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Prologue



      

         Rome. Sunday, June 28.

         


      


      TODAY HE CALLED HIMSELF S AND LOOKED startlingly like Miguel Valera, the thirty-seven-year-old Spaniard spinning in a light, drug-induced sleep across

         the room. The apartment they were in was nothing, just two rooms with a tiny kitchen and bath, the fifth floor up from the

         street. The furnishings were worn and inexpensive, common in a place rented by the week. The most prominent pieces were the

         faded velvet couch on which the Spaniard reclined and the small drop leaf table under the front window, where S stood looking out.

      


      So the apartment was nothing. What sold it was the view—the green of the Piazza San Giovanni and across it, the imposing medieval

         Basilica of St. John in the Lateran, the Cathedral of Rome and “mother of all churches,” founded by the Emperor Constantine

         in the year 313. Today the view from the window was even better than its promise. Inside the basilica, Giacomo Pecci, Pope

         Leo XIV, was celebrating mass on his seventy-fifth birthday, and an enormous crowd overflowed the piazza, making it seem as

         if all Rome were celebrating with him.

      


      Running a hand through his dyed-black hair, S glanced at Valera. In ten minutes his eyes would open. In twenty he would be alert and functional. Abruptly S turned and let his gaze fall on an ancient black-and-white television in the corner. On its screen was a live broadcast from

         the mass inside the basilica.

      


      

         The pope, in white liturgical vestments, watched the faces of the worshipers in front of him as he spoke, his eyes meeting

         theirs energetically, hopefully, spiritually. He loved and they loved in return, and it seemed to give him a youthful renewal

         despite his age and slowly declining health.

      


      Now the television cameras cut away, finding familiar faces of politicians, celebrities, and business leaders among those

         inside the packed basilica. Then the cameras moved on, fixing briefly on five clergymen seated behind the pontiff. These were

         his longtime advisers. His uomini di fiducia. Men of trust. As a group, probably the most influential authority within the Roman Catholic Church.

      


      — Cardinal Umberto Palestrina, 62. A Naples street urchin and orphan become Vatican secretariat of state. Enormously popular

         within the Church and carried in the same high regard by the secular international diplomatic community. Massive physically,

         six foot seven and 270 pounds.

      


      — Rosario Parma, 67. Cardinal vicar of Rome, tall, severe, conservative prelate from Florence in whose diocese and church

         the mass was being celebrated.

      


      — Cardinal Joseph Matadi, 57, prefect of the Congregation of Bishops. Native of Zaire. Broad shouldered, jovial, widely traveled,

         multilingual, diplomatically astute.

      


      — Monsignor Fabio Capizzi, 62, director general of the Vatican Bank. Native of Milan. Graduate of Oxford and Yale, self-made

         millionaire before joining the seminary at age thirty.

      


      — Cardinal Nicola Marsciano, 60, eldest son of a Tuscan farmer, educated in Switzerland and Rome, president of the Administration

         of the Patrimony of the Apostolic See; as such, chief overseer of the Vatican’s investments.

      


      CLICK.

      


      The gloved hand of S turned off the television, and he stepped again to the table in front of the window. Behind him Miguel Valera coughed and

         moved involuntarily on the sofa. S glanced at him, then looked back out the window. Police barricades had been set up to keep 

         the crowd from the cobblestones directly in front of the basilica, and now mounted police on horseback took up positions on

         either side of its bronze central entrance gate. Behind them and to the left, out of sight of the crowd, S could see a dozen dark blue vans. In front of them stood a phalanx of riot police, also out of sight, but ready if needed.

         Abruptly four dark Lancias, unmarked cars of the Polizia di Stato, the police force protecting the pope and his cardinals

         outside the Vatican, pulled up and stopped at the foot of the basilica’s steps, waiting to take the pope and his cardinals

         back to the Vatican.

      


      Suddenly the bronze gates swung open and there was a roar from the crowd. At the same time seemingly every church bell in

         Rome began to ring. For a moment nothing happened. Then, above the din of the bells, S heard a second roar as the pope appeared, the white of his cassock standing out clearly against a sea of red as his men of

         trust walked close behind him—the group surrounded tightly by security men wearing black suits and sunglasses.

      


      Valera groaned, his eyes flickered, and he tried to roll over. S glanced at him, but only for an instant. Then he turned and lifted something covered with an ordinary bath towel from the

         shadows beside the window. Setting it on the table, he took away the towel and put his eye to the scope of a Finnish sniper

         rifle. Instantly his view of the basilica magnified a hundredfold. In the same moment, Cardinal Palestrina stepped forward

         and fully into its circular frame, its crosshairs meeting directly over his broad grin. S took a breath and held it, letting his gloved forefinger ease against the trigger.

      


      Abruptly Palestrina stepped aside, and the rifle’s scope came tight on Cardinal Marsciano’s chest. S heard Valera grunt behind him. Ignoring him, he swung the rifle left through a blur of cardinal red until he saw the white

         of Leo XIV’s cassock. A split second later the crosshairs centered between his eyes just above the bridge of his nose.

      


      Behind him Valera yelled something out loud. Again, S ignored him. His finger tightened against the trigger as the pope lurched forward, past 

         a security man, smiling and waving at the crowd. Then, abruptly, S swung the rifle right, bringing the mesh of crosshairs full on the gold pectoral cross of Rosario Parma, the cardinal vicar

         of Rome. S gave no expression, simply squeezed the trigger three times in rapid succession, rocking the room with thundering discharge

         and, two hundred yards away, showering Pope Leo XIV, Giacomo Pecci, and those around him with the blood of a man of trust.
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         Los Angeles. Thursday, July 2, 9:00 P.M.

         


      


      THE VOICE ON THE ANSWERING MACHINE resonated with fear.


      “Harry, it’s your brother, Danny…. I… don’t mean to call you like this… after so much time…. But… there’s… no one else I can

            talk to…. I’m scared, Harry…. I don’t know what to do… or… what will happen next. God help me. If you’re there, please pick

            up—Harry, are you there?—I guess not…. I’ll try to call you back.”


      “Dammit.”


      Harry Addison hung up the car phone, kept his hand on it, then picked it up again and pushed REDIAL. He heard the digital tones as the numbers redialed automatically. Then there was silence, and then the measured “buzz, buzz,”

         “buzz, buzz” of the Italian phone system as the call rang through.

      


      “Come on, Danny, answer…”


      After the twelfth ring Harry set the receiver back in its cradle and looked off, the lights of oncoming traffic dancing over

         his face, making him lose track of where he was—in a limousine with his driver on a race to the airport to make the ten-o’clock

         red-eye to New York.

      


      It was nine at night in L.A., six in the morning in Rome. Where would a priest be at six in the morning? An early mass? Maybe

         that’s where he was and why he wasn’t answering.

      


      “Harry, it’s your brother, Danny…. I’m scared…. I don’t know what to do…. God help me.”


      

         “Jesus Christ.” Harry felt helplessness and panic at the same time. Not a word or a note between them in years, and then there

         was Danny’s voice on Harry’s answering machine, jumping out suddenly among a string of others. And not just a voice, but someone

         in grave trouble.

      


      Harry had heard a rustling as though Danny was starting to hang up, but then he had come back on the line and left his phone

         number, asking Harry to please call if he got in soon. For Harry, soon was moments ago, when he’d picked up the calls from

         his home machine. But Danny’s call had come two hours earlier, at a little after seven California time, just after four in

         the morning in Rome—what the hell had soon meant to him at that time of day?

      


      Picking up the phone again, Harry dialed his law office in Beverly Hills. There had been an important partners’ meeting. People

         might still be there.

      


      “Joyce, it’s Harry. Is Byron—?”


      “He just left, Mr. Addison. You want me to try his car?”


      “Please.”


      Harry heard the static as Byron Willis’s secretary tried to connect with his car phone.


      “I’m sorry, he’s not picking up. He said something about dinner. Should I leave word at the house?”


      There was a blur of lights, and Harry felt the limo lean as the driver took the cloverleaf off the Ventura Freeway and accelerated

         into traffic on the San Diego, heading south toward LAX. Take it easy, he thought. Danny could be at mass or at work or out

         for a walk. Don’t start driving yourself or other people crazy when you don’t even know what’s going on.

      


      “No, never mind. I’m on my way to New York. I’ll get him in the morning. Thanks.”


      Clicking off, Harry hesitated, then tried Rome once more. He heard the same digital sounds, the same silence, and then the

         now-familiar “buzz, buzz,” “buzz, buzz” as the phone rang through. There was still no answer.
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         Italy. Friday, July 3, 10:20 A.M.

         


      


      FATHER DANIEL ADDISON DOZED LIGHTLY in a window seat near the back of the tour bus, his senses purposefully concentrated on

         the soft whine of the diesel and hum of the tires as the coach moved north along the Autostrada toward Assisi.

      


      Dressed in civilian clothes, he had his clerical garments and toiletries in a small bag on the overhead rack above, his glasses

         and identification papers tucked into the inside pocket of the nylon windbreaker he wore over jeans and a short-sleeved shirt.

         Father Daniel was thirty-three and looked like a graduate student, an everyday tourist traveling alone. Which was what he

         wanted.

      


      An American priest assigned to the Vatican, he had been living in Rome for nine years and going to Assisi for almost as long.

         Birthplace of the humble priest who became a saint, the ancient town in the Umbrian hills had given him a sense of cleansing

         and grace that put him more in touch with his own spiritual journey than any place he’d ever been. But now that journey was

         in shambles, his faith all but destroyed. Confusion, dread, and fear overrode everything. Keeping any shred of sanity at all

         was a major psychological struggle. Still, he was on the bus and going. But with no idea what he would do or say when he got

         there.

      


      In front of him, the twenty or so other passengers chatted or read or rested as he did, enjoying the cool of the coach’s air-conditioning.

         

         Outside, the summer heat shimmered in waves across the rural landscape, ripening crops, sweetening vineyards, and, little

         by little, decaying the few ancient walls and fortresses that still existed here and there and were visible in the distance

         as the bus passed.

      


      Letting himself drift, Father Daniel’s thoughts went to Harry and the call he’d left on his answering machine in the hours

         just before dawn. He wondered if Harry had even picked up the message. Or, if he had, if he’d been resentful of it and had

         not called back on purpose. It was a chance he had taken. He and Harry had been estranged since they were teenagers. It had

         been eight years since they’d spoken, ten since they’d seen each other. And that had been only briefly, when they’d gone back

         to Maine for the funeral of their mother. Harry had been twenty-six then, and Danny twenty-three. It was not unreasonable

         to assume that by now Harry had written his younger brother off and simply no longer gave a damn.

      


      But, at that moment, what Harry thought or what had kept them apart hadn’t mattered. All Danny wanted was to hear Harry’s

         voice, to somehow touch him and to ask for his help. He had made the call as much out of fear as love, and because there had

         been nowhere else to turn. He had become part of a horror from which there was no return. One that would only grow darker

         and become more obscene. And because of it, he knew he might very well die without ever being with his brother again.

      


      A movement down the aisle in front of him shook him from his muse. A man was walking toward him. He was in his early forties,

         clean shaven, and dressed in a light sport coat and khaki trousers. The man had gotten on the bus at the last moment, just

         as it was pulling out of the terminal in Rome. For a moment Father Daniel thought he might pass and go into the lavatory behind

         him. Instead, he stopped at his side.

      


      “You’re American, aren’t you?” he said with a British accent.


      Father Daniel glanced past him. The other passengers were riding as they had been, looking out, talking, relaxing. The nearest,

         a half dozen seats away.

      


      

         ”—Yes…”

      


      “I thought so.” The man grinned broadly. He was pleasant, even jovial. “My name is Livermore. I’m English if you can’t tell.

         Do you mind if I sit down?” Without waiting for a reply, he slid into the seat next to Father Daniel.

      


      “I’m a civil engineer. On vacation. Two weeks in Italy. Next year it’s the States. Never been there before. Been kind of asking

         Yanks as I meet them where I should visit.” He was talky, even pushy, but pleasant about it, and that seemed to be his manner.

         “Mind if I ask what part of the country you’re from?”

      


      “—Maine…” Something was wrong, but Father Daniel wasn’t sure what it was.


      “That would be up the map a bit from New York, yes?”


      “Quite a bit…” Again Father Daniel looked toward the front of the bus. Passengers the same as before. Busy with what they

         were doing. None looking back. His eyes came back to Livermore in time to see him glance at the emergency exit in the seat

         in front of them.

      


      “You live in Rome?” Livermore smiled amiably.


      Why had he looked at the emergency exit? What was that for? “You asked if I was American. Why would you think I lived in Rome?”


      “I’ve been there off and on. You look familiar, that’s all.” Livermore’s right hand was in his lap, but his left was out of

         sight. “What do you do?”

      


      The conversation was innocent, but it wasn’t. “I’m a writer…”


      “What do you write?”


      “For American television…”


      “No, you don’t.” Abruptly Livermore’s demeanor changed. His eyes hardened, and he leaned in, pressing against Father Daniel.

         “You’re a priest.”

      


      “What?”


      “I said you’re a priest. You work at the Vatican. For Cardinal Marsciano.”


      Father Daniel stared at him. “Who are you?”


      Livermore’s left hand came up. A small automatic in it. A silencer squirreled to the barrel. “Your executioner.”


      

         At the same instant a digital timer beneath the bus clicked to 00:00. A split second later there was a thundering explosion.

         Liver-more vanished. Windows blew out. Seats and bodies flew. A scything piece of razor-sharp steel decapitated the driver,

         sending the bus careening right, crushing a white Ford against the guardrail. Bouncing off it, the bus came crashing back

         through traffic, a screaming, whirling, twenty-ton fireball of burning steel and rubber. A motorcycle rider disappeared under

         its wheels. Then it clipped the rear of a big-rig truck and spun sideways. Slamming into a silver-gray Lancia, the bus carried

         it full force through the center divider, throwing it directly into the path of an oncoming gasoline tanker.

      


      Reacting violently, the tanker driver jammed on his brakes, jerking the wheel right. Wheels locked, tires shrieking, the enormous

         truck slid forward and sideways, at the same time knocking the Lancia off the bus like a billiard ball and sending the burning

         coach plunging off the highway and down a steep hill. Tilting up on two wheels, it held for a second, then rolled over, ejecting

         the bodies of its passengers, many of them dismembered and on fire, across the summer landscape. Fifty yards later it came

         to a rest, igniting the dry grass in a crackling rush around it.

      


      Seconds afterward its fuel tank exploded, sending flame and smoke roaring heavenward in a fire storm that raged until there

         was nothing left but a molten, burned-out shell and a small, insignificant wisp of smoke.
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         Delta Airlines flight 148, New York to Rome.Monday, July 6, 7:30 A.M.

         


      


      DANNY WAS DEAD, AND HARRY WAS ON HIS way to Rome to bring his body back to the U.S. for burial. The last hour, like most of

         the flight, had been a dream. Harry had seen the morning sun touch the Alps. Seen it glint off the Tyrrhenian Sea as they’d

         turned, dropping down over the Italian farmland on approach to Rome’s Leonardo da Vinci International Airport at Fiumicino.

      


      “Harry, it’s your brother, Danny….”.

      


      All he could hear was Danny’s voice on the answering machine. It played over and over in his mind, like a tape on a loop.

         Fearful, distraught, and now silent.

      


      “Harry, it’s your brother, Danny.…”


      Waving off a pour of coffee from a smiling and pert flight attendant, Harry leaned back against the plush seat of the first-class

         cabin and closed his eyes, replaying what had happened in between.

      


      He’d tried to call Danny twice more from the plane. And then again when he checked into his hotel. Still, there had been no

         answer. His apprehension growing, he’d called the Vatican directly, hoping to find Danny at work, and what he’d learned, after

         being passed from one department to another and being spoken to in broken English and then Italian and then a combination

         of both, was that Father Daniel was “not here until Monday.”

      


      

         To Harry that had meant he was away for the weekend. And no matter his mental state, it was a legitimate reason why Danny

         was not answering his phone. In response, Harry had left a message on his answering machine at home, giving his hotel number

         in New York in the event Danny called back as he said he would.

      


      And then Harry had turned, with some sense of relief, to business as usual and to why he had gone to New York—a last-minute

         huddle with Warner Brothers distribution and marketing chiefs over this Fourth of July weekend’s opening of Dog on the Moon, Warner’s major summer release, the story of a dog taken to the moon in a NASA experiment and accidentally left there, and

         the Little League team that learns about it and finds a way to bring him back; a film written and directed by Harry’s twenty-four-year-old

         client Jesus Arroyo.

      


      Single and handsome enough to be a movie star, Harry Addison was not only one of the entertainment community’s most eligible

         bachelors, he was also one of its most successful attorneys. His firm represented the cream of multimillion-dollar Hollywood

         talent. His own list of clients had either starred in or were responsible for some of the highest-grossing movies and successful

         television shows of the past five years. His friends were household names, the same people who stared weekly from the covers

         of national magazines.

      


      His success—as the daily Hollywood trade paper Variety had recently put it—was due to “a combination of smarts, hard work, and a temperament markedly different from the savagely

         competitive young warrior agents and attorneys to whom the ‘deal’ is everything and whose only disposition is ‘take no prisoners.’

         With his Ivy League haircut and trademark white shirt and dark blue Armani suit, the Harry Addison approach is that the most

         beneficial thing for everyone is to cause as little all-around bleeding as possible. It’s why his deals go through, his clients

         love him, the studios and networks respect him, and why he makes a million dollars a year.”

      


      Dammit, what did any of that mean now? His brother’s death overshadowed everything. All he could think of was what he might

         have done to help Danny that he hadn’t. Call the U.S. Embassy or the Rome police 

         and send them to his apartment. Apartment? He didn’t even know where Danny lived. That was why he had started to call Byron

         Willis, his boss and mentor and best friend, from the limo when he’d first heard his brother’s message. Who did they know

         in Rome who could help? was what he had intended to ask but hadn’t because the call had never gone through. If he had, and

         if they had found someone in Rome, would Danny still be alive? The answer was probably no because there wouldn’t have been

         time.

      


      Christ.


      Over the years how many times had he tried to communicate with Danny? Christmas and birthday cards formally exchanged for

         a short while after their mother’s death. Then one holiday missed, then another. Finally nothing at all. And busy with his

         life and career, Harry had let it ride, eventually accepting it as the way it was. Brothers at opposites. Angry, at times

         even hostile, living a world apart, as they always would. With both probably wondering during the odd quiet moment if he should

         be the one to take the initiative and find a way to bring them back together. But neither had.

      


      And then Saturday evening as he’d been in the Warners New York offices celebrating the huge numbers Dog on the Moon was realizing—nineteen million dollars with Saturday night, Sunday, and Monday still to come, making a projected weekend

         gross of thirty-eight to forty-two million—Byron Willis had called from Los Angeles. The Catholic archdiocese had been trying

         to reach Harry and was reluctant to leave word at his hotel. They’d traced Willis through Harry’s office, and Byron himself

         had chosen to make the call. Danny was dead, he’d said quietly, killed in what appeared to be a terrorist bombing of a tour

         bus on the way to Assisi.

      


      In the emotional gyration immediately afterward, Harry canceled his plans to return to L.A. and booked himself on a Sunday-evening

         flight to Italy. He would go there and bring Danny home personally. It was the last and only thing he could do.

      


      Then, on Sunday morning, he’d contacted the State Department, requesting the U.S. Embassy in Rome arrange a meeting between

         

         himself and the people investigating the bombing of the bus. Danny had been frightened and distraught; maybe what he had said

         might help shed some light on what had happened and who had been responsible. Afterward, and for the first time in as long

         as Harry could remember, he had gone to church. And prayed and wept.

      


      BENEATH HIM, HARRY HEARD the sound of the landing gear being lowered. Looking out, he saw the runway come up and the Italian

         countryside fly past. Open fields, drainage ditches, more open fields. Then there was a bump and they were down. Slowing,

         turning, taxiing back toward the long, low sunlit buildings of Aeroporto Leonardo da Vinci.

      


      THE UNIFORMED WOMAN behind the glass at Passport Control asked him to wait and picked up the telephone. Harry saw himself

         reflected in the glass as he waited. He was still in his dark blue Armani suit and white shirt, the way he was described in

         the Variety article. There was another suit and shirt in his suitcase, along with a light sweater, workout gear, polo shirt, jeans, and

         running shoes. The same bag he had packed for New York.

      


      The woman hung up and looked at him. A moment later two policemen with Uzi submachine guns slung over their shoulders walked

         up to her. One stepped into the booth and looked at his passport, then glanced at Harry and motioned him through.

      


      “Would you come with us, please?”


      “Of course.”


      As they walked off, Harry saw the first policeman ease the Uzi around, his right hand sliding to its grip. Immediately two

         more uniformed police moved in to walk with them as they crossed the terminal. Passengers moved aside quickly, then turned

         to look back when they were safely out of the way.

      


      At the far side of the terminal they stopped at a security door. One of the policeman punched a code into a chrome keypad.

         A buzzer 

         sounded, and the man opened the door. Then they went up a flight of stairs and turned down a corridor. A moment later they

         stopped at another door. The first policeman knocked, and they entered a windowless room where two men in suits waited. Harry’s

         passport was handed to one of them, and the uniforms left, closing the door behind them.

      


      “You are Harry Addison—“


      “Yes.”


      “The brother of the Vatican priest Father Daniel Addison.”


      Harry nodded. “Thank you for meeting me…”


      The man who held his passport was probably forty-five, tall and tanned, and very fit. He wore a blue suit, over a lighter

         blue shirt with a carefully knotted maroon tie. His English was accented but understandable. The other man was a little older

         and almost as tall but with a slighter build and salt-and-pepper hair. His shirt was checkered. His suit, a light brown, the

         same as his tie.

      


      “I am Ispettore Capo Otello Roscani, Polizia di Stato. This is Ispettore Capo Pio.”


      “How do you do…”


      “Why have you come to Italy, Mr. Addison?”


      Harry was puzzled. They knew why he was there or they wouldn’t have met him as they had.“—To bring my brother’s body home….

         And to talk with you people.”

      


      “When had you planned to come to Rome?”


      “I hadn’t planned to come at all…”

      


      “Answer the question, please.”


      “Saturday night.”


      “Not before?”


      “Before? No, of course not.”


      “You made the reservations yourself?” Pio spoke for the first time. His English had almost no accent at all, as if he were

         either American himself or had spent a lot of time in the U.S.

      


      “Yes.”


      

         “On Saturday.”

      


      “Saturday night. I told you that.” Harry looked from one to the other. “I don’t understand your questions. You knew I was

         coming. I asked the U.S. Embassy to arrange for me to talk to you.”

      


      Roscani slid Harry’s passport into his pocket. “We are going to ask you to accompany us into Rome, Mr. Addison.”


      “Why?—We can talk right here. There’s not that much to tell.” Suddenly Harry could feel sweat on his palms. They were leaving

         something out. What was it?

      


      “Perhaps you should let us decide, Mr. Addison.”


      Again, Harry looked from one to the other. “What’s going on? What is it you’re not telling me?”


      “We simply wish to talk further, Mr. Addison.”


      “About what?”


      “The assassination of the cardinal vicar of Rome.”
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      THEY PUT HARRY’S LUGGAGE IN THE TRUNK and then rode in silence for forty-five minutes, not a word or a glance between them,

         Pio at the wheel of the gray Alfa Romeo, Roscani in the back with Harry, taking the Autostrada in from the airport toward

         the ancient city, passing through the suburbs of Magliana and Portuense and then along the Tiber and across it, passing the

         Colosseum, and moving into Rome’s heart.

      


      The Questura, police headquarters, was an archaic five-story brownstone-and-granite building on Via di San Vitale, a narrow

         cobblestone street off Via Genova, which was off Via Nazionale in the central city. Its main entrance was through an arched

         portal guarded by armed uniformed police and surveillance cameras. And that was the way they came in, with the uniforms saluting

         as Pio wheeled the Alfa under the portal and into the interior courtyard.

      


      Pio got out first, leading them into the building and past a large glassed-in booth where two more uniformed officers watched

         not only the door but also a bank of video monitors. Then there was a walk down a brightly lit corridor to take an elevator

         up.

      


      Harry looked at the men and then at the floor as the elevator rose. The ride in from the airport had been a blur, made worse

         by the silence of the policemen. But it had given him time to try and get some perspective on what was happening, why they

         were doing this.

      


      

         He knew the cardinal vicar of Rome had been murdered eight days earlier by an assassin firing from an apartment window—a crime

         analogous in the U.S. to killing the President or other hugely celebrated person—but his knowledge was no more than that,

         limited to what he’d seen on TV or scanned in the newspaper, the same as several million others. That Danny had been killed

         in the bombing of a bus shortly afterward was an obvious, even logical, line to follow. Especially considering the tenor of

         his call to Harry. He’d been a Vatican priest, and the murdered cardinal a major figure within the Church. And the police

         were trying to see if there was some connection between whoever killed the cardinal and those responsible for bombing the

         bus. And maybe in some way there was. But what did they think he knew?

      


      Obviously it was a bad time and the police were reeling anyway because so public and outrageous a crime had happened in their

         city, and on their watch and on television. It meant every detail of their investigation would be under the closest scrutiny

         of the media and therefore even more emotionally charged than it already would have been. The best thing, Harry decided, was

         to try to put his own feelings aside and simply answer their questions as best he could. He knew nothing more than what he’d

         wanted to tell them in the first place, which was something they would soon find out.
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      “WHEN DID YOU BECOME A MEMBER OF THE Communist Party, Mr. Addison?” Roscani leaned forward, a notepad at his sleeve.


      “Communist Party?”


      “Yes.”


      “I am most certainly not a member of the Communist Party.”


      “How long had your brother been a member?”


      “I wasn’t aware that he was.”


      “You are denying he was a Communist.”


      “I’m not denying anything. But as a priest he would have been excommunicated…”


      Harry was incredulous. Where did this come from? He wanted to stand up and ask them where they got their ideas and what the

         hell they were talking about. But he didn’t. He just sat there in a chair in the middle of a large office, trying to keep

         his composure and go along with them.

      


      Two desks were at right angles in front of him. Roscani was behind one—a framed photograph of his wife and three teenage boys

         next to a computer whose screen was a mass of brightly colored icons. An attractive woman with long red hair sat at the other,

         like a court stenographer, entering the text of what they said into another computer. The sound of the keys as she typed made

         a dull staccato against the noisy grind of an aging air conditioner under the lone window, where Pio stood, leaning against

         the wall, arms folded over his chest, expressionless.

      


      

         Roscani lit a cigarette. “Tell me about Miguel Valera.”

      


      “I don’t know a Miguel Valera.”


      “He was a close friend of your brother.”


      “I’m not familiar with my brother’s friends.”


      “He never spoke of Miguel Valera.” Roscani made a note on the pad next to him.


      “Not to me.”


      “Are you certain?”


      “Detective, my brother and I were not close…. We hadn’t spoken for a long time…”


      Roscani stared a moment, then turned to his computer and punched something up on the screen. He waited for the information

         to come up, then turned back.

      


      “Your telephone number is 310-555-1719.”


      “Yes…” Harry’s defensive antenna suddenly went up. His home number was unlisted. They could get it, he knew. But why?


      “Your brother called you last Friday at four-sixteen in the morning Rome time.”


      That was it. They had a record of Danny’s calls.


      “Yes, he did. But I wasn’t home. He left word on my answering machine.”


      “Word. You mean a message?”


      “Yes.”


      “What did he say?”


      Harry folded one leg over the other, then counted to five and looked at Roscani. “—That’s what I wanted to talk to you about

         in the first place.”

      


      Roscani said nothing. Just waited for Harry to continue.


      “He was frightened. He said he didn’t know what to do. Or what would happen next.”


      “What did he mean by happen next?”

      


      “I don’t know. He didn’t say.”


      “What else did he say?”


      

         “He apologized for calling the way he did. And said he would try and call back.”

      


      “Did he?”


      “No.”


      “What was he frightened of?”


      “I don’t know. Whatever it was, it was enough to make him call me after eight years.”


      “You had not spoken in eight years?”


      Harry nodded.


      Roscani and Pio exchanged glances.


      “When was the last time you saw him?”


      “Our mother’s funeral. Two years before that.”


      “You had not spoken with your brother in all that time. And then he calls you, and very shortly afterward he is dead.”


      “—Yes…”


      “Was there a particular reason you and your brother were at odds?”


      “—No. Some things just build up over time.”


      “Why were you the one he chose to call now?”


      “He said… there was no one else he could talk to…”


      Once again Roscani and Pio exchanged glances.


      “We would like to hear the message on your machine.”


      “I erased it.”


      “Why?”


      “Because the tape was full. It wouldn’t have recorded anything else.”


      “Then there is no proof there was a message. Or that you or someone in your home did not actually speak with him.”


      Abruptly Harry sat forward. “What are you insinuating?”


      “That perhaps you are not telling the truth.”


      Harry had to work to hold down his anger. “First of all, no one was in my house when the call came. Secondly, when it came

         in, I was at Warner Brothers studios in Burbank, California, talking about a movie contract for a writer-director I represent

         and about the opening of his new film. For your information, it just came out this past weekend.”

      


      

         “What is the name of this film?”

      


      “Dog on the Moon,” Harry said flatly.

      


      Roscani stared for a moment, then scratched his head and made a note on the pad in front of him.


      “And the name of this writer-director,” he said without looking up.


      “Jesus Arroyo.”


      Now Roscani did look up.


      “A Spaniard.”


      “Hispanic-American. A Mexican to you. Born and grown up in East L.A.” Harry was getting angry. They were pressing him without

         telling him anything. Acting as if they thought not only Danny but also he were guilty of something.

      


      Roscani stubbed his cigarette into an ashtray in front of him. “Why did your brother murder Cardinal Parma.”


      “What—?” Harry was stunned, taken completely off guard.

      


      “Why did your brother kill Rosario Parma, the cardinal vicar of Rome?”


      “That’s absurd!” Harry looked at Pio. Nothing showed. He was the same as he’d been before, arms still folded over his chest,

         leaning against the wall by the window.

      


      Roscani picked up another cigarette and held it. “Before Father Daniel joined the Church he was a member of the United States

         Marine Corps.”

      


      “Yes.” Harry was still reeling, trying to grasp the magnitude of their accusations. Clear thinking was impossible.


      “He trained with an elite unit. He was a highly decorated marksman.”


      “There are thousands of highly decorated marksmen. He was a priest, for God’s sake!”

      


      “A priest with the skill to put a tight three-shot pattern into a man’s chest at two hundred yards.” Roscani stared at him.

         “Your brother was an excellent shot. He won competitions. We have his records, Mr. Addison.”

      


      “That doesn’t make him a murderer.”


      “I’ll ask you again about Miguel Valera.”


      

         “I said I never heard of him.”

      


      “I think you have…”


      “No, never. Not until you brought his name up.”


      The stenographer’s fingers were running steadily over the keyboard, taking it all down; what Roscani said, what he said, everything.


      “Then I will tell you—Miguel Valera was a Spanish Communist from Madrid. He rented an apartment across the Piazza San Giovanni

         two weeks before the shooting. It was from that apartment the shots were fired that killed Cardinal Parma. Valera was still

         there when we arrived. Hanging from a pipe in the bathroom, a belt around his neck….” Roscani tapped the cigarette’s filter

         end on the desk, compacting the tobacco. “Do you know what a Sako TRG 21 is, Mr. Addi-son?”

      


      “No.”


      “It’s a Finnish-made sniper rifle. The weapon used to kill Cardinal Parma. It was found wrapped in a towel behind the couch

         in the same apartment. Valera’s fingerprints were on it.”

      


      “Just his…?”


      “Yes.”


      Harry sat back, hands crossed in front of his chin, his eyes on Roscani. “Then how can you accuse my brother of the murder?”


      “Someone else was in the apartment, Mr. Addison. Someone who wore gloves. Who tried to make us think Valera acted alone.”

         Roscani slowly put the cigarette in his mouth and lit it, the match still alive in his hand. “What is the price of a Sako

         TRG 21?”

      


      “I have no idea.”


      “About four thousand U.S. dollars, Mr. Addison.” Roscani twisted the burning match between his thumb and forefinger, putting

         it out, then dropped it in the ashtray.

      


      “The apartment had been rented at nearly five hundred U.S. dollars a week. Valera paid for it himself in cash…. Miguel Valera

         was a lifelong Communist. A stonemason who worked little. He had a wife and five children he could barely afford to feed and

         clothe.”

      


      

         Harry stared at him, unbelieving. “Are you intimating that my brother was the other person in the room? That he bought the

         gun and gave Valera money for the rent?”

      


      “How could he, Mr. Addison? Your brother was a priest. He was poor. He was paid only a small stipend by the Church. He had

         very little money at all. Not even a bank account…. He did not have four thousand dollars for a rifle. Or the equivalent of

         one thousand dollars in cash to pay for the rental of an apartment.”

      


      “You keep contradicting yourself, Detective. You tell me the only fingerprints on the murder weapon belonged to Valera and

         in the same breath want me to believe it was my brother who pulled the trigger. And then you carefully explain how he could

         afford neither the gun nor the apartment. Where are you coming from?”

      


      “The money came from someone else, Mr. Addison.”


      “Who?” Harry glanced angrily at Pio, then back to Roscani.


      The policeman stared for a moment and then his right hand came up, smoke rising from the cigarette between his fingers, the

         fingers pointed directly at Harry.

      


      “You, Mr. Addison.”


      Harry’s mouth went dry. He tried to swallow but couldn’t. This was why they had so carefully met him at the airport and brought him to the Questura. Whatever had happened, Danny had become

         a prime suspect and now they were trying to tie him in. He wasn’t going to let them. Abruptly he stood, pushing his chair

         back.

      


      “I want to call the U.S. Embassy. Right now.”


      “Tell him,” Roscani said in Italian.


      Pio moved from the window and crossed the room. “We did know you were coming to Rome. And what flight you were on, but it

         wasn’t for the reason you thought.” Pio’s manner was easier than Roscani’s, the way he stood, the rhythm of his speech—or

         maybe it was just that he sounded American.

      


      “Late Sunday we requested help from the FBI. By the time they found where you were, you were on your way here.” He sat down

         on the edge of Roscani’s desk. “If you want to talk to your embassy you 

         have every right. But understand that when you do, you will very quickly be talking to the LEGATS.”

      


      “Not without a lawyer.” Harry knew what the LEGATS was. It stood for legal attachés, the name for FBI special agents assigned

         to U.S. embassies overseas who work in liaison with the local police. But the threat made no difference. Overwhelmed and shocked

         as he was, he wasn’t about to let anyone, the Rome police or the FBI, continue this kind of questioning without someone very

         well versed in Italian criminal law standing beside him.

      


      “Richieda un mandato di cattura.” Roscani looked at Pio.

      


      Harry reacted angrily. “Talk in English.”


      Roscani stood and walked around his desk. “I told him to call for an arrest warrant.”


      “On what charge?”


      “—A moment.” Pio looked at Roscani and nodded toward the door. Roscani ignored him and kept staring at Harry, acting as if

         Harry himself had killed Cardinal Parma.

      


      Taking him aside, Pio said something in Italian. Roscani hesitated. Then Pio said something else. Roscani relented and they

         went out.

      


      Harry watched the door close behind them and turned away. The long-haired woman at the keyboard was staring at him. Ignoring

         her, he walked to the window. It was something to do. Through its heavy glass he could see the narrow cobblestone street below

         and across it a brick building. At the far end was what looked like a fire station. It felt like a prison.

      


      What the hell had he walked into? What if they were right and Danny had been involved with the assassination? But that was

         crazy. Or was it? As a teenager Danny had had problems with the law. Not much, but some, like a lot of restless kids. Petty

         theft, vandalism, fighting, just generally getting into trouble. It was one of the reasons he had gone into the marines, as

         a way to get some discipline in his life. But that had been years ago; he was a grown man when he died and had been a priest

         for a long time. To envision him as a killer was impossible. Yet—and Harry didn’t want to think about it, but it was true—he

         would have learned how in the Marine Corps. And then there was 

         the phone call. What if that had been why he had called. What if he had done it and there was no one else he could talk to?

      


      There was a sound and the door opened and Pio came in alone. Harry looked past him, waiting for Roscani to follow but he didn’t.


      “You have hotel reservations, Mr. Addison?”


      “Yes.”


      “Where?”


      “At the Hassler.”


      “I will arrange to have your luggage taken there.” Reaching into his jacket, Pio took out Harry’s passport and handed it to

         him. “You’ll need it when you check in.”

      


      Harry stared at him. “I can go…?”


      “You must be tired—from your grief and from your flight.” Pio smiled gently. “And from a confrontation with the police you

         were hardly prepared for. From our view necessary perhaps, but not very hospitable. I would like to explain what has happened

         and what is happening…. Just the two of us, Mr. Addison… . A quiet place at the end of the street. Do you like Chinese?”

      


      Harry kept staring. Good cop, bad cop. Just like in the U.S. And right now Pio was the good one, the friend on Harry’s side.

         It was why Roscani had led the questioning. But it was clear they weren’t quite done with him and this was their way of continuing

         it. What it meant was, bottom line, he had no choice.

      


      “Yeah,” he said finally, “I like Chinese.”
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         “MERRY CHRISTMAS from the Addisons”

         


      


      HARRY COULD STILL SEE THE CARD, THE DECorated tree in the background, the posed faces smiling from it, everyone wearing a

         Santa Claus hat. He had a copy of it somewhere at home, tucked in a drawer, its once bright colors slowing fading, now almost

         pastels. It was the last time they were all together. His mother and father would have been in their mid-thirties. He was

         eleven, Danny eight, and their sister, Madeline, almost six. Her sixth birthday came on January first, and two weeks later

         she died.

      


      It was a Sunday afternoon, bright and clear and very cold. He and Danny and Madeline were playing on a frozen pond near their

         home. Some older kids were nearby playing hockey. Several of them skated toward them, chasing after the puck.

      


      Harry could still hear the sharp crack of the ice. It was like a pistol shot. He saw the hockey players stop short. And then

         the ice just broke away where Madeline was. She never made a sound, just went under. Harry screamed to Danny to run for help,

         and he threw off his coat and went in after her. But there was nothing but icy black.

      


      It was nearly dark when the fire department divers brought her up, the sky beyond the leafless trees behind them a streak

         of red.

      


      Harry and Danny and their mother and father waited with a priest in the snow as they came across the ice toward them. The

         fire chief, a 

         tall man with a mustache, had taken her body from the divers and wrapped it in a blanket and held it in his arms as he led

         the way.

      


      Along the shore, a safe distance away, the hockey players, their parents and brother and sisters, neighbors, strangers watched

         in silence.

      


      Harry started forward, but his father took him firmly by the shoulders and held him back. When he reached shore, the fire

         chief stopped, and the priest said the last rites over the blanket without opening it. And when he had finished, the fire

         chief, followed by the divers still with their air tanks and wet suits, walked on to where a white ambulance was waiting.

         Madeline was put inside and the doors were closed and the ambulance drove off into the darkness.

      


      Harry followed the red dots of taillights until they were gone. Finally he turned. Danny was there, eight years old, shivering

         with the cold, looking at him.

      


      “Madeline is dead,” Danny said, as if he were trying to understand.


      “Yes… ,” Harry whispered.


      It was Sunday, January the fifteenth, nineteen seventy-three. They were in Bath, Maine.


      PIO WAS RIGHT, Ristorante Cinese, Yu Yuan, on Via delle Quattro Fontane was a quiet place at the end of the street. At least it was quiet where he and Harry sat, at a highly lacquered back table away

         from the red-lanterned front door and spill of noontime customers, a pot of tea and large bottle of mineral water between

         them.

      


      “You know what Semtex is, Mr. Addison?”


      “An explosive.”


      “Cyclotrimethylene, pentaerythritol tetronitrate, and plastic. When it goes off it leaves a distinctive nitrate residue along

         with particles of plastique. It also tears metal into tiny pieces. It was the substance used to blow up the Assisi bus. That

         fact was established by technical experts early this morning and will be announced publicly this afternoon.”

      


      The information Pio was giving him was privileged, and Harry knew it, part of what Pio had promised. But it told him little

         or 

         nothing about their case against Danny. Pio was just doing what Roscani had done, giving him only enough information to keep

         things going.

      


      “You know what blew up the bus. Do you know who did it?”

      


      “No.”


      “Was my brother the target?”


      “We don’t know. All we know for certain is that we now have two different investigations. The murder of a cardinal and the

         bombing of a tour bus.”

      


      An aging Oriental waiter came up, glancing at Harry and grinning and exchanging pleasantries in Italian with Pio. Pio ordered

         for both by rote, and the waiter clapped his hands, bowed crisply, and left. Pio looked back to Harry.

      


      “There are, or rather, were, five ranking Vatican prelates who serve as the pope’s closest advisers. Cardinal Parma was one.

         Cardinal Marsciano is another….” Pio filled his glass with mineral water, watching Harry for a reaction that never came. “Did

         you know your brother was Cardinal Marsciano’s private secretary?”

      


      “No…”


      “The position gave him direct access to the inner workings of the Holy See. Among them, the pope’s itinerary. His engagements—where,

         when, for how long. Who his guests would be. Where he would enter and exit what building. The security arrangements. Swiss

         Guards or police or both, how many—Father Daniel never mentioned things like that?”

      


      “I told you, we weren’t close.”


      Pio studied him. “Why?”


      Harry didn’t respond.


      “You hadn’t spoken to your brother for eight years. What was the reason?”


      “There’s no point getting into it.”


      “It’s a simple question.”


      “I told you. Some things just build up over time. It’s old business. Family things. It’s boring. Hardly about murder.”


      

         For a moment Pio did nothing, then picked up his glass and took a drink of mineral water. “Is this your first time in Rome,

         Mr. Addison?”

      


      “Yes.”


      “Why now?”


      “I came to bring his body home…. No other reason. The same as I said before.”


      Harry felt Pio starting to push, the way Roscani had earlier, looking for something definitive. A contradiction, a diverting

         of the eyes, a hesitation. Anything to suggest Harry was holding something back or was flat out lying.

      


      “Ispettore Capo!”


      The waiter came grinning, as he had before. Making room on the table for four steaming platters, setting them between the

         men, chattering in Italian.

      


      Harry waited for him to finish, and when he left, looked at Pio directly. “I’m telling you the truth. And have been all along….

         Why don’t you keep your promise and tell me what you haven’t, the particulars of why you think my brother was involved in

         the cardinal’s murder?”

      


      Steam rose from the platters, and Pio gestured for Harry to help himself. Harry shook his head.


      “All right.” Pio took a folded sheet of paper from his jacket and handed it to Harry. “The Madrid police found it when they

         went through Valera’s apartment. Look at it carefully.”

      


      Harry opened the paper. It was an enlarged photocopy of what looked like a page taken from a personal phone book. The names

         and addresses were handwritten and in Spanish, the corresponding telephone numbers to the right. Most, from the heading, seemed

         to be from Madrid. At the bottom of the page was a single phone number, to its left was the letter R.

      


      It didn’t make sense. Spanish names, Madrid phone numbers. What did it have to do with anything? Except that maybe the R at the bottom of the page referred to Rome, but the number beside it had no name at all. Then it came to him.

      


      

         “Christ,” he said under his breath and looked at it again. The telephone number beside the R was the one Danny had left on his answering machine. Abruptly he looked up. Pio was staring at him.

      


      “Not just his phone number, Mr. Addison. Calls,” Pio said. “In the three weeks leading up to the killing, Valera placed a

         dozen calls to your brother’s apartment from his cellular phone. They became more frequent toward the end, and of shorter

         duration, as if he were confirming instructions. As far as we’ve been able to tell, they were the only calls he made while

         he was here.”

      


      “Telephone calls do not make killers!” Harry was incredulous. Was this it? All they had?


      A newly seated couple looked in their direction. Pio waited for them to turn back, then lowered his voice.


      “You were told there is evidence of a second person in the room. And that we believe it was that second person and not Valera

         who killed Cardinal Parma. Valera was a Communist agitator, but there is no evidence he ever fired a gun. I remind you your

         brother was a decorated marksman trained by the military.”

      


      “That’s a fact, not a connection.”


      “I’m not finished, Mr. Addison…. The murder weapon, the Sako TRG 21, normally takes a .308 Winchester cartridge. In this case

         it was loaded with American-made Hornady 150-grain spire-point bullets. They are bought primarily at specialty gun shops and

         used for hunting…. Three were taken from Cardinal Parma’s body…. The rifle’s magazine holds ten rounds. The remaining seven

         were still there.”

      


      “So?”


      “Valera’s personal phone directory was what sent us to your brother’s apartment. He wasn’t there. Obviously he had gone to

         Assisi, but we didn’t know that. Because of Valera’s directory we were able to get a warrant to search…”

      


      Harry listened, saying nothing.


      “A standard cartridge box holds twenty rounds of ammunition…. A cartridge box containing ten Hornady 150-grain spire points

         was 

         found inside a locked drawer in your brother’s apartment. With it was a second magazine for the same rifle.”

      


      Harry felt the wind go out of him. He wanted to respond, to say something in Danny’s defense. He couldn’t.


      “There was also a cash receipt for one million seven hundred thousand lire—just over one thousand U.S. dollars, Mr. Addison.

         The amount Valera paid in cash to rent the apartment. The receipt had Valera’s signature. The handwriting was the same as

         that on the telephone list you have there.

      


      “Circumstantial evidence. Yes, it is. And if your brother were alive, we could ask him about it and give him the opportunity

         to disprove it.” Anger and passion crept into Pio’s voice. “We could also ask him why he did what he did. And who else was

         involved. And if he had been trying to kill the pope…. Obviously we can’t do any of that….” Pio sat back, fingering his glass

         of mineral water, and Harry could see the emotion slowly fade.

      


      “Maybe we will find out we were wrong. But I don’t think so…. I’ve been around a long time, Mr. Addison, and this is about

         as close to the truth as you get. Especially when your prime suspect is dead.”

      


      Harry’s gaze shifted off, and the room became a blur. Until now he had been certain they were mistaken, that they had the

         wrong man, but this changed everything.

      


      “What about the bus…?” He looked back, his voice barely a whisper.


      “Whatever Communist faction was behind Parma’s murder, killing one of their own to shut him up?… The Mafia doing something

         else entirely?… A disgruntled bus company employee with access to, and knowledge of, explosives?… We don’t know, Mr. Addison.

         As I said, the bombing of the bus and the cardinal’s murder are separate investigations.”

      


      “When will all this be made public?”


      “Probably not while the investigation continues. After that we will, in all likelihood, defer to the Vatican.”


      

         Harry folded his hands in front of him and stared at the table. Emotions flooded. It was like being told you had an incurable

         disease. Disbelief and denial made no difference, the X rays, MRIs, and CT scans stared back from the wall just the same.

      


      Yet, for all of that—for all the evidence the police had presented, one solid piece stacked upon the another, they still had

         no absolute proof, as Pio had admitted. Moreover, no matter what he had told them about the substance of Danny’s phone message,

         only he had heard Danny’s voice. The fear and the anguish and the desperation. It was not the voice of a murderer crying out

         for mercy to the last bastion he knew, but of someone trapped in a terrible circumstance he could not escape.

      


      For some reason, and he didn’t know why, Harry felt closer to Danny now than he had since they were boys. Maybe it was because

         his brother had finally reached out to him. And maybe that was more important to Harry than he knew, because the realization

         of it had come not as a thought but as a rush of deep emotion, moving him to the point where he thought he might have to get

         up and leave the table. But he hadn’t, because in the next moment another realization had come: he wasn’t about to have Danny

         condemned to history as the man who had killed the cardinal vicar of Rome until the last stone had been turned and the proof

         was absolute and beyond any doubt whatsoever.

      


      “Mr. Addison, it will be another day at least, perhaps more, before the identification procedures are complete and your brother’s

         body can be released to you…. Will you be staying at the Hassler the entire time you are in Rome?”

      


      “Yes…”


      Pio took a card from his wallet and handed it to him. “I would appreciate it if you kept me informed of your movements. If

         you leave the city. If you go anywhere where it would be difficult for us to reach you.”

      


      Harry took the card and slipped it into his jacket pocket, then his eyes came back to Pio.


      “You won’t have any trouble finding me.”
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         Euro Night Train, Geneva to Rome.Tuesday, July 7, 1:20 A.M.

         


      


      CARDINAL NICOLA MARSCIANO SAT IN THE dark, listening to the methodic click of the wheels as the train picked up speed, pushing

         southeast out of Milan toward Florence and then Rome. Outside, a faint moon touched the Italian countryside, bathing it in

         just enough light for him to know it was there. For a moment he thought of the Roman legions that had passed under the same

         moon centuries before. They were ghosts now, as one day he would be, his life, like theirs, scarcely a blip on the graph of

         time.

      


      Train 311 had left Geneva at eight-twenty-five the night before, had crossed the Swiss-Italian border just after midnight,

         and would not arrive in Rome until eight the next morning. A long way around, considering it was only a two-hour flight between

         the same cities, but Marsciano had wanted time to think and to be alone without intrusion.

      


      As a servant of God he normally wore the vestments of his office, but today he traveled in a business suit to avoid attracting

         attention. To that same end his private compartment in the first-class sleeping car had been reserved under the name N. Marsciano.

         Honest, yet simple anonymity. The compartment itself was small, but it provided what he needed: a place to sleep, if he ever

         could; and, more important, a moving station to receive a call on his cellular phone without fear it would somehow be intercepted.

      


      

         Alone in the darkness, he tried not to think of Father Daniel—the accusations of the police, the evidence they had discovered,

         the bombed bus. Those things were past, and he dared not dwell on them, even though he knew at some point he would have to

         confront them again personally. They would have everything to do with his future, the future of the Church, and whether either

         could survive.

      


      He glanced at his watch, its digital numbers a transparent green in the dark.


      1:27


      The Motorola cell phone on the small table beside him remained silent. Marsciano’s fingers drummed on the narrow arm of his

         chair, then pushed through his gray-white hair. Finally he leaned forward and poured what was left of the bottle of Sassicaia

         into his glass. Very dry, very full-bodied, the stately red wine was expensive and little known outside Italy. Little known

         because the Italians themselves kept it a secret. Italy was filled with secrets. And the older one got, the more there seemed

         to be and the more dangerous they became. Especially if one were in a position of power and influence, as he was at age sixty.

      


      1:33


      Still the phone remained silent. And now he began to worry that something had gone wrong. But he couldn’t let himself think

         that way until he knew for sure.

      


      As he took a sip of the wine, Marsciano’s gaze shifted from the phone to the briefcase lying flat on the bed beside it. Inside,

         tucked away in an envelope beneath his papers and personal belongings, was a nightmare. An audiocassette that had been delivered

         to him in Geneva Sunday afternoon during lunch. It had come in a package marked URGENTE and had been delivered by messenger with no return address or indication of who had sent it. Once he had listened to it,

         however, he knew instantly where it had come from and why.

      


      

         As president of the Administration of the Patrimony of the Apostolic See, Cardinal Marsciano was a man in whose hands rested

         the ultimate financial decisions for the investment of the Vatican’s hundreds of millions of dollars in assets. And as such,

         he was one of the very few who knew exactly how much those assets were worth and where they were invested. It was a position

         of solemn responsibility and by its very nature open to those things men in high station are always heir to—the corruption

         of mind and spirit. Men who fell to such temptations usually suffered from greed or arrogance or both. Marsciano was afflicted

         by neither. His suffering came from a cruel intermingling of profound loyalty to the Church, grievously misplaced trust, and

         human love; made worse, if that were possible, by his own high position within the Vatican.

      


      The tape recording—in light of the murder of Cardinal Parma and the timing of its delivery—only pushed him farther into darkness.

         More than simply threaten his own personal safety, by its very existence it raised other, more far-reaching questions: What else was known? Whom could he trust?


      The only sound was that of the wheels passing over the rails as the train drew ever closer to Rome. Where was the call? What

         had happened? Something had to have gone wrong. He was certain now.

      


      Abruptly the phone rang.


      Marsciano was startled and for a moment did nothing. It rang again. Recovering, he picked up.


      “Si.” His voice was hushed, apprehensive. Nodding almost imperceptibly, he listened. “Grazie,” he whispered finally and hung up.
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         Rome. Tuesday, July 7, 7:45 A.M.

         


      


      JACOV FAREL WAS SWISS.


      He was also Capo dell’Ufficio Centrale Vigilanza, the man in charge of the Vatican police, and had been for more than twenty

         years. He had called Harry at five minutes after seven, waking him from a deep sleep and telling him it was imperative they

         talk.

      


      Harry had agreed to meet with him, and now, forty minutes later, was being driven across Rome by one of Farel’s men. Crossing

         the Tiber, they drove beside it for a few hundred yards, then turned down the colonnaded Via della Conciliazione, with the

         unmistakable dome of St. Peter’s in the distance. Harry was certain that was where he was being taken, to the Vatican and

         to Farel’s office somewhere deep inside it. Then abruptly the driver veered off to the right and through an arched portal

         in an ancient wall and into a neighborhood of narrow streets and old apartment buildings. Two blocks later he made a sharp

         left to stop in front of a small trattoria on Borgo Vittorio. Getting out, he opened the door for Harry and escorted him into

         the trattoria.

      


      A lone man in a black suit stood at the bar as they came in. His back to them, his right hand rested beside a coffee cup.

         He was probably five foot eight or nine, heavy-set, and what little hair he might have had left had been shaved to the skull,

         leaving the top of his head shining in the overhead light.

      


      

         “Thank you for coming, Mr. Addison.” Jacov Farel’s English was colored by a French accent. His voice was husky, as if he’d

         chain-smoked for years. Slowly the hand pulled away from the coffee cup and he turned. Harry hadn’t been able to see the power

         of the man from the back, but he could now. The shaved head, the broad face with the flattened nose, the neck as thick as

         a man’s thigh, the burly chest tight against his white shirt. His hands, big and strong, looked as if they’d spent most of

         their fifty-odd years wrapped around the handle of a jackhammer. And then there were his eyes, deep-set, gray-green, unforgiving—abruptly

         they flashed toward the driver. Without a word, the man took a step backward and left, the click of the door sounding behind

         him as it closed. Then Farel’s eyes shifted to Harry.

      


      “My responsibilities are different from those of the Italian police. They protect a city. The Vatican is its own state. A

         country inside Italy. Therefore I am accountable for the safety of a nation.”

      


      Instinctively Harry glanced around. They were alone. No waiter, no barman, no customers. Just he and Farel.


      “The blood of Cardinal Parma splattered my shirt and my face when he was shot. It also fell on the pope, soiling his vestments.”


      “I’m here to do anything I can to help,” Harry said, quietly.


      Farel studied him. “I know you talked to the police. I know what you told them. I read the transcripts. I read the report

         Ispettore Capo Pio wrote after he met with you privately…. It’s what you didn’t tell them that interests me.”

      


      “What I didn’t tell them?”


      “Or what they didn’t ask. Or what you left out when they did, purposely, or because you didn’t remember or perhaps because

         it didn’t seem important.”

      


      Farel’s presence, considerable before, now seemed to fill the entire room. Harry’s hands felt suddenly damp and there was

         sweat on his forehead. Again he looked around. Still no one. It was after eight. What time did the staff come to work? Or

         people come in off the street for breakfast or coffee?— Or had the trattoria been opened for Farel alone?

      


      “You seem uncomfortable, Mr. Addison…”


      

         “Maybe it’s because I’m tired of talking to the police when I’ve done nothing and you people keep acting like I have…. I was

         happy to meet with you because I believe my brother is innocent. And to show you I’m willing to cooperate any way I can.”

      


      “That’s not the only reason, Mr. Addison…”


      “What do you mean?”


      “Your clients. You have to protect them. If you had called the United States Embassy as you threatened—or arranged for an

         Italian lawyer to represent you in your talks with the police—you knew there was a very good chance the media would find out….

         Not only would our suspicions about your brother be made public, they would learn about you as well. Who you are, and what

         you do, and who you personally represent. People who would not want to be linked, however distantly or innocently, to the

         murder of the cardinal vicar of Rome.”

      


      “Who do you think I represent that—?”


      Abruptly, Farel cut him off, naming half a dozen of his superstar Hollywood clients in rapid succession.


      “Should I keep on, Mr. Addison?”


      “How did you get that information?” Harry was shocked and outraged. The identity of his firm’s clients was carefully guarded.

         It meant Farel had not only been digging into his background but also had connections in Los Angeles capable of getting him

         whatever he asked for. A reach and power that was frightening.

      


      “Your brother’s guilt or innocence aside, there is a certain practicality to things…. That’s why you’re talking to me, Mr.

         Addison, alone and of your own free will and will continue to do so until I am done with you…. You have to protect your own

         success.” His left hand found its way up to caress his skull just over his left ear. “It’s a nice day. Why don’t we go for

         a walk…?”

      


      THE MORNING SUN was beginning to light the top floors of the buildings around them as they came out and Farel turned them

         left, onto Via Ombrellari—a narrow cobblestone street without sidewalks, the apartment buildings interrupted here and there

         by a bar 

         or restaurant or pharmacy. A priest walked by across from them. Farther down, two men noisily loaded empty wine and mineral

         water bottles into a van outside a restaurant.

      


      “It was a Mr. Byron Willis, a partner in your law firm, who informed you of your brother’s death.”


      “Yes…”


      So Farel knew that, too. He was doing the same thing Roscani and Pio had done, trying to intimidate him and get him off guard,

         let him know that no matter what anyone said, he was still a suspect. That Harry knew he was innocent made little difference.

         Law school years had made him more aware than most of the long history of jails, prisons, and even gallows that had been peopled

         with the guiltless, men and women charged with crimes far less grievous than the one being investigated here. It was unnerving,

         if not frightening. And Harry knew it showed, and he didn’t like it. Moreover, Farel’s digging into his professional world

         gave everything a calculated spin. One that gave the Vatican policeman added power, because it let him inside Harry’s life,

         and told him there was nowhere he could go that Farel couldn’t find out about.

      


      Harry’s concern about publicity had been one of the first things he’d addressed yesterday, as soon as he’d left Pio and checked

         into his hotel, calling Byron Willis at his home in Bel Air. By discussion’s end they’d enumerated, almost word for word,

         the reasons Farel had just given for Harry’s keeping a low profile. They’d agreed that, tragic as it was, Danny was dead,

         and since whatever involvement he’d had or not had in the murder of Cardinal Parma was being kept quiet, it was best for all

         of them to let it stay that way. The risk that Harry’s clients might be revealed and his situation exploited was something

         neither they, nor he, nor the company needed, especially now, when the media seemed to rule everything.

      


      “Did this Mr. Willis know Father Daniel had contacted you?”


      “Yes…. I told him when he called to notify me of what had happened…”


      

         “You told him what your brother said.”

      


      “Some of it…. Most of it…. Whatever I said, it’s in the transcripts of what I told the police yesterday.” Harry felt the anger

         begin to rise. “What difference does it make?”

      


      “How long have you known Mr. Willis?”


      “Ten, eleven years. He helped me get into the business. Why?”


      “You are close to him.”


      “Yes, I guess…”


      “As close to him as to anyone?”


      “I guess so.”


      “Meaning you might tell him things you would tell no one else.”


      “What are you getting at?”


      Farel’s gray-green eyes found Harry’s and held there. Finally his gaze moved off and they continued to walk. Slowly, deliberately.

         Harry had no idea where they were going or why. He wondered if Farel did, if it was simply his manner of interrogation.

      


      Behind them, a blue Ford turned the corner, drove slowly for a half block, then pulled over and stopped. No one got out. Harry

         glanced at Farel. If he was aware of the car, he didn’t acknowledge.

      


      “You never spoke with your brother directly.”


      “No.”


      Farther down, the men loading bottles finished, and their van pulled from the curb. Parked beyond it was a dark gray Fiat.

         Two men sat in the front seat. Harry glanced back. The other car was still there. The block was short. If the men in the cars

         belonged to Farel, it meant they had essentially sealed off the street.

      


      “And the message he left on your answering machine… you erased.”


      “I wouldn’t have done it if I had known how things were going to turn out.”


      Abruptly Farel stopped. They were nearly to the gray Fiat, and Harry could see the men in the front seat watching them. The

         one at the wheel was young and leaned forward in his seat almost eagerly, as if he hoped something would happen.

      


      

         “You act like you don’t know where we are, Mr. Addison.” Farel smiled slowly, then swept his hand at the yellow stained and

         paint-peeled four-story building in front of them.

      


      “Should I?”


      “Number one-twenty-seven Via Ombrellari—you don’t know?”


      Harry looked down the street. The blue Ford was still there. Then his eyes came back to Farel.


      “No, I don’t.”


      “It’s your brother’s apartment building.”
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      DANNY’S APARTMENT WAS ON THE GROUND floor, small and exceedingly Spartan. Its cubicle of a living room faced a tiny back courtyard

         and was furnished with a reading chair, small desk, floor lamp, and bookcase, all of which looked as though they had come

         from a flea market. Even the books were secondhand, most of them old and dealing with historical Catholicism, with titles

         such as The Last Days of Papal Rome, 1850–1870, Plenarii Concilii Baltimorensis Tertii, The Church in the Christian Roman Empire.

      


      The bedroom was sparer yet—a single, blanket-covered bed and a small chest of drawers, with lamp and telephone on top, which

         served as a bedside table. His closet was as meager. A suit of the classic priest’s vestments—black shirt, black slacks, and

         black jacket all on one hanger. A pair of jeans, a plaid shirt, worn gray sweat suit, and pair of old running shoes. The chest

         of drawers revealed a white clerical collar, several pairs of well-worn underwear, three pairs of socks, a folded sweater,

         and two T-shirts, one with the logo of Providence College.

      


      “Everything just as he left it when he went to Assisi,” Farel said quietly.


      “Where were the cartridges?”


      Farel led him into the bathroom and opened the door of an ancient commode. Inside were several drawers, all of which had locks

         that had been pried open, presumably by the police.

      


      “The bottom drawer. In the back behind some toilet tissue.”


      

         Harry stared for a moment, then turned and walked slowly back through the bedroom and into the living room. On the top shelf

         of the bookcase there was a hot plate he hadn’t noticed before. Beside it was a lone cup with a spoon in it, and next to that

         a jar of instant coffee. That was it. No kitchen, no stove, no refrigerator. It was the kind of place he might have rented

         as a freshman at Harvard, when he had no money at all and was there only because he’d earned an academic scholarship.

      


      “His voice—“


      Harry turned. Farel stood in the bedroom doorway watching him, his shaved head looking suddenly too large and disproportionate

         to his body.

      


      “Your brother’s voice on the answering machine. You said he sounded frightened.”


      “Yes.”


      “As if he might be afraid for his life?”


      “Yes.”


      “Did he mention names? People you would both know. Family? Friends?”


      “No, no names.”


      “Think carefully, Mr. Addison. You hadn’t heard from your brother in a long time. He was distraught.” Farel stepped closer,

         his words running on. “People tend to forget things when they’re thinking about something else.”

      


      “If there had been names I would have told the Italian police.”


      “Did he say why he was going to Assisi?”


      “He didn’t say anything about Assisi.”


      “What about another city or town?” Farel kept pushing. “Somewhere he had been or might be going?”


      “No.”


      “Dates? A day. A time that might be important—“


      “No,” Harry said. “No dates, no time. Nothing like that.”


      Farel’s eyes probed him again. “You are absolutely certain, Mr. Addison…”


      “Yes, I’m absolutely certain.”


      

         A sharp knock at the front door drew their attention. It opened, and the eager driver of the gray Fiat—Pilger, Farel called

         him—entered. He was even younger than Harry had first thought, baby-faced, looking as if he were barely old enough to shave.

         A priest was with him. Like Pilger, he was young, probably not thirty, and tall, with dark curly hair and black eyes behind

         black-rimmed glasses.

      


      Farel spoke to him in Italian. There was an exchange, and Farel turned to Harry.


      “This is Father Bardoni, Mr. Addison. He works for Cardinal Marsciano. He knew your brother.”


      “I speak English, a little, anyway,” Father Bardoni said gently and with a smile. “May I offer my deepest condolences…”


      “Thank you…” Harry nodded gratefully. It was the first time anyone had acknowledged Danny in any context outside of murder.


      “Father Bardoni has come from the funeral home where your brother’s remains were taken,” Farel said. “The necessary paperwork

         is being processed. The documents will be ready for your signature tomorrow. Father Bardoni will accompany you to the funeral

         home. And the following morning, to the airport. A first-class seat has been reserved for you. Father Daniel’s remains will

         be on the same plane.”

      


      “Thank you,” Harry said again, right now wanting only to get out from under the authoritarian shadow of the police and take

         Danny home for burial.

      


      “Mr. Addison,” Farel warned, “the investigation is not over. The FBI will follow up for us in the States. They will want to

         question you further. They will want to talk to Mr. Willis. They will want the names and addresses of relatives, friends,

         military associates, other people your brother may have known or been involved with.”

      


      “There are no living relatives, Mr. Farel. Danny and I were the last of the family. As for who his friends or associates were,

         I couldn’t say. I just don’t know that much about his life…. But I’ll tell you something. I want to know what happened as

         much as you do. Maybe even more. And I intend to find out.”

      


      

         Harry looked at Farel a beat longer. Then, with a nod to Father Bardoni, he took a final look around the room, a last, private

         moment to see where and how Danny had lived, and started toward the door.

      


      “Mr. Addison.”


      Farel’s voice rasped sharply after him, and Harry turned back.


      “I told you when we met that it’s what you haven’t said that interests me…. It still does…. As a lawyer you should know the

         most insignificant pieces sometimes make the whole…. Things so seemingly unimportant, a person might pass them on without

         realizing it.”

      


      “I’ve told you everything my brother said to me.”


      “So you say, Mr. Addison.” Farel’s gaze narrowed and his eyes grasped Harry’s and held there. “I was washed with the blood

         of a cardinal. I will not bathe in the blood of a pope.”
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         The Hotel Hassler. Still Tuesday, July 7, 10:00 P.M.

         


      


      “GREAT! GREAT! I LOVE IT!… HAS HE CALLED in?… No, I didn’t think he would. He’s where?… Hiding?”


      Harry stood in his room and laughed out loud. Telephone in hand, his shirt open at the neck, sleeves rolled up, shoes off,

         he turned to lean against the edge of the antique desk near the window.

      


      “Hey, he’s twenty-four, he’s a star, let him do what he wants.”


      Signing off, Harry hung up and set the phone on the desk among the pile of legal pads, faxes, pencil stubs, half-eaten sandwich,

         and crumpled notes. When was the last time he’d laughed, or even felt like laughing? But just now he’d laughed, and it felt

         good.

      


      Dog on the Moon was a monster hit. Fifty-eight million dollars for the three-day holiday weekend, sixteen million more than Warner Brothers’

         highest estimates. Studio number crunchers were projecting a total domestic gross of upward of two hundred and fifty million.

         And as for its writer-director, Jesus Arroyo, the twenty-four-year-old barrio kid from East L.A. Harry had found six years

         ago in a special writing program for troubled inner-city teenagers and had mentored ever since, his career was blasting off

         the planet. In little more than three days he had become the new enfant terrible, his golden future assured. Multi-picture contracts worth millions were being overtured to him. So were demands for guest

         appearances on every major television talk 

         show. And where was baby Jesus in all this? Partying in Vail or Aspen or up the coast looking at Montecito real estate? No?

         He was—hiding!


      Harry laughed again at the purity of it. Intelligent, mature, and forceful as Jesus was as a filmmaker, at heart he was really

         a shy little boy who, following the biggest weekend of his career, could not be found. Not by the media, not by his friends,

         his latest girlfriend, or even his agent—whom Harry had been on the phone with. No one.

      


      Except Harry.


      Harry knew where he was. Jesus Arroyo Manuel Rodriguez was his full name, and he was at his parents’ house on Escuela Street

         in East L.A. He was with his mom and his hospital custodian dad, and his brothers and sisters, and cousins and aunts and uncles.

      


      Yes, Harry knew where he was, and he could call him, but he didn’t want to. Let Jesus have his time with his family. He’d

         know what was going on. If he wanted to be in touch he would be. Much better to let him celebrate in his own way and let all

         the other stuff, including the congratulatory call from his lawyer, come later. Business did not yet rule his life as it did

         Harry’s and the lives of most everyone else who was a success in the entertainment world.

      


      There had been eighteen calls waiting for Harry to return when he’d checked in yesterday. But he’d answered none of them,

         just gone to bed and slept for fifteen hours, emotionally and physically exhausted, the idea of business as usual impossible.

         But tonight, after his encounter with Farel, work had been a welcome relief. And everyone he’d talked to had congratulated

         him on the big success of Dog and the bright future of Jesus Arroyo, and had been kind and sympathetic about his own personal tragedy, apologizing for

         talking business under the circumstances and then—all those things said—talking business.

      


      For a time it had been exhilarating, even comforting, because it took his mind off the present. And then, as he’d ended the

         last call, he realized no one he had talked to had any idea that he was dealing with the police or that his brother was the

         prime suspect in the assassination of the cardinal vicar of Rome. And he couldn’t tell them. As much as they were friends,

         they were business friends, and that was all.

      


      

         For the first time, it came to him how singular his life really was. With the exception of Byron Willis—who was married and

         had two young children and still worked as many hours as Harry did and maybe more—he had no genuine friends, no soul mates

         of any kind. His life moved too quickly for those kinds of relationships to develop. Women were no different. He was part

         of Hollywood’s inner circle, and beautiful women were everywhere. He used them and they used him; it was all part of the game.

         A private screening, dinner afterward, sex, and then back to business; meetings, negotiations, telephones, maybe seeing no

         one at all socially for weeks at a time. His longest affair had been with an actress and lasted little more than six months.

         He’d been too busy, too preoccupied. And until now it had seemed all right.

      


      Turning from the desk, Harry went to the window and looked out. The last time he’d looked, the city had been a dazzle of early-evening

         sun. Now it was night, and Rome sparkled. Below him, the Spanish Steps and the Piazza di Spagna beyond teamed with people—a

         mass congregation of coming and going and just being, with little collections of uniformed police here and there making sure

         none of it got out of hand.

      


      Farther away he could see a convergence of narrow streets and alleyways, above which the orange-and-cream-colored tile rooftops

         of apartments, shops, and small hotels fingered out in ancient orderly blocks until they reached the black band of the Tiber.

         Across it was the lighted dome of St. Peter’s, that part of Rome where he’d been earlier in the day. Beneath it sprawled Jacov

         Farel’s domain, the Vatican itself. Residence of the pope. Seat of authority for the world’s nine hundred and fifty million

         Roman Catholics. And the place where Danny had spent the final years of his life.

      


      How could Harry know what those years had been like? Had they been enriching or merely academic? Why Danny had gone from the

         marines to the priesthood he didn’t know. It was something he had never understood. Not surprising, because at the time they

         were barely talking, so how could he have asked at all without sounding judgmental? 

         But looking out now at the lighted dome of St. Peter’s, he had to wonder if it was something there, inside the Vatican, that

         had driven Danny to call him, and afterward sent him to his death.
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