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  This book is dedicated to the memory of Aldo Moro,




  and to all of those who have met their deaths at the hands of silence.




  

    And for C;


  




  In the everywhere




  where you now are—




  







  PROLOGUE
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  ROME




  1978




  







  Thursday 16 March




  The altar was washed in shadow. Behind it, a row of candles shimmered. Their flames caught the white disc of the host, then guttered and flared again.




  Oreste Leonardi shifted against the back wall of the church. The gun was digging into his hip. He did not believe. Not deep in his heart the way you were supposed to – not with the

  ‘soul and fibre of his being’. Still, he found it moving, this strange cannibalism. Eat of my body. Drink of my blood. Consume me, and you shall be saved.




  He looked to the rear pew where his partner sat. Sensing his glance, Domenico Ricci glanced back and tapped his watch.




  Their charge was at the front, on his knees. Candlelight licked the back of his dark suit, caught the silvered hair of his bowed head. There was, Oreste thought, no question about Aldo

  Moro’s faith. He’d grown up with the Pope, for Christ’s sake – pardon the pun, Father. They’d been little angels, boy servants of the Lord together half a century ago

  back on the hot white stones of the south. And now, who would have bet on it? One was the Father of his church, the other Father of his country.




  Oreste had actually heard Moro called that yesterday, on the TV news, or the radio. By the end of today it would probably even be true. If they made him President. Which they would. Five times

  Prime Minister, and minister as many times again in everything from Justice to Foreign Affairs, what else were they going to do with him? He wondered if he would go to the Quirinale, too. If the

  family would even agree to move into the palace. Or if Moro would commute back and forth, Pater Patrie by day, Pater Familias by night. Now, that really would be a security

  nightmare.




  Even as he thought it, it struck Oreste again how strange it was, that he should be thinking about keeping the next President of Italy alive. Him. A nobody. Nothing but a policeman, an ordinary

  cop doing his job. Which was all he’d ever set out to be. All he’d ever wanted, really. The job, and what came with it. A little dignity. A good pension. And look where it had landed

  him. Angels’ wings, his mother would have said. Angels’ wings feather our lips.




  Domenico’s eyes met his. Oreste shrugged. Certo, they were tight on time. But so what? It wasn’t like Communion was something you could rush. Hurry it along, could you,

  Father, this Redemption thing? We have an appointment at the Chigi Palace. And what were they going to do, anyway, all those black suits and Andreotti, who looked like a gnome? Wait,

  that’s what. They’d hardly start swearing in the government without Moro. After all, he’d put the damn thing together. Jury-rigged it with bits of goodwill and promises. It

  wasn’t exactly elegant, but he’d hauled the Communists out of the cold, Grace of God, lured them into bed with the Christian Democrats. And lo, the lambs shall lie down with the

  lions and the hand of peace shall be upon you. Oreste smiled at himself. For a man who didn’t believe in God, he’d come over all biblical. Must be the time of year. Easter was next

  week.




  The tinny notes of a bell skittered down the aisle. Moro stood up. Oreste watched as he shook hands with the old woman in the pew behind him, exchanging the sign of peace. Holding her wrinkled

  paw in his, he smiled, his long horse face breaking into a softness, almost a joy, which Oreste found himself envying. When was the last time he’d smiled like that, felt it glowing from the

  bottom of his belly? Maybe he should try harder. Maybe every now and then – on Sunday mornings, say, or Easter – he should forget the world, just for a minute, and make an effort to

  believe. The idea fluttered in his head, feathered his lips, and left. Get thee behind me. Believing wasn’t his job.




  Pushing the church door open, Oreste Leonardi looked left then right, his eyes sweeping the street, the waiting car, the second group of bodyguards pulled up behind it. He felt Domenico Ricci

  slip past him, caught the signal from the escort and returned it. Then he heard the familiar intoning, Go in peace, go in peace, as Aldo Moro stepped from the shadow of God.




  

    On Via Fani, the forsythia had begun to open, and the pink stars of the oleander that had been Monica Ghirri’s favourite until she discovered how poisonous they were.

    She’d been just a little girl when a teacher had slapped her hand as she reached for the dusky spear of a leaf. At the time, Monica thought it was anger in the woman’s voice. Now she

    understood it was fear.


  




  That was what children did to you. The world looked ordinary, then you had them and it was filled with hazard. She wondered sometimes how any parents stayed sane, burdened with this love and its

  attendant terror. She could, for instance, perfectly well have let her son and daughter walk to school by themselves this morning. They were old enough, and it was all of three blocks, and what did

  she think was going to happen to them on a beautiful Thursday in the middle of Rome? It was one of the reasons they had moved to this neighbourhood – bought the flat she and Gio agreed they

  really couldn’t afford – because it was safe. Patrician. An ordered, secure place.




  Monica glanced at the bus stop. Two old ladies sat wearing headscarves and, despite the sun, fur-collared coats, each with a small dog on her lap. A group of Alitalia stewards lounged to the

  side, their travel cases at their feet. One, a tall guy with glasses and a moustache – and wasn’t that a sign of the times – checked his watch, then looked down the road and

  shrugged.




  Traffic was building. Furious honking erupted a few streets away. Something was niggling at her, like a stone in her shoe. She stopped, waiting to cross the street, and realized what it was. The

  flowers on the dining-room table were wilting. She needed another bouquet, something cheerful. But the flower-seller’s van wasn’t in its usual spot on the corner.




  Monica was looking down the road, thinking he might have moved a block, when she heard the crunch of a bumper. A white Fiat had thrown on its brakes, causing the car behind to ram into it.

  Idiot, she thought. Then the shooting started.




  

    To be honest, Oreste Leonardi hadn’t been thinking about anything. His eyes scanned the familiar road, taking in the intersection ahead, the bus stop that seemed to be

    filled this morning with Alitalia crew, the woman who, he thought vaguely, was pretty in a too-soft kind of way, standing by the crossing, the opposite corner where . . . His brain clicked. Where

    the flower-seller’s van was always parked.


  




  But this morning, wasn’t.




  He frowned, suddenly completely aware of Moro behind him, lost as usual in his sheaf of papers. They joked that the back seat was his ‘flying office’. The flower-seller’s van.

  Not there. Without even being aware of it, Oreste reached for the holster on his hip. He opened his mouth to say something to Domenico, was just forming the words when the car in front of them

  threw on its brakes, and Oreste thought, This is it, and flung himself into the back seat.




  When the first shot hit him, Oreste Leonardi was looking into Aldo Moro’s startled face. He felt the impact, then the unexpected frailness of Moro’s body as he shoved the man down,

  covering him as the rattle of semi-automatic fire and shatter of glass ripped the car.




  The second shot hit Oreste in the back, and suddenly he was aware of words.




  They came whole. Filled his head. Rising, white and perfect, from somewhere deep in his memory, when, holding his mother’s hand in the shadow of another church, he had believed.




  ‘Deus in adjutorium meum intende.’




  Oreste Leonardi didn’t know if he said it, or if Aldo Moro said it, or if, in the brief moment before his life ended, they said it together.




  ‘Domine ad adjuvandum me festina.’




  God, come to my assistance. Lord, make haste to help me.




  







  PART ONE
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  FLORENCE




  2010




  







  Wednesday 27 January




  Kristen Carson folded the sweater and placed it in the suitcase. She ran her hand across the soft wool, lavender, her favourite colour, and glanced in the mirror again. The

  woman in the salon had talked her into it. Promised the copper highlights would make her look really different. Liven up everything, especially her eyes. She knew some people called her eyes her

  best feature, but she’d always thought they were kind of dull. Ordinary mid-sky blue. Now, they seemed darker, deeper, sparked with mystery. Or something.




  She fingered the new fringe, cautiously, as if the curls were spun glass and might break. It had taken her about an hour to style it this way. She hoped he’d like it. Kristen twisted her

  neck to look at the sides and back. Putting it up definitely made her look older. Now, when people saw them together, maybe they wouldn’t just assume she was his daughter.




  The memory of his voice ran across her, rippled her skin the way wind fingered grass. She’d been waiting for this day, knowing it was what she’d wanted since they’d first

  ‘met’. Since the first time she’d read his words.




  She took a breath, smoothed the sweater again, and closed the suitcase. Then she turned and lifted the coat off the bed, peeling back the plastic bag that covered it like a skin. Slipping it on,

  she admired the final result in the mirror. The idea of introducing him to her parents – well, to be accurate to her father and stepmother, her father and Anna – flitted through her

  head. And why not? After all, her dad was always talking about how they wanted to meet her friends. The thought made her laugh out loud. Walking into their hotel with him, bringing him to dinner

  – just the idea of it filled her with a sort of queasy glee, a high as bright and sharp as jagged glass.




  Which was weird because it wasn’t like they were bad people. It wasn’t like she blamed her father, or Anna – whom he hadn’t even met until a year after the accident

  – for what had happened. Or as if they’d been in any way mean to her. Or even unfair. On the contrary, they’d been pretty much close to perfect. Considerate. Generous. They

  hadn’t batted an eye, for instance, when it came to paying for this year and all the extras – this apartment instead of a grungy dorm. In fact, they’d been thrilled. That

  she’d developed an interest in art. That she’d wanted to learn Italian, do something ambitious for once. Kristen glanced at her watch. Five minutes to five. She had to get going. If

  there was one thing he hated, it was being kept waiting.




  She lifted the suitcase off the bed, then looked around the room one more time, and came face to face with Mr Ted. The little white bear was losing his fur. A thread on his nose had come loose

  and his paws were ragged. She should get him a new ribbon. The red one around his neck was grubby and frayed. Kristen picked him up. He felt familiar, warm and moulded, like silly putty or one of

  those old rubber super balls she used to love. Mr Ted was her Better Half. He’d gone everywhere with her – camp, vacations, boarding school. Overnight to the hospital when she had her

  tonsils out. She’d even taken him on sleepovers. For a split-second she hesitated, then she placed him back on the pillow.




  ‘Sorry, Buddy.’ She winked. ‘You stay here and watch out for things. If Miss Goody-Goody asks, tell her it’s none of her business.’




  Even as she said the words, Kristen felt a pang of guilt. It was true that Marie Louise was vomitously good, and also true that Kristen owed her money. And that, having lent it – without

  batting an eye – Marie Louise had never mentioned it. Had never even asked when Kristen would pay it back.




  ‘That’s what people like her were put on this earth for,’ she muttered. ‘To be so fucking perfect they make everyone else feel bad.’




  Mr Ted frowned.




  ‘OK, OK,’ she said. ‘I’ll leave a note.’




  Five minutes later, Kristen Carson passed under San Frediano Gate, and paused. It was colder than she’d thought. Dark was coming down fast, folding the last light in a curtain of mist.

  From where she stood, she could just make out the apartment window, the one at the end of the hall. It was glassy and black. She’d forgotten to leave a light on. Neither of them would admit

  it, but both Marie Louise and Kristen were afraid of the dark.




  







  Wednesday 3 February




  ‘So, what do we know about the girl?’ Enzo Saenz asked.




  Pallioti glanced at him and shrugged. It was nothing more than a slight lift and fall of his shoulders – and spoke volumes. Of impatience. Annoyance. And something more than a tinge of

  disdain for the schools who could not keep track of their students, especially when those students were wealthy and American and had parents who were making a fuss. They stopped for a stream of

  traffic that spilled down off the Lungarno towards the Ognissanti.




  ‘Kristen.’ The unfamiliar name came awkwardly off Pallioti’s tongue. ‘Kristen Carson,’ he said.




  It was just after nine o’clock in the morning of the first Wednesday in February, and still freezing. Tyres spat last night’s snow, causing both men to step backwards.




  ‘Seventeen years old. Well, actually, she’ll be eighteen on Friday.’ Pallioti’s nose wrinkled – at the dirty snow and the leaden sky that promised more.

  ‘American citizen,’ he added. ‘Arrived here in September with a group from a Sherbrooke College. Post-graduate year abroad.’




  The tone in which he spoke the last four words suggested that, in his opinion at least, this particular rite of passage – common throughout the world but especially in America and England

  – was of dubious merit. Academically and otherwise.




  That, Enzo thought, was debatable. Some minds would never broaden, no matter how many stamps their passport had. Others flowered in a local library. What could not be argued, however, was that

  the post-graduate year, the gap year, the junior year abroad, the self-discovery sabbatical – whatever you wanted to call it – contributed considerably to the city’s coffers.

  Flats were rented. Language schools bulged. Visits to the Uffizi and the Accademia tripled. And of course, the students bought things. Gelati. Beer. Shoes. Gloves. Anything with Prada written on

  it. And postcards. They bought lots of postcards.




  The Grand Tour wasn’t dead. It had simply shifted gears. Moved with the times. Or not. Basically, it still meant the same thing. I came, I saw, I shopped. Sometimes Enzo thought it

  should be the city’s motto. Other times, he realized it was.




  The traffic stopped as suddenly as it had begun, the tap turned off at some unseen light blocks away.




  ‘I’ll make a guess,’ Enzo said as they stepped into the street. ‘She’s studying Art History?’




  ‘Her parents landed in Rome on Sunday morning.’ Pallioti sighed, as if the mere idea of a transatlantic flight exhausted him. ‘Flew up here in the afternoon. She was supposed

  to meet them for dinner at their hotel. When she didn’t turn up, they figured she’d appear in the morning. She didn’t, and didn’t answer her messages. On Monday night they

  contacted the school. Yesterday they went to the Consulate. Her father knows people in Washington. Replaced part of the Vice-President’s brother.’




  Enzo looked at him as if he’d lost his marbles.




  ‘He’s a surgeon. Knees.’ Pallioti waved his hand vaguely, as if that explained everything. ‘They’re visiting for a week,’ he added. ‘The parents. For

  her birthday. They have a party planned, for Friday night.




  ‘The girl shares a flat, with another student on the programme. She hasn’t been seen there, and there’s no record of her leaving Italy,’ Pallioti went on. ‘Or of

  her flying, down to Sicily or Sardinia, wherever they go. No airline booking. No car rental or train booking made online, either.’ He spoke abruptly now, the clip of his words matching their

  pace, which quickened as they shouldered past a few cold-looking tourists and scurrying locals.




  ‘Any chance they’re together, this Kristen and the other girl, the flatmate?’




  Pallioti shook his head.




  ‘None. Unless she’s hiding under the bed. I’ve arranged for the flatmate to meet us, with the parents and the teacher in charge.’ Pallioti clapped his gloved hands

  together. ‘I also called the school that runs the course. This morning,’ he added. ‘She, Kristen, didn’t attend it, for high school or whatever they call it, so they

  don’t know all that much about her. She signed up for this programme more or less at the last minute. When I pushed, they admitted that the recommendations from her own school weren’t

  good. Apparently she’s done this kind of thing before.’




  ‘What kind of thing?’ Enzo asked.




  Pallioti shrugged without breaking stride.




  ‘Pulled vanishing acts. Disappeared. Her record suggests she likes to get people in a stew. Especially if they’re her parents. The school wasn’t going to accept her because of

  it, for this course, but . . .’ He rubbed his thumb and forefinger together in the universal sign for cash. ‘They were having a hard time filling places. And papà was

  persuasive. They said they haven’t had a problem with her. Until now.’




  ‘Until her parents arrived.’ Enzo stopped in the street, planting his feet like a mule’s. ‘So, this is a complete waste of time? Another wind-up?’




  Pallioti stopped and looked at him. ‘Does it matter?’




  It didn’t, and both of them knew it. What mattered was that the girl’s father knew ‘people in Washington’. What mattered was that foreign students equalled cash, and

  Florence wasn’t the only beautiful city in Italy, and February was a dull time for the press, and wealthy blonde American girls were like bait to sharks.




  Pallioti shook his head, and walked on.




  ‘As of now,’ he said a moment later, ‘that’s all Guillermo’s dug up.’




  Guillermo, whose very sharp brain was housed in a head as bald and polished as a billiard ball, was Pallioti’s secretary, and notorious for his efficiency. And speed. The joke in the

  office was that if Guillermo called you in the middle of the night he’d tell you what you were dreaming.




  Even so, Enzo was surprised he’d had time to find out this much. He’d only heard of the girl himself half an hour ago when Pallioti had barked down the phone, clearly in no good

  temper, that ‘the Americans had gone and lost one of their students’. He hadn’t added, ancora. Again. But Enzo had heard it, loud and clear.




  It happened every so often. Like keys, passports, and train tickets, students got misplaced. Among the police and Carabinieri it was commonly acknowledged that the Japanese kept the best track.

  The French and Germans were OK. The English and Scandinavians were indifferent, and the Americans were hopeless. Usually these fragments of wandering youth, who were almost always girls and almost

  always found in the arms of some local Lothario, were none of Pallioti and Enzo’s business. Usually they had bigger fish to fry. But then again, usually the kid’s father hadn’t

  replaced the Vice-President’s brother’s knee.




  They turned the corner. Wind hit them in the face, splintered with cold. Even Enzo, who was normally impervious to weather and seasons, hated February. He began to turn up his collar, then

  thought better of it. They were only steps from the American Consulate, and it was arguably bad enough that he was wearing one of his habitual leather jackets. He kept several changes of clothes in

  his locker, and had offered at least to shave, and even to change into a suit and tie for this meeting with the girl’s parents, but Pallioti had snapped that he didn’t have time. Which

  was nonsense. Enzo Saenz was a shape-changer. He could go from Unshaven Street Punk to Suited Ponytailed Five O’clock Shadow faster than most magicians could blink. But that wasn’t the

  point. The point was that it was bad enough that they’d been called out on ‘babysitting duty’ in the first place, and Pallioti was damned if he’d compound the insult by

  having his officers tart themselves up for the American Consul who, just for the record, he considered to be a bore and a halfwit.




  All of which Enzo knew without a word being spoken because he had worked for Pallioti for the better part of a decade now, ever since Pallioti had first come to Florence and talent-spotted him

  for the undercover unit he had set up and run – an anarchic and surprisingly effective group that came to be known informally as the Angels. When Pallioti had been promoted and asked to form

  his new department – an elite squad designed to deal with especially complex, or unpleasant, or simply politically suicidal cases that no one else could be arm-twisted into taking – the

  first person he had asked for was Enzo Saenz.




  Since then Enzo had become Pallioti’s shadow. His fixer. The occasional Sancho Panza to his Quixote. And once or twice, his bodyguard. If a decade ago they had been master and pupil, now

  they were something more equal, and more ill-defined.




  

    Pallioti swore under his breath at the sight of the new security wall that had been erected outside the Consulate. A legacy of the latest terrorist threat, it was see-through,

    bulletproof, presumably bomb-proof and, to be fair, not altogether unsightly. It was also, Enzo knew, nothing to do with his boss’s current fit of ill temper. Alessandro Pallioti was not

    annoyed about boring Consuls or bulletproof panels, but simply because he was here. Because, despite the fact that he was one of Florence’s most senior policemen, he had been more or less

    ordered to drop what he was doing and proceed post-haste to what was commonly known as Uncle Sam sul Lungarno to personally express his deep interest and concern over the fact that a wayward

    teenager had run off for a few days.


  




  ‘The father’s name is Kenneth Carson,’ Pallioti murmured to Enzo as they were waved through the Consulate’s security barrier. ‘Doctor, as I said. Surgeon. Famous.

  Wealthy. From the East Coast. Boston.’




  Enzo knew Boston, as much as you could know anywhere in forty-eight hours. He had visited there once from New York. It was cold.




  ‘And the mother?’ He tucked his identity wallet back into his inner pocket and fell into step beside Pallioti.




  ‘Anna. No other children. She’s his second wife.’




  ‘So, not the girl’s mother?’




  Pallioti shook his head. ‘No. According to the school, the mother was killed in a car accident when the girl was small. The headmistress suggested, strongly, that that’s one of the

  reasons she gets away with behaving the way she does.’




  Pallioti’s own mother had died when he was a child. Somehow Enzo doubted that Kristen Carson or anyone else getting a free pass because of a similar tragedy would hold much water with

  him.




  ‘As I said,’ Pallioti went on, ‘the parents arrived Sunday. It’s Freedom Day, or some president’s birthday. One of those American holidays. In any case, the

  school’s on break. There aren’t any classes. Which probably explains why they didn’t notice she was missing. About half of the girls live in independent flats and apparently a lot

  of them have gone off.’




  Carnival was coming up. If they were anything like most teenagers, Enzo thought, they’d have scattered to the four winds.




  ‘So, what do we actually know?’ he asked. ‘I mean, in terms of facts?’ Do we have anything more solid, he wanted to ask, than a vanishing act?




  They had reached the landing. A woman came towards them, glassy-eyed and nodding, mobile phone jammed to her ear. Pallioti paused to let her pass. A not especially handsome man whose restless

  soul was betrayed only by the habitual drumming of his fingers, he was both loved and feared by those who worked for him. They were inclined, somewhat to their surprise, to stand up when he came

  into a room, and were silent when he spoke. Many of them had asked specifically to be assigned to his new unit. He was so immaculately dressed that behind his back they called him

  ‘Lorenzo’, after Lorenzo de’ Medici, known as The Magnificent. Now the smile that flitted across his face turned his rather ordinary features sharp and fox-like.




  ‘That,’ he said, ‘is what I am counting on you to find out.’




  

    James MacCready, the Deputy to the American Consul in Florence, looked and sounded like an advertisement for America’s elite Ivy League colleges.


  




  The fact that he actually came from Indiana, and had not gone to one of the fancy East Coast schools like Harvard, Princeton, or Yale didn’t matter. As far as Enzo was concerned, the whole

  obsession with schools and universities – subjects that often seemed issues of life and death to his English-speaking friends – bored him stupid. He suspected it bored James MacCready,

  too. James was a little too good at playing the part to take it seriously. More than once Enzo had wondered if he really was just a junior diplomat or something more murky.




  They’d met a couple of years earlier when they’d both ended up at the same gym, running side by side on treadmills late into the night, and later in the spring, playing football

  – or, according to James, soccer – on the same Sunday afternoon pick-up team. In a more official capacity, Enzo and James came across each other from time to time, usually in the city

  jail where James had been despatched to explain that, contrary to popular wisdom, the Consulate offered no protection from Italy’s, or any other sovereign nation’s, laws.




  Now, MacCready caught Enzo’s eye. All this hoo-ha over yet another kid who’ll probably stroll back in the next hour, unsuitable boyfriend in tow. The message flickered between

  them. Trying not to smile, Enzo pulled out a chair. There had been two cases like this in spring last year, both handled by the Carabinieri, and both involving well-groomed American girls from nice

  homes. In each, they had gone AWOL with newly acquired heart-throbs. The first had come back in two days, after a row. The second in four, when her money ran out.




  Enzo knew that at least half of the people gathered in the conference room – certainly himself, Pallioti and James MacCready, and probably the art teacher and Kristen’s flatmate as

  well – would put money on the fact that that’s what would happen in this case, too. But, on the other hand, there was the infinitesimally small chance the girl was in serious trouble.

  Or about to be in serious trouble. Or dead. Which more or less summed up what he hated about cases like these. They didn’t require policemen; they required seers.




  Kristen Carson’s father had the kind of fifty-year-old good looks – at once handsome and completely nondescript – that reminded Enzo of advertisements for luxury goods. Cars

  with a lot of walnut veneer. Flight cabins with seats that turned into beds. Credit cards named after rare metals.




  On first glance, his wife was a perfect match. Good-looking but not showy, blonde and conservatively dressed, Anna Carson was sitting beside her husband. And across the table from Pallioti, who

  she was not looking at. Which was interesting. Because, while everyone else in the room was at least pretending to be intent on what Pallioti was saying – to be listening closely to his

  expressions of concern for her stepdaughter’s well-being, and to his reassurance that she had probably not gone far and that the police, even as he spoke, were doing everything humanly

  possible to find her – Kristen’s stepmother was studying her hands.




  Her profile was classic, her nose so perfect that Enzo wondered if its shape was entirely due to nature. Her skin was slightly bronzed, but not out of a bottle. From playing tennis probably, or

  golf. No fake tan, Enzo decided, probably meant no fake nose either. Which made it odd that her hair was dyed. In his experience people went one way or the other – all fake or all real.




  It was done well, of course. Expertly. There was no darkness at the roots, and doubtless it had cost a fortune. But it was dyed. Enzo had seen enough people trying, for one reason or another, to

  be someone else, to be sure. Maybe, he thought, her husband had a thing for blondes. He gave a mental shrug, made a doodle on his pad, and surveyed the rest of the table.




  Apart from Pallioti and himself, the Deputy Consul and Kristen Carson’s parents, the only other people present were Clarissa Hines, the Sherbrooke College Junior Professor of Art

  unfortunate enough to be in charge of the programme when Kristen decided to go AWOL, and Kristen’s flatmate, Marie Louise Tennyson.




  One look at Marie Louise was enough to make Enzo realize he owed her an apology. He’d assumed she’d been living with Kristen because they were two of a kind, which was clearly wrong.

  If Marie Louise Tennyson had chosen to share a flat with Kristen Carson – something he was now willing to bet she hadn’t – it was definitely not because like attracted like. Even

  without the school’s 2 a.m. assessment, the picture of his daughter that Kenneth Carson was passing around the table made it clear she was blonde walking trouble. Half confrontation, half

  come-hither, with blue eyes and a smile that virtually telegraphed I Dare You, Kristen Carson was every parent’s teenaged nightmare.




  One glance told Enzo that Marie Louise, on the other hand, was the one who did not lose tickets and keys. The one who could be relied on to make friends with the fat and the shy. A keeper of

  secrets, and always on time, she was loyal, generous, and safe – largely because she wasn’t desired. Yet. Marie Louise’s bright eyes, dark curly hair and round cheeks all

  suggested that one of these days she’d turn into a bombshell and break hearts left, right, and centre. But that was still on the other side of the dimples and baby fat she hadn’t quite

  lost. For now, she was round and reliable. In short, every teacher’s dream. And every bad girl’s stooge. Which was why she was sitting here.




  He made another doodle on the pad in front of him and wondered how much money Kristen Carson owed her. Then he glanced up and wondered, when it came to it, if Marie Louise would lie out of some

  kind of tribal loyalty, or because she was afraid. And if so, of what.




  Pallioti stopped talking. He had removed his black overcoat and sat, impervious, in his black suit. His tie was a deep crimson. Gold cufflinks winked at his wrists. He steepled his fingers and

  let silence fall over the room.




  ‘What I don’t understand – I mean, what I think we should try to get a handle on here,’ Kenneth Carson said finally, ‘is, when was the last time anyone actually saw

  Kristen?’




  He looked around the table, his face full of expectation. Enzo wondered if the man had heard a single word Pallioti had said, or if he’d simply been sitting there waiting until he could

  talk.




  ‘I mean –’ Dr Carson raised his eyebrows – ‘when, exactly, is the last time we can verify that?’




  Enzo stifled a sigh. This was the beginning of the requisite ‘This could never happen at home, how stupid are the foreign police’ lecture. Most parents, usually fathers, felt

  compelled to give it at some point. It did exactly nothing to help find their child, but it made them feel better.




  As a rule, Enzo let it pass. Caught unaware, the art teacher, Clarissa Hines, took the bait. She shook her head, something close to panic passing over her face, as if she had looked into the

  missing seer’s crystal ball and seen her career vanishing. She was, Enzo guessed, probably in her early thirties. A perfectly nice woman, not overly forceful, but not stupid. According to the

  brief information they had, she’d done a post-graduate year in Florence, so knew the city well and spoke passably fluent Italian. None of which meant she was necessarily suited to riding herd

  on a bunch of teenage girls whose monthly credit-card bills were probably about the same as her yearly salary.




  Clarissa Hines sank in her chair. She opened her mouth like a fish gasping for breath.




  ‘Wednesday,’ she said finally. ‘Wednesday afternoon. At about two o’clock. That was when I last saw her. At the end of the last class.’




  ‘A week ago?’ The tone of Dr Carson’s voice suggested he had just looked at a diagnosis and realized it was far worse than he thought. ‘Is that right?’ He looked

  around the table, raising his eyebrows as if he expected to be contradicted, by James MacCready, or Enzo, or possibly Pallioti himself. ‘How can that be?’




  Pallioti said nothing, but Enzo knew what he was thinking. Let him play it out. Let him get it off his chest. It may tell us something, and even if it doesn’t, the faster he gets

  it over with, the faster we can get on.




  ‘How can no one have seen Kristen for a week? How can no one have realized anything was wrong until we couldn’t find her on Monday?’




  The words were met with thick, unhappy silence.




  ‘How can that be?’ Kenneth Carson asked again. He turned on Clarissa Hines, his voice rising. ‘How,’ he demanded, ‘can the whole weekend have passed and no one have

  realized my daughter was missing?’




  ‘Because she wasn’t.’




  It was Marie Louise Tennyson who spoke. She had an accent. Southern, Enzo thought, if he had his films right. Mississippi Burning. Sweet Home Alabama.




  ‘I beg your pardon?’ Dr Carson looked at her as if she was a stuffed toy that had just uttered a full sentence. ‘What did you say?’




  Marie Louise scowled. ‘She wasn’t missing.’




  ‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ Kristen’s father snapped. ‘Of course she was missing.’




  Enzo couldn’t decide if Dr Carson was more annoyed by being contradicted or by being interrupted. Either would probably be unwelcome. The combination was obviously toxic.




  ‘No she wasn’t.’ The girl shook her head. ‘At least, not on the weekend.’




  ‘What do you mean? She disappeared on Wednesday and—’




  ‘I mean,’ Marie Louise tightened her arms across her chest, fixed her gaze on Kenneth Carson and spoke slowly and clearly, ‘I mean that Kristen wasn’t missing because she

  didn’t expect to be back.’




  Kenneth Carson began to splutter. Before he could get anything out, Pallioti cut him off.




  ‘I don’t understand, Signorina,’ he said quietly. ‘When you say she didn’t expect to be back, do you know where from? Did you speak with her? Did Kristen call

  you?’




  Marie Louise shook her head. ‘No,’ she said. ‘She left me a note.’




  ‘A note?’




  Unless Kristen’s father was as good an actor as he was a surgeon, Enzo thought this really was news to him. News his daughter’s flatmate had apparently decided to keep to herself,

  until now. Which made him look like an ass. Enzo reconsidered Marie Louise. Maybe she wasn’t as nice as he’d thought.




  ‘Why didn’t you tell us this?’ Kenneth Carson’s voice began to rise again. ‘Yesterday. Yesterday morning, you told us you had no idea where Kristen was.’




  ‘I don’t.’ The girl bristled visibly. ‘I don’t know where she is,’ Marie Louise Tennyson said. ‘I don’t have any idea.’




  She turned away from Kristen’s father and spoke directly to Pallioti, pointedly ignoring the rest of the room.




  ‘Kristen didn’t tell me where she was going. She just said she was gone. Which I kind of figured out anyway, since the apartment was empty. She said she’d be back Sunday or

  Monday. I assumed she’d called them.’ The girl glanced at Kristen’s parents. ‘When they told me she hadn’t, I called her cell. Yesterday, last night, a bunch of times.

  I left messages saying her Mom and Dad were here, and that they were worried and she should call. It didn’t say anything anyway,’ Marie Louise added. ‘The note. It didn’t

  say anything,’ she repeated. ‘Just that she’d left.’




  Dr Carson’s face coloured. He didn’t seem like a particularly nice man, but for a moment Enzo felt a pang of sympathy. Someone should have reminded him that teenagers were not for

  the fainthearted.




  ‘This note,’ Pallioti asked quickly, before the situation could deteriorate further. ‘You received it when, Signorina Tennyson?’




  ‘Wednesday,’ Marie Louise said. ‘Wednesday night. I didn’t get back till around nine, so I guess I found it around then. A few of us went to a movie,’ she added,

  ‘in the afternoon, after the last class. Then out to dinner. To, you know, start the break. I asked Kris, the night before, if she wanted to come. But she didn’t.’




  ‘Was that unusual?’




  ‘Not really,’ Marie Louise said after a moment. ‘Kris didn’t do things with us much. You know, movies and stuff.’




  There was something in the words that Enzo couldn’t quite put his finger on. Hostility? Disapproval? Hurt feelings? Pallioti leaned forward.




  ‘Do you still have the note, Signorina?’ he asked. ‘Or did you throw it away?’




  ‘I have it.’




  Marie Louise reached into the small bag slung over her shoulder and produced a folded slip of pink paper. Dr Carson’s hand stretched out. She ignored it and passed the note to

  Pallioti.




  Slipping his gloves on, Pallioti took the paper by the corner. He unfolded it, glanced at it, then handed it to Enzo who slipped it into a plastic evidence bag he’d produced from the inner

  pocket of his jacket.




  Dr Carson sat back in his chair.




  ‘Is that really necessary?’ He nodded at the plastic bag, his voice petulant. For the first time Enzo saw fear in his eyes.




  Pallioti saw it too. ‘I’m sure it isn’t,’ he said. ‘But we like to be careful.’




  Kristen’s father opened his mouth. Then he closed it, saying nothing.




  Enzo ran his eyes over the brief message that had been penned in bright purple ink. Hi. Decided to go away for a few days. Back Sun or Mon. Have fun, K.




  The letters were girlish, loopy and flourished. There was a smiley face after the words Have fun. Enzo stood up and handed the evidence bag to Kristen’s stepmother.




  ‘Could you confirm,’ he asked, ‘that this is your stepdaughter’s handwriting?’




  She glanced up at him. Her eyes were wide-set, a dark greenish-brown. The wrong colour. Her skin tone didn’t match her hair, either. Definitely bottle blonde, Enzo thought, not sure why

  this interested him as much as it did.




  Anna Carson took the bag, laid it in front of her and looked at it, one hand fingering a small gold locket that swung from a chain around her neck.




  ‘Yes,’ she murmured, sliding it towards her husband. ‘Yes, that’s Kristen’s writing.’




  Close as he was, Enzo had to strain to catch the words.




  The note had a numbing effect on the room, suggesting as it did that they had been brought together in fraudulent circumstances. Set up. Duped.




  James MacCready concentrated on his fountain pen. Clarissa Hines sank further into her chair. Dr Carson sat eyeing Marie Louise’s tiny bag as if he expected his daughter to hop out of it.

  Kristen’s stepmother returned to the study of her hands.




  It was Pallioti who finally spoke.




  ‘Is there anything else, Signorina Tennyson,’ he asked, ‘that you might be able to tell us? Did she, for instance, have a boyfriend?’




  ‘The girls aren’t allowed to have men in their dorms or apartments,’ Clarissa Hines said, as if she believed this might actually mean something.




  Marie Louise shook her head.




  ‘No. No,’ she said again. ‘Honestly. She didn’t have a boyfriend. I swear. I last saw Kris, Kristen, in class on Wednesday. Like everyone else,’ she added.




  Enzo smiled and drew a small devil on his pad. It had a forked tongue and horns.




  

    Once the routine list of questions had been asked and answered, and Kristen’s passport and laptop computer – both of which had been taken by her parents from her

    flat – had been handed over and signed for, along with information on her mobile phone and credit-card accounts, the meeting broke up. Kristen’s parents and Clarissa Hines stayed

    behind to talk with James MacCready, and possibly with the Consul himself, who was threatening to make an appearance. Marie Louise took one of the cards Enzo handed her without meeting his eye,

    mumbled something, and fled.


  




  Enzo planned on giving her an hour before he appeared at the flat in San Frediano. In the event, he didn’t have to wait that long. He and Pallioti were on the last flight of the stairs on

  their way out when they saw Marie Louise standing to one side of the lobby, watching for them.




  

    The American base in Lucca was the Consulate’s primary reason for being, and a steady trickle of people, many of them obviously military, came and went. None paid any

    attention as the three of them moved to a corner.


  




  The doors behind the security gate opened and closed, letting in a gush of cold air. Enzo suspected that, like spies on foreign territory, all of them would rather talk outside the enemy gates.

  But the idea of standing on the pavement in spitting snow wasn’t inviting and Marie Louise obviously felt that whatever she had to say was urgent. Where upstairs she had looked defiant and

  more than a little annoyed, now she looked scared.




  ‘I’m sorry.’ Despite the fact that there was no sign of the Carsons, and no indication that anyone near them seemed to be the least bit interested in what they were saying, the

  girl was barely whispering. ‘Look,’ she went on, ‘Clarissa – Ms Hines – she’s in enough trouble already because of this. And, well, I didn’t want to drop

  Kristen in it, either. I mean, more than she is, with her dad and all.’




  She looked from Pallioti to Enzo and back again.




  ‘Ah.’ Pallioti nodded. ‘So, you are telling us that Kristen does have a boyfriend?’




  Marie Louise blinked. Her large dark eyes were glassy with exhaustion. And probably shock. She’d probably lain awake for the last week, and possibly for God knows how long before, carrying

  the burden of this particular secret. It occurred to Enzo, not for the first time, that secrets sucked blood every bit as efficiently as vampires.




  ‘I take it,’ Pallioti muttered, ‘that you think she’s gone off with him?’




  ‘I don’t know.’ Marie Louise shook her head. ‘Honestly,’ she said. ‘I really don’t know. I didn’t tell her parents about the note so I’d

  have a chance to call her. Give her a heads-up. You know, so she could get back here. Or at least call them, stop them freaking out like this.’




  The loyalty between kids, even if they didn’t particularly like each other, never ceased to amaze Enzo. Inconvenient as it almost always was, it filled him with admiration. And sometimes

  more than a twinge of jealousy.




  ‘I don’t get it, really,’ Marie Louise was saying. ‘I mean, don’t get me wrong,’ she added quickly. ‘Kristen isn’t my favourite person. But

  she’s not stupid, and she wants to go to college. She gets thrown out of here, out of this programme, she’s nixed. And,’ she added, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand,

  ‘I mean, with what happened to her mom, you know, her getting killed when she was little and all . . . I mean . . . I guess, everybody’s got stuff, you know?’




  She looked at Enzo and Pallioti for a moment, presumably trying to judge whether people their age could understand.




  ‘I really did think . . .’ she continued, apparently deciding they could, ‘I mean she was excited about her birthday. So I thought she’d be back. For this party. I mean,

  maybe she still will be. She had her dad invite all of us, like she wanted to show off. She was looking forward to it. At least I thought so.’ She shrugged. ‘But maybe it was an act. I

  don’t know her that well. I guess I could be wrong.’




  Enzo felt something like a string being plucked.




  ‘Do you really believe that?’ he asked. ‘That you were wrong?’




  Marie Louise studied his face. Then she shook her head.




  ‘No,’ she whispered. ‘No, I don’t.’




  ‘Tell me,’ Pallioti asked, ‘about the boyfriend. Let’s start with his name.’




  ‘I don’t know it.’




  ‘You don’t know his name?’ The question was sharper than Enzo intended. ‘I’m sorry,’ he added quickly, seeing the look on the girl’s face. ‘It

  just seems—’




  ‘I know.’ Marie Louise deflated as quickly as she had bristled. ‘I know. It seems weird. It is weird. But honest to God, it’s true. I swear. That’s why I’m

  telling you. Because it is so weird. Usually, you know, girls, like, talk about this stuff. And Kristen did, kind of, at first. I mean, like when we first moved in. Then she totally shut up. And

  the last few months, I don’t know, since before Christmas, she’s been really careful.’




  ‘Careful?’




  Marie Louise looked at Enzo and nodded. ‘Yeah,’ she said. ‘Like, really. I mean, I never even met him. If she brought him to the apartment – and I don’t know if she

  did – she made sure it was when I wasn’t around. All I really know about him is he’s older.’




  ‘Older?’ Enzo heard the alarm in Pallioti’s voice.




  Marie Louise nodded again. ‘A lot older,’ she said, looking at Enzo. ‘Older than you.’ She turned to Pallioti. ‘Maybe more like your age. I mean, he’s like

  – my dad. In his, I don’t know, fifties, I guess.’




  ‘If you’ve never met him, Signorina,’ Pallioti asked quietly, ‘how do you know?’




  ‘Because I took his picture,’ Marie Louise Tennyson said.




  

    The photo had been taken with a mobile phone, from above, and through a window. The image showed a large car, probably black, possibly a BMW or a Mercedes, parked in the

    street. A blonde girl, presumably Kristen Carson, was ducking into the passenger seat. A man was opening the driver’s door. Marie Louise had caught him as he looked up, straight at her. She

    was right. He was older.


  




  It had been a bright day, and the definition was good. Enzo made out what looked to be a strong-featured, clean-shaven face. Of medium height, broad-shouldered but not fat, even on the little

  phone screen it was clear the guy was handsome. And knew it. He wore a dark, high-necked sweater under what appeared to be a suede jacket. His sunglasses were pushed up on his forehead, nestling in

  still abundant and curly dark hair. One gloved hand rested on the top of the car door.




  There was nothing overt, but the immediate impression was unsavoury. The girl, the car, the sunglasses. Enzo felt another twinge of unease.




  He handed the phone to Pallioti and asked Marie Louise, ‘How long did you say this had been going on? This man and Kristen?’




  Marie Louise shook her head.




  ‘I don’t know. Exactly. I thought at first – well, you know I didn’t know Kristen until we got here, until we got put in the same apartment. But I thought at first,

  they’d been together before. But now I don’t think that’s right.’ She ran her hand over her eyes. ‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘I’ve been thinking

  and thinking about it. Kris was, she was so excited, way back when we first arrived. All like, you know, fizzed up. Like when you’ve just met somebody you really like. But . . .’




  Marie Louise looked at Enzo and shrugged.




  ‘But?’




  ‘But that isn’t right either. Because she was like that on the plane. On the way over. You know, we all met and flew over together in a group, and when we got here, I mean the second

  we landed, she started texting and she said some stuff. Back when she said anything about him – some stuff that sounded like she knew him before.’




  ‘Before she got here? Before she arrived in Florence?’




  Marie Louise nodded. Enzo felt the weight of Kristen’s laptop in the bag her father had handed them upstairs. His eyes met Pallioti’s over the girl’s head.




  ‘Why did you take it?’




  Marie Louise looked at him, her eyes welling.




  ‘His picture.’ Enzo tried again. ‘Why did you take his picture?’




  ‘My mom,’ she said. ‘My mom always told me if you feel like there’s something wrong, you should do something about it. You know, not just sit there. That afternoon, it

  was a Sunday, I don’t know, like just after Thanksgiving, and Kris had spent hours hogging the bathroom, getting ready. Washing her hair, blow-drying it. The whole deal. When I asked her

  where she was going, she said “nowhere”. Which was obviously a lie. Finally, I heard her answer the intercom. I was in my room. After she went out, I went to the window, at the end of

  the hall, it looks over the street, and I had my phone in my hand, and . . .’




  Tears began to run down Marie Louise’s cheeks.




  ‘I couldn’t think of anything else to do,’ she said. ‘I couldn’t think of anything else.’




  She groped in her bag for a tissue. Enzo wondered if she was still staying in the flat, if anyone from the school had thought to move her, or if this poor girl had simply been left carrying the

  whole weight of whatever had or hadn’t happened to Kristen Carson. She might be old enough to drive, to go overseas for a year, or to volunteer to get killed for her country or elect its

  government, or in some places even buy a drink, but dabbing the mascara smudges that she knew were there even if she couldn’t see them, Marie Louise Tennyson looked very much like a child. So

  much so that Enzo was half-tempted to ask for her parents’ telephone number and call to suggest they come and take their little girl home.




  Pallioti put his hand on her shoulder.




  ‘Signorina Tennyson,’ he asked, ‘where are you staying?’




  Marie Louise made an effort to smile.




  ‘I’m OK,’ she said, sniffing. ‘Really. For the last few nights – well, I didn’t want to stay there any more, so I moved into one of the other apartments. With

  some of my friends.’ Her eyes widened, mistaking Pallioti’s concern. ‘I left a note,’ she added. ‘In an envelope on the door. And another one on the table, where Kris

  couldn’t miss it. So if she came back she wouldn’t think—’




  ‘That’s exactly the right thing.’ Pallioti’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. ‘You don’t need to worry about this any more,’ he said. ‘You let

  us worry about it now.’




  Marie Louise looked at him for a moment, then she said, ‘There is something else.’




  ‘Go on.’




  ‘Up there, in front of her parents.’ She twisted the sodden tissue. ‘I wasn’t telling the truth. I couldn’t.’




  Enzo thought of the devil on his pad.




  ‘About two weeks ago,’ Marie Louise began. Then she stopped. When she started speaking again, the words came quickly, as if she could no longer contain them.




  ‘Kristen borrowed some money from me. Kind of a lot, actually. She said she needed cash, and she didn’t want to get an advance on her credit card because her dad would see it. So, I

  used mine.’ She looked from Pallioti to Enzo. ‘It was seven hundred dollars.’




  ‘Did she tell you what it was for?’




  She dropped her eyes. A blush crept from under the collar of her jacket.




  ‘Well, no,’ she said. ‘And I didn’t ask. I was waiting for her to tell me. I thought she might be, you know . . .’




  ‘Pregnant?’




  Marie Louise nodded.




  ‘That’s where I thought she went, actually.’ She looked up. ‘That’s why I was so careful, about what I said, around her folks.’




  Pallioti nodded. ‘So you think she needed the money for an abortion, and that’s what she’s gone to do?’




  ‘She could have told me,’ Marie Louise said after a second. ‘I guess I’m mad she didn’t. I mean –’ she dug her hands into her pockets – ‘I

  know Kris doesn’t like me that much. But I would have helped. I wouldn’t have said anything.’ Hurt etched across her pretty face.




  ‘You did the right thing. Absolutely the right thing.’




  Pallioti pulled out his own phone. He asked Marie Louise for the address of the flat where she was staying, confirmed that there was someone there so she would not be alone, and called Guillermo

  to arrange for a car to come to the Consulate and take her home.




  ‘My phone?’ she asked.




  Pallioti handed Marie Louise’s phone to Enzo.




  ‘I have to take it now,’ Enzo said. ‘But I’ll get it back to you as soon as we download this picture of Kristen and—’




  ‘What picture?’




  Between their own conversation and the to-ing and fro-ing in the lobby, none of them had noticed James MacCready escorting the Carsons and the art teacher down the stairs. Now they stood barely

  a metre away. Enzo didn’t think they could possibly have heard what Marie Louise had been saying, but she blanched nonetheless, her dark eyes turning shiny with tears.




  ‘What picture?’ Dr Carson asked again.




  ‘This picture.’ Pallioti closed his own phone and reached for Marie Louise’s. ‘Miss Tennyson,’ he said, ‘very kindly agreed to wait and answer some more

  questions for us. She remembered that she’d taken a photo of Kristen and a friend.’




  ‘A friend?’ Kristen’s father was extracting a pair of glasses from his jacket.




  ‘He may have nothing to do with Kristen’s disappearance.’ Pallioti smiled. He handed Kenneth Carson the mobile phone. ‘Do you recognize him?’




  Enzo and Pallioti watched as Kristen’s father studied the screen. He frowned, then shook his head.




  ‘No,’ he said. ‘No, I’ve never seen him before in my life. Is he a professor or something? How does Kris know him?’




  Pallioti ignored the question, retrieved the phone, and handed it to Clarissa Hines. She took it gingerly, as if it might explode, studied it for a moment, then shook her head. Enzo caught James

  MacCready’s eye as he looked over her shoulder. He shook his head, too.




  ‘No,’ Clarissa Hines said to Pallioti. ‘No. I’ve never seen him before.’




  Kenneth Carson was saying something to Pallioti, asking some question about what they were going to do next, but Enzo didn’t hear what it was. He was too busy watching Kristen’s

  stepmother.




  In the harsh lights of the lobby, Anna Carson looked exhausted. As if she was about to fall over. It was jet lag, probably. Or maybe just years of worrying about Kristen. Enzo looked around to

  see if there was a chair he could offer her.




  ‘Let me find you somewhere to sit.’




  The words came out before he remembered to translate them into English. She looked at him, then frowned and shook her head.




  ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I’m the original ugly American. I don’t speak a word of Italian, or . . .’




  Clarissa Hines was handing her the phone. Kristen’s stepmother took it the way someone takes a newspaper or a magazine they aren’t interested in. She started to hand it to Enzo, then

  glanced at the screen. Their fingers were touching when he felt her freeze.




  ‘Signora?’




  Anna Carson blinked. Her face had the confused look of someone surfacing from deep water.




  ‘Signora?’ Enzo touched her elbow, his fingers grazing the soft cloth of her coat.




  She shook her head. A frown webbed her face.




  ‘Where?’ she asked. ‘I mean, I’m sorry, when was this taken?’




  ‘Outside Kristen’s flat.’




  ‘No.’ She shook her head again.




  Enzo looked at her.




  ‘No?’




  Anna Carson forced a bright, cheerful, and very fake smile. ‘No.’ She dropped the phone into Enzo’s hand. ‘I have no idea who this man is. I’ve never seen him

  before in my life,’ she said, answering the question he hadn’t asked.
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  The Excelsior Hotel stood on the Piazza Ognissanti looking down its nose at its rival, the Grand, which sat almost directly across from it. Enzo suspected that since both of

  them were now owned by the same American chain the rivalry was, like more and more of the city, as much marketing gimmick as reality.




  Now, as he came through the door, he was forced to admit that the much-trumpeted refurbishment was indeed impressive. The inlaid marble floors with their clashing circles and squares, the blue

  insets of the coffered ceiling, and the chandeliers that hung from them were undeniably brighter. The Persian carpets were no longer threadbare. The mahogany and brass glowed, and the potted palms

  had been banished. Denied their dusty corners, their shadows to hide behind, the place had been cleared of its ghosts.




  At the reception desk, Enzo slipped his identification out of his pocket. The doorman, who had not been replaced in the frenzy of updating, had recognized him. The young woman on duty did not.

  All she saw were jeans and trainers topped by a leather jacket and ponytail. She was about to say that deliveries went to the service door, or possibly to ring for security, when he placed his

  credentials in front of her. She looked at them. Then she looked at Enzo, who smiled and told her what he needed.




  According to the concierge, Mrs Carson had asked about the best places to run in the city. The concierge had steered her away from the Cascine and suggested instead that she head for the

  Lungarno Torrigiani and, if she didn’t mind hills, the Costa San Giorgio. He’d marked the route on a map. She’d come down ten minutes later, in running gear, and gone out. That

  had been over an hour ago. No, she had not yet returned. But, he murmured after a moment’s hesitation, it had come to his attention that the Carsons had a reservation for lunch. In the

  restaurant at one o’clock. A table for three. They were being joined by the American Consul.




  Enzo glanced at his watch, then wandered into a corner where he settled on an uncomfortable settee that had a clear view of the entrance. The old revolving doors had survived along with the

  doorman. They swung at regular intervals like some kind of circus show, spitting the wealthy and well-heeled into the lobby or spinning them out into the grey, cold morning. Watching them, Enzo

  resisted the impulse to take out his phone and check with the computer lab, see if they had found anything on Kristen Carson’s laptop.




  It wouldn’t do any good in any case. The police geek squad was impervious to harassment. They nested in the heart of the labyrinth of the building’s basement, breathing their own

  air, running on their own time, and no one had yet discovered the threat or bribe that could disrupt them. If there was something to find, they’d find it, and when they did, and not before,

  they’d text him. Enzo leaned back on the uncomfortable settee and concentrated on the revolving doors. He had the patience of a born predator, the ability to forget himself and concentrate

  entirely on what he was watching for. In this case, Kristen Carson’s stepmother, who his instinct told him was not going to be delighted to see him.




  

    It was almost an hour later when Anna Carson finally came into the hotel lobby behind a family with two teenagers. Half-shielded by them, she looked so different from the

    woman Enzo had seen at the Consulate a few hours earlier that he almost didn’t recognize her.


  




  ‘Signora Carson?’




  She looked up, startled, then, almost too late, remembered to smile. It was nothing more than a slight upturn of her lips.




  ‘I’m sorry. From the Consulate this morning – I’ve forgotten your name.’ She shook her head in a ‘silly me’ gesture that Enzo found entirely

  unconvincing. ‘I’m not very good with names.’




  ‘Saenz.’ Enzo held out his hand. ‘Enzo Saenz.’




  Her skin was cold from the outdoors, her fingers hard and lean. The rings were gone, consigned, doubtless, to the safe in the suite her husband had reserved for the week. She dropped his

  hand.




  ‘You’ll have to excuse me, I’ve just come in from a run.’ She looked down at her leggings and shoes. Made an effort to laugh. ‘Stupid, isn’t it?’ she

  said. ‘But it helps me relax. All this with Kristen, it’s so . . . My husband is up in the room,’ she added. ‘So, if you’ve found something I should call

  him.’




  Enzo shook his head. ‘I’m not here about Kristen,’ he said. ‘Not exactly.’




  ‘Then—’




  ‘As a matter of fact, I came to see you.’ He nodded towards the uncomfortable sofa where he’d been sitting. ‘I wondered if we could talk a minute?’




  Anna Carson opened her mouth. Then she shook her head and smiled again, if anything more stiffly.




  ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘But I’m rather damp. If I don’t get out of these things, I’m going to get cold. And we have a lunch reservation. With the

  Consul,’ she added. ‘So, I’m late already. Really, Mr Saenz, if this isn’t urgent, it would be better if my husband—’




  ‘Signora Carson.’




  She stopped talking.




  ‘It’s about the man. In the photograph.’




  ‘The man?’




  Enzo nodded. ‘The man Kristen was getting into the car with.’




  ‘Oh,’ she said. ‘Yes.’ As if she remembered, but only vaguely.




  She was fiddling with her sunglasses, turning them over and over, her fingers running like a rat on a wheel. Enzo resisted the impulse to reach out and cover her hand with his own.




  ‘I wondered,’ he said, ‘if there was anything you could tell me. About him?’




  ‘Tell you?’ Her hands stopped moving. ‘Me?’ She shook her head, the smile widening. ‘Why would I be able to tell you anything about him?’




  ‘Because you recognized him.’




  She tried and almost succeeded in denying it, but Enzo saw the arrow hit home.




  ‘You recognized him,’ he said again. ‘The man in the picture, on the phone. I was standing beside you. I saw your reaction.’




  ‘That’s ridiculous.’ The smile froze. ‘Ridiculous,’ she insisted.




  ‘I don’t think so.’ Enzo waited a moment, then, when she said nothing, he added, ‘I think you know who he is.’




  ‘Why on earth would I know who he is?’




  ‘I don’t know.’ Enzo didn’t take his eyes off hers. ‘I was hoping,’ he said, ‘that you’d tell me.’




  Voices and footsteps clattered around them. Enzo could sense the concierge and the young woman at the reception desk making an effort not to watch.




  ‘Signora Carson.’ He dropped his voice, wishing now that he had found somewhere else, somewhere more private to talk to her. ‘If you’re in trouble . . .’ He reached

  out, his fingers brushing her arm. ‘I can help you. And I will. But only if you talk to me.’




  Anna Carson’s eyes seemed to darken, to turn the colour of moss and earth. She stared at him, still as an animal caught in a beam of light.




  Enzo let a heartbeat go by. Then two, then three. He was about to open his mouth when she put the sunglasses on.




  ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘But I really have no idea what you’re talking about. Now,’ she moved her arm deliberately out of his reach, ‘if there’s

  nothing else, Mr Saenz, I really do have to get going.’




  ‘If there’s anything you need to tell me. Anything at all,’ Enzo said quickly, ‘now is the time.’




  Anna Carson stared at him for a moment. Then she smiled, turned on her heel, and walked away.
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  ‘I can’t do that! For Christ’s sake, Enzo.’




  James MacCready leaned back in his chair. Gingerly. In the last few days the wheels had taken on a life of their own. He’d asked for maintenance, or a new chair, but neither had been

  forthcoming. He shook his head. ‘I can’t just go around digging up dirt on American citizens.’




  ‘Yes, you can.’




  Enzo was standing in the doorway of MacCready’s office where he’d appeared without warning, like something conjured out of a lamp.




  James MacCready looked at him and sighed.




  ‘All right,’ he said. ‘All right, yes. Strictly speaking, I can. I’m the Federal Government. I’m the State Department. I can do whatever the fuck I want. Or at

  least find out whatever the fuck I want. You’re right. You. Are. Right. Score one for you.’ James laced his hands behind his head. ‘Why do you want to know anyway?’




  Enzo shrugged.




  ‘A hunch.’




  ‘A hunch?’ MacCready laughed. ‘Oh, come on. Drop the enigmatic cop routine. You don’t have hunches, Enzo. I know you.’




  You don’t know me, Enzo wanted to say. We’ve drunk beer together, it isn’t the same thing. Then he wondered if it was. He stepped into the room and closed the

  door.




  ‘She knows him.’




  The Deputy Consul frowned.




  ‘What do you mean, she knows him? Who knows who?’




  ‘The man her stepdaughter was getting into the car with. Anna Carson knows him.’




  ‘Uh huh. And how do you figure that?’




  Enzo looked at him.




  MacCready rolled his eyes.




  ‘Oh, I see. She told you, did she?’




  ‘No.’ Enzo shook his head. ‘No. She didn’t tell me. That’s why I want you to run a background check on her.’




  James MacCready made a face. ‘Run one yourself.’




  ‘I will,’ Enzo said. ‘But it could take weeks.’




  James sighed. It was true. As far as ‘official channels’ in the United States went, background checks from foreign law enforcement might be dealt with in a day, or a week, or two

  months, or not at all. Plainly speaking, it was a crap-shoot.




  James swung his feet onto his desk and crossed his ankles.




  ‘So,’ he said. ‘You’re saying you really think Mrs Perfect Doctor Wife knows this guy? The fifty-year-old Lothario in the phone picture?’




  Enzo nodded.




  ‘So, why wouldn’t she tell you who he was?’




  ‘I don’t know.’ Enzo crossed to the window and looked out through the venetian blind. ‘I can think of a number of reasons,’ he said, moving the slats aside and

  looking down at the street. ‘But all they’d be is guesses.’




  ‘What if you’re wrong, and she doesn’t know anyone?’




  ‘Then I’m wrong and she doesn’t know anyone.’ Enzo dropped the blind. He glanced back at James MacCready. ‘I’m not asking you to dig for dirt, Jim,’ he

  said. ‘I’m just asking you to run her details, a routine check, see if anything comes up. Any criminal record other than a parking ticket.’




  ‘Oh, well. I’m glad you don’t want those. I take it this hunch tells you something will? Come up?’




  ‘When a kid disappears family members are the number one choice.’




  ‘The woman was four thousand miles away. What do you think she is?’ he asked. ‘A time traveller?’




  Enzo shrugged. With the light behind him, James MacCready couldn’t see his eyes, but he remembered they were an odd colour: a brown so light it was almost golden. Very weird. Kind of like

  Enzo. Whom, despite the fact that he had the irritating habit of being right all the time, James liked. He swung his feet off the desk.




  ‘How long has she been seeing him?’ he asked. ‘The girl? Kristen Carson, I mean. This guy? Do we know how long she’s been with him?’




  ‘Not really.’ Enzo turned round. ‘Certainly the whole time she’s been here. The other girl, the flatmate, thinks Kristen might even have known him before. It’s hard

  to tell because she didn’t talk about him.’




  MacCready’s eyebrows jumped, disappearing momentarily under his thatch of blonde hair.




  ‘I thought seventeen-year-old girls talked about everything.’




  Enzo nodded. ‘Exactly.’




  James picked up an elastic band, pinged it at the mug that held his pens and said, ‘So what do you think this is? I mean, what are you suggesting? The guy has a thing with the stepmother?

  You think we’re talking kidnapping, extortion? Some weird sex thing? What?’




  ‘I don’t know.’ Enzo smiled. ‘That,’ he said, ‘is what I’m hoping you can get a line on.’




  James sighed. Personally, what he was hoping was that this stupid girl would walk back into her parents’ swanky hotel room so everybody could scream and yell and call each other names and

  then go off to their fancy birthday party like one big happy family and let him go back to doing his job. At least the part that didn’t include babysitting.




  ‘OK,’ he said after a minute. ‘So, we have a seventeen-year-old girl missing. Potentially. Personally, for the record – I think that’s horse shit, especially since

  she’s done it before. But I guess you’re right, we can’t dick around with it. If I do this officially . . .’ MacCready jerked his head in the vague direction of the upper

  floor where the Consul had his offices. ‘Put in a request to run a criminal background check on the stepmother, he’ll hear about it.’




  ‘Which means the Carsons will hear about it.’




  ‘Bingo,’ James agreed. ‘They’re tight as ticks. Not only that – if he gets a bee up his ass, he’ll start screaming about privacy and sovereignty and due

  process. He’s really into due process these days.’




  Enzo started to point out that that was ironic, given extraordinary rendition and all. But in the interest of Transatlantic Co-operation – and getting what he wanted – he decided to

  leave it alone. Instead he asked, ‘Can you call someone?’




  ‘I have some favours I could call in.’ James MacCready’s handsome face creased into a frown. ‘Do you really think this is something? I mean, something more than a teenage

  girl running off with somebody old enough to be her father because, well, she wants to freak out her father?’




  Enzo looked at him.




  ‘Right,’ MacCready said. ‘Right. OK.’ He looked at his watch. ‘Give me a couple of hours. I’ll see what I can do. I’ll call you. Who knows?’ He

  shook his head. ‘Maybe Mrs Perfect Doctor Wife is one of those low fliers with ten warrants out on her.’




  Enzo smiled, but neither man laughed.
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  Enzo listened for the soft thud of the bolts dropping into place. When he was satisfied that the combination lock had reset itself, he turned and surveyed the room. Performed

  the nightly little ritual of taking inventory, listing the objects that summed up his life.




  A pair of brown leather sofas faced one another, their arms creased and dented from supporting either his head or his feet. There was no television and no sound system, just piles of books,

  stacked more or less neatly on the bare chestnut floor. In the kitchen area, stainless steel and marble glowed faintly. A blue plate sat on the glass dining table. At the far end of the room, the

  futon bed – the closest he could come to a bare board – was covered in a red spread.




  The spidery arms of a pair of reading lights threw a web of shadows across a collection of framed photographs, most of them landscapes, that hung on the far wall. Several were by the same

  photographer, Seraphina Benvoglio, and several others by friends of hers. One, a study she had called The Winter Line, took pride of place above the bed. In it a gravel road, headed by gate

  posts, stretched away between the snow-crusted ridges of ploughed fields.
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