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THE BRUSHWORK was so subtle it was difficult to detect the strokes even on close inspection. The layer upon layer of faint, almost transparent colour, in thin veils, allowed Leonardo da Vinci’s the Mona Lisa to glow in ethereal splendour. Logan Baxter stood examining the great masterpiece in wonderment. His large blue eyes were fixated on her enigmatic smile and he could not take his eyes off her.


‘Alexey, will you sell me this fine painting?’


‘My dear Logan, her gentle smile has entranced many for hundreds of years. I could never part with her, not for any price.’ He spoke with a Russian accent and watched his visitor with interest.


‘Where did you buy this extraordinary painting?’ Logan was unable to hide his ebullience.


‘I’m afraid I can’t tell you that,’ Alexey answered boastfully.


‘Then, it would appear that Leonardo painted two portraits of the Mona Lisa. This painting is an authentic Leonardo da Vinci! It’s no copy, Alexey. I can’t quite believe it! I’m sure you’ve had prescient knowledge already. Perhaps it was a mistake showing her to me. You knew before you invited me into your gallery that I would recognise a genuine painting by Leonardo. I can’t just forget I’ve seen it. So, tell me, what’s the real reason for asking me here?’


‘I knew you would love her and appreciate that she does not appear to be painted, but to be truly of flesh and blood.’


‘That’s all true, but it’s not the reason you showed her to me.’


‘Shall we have breakfast, my friend? It’s all ready for us. Perhaps we can continue our discussion after we eat, overlooking my beautiful garden.’


Out on a leafy, sunlit patio, Alexey had already taken his place. Logan joined him and sat on one of the cane chairs set around a tiled table. They could hear the faint sound of a sitar being played nearby.


‘This is truly susegad. It’s an experience I only have when I’m here in Goa,’ Logan said gently.


‘Indeed. Of course, it has many meanings in Konkani, apart from being laid-back, peaceful and satisfied. The word was derived from the Portuguese sossegado, meaning quiet. People live happily together here. It’s not uncommon to find churches and temples side by side, even in outlying districts. They participate in each-others’ religious festivals, too.’


‘Maybe it’s that aspect of Goa that makes for interesting living, don’t you think?’


They talked together comfortably while the cheerful kitchen staff brought cereals and dishes of fish and eggs, fruit, toast, cheese and any number of pastries. Breakfast over, Logan leant back and relaxed, enjoying the view of the garden. He watched a harmless little snake glide passed. After tea and coffee had been poured and the staff were out of sight, Logan began talking about the portrait again. Left out on their table were two daily newspapers, The Navhind Times and The Herald. Alexey picked one up.


‘Leonardo da Vinci painted his Renaissance master-work Mona Lisa sometime between 1503 and 1517, while he worked in Florence and later in France. It’s a bit of a mystery as to the painting’s origins. Some people believe Leonardo created more than one version of the painting.’ Logan paused to sip some of his tea and continued.


‘There’s something wrong. Why do you have Leonardo da Vinci’s magnum opus on show? You must have people wandering in there out of curiosity.’


‘Oh, I’m sure of that,’ Alexey answered breezily as he moved his chair out of the sun. ‘There’s always been the slender chance of someone like yourself venturing in, Logan. But for the most part, they come here by invitation. If it’s locked away with high security etc., don’t you think it would make it worth investigating? Because it’s hanging on the wall with the rest of my collection, people just assume it’s an extremely good copy. It’s worked for years, so far.’


‘In 2004, the Louvre gave a French scientist access to the Mona Lisa for the purpose of analysis and study. He used a technique called layer amplification method, which he pioneered. He projected a series of intense lights onto the painting using a camera to take measurements of the lights’ reflections. These measurements were then used to reconstruct what was contained between the layers of paint.’


Alexey nodded. ‘It’s not the first time the Mona Lisa has been examined using high-tech methods.’


‘No,’ Logan smiled, ‘but listen to what they found. His analysis uncovered the shadowy outline of another figure with a larger head and nose. The scientist found a hidden portrait underneath Mona Lisa. All this caused quite a rumpus in the international art world. The Louvre, for its part, declined to comment.’


Alexey looked up from his paper. ‘As you must know, Logan, most of Leonardo’s paintings have considerable changes. That’s nothing new.’


‘But as you obviously invited me here to ask my opinion, if Leonardo only painted one Mona Lisa, then which one is authentic? Da Vinci was both friend and teacher to artists and apprentices; perhaps one of them copied his Mona Lisa. You would have to provide the provenance of your painting, particularly if you are thinking of contacting the Louvre.’


Alexey put his paper down and spoke in earnest.


‘To be fair, Logan, I read in the press that you were the tour de force in advising the National Gallery in London when da Vinci’s Salvator Mundi was discovered.’


Logan grinned. ‘Yes. I will invoice you my professional fees. Did you know that that painting was sold at Sotheby’s in 1958 for £45? It came up again in 2005 in the United States, having been mistaken for a copy because of the overpainting. It took six years of research before it was confirmed to be painted by Leonardo himself.’ ‘Yes, I know, and this work has been hailed as the greatest artistic rediscovery of the last one hundred years.’


After finishing their tea and coffee, they stood up.


‘Excellent breakfast, Alexey.’


They fell into friendly, informal conversation before Logan began feeling intensely drowsy. He attempted a short stroll around the garden, trying to fight the overwhelming desire to sleep. He knew he had telephone calls to make, particularly to Le Musée du Louvre in Paris.


They fell into friendly, informal conversation before Logan began feeling intensely drowsy. He attempted a short stroll around the garden, trying to fight the overwhelming desire to sleep. He knew he had telephone calls to make, particularly to Le Musée du Louvre in Paris.


He woke up in a chair not knowing where he was. The room was open to the rafters and had large ceiling fans. His head was aching; he was still fully dressed in his brown T-shirt and long orange shorts. His mobile phone was missing, but he could see his luggage. His watch read 2 o’clock in the morning. Logan knew he was either unwell or he had been given something to knock him out. This made him wary of staying any longer than he needed to. If I could just get to my hotel, he thought. He fell into a doze for a few moments before opening his eyes again. He then heaved himself off the chair but promptly collapsed onto the floor. Then moved along on his bottom until he was up against a wall and manoeuvred himself up by holding the edge of a large table. He grabbed hold of his luggage, made his way unsteadily through the door and staggered along the corridor, wheeling his suitcase as best he could and trying to recall what had happened. He burst into a room near the end of the passageway where a small boy shot past him and disappeared behind a large, dark bureau beneath a window.


‘Hi, young man, my name is Logan. I don’t know where I am.’


Logan waited, leaning on the handle of his suitcase to support himself while his eyes searched the room. The silence was broken by the sound of the boy as he emerged unscathed from his cramped hiding place. Logan saw a little face look up at him topped by a mop of unruly black hair. He was only wearing shorts.


‘I’m listening, young man.’


‘You’re in Dr Lane’s study, sir,’ the boy replied sotto voce, guardedly, and shivered as he spoke.


‘You haven’t committed any crime. Please don’t feel frightened.’


The boy blinked and flashed an impish grin at Logan. He seemed unruffled.


‘How do I get out of here?’ Logan asked, breathlessly.


‘Go back along the landing and the staircase will take you down through the house. There’s a small grey door to the side of reception. It can only be opened from inside. Turn right as you leave the orphanage and there is a way out through the trees and onto the street.’


Logan nodded, took a £10 note out of his pocket and handed it to the young boy, who accepted the money. He appeared to be torn between fleeing and staying in the study. Logan was desperate to get himself out of the orphanage as quickly as his body would allow and was unaware of the boy leaving, and once out of the room he crept down the dark landing, found the ill-lit staircase and proceeded to descend. He trod gently, one hand against the wall and tackled the stairs one at a time. His luggage followed him with a little bump after each step. When he reached the ground floor he paused for a moment and pointed himself in the right direction.


Logan held onto his luggage and whatever else he could reach as he made his way out of the mansion. Through the trees, he could just detect the lights from the street and somewhere in the distance the sound of dogs barking. Steadily he moved towards them and what he hoped would be an imminent departure. The ground felt rough and it was difficult to find his footing in the darkness, but his breathing was easier and he began to feel slightly better. He cut through bushes and low-growing vegetation, then suddenly tripped and fell flat in the undergrowth. Something hit him hard on the back of his head and everything went black. He regained consciousness just long enough to see the night sky filled with stars and the feeling of being lifted into the air.


A little later, two men climbed out of a black Volvo estate parked on the road in a dark area near the mansion.
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ON A COLD Monday morning in February a soft light glowed from Rosalinda Little’s Suffolk studio. As Marmalade, the gallery cat, lay curled up in her basket, Rosalinda added some finishing touches to her nearly completed painting. She stood back with her hands in the pockets of her artist’s smock and surveyed her work with approval. Her thick fair hair was casually tied back, showing her pretty, round face. She was still inspecting her painting when the telephone rang.


‘Rosa, thank God I’ve got hold of you, Logan’s gone missing, please help me I’m worried sick!’


‘Lynette, try to calm down. What’s happened?’


‘He took a flight to Goa in India on Friday afternoon and I’ve not heard from him since. That was four days ago. He always calls when he arrives, or if it’s late he sends a text. Madison has contacted our local police and they know his flight arrived on time. But he didn’t check into the hotel where he had a reservation. The police say it’s too soon to do anything.’


‘Lynette, try not to worry. He’s probably got tied up in some lucrative art deal and decided to book in at another hotel.’


‘Can you fly to Goa, Rosa, and look for him? I would go myself as Cody can stay with my mother, but Nini is only 10 months old.’


‘Yes, yes, of course. Ask Madison to email me details of Logan’s itinerary.’


‘Oh, Rosa! Thank you so much. If anyone can find him, you can. Madison is here with me now and sending you the info.’


Lynette Baxter was a green-eyed beauty aged 38. Her light brown hair was always cut beautifully into a neat bob. She and her husband lived in luxury in Chester Square, London and were the envy of many. They ran a large art studio in Knightsbridge, and had connections in Lavenham in Suffolk and Seahouses, Northumberland.


Unbeknown to Lynette, Rosa had already booked a flight to Dabolim Airport in Northern Goa for the very next day. She had arranged to meet Logan at the Sun Village Hotel in Arpora, where she would be staying on the Thursday morning.


Logan Baxter, good looking, light hair and with large bright blue eyes, was well educated and eminent in the art world. His expertise was second to none. He was well travelled, modest and admired, and left for far off countries knowing his staff, particularly Madison, whose ardour was so refreshing, would cope with anything problematic in his absence.


Logan had told Rosa any deals would be completed by Thursday so they could spend four days together before returning on Sunday the 14th. Their affair had continued since they met in Mallorca two years earlier. Rosa had helped Logan and Lynette find their son, Cody. The boy had been kidnapped and she had travelled to Algeria with Logan to bring him back. She realised that was why Lynette had contacted her this time. After their son was safely home, Lynette had announced she was expecting a baby. Logan was delighted and had called his friends, including Rosa, to share his joy. A beautiful baby girl had joined the Baxter household in the previous May.


To come to think of it, Rosa had not heard anything from Logan, either; the absence of any communication from him had gone unnoticed – she had been too immersed in painting. Her mind returned to Lynette still talking on the telephone and when Rosa gave her assurances that Logan would be found safe and well, their conversation ended.


Rosa checked her answering machine, mobile phone and emails, all to no avail. She emailed Logan, rang his mobile and left a message before sending a text. Then she packed her bag, placing all her travel documents together with English money in a special compartment, ready for the morning. There was an email for her from Madison, a nice young man in his early 30s. He was always well dressed, was of medium build and had mousy brown hair. He worked for the Baxters. She trusted him, as he had known about her and Logan since their relationship started and was extremely discreet. Rosa accepted things as they were and she and Logan met up during his useful absences. She noted that Madison had already sent a copy of his email to Kenny Kay, a private detective in London who knew Logan Baxter well.
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TO littlerose503@btinternet.com copy sent to Kenny Kay, Private Detective


____________________________________________________


LOGAN’S ITINERARY


Gatwick Airport, Friday 5th February 2016 – Qatar Airways – Flight No. QA965. Assigned seat 3C – 6.55pm to Goa, India. Flight arrived Dabolim Airport at 8.30am Goa time. Return 14th February. Both flights booked first-class, as special check-in and security zone. Logan was on the flight and flew straight to Goa with no stops. Reservation for Hotel Exotica, Arpora, North Goa – until Thursday 11th February. Meeting booked with a Mr Raiesahmed at Silver Sands Enterprises at 10am on Sunday 7th. Logan did not show up or get in touch and they were unable to contact him. Silver Sands Enterprises can be found opposite Miranda Beach.


Today, 8th February. Logan to meet a young man from Nepal – meeting arranged for 8pm this evening at Anjuna flea market. I just have the name Syed. He contacted Logan and said he had a painting by Francis Newton Souza. Talking big money, Rosa, for anything painted by this man. Logan gave him his mobile number. He kept Tuesday 9th free as he anticipated having to travel with Syed to view the painting, only within Goa. If he calls here I will explain Logan has gone AWOL and get his contact number and forward it to you.


Wednesday 10th – meeting Rakesh, owner of an art shop in Candolim. No time given. Thursday 11th – he had some personal business to take care of until Sunday. Logan had £3,000 in cash on him. He always changed his money to Rupees in Goa. He took a credit card with him, but there is no record so far that this has been used. His mobile phone is switched off.


Kenny’s mouth dropped open the moment he read the email from Madison. To learn that Logan had gone missing was a bit of a shock. After the return of little Cody, he assumed he would not hear from the Baxter family again. He ran his finger over the scar on his forehead and thought very carefully about how to approach this one. Indian police and authorities took their sweet time. However, he obtained information from the airline fairly quickly; that gave him a start.


At forty-five, Kenny Kay was in fairly good shape and his reddish hair was only greying at the sides. He had moved from his old office in Tower Hill to Egerton Gardens, South Kensington, a very upmarket location. He’d been slightly uncomfortable working there to start with, but Wendy had refused to move to his one-bedroom flat. Instead, she had converted a spare room in her property on the first-floor which had its own entrance for Kenny. They now both lived together in Wendy’s house. Her Nanny Agency was attached to her house. Kenny’s office was large and freshly decorated, the doors actually opened and closed properly, and there was a small anteroom for his clients. Wendy Silk, whom he had met while working for Logan and Lynette Baxter on the kidnap case, had run the Best Nannies’ Agency for six years. She had introduced the Baxters to their nanny before the kidnap.


Kenny did not want to appear over-hasty, but a man does not disappear without trace and he certainly did not want to waste any time. He sat down at his desk and contemplated carefully before starting the investigation. This case would have to take priority over his others. After he had made a couple of telephone calls he was ready.


He scraped his new chair along the floor to his desk, sat down and rang the Baxter household.


‘Madison, how the hell are you?’


‘Thanks for calling, Kenny, we are all under a lot of stress here. We’re baffled as to what’s happened to Logan. At first, we just assumed we would hear from him as we usually did. Lynette would like your help again, Kenny.


‘Try and stop me. I’ve been making enquiries. Logan sat next to a 40-year-old Russian by the name of Alexey Lane on the flight to Goa. I’m still waiting to find out an address, and whether the guy was going on holiday or lives there. By the way, Madison, I’ve moved in with Wendy Silk, she converted a spare room for me. My office is on the first floor with its own entrance at the side.’


‘That’s not far from the Baxter’s Knightsbridge gallery. You can walk it from there. Perhaps we will see more of you now, Kenny. Well, I must admit anything would be an improvement to your old office. How is the lovely Wendy?’


‘She has more damn business than I do; that’s a fact. I’m pleased to have work, but not like this, Madison. You could have knocked me down with a feather when I read your email. Logan is one of the best and always pays me well. I’ve got Rosa’s number and email. I’ll forward more information as and when I receive it. I’m more than ready to fly to Goa myself if needs be.’


‘Okay, Kenny, you’re a top-hole detective, too. Lynette will be pleased you called. Take care.’


Kenny walked over to the sash window where the early morning light was streaming in. He peered out. From this side of the building he could see the familiar sight of Brompton Road in the distance. He longed for a smoke, but knew Wendy disliked it because she did not like the smell of his cigarettes around the building. The cold air rushed in when he opened the window. He lit a cigarette and took a few drags before leaning outside and stubbing it against the brick wall. Kenny was accustomed to living on his own, bad habits and all, but now he was ready to settle down with Wendy. As there was someone else to consider he intended to make every effort, so long as she did not try to change him too much.


It was freezing outside and Rosa was wearing a warm coat, which she took off and placed in the overhead compartment. Her tidy figure was enhanced by a fitted, biscuit-coloured linen suit and flat shoes. The flight to Goa would take nearly 10 hours.


After she fastened her seat belt her mind drifted back to when she last saw Logan. They had met up a couple of weeks earlier in Lavenham, Suffolk, a chunk of old England where he owned another art business only four miles from her studio. She remembered him saying, ‘Rosa! You look wonderful.’ as they had lunched together in their favourite small French restaurant near the market square.


To show their huge gratitude for helping to find their son, Cody, Logan and Lynette had given Rosa a beautiful villa in Formentor, Mallorca. She was very grateful for this because it provided her with a good rental income and she was able to paint and travel without worrying about money.


When Logan asked her to meet him in Goa she was more than happy to do so. She would not only see the man she loved but experience India and all it had to offer. Their secret love, the way they were together, was inconceivable for those who knew about their relationship. She was a sixty-four-year-old love-struck woman; Logan was a 40-year-old man. But the age gap was inconsequential. He was charming, seductive and generous with his money. His love fed Rosa’s creativity and gave her a real zest for life.


Her mind paused as the plane sped down the runway and took off. Through the aircraft window she could just see the tiny lights of the airport they were leaving behind.


Logan had helped her raise money to improve the women’s prison in Algeria. He was always so supportive of this project and had travelled to Algeria to see it finished. A long, hard six-months of work and planning had paid off and the result was more than she could have hoped for.


Rosa had ended up incarcerated in the Algerian prison herself, after being arrested as a suspect in the kidnap of Cody Baxter. Being in there for only a couple of days had been long enough to see how bad the conditions were. On the first morning, she had seen a little girl watching her through the bars of the cell next door. Her name was Abal. The child lived there with her mother who was serving time for murder. When Rosa had been released she made a pledge to help better the lives of the women left inside. She had dedicated herself entirely to this cause, which had meant sacrificing some of her professional ambitions.


Kader Kassis, the airport security guard who had arrested Rosa in the first place, became a good friend and was assigned to the prison project to help her wherever he could. After Christmas, the work within the prison had started in earnest and in order for this to take place the women had been moved outside into a large marquee. A long table had been placed under cover and was where all the meals were served. It was around that table that the women would gather to talk, each rubbing elbows with everyone else.


Kader pounded his fists on the same table when he listed the rules:


‘Anyone who does not obey these rules will pay the price – a year added to their sentence.’


Kader and Rosa were fully aware that if anything happened to annoy the Algerian authorities the work would be stopped. Little Abal found the whole experience exciting and often stood by, observing Rosa from a distance. In return Rosa protected and looked out for the little girl even after a long exhausting day. Soon Abal was speaking a little English, and Rosa bought books from which she could learn. The child was highly intuitive and intelligent. This friendship fluctuated between joy and sadness for Rosa, as she had no idea how this child’s story would end. Rosa was under surveillance herself, but her devotion and self-sacrifice helped these women. She drew harsh criticism for her work at the prison but was more than willing to take the risk. Many of the women could not read or write and Rosa brought in teachers during the day to tutor whoever wanted to learn. Her situation was made uncomfortable when some of the women she sought to help criticised and rejected her help. Fortunately, they were very few. She was not satisfied with helping only those who had been convicted, but with the help of Kader, communicated with their families when they visited. She was determined not to leave until those relatives knew how to continue helping their loved ones.


While the work on the prison was going on Rosa stayed with her friend Shahina, a beautiful Algerian lady who unwittingly had been involved in Cody Baxter’s kidnap. Their friendship had begun when Shahina had visited Rosa while she was banged up in the prison herself. Shahina’s husband, Salim, was later convicted of murder and kidnapping. Shahina divorced him and married a German called Werner. They had had a baby boy in May, which they called Alfonso. In the same month, Logan and Lynette had had their baby daughter, Nini. Rosa was godmother to Alfonso and helped Shahina with the baby when she stayed at Shahina’s home.


Rosa fell asleep and only awoke when her ears began to pop as the plane started to descend in preparation for landing. When she turned on her mobile phone inside the airport there were no messages, apart from those welcoming her to Goa. Although Rosa had not heard from Logan, she was unfazed and remained calm; she had become used to trusting him. She had no doubt he would meet her on Thursday at her hotel, as arranged.
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THE CASES were unloaded from the plane by hand and placed together in a dark luggage area in which a bare light bulb hung. It was hot and dirty and the toilets were grimy and unhygienic with no toilet paper but plenty of flies. Rosa knew what to expect; Logan had warned her. She found her luggage and carried her cases towards the exit until a young boy asked if he could help. She knew he wanted £1 coins and had them ready. Now she was finally in Goa. The red-hot sunshine and the humidity hit her as she emerged from the airport. The hotel had sent a small minivan to collect anyone staying at the Sun Village in Arpora. After the boy had put the luggage in the back the driver gave her a bottle of water. There were half a dozen people travelling with her in the van. Even with all the windows open the heat was intense. The driver told them to be very careful not to drink the water in the hotel and always to check the top of the water bottles in case the seal was broken.


The journey to the hotel took over an hour and was an experience Rosa would never forget. She hung on for dear life as the van swung this way and that to avoid people, dogs, cows, bikes, cars, mopeds, pedicabs and any number of potholes. It was complete chaos; there appeared to be no rules whatsoever – it was every man for himself. A bus drove passed them with people sitting on the roof. Beggars and street vendors approached their van while they waited in traffic. Outside the town, a man with no legs crossed the road using his hands. Their van had to move over for a large elephant walking slowly with its owner.
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