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PRAISE FOR WHAT WE BURIED



“With historical intrigue, evocative locales, and timely themes, Robert Rotenberg’s latest novel is a profound and chilling page-turner.”

ROBYN HARDING, bestselling author of The Drowning Woman

“A rare treat. A thriller with depth and resonance that reaches back into the shadowy past to excavate a Nazi atrocity and expose a contemporary crime.”

DANIEL KALLA, bestselling author of Fit to Die and The Darkness in the Light

“At the heart of this fast-paced thriller, there is a dark mystery that has festered for seventy years—a mystery that links unsolved murders in today’s world with a Nazi atrocity in a small town in wartime Italy. It is left to Daniel Kennicott to find the connection before it destroys him.”

ANNA PORTER, bestselling author of Gull Island

“For the first time, author Robert Rotenberg leaves his native Toronto for an ancient Italian town with a truly terrifying past to dig into three unsolved murders. The suspense starts on page one of What We Buried and never lets up.”

BONNIE FULLER, award-winning journalist and former editor in chief of Glamour, Marie Claire, Cosmopolitan, HollywoodLife, US Weekly, and Flare

“Rotenberg [takes] us on a twisting and turning journey back through time, unveiling haunting secrets in a sacred memorial. An edge-of-your-seat mystery.”

NORMAN BACAL, Globe and Mail bestselling author of Breakdown: The Inside Story of the Rise and Fall of Heenan Blaikie

“With unflinching empathy, [Rotenberg] masterfully uncoils the strands of two mysteries as his detective heroes unearth devastating secrets that span continents and generations.”

BARBARA KYLE, author of The Deadly Trade

“A treat for longtime readers of Rotenberg’s mystery series, and a wonderful entry point for newcomers. What We Buried explores the intergenerational trauma of war that lies beneath the surface of modern life. A layered and propulsive thriller.”

KATE HILTON, author of Better Luck Next Time

“[A] polished gem of a story, but because it draws on a real and brutal historical event that holds tight to living memory, this seventh outing in the always-riveting Ari Greene series is something very special.”

C. C. BENISON, award-winning author of the Father Christmas mystery series

“[A] gripping story with fascinating historical facts that had me speed-reading to the end. Can’t wait for the next one.”

NANCY LAM, author of The Loyal Daughter

“In What We Buried, Rotenberg’s writing brings humanity to the thriller genre.”

CAIT ALEXANDER, musician and actor

“This gripping crime story in the Ari Greene series takes readers from Toronto to the quaint cafes and landscapes of Italy. All the elements that have made Rotenberg’s previous novels so successful are here: an intricate plot, captivating characters, excellent dialogue, and descriptions that perfectly capture the scene…. [A] compelling tale of generational tragedy.”

SCOTT COREY, author of Elephants in Paris

“Rotenberg’s seventh Detective Ari Greene novel is based on the real-life legacies of the Holocaust. What We Buried couldn’t have arrived at a more important time, as Canada has just been asked to come to terms with its own misguided post-WWII actions regarding the thousands of former Nazi soldiers it welcomed into the country. Rotenberg’s characters cry out for a long overdue reckoning with this shameful past.”

ELLIN BESSNER, author of Double Threat: Canadian Jews, the Military, and WWll

“Well worth the wait. What We Buried takes us on a deep and complicated journey, solving puzzles that have mystified Rotenberg’s characters and readers throughout his engaging series…. Sharp and masterfully written, this is storytelling at its best.”

DAVID ISRAELSON, journalist and author

“Unpunished war crimes lead to new murders generations later in Robert Rotenberg’s well-written and cinematic new novel.”

HELLA ROTTENBERG, journalist and coauthor of The Cigar Factory of Isay Rottenberg

“A new story from Rotenberg is always a cause for celebration. But with this one, he’s truly outdone himself…. He’s crafted a most satisfyingly heartfelt and complex tale. I couldn’t put it down.”

GRIT LASKIN, luthier and musician
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I am often asked by readers, “How much research do you do for your books?” My answer for the first six novels that I’ve written was always “Very little.” Most of my stories have come from my imagination, fueled by my many years as a criminal lawyer.

This novel is different.

My characters have gone back in time, and I have gone with them. As you will see, much of the novel is about what happened in Italy during and after World War II (I’ve included in the afterword a bibliography of the books I have read as part of my research). What you will not see are the many people who, over many years, were generous with their time and their memories, both heartening and painful: Holocaust survivors and their children and grandchildren, World War II veterans, Morse code experts and spies, and the many citizens in the Italian hill town of Gubbio who opened their hearts to me.

It is to all these people that I dedicate this novel.






“Throw away the lights, the definitions, and say of what you see in the dark.”

Wallace Stevens








THE STONES OF GUBBIO

THE LOCALS WILL TELL you that the stones that built this Italian hill town come from the ruins of the Roman amphitheater down in the valley below.

But the stones, upon which so many unknowing tourists now tread, what can they tell us?

That they created one of the richest towns in Umbria? That they have seen a thousand archers march off to fight in the crusades? Have witnessed the joyous summer festivals for the last five hundred years? Have felt the crush of soldiers’ boots marching through their narrow alleyways? Heard the howls of innocents dragged from their homes? Smelled the blood of death?

These stones, secured in place for centuries, smoothed by a thousand hands and feet, yet knowing. What secrets do they hold? Can we ever know?

These stones will outlast us all, forever bearing witness to the fine line between justice and revenge.






KENNICOTT

GOOD AND BAD.

Good. There were many good things in Daniel Kennicott’s life right now. He was entering his seventh year as a homicide detective and had advanced in record time to be one of the top officers on the Toronto homicide squad. After too many years of failed and near-miss relationships, he was living with a woman, Angela Breaker, who seemed to be his perfect match.

Bad. It had been ten years since his older brother, Michael, his only sibling, had been murdered. The case never solved. Twelve years since his parents had been killed in a car crash, and even though the driver had pled guilty to impaired driving causing death, Kennicott was still convinced there was more to the story.

Good. Earlier today he’d come back home from a small hill town in Italy, where he’d learned many things, including a delicious new tomato sauce recipe. This evening he was strolling through Little Italy, in his arms a brown paper shopping bag filled with groceries he was bringing home to make dinner. He’d bought his favourite Italian pasta, imported buffalo mozzarella, a big bundle of basil, a handful of cremini mushrooms, a pair of white onions, a homemade sausage, and a dozen locally grown field tomatoes. The tomatoes were in season in midsummer and would be perfect.

Bad. This uneasy feeling he’d had for the last half hour as he’d gone from shop to shop, greeting the merchants he’d gotten to know during the fifteen years he had lived in the neighbourhood. He’d been warned to be careful, so he kept checking behind him, looking for reflections in store windows, searching for something out of place. Someone watching him. Following him.

Good. College Street on a summer night. The streets of Little Italy ablaze with colourful lights, banners, umbrellas, and decorations. The bars and restaurants and stores overflowing with people, laughter, and cheer. Music blasting out on every block. A cool rain had begun to fall, making the street scene look like a misty Hollywood movie set. Even better, he wouldn’t be alone tonight in his second-floor flat nearby. He was going home to Angela.

He always enjoyed the walk up from College, leaving behind the lights and traffic and streetcars and noise of the main street for the darkness and calm of Clinton, the side street where he lived. Heading home, Kennicott had convinced himself that his concerns were overblown. That there was nothing to worry about.

Almost convinced himself.

The narrow sidewalk had turned slick from the rain. He peered down at the muddy footprints of overlapping adult shoes, dog paws, children’s feet, residue from the park at the end of the street. What was it that he was looking for?

He glanced behind him back down the street. No cars coming. He looked up ahead to the top of the street. There was one set of headlights, far away. A vehicle pulled over at the end of the block, a no-parking zone. Its headlights were on, and its engine was running, spitting out vapour through its tailpipe, like a winded athlete exhaling into the cooling night air.

Six houses away from his home, he slowed his pace, watching the car. As his eyes adjusted to the dark street, he could see it wasn’t an ordinary vehicle but one of those trimmed-down, sleek SUVs. Black. It still wasn’t moving.

He thought about stopping, yet some instinct told him that was a bad idea. He kept walking. Five houses away now. None of these homes had side alleys he could duck into. His house did, a pathway that led to the side-door entrance to his second-floor flat. His landlords, the Federicos, had installed a motion-detector light when he told them that Angela, whom they adored, had moved in. It would click on once he got there.

Kennicott laughed to himself when he thought about Mr. Federico. Last week he had bought an expensive flexible hose and attached it to the wall at the side of the house.

“Better to water my tomato plants,” he told Kennicott. “See, it bends, like rope.”

“Impressive,” Kennicott said.

“Please, Mr. Daniel.” Federico looked around and lowered his voice to a conspiratorial level. “Not tell Rosa the price.”

“I would never tell your wife. Your secret is safe with me.”

The SUV at the end of the block pulled out into the street. It hadn’t put its turn indicator flasher on. Why did that seem menacing?

Kennicott fixed his eyes on the car. It crept toward him, like a tiger on the prowl. Behind it, he saw another SUV pull in at the top of the street. Same shape, same black colour. It stopped in the middle of the road, cutting off any other vehicle from entering the block.

Run, a voice in his head shouted at him. Daniel, run! Angela was a marathon runner, and in the last few years she’d gotten Kennicott into jogging again, something he’d done in what felt as if it were a lifetime ago when he was in law school.

The sidewalk was too slick. He slipped and almost tumbled to the ground, catching himself just in time. One of the tomatoes rolled around the top of the shopping bag like a basketball circling the rim of a net and tumbled out. It nestled under the streetlight, a red dot on a sidewalk painted pale with rain, like a red bubble nose on a white clown’s face.

He bent down to grab it, but the tomato slithered out through his fingers. He pivoted to look up the street. The SUV was charging toward him, accelerating at surprising speed.

Run, run, he shrieked to himself again. Forget the tomato.

His feet found purchase on the sidewalk, and he was off. Three houses, two houses, one. He was almost home. The SUV was racing down the empty street.

He made it to the pathway and took a sharp turn to his right. The motion-detector light clicked on. Bright, like a prison camp searchlight zeroing in on an escaping convict.

He was steps from his door. He knew he shouldn’t look back, but he couldn’t help himself. The SUV climbed the curb. In the blazing light he saw that its back window was down.

He saw the gun, saw it explode a split second before he heard it boom, a split second before he felt something tear into the top of his right arm. His body slammed onto the ground. The bag of groceries flew out of his hands.

Pain hit, searing into his brain, rocketing through him. He was aware of the sound of the SUV roaring away. The groceries. What about the tomatoes? Would they be crushed by his fall and ruin the sauce he was about to cook Angela?

He heard doors opening. Footsteps. Frantic.

“Daniel. Oh my God, Daniel!”

It was a woman’s voice. Who?

Angela. That’s right. That was good.

I’m sorry about the tomatoes, he wanted to tell her. But he couldn’t speak. That was bad.

“911!” someone was yelling. “Call 911.”

He felt something touch his arm. It was a hand. Pressing down on him.

“Daniel, Daniel, can you hear me?” the woman was saying.

The woman. Yes, Angie. Angela. He’d called her Angie once and she said she hated the name. Something about how her grandmother who called her Angie wouldn’t let her go out and play at night in the housing development where she grew up. Afraid of stray bullets. Bullets. Not good.

“Please, Daniel, please. Stay with me.”

Stay. With Angela not Angie. At home. He was almost home. Good. He’d been shot. Bad. Angela was here with him. Good. What else was good? He searched his brain. He wanted something else to be good.

Ari Greene. Kennicott’s boss. His mentor. If anyone could catch the shooter it was Greene. He’d solved every homicide case except one. That was bad.

Kennicott could feel Angela pushing hard against his skin. He had to tell her she was doing the wrong thing, tell her the right thing to do. There was no time to waste. The words wouldn’t come out. All he could do was shake his head.

He closed his eyes. The rain was coming down harder now. His whole body felt cold.

“Daniel, hold on,” she said.

He forced his eyes open. He could still move his left arm. He reached up and touched her. Bare skin. Angela wasn’t wearing a coat. She’d be wet and cold. He wrapped his fingers around her arm. To pull her close. To tell her what she had to do to stop the bleeding. He was fading out.

Somewhere there was the sound of a siren. Footsteps, many footsteps. More sirens. People talking. Someone else was close now, saying something to Angie. He couldn’t speak. All he could do was hold on to her arm. Try to keep her warm.

“Please keep your eyes open,” she said to him. He rolled his head to the side. He could only open one eye. It was enough. He stared at the glimmering cement Mr. Federico watered down every night with his expensive new hose, shimmering in the motion-detector light. And the rivulets of red blood, leaching out across it, like an evil spider spreading its legs, readying to strike a final deadly blow.






PART ONE NINE DAYS EARLIER







KENNICOTT

FIVE FORTY-FIVE IN THE morning and, as it did six days a week, Angela’s cell phone alarm went off—like clockwork Kennicott often joked—to wake her up for her five-mile morning run. On a good week, when he wasn’t working on an ongoing homicide investigation or in court on a murder trial, Kennicott would haul himself out of bed, jam on his running shoes, and they’d hit the early-morning streets together. But today he wasn’t going to join her. He had somewhere else he had to go and for the last two hours he’d been staring at the ceiling, not moving a muscle. Thinking.

He felt Angela’s body jerk with the beep, beep, beep sound of the alarm and turned to watch as she groped on the floor beside the bed, fumbled with her phone, and clicked off the alarm. She rolled over and stared at him. Even in the dim morning light, he could feel her dark eyes piercing right through him.

“Did you sleep?” she asked.

“A little,” he said.

“You’re such a lousy liar,” she said as she slid the phone under her pillow and reached out to caress the top of his chest. “How long have you been up?”

He rolled his eyes.

She propped herself up on her elbow, hand under her ear, her eyes still fixed on his. She swished her long black hair back and forth making it ripple in the air like a dark flag waving in the wind.

“Do you want me to come with you this morning?” she asked.

“No,” he said, touching her cheek. “Go for your run.”

She eased his hand away from her face.

“Daniel, we’ve been together for more than three years, and every summer it’s the same thing.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, intertwining his fingers in hers. “You didn’t sign up for this.”

He had a sudden urge to kiss her, to squeeze her to him, to hold on to the moment so he didn’t have to face the next few hours. The tenth anniversary of his brother Michael’s murder was coming up and because it was a cold case, every year he had an annual “victim’s meeting” with the detective in charge of the file. Ari Greene, his boss and his mentor.

The meetings brought everything back to Kennicott: his guilt for arriving late for dinner with his brother on the day Michael was murdered, his belief that the killing was related to his parents’ suspicious deaths two years earlier, and his long-burning frustration that the case had never been solved.

He didn’t blame Greene. Michael’s murder was the detective’s only unsolved homicide, and Kennicott knew how much it ate away at him too. Still, every year when they’d have their early-morning meetings, it was the same story, like listening to a newscast over and over in an infuriating Groundhog Day–like nightmare.

“I wish I had better news for you,” Greene had said again last year. “No new leads.”

“You’re still working on something, aren’t you?”

“Always,” Greene replied, giving Kennicott his Cheshire Cat grin, the one he was famous for in the department, the one that said, “You know I always have a source working on this.” And Kennicott had learned over the years that homicide detectives never revealed their sources until they were ready to. Not even to each other.

“Thanks, Ari,” he said.

“Never thank me,” Greene said. “It’s my job.”

Angela lifted her head, put her hand on Kennicott’s shoulder, and gave him a friendly shove. “Roll over, mister,” she commanded. “I need to give you a cuddle.”

They disengaged their fingers and he let her roll him onto his side. He felt the warmth of her body curl in next to him. Her lips to his ear.

“Ever since we met,” she whispered, “you’ve been telling me you want to go back to that town in Italy where your brother was headed the night he was killed.”

“Gubbio. It’s called Gubbio.”

“Every year you come up with an excuse: You need to spend more time on the homicide squad. You’re working on a case. You’re involved in a trial.”

He found himself nodding.

“You told me,” she said, her hands gliding to the back of his neck, massaging him with her strong fingers, digging deep, “Detective Greene said you should always walk in the footsteps of your victim. I don’t understand why you keep putting off this trip?”

He took a deep breath in, exhaled.

“Sometimes it’s easier to ignore things that are too painful than to face them. I see that with families of homicide victims all the time.”

“Sounds like you’re hiding from yourself. What are you afraid of?”

Outside the window he could see the first hints of the sun brightening the sky.

“Maybe I’m afraid of what I’ll find.”

He rolled back over, kissed her on the forehead, slid out of the bed, went across to his clothes closet, and pulled out a shoebox buried under a pile of sweaters.

Sitting back beside Angela, he flicked on his bedside light.

“What’s this?” she asked, sitting up and piling two pillows behind her back.

Without saying a word, he took the top off the box, pulled out a pair of shoes, and tossed them on the floor. Underneath was a diary with the words ITALIAN TRIP written in his mother’s neat print.

“My father was a chemical engineer who consulted with pharmaceutical companies all around the world. He made a lot of enemies and I’m sure one of them was behind the car crash that killed them. So was my brother. Ten long years, we’ve never been able to find the link.”

He removed the diary and showed her the cover.

“Mom was a historian. She loved to go with him and make these diaries of her trips.”

“This is incredible,” Angela said, wrapping an arm around his shoulder and pulling him closer.

“This one was in my brother’s briefcase the night he was shot. Detective Greene gave it to me a few weeks later.”

“Why did he have this with him?”

“I don’t know. Just like I don’t know why Michael was going there. Or why my mother went there. I’ve always assumed it was to do some research while my father was having meetings in Rome.”

“Let’s look,” she said.

On the first page his mother had taped a photo of the Colosseum and written ROME above it. He kept turning the pages. On each one was a different picture of the ancient city with detailed notes.

He turned past a photo of the train station in Rome and on to pictures of towns along the route, clearly taken from a train window: Baiano, Spoleto, Campello, Trevi, Foligno, Nocera, Gualdo.

“Why were you hiding this in a shoebox?” she asked as the pages flashed by like an old-fashioned picture flip-book.

“I think I was hiding it from myself,” he whispered.

The train station photos ended. Next came a picture of a bus, then photos of the countryside, then a picture of a medieval hill town with the sign in front of it in large letters: GUBBIO.

“Oh, Daniel,” she sighed, her fingers tightening around his shoulder.

He was only a quarter of the way through the diary.

“If I decide to go to Italy, this will be my guidebook,” he said, beginning to turn through the Gubbio pages. “I’ll follow in my mother’s footsteps the way my brother wanted to.”






GREENE

ARI GREENE WALKED INTO the Caldense Bakery, and as usual the little Portuguese café was filled with early-morning construction workers lined up at the front counter who’d stopped in to get a hit of espresso, a croissant, or a Portuguese pastry before rushing off to work on one of Toronto’s numerous high-rise construction sites that were taking over the city’s skyline. Kennicott was already seated at their usual little table by the north-facing window.

Miguel Caldas, the owner, who had known Greene for decades, bounded over as Greene arrived at the table. Dressed in his ever-present uniform—white shirt, black tie, and black vest—Caldas was smiling from ear to ear.

“To what do I owe this honour? First Detective Kennicott and now Detective Greene.” Caldas turned to Kennicott. “When Detective Greene was a young officer, he and his partner, Nora Bering, wouldn’t even let me give them a free cup of coffee, or for him a cup of tea.”

“Nice to see you again, Miguel,” Greene said.

“Detective Kennicott has ordered your tea and two croissants.” Saying that, he scampered off.

Kennicott smiled at Greene.

“Thanks for the croissants,” Greene said, rolling his eyes.

It was a running joke between them. Caldas loved to serve his hard little Portuguese croissants. Greene hated them, but always had to pretend for Caldas’s sake that he loved them.

“You’re welcome,” Kennicott said. His face had turned blank.

Greene knew that these annual cold-case meetings were uncomfortable for both of them. He looked around to ensure they were alone. The crowd at the counter was far away from them. In the back corner of the café a wide-screen TV was playing a series of soccer game highlights. Two old women were having coffee at a table by the side wall. No one was close.

He turned back to Kennicott.

“I know it’s coming up to ten years since Michael’s murder,” he said.

Kennicott slumped back in his chair, closed his eyes. “Next week.”

“But, Daniel, listen,” Greene said, leaning over the table. “At last, I might have some news.”

Kennicott’s eyes jumped open. “What?”

His voice was so loud that a few of the men at the bar turned to look.

Greene waited for them to look away and, speaking just above a whisper, said, “We might have a lead on Arthur Rake.”

Kennicott bolted upright. “Really?” he said, struggling to keep his voice down.

Rake was the drunk driver who had driven into Kennicott’s parents’ car, killing them. He’d done his jail time, finished his parole, and vanished a long time ago. Greene and Kennicott had tried for years to track him down without success. Until now, Greene hadn’t even been sure he was still alive.

“It’s time to tell you this, Daniel. I have a source up north who’s contacted me,” Greene said.

“I thought you might. Where’s Rake?”

“Don’t know yet.”

“What can I do?”

Greene sat back. “Right now, nothing. Your parents’ car crash isn’t our case and it’s not in our jurisdiction. And you’re a victim, which means you can’t be part of the investigation. You must stay out of it.”

“Never,” Kennicott said, raising his voice again. “This is my family. I need to be involved.”

“Daniel, I know how you feel, but—”

“How could you know what it’s like to lose your whole family?”

Greene sensed someone approaching their table. He turned.

“Espresso for Detective Kennicott, tea for Detective Greene, and two more of your favourite croissants,” Caldas said, lowering a tray filled with cups, plates, spoons, and napkins.

Greene pasted a smile on his face. “Thanks, Miguel.”

“My pleasure.”

Kennicott glared at Greene until Caldas had placed everything onto the table and retreated behind the counter.

“After all this time, you can’t expect me to sit on the sidelines,” Kennicott said, more of a hiss than a statement.

“You won’t be. We have an assignment for you.”

“We?”

“Nora is in the loop.”

When Kennicott had quit his law practice to become a cop a year after Michael’s murder, Bering was assigned to be his first partner. The two had forged a strong bond and, even as Bering had risen to be Toronto’s first woman chief of police, Greene knew that she kept in close touch with Kennicott and that she was the police officer he respected the most on the force.

Greene turned to the window and flicked his head in the direction of a black limousine that had pulled up to the curb. The back door opened and Bering, wearing a stylish business suit, stepped out.

Kennicott saw her, turned back to Greene. “You two had this all planned out, didn’t you?”

Greene shrugged.

Bering strode into the café and walked straight to their table.

Caldas rushed over again.

“Chief Nora,” he said, bending in a half bow. “It has been a long time. To what do I owe this honour?”

Bering put her arm around Caldas’s shoulder. She towered over him. “Miguel, the honour is mine to be back here. You still remember my usual?”

“Of course. Single-shot latte, one sugar,” he said, grinning from ear to ear. “But the last time you wanted a double shot.”

“Make double my new usual then.”

“Coming right up,” Caldas said and slid away.

Bering grabbed a seat from another table and sat between them. She turned to Kennicott, put her hand on his arm. “Daniel,” she said.

“Hi, Nora.”

She stared straight at him. With her other arm, she rested her elbow on the table and parked her chin on top of her hand. When they’d been street cops together, Greene had seen her do this over and over. She’d prop her chin on her hand and focus all her attention on whoever she was interviewing, make them feel they were the most important person in the world. It was remarkably effective.

“Excuse the limo and this corporate outfit,” she said with a warm smile. “Ari and I are tied up in endless meetings, thanks to your former boss from back in your lawyer days.”

“You mean Lloyd Granwell?”

“Who else?” she said. “He’s pulling out all the stops for his beloved ninety-six-year-old mother, Happy Haley Granwell. She’s been a small-town mayor for more than seventy years and it turns out that’s some kind of British Commonwealth record.”

Kennicott gave Bering a sardonic grin. “Ever since I left the firm, Granwell takes me out for lunch once a year. You always ask me what we talked about. Last month at our annual meal all he could do was brag about how he timed his mother’s anniversary party to coincide with the royal visit to Toronto and how he’d managed to get King Charles and Queen Camilla to come, along with the prime minister and the premier, and every other politician you can think of. Classic Granwell move.”

“All there to kiss the ring,” Bering said. “ ‘Keeping Happy happy,’ as the press likes to say. You didn’t hear about the latest twist. Because she was born out in Alberta and famous for always wearing a cowboy hat, some hotshot public relations company came up with the bright idea that all the guests should wear one.”

Kennicott turned to Greene. “Ari, it’s hard for me to imagine you in a cowboy hat.”

“You’re not the only one.”

They all chuckled.

Nora turned serious. “Daniel, has Ari told you what’s going on?”

“That he has a lead on Rake.”

“That I may have a lead,” Greene said.

“And that I can’t work on the case,” Kennicott said. “Why can’t I at least stay in deep background?”

“Not now,” Bering said. “We’re investigating this. As far as the local authorities are concerned, this case is closed.”

“Nora’s ordered me to stay as far under the radar as possible,” Greene said.

Kennicott bit into the corner of one of the croissants. It made a loud crunching noise. “I get it,” he said. “You two don’t want me to rock the boat with the local cops and prosecutors any more than I have already. And if Rake finds out I’m looking for him he could get spooked and disappear again.”

“A special coffee for my special guest,” Caldas said, reappearing like a shadow in sudden sunlight. “Plus, a special treat, extra croissants for all.”

He dished out the contents of his tray with speed and bowed out just as quickly. Greene had made sure years ago that Caldas knew the drill: when they were talking, he shouldn’t hang around.

“Ari, Portuguese croissants, your favourite,” Bering said to Greene, laughing.

“It’s my lucky day,” he said.

She picked up one and took a bite.

“Ari told me you have an assignment for me,” Kennicott said to Bering.

“I do, and I want you to take it,” she said. “You wanted to go to that town in Italy where your brother was headed the day he was shot.”

Greene watched as Kennicott ran his hand across his face.

“Gubbio,” he muttered.

Bering wiped her fingers with one of the little square white napkins Caldas had left on the table, folded it, and slipped it under her plate.

“I know you’ve been wanting to return there for years,” she said.

Kennicott stared at her, not moving.

“Daniel, trust me. You’re not being left out. Let me be blunt, my old friend. If it wasn’t you and your brother and your parents, I’d pull the plug on this whole thing in a second. Every good homicide cop has at least one cold case they’d like me to give them time off to pursue. If I did that for all of them, I’d have no one left working live cases.”

She reached into her jacket and took out a folder. “I had my travel agent make all the arrangements. You fly to Rome tomorrow, take the train to the closest town, and a bus up to Gubbio. We’ve hired a guide for you once you’re there. He’s taken care of tickets for the crossbow contest, the one Michael was on his way to see. He’s also got you a hotel room.”

Kennicott took the folder from her and unpacked a plane ticket and a printed itinerary. He still hadn’t spoken.

Greene and Bering kept quiet, watching him.

Kennicott cupped his hands over his eyes.

“Whenever I think of going to Italy, I make excuses to avoid it,” he said, lowering his hands. “This morning, my girlfriend, Angela, said the same thing. I told her I think I’m afraid I won’t find anything. She says even if I don’t, at least I will have tried.”

“She’s right,” Bering said.

Kennicott looked relieved. The way someone does when they decide to do something that they know they’ve put off for too long. He turned to Greene.

“It’s Ari Greene 101. Follow your victim.”

“Always.”

For the first time since he’d arrived, Kennicott broke into a smile. “At least I might learn a new pasta recipe to cook for Angela.”

“Good. I’ve got to go,” Bering said, pulling Kennicott close to her. Greene realized she hadn’t taken her hand away from his arm the whole time she’d been sitting beside him. “Promise me you’ll be careful, Daniel,” she said in such a soft whisper that Greene could hardly hear her.

Greene knew that the two of them had a special relationship. Almost like a mother and son. Bering was much older than Kennicott, she didn’t have children, and Kennicott had lost his mother before they’d met.

“I promise,” he whispered back.

Greene saw Bering squeeze Kennicott’s arm before she stood, smiled, and strode out of the café.

Kennicott picked up a croissant and passed it over to Greene. “Ari,” he said, “you better eat one and pretend for Miguel’s sake that you like it.”






KENNICOTT

PERCHED HIGH UP ON a mountain slope in central Italy, Gubbio is a remote, medieval hill town filled with ancient buildings, stone-covered streets, dark alleyways, and countless shrines and churches. Its most famous landmark is the red-brick-tiled Piazza Grande, a vast fourteenth-century public square that commands a panoramic view across the broad Umbrian valley below. Bookended by historic buildings—a massive stone palace with a dramatic bell and clock tower on one side and the town hall and former prison on the other—the square facilitates all manner of large public gatherings. One of the most famous is the five-hundred-year-old crossbow contest held every summer that Kennicott had come to watch this afternoon.

Along the low wall overlooking the valley below, a set of risers facing into the square was filled with an audience of locals and tourists. Kennicott walked up the centre aisle and had to squeeze past a young couple with an American flag on their knapsacks flipping through their green Michelin guide to get to his reserved seat in the tenth row. It afforded him a clear view of the four ancient wood crossbow stations lined up on the piazza.

A well-dressed older man was in the seat next to him. A garish plastic badge hung around his neck with the words ITALY TOURISTA! TOUR GUIDE printed in large red, white, and green letters. Below it, handwritten in faded black ink, was his name: Mark Eagle—the tour guide Bering had hired for Kennicott.

Eagle reached out to shake hands.

“Ciao, Mr. Kennicott, benvenuto a Gubbio,” Eagle said. Although his Italian sounded flawless, Kennicott could hear a trace of someone with English-speaking roots.

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Eagle,” Kennicott said, shaking the man’s strong hand. “You come highly recommended.”

“By whom?”

“Nora Bering. She’s from Toronto like me. She was here a few years ago. You probably don’t remember her.”

“I have a lot of clients.”

Kennicott had looked Eagle up on the company website. In the section labelled “Our Great Guides,” he read through profiles of fresh-faced young guides: Italians who’d been educated in English schools or expats, mostly British, who had come to Italy for a term at “uni” or to work here during a “gap” year and had “fallen in love” with the country. He scrolled down to the bottom of the page and found Eagle’s profile. The last entry. His age wasn’t listed, but Kennicott could tell from his photo that he was well into his sixties, if not older. Kennicott suspected Eagle’s profile had been relegated to the bottom of the site because, at his age, he didn’t fit Italy Tourista!’s bright young image. His write-up didn’t mention where he came from. It said he’d lived in Gubbio “for many decades” and had degrees in archeology and modern Italian history.

In person, Eagle’s skin had the weathered look of someone who’d spent most of his life in sunny climates. He wore a loose-fitting long-sleeved shirt and well-worn chino pants. Clothes that would have been expensive when he bought them, but up close looked threadbare. What had made a well-educated man such as Eagle come to this off-the-beaten-track Italian hill town, and what made him stay to scratch out what must be a meagre existence?

It was the police detective in him, Kennicott thought. Always wanting to find out more about people.

“Thanks for finding me such a private room in that nice little hotel,” Kennicott said.

Eagle had booked Kennicott into a small place about halfway up the mountain and away from the crowds. His room, on the top floor, overlooked a flower-filled courtyard.

“Very private,” Eagle said. “I’ve known the owner for years. There is much to show you in Gubbio. This historic square, and this crossbow contest, are the best place to begin.”

Eagle had a braided satchel strung over his shoulder. He reached in, brought out a colourful brochure, and handed it over to Kennicott. “The company has me give this to every client.”

The cover featured a photo of a happy-looking young couple riding in an unusual funicular to the top of the mountain the town was built into.

Kennicott flipped through the brochure. Pages and pages of glossy pictures of different sites. At the back were profiles of the tour guides.

He handed it back to Eagle. “Thanks. I’m not here to see the typical tourist sites.”

“Glad to hear,” Eagle said, opening the brochure to the middle page and unfolding the map of the town in it. “Keep it for this. The old town is such a maze I still get lost sometimes, and, Mr. Kennicott, I’ve lived here for years.”

“Please,” Kennicott said, slipping the brochure into the day pack he had brought with him to carry his mother’s diary in, “call me Daniel.”

“Call me Mark. Except if we are talking to Italians, they’re much more formal. To them, I’ll always be Signor Eagle.”

Without hesitation, Eagle started in with his well-rehearsed tour guide script.

“Gubbio is an ancient pre-Roman city, but don’t let these peaceful surroundings fool you. Legend has it that Gubbio sent a thousand knights on the First Crusade. For centuries the hill towns in central Italy were continually at war with each other.”

Eagle spoke with the professional, rather bored patter of someone who had read the same script over and over and over, like an actor playing a minor role in a long-running play.

“Tell me about this square,” Kennicott said.

“The Piazza Grande. Known as the hanging piazza and supported by four enormous arches, it’s the largest suspended piazza in Europe. This daring architectural achievement in town planning was built between 1332 and 1349.”

Kennicott noticed the American couple in their row had stopped looking at their guidebook and were listening in. Trying to catch some of the history lesson.

“Gubbio is divided into four quadrants, or neighbourhoods,” Eagle said, continuing with his scripted talk. “This piazza is situated in the middle of all four, thus one corner touches each. Tonight, they’ll all hold late-night feasts out in the streets. Each has their own songs, recipes, and secret traditions. Not to be missed.”

A blast of trumpets rang. Down to their right a score of musicians, dressed in historical purple-and-white costumes, marched through a narrow passageway into the piazza, moving in disciplined formation, their strides in harmony. They faced the audience, and everyone broke out into spontaneous applause. They bowed, then retreated to positions on the other side of the square and started to play.

The show was about to begin.






GREENE

ARI GREENE OPENED HIS storage closet and stared at the two Bankers boxes resting on the shelving unit. The first box was labelled: KENNICOTT, DANIEL’S PARENTS: CAR CRASH. The second: KENNICOTT, MICHAEL, HOMICIDE: COLD CASE.

He sighed. How many times in the last decade had he opened, closed, and reopened these boxes? Scoured through the evidence and wondered: What was he missing? What was he not seeing about the brazen daytime killing of Michael Kennicott? And the lingering question about Michael and Daniel’s parents’ death two years earlier in a suspicious car accident on the road to their cottage: Was it related to Michael’s murder? If so, how? And why?

Greene took down the boxes and plunked them on the corner of his large kitchen table. There was a knock on his front door. He checked his watch. Ten o’clock. They were right on time, as he’d expected they’d be. He opened the door. The two newest recruits to the homicide squad were standing side by side on his porch. Detective Abdul Darvesh had joined three years earlier. He was bright, dedicated, and eager to learn. Last year, Detective Sadie Sheppard was promoted to the squad on the recommendation of Kennicott. She was full of enthusiasm and energy.

“Good morning,” Greene said.

He saw the two exchange a look. Perhaps a little nervous. After all, it was most unusual for their boss, the head of the homicide squad, to invite them over to his house. On a Saturday morning, no less.

“Hello, sir,” they said in unison.

“Come on in,” Greene said with a smile. He walked to the kitchen counter, picked up a teapot, and looked back. They were standing inside the doorway, unsure of where to go.

“Please, don’t be shy. Have a seat at the kitchen table, the place where I do my best work.” He held up the teapot. “I’m not a coffee drinker, but I make a decent pot of tea. Is that okay?”

“Fine,” they said at the same time.

They were eyeing the boxes on the table. Reading the labels. They’d both worked with Kennicott and, like everyone else in the homicide squad, they knew all about his parents’ deaths and his brother’s unsolved murder.

“Pull up a chair,” Greene said, directing them to the far side of the table.

They sat beside each other facing him as he poured them cups of tea, then one for himself.

“Sugar, milk, honey, lemon?” he asked them. “I take mine black.”

“Black is fine,” Darvesh said.

“Ah, if you don’t mind,” Sheppard said, “could I trouble you for a little milk?”

“Certainly.” Greene suspected Darvesh wanted some milk as well but had been too polite to ask. Not Sheppard. A good sign. They’d make an effective team, a mixture of boldness and caution.

He poured her milk, then looked to Darvesh.

“Sure you don’t want some?” he asked the young officer.

“Perhaps a little.”

Greene poured him a dollop of milk, sat down across from them, and took a sip of his tea.

Neither had touched their drinks yet.

“Come on, try it,” he said. Still smiling.

They both drank.

“It is quite good,” Darvesh said.

“Yes,” Sheppard agreed.

“My daughter, Alison, was brought up in England, and she’s scrupulous about making tea the proper way,” he said. “Use cold water, don’t overboil it, heat the pot, pour the water onto the side of the pot and not right onto the tea, let it steep for five minutes.”

They smiled but didn’t say anything.

“I’m sure you’re wondering why you’re here,” he said, pulling the car crash box closer to him. “I’ve lost track of how many hours I’ve spent working on this case, thinking about it, worrying about it. You drive down dead end after dead end until you realize that maybe you’re looking at the map all wrong.”

He stared up at them.

Darvesh cradled his teacup and Sheppard sipped hers, but their eyes were on him.

“I’m assigning you two to work on Daniel’s parents’ car crash case,” Greene said. “Questions?”

“What do you want us to do?” Darvesh asked.

Greene smacked the box with the back of his hand. Perhaps a little too hard. “Go back to the beginning. Classic cold-case review. Look at every bit of evidence, question every single assumption that all the other officers made, including me. Be critical of everything and everyone. Nothing, and I mean nothing, is out of bounds.”

Greene watched Darvesh’s eyes as he spoke and saw the young detective’s nervousness turn to determination.

This was what he expected from Darvesh. He was the son of immigrant parents from Punjab. His father had come to Canada back in the 1980s with fourteen dollars in his pocket and worked for thirty years as a porter at the airport. His parents had instilled in Darvesh a strong work ethic. He grew up in public housing and was one of the first kids to wear a turban to his school. Beneath his polite exterior there was a toughness to him, tinged with a subtle, sardonic sense of humour Greene appreciated.
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