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         For Dorothy Kaiser… simply a lovely lady.

      


      A special thanks to my editor, Susan Sandler.


	  Warm. Gracious. Intelligent.


   

      


            

            Chapter 1



      IT WAS WELL PAST MIDNIGHT when she saw the light in the upstairs bedroom go out, leaving the house dark.

      


      By that time she had been waiting almost two hours in the deeper part of the surrounding woods, and she would probably wait

         another hour before going in. Since she had been waiting eighteen years for what lay just ahead, these last few hours only

         added to the anticipation, to the excitement, and to the fear and trembling.

      


      She sat with her back to a tree, feeling the damp earth beneath her and the roughness of the bark through the fabric of her

         shirt. The night was warm, with little wind. Patches of mist drifted from the Bay of Salerno off to the west. In the distance,

         she saw the lights of a late plane starting its final descent toward Naples.

      


      When the lights disappeared, her hand went to the automatic she carried inside the belt of her slacks. She fingered its butt,

         trigger guard, and safety for perhaps the fifth time in the past half hour. It was the only visible sign of her nervousness.

      


      Then she just sat holding the gun in both hands like a supplicant making an offering to a god she could not see but, she knew

         with absolute certainty, was out there someplace.

      


      Her name was Kate Dinneson.


      Kate made her move at a quarter to two, rising up out of the woods and silently approaching the rear of the house. As she

         walked, the slender, delicately put together young woman 

         in dark shirt, slacks, and gloves slipped on an equally dark ski mask.

      


      The mask was her tacit admission of uncertainty. It was the only sign she gave, even to herself, that she wasn’t totally committed

         to any single course of action.

      


      She had done a dry run earlier, while it was still light, so she knew exactly where the wires, alarm, and points of entry

         were. Now, working deftly, she neutralized the system in five minutes. Still, when she had finished her face was damp under

         the mask and her throat was stiflingly dry.

      


      The few tools she needed were in a small canvas belt bag. She used a glass cutter and rubber suction cup to let herself in

         through a basement window.

      


      Inside, she used a pinpoint flash to find the smooth stone stairs and reached the first floor without a sound.


      Turning off her light, she stood in the translucent dark of the entrance hall, letting her eyes pick out the shape and placement

         of things. She drew the automatic from her belt, flicked off the safety, and climbed the curving flight of steps to the second-floor

         landing.

      


      Their bedroom was directly ahead, the door open. They slept curled together in a wash of blue starlight. A nightgown was tossed

         across a chair. The sheet lay partly on the floor. A pistol lay on the night table near Peter Walters’s side of the bed. She

         knew it would have to be taken care of at once. Walters’s first move on waking would be pure reflex, and she didn’t want to

         have to shoot him in response.

      


      Kate reached the gun in two silent steps, slipped it into her belt, and backed off. Then she switched on a small lamp and

         waited.

      


      Peter Walters’s eyelids stirred, fluttered briefly, and opened. They were the only part of him that moved.


      He looked at the slender, masked figure pointing an automatic at his head. Shifting his glance, he did not see the gun that

         he always kept on the table beside him.

      


      Still watching the girl, he reached for and found his wife’s hand. He pressed it to wake her as gently as possible.


      “Peg?” he said. “We have company.”


      

         His voice, too, was gentle. He spoke in unaccented English. Although he and his wife had been living in Positano for twenty-seven

         years, they were American.

      


      Peggy Walters came awake. Her eyes blinked against the light and she gasped as she saw the masked, dark-clothed figure pointing

         a gun. Then she just lay there, gripping her husband’s hand.

      


      “Who are you?” Walters asked in Italian.


      Kate Dinneson swallowed twice. “I’m the daughter of Angelo and Patty Falanga.”


      Her answer, also in Italian, contained the exact words she had imagined herself saying for as long as she could remember.


      Walters stared at the knitted fabric of her mask.


      “In case it’s slipped your mind,” Kate said, “eighteen years ago last month you killed them.”


      “Who told you I was the one who did it?” Walters asked.


      “Someone who obviously knew.”


      Walters was silent.


      “Do you deny it?”


      “Would you believe me if I did?”


      “No.”


      He sighed and slowly shook his head. “It took you eighteen years to get here?”


      “I found out it was you only ten days ago.”


      “And now all you want is to kill me?”


      “If that was all I wanted, you would be dead right now.”


      “What else do you want?”


      “To hear your side. If you have one.”


      “You mean and then you’ll kill me?”

      


      Kate Dinneson said nothing.


      Walters glanced at his wife, who lay white-faced yet composed under the sheet beside him. He was still holding her hand. Then

         he looked once more at Kate’s eyes. “May I take my cigarettes and lighter?”

      


      “Very carefully.”


      He lifted them from the night table and lit up.


      Watching, her gun leveled, Kate pulled over a straight-backed chair and eased into it. Despite herself, her legs were 

         trembling. She was working hard to remain calm, cool, controlled, wishing she could be dispassionate and afraid she never

         would be.

      


      “So what did this person, this someone who supposedly knew, tell you about me?” Peter Walters asked.


      He was sitting up in bed now, smoking. The sheet had slipped away from his naked upper body, and Kate saw an incredible number

         of welted puncture scars scattered across his chest, abdomen, sides, and arms. Some were from bullets and shrapnel. Others

         were from cutting blades. His life history, she thought.

      


      “He told me you had been a contract killer for the United States Central Intelligence Agency. That you did work for them all

         over Europe. Do you deny that?”

      


      “No. That’s true.”


      “He told me you shot my mother and father in cold blood. He said you killed them as they were coming out to surrender, unarmed,

         with their hands over their heads.”

      


      Kate Dinneson felt oddly numb. She wondered what had become of all the anger she had been storing up and carrying for so many

         years. This man had robbed her of a lifetime of love. He had stolen her mother and father. He had murdered them, along with

         all the good things that were supposed to come to her from them. Yet looking at him now, all she saw was a battered, aging

         man, the force in him long faded and gone. Beside him, his aging wife, who had yet to say a word, waited in silence for whatever

         was going to happen next.

      


      Peter Walters slowly shook his head. “That part is a lie. It wasn’t like that at all. I’m sure you’ve been told about your

         parents,” he said. “You must know who and what they were.”

      


      “I’ve been told and I’ve known all my life. Now I’m waiting to hear what you have to tell me about them.”

      


      Peggy Walters spoke for the first time. “You said all this was eighteen years ago. I can’t see your face but you must have

         been just a child. Whatever you’ve heard had to have come from others. Please. This isn’t fair.”

      


      Kate ignored her. “Go ahead,” she told Walters. “Talk to me.”


      

         “Your mother and father were the most deadly terrorists of their day,” said Walters. “They killed hundreds. Innocents. Is

         that what you knew about them?”

      


      “They fought for a cause. Sadly, there were sacrifices.”


      Walters looked at the ceiling and the walls. “I saw some of those sacrifices. Have you ever seen pieces of children? And as for my killing your parents in cold blood, that just wasn’t so. They came out shooting from behind a

         white flag after promising to give themselves up. Three of my scars are from their bullets.”

      


      This was the version Kate had grown up with, this legend of her mother and father choosing a martyr’s death over a prison

         cell. She had heard the new story from the one man who had finally been able to name Peter Walters as her parents’ killer.

         The romantic in her preferred the original. She preferred it, too, because if she did accept it, she would not feel so compelled

         to make payment.

      


      “Why should I believe you?” she said. “Staring into the muzzle of a gun, you would say anything.”


      “I wasn’t alone when it happened. I had two men as backup. One of them used a camera to record what was supposed to be a peaceful

         surrender. They were both killed when your parents came out blazing at us with machine pistols. But I do have a couple of

         pictures of how it was.”

      


      Kate was silent. Peggy Walters stirred in bed, pulling her attention.


      “She’s not here to look at your pictures,” Peggy told her husband. “She’s just here to shoot you.”


      “Where are they?” Kate asked.


      “In a wall safe behind that mirror. If you let my wife out of bed she’ll open it for you.”


      Kate saw the mirror hanging over a dresser on Peter Walters’s side of the bed. The pictures might or might not be in the safe,

         but there would certainly be a gun waiting there.

      


      “What’s the combination?” she asked.


      “Twice around to the right to four… left to ten… right to six.”


      “Here’s what I want you to do,” said Kate. “I want you to 

         carefully get out of bed, take the mirror off the wall, and open the safe without putting a hand inside. All right?”

      


      “Yes.”


      “Then I want you back in bed with your hands on your head while I look at the pictures.” Kate paused. “If there are any pictures.”

      


      Peter Walters was silent.


      “Are they the only pictures in the safe?” Kate Dinneson asked him.


      “Yes.”


      “Why did you save just them? What made my parents so special?”


      “Because they killed two of my men and almost killed me. Because no one else ever made me look that stupid, and I didn’t want

         to forget it.”

      


      Kate stared at him. He might be telling the truth. Some of the tightness went out of her chest and her breathing.


      “All right. You can get out of bed and open the safe.”


      “I’m naked.”


      “I’ll try not to get too excited,” Kate said.


      He did not smile. Moving with care, Walters got out of bed, lifted the mirror off the wall, and worked the exposed safe’s

         dial until Kate heard a click.

      


      “That’s it,” she said. “I’ll take it from here. Now just get back into bed and put your hands on your head.”


      Kate watched as he followed her instructions.


      “You too,” she told his wife. “Hands on your head.”


      “Are you also going to shoot me?” asked Peggy Walters. “Or just my husband?”

      


      Kate Dinneson stood up and looked at the woman. “Right now I’m not shooting anyone,” she said, and was half turning toward

         the safe even as she realized that the woman’s hands were still not on her head. One hand lay at her side, while the other

         remained where it had been all along. Somewhere beneath the sheet.

      


      Kate saw the slight narrowing of Peggy Walters’s eyes and the sudden look of terror on her face. When Kate saw her expression

         she was terrified too.

      


      

         The terror made her move, sent her diving off to the left an instant before a gun exploded under the sheet and its bullet

         whistled past her ear.

      


      Kate landed on her shoulder and rolled, not holding still for the second shot, which ricocheted off the tile floor. She spun

         about until she was able to lift her gun and get off a couple of shots of her own, just barely glimpsing the woman’s face

         over the barrel, seeing her eyes widen now as she sat up in bed, holding her suddenly visible pistol with both hands until

         her face and eyes seemed to dissolve in a red haze.

      


      Then her husband appeared in her place, his naked body riding the air in a flat-out leap, his hands reaching for Kate’s automatic.

         His mouth was wide open, yelling something Kate could not understand.

      


      She squeezed off just one shot, all she had time for, as Peter Walters’s full weight took her squarely in the chest. Kate

         fought for breath and they lay there like exhausted lovers.

      


      Straining, Kate worked herself free. Walters’s unseeing eyes were open. Bright arterial blood spurted from a hole in the left

         side of his chest.

      


      My one shot.

      


      Kate looked across the bed and saw Peggy Walters lying on her back, her face a scarlet mask. Still in one hand was the pistol

         that had started it all. Kate struggled up from the floor, took the woman’s wrist, and felt for a pulse that was no longer

         there.

      


      I didn’t want it this way.

      


      She held her forehead for a moment, trying to calm herself. Then she went to the safe that she had turned toward only moments

         before and pulled open the steel door.

      


      An automatic lay right in front. The safety was off and it was ready to be fired. At least she had been right about that.

         As for the alleged photographs, they were probably nothing but a ploy to let Walters or his wife grab the gun, whirl, and

         blow her away.

      


      Kate Dinneson looked anyway, foraging through half a dozen envelopes until she finally opened one and found herself staring

         at pictures of her mother and father.

      


      Surprise.

      


      

         There were, indeed, two pictures. They were both enlargements, taken from good negatives, so that the details were clear and

         without distortion.

      


      How young they were, Kate thought, and saw them dashing side by side, machine pistols blazing during what would soon turn

         out to be the final seconds of their lives. She saw their sun-bronzed skin, and their white teeth bared in grins that were

         not really grins at all, but frightening grimaces in the face of certain death.

      


      Kate wondered what they were thinking during these last seconds before all thinking stopped. Or had they reached the point

         where they were functioning purely on instinct?

      


      I wish I could talk to you, she told them. I wish I had been older when you were with me. I wish I had known you better.

      


      What she knew now was that Peter Walters had been telling the truth. He had not shot her mother and father in cold blood while

         they were coming out to surrender, unarmed, with their hands over their heads.

      


      Why had Walters’s wife made that crazy move with her gun and gotten them both killed?


      Had she perhaps not known about the pictures and thought her husband was just bluffing? Or had she expected that she and Walters

         would be shot anyway, so what was there to lose?

      


      Too bad.


      Because this slight, masked young woman knew very well by now that if she had not been driven to it, she would never have

         shot anyone at all here tonight.

      


      Kate Dinneson lifted the ski mask from her sweated face and took a long, hard look at what she had done.


      She felt a chill, and an emptiness, and the total silence of the house. With all her long-held dreams of vengeance, these

         two were the first human lives she had ever been responsible for taking.

      


      It was very different from fantasy.


      Dear God, yes.


      Have you ever seen pieces of children? Walters had asked.

      


      Well, no. She hadn’t. Nor did she ever want or intend 

         to. Whatever her parents had believed and done had nothing to do with her. They had lived and died marching to their own particular

         drummer. She was still straining to hear the first, faint beat of hers.

      


      There was nothing more for her here, but Kate could not bring herself to leave. As though tangled in the shrouds of those

         she had killed, she seemed to lack the will to tear loose. What else did she want from them? Absolution? If it was a joke,

         she was not laughing. All she did was replace the pictures, lock the safe, and cover it with the mirror.

      


      In the end, Kate Dinneson turned on her tiny light and began drifting through the house like a restless spirit. She went downstairs

         and walked the rooms of the newly dead. Chancing on a collection of family photographs, she stopped to punish herself with

         them. Along with happily smiling pictures of Peggy and Peter Walters were shots of an unsmiling, dark-haired little boy. More

         pictures followed of the same boy grown older. And older still. Until he evolved into a tall, lean, striking young man with

         dark, deep-set eyes and a haunting stare. He still had the same determined solemnity, as if not even the camera could coax

         him into the faintest of smiles.

      


      On a wall beside the photographs hung a strongly brushed oil painting of the same young man. It evidently was a self-portrait

         since he was shown holding a palette and brushes. Scrawled in English across the bottom of the canvas was an inscription:

         For Mom and Dad—with love—Paulie.

      


      I’ve orphaned him, Kate realized.

      


      So he was an artist, as his father apparently had been.


      A large, skylighted studio offered plenty of evidence. Canvases were scattered everywhere. Inasmuch as it was Peter Walters’s

         studio, almost all the paintings were his. But a few were signed by his son, Paulie. Once Kate noticed the first of these,

         the others stabbed at her.

      


      How many of this Paulie’s paintings were there? Three? Five? Seven? It didn’t matter. The message remained the same.


      Life was better than death, and peace was better than war.

      


      Yet death watched. So if you had a moment of joy, it was 

         better to conceal it. When your heart beat loudly with hope, you kept that as quiet as possible also.

      


      Curiously, although they were all war paintings, not a single dead body was visible in any of them. Yet it made a rare kind

         of sense. War was over for the dead. It existed only in the faces of the living, which was where Paulie Walters had looked

         for it—in the eyes and mouths of those in trouble, in the way flesh acted in grief and pain and shock. He had looked for it

         too, in the wounded reaching for each other, or giving comfort with the terrible tenderness people can show in the darkest

         places. He had found it even in those odd moments of laughter, in the rare joy that is the underside of the deepest anguish.

      


      Kate was stunned.


      How had someone so young learned so much?


      No wonder he looked so solemn.


      Kate Dinneson went back and stood once more in front of Paulie Walters’s unsmiling self-portrait. For several long moments

         she felt herself at the absolute center of his thoughts.

      


      I’m sorry about what I did to you here tonight, Kate told him. If I could change it, I would.

      


      She finally left his parents’ house shortly before dawn.


   

      


            Chapter 2



      PAULIE WALTERS WAS FOLLOWING a Serbian army staff car through mountains that had once been part of greater Yugoslavia, but whose current ownership was

         much less certain. He had been tailing the car for almost three hours, ever since it had left the military barracks in Banja

         Luka at two-thirty that morning. He was waiting for it to make its first rest stop.

      


      Only one road ran through this part of the mountains, which allowed Paulie to maintain a good, safe tailing distance of close

         to two kilometers. Also, he had the added advantage of knowing exactly where the staff car was going. This in itself let him

         feel relaxed enough to watch the sky beginning to lighten in the east.

      


      It was beautiful country even in the dark, with a deep blue haze over the summits, and the shadows falling to purple between

         some of the lower pine-covered slopes. Normally, Paulie Walters would have been enjoying the purity of the air while imagining

         how he would paint what he saw. He called it mind-painting, something his father had taught him when he was five years old.

         But right now his thoughts were on more pressing things.

      


      At best, the operation was risky, delicately balanced. Orders had come straight from the top out of Langley, Virginia, and

         once Tommy Cortlandt himself was involved, Paulie never argued or tried to second-guess him. In a line of work where trust

         and honesty were in depressingly short supply, he had never known the director to disappoint. Still, given a 

         choice, this was one job Paulie would have been just as happy to pass on.

      


      His orders were to either set a man free of those holding him or, failing that, to kill him. Perhaps worst of all, the man

         in question, Stefan Tutsikov, was one of the few out here in this Balkan charnel house who was on the side of the angels.

      


      Even Cortlandt had been sympathetic. “I don’t like having to stick you with this one,” the director had told him. “But I know

         of no one else I’d trust it to, or who could do it as well.”

      


      Unabashed flattery. Yet Paulie had felt himself respond like Pavlov’s dog. Tommy Cortlandt’s face had offered more than his

         words. It always did. That marvelous face, with its ice-blue eyes and the look of a born conspirator.

      


      Paulie Walters had never met Stefan Tutsikov, and he had seen him only a few times from a distance. He thought of him now

         sitting in that Serbian staff car with four armed guards, and he wondered what he was thinking. All things considered, Paulie

         knew his chances of getting Tutsikov away from his guards alive were depressingly small.

      


      Unfortunate.


      Unlike most of the other political leaders in the area, Stefan Tutsikov was neither foolish, angry, self-serving, nor simply

         bent on age-old ethnic revenge and murder. That covert American support had been behind him had nothing to do with how Paulie

         felt. The man was just good. To abandon him to the certain torture and death that awaited him in Belgrade would be a lot crueler

         to Tutsikov and far more deadly to those he would surely betray under electric prodding than any bullets Paulie might have

         to pump into him.

      


	  The pink glow of dawn was spreading over the mountains as Paulie Walters rounded a curve and saw the staff car’s brake lights

         brighten in the distance at one of the irregularly spaced rest stops along the road. It consisted of a low, rustic building

         with washrooms and a few scattered picnic tables and benches. Drawing closer, Paulie saw three huge trailer trucks lined up

         in the parking area: he assumed the drivers were asleep in their cabs.

      


      

         Reaching under the passenger seat, he lifted out the blue-steel machine pistol he favored when the odds were this much against

         him.

      


      He slowed as he made his approach on a long descending grade. The pines stood tall and dark on both sides; the sky was cloudless

         and getting lighter and redder above.

      


      All four guards got out of the car and entered the building with their prisoner. Pretty stupid as far as good security went,

         thought Paulie, but that much better for him. Tutsikov had walked in with his hands behind his back, so he was handcuffed.

      


      Cutting off the motor, Paulie rolled the last hundred meters and quietly came up alongside the staff car. He heard voices

         and laughter from inside the rest room. He glanced off to the right where the three tractor-trailers were parked. Nothing

         moved.

      


      Setting the machine gun on full automatic, Paulie draped the sling around his neck and got out of the car. He took a sheathed

         hunting knife from his belt and ripped open two of the staff car’s tires. Then he entered the rest room.

      


      A pale white light froze the guards and their captive into a tableau.


      Three of the guards stood at the urinals, their backs to Paulie. The fourth guard and Stefan Tutsikov were off to one side,

         with the guard busy unlocking his prisoner’s handcuffs.

      


      “Nobody move.” Paulie Walters spoke more than rudimentary Serbo-Croatian.


      They turned to look at him. One of the soldiers at the urinals was smoking a cigarette and it dropped from his mouth. They

         all wore holstered sidearms. The only naked gun was in Paulie’s hands. He saw that Tutsikov was free of his handcuffs.

      


      “Come over here beside me,” he told him. “The rest of you, facedown on the floor.”


      The four guards glanced around at one another. No one wanted to be the first to do it.


      Paulie leveled his machine pistol at the three in front of the urinals. “You guys really want to die with your little pretties

         in your hands?”

      


      

         They dropped facedown on the floor together. The fourth soldier quickly followed.

      


      “Get their pistols,” Paulie told Tutsikov. “Be careful. Don’t get between them and my gun.”


      Paulie watched as Tutsikov did as instructed. Every one of these soldiers more than half expected a bullet in the back of

         his head.

      


      I hope they don’t make me kill them.

      


      He waited until Stefan Tutsikov had collected all the guards’ weapons. Then, moving swiftly, he reversed his machine gun and

         swung its butt against the back of each of the four heads lined up on the floor.

      


      Paulie checked. They were all unconscious. No great joy, but better than dead.


      “Let’s go,” he told Tutsikov.


      Outside, Paulie stopped to rip the phone out of the staff car. The three parked rigs were still quiet. Moments later the two

         men were on the road and picking up speed.

      


      Stefan Tutsikov kept looking behind them.


      “You don’t have to worry,” said Paulie, speaking English now. “I cut their tires before I went in.”


      Tutsikov spoke for the first time. “I was sure you were going to kill them.”


      “I didn’t have to.”


      “They would have killed you. And worse.”

      


      “I know.”


      Tutsikov stared at Paulie Walters. “Who are you?”

      


      “One of your American admirers.”


      The political leader gazed off at the growing lightness of the sky. “I know what you saved me from. I’m grateful.”


      Paulie drove in silence.


      “Would you have shot me if you couldn’t get me away from them?”


      “Of course.”


      “I thank you for that, too.”


      Less than an hour later, in response to a coded signal from Paulie’s radio phone, an unmarked helicopter picked them up in

         a small clearing not far from the Serbian town of Kula.

      


      

         Four hours after that, Stefan Tutsikov was aboard a U.S. Air Force flight from Rome to Washington.

      


      Paulie Walters, after being dropped off in Naples and reporting to Tommy Cortlandt by secure telephone, headed home to Ravello

         along the Amalfi coast. Nearing Positano in the early afternoon he turned off the main road to stop at his parents’ house

         for a brief visit.

      


      Paulie had been born and raised in the house, a white, flat-roofed, Moorish-style villa in the green mountains overlooking

         the Bay of Salerno.

      


      Waking in the morning, his first sight of the day for much of his life had been Ulysses’ fabled Rocks of the Sirens, rising

         out of the water about a mile offshore. He had painted the scene many times. This afternoon, the rocks stood golden and shining

         in a glassy sea.

      


      Paulie saw the two cars in the parking area, so he knew that both his parents were home. Climbing the long, steep path through

         the rock garden, he felt the more than thirty-six hours he had gone without sleep.

      


      When no one answered his knock, Paulie Walters opened the door with his own key and went in.


      “Anyone home?”


      He called out first in English, then in Italian.


      Entering his father’s studio, he saw the current canvas on an easel. No paint-filled brushes were in sight, which meant his

         father had not been painting today.

      


      Paulie was curious, not concerned. Nothing appeared out of order. Friends sometimes stopped by to pick up his parents for

         a day out on their boat or whatever. More than anything, he was disappointed at their not being home to greet him.

      


      He took a cold beer from the refrigerator and sat down with it at the kitchen table.


      His day and a half without sleep suddenly hit him again, and he knew he was not about to get behind the wheel for another

         hour of driving to Ravello.

      


      Pushing out of his chair, Paulie Walters started up the stairs. The idea of a nap in his old bed seemed very appealing.


      

         The thought never got further than that.

      


      All he saw at first were his father’s bare arms.


      They were on the floor.


      Reaching.


      Paulie breathed the coppery smell of blood.


      He entered his parents’ room and saw it all, saw it in that mix of color and black and white that happens in only the worst

         of nightmares.

      


      Eyes closed, he knelt on the floor hugging himself with both arms, rocking gently.


      The room itself was quiet, but the air was smeared with silent screams. They were all he heard.


      Time had passed, yet he had not really looked closely at his parents. He knew he had to now, and he had always done what was

         required of him.

      


      Paulie looked at his mother first, where she lay on the bed. A revolver was in her hand, and at a quick glance a stranger

         might have thought she had shot her husband and then taken her own life. Paulie knew better. He saw that his mother had been

         shot twice in the face, and that a third shot had splintered the bed’s headboard behind her.

      


      Knees shaking, Paulie approached his father slowly and with great care. He saw his naked body stretched out on the floor,

         facedown, both arms extended as in a dive. Only his old wounds were visible, no fresh ones. On the pale tile floor around

         him, an irregular red stain radiated out from under his chest.

      


      Insanely, Paulie placed two fingers on his father’s wrist, felt for a pulse, and silently called for a miracle.


      His father’s flesh was cold.


      There was no miracle.


      He stayed with them, turning his head from side to side, pretending he was looking for some tangible object. In truth, though,

         he was gasping through the fading afternoon light, smothering in the emptiness of the house.

      


   

      


            Chapter 3



      “HAVING SEX,” THOUGHT KATE DINNESON, was the wrong description for what they were doing. When one was engaged in this sort of carnal transaction with Nicko Vorelli,

         it had to come more under the heading of an art form.

      


      They were in the master bedroom suite of Nicko’s Sorrento villa, the blinds closed against the afternoon sun, a few pale,

         wavering rays still managing to break through. A bedside clock said it was just past four, which was something of a shock

         to Kate: imagine her cavorting in bed while the sun was still shining.

      


      But today was different. Today she was still fighting the mixture of panic and remorse she had carried away from the tragic

         episode the night before in Positano. She had rushed straight to the bed of Doctore Nicholas Vorelli for his unfailing expert therapy.

      


      Nicko was an expert. Not only in bed but in everything leading up to and surrounding it. Eroticism, he believed, could change disorder

         into harmony, fear into courage, despair into hope. Nicko should know. He had been living for all of fifty-four years—more

         than twice as long as she—and had become a practicing philosopher. He had learned that ruin came to flesh, inevitably, that

         time wore a person away bit by bit, and that all one faced was the void. So why not live life accordingly?

      


      Now, moving with him through one of those sweet, far places that transcended sex, Kate Dinneson felt lighter than 

         air, intensely alive. Nicko was still her mentor, still opening new avenues to her. Most important, he cherished and delighted

         in her, which he had been doing since she was seventeen, when she had all but forced her way into his bed and seduced him.

      


      Being cherished and delighted in by a rich and distinguished man was very comforting. Nicholas Vorelli was a widely respected

         doctor of political science whose theories and advice were eagerly sought after for astronomical fees by corporations, financial

         and political advisory services, and major governments at a time when the collapse of world Communism had opened great gaps

         in the geopolitical order, which chaos was threatening to fill.

      


      In addition, Nicko had a deft, clever way with people and was always being invited to parties at various embassies and famous

         town and country mansions. Kate often went with him to these gatherings, usually when there was a chance it might prove useful

         to her career as a features writer for several major news services.

      


      Attending these events, she sometimes found herself staring at celebrated guests and deciding she did not like their faces.

         They looked too much like the faces of small-town merchants, growing a little too fat, too sleek, too overcomfortable. Nicko

         had once asked, “What are you so busy looking at?”

      


      “The faces of our world leaders. I don’t like them.”


      He had smiled. “The trouble with you is, you’ve spent so much of your life looking at the dark underside of things, you don’t

         even know how the light at the top is supposed to look.”

      


      True enough. Yet it was just as true for Nicko. He had come out of some of the same dark places as she. Even darker. He had

         not been too far removed from her mother and father during the worst and bloodiest of their violence-filled days. Yet he had

         come out clean and seemingly untouched.

      


      Nicko was above her now, all sweet flowing warmth to her flesh. A rare greed shone in his eyes: he had that special 

         male look that said the world and everything in it was his. Kate knew she really was no part of it.

      


      A moment later she felt the sudden rushing, that wild blend of scent, sight, and movement. Then with a great urgency, she

         took hold of Nicko and felt him dissolve, and herself with him, as everything she had been holding back broke loose.

      


      They lay naked in the warm room, the sheets thrown off the bed. Nicko Vorelli’s face lay on Kate Dinneson’s breast.


      “All right, let’s hear about it.” Nicko spoke in Italian, although he could just as easily have spoken in English, German,

         French, or Spanish. Just as Kate could have understood him in any one of those languages.

      


      “Let’s hear about what?”


      “Whatever it was that drove you to this extraordinary hunger for me in the middle of an otherwise ordinary afternoon.”


      Kate was silent.


      Vorelli moved his head to look at her. “It’s that bad?”


      “I’m afraid so.”


      Getting out of bed, she padded barefoot and naked to the liquor cabinet and poured some brandy into two snifters. Then she

         handed one to Nicko, sat down on the edge of the bed, and sipped her drink. She stared dimly at the pleasantly familiar room,

         at its elegant antique lamps and period dressers, at its custom armoires and bed tables.

      


      “I shot a man and a woman last night,” she said quietly. “I didn’t really want to, though I did go to their house with a gun.

         The woman began shooting at me and I had to shoot back. When it was over, they both were dead.”

      


      Nicko Vorelli stared at her, obviously shocked.


      “Who knows about it?”


      ‘No one.”


      “No one saw you enter or leave their house?”


      “No. It was the middle of the night, and dark.”


      “What about fingerprints?”


      “I wore gloves and never took them off.”


      

         “Did you tell anyone you were going there?”

      


      Kate shook her head.


      “Could the man and woman have told someone you were coming?”


      “They never knew. I broke in while they were asleep.”


      “Who were they?”


      “Their names were Paul and Peggy Walters. He was the man who shot my parents, and she was his wife.”


      Nicko Vorelli’s eyes were troubled. “From Positano?”


      “You knew them?”


      “I know Walters was an artist. I know his wife ran a gallery right here in Sorrento.”


      “He was also a shooter for the CIA. Or did you know that too?”


      Nicko offered no answer. His silence alone was almost enough to convince Kate he knew.


      “I think you’d better tell me exactly what happened last night,” he said.


      Kate told him, her voice flat. The only thing she left out was what she had begun to consider her curious overreaction to

         the Walterses’ son, Paulie, and his paintings.

      


      When she finished, Nicko said, “How did you find out Walters killed your mother and father?”


      “A man named Klaus Logefeld told me.”


      “Who is he?”


      “He was one of the old leftist, anarchist crowd I used to trail after when I went to school for a while in Germany. He must

         be about fifteen years older than me and he used to fancy himself an intellectual revolutionary. Probably still does. My parents

         were his gods, and I was their little daughter. I keep running into him in different places where the overage ex-Reds cry

         in their beer together. The last time was ten days ago in Rome. That’s when he told me about my parents.”

      


      “Did he say how he knew Walters shot them?”


      “Just that a friend happened to mention it.”


      “What kind of friend?”


      “One who once did work for the CIA in Frankfurt.”


      

         “Why do you suppose your Klaus lied about your mother and father being unarmed when they were shot?”

      


      “Maybe he didn’t lie. Maybe that was what his friend told him.”


      “Or else it was his way of making sure you killed the Walterses.”


      “Why would that matter so much to him?”


      “I’ll tell you what I don’t like,” Nicko said. “Mostly, I don’t like this German wildman knowing you’ve just killed two people.

         Neither do I like everything leading up to it.”

      


      “Like what?”


      “Like God suddenly arranging for you to run into Klaus ten days ago in Rome. Like his friend just happening to mention that

         Walters killed your parents eighteen years ago. Like the facts somehow getting twisted into making you believe Walters was

         a cold-blooded murderer who deserved to die.”

      


      Nicko Vorelli palmed his brandy snifter in both hands. “Have you called Klaus to tell him what happened last night?’


      “No. I wanted to talk to you first. And I guess I just needed time.”


      He looked at her. “How are you now?”


      “Better. Don’t worry, Nicko. I’ll handle it.”


      “Where does Klaus live?” Nicko asked.


      “Rome.”


      “You have his phone number?”


      Kate nodded.


      “Do me a favor. Take a nice hot bath, get dressed, then call h m while I listen in. I want to hear how he handles it when

         you tell him what happened.”

      


      She had luxuriated in the skylighted marble bathroom many times before, but she had never gotten used to it.


      How could she?


      She had been the orphaned seven-year-old child of a pretty English terrorist mother and a zealous Italian terrorist father,

         the foster daughter of three sets of temporary parents in ter years, the perennial wearer of hand-me-down clothes, 

         and uncertain eater of irregular, not especially nutritious meals. She did not take easily to the trappings of wealth.

      


      Not that she had to put up with it all that often. Only when she was with Nicko, who took a far simpler approach to the entire

         subject. His credo was this: Once you’re past the basics, the only true purpose of money is to smooth out some of the bumps

         in living. Very little came smoother than the polished marble of the tub in which she lay.

      


      Still, there was no smoothing away the two deaths that should never have taken place. Yet if she had not been so well trained

         in violence by all those hard-edged revolutionaries who had raised her, she herself would be dead this minute.

      


      Nicko Vorelli was on an extension in the next room when Kate heard Klaus Logefeld answer in Rome.


      “It’s me,” she said.


      “I’ve been waiting to hear. Did it go well?”


      “For me. Not for them.”


      “You mean you killed both?”

      


      “It couldn’t be helped.”


      “There’s been nothing on the news,” said Klaus. “I guess they haven’t been found yet.”


      “I appreciate what you did, Klaus. I have been waiting forever for this.” Now she was following Nicko’s script.


      “Your mother and father were martyred heroes. You deserved your chance to put things right.”


      “Well, you’re the one who gave me the chance,” said Kate. “So if there’s ever anything I can do…”


      Kate played out her alleged gratitude for a few moments longer. When she finally hung up, Nicko came back into the room.


      “What do you think?” he asked.


      “I don’t like his having lied to me. But in the end I shot those two because Peggy Walters was trying to kill me, not because

         of Klaus’s lie. I’d say he’s harmless.”

      


      “He’s German, isn’t he?”


      “So?”


      

         “History says there’s no such thing as a harmless German.”

      


      “History doesn’t know about Klaus Logefeld.”


      “He’s that special?”


      “He’s eaten up with Nazi guilt. He wasn’t born until well after the Holocaust, but he’s still pouring its ashes over his head.”


      Kate looked at Nicko. “What’s your feeling?”

      


      “The same as always in such situations. It’s never good to leave any loose ends.”


      “No, Nicko.”


      “It’s the only way to be absolutely sure.”


      Kate’s face was set. “I said no. I’ve already killed two people I didn’t really want to kill. With Klaus, I’m sure enough.”


   

      


            Chapter 4



      IN ROME, KLAUS LOGEFELD was in his apartment on the Via Sistina, studying a sheet of contact prints with a large magnifying glass. He was going over

         the pictures for the third time, trying to decide which would be best to enlarge. With a fully equipped darkroom in the apartment,

         he had done all the developing and printing himself during the late afternoon. The blowups would be next.

      


      Klaus had used the latest in silent, high-tech cameras for the all-important shoot. Actually, he had used two cameras: one

         loaded with infrared film for shooting in the dark, the other holding film suitable for low-level artificial light. Both cameras

         were fitted with telephoto lenses. Because of the restrictive shooting conditions, he had been anxious about the possible

         results, particularly since clarity and detail were vital and there were no second chances. Judging from the contact prints,

         the enlargements would be giving him everything he needed.

      


      He reviewed the pictures in their proper sequence, starting with the first shots of Kate waiting in the midnight dark of the

         wood, then catching her as she stood up and headed toward the house, pulling on her mask. He had pictures of her breaking

         into the house through the basement window, but no more of her until she was upstairs in the Walterses’ bedroom, turning on

         a lamp and waiting for them to waken.

      


      At this point Klaus hit the switch on a small audiocassette, and the sound of Kate’s and the Walterses’ voices gave 

         sudden life to the pictures. Then there was the business of Peter Walters opening the safe, and his wife shooting at Kate,

         and all hell breaking loose as Kate finished them both from flat out on the floor.

      


      That is some little lady, thought Klaus Logefeld, as he wondered how many shooters could have succeeded with that kind of

         speed and accuracy.

      


      And there were the photographs of Kate removing the pictures of her parents from the safe, which was something for him to

         think about because she had never mentioned the pictures on the phone and even pretended not to know he had lied. Why?

      


      Then came the especially important photos of Kate with her mask off, but still in the bedroom with the two bodies, and the

         pictures of her wandering about the house and looking at all the Walters family photographs and paintings, and the total devastation

         on her face as she looked.

      


      Sorry, Kate, he thought, because he had never had anything but good feelings about Kate Dinneson and took no pleasure in having

         to use and deceive her like this. He had not been born devious. He believed himself to be essentially honest and straightforward

         by nature. It had taken a long, hard process of conditioning to change him.

      


      The process had begun in the dark of a Berlin movie theater when he was just twelve years old. It was the day Klaus saw a

         documentary showing the end of the Third Reich through the eyes of an advancing American tank battalion. The battalion’s lead

         units were the first to confront the evidence of what Corps Intelligence had designated only as Objective 3. Entrance had

         required no fighting. The SS guards had left the camp several hours before. Just the dead, the dying, and the walking skeletons

         greeted the Americans.

      


      At the end, the guards had evidently butchered an extra few thousand as a farewell gesture, but had not taken time to dispose

         of the bodies. The Germans were an efficient people, noted the narrator, and the killing had, typically, gone well. But body

         disposal was always a problem. Stripped naked, the corpses were stacked in piles, like cordwood. Occasional 

         sound and movement emanated from the piles, and the living had to be dug out.

      


      Throughout the film, Klaus maintained an air of careful reserve. He clung to it the way a shipwrecked sailor might cling to

         a piece of flotsam in a lonely sea. He was afraid to let it go. He did not know what might take its place. Not until several

         weeks later, when he had read and seen everything he could uncover on what the German people, his people, had called the final solution to the Jewish problem, did he find out. What came was a very fine and continuing madness.

      


      At the age of twelve, Klaus Logefeld was left with the cold certainty that nothing in his life was ever going to be as it

         had been before. All he could think of were the cordwood skeletons, and that it was Germans who had put them there, and that

         he was a German. He learned to control the feeling as he grew into adolescence, but it stayed with him. Finally he became disgusted.

         Why was he molesting himself with abstract issues of national guilt, of historical evil? He was no philosopher or priest.

         He was just a German with an aching soul. That was hardly a life’s work.

      


      Yet no one could say he had not been trying to turn it into just that. How? By becoming a schoolboy bomb-maker? A particular

         irony lay in that, too, since the bombs were always used for good causes.

      


      Human qualities still had to be cherished.


      They also had to be protected from the crazies.


      There were always the crazies.


      Their names and colors might change but they were always there.


      At one point Klaus might have become one of them, until he had very deliberately pulled a switch and changed a lot of things.


      Changed his name and identity.


      Changed his personal history.


      Changed his career path from revolutionary to establishment academic.


      Changed everything but his long-term goals.


      

         In the general nature of things, he sometimes thought wryly, that still left him pretty much of a crazy.

      


      Except, of course, to his own grandfather, a once celebrated, war-maimed hero of the Third Reich, who mockingly referred to

         him as Little Jesus, yet understood and cared about him as no one else ever had.

      


      Klaus still had the old scrapbook, reverently put together and passed on to him by his mother, that heralded his grandfather’s

         glory. Tempted to burn it a hundred times, he had kept it as a lesson and a reminder. His legacy. As if he could ever have

         forgotten the yellowed news clippings and photographs, especially the one picture that had shown Adolph Hitler himself hanging

         the Iron Cross around the neck of Major Helmut Schadt, whose hideously patched together face bore testimony to the heroic

         actions that had saved an entire Wehrmacht battalion from certain annihilation.

      


      It had become perhaps the most famous news picture of World War II, shamelessly exploited by all sides for their own purposes.

         Pathways of glory, leading straight to hell. For years, antiwar stamps and posters had carried that same silently scream ing

         face.

      


      Not only was his grandfather alive and remarkably well, but Klaus still loved him and carried him whole in his heart.


   

      


            Chapter 5



      THE ONLY WAY for Paulie to have prevented the public event that the funeral finally became was for him to have spirited away his parents’

         bodies in the middle of the night. He had not wanted to do that. His mother and father had lived on the Amalfi coast for twenty-seven

         years, he had been born here, and a lot of people cared about them. So he just let things take their course and tried to handle

         it as best he could.

      


      Circumstances made even that nearly impossible. With the unsolved double murder of a major artist and his wife sending the

         media into an instant feeding frenzy, with hundreds of the morbidly curious gridlocking the roads and plazas surrounding the

         church, police from several neighboring towns had to be called in simply to maintain order.

      


      Three big carabiniere, running interference, were required to get Paulie through the crush of reporters and photographers working the crowd as

         if they were at a championship sporting event. Inside the church it was much calmer, and Paulie was able to slide beneath

         the cool quiet that smelled of flowers and distance himself from the rest.

      


      He had already said his own good-byes; the performances taking place here meant nothing to him. Nor would they have meant

         anything to his parents, who, for as long as he had known them, had never gone inside a church to pray.

      


      So all this was only a charade—harmless enough, but false. Just as his parents’ names and much of their appearance were false,

         having been altered exactly twenty-seven years 

         ago to help keep them alive. Even these efforts had finally failed. The only unblemished truth about his mother and father,

         thought Paulie, was the feeling they had for each other.

      


      Lord, had they been in love.

      


      If there was anything at all fitting in how they had died, it was in their having died together. That part they might even

         have liked. It had been that way for them from the start.

      


      Imagine.

      


      A top American hit man is ordered to kill a beautiful young woman. He goes wild for her; instead of carrying out his contract,

         he fakes her death and carries her off to Italy.

      


      Try and match that one, Paulie thought, and for the first time he let anyone who might be watching see him cry.


      Among the watchers was Kate Dinneson.


      She was sitting off to the left of Paulie and one row back, so she was able to see his face. When he wept, so did she.


      Her reaction disgusted her. Cheap, guilty sentiment. For whom were her tears? Even worse was that she was there at all.


      What was it she wanted so desperately from this tall, spare, dark-eyed young man she had dressed in mourning?


      Absolution?


      He would never give it to her. If he gave her anything at all, it would be a bullet in the heart.


      The priest’s voice broke through to Paulie. Father Angelo had been his mother’s and father’s friend, not their priest. He

         recalled their coming to Positano from the United States almost thirty years ago, raising their son here and never leaving.

         He spoke of the many friends they had made in their adopted land, and of their contributions to its culture. Peter through

         his painting, Peggy through her gallery. He celebrated their warmth and kindness, their devotion to their son and one another,

         their generous giving to those in need.

      


      From the aging, gentle-voiced Father Angelo, all these overworked platitudes took on a sweet melancholy for Paulie. He found

         them a welcome contrast to the almost two days of sharp questioning from a no-nonsense lieutenant of carabinierisent down from Naples. His name was Spadero, and he was far from your friendly, deferential, neighborhood policeman. He was

         not one to fool around with a bedroom double murder in which a sophisticated security system was effectively neutralized,

         a house was broken into, and nothing apparently was stolen.

      


      Lieutenant Spadero was finally able to punch up enough computer printouts from Rome, Washington, New York, and Interpol to

         learn that besides being a celebrated artist, the man who had lived for almost thirty years in Positano as Peter Walters had

         lived an earlier life in the United States as a high-level mob assassin named Vittorio Battaglia, followed by a later period

         of covert action for the Central Intelligence Agency.

      


      The same man who was being so warmly eulogized by the priest.


      All of which Paulie had already known.


      Lieutenant Spadero had turned up nothing so violent in his mother’s past. She had merely been witness to a couple of killings.

         She had taken no part in them. Of course she had once been a New York lawyer, but no specifically reprehensible acts seemed

         to have resulted from that.

      


      Only a comparatively small number of people were at the grave site. Paulie stood with them beneath a blue, summer sky and

         watched the springtime of his life being lowered into the earth.

      


      Father Angelo, doing his prescribed job, recited an appropriate prayer for the dead, and Paulie silently repeated some of

         the words after him. He guessed it was about as good a prayer as any and better than most.

      


      Nevertheless, it embarrassed him, because he did not really believe a word he was saying and his parents deserved better.


      He glanced about the open grave at those who had come to share these final moments with him, and wondered what they really believed. Most of the faces he saw were familiar, but some were not. He saw the fragile looks in their eyes and understood

         that behind them lay as little true belief as his own, and that in its place was a kind of panic.

      


      

         He noticed a slender, dark-haired woman looking toward him. Her gaze gave him the sense that he was briefly illuminated.

      


      Her eyes were a pale gray-green. He knew he had never seen her before: he was certain he would not have forgotten. Yet he

         could be wrong, because she did seem to know him. Or she must have known his mother or father. Why else would she be here?

      


      He stood very still, with the priest’s voice no more than a soft sigh on the summer air, and let her eyes light his face.


      Visitors came into his parents’ house that afternoon and evening to pay their respects. Most of them had known Paulie since

         he was a boy; they embraced him and wept. The women brought food to keep him from starving in his grief, and the men did their

         best to get him drunk.

      


      The last of them left at about nine o’clock.


      Moments later Lieutenant Spadero appeared at the door, a hard-faced man with a cynical expression who had probably been waiting

         outside until Paulie was alone.

      


      “Sorry to break in on you tonight,” he said, “but I’m leaving town and I just need a few minutes.”


      Paulie showed him in, surprised by the small human touch of an apology. In the living room, Spadero stood unmoving until Paulie

         offered him a place to sit.

      


      “My sincere sympathy for your loss.” The lieutenant of carabinieri spoke formally, as if this were their first meeting. “How sad to have them both taken from you at once. And like that.”

      


      Paulie nodded.


      “I’m not always uncivilized,” said Spadero. “Only when I’m working.”


      “Anything new?” asked Paulie.


      “Not a thing. Unless you know something you’re holding back, I’m naked in the shithouse on this one.”


      “Why would I hold anything back?”


      “Because you’re their son.”


      “Meaning?”


      

         “You might have some macho notion of getting their killer yourself.”

      


      “You think I’m that crazy?”


      Lieutenant Spadero reached for an open bottle of Chianti, poured some into a glass, and swallowed it in a single gulp. “Let’s

         cut the bull, Paulie. I know all about your poppa. Who he was, what he did, and for whom. I’d have to be an idiot not to believe

         he hasn’t passed some of that on to you.”

      


      “I’m an artist, Lieutenant.”


      “So was your poppa. But that was never enough for him, and I don’t think it’s going to be enough for you.”


      “Is that what you came to tell me?”


      “What I came to tell you is that I need your help. I’ve got no fingerprints, no bloodstains, no witnesses, no gun, no motive.

         All I know is that it was a professional hit by a single killer who entered your parents’ bedroom while they were asleep,

         woke them up, and was probably talking to them at gunpoint when your mother started shooting.”

      


      “How do you know they were talking? And that it was my mother who shot first?”


      “If the killer just wanted them dead, he’d have shot them while they were asleep. So either he wanted information or the pleasure

         of letting your parents know who he was before he killed them, which would mean it was personal. Maybe even a payback for

         a hit your father might have done.”

      


      Spadero poured himself some more Chianti.


      “As for your mother shooting first,” he said. “Well, she was hit twice in the face. So she wasn’t about to get off her own

         three shots by firing second. Also, her first shot was through the bed sheet.”

      


      Paulie breathed deeply, but he still felt stifled.


      “You were close to your father,” said the lieutenant. “Didn’t he ever mention possible problems, enemies, people he might

         have been worried about?”

      


      “Not to me.”


      Lieutenant Spadero sat weighing Paulie’s answer.


      “That’s too bad,” he said. “Because unless you can come 

         up with something you suddenly remember… or we get lucky with an informer… I can’t see much hope for us here.”

      


      The big surprise of the night was the arrival of Tommy Cortlandt.


      The CIA director was standing in the Walterses’ living room no more than an hour after Lieutenant Spadero had walked out of

         it, his arms clutching Paulie in a powerful embrace. There were tears in Cortlandt’s eyes.

      


      “You came,” Paulie said. As always, he used English when he was with the director.


      “How could I not? I was at a NATO meeting in Brussels when I heard the news.” Cortlandt looked at Paulie. “Sorry I wasn’t

         at the funeral, but it would have been stupid. I’d only have been recognized by the press, which wouldn’t have done either

         of us any good.”

      


      He drifted about the room, touching things. Then he sat down, a controlled man with cool eyes that seemed to invite a challenge.


      “You all right?” he said.


      Paulie shrugged. “I’m still half in shock.”


      “Who found them?”


      “I did. I’d stopped in on my way home from Serbia.” “What did the police come up with?” asked Cortlandt. “Nothing,” said Paulie,

         briefly describing the lieutenant’s last visit.
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