously. 'Lemme see you open the
door to your room'

Tony Rizzoli smled. '"Certainly.' He stepped across the
hal |,

took out his key, and opened the door.

The man nodded. "All right. Cone in.'

f| Tony Rizzoli closed his door and went into the room
across

the hall.

"What do you want ?

'"It's really a personal problem and | hate to trouble

you, but
Vell, the truth is, I'min the mddle of getting a
di vor ce,

and ny wife is having ne followed.' He shook his head in
di sgust.

' She even had the phone in ny room bugged.'

"Wonen!' his nei ghbor grow ed. ' God damm them | divorced
ny wife |ast year. | should've done it ten years ago.'
'Real | y? Anyway, what | was wondering was if you woul d be
good enough to let ne give a couple of friends your room
nunber

so they can tel ephone ne here. | prom se you there won't



be
many calls.'

The man started to shake his head. 'l can't be bother '
Ri zzoli pulled a hundred-dollar bill fromhis pocket.
"This is

for your trouble.’

The man licked his lips. "Ch. Well, sure,’ he said. 'l
guess it'll

be all right. I"'mglad to do a fellow sufferer a favor.'
"That's certainly kind of you. Wenever there's a call for
e,

just knock at ny door. I'Il be here nost of the tine.'

"Ri ght.'

Early the follow ng norning, Rizzoli walked to a public

pay
station to tel ephone Ivo Bruggi. He dialed the operator
and put

in a call for Rone.

" Si gnor Bruggi, per piacere.’
"Non c'é in casa.'

"Quando arriverda ?

"Non | o so.'

"di dica, di chiamare il Signor Rizzoli.'

Rizzoli left the tel ephone nunber of the sw tchboard at
hi s

hotel and the room nunber of his neighbor. He went back to
his room He hated the room Soneone had told himthat the
Greek word for hotel was xenodochi on, meani ng a contai ner
for

strangers. It's nore |like a fucking prison, R zzol

t hought. The

furniture was ugly: an old green sofa, two battered end

t abl es

with lanps, a little witing desk with a | anp and desk
chair, and

a bed desi gned by Tor quenada.

For the next two days Tony Ri zzoli stayed in his room
wai ti ng

for a knock on the door, sending a bellboy out for food.
No call. Were the fuck is Ivo Bruggi?

The surveillance teamwas reporting to I nspector N colino
and



Walt Kelly. '"Rizzoli's holed up in his hotel. He hasn't
budged

for forty-eight hours.'

"Are you sure he's in there?

"Yes, sir. The maids see himin the norning and ni ght when
t hey make up his room

"What about phone calls?

‘Not a one. What do you want us to do?

"Sit tight. He'll make his nove sooner or |ater. And nmake
sure

the tap on his phone is working.'

The follow ng day, the tel ephone in R zzoli's room rang.
Shit! Bruggi shouldn't have been calling himin this room
had | eft

a nmessage for the idiot to call himin his neighbor's
room He

woul d have to be careful. Rizzoli picked up the tel ephone.
'Yes?'

A voice said, 'Is this Tony Ri zzoli?

It was not Ivo Bruggi's voice. "Wio is this?

"You cane to see ne at ny office the other day with a
busi ness

proposition, M Rizzoli. | turned you down. | think
per haps you

and | should discuss it again.'

Tony Rizzoli felt a sudden thrill of exaltation. Spyros
Lam brou

So the bastard has conme around. He could not believe his
good luck. Al ny problens are solved. | can ship the

her oi n and
\\ the antique at the sane tine.

"Yeah. Sure. 1'll be happy to discuss it. Wen would you
i ke
to neet?'

"Can you nmake it this afternoon?

So, he's hungry to nake a deal. The fucking rich are al
t he

same. They never have enough. 'Fine. \Were?

"Why don't you cone to ny office?

till be there.' Tony Rizzoli replaced the receiver,

el at ed.

In the | obby of the hotel, a frustrated detective was

He



reporting

to headquarters. 'Rizzoli just received a tel ephone call
He's

going to neet soneone at his office, but the man didn't
give a

name and we can't trace the call."’

"All right. Cover himwhen he | eaves the hotel. Let ne
know

where he goes.'

"Yes, sir.'

Ten mnutes |ater, Tony Ri zzoli was crawing out of a
basenment w ndow | eading to an alley behind the hotel. He
changed taxis

tw ce to nake sure he was not being foll owed, and headed
for

Spyros Lanbrou's office.

From the day Spyros Lanbrou had visited Melina in the
hospi t al ,

he had vowed to avenge his sister. But he had been unable
to

think of a punishnent terrible enough for Constantin
Demris.

Then, with the visit from Georgios Lato, and the startling
news

that Madane Piris had given him a weapon had been put
into

hi s hands that was going to destroy his brother-in-I|aw.

H s secretary announced: 'A M Anthony Ri zzoli is here to
see you, M Lanbrou. He has no appointnent and | told him
you coul dn't '

*Send himin.'

"Yes, sir.'

Spyros Lanbrou watched as Ri zzoli wal ked through the
door way,

smling and confident.

" Thank you for comng, M Rizzoli.'

Tony Rizzoli grinned. 'My pleasure. So, you' ve decided you
and | are going to do business together, huh?

' No.

Tony Rizzoli's smle faded. 'Wat did you say?

‘"I said "No." | have no intention of doing business with
you.'



Tony Rizzoli stared at him baffled. 'Then what the hell
did

you call me for? You said you had a proposition for nme and
T do. How woul d you |li ke to have the use of Constantin
Demris' fleet of ships?

Tony Rizzoli sank into a chair. 'Constantin Demris? What
are you tal king about? He'd never

"Yes, he would. | can prom se you that M Demris will be
happy to give you anything you want.'

"Why? What does he get out of it?

" Not hi ng. '

That doesn't neke sense. Wy would Demris nake a deal

i ke that?

"I"mglad you asked.' Lanbrou pressed down the intercom
button: 'Bring in sone coffee, please.' He | ooked at Tony
Ri zzoli. 'How do you like yours?

" Er bl ack,

no sugar.'

"Bl ack, no sugar, for M R zzoli.'

When the coffee had been served, and his secretary had

| ef t

the office, Spyros Lanbrou said: 'I'mgoing to tell you a
little

story, M Rizzoli.'

Tony Rizzoli was watching him wary. 'Shoot.'

"Constantin Demris is married to ny sister. A nunber of
years ago he took on a m stress. Her nane was Noelle
Page. '

The actress, right?

"Yes. She cheated on himwth a man naned Larry Dougl as.
Noel | e and Dougl as went on trial for nurdering Dougl as'
wife

because she wouldn't give hima divorce. Constantin
Demris

hired a | awyer named Napol eon Chotas to defend Noelle.'

"I renmenber readi ng sonething about the trial,’

"There are sone things that were not in the newspapers.
You see, ny dear brother-in-law had no intention of saving
his unfaithful mstress's |ife. He wanted vengeance. He
hired

Napol eon Chotas to see that Noelle was convicted. Near the
end

of the trial, Napoleon Chotas told the defendants he had



made

a deal with the judges if they pleaded guilty. It was a
lie. They

pl eaded guilty. And they were executed.'

‘Maybe this Chotas really thought that

‘Let me finish, please. The body of Catherine Dougl as was

never found. The reason it was never found, M Ri zzoli, iIs
because she is alive. Constantin Demris had her hidden
away. '

Tony Rizzoli was staring at him 'WAit a mnute. Demris
knew she was alive, and he let his mstress and her boyfriend
go to

their deaths for killing her?
"Exactly. I'mnot sure precisely what the lawis, but | am
sure

that if the facts were to conme out, ny brother-in-|aw
woul d

spend a good deal of tinme in prison. At the very |east, he
woul d

certainly be ruined.'

Tony Ri zzoli sat there, thinking about what he had just
hear d.

There was sonet hing puzzling him 'M Lanbrou, why are you
telling nme this?

Spyros Lanbrou's lips noved in a beatific smle. 'Because
I

owe ny brother-in-law a favor. | want you to go see him |
have

a feeling he'll be very happy to let you use his ships.'
Chapter 14

1

There were storns raging in himover which he had no
control,

a cold center deep within himwith no warm nenories to

di ssol ve

it. They had begun a year ago with his act of revenge
agai nst

Noel | e. He had thought that that had ended it, that the
past

was buried. It had never occurred to himthat there m ght



be repercussions until, unexpectedly, Catherine Al exander
had

come back into his |ife. That had necessitated the renoval
of

Frederick Stavros and Napol eon Chotas. They had pl ayed a
deadl y gane against him and he had won. But what
surprised

Constantin Demris was how nuch he had enjoyed the ri sk,
t he

cutting edge of excitenent. Business was fascinating, but
it pal ed

conpared to the gane of |ife and death. |'ma nurderer
Demiris

t hought. No not

a nmurderer. An executioner. And instead of

bei ng appalled by it, he found it exhilarating.
Constantin Demris received a weekly report on Catherine
Al exander's activities. So far, everything was worki ng out
perfectly.

Her social activities were confined to the people she

wor ked with. According to Evelyn, Catherine occasionally
went

out with Kirk Reynol ds. But since Reynol ds worked for
Demris,

that presented no problem The poor girl nust be
desperate, Demris thought. Reynolds was boring. He could
tal k about

nothing but the law. But that was all to the good. The
nor e

desperate Catherine was for conpanionship, the easier it
woul d

be for him / owe Reynolds a vote of thanks.

Cat heri ne was seeing Kirk Reynolds regularly, and she

f ound

herself drawn to himnore and nore. He was not handsone,
but he was certainly attractive. / learned ny | esson about
handsone

with Larry, Catherine thought wyly. The ol d expression
Is true: Handsone is as handsone does. Kirk Reynol ds was
t houghtful and reliable. He's sonmeone | can count on,

Cat heri ne

thought. / don't feel any great burning spark, but I

pr obabl y



never will again. Larry took care of that. I'mmture
enough now
to settle for a mah | respect, who respects ne as a

conpani on,
soneone with whom | can share a nice, sane |ife w thout
bei ng

worri ed about being thrown off nountain tops, or being

buri ed

i n dark caves.

They went to the theatre to see The Lady's Not For Burning
by Christopher Fry, and, on another evening, Septenber Tide,
Wi th Gertrude Lawence. They went to nightclubs. The
orchestras

all seened to be playing The Third Man thene and 'La Vie

En Rose'.

"I"'mgoing to St Miritz next week,' Kirk Reynolds told
Cat heri ne.

'Have you t hought about it?'

Catherine had given it a great deal of thought. She was
sure

that Kirk Reynolds was in love with her. And I love him
Cat herine thought. But loving and being in |ove are two
di fferent

» things, aren't they? O am| just being a dunb romantic?
VWhat *' am | | ooking for another

Larry? soneone

who' Il sweep ne
off ny feet, fall in love with another woman, and try to
kKill me?

Kirk Reynol ds woul d nmake a wonderful husband. Wy am |
hesi tati ng?

That night Catherine and Kirk dined at the Mrabelle, and
when

t hey were having dessert, Kirk said, 'Catherine, in case
you don't

know, I'min love with you. I want to marry you.'

She felt a sudden panic. "Kirk . " And she was not sure
what

she was going to say. My next words, Catherine thought,
are

going to change ny life. It wuld be so sinple to say yes.
VWhat ' s



hol di ng ne back? Is it the fear of the past? Am| going to

live ny

whole life being afraid? | can't |et that happen.
"Cathy . . .°

"Kirk Wy

don't we go to St Moritz together?

Kirk's face |it up. 'Does that nean . . . ?

‘"W'l|l see. Once you see ne ski you probably won't want
to

marry me.'

Kirk | aughed. "Nothing in the world could keep nme from
wanting to marry you. You've nade nme one very happy
fellow

We'll go up on Novenber fifth CGuy

Fawkes Day. '

"What is GQuy Fawkes Day?'

‘It's a fascinating story. King Janes had a strict
anti-Catholic

policy, so a group of prom nent Roman Catholics plotted to
overthrow the governnent. A soldier nanmed GQuy Fawkes was
brought over from Spain to |lead the plot. He arranged for
a ton

of gunpowder, in thirty-six barrels, to be hidden in the
basenent

of the House of Lords. But on the norning that they were
to

bl ow up the House of Lords, one of the conspirators told
on

them and they were all caught. Guy Fawkes was tortured,
but

he wouldn't talk. Al the nen were executed. Now, every
year

i n England, the day of the discovery of the plot is

cel ebrated by

bonfires and fireworks, and small boys make effigies of

"Quys". '

Cat heri ne shook her head. 'That's a pretty grimholiday."'
He smled at her, and said quietly, 'I prom se you that
ours

won't be grim'

The night before they were to | eave, Catherine washed her
hai r,
packed and unpacked twice and felt sick with excitenent.



She

had only known two nen carnally in her life, WIIliam
Fraser and

her husband. Do they still use words like 'carnally'?

Cat heri ne

wondered. My God, | hope |I renenber how. They say it's

li ke

riding a bicycle; once you do it, you never forget. Maybe
he' s

going to be disappointed in nme in bed. Maybe I'mgoing to
be

di sappointed in nme in bed. Maybe | should just stop

wor ryi ng

about it and go to sleep.

"M Demris?

"Yes.'

" Cat herine Al exander left this norning for St Muritz.'
There was a silence. 'St Mritz?

"Yes, sir.'

"Did she go al one?

"No, sir. She went with Kirk Reynol ds."

This tinme the silence was |onger. 'Thank you, Evelyn.'
Kirk Reynolds! It was inpossible. What could she see in
hi n?

/ waited too long: | should have noved nore quickly. 1'll
have
to do sonmething about this. | can't let her His

secretary buzzed.

‘"M Demris, there's a M Anthony Rizzoli here to see you.
He- does not have an appoi ntnent and . '

" Then why are you bothering ne?" Demris asked. He snapped
down the intercom

It buzzed again. 'I'msorry to disturb youu M Rizzol

says he

has a nessage for you fromM Lanbrou. He says it's very

| nportant.'

A nmessage? Strange. Whay wouldn't his brother-in-Ilaw
deliver

his own nessage? 'Send himin.'

"Yes, sir.'

Tony Rizzoli was ushered into Constantin Demiris' office.
He

| ooked around the office appreciatively. It was even nore



| avi sh

than the offices of Spyros Lanbrou. 'Nice of you to see
me, M

Demris.'

"You have two mnutes.'

' Spyros sent ne. He thought you and | should have a talKk.'
"Real | y? And what do we have to tal k about ?

"Do you mind if | sit down?

"I don't think you'll be staying that |ong.'

Tony Rizzoli settled hinmself in a chair facing Demris. 'l
have

a manufacturing plant, M Demris. | ship things to
various parts

of the world.'

'l see. And you want to charter one of ny ships.'
"Exactly.’

"Why did Spyros send you to ne? Wiy don't you charter one
of his ships? He happens to have two of themidle at the
noment .’

Tony Ri zzoli shrugged. 'l guess he doesn't |ike what |
ship.'

"I don't understand. Wat is it you ship?

"Drugs,' Tony Rizzoli said delicately. 'Heroin.'
Constantin Demris was staring at himin disbelief. 'And
you

expect ne to . . . ? Get out of here, before | call the
police.'

Ri zzoli nodded toward the phone. 'Go right ahead.’

He wat ched Demris reach for the phone. Td like to speak
to

them too. I'd like to tell themall about that trial of
Noel | e Page

and Larry Dougl as."

Constantin Demris froze. 'Wat are you tal ki ng about ?'
"I"mtal king about two people executed for the nurder of a
woman who's still alive.'

Constantin Demris' face had gone white.

"Do you think maybe the police would be interested in that
story, M Demris? If they aren't, maybe the press would
be,

huh? | can see the headlines now, can't you? Can | cal

you

Costa? Spyros told ne all your friends call you Costa, and



| think

you and | are going to be good friends. Do you know why?
Because good friends don't rat on each other. W'IlIl keep

t hat

little stunt you pulled our secret, shall we?

Constantin Demris was sitting rigid in his chair. \Wien he
spoke his voice was hoarse. 'Wiat is it you want?

"I told you. | want to charter one of your ships and,

you and

| being such good friends, | don't think you would want to
char ge

me for the charter, would you? Let's say it's a favor
traded for

a favor.'

Demiris took a deep breath. 'I can't let you do this. If
it ever

got out that | allowed drugs to be snuggled on one of ny
shi ps,

| could lose ny whole fleet.'

"But it's not going to get out, is it? In ny business, |
don't

advertise. We're going to do this very quietly."'
Constantin Demris' expression hardened. 'You' re nmaking a
big m stake. You can't blackmail nme. Do you know who |
anf’

"Yeah. You're ny new partner. You and | are going to be
doi ng busi ness together for a long tine, Costa baby,
because, if

you say no, | go right to the police and the newspapers
and spill

the whole story. And there goes your reputation and your
f ucki ng

enpire, right down the drain.'

There was a | ong, painful silence.

' How how

did ny brother-in-law find out?

Ri zzoli grinned. 'That's not inportant. Wat's inportant
i's

that |'ve got you by the balls. If |I squeeze, you're a
eunuch.

You'll be singing soprano for the rest of your life, and
you'll be
singing it in a prison cell.'" Tony Rizzoli |ooked at his

watch. 'MWy



goodness, ny two mnutes are up.' He rose to his feet. Tm
gi ving you sixty seconds to deci de whether | wal k out of
here as

your partner or

| just walk out.'

Constantin Demris suddenly | ooked ten years older. His
face

was drained of "color. He had no illusions about what
woul d

happen if the true story of the trial came out. The press
woul d

eat himalive. He would be portrayed as a nonster, a

mur der er .

They m ght even open an investigation into the deaths of
St avros

and Chot as.

"Your sixty seconds are up.'

Constantin Demris nodded slowy. "Al'l right,' he

whi sper ed,

| < "all right.'

Tony Ri zzoli beanmed down at him 'You're smart.'

Constantin Demris slowy rose to his feet. till let you
get

away with it this once,' he said. 'l don't want to know
how you

do it, or when. I'll put one of your nen aboard one of ny
shi ps.

That's as far as I'll go.'

‘It's a deal,' Tony R zzoli said. He thought, Maybe you're
not

so smart. You snuggle one | oad of heroin and you're
hooked,

Costa baby. There's no way | will ever |let you go. Al oud,
he

repeated, 'Sure, it's a deal.’

On the way back to the hotel, Tony R zzoli was exultant.
Jackpot.

The narcs woul d never dream of touching Constantin
Demris'

fleet. Christ, fromnowon | can |load up every ship of his
t hat

sails out of here. The noney wll roll in. Horse and
antiques orry,



Victor., he | aughed al oud antiquities.

Ri zzoli went to a public tel ephone booth on Stadi ou Avenue
and made two calls. The first was to Pete Lucca in
Pal er no.

"You can get your two gorillas out of here, Pete, and put
t hem

back in the zoo where they belong. The stuffs ready to
nove.

It's going by ship.'

"Are you sure the package is safe?

Ri zzoli laughed. 'It's safer than the Bank of Engl and.
11

tell you about it when | see you. And | have nore good
news.

From now on we're going to be able to nake a shi pnent
every

week. '

"That's wonderful, Tony. | always knew I could count on
you.' The hell you did, you bastard.

The second call was to Spyros Lanbrou. 'It went fine. Your
brother-in-law and | are going into business together.'
"Congratulations. I'mdelighted to hear it, M Rizzoli.'
When Spyros Lanbrou repl aced the receiver, he smled. The
narcotics squad wll be, too.

Constantin Demris stayed in his office past m dnight,
sitting at

hi s desk, contenplating his new problem He had avenged
hi msel f

agai nst Noel | e Page, and now she was returning fromthe
grave to haunt him He reached inside a desk drawer and

t ook

out a franed phot ograph of Noelle. Hello, bitch. God, she
was

beautiful! So you think you're going to destroy ne. Well,
we' ||

see. W'l see.

Chapter 15

LK==



St Moritz was an enchantnment. There were mles of downhil
ski

runs, hiking trails, bobsled and sleigh rides, polo

t our nanment s

and a dozen other activities. Curled around a sparkling

| ake in

t he Engadi ne Vall ey 6000 feet high on the southern slope
of the

Al ps, between Celerina and Piz Nair, the little village
made

Cat herine gasp with delight.

Cat herine and Kirk Reynol ds checked into the fabled

Pal ace Hotel. The | obby was filled with tourists froma
dozen

countri es.

Kirk Reynolds said to the reception clerk, 'A reservation
for

M and Ms Reynolds,' and Catherine | ooked away. / shoul d
have put on a wedding ring. She was sure everyone in the
| obby

was staring at her, knowi ng what she was doi ng.

"Yes, M Reynolds. Suite two fifteen.' The cl erk handed

a bell boy the key, and the bellboy said, 'Right this way,
pl ease. '

They were escorted to a |ovely suite, sinply furnished,
wth a

spectacul ar view of the nountains fromeach w ndow.

When the bell boy left, Kirk Reynolds took Catherine in his

arms. 'l can't tell you how happy you've nade ne,

darling.'

‘I hope |l wll," Catherine replied. "I... It's been a long
time,

Kirk.'

"Don't worry. | won't rush you.'

He's so dear, Catherine thought, but how would he feel
about

me if I told himabout ny past? She had never nentioned
Larry

to him or the nurder trial, or any of the terrible things
t hat had

happened to her. She wanted to feel close to him to
confide in

him but sonething held her back.

Td better unpack,' Catherine said.



She unpacked slowy too

slowy and

she suddenly realized

that she was stalling, afraid to finish what she was
doi ng because

she was afraid of what was going to happen next.
Fromthe other roomshe heard Kirk calling, 'Catherine .

Oh, ny God, he's going to say let's get undressed and go
to

bed. Catherine swallowed and said in a small voice, 'Yes?
"Why don't we go outside and | ook around?

Catherine went linp with relief. 'That's a wonderf ul

| dea,' she

said enthusiastically. Wiat's the matter with me? I'min
one of

the nost romantic places on earth, with an attractive man
who

| oves nme, and |'m pani cky.

Reynol ds was | ooking at her strangely. 'Are you all
right?

"Fine,' Catherine said brightly. "Just fine.'

"You | ook worried."'

"No. I... | was thinking about about

skiing. It's supposed

to be dangerous.'

Reynolds smled. 'Don't worry. We'll start you on a gentle
sl ope, tonorrow. Let's go.'

They put on sweaters and |ined jackets and wal ked outsi de
into the crisp, clear air.

Cat herine breathed deeply. "Ch, it's wonderful, Kirk. |

| ove

it here.'

"You ain't seen nothin' yet,' he grinned. 'It's twice as
beauti f ul

in the sumer.’

WIIl he still want to see nme in the summer? Catherine
wondered. O am| going to be a big disappointnent to hinf
Why don't |

stop worrying so nmuch?

The village of St Mdritz was charm ng, a nedieval marvel,
filled
W th quaint shops and restaurants and chal ets set anong



t he

maj estic Al ps.

They wandered around the shops, and Cat herine bought
presents for Evelyn and Wm They stopped at a little cafe
and

had a fondue.

In the afternoon, Kirk Reynolds hired a sleigh driven by a
bay, and they rode al ong the snow covered path up into the
hills,

t he snow crunchi ng beneath the netal runners.

" Enj oyi ng?' Reynol ds asked.

"Ch, yes.' Catherine | ooked at himand thought, |'m going
to

make you so happy. Tonight. Yes, tonight. I'mgoing to
make

you happy tonight.

That evening, they dined in the hotel at the Stiibli, a
rest aur ant

W th the atnosphere of an old country inn.

"This room dates back to fourteen eighty,' Kirk said.
"Then we'd better not order the bread."

" What ?'

"Smal | joke. Sorry.

Larry used to understand ny jokes; why am | thinking about

hi n? Because | don't want to think about tonight. | feel
li ke Marie

Antoi nette going to her execution. | won't have cake for
dessert.

The neal was superb, but Catherine was too nervous to

enjoy m it. Wien they had finished, Reynolds said, 'Shall we
go upstairs?

|'ve arranged an early ski lesson for you in the norning.'

§ Sure. Fine. Sure.'’

., ( They started upstairs, and Catherine found that her

heart was

j}| pounding. He's going to say, 'Let's go right to bed.'

And why *|t, shouldn't he? That's what | cane here for, isn't
it? | can't pretend '»!'* / canme for the skiing.

J,ft&They reached their suite, and Reynol ds opened the

door and

|| turned on the lights . They wal ked into the bedroom and

Cat heri ne

stared at the large bed. It seened to take up the whol e



room
Kirk was watching her. 'Catherine ... are you worried
about

anyt hi ng?"

"What?' A hollow little laugh. 'OF course not. I. . . 1

j ust '

"Just what ?'

She gave hima bright smle. "Nothing. I'mfine.'

'Good. Let's get undressed and go to bed.' Exactly what |
knew he was going to say. But did he have to

say it? We could have just gone ahead and done it. Putting
it in

words is so ... so ... crass. 'Wiat did you say?
Cat herine had not realized that she had spoken al oud.
' Not hi ng. "'

Cat heri ne had reached the bed. It was the | argest she had
ever

seen. It was a bed that had been built for |overs, and

| overs only.

It was not a bed to sleep in. It was a bed to ...

"Aren't you going to get undressed, darling?

Am | ? How long has it been since | slept with a man? Mre
than a year. And he was ny husband.

‘Cathy . . . ?

"Yes.' I'mgoing to get undressed, and |'m going to get
into

bed, and I'm going to disappoint you. I'mnot in |ove with
you,

Kirk. I can't sleep with you.

"Kirk

He turned to her, half undressed. 'Yes?

"Kirk, I ... Forgive ne. You're going to hate me, but |

| can't. I'mterribly sorry. You nust think I'm.

She saw the | ook of disappointnment on his face. He forced
a

smle. "Cathy, | told you I'd be patient. If you' re not
ready yet,

... | understand. We can still have a wonderful tinme
here.'

She ki ssed his cheek gratefully. 'Onh, Kirk. Thank you. I

f eel

so ridiculous. | don't know what's the matter with ne.'



"There's nothing the matter with you,' he assured her. ‘I
under st and. '

She hugged him Thank you. You're an angel.'
‘Meanwhil e, he sighed, till sleep on the couch in the
living

room'

"No you won't,"' Catherine declared. 'Since |I'mthe one
responsi bl e

for this dunb problem the least | can do is see that
you're

confortable. 1'lIl sleep on the couch. You take the bed.'
" Absol utely not.'

Catherine lay on the bed, w de awake, thinking about Kirk
Reynolds. WIIl | ever be able to nake | ove with anot her
man? O

has Larry burned that out of ne? Maybe, in a way, Larry
did

manage to kill nme after all. Finally, Catherine slept.

Kirk Reynol ds was awakened in the mddle of the night by
t he

screans. He sat straight up on the couch and, as the
Screans

continued, he hurried into the bedroom

Catherine was flailing about on the bed, her eyes tightly
cl osed.

"No,' she was yelling. "Don't! Don't! Leave ne al one!'’
Reynol ds knelt down and put his arnms around her and held
her close. 'Shhh," he said. 'It's all right. It's all
right.'

Cat herine's body was racked wth sobs, and he held her

cl ose

until they subsi ded.

"They tried

to drown ne.'’

"It was only a dream' he said soothingly. 'You had a bad
dream'

Cat heri ne opened her eyes and sat up. Her body was
trenbling.

"No, it wasn't a dream It was real. They tried to kill
me. '

Kirk was | ooking at her, puzzled. 'Wio tried to kill you?
>'My . . . ny husband and his mstress.'



ft», 1 He shook his head. 'Catherine, you had a ni ghtnmare,
and . '

[jfl "I"mtelling you the truth. They tried to nurder ne,
and t hey

were executed for it.'

Kirk's face was filled with disbelief. 'Catherine . . .’

‘I didn't tell you before, because it's . . . it's painful
for me to

,, talk about it.'

&

' He suddenly realized that she was serious. 'Wat
happened?’

"I wouldn't give Larry a divorce, and he ... he was in

| ove

wi t h anot her wonan, and they decided to nurder ne.
Kirk was listening intently now. 'Wen was this?
"A year ago.'

"What happened to thenf

' They were they

were executed by the State.'

|i He raised a hand. 'WAait a mnute. They were executed
for

>attenpting to kill you?

| ' Yes/

| Reynolds said, 'I'mnot an expert on Geek law, but I'm
willing

; to bet that there's no death sentence for attenpted

mur der. There

has to be sone m stake. | know a | awer in Athens.
Act ual |y,
he works for the State. |I'll give hima call in the

nor ni ng, and
clear this up. His nanme is Peter Denonides.’

Cat herine was still asleep when Kirk Reynol ds awakened. He
dressed quietly and went into the bedroom He stood there
a

nonment, | ooki ng down at Catherine. / |love her so nuch. |
have

to find out what really happened, and clear the shadows
away for

her .



Kirk Reynol ds went down to the hotel |obby and placed a
phone

call to Athens. 'I'd like to nake it person to person,
operator. |

want to speak with Peter Denonides.'

The call cane through half an hour |ater.

"M Denonides? This is Kirk Reynolds. | don't know whet her
you renenber ne, but

"OF course | do. You work for Constantin Demris.'

"Yes.'

"What can | do for you, M Reynol ds?

"Forgive ne for bothering you. I'ma bit puzzled about
sone

I nformation | just cane across. It involves a point of

G eek | aw. '

‘I know a little bit about G eek |aw,' Denonides said
jovially. till be happy to help you.'

"I's there anything in your |law that allows soneone to be
executed for attenpted nurder?

There was a long silence on the other end of the I|ine.
"May |

ask why you are inquiring?

"I"'mw th a woman nanmed Cat heri ne Al exander. She seens
to think that her husband and his m stress were executed

by the

State for trying to kill her. It doesn't sound logical. Do
you see

what | nean?'

'Yes.' Denonides' voice was thoughtful. 'l see what you
mean.

Where are you, M Reynol ds?

"I"mstaying at the Palace Hotel in St Mritz.'

"Let me check this out, and I'Il get back to you.'

"I would appreciate it. The truth is, | think M ss

Al exander

may be imagining things, and |'d like to straighten this
out and

relieve her mnd.'

"I understand. You will hear fromne. | promse.'

The air was bright and crisp, and the beauty of

Cat herine's

surroundi ngs dispelled her terrors of the night before.
The two of them breakfasted in the village, and when they



had finished, Reynolds said, 'Let's go over to the sk

sl ope and

turn you into a snow bunny.'

He took Catherine over to the beginners' slope and hired
an

I nstructor for her.v

Cat herine got into her skis, and stood up. She | ooked down
at her feet. "This is ridiculous. If God had neant us to
| ook |ike

this, our fathers would have been trees.'

" What ?"

"Not hing, Kirk.'

The instructor smled. "Don't worry. In no tine at all

you' | |

be skiing like a pro, Mss Al exander. W'Il| start out at
Corviglia

Sass Ronsol. That's the beginners' slope.'

"You' Il be surprised at how quickly you'll get the hang of

it,'

Reynol ds assured Cat heri ne.

He | ooked over at a ski run in the distance, and turned to
t he

instructor. "I think I'lIl try Fuorcla Gischa today."

"It sounds delicious. I'll have mne grilled,' Catherine
sai d.

«mNot a smle. "It's a ski run, darling.'

"*'Ch.' Catherine felt enbarrassed to tell himit was a
j oke. /

mustn't do that around him Catherine thought.
The instructor said, The Grischa's a pretty steep run. You
m ght start out on the Corviglia Standard Marguns to warm

up,

M Reynol ds.'

"Good idea. I'lIl do that. Catherine, I'll neet you at the
hot el

| f for lunch.'

"Fine.'

Reynol ds waved and wal ked away.

'"Have a nice time,' Catherine called. '"Don't forget to
wite.'

"Well," the instructor said. 'Let's go to work.'

To Catherine's surprise, the |lessons turned out to be fun.
She



was nervous in the beginning. She felt awkward and noved

up
the small slope clunsily.

‘Lean forward a little. Keep your skis pointed forward.'
"Tell them They have a m nd of their own,' Catherine
decl ar ed.

"You're doing fine. Now we're going down the slope. Bend
your knees. Get your bal ance. There you go!’

She fell.

"Once nore. You're doing fine.'

She fell again. And again. And suddenly, she found her
sense

of balance. And it was as though she had w ngs. She sail ed
down

the slope, and it was exhilarating. It was al nost |ike
flying. She

| oved the crunch of the snow beneath her skis and the feel
of

the wind batting at her face.

"I love it!' Catherine said. 'No wonder people get hooked
on

this. How soon can we do the big slope?

The instructor |aughed. 'Let's stay with this for today.
Tonorrow, the A ynpics.'

Al inall, it was a glorious norning.
She was waiting for Kirk Reynolds in the Gill Room when
he

returned fromskiing. H's cheeks were ruddy and he | ooked
ani mted. He wal ked up to Catherine's table and sat down.

"Well,' he asked. "How did it go?
"Great. | didn't break anything inportant. | only fell
down si x

times. And you know sonet hi ng?' she said proudly. 'Toward
the end | got pretty good. | think he's going to enter ne
In the

A ynpi cs. '

Reynol ds smled. 'Good.' He started to nmention the phone
call he had nmade to Peter Denoni des, and then deci ded
agai nst

it. He did not want to have Catherine upset again.

After lunch they went for a long walk in the snow,

st oppi ng



In at sone of the shops to browse. Catherine was begi nni ng
to

feel tired.

"I think I'"d like to go back to the room"' she said. 'l

m ght

take a little nap.'

"Good idea. The air's pretty thin here, and if you're not
used

to it you can get tired easily.’

"What are you going to do, Kirk?

He | ooked up at a distant slope. 'I think I mght ski down
t he

Gischa. |'ve never done it before. It's a challenge.’
"You nmean "because

it's there".'

"What ?'

"Nothing. It | ooks so dangerous.'
Reynol ds nodded. 'That's why it's a chall enge.'

Cat herine took his hand. 'Kirk, about last night. I'm
sorry. |
"Il try to do better.'

"Don't worry about it. Go back to the hotel and get sone
sl eep."

Tow ]

Cat heri ne watched hi mwal k away and thought, He's a
wonder f ul
man. | wonder what he sees in an idiot |ike ne?

Cat herine slept during the afternoon, and this tinme there
wer e

no dreans. \Wen she awakened it was al nost six o'cl ock.

Ki rk

woul d be returning soon.

Cat herine bat hed and dressed, thinking about the evening
ahead of her. No, not the evening, she admtted to
hersel f, the



night. 1'lIl make it up to him

She went to the wi ndow and | ooked out. It was beginning to
get dark. Kirk nust really be enjoying hinself, Catherine
t hought .

She | ooked up at the huge slope in the distance. Is that

t he

Gischa? | wonder if I'lIl ever be able to ski down that.

At seven o' clock Kirk Reynolds still had not returned. The
twilight had turned to a deep bl ackness. He can't be
skiing in the

dark, Catherine thought. I'll bet. he's in the bar
downst airs havi ng
a dri nk.

She started for the door just as the phone rang.
Catherine smled. 7 was right. He's calling ne to ask ne
to join

hi m downst ai r s.

| She lifted the receiver and said brightly, 'Wll, did
you cone

| across any Sherpas?
| A strange voice said, 'Ms Reynol ds?

| She started to say no, then renenbered how Kirk had
regis
tered them 'Yes. This is Ms Reynol ds.'

‘I"'mafraid | have sone bad news for you. Your husband has
on been in a skiing accident.'

one 179

"Ch, no! Isit... is it serious?

Tmafraid it is.'

till cone right away. Where . . . 7

Tmsorry to tell you he's . . . he's dead, Ms Reynol ds.

He



was skiing the Lagal p and broke his neck.'

I
Chapter 16

Tony Ri zzoli watched her cone out of the bathroom naked,
and thought, Wiy do G eek wonen have such big asses?

She slid into bed beside him put her arms around hi mand
whi spered, 'I'mso glad you chose ne, poul aki. | wanted
you

fromthe first nonent | saw you.'

It was all Tony Rizzoli could do to keep from | aughi ng out
| oud. The bitch had seen too many B novi es.

"Sure,' he said. 'l feel the sane way, baby.'

He had picked her up at The New Yorker, a sleazy nightclub
on Kallari Street, where she worked as a singer. She was
what

the G eeks contenptuously called a gavyeezee skilo, a
bar ki ng

dog. None of the girls who worked at the club had tal ent
of

in their throats, anyway but

for a price, they were all

avail able to be taken hone. This one, Hel ena, was
noder at el y

attractive, with dark eyes, a sensuous face, and a full,
ri pe body.

She was twenty-four, a little old for Rizzoli's taste, but
he did

not know any | adies in Athens, and he could not afford to
be

choosy.

‘Do you |ike nme?" Hel ena asked coyly.

' Yeah. Ynpazzo about you.'

He began to stroke her breasts, and felt her nipples get
har d,

and squeezed.

" Quch!"’
' Move your head down, baby.'
She shook her head. 'l don't do that.'

Ri zzoli stared at her. 'Really?
The next instant, he grabbed her hair, and pulled.



Hel ena screaned. ' Parakal oT

Ri zzoli sl apped her hard across the face. 'Make one nore
sound and |I'Il break your neck.'

Ri zzoli dragged her face down between his |l egs. 'There he
I S,

baby. Make hi m happy.'

‘Let ne go,' she whinpered. 'You're hurting ne.'

Ri zzoli tightened his grip on her hair. 'Hey you're

crazy

about me renenber?

He let go of her hair, and she | ooked up at him her eyes
bl azi ng.

"You can go .
The 1 ook on his face stopped her. There was sonet hi ng
terribly

wong with this man. Why hadn't she seen it sooner?
"There's no reason for us to fight,' she said placatingly.
"You
and ne .
Hi s fingers dug into her neck. 'I'm not paying you for
conversation.'

H's fist smashed into her cheek. 'Shut up and go to

wor k. '

"OF course, sweetheart,' Helena whinpered. 'O course.'

Ri zzoli was insatiable, and by the tinme he was satisfied,
Hel ena

was exhausted. She lay at his side until she was sure he
was

asl eep, and then she quietly slipped out of bed and got
dr essed.

She was in pain. R zzoli had not paid her yet, and
ordinarily

Hel ena woul d have taken the noney fromhis wallet, plus a
handsonme tip for herself. But sonme instinct made her
decide to

| eave wi t hout taking any noney.

An hour later, Tony Rizzoli was awakened by a poundi ng
on the door. He sat up and peered at his wistwatch. It
was

four o'clock in the norning. He | ooked around. The girl
had

gone.

"Who is it? he called.



"It's your neighbor.
t el ephone

call for you.'

Ri zzoli rubbed a hand across his forehead. 'I'm com ng."'
He put on a robe and wal ked across the roomto where his
trousers were draped on the back of a chair. He checked
hi s

wallet. H's noney was all there. So, the bitch wasn't
stupid. He

extracted a hundred-dollar bill, wal ked over to the door
and

opened it.

H s nei ghbor was standing in the hallway in a robe and

sl i ppers.

"Do you know what tinme it is? he asked indignantly. 'You
told

The voice was angry. 'There's a

me . .

Ri zzoli handed himthe hundred-dollar bill. "I"'mterribly
sorry, "'

he said apologetically. 'I won't be long.'

The man swal | owed, his indignation gone. 'That's all
right. It

must be inportant for soneone to wake people up at four
o' cl ock

in the norning.'

Ri zzoli wal ked into the room across the hall and picked up
t he phone. '"Rizzoli.'

A voi ce said, 'You have a problem M Rizzoli.'

"Who is this?

' Spyros Lanmbrou asked nme to call you.'

"Oh.' He felt a sudden sense of alarm 'Wat's the
probl enf"

"It concerns Constantin Demris.'

"What about hi n?"

"One of his tankers, the Thele, is in Marseilles. It's
tied up at

the pier in the Bassin de |la G ande Joliette.'

' So?

"W've learned that M Demiris has ordered the ship

di verted

to Athens. It will be docking there Sunday norning, and
sai ling

Sunday night. Constantin Demiris plans to be on it when it
sails.'



" What ?"

‘He's running.'

"But he and | have a .
"M Lanbrou said to tell you that Demris is planning to
hi de

out in the United States until he can find a way to get
rid of you.'

The sneaky son-of-a-bitch! 'l see. Thank M Lanbrou for
me.

Tell himthanks very nuch.'

"It's his pleasure.’

Ri zzoli replaced the receiver.

"Is everything all right, M Rizzoli?

"What ? Yeah. Everything is great.' And it was.

The nore Rizzoli thought about the phone call, the nore
pl eased

he was. He had Constantin Demris running scared. That
woul d

make it a ot easier to handle him Sunday. He had two
days in

which to lay his plans.

Ri zzoli knew he had to be careful. He was being foll owed
wherever he went. Fucki ng Keystone Kops, Rizzoli thought
contenptuously. Wen the tine conmes, I'll dunp them

Early the follow ng norning, Rizzoli wal ked to a public

t el ephone

booth on Kifissias Street and dial ed the nunber of the

At hens State Miseum

In the reflection in the glass R zzoli could see a man

pr et endi ng

to look in a shop wi ndow, and across the street another
man in

conversation with a flower vendor. The two nen were part
of

the surveillance teamthat was covering him Good luck to
you, Rizzoli thought.

"OFfice of the curator. Can | hel p you?

"Victor? It's Tony.'

"I's anything wong?' There was sudden panic in Korontzis'
Voi ce.

"No," Rizzoli said soothingly. '"every thing' s fine.
Victor, you



know that pretty vase with the red figures on it?
' The Ka anphora.'
"Yeah. I'mgoing to pick it up tonight.'

There was a | ong pause. "Tonight? I... | don't know,
Tony.'

Korontzis' voice was trenbling. 'If anything should go
W ong . '

' Ckay, pal, forget it. T was trying to do you a favor. You
just tell Sal Prizzi you don't have the noney, and let him
do

what ever
"No, Tony. Wait. |I. . . 1 . . .' There was another pause.
Al

right.'

"You sure it's all right, Victor? Because if you don't
want to

do it, just say so, and I'll head back to the States,
where | don't

have problens like this. | don't need all this
aggravation, you

know. | can . '

"No, no. | appreciate everything you' re doing for ne,
Tony.

Really | do. Tonight will be fine.'

" Ckay then. When the nuseum cl oses, all you have to do is
substitute a copy for the real vase.'

"The guards check all packages out of here.’

"*So what? Are the guards sone kind of art experts?

"No. O course*not, but . . .'

"All right, Victor, listen to ne. You just get a bill of
sale for

one of the copies and stick it with the original in a
paper bag.

Do you under st and?

"Yes. 1... | understand. Were will we neet?

"We're not going to neet. Leave the museum at six o' clock.
There will be a taxi in front. Have the package wth you.
Tel |

the driver to take you to Hotel Grande Bretagne. Tell him
to

wait for you. Leave the package in the cab. Go into the
hot el

bar and have a drink. After that, go hone.'

'But the package .



"Don't worry. It will be taken care of.'

Victor Korontzis was sweating. 'l've never done anything
i ke
this, Tony. |I've never stolen anything. Al ny life . '

"I know,' Rizzoli said soothingly. 'Neither have I
Renmenber,

Victor, I'mtaking all the risks, and | don't get a thing
out of it.'

Korontzis' voice broke. 'You' re a good friend, Tony. The
best

friend I ever had.' He was winging his hands. 'Do you
have any

| dea when | will get ny noney?

"Very soon,' Rizzoli assured him 'Once we pull this off,
you

won't have any nore worries.' And neither will /, R zzol
t hought

exul tantly. Never again.

Two cruise ships were in the port of Piraeus that

af t ernoon and

consequently the nuseumwas filled with tourists. Usually
Vi ctor

Koront zis enjoyed studying them trying to guess what
their lives

were |ike. There were Anericans and British, and visitors
froma dozen other countries. Now, Korontzis was too panicky
to

t hi nk about them

He | ooked over at the two showcases where copies of the
antiquities were sold. There was a crowd around them and
the two sal eswonen were busily trying to keep up with the
demand.

Maybe they' ||l sell out, Korontzis thought hopefully, and
I

won't be able to go through with Rizzoli's plan. But he
knew he

was being unrealistic. There were hundreds of replicas
stored in

t he basenent of the nmuseum

The vase that Tony had asked himto steal was one of the
museuni s great treasures. It was fromthe fifteenth
century bc,

an anphora with red nythol ogical figures painted on a



bl ack

background. The last tinme Victor Korontzis had touched it
had

been fifteen years earlier when he had reverently pl aced
it inside

the case to be |locked up forever. And now I'mstealing it,
Koront zis thought m serably. God hel p ne.

Dazedl y, Korontzis went through the afternoon, dreading
t he

nonment when he woul d becone a thief. He went back to his
of fice, shut the door, and sat down at his desk, filled
W th despair.

/| can't do it, he thought. There has to be sone ot her way
out .

But what? He could think of no way to raise that kind of
noney.

He could still hear Prizzi's voice. You'll give ne that
noney

tonight, or I"'mgoing to feed you to the fish. Do you
under st and? The nman was a killer. No, he had no choi ce.
A few m nutes before six, Korontzis canme out of his

of fice.

The two wonen who sold replicas of the artifacts were

begi nni ng
to | ock up.
"Signom ,' Korontzis called. "Afriend of mne is having a

birthday. | thought 1'd get himsonething fromthe
museum '

He wal ked over to the case and pretended to be studying
it.

There were vases and busts, chalices and books and maps.
He

| ooked t hem over as though trying to decide which to
choose.

Finally, he pointed to the copy of the red anphora. 'I
think he'd

| i ke that one.'
"I"'msure he wll,
t he

case and handed it to Korontzis.

"Could | have a receipt, please?

"Certainly, M Korontzis. Wuld you like ne to gift-wap
this

t he woman said. She renpved it from



for you?

"No, no,' Korontzis said quickly. 'You can just throw it
in a

bag.'

He watched her place the replica in a paper bag and put

t he

jjtreceipt inside. 'Thank you.'

"I hope your friend enjoys it.'

"I"'msure he will." He took the bag, his hands trenbling,
and

“wal ked back to Hs office.

He | ocked the door, then renoved the imtation vase from
the one bag and placed it on his desk. It's not too |ate,
Koront zi s t hought.

| / haven't committed any crinme yet. He was in an agony of
[,indecision. A series of terrifying thoughts ran through
his head. a / could run away to another country and abandon
ny wfe and ' children. O | could commt suicide. | could go
to the police and Lfell them|I'm being threatened. But when
the facts cone out | wll

be ruined. No, there was no way out. |If he did not pay the
noney

he owed, he knew that Prizzi would kill him Thank God, he
t hought, for ny friend Tony, Wthout him 1 would be a
dead

man.

He | ooked at his watch. Tinme to nove. Korontzis rose to
hi s

‘r'feet, his legs unsteady. He stood there, taking deep

br eat hs,

trying to calmhinself. H's hands were wet with
perspiration.

A . He wiped themon his shirt. He put the replica back in
t he paper

fl bag, and noved toward the door. There was a guard

stati oned

| at the front door who left at six, after the nuseum

cl osed, and

"i ftnot her guard who nmade the rounds, but he had half a
dozen

roons to cover. He should be at the far end of the nuseum
NOW.

Korontzis wal ked out of his office, and bunped into the
guard.



He gave a guilty start.

' Excuse me, M Korontzis. | didn't know you were stil
here."'

"Yes. |... I"'mjust getting ready to | eave.'

"You know,' the guard said admringly, 'l envy you.' If he
only knew. 'Really? Wy?

"You know so nmuch about all these beautiful things. | walk
around here and | ook at themand they're all pieces of

hi story,

aren't they? | don't know much about them WMaybe sone day
you could explain themto ne. | really . '

The damm fool would not stop talking. 'Yes, of course.
Sone

day. | would be happy to.' At the other end of the room
Korontzis coul d see the cabinet containing the precious
vase. He

had to get rid of the guard.

"There . . . there seens to be a problemw th the alarm
circuit
in the basenent. Wuld you check it out?

"Sure. | understand that sone of the things here date back
to . '

"Woul d you m nd checking it out now? | don't want to | eave
before I know that everything is all right.'

"Certainly, M Korontzis. I'Il be right back.’

Vi ctor Korontzis stood there, watching the guard nove

t hrough the hall, heading toward the basenent. The nonent
he

was out of sight, Korontzis hurried over to the case
cont ai ni ng

the red anphora. He took out a key, and thought, I'm

real ly

going to do it. I'mgoing to steal it. The key slipped out
of his

fingers, and clattered to the floor. Is this a sign? Is
CGod telling

me sonet hi ng? Perspiration was pouring out of him He bent
down and picked up the key, and stared at the vase. It was
SO



utterly exquisite. It had been made with such |oving care
by his

ancestors, thousands of years ago. The guard was right; it
was a

pi ece of history, sonmething that could never be repl aced.

Korontzis shut his eyes for an instant and shuddered. He

| ooked around to nmake sure no one was watching, then

unl ocked

the case and carefully lifted out the vase. He renoved the
replica

fromthe paper bag and placed it in the case where the
genui ne

one had stood.

Korontzis stood there, studying it a nonent. It was an
expert

reproduction but to himit screaned Fake. It was so
obvious. But only to nme, Korontzis thought, and to a few
ot her experts. No one else could ever tell the difference.
And there woul d be

no reason for anyone to examine it closely. Korontzis

cl osed the

case and | ocked it, and put the genuine vase in the paper
bag

Wi th the receipt.

He took out a handkerchi ef and wi ped his face and hands.
It

was done. He | ooked at his watch. Six ten. He had to
hurry. He

noved toward the door and saw the guard com ng toward him

"I couldn't find anything wong with the alarmsystem M
Korontzis and . '

'Good,' Korontzis said. 'We can't be too careful.'’
The guard smled. 'You' re right about that. Leaving now?

"Yes. Goodni ght.'



' Good night.'

The second guard was at the front door, getting ready to
| eave.

He noticed the paper bag and grinned. 'I'm going to have
to

check that out. Your rules.'

"OF course,' Kdtontzis said quickly. He handed the bag to
t he

guard.

The guard | ooked inside, took out the vase and saw t he
recei pt.

"It's a gift for a friend,' Korontzis explained. 'He's an
engineer.' Wiy did | have to say that? \Wat does he care! |
nmust act

nat ur al

"Nice.' The guard tossed the vase back into the bag, and
for

one terrible instant Korontzis thought it was going to

br eak.

Korontzis clutched the bag to his breast. 'Kalispehra.'
The guard opened the door for him 'Kalispehra.'

Korontzis went out into the cool night air, breathing
heavi | y

and fighting nausea. He had sonething worth mllions of
doll ars

in his hands, but Korontzis did not think of it in those
terns.

What he was thinking was that he was betraying his
country,

stealing a piece of history fromhis bel oved Greece and
selling

It to sone facel ess foreigner.

He started down the steps. As Rizzoli had prom sed, there
was a taxi waiting in front of the nuseum Korontzis noved
toward it, and got in. 'Hotel Grande Bretagne,' he said.
He sl unped back in his seat. He felt beaten and exhaust ed,
as though he had just been through sone terrible battle.
But

had he won or |ost?

When the taxi pulled up in front of Hotel G ande Bretagne,
Korontzis said to the driver, 'Wait here, please.' He took
a | ast

| ook at the precious package on the back seat, then got



out and

qui ckly wal ked into the | obby of the hotel. Inside the
door he

turned and watched. A nman was entering the taxi. A nonent
later it sped away.

So. It was done. |I'Il never have to do anything like this
again, Korontzis thought. Not as long as | live. The
nightmare i s over.

At three o' clock Sunday afternoon, Tony Rizzoli wal ked
out of

his hotel and strolled toward the Platia Omwnia. He was
weari ng

a bright red check jacket, green trousers and a red beret.
Two

detectives were trailing him One of themsaid, 'He nust
have

gone shopping for those clothes at a circus.'

At Metaxa Street, Rizzoli hailed a taxi. The detective
spoke

into his wal kie-tal kie. 'The subject is getting into a

t axi headi ng

west . '

A voice replied, 'W see him W're following. Return to
t he

hotel .'

"Ri ght .

An unmar ked grey sedan pulled in behind the taxi, keeping
a

di screet distance. The taxi headed south, past
Monastiraki. In

the sedan the detective seated next to the driver picked
up the

hand m crophone.

"Central. This is Unit Four. The subject is in a taxi.
It's driving

down Philhellinon Street . . . Wait. They just turned
right

at Peta Street. It |ooks |like he's headed for the Pl aka.
Ve

mght lose himin there. Can you have a detail follow him
on

f oot ?'

"Just a mnute, Unit Four.' A few seconds l|later, the radio



crackl ed back to life. "Unit Four. W have assistance
avai | abl e.

If he gets off at the Plaka, he'll be kept under
surveill ance."

‘Kal a. The subject is wearing a red check jacket, green
trousers

and a red beret. He's hard to mss. Wait a mnute. The
taxi is

stopping. He's getting out at the Pl aka.'

"We'l|l pass on the information. He's covered. You're
cl ear.

Qut .’

At the Plaka, two detectives were watching as the man

ener ged

fromthe taxi.

"Where the hell did he buy that outfit? one of the

det ecti ves

wonder ed al oud.

They cl osed in behind himand began to follow himthrough
the crowded naze of the old section of the city. For the
next

hour he strolled aimessly through the streets, wandering
past

tavernas, bars, souvenir shops and small art galleries. He
wal ked

Anaphi oti ka and stopped to browse at a flea market filled
w th swords, daggers, mnuskets, cooking pots, candl esti cks,
oi |

| anps and bi nocul ars.

"What the hell is he up to?

"It looks like toe's just out for an afternoon stroll.
Hold it.

There he goes.'

They followed as he turned into Aghi ou Geronda and headed
for Xinos restaurant. The two detectives stood outside, at
a

di stance, watchi ng hi morder.

The detectives were beginning to get bored. 'l hope he
makes

a nove soon. |I'd like to go hone. | could use a nap.'
‘Stay awake. If we lose him N colino will have our ass.'

"How can we | ose hinf? He stands out |i ke a beacon.'
The other detective was staring at him



"What ? Wha