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For my mother and my father and

the very wonderful Ellen




Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears;

I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.

The evil that men do lives after them;

The good is oft interred with their bones.

—William Shakespeare, Julius Caesar





Prologue



1936

The trim little man did the thing he always did with the palm of his hand, running it over his yellow hair to flatten it down. He inched his chair a little closer to the microphone. The BBC people were still adjusting whatever they adjusted in the minute before a broadcast, giving the King just enough time to reconsider his words. He smoothed the typewritten page on the desk with the flat of his hand just as he had done with his hair. He put his right hand in his trouser pocket and scratched his leg through the material. Of all the things that had happened to him up to now, all the things he had been given and all the things he was now giving away, trouser pockets suddenly seemed immensely important. His father had had all of David’s pockets sewn up when he was a boy, to teach him to keep his hands out of them. If only Father had been a little more understanding.

Ten…nine…eight…The man on the other side of the desk was counting down from ten with his fingers. How had the poem gone? “Give crowns and pounds and guineas, but not your heart away.” The man had run out of fingers.

“At long last I am able to say a few words of my own. I have never wanted to withhold anything, but until now it has not been constitutionally possible for me to speak. A few hours ago I discharged my last duty as King and Emperor, and now that I have been succeeded by my brother, the Duke of York, my first words must be to declare my allegiance to him. This I do with all my heart.”

The words poured out of the sleek new Bakelite radio in the darkened drawing room of the Villa Lou Viei. The villa’s owner, the tall, patrician American Herman Rogers, stood at the window, smoking. It was ten o’clock, too dark to make out the Mediterranean on a moonless night. His wife, Katherine, sat on the sofa, holding her houseguest’s hand.

“I want you to understand that in making up my mind I did not forget the country or the Empire which as Prince of Wales, and lately as King, I have for twenty-five years tried to serve. But you must believe me when I tell you that I have found it impossible to carry the heavy burden of responsibility and to discharge my duties as King as I would wish to do without the help and support of the woman I love.”

With that, Wallis Simpson let go of Katherine Rogers’s hand and picked up one of the little Ming figurines from the table next to the radio. Calmly, she dropped it on the stone floor. Herman Rogers turned back from the window at the sound. Without looking up, Wallis said, “I’ll pay for it, of course.”

Meanwhile, in New York, a group of men was gathered around the large mahogany DuMont radio in the place they called The Room, at 34 East Sixty-second Street. They were dressed in evening clothes, though it was only four in the afternoon local time. The voice speaking from the Augusta Tower in Windsor Castle was a familiar one. Many had golfed or ridden or sailed with him.

“I want you to know that the decision I have made has been mine and mine alone. This was a thing I had to judge entirely for myself. The other person most nearly concerned has tried up to the last to persuade me to take a different course. I have made this, the most serious decision of my life, only upon the single thought of what would in the end be best for all.”

Vincent Astor, the old-money New York financier, poured the Krug ’28 for his fellow members of The Room: Winthrop W. Aldrich, president of the Chase National Bank; Nelson Doubleday, publisher; William Rhinelander Stewart, philanthropist heir to a department store fortune; Marshall Field, journalist, whose family had even bigger department stores; David K. E. Bruce, sometime diplomat; and Kermit Roosevelt, Theodore’s son, among others. They raised their glasses.

“I now quit altogether public affairs, and I lay down my burden. It may be some time before I return to my native land, but I shall always follow the fortunes of the British race and Empire with profound interest, and if at any time in the future I can be found of service to His Majesty in a private station, I shall not fail. And now we all have a new King. I wish him, and you, his people, happiness and prosperity with all my heart. God bless you all. God save the King.”

Astor proposed the toast. “God save the King! And…to hell with the Duke!” The men laughed and clinked their glasses and congratulated one another on a job well done.

1997

It had been a beautiful summer day, but now it was after midnight and the well-known couple just wanted to get back to the apartment for a few hours of sleep before returning to London.

The paparazzi were waiting in front of the hotel on the Place Vendôme, so they hurried out the back, she in light-colored trousers and a dark blazer, he in jeans and a leather shirt. Instead of their usual limousine they were bundled into a less conspicuous Mercedes 280S. The security man from the hotel drove the car. The bodyguard, a former member of the Parachute Regiment who had done two stints in Northern Ireland, got in next to him and fastened his seat belt.

As always, time was of the essence. A couple of photographers on motorbikes were already alerting their colleagues to join the chase. The driver quickly pulled out into the rue de Rivoli but found a car stalled in the lane for the Champs-Élysées. So he made for the Seine and the tunnel under the Place de l’Alma, just as the men who had blocked the exit knew he would.

Nothing had been left to chance. The closed-circuit video cameras en route and the speed-enforcement ones in the Alma tunnel had all suddenly “malfunctioned” at the stroke of midnight. The man with the brake box was waiting behind the tunnel’s ninth concrete post for his cue, the moment when the Kawasaki motorcycle would come into view.

At exactly twenty-five minutes after midnight, the two stuntmen on the Kawasaki came tearing through the concrete maze ahead of the Mercedes and the recently painted white car, weighted down with cement blocks in the trunk, that was poking along in the right-hand lane. When the driver of the white car suddenly turned his wheel full to the left and rammed the Mercedes, the piercing screech of shearing sheet metal filled the tunnel as the two cars went door to door. The driver of the Mercedes was fighting to regain control when the man on the back of the Kawasaki—the one wearing the special goggles—turned in his seat and aimed his weapon. The American-made SureFire Dominator high-intensity light flashed its 460 blue-white lumens directly into the driver’s eyes, forcing the reflex known as optic shutdown. Later, the first paparazzo to reach the scene would report a blinding light coming from the tunnel half a mile ahead of him.

Now the man crouching behind the pillar hit the switch on his “Boston Brakes” box—a misnomer, really, as it was the drivetrain and steering wheel on the Mercedes he was now controlling, not the brakes—and moved the joystick violently left, then right, then left again. The 280S jerked to the left, crossed to the right ahead of the white car, and then came back across the road toward oncoming traffic, smashing into the thirteenth concrete pillar and coming to a stop, facing the way it had come.

In the back seat of the wreck, the boyfriend was dead and the woman who knew too much would soon be joining him. It was simply a question of injecting the dying driver with the syringe of alcohol and chemicals, detaching the shortwave receiver from the Mercedes drivetrain, and, to sell the white car story, salting the crash scene with a few broken Fiat Uno parts. The white car had already driven away, followed into the night by the men on the motorcycle. Another car that had been traveling behind the Mercedes now slowed just enough so the man with the brake box could get in. Then it too sped away before the first of the photographers reached the crash.







Chapter 1



2005
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Amy Greenberg folded the letter and let it drop into the soft-sided black computer bag that doubled as her briefcase. The cab had already jolted her over several thousand of Dublin’s finest cobblestones, and the driver, in his effort to take the longest, most expensive route from her hotel, seemed determined to leave no stone untouched. Amy didn’t mind. The city on this morning in early May was just as she had remembered it from fifteen years before, that wonderful two months she’d spent researching her dissertation on the Book of Kells.

The cab ride had even taken her past the run-down youth hostel on Bride Road, now even shabbier. She’d made the driver stop there while she’d hurriedly sketched it in the converted day planner she always carried in her handbag, drawing a circle around the third-floor window. She would impatiently spend her nights in the room on the other side of that window, counting the hours until the moment the doors to Trinity College Library would reopen in the morning—allowing her back into the presence of the most beautiful illuminated manuscript in the world. She could see it as if it were in front of her now: the four Gospels of the New Testament, painstakingly transcribed by hand onto 680 pages of calfskin in a spectacularly Celtic version of Latin script, the insular majuscule, all elongated letter forms, exaggerated serifs and ligatures. And that was just the calligraphy. Virtually every page was inked in as many as ten colors, with no symbol, illuminated initial, or Celtic knot ever repeated.

If God is in the details, He is in every page of the Book of Kells. When her dissertation had been published as The Book of Kells and the Magical Power of the Truth, Amy had asked the publisher to enlarge one square inch from a single initial ornate capital letter that contained over 180 delicately inked interlacings. Sure, the Lindisfarne Gospels had its fans, but for Amy’s money those silent and anonymous men living on the island of Iona had knocked one out of the park when they’d finished the Book 1,300 years ago.

The cab came to a stop in front of a Late Georgian edifice where a yard sale seemed to be in progress. People were coming and going with shopping bags and satchels. One woman walking down the steps lugged a big cardboard box overflowing with a mink coat. Amy dug into her wallet for the euros her dollars had bought at the airport and handed a wad of them to the self-satisfied driver.

No heads turned that Monday morning when the American stepped out of the cab. Not that she wasn’t perfectly nice to look at, she was—possessing her family’s olive skin and the dark, tightly curled hair she liked to think of as “electric.” But Amy knew hers was the body type people call “angular” as opposed to the head-turning “womanly.” Speeding past forty, she realized she’d spent most of her adult mental life in the Middle Ages. It hit her now that “middle age” was taking on a new, and unwelcome, meaning.

Making her way up the front steps of the bank, Amy thought back on what a strange couple of weeks it had been. She had felt a sort of seismic shift the moment she’d picked up the mail at her Yale post office box and had seen the Irish stamps on the envelope. Her grandfather Raymond’s will had made no mention of a Dublin safe deposit box. As his only surviving relative and executor, she was in a position to know. What’s more, this Milo Macken person obviously had no idea that Chief had died almost ten years before.

And the letter wasn’t even the week’s big event. Scott had finally proposed! She was picturing him now, down on bended knee in the middle of the restaurant like some swain of yore, with the borrowed ring in his hand, telling her he loved her in the quaint remnants of an upper-class English accent. He was awfully gangly—was there a height limit on swains?—but cute-gangly, kneeling there even as the waiter was serving the tiramisu.

She’d said yes, of course. Who could turn down an ardent lover in front of all those smiling faces at the other tables, strangers looking on in hushed amusement as they waited for your answer? He’d slipped the ring on her finger and they’d kissed and the place had burst into applause. She took a quick peek at it on her finger now. The jeweler had given the ring to Scott to propose with while hers was being engraved. It had taken every ounce of her discipline not to wave it in every shop clerk’s face during the weekend.

Amy pushed on the bank’s oversized revolving door and for a moment she could see her reflection in the glass. What did he see in her, anyway? Too tall, too flat. It was a lot easier to understand what she saw in him. On the surface, Scott Harcourt Brown had everything Amy had always wanted. Smarts. A sense of humor. And a shared interest in art. In his case, he’d got it from his mother, Margaret Harcourt Brown, who’d made a name for herself in European bronzes and was still going strong doing art history in London. Scott had come over to the States to do his graduate work with Amy’s grandfather, the man everyone called Chief. The gawky young Englishman became the star pupil who eventually moved in, renting the spare room on the third floor. He had stayed on after his old professor’s death, and now he was really moving in. A rising star in Yale’s Renaissance department, Scott was already tenured at age thirty-six—much to Amy’s untenured chagrin. Oh, he was a charmer, all right.

And yet. There was something about the way he’d popped the question in public—so she couldn’t say no—on the very evening she’d told him about the letter from the Irish bank. She should have known something was up. Galileo’s was way too pricey for a couple of teachers. And the way Scott had peppered her with questions on the walk over. He’d started with, “What did they say was in the safe deposit box?”

“They didn’t.”

“And what’s the deadline again for picking it up, whatever it is?”

“May fifteenth.”

“And your grandfather never mentioned storing something valuable in Ireland?”

“Scott, sweetheart, I told you all this. I showed you the letter. You read the letter. You know everything I know.”

“You’re sure Chief never discussed—”

“Never. Why all the questions?”

He mumbled something like “Curiosity, that’s all,” and let the subject drop.

The Ansbacher Bank, now that Amy was standing in the vast lobby, was in its death throes. A century ago it must have been an awe-inspiring cathedral of commerce, reassuring the depositor with its marble and granite permanence. Now it was a mostly empty way station for hundreds of cardboard storage boxes full of valuables or files, Amy couldn’t tell which.

Amy’s mind’s eye was picturing another lobby, though, the one in the Omni Hotel in New Haven. Galileo’s, with its romantic nighttime view of the New Haven Green, is on the hotel’s nineteenth floor. But Scott was so preoccupied the night he proposed, he forgot to press the button for the elevator. He’d just stood there, waiting. And then, on the way up, Amy had had to take Scott’s hand in hers, giving it an extra squeeze every couple of floors to try to bring his thoughts back to her. To them.

The whole proposal must have been an unsettling thing for him. It certainly was spontaneous: he said he’d picked out the ring that very afternoon. Amy didn’t know whether to feel good or put off by that. Who the hell buys a ring these days without asking the woman what she wants? So many questions…Wasn’t marrying the man in your life supposed to put an end to questions? Or was she just having the jitters, a slight case of buyer’s remorse? This was one of those times when a girl really needed her mother.

Scott’s mother had seemed awfully nice on the phone. He had insisted on waking her up in the middle of the London night to tell her their good news. Then and there Mrs. Brown had volunteered to help Amy “with all the motherly, busybody details” of the wedding. As if she had already known Amy’s story, about the death of her parents. Amy smiled. Scott must have been planning it with her all along.

She was already more than halfway across the marble floor of the old-fashioned bank, her rubber-soled shoes making little squelching sounds with every step. Amy could have chosen the perfectly presentable, and quieter, black flats. But no, she had to wear the not particularly comfortable low heels with their red leather lining—her own secret red battle flag in the cause of individuality. She wished Scott was here with her, despite her misgivings. But he had two final exams to grade and couldn’t get away. Her classes had ended earlier than his, so they’d agreed she would come to Ireland alone. And then, when the History of Art Department had asked her to run an errand for them “as long as you’re in Dublin anyway” and agreed to pay for her flight—and only her flight—her going solo was a done deal.

Nearly everyone else on the plane was coming over for the grand finale of Dublin’s yearlong celebration of the one hundredth anniversary of Bloomsday. She had seen many of her fellow passengers again and again that weekend, wearing their ReJoyce buttons as they fanned out from the Irish National Library on Kildare Street, crossing and recrossing the River Liffey as they retraced the fictional steps of Leopold Bloom and Stephen Daedalus. Amy had seen them as she looked out the windows of the lace and dress shops on O’Connell and Grafton Streets. She had decided on the plane that walking down the aisle in a wedding dress of Irish linen was the only way to go. After all, Dublin was a long way to come for what might be an empty safe deposit box, and now she was glad she had found the dress for her big day. A sort of Gibson Girl number, it was trimmed in handmade Irish crochet lace on the high collar, bodice, back, and sleeves, with little bows on the skirt along with hundreds of tiny tucks. Maybe it was already on its way to the States.

Within moments, Amy was shown into the office of the vice-president of private banking. After examining her paperwork, the young but hardly youthful Mr. Milo Macken led her to the elevator. “It’s a sad day. A sad couple of weeks, actually.” He pressed the down arrow. “For ninety-two years we’ve been our own little Swiss canton right here in the Republic. Numbered accounts, client confidentiality, and, of course, our little offshore wrinkle. Funds deposited here could be invested in the Caymans without so much as a by-your-leave to the Irish Inland Revenue.”

He led her into the elevator and pressed Vault. “Was your grandfather a singer or dancer?”

“A college professor.”

Macken sighed. “Pity. We were very popular with your glam entertainers and tax-averse professionals. Until the courts barged in.”

The elevator opened onto a reception area of stiff leather chairs and mahogany end tables and, beyond it, a barred grille through which Amy could see rows of safe deposit boxes. A fortyish woman with unfashionably long, coal black hair sat at a desk across from the elevator.

Macken did the honors. “Miss Greenberg, this is our Mrs. O’Beirne.” Amy had thought of piping up with a politically correct “Ms. Greenberg,” or even “Dr. Greenberg” (she did have her PhD), but well, when in Dublin…Mrs. O’Beirne wore one of those skirt-and-jacket business outfits that had been out of style with American women for years. She produced a file of papers and a separate, yellowed envelope. Clearing her throat, she read aloud from the file.

“ ‘Amy M. Greenberg, born 22 February 1963, parents deceased. Sole surviving relation to Grandfather Raymond Greenberg, died 12 December 1995.’ ” She looked up at Amy. “Thank you for faxing the testamentary documents to us.”

“Colleen O’Beirne wears two hats here,” Macken put in. “She manages our private client facility, and in her professional capacity as solicitor is empowered to produce certain articles which have been entrusted to the bank’s care.”

On cue, Mrs. O’Beirne picked up a letter opener and slit open the envelope, allowing a little silver key to fall into her palm. “All I am in a position to tell you is this: In 1964, someone other than your grandfather paid for a long-term lease on box 1007 and put it in the name of Raymond Greenberg of New Haven, Connecticut. He or she left the key in the bank’s keeping with the stipulation that the box not be opened until fifty years after the purchaser’s death. Had the bank not been liquidated”—at this, she glanced fiercely over at Macken—“we would not be having this conversation for another decade.” Mrs. O’Beirne handed Amy the key. “All right, Martin,” she said. “We’re ready.”

A man Amy had taken for another customer got up from one of the chairs and smiled at her with a collection of mismatched teeth. “Pleased to be of service, miss.”

Macken turned to go. “I’ll leave you here,” he said. “Unfortunately, I have a flight to catch. Martin will witness the opening of the box with Mrs. O’Beirne and will certify that it’s empty once you have removed your goods. It’s been a pleasure having you as a customer, Miss Greenberg.”

As Macken walked away, the man named Martin pressed a code into an electronic box and opened the grille. Then he led them through narrow corridors to number 1007. Hers was one of the smaller boxes. So much for gold bullion, Amy thought. Martin inserted a key into the box. Amy put the one she had just been given in right below it and pulled on the handle. Thinking it might be heavy, Martin braced his hands under the box as it slid away from the others. No such luck. Amy easily carried it over to a high wooden table nearby. Inside, nothing gleamed or twinkled. All she saw was a thick pile of papers kept in place by two straining rubber bands. Amy glanced up at Mrs. O’Beirne, who was discreetly looking away from the box and its contents. “I should have known,” Amy said. “What do you give a college professor? Papers.”

Eager to discover if anything of more fungible value was lurking at the bottom of the box, Amy picked up the three-inch sheaf of papers by their forty-year-old rubber bands, one of which immediately snapped, stinging her hand like a scorpion. Amy lost her grip, scattering her inheritance all over the floor.

Right away, Martin knelt down and started to retrieve the papers. “Let me help you, miss.” Soon he and Mrs. O’Beirne were handing her fistfuls of what appeared to be a manuscript, with a few handwritten letters thrown in along with official-looking documents in different languages. Mrs. O’Beirne looked up from the pages in her hand. “The typed ones seem to be numbered, at least. That should be of some help.” Martin came out from under the wooden table, holding what appeared to be the title page.

It said, “Provenance, by I. Fleming.”
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Amy opened the minibar in her hotel room and helped herself to a miniature bottle of a single malt scotch. This definitely called for a celebration. Ignoring the upside-down glasses on their doily by the TV, she swigged her Macallan straight from the bottle. Ian Fleming. Ian Fleming and Chief. Ian Fleming writing for her eyes only, for chrissakes.

Amy glanced over at the jumble of papers she had dumped on the bed, then back at the paper she still held in her hand. Just the signature alone was probably valuable.

The phone next to the bed didn’t so much ring as hum. Amy looked at her watch. Her cell phone wasn’t the kind that works in Europe, so she’d left it home. Scott was making his six o’clock call right on time. “Hello, Scott?”

“Sweetie? How’d it go today? Are we rich?” Always the kidder.

“ ‘No jewels, no gems, no golden diadems.’ But, my love, we did score an Ian Fleming original.”

There was a pause while Scott processed her last remark four thousand miles away. “You mean a first edition?”

Amy could just reach the box of crackers at the foot of the bed if she stretched out all the way and used her toes. “Better. An unpublished Fleming manuscript.”

“Brilliant!” Scott’s English upbringing always came out one way or the other. “What’s it about?”

“Don’t know”—the cracker made a surprisingly loud crunch—“yet. I just got back from the bank.”

“So, Amy love, what’s keeping you?”

She had always thought of Scott as the bright one. Would she have to reconsider? “You. You’re keeping me.”

“Well, don’t tell me. I want to read it for myself. When are you coming home?”

“Tomorrow. Plane lands at three at JFK. Then customs and rush hour and the train to New Haven. Figure about six.”

“Okay, sweetie, I love you. Massively. Take care of yourself and the diary and hurry home to me,”—he did that mock–Sean Connery thing from the movies—“Bond. James Bond.”

“I love you too. We have a lot to talk about with our—” Amy stopped. Scott had hung up.

She spent the next twenty minutes cross-legged on the bed, laying out the manuscript pages in numerical order on the yellow bedspread. She wound up with about twenty documents left over, some of them old photocopies on slick paper that had curled. Several were in German. Fortunately they were numbered on the back, numbers that seemed to correlate with Fleming’s chapters. She sure hoped so, because the time had come for a little reading in bed.
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PROVENANCE

In the week before the Second World War ended in VE-Day, two officers detached to Britain’s Military Intelligence were driven into the American theatre of operations outside Frankfurt before transferring to a U.S. Army command car. The Brit who made a show of spreading his handkerchief over the seat before risking his trousers was Anthony Blunt, soon to be appointed Surveyor of the King’s Pictures in civilian life. It would turn out that he had also been, for the past ten years, spying for the Soviet Union. Sitting next to him, I was, my papers said, Owen Morshead, Librarian to King George VI. While I’ve been in libraries from time to time, I was in actuality Assistant to the Director of Naval Intelligence and the yet-to-be creator of Agent 007. Yours truly, Commander Ian Lancaster Fleming.

At the wheel, chosen for his discretion (and his marksmanship, if needed), was your future grandfather, U.S. Army Officer Raymond Greenberg. All he was told of our mission was the cover story: that paintings looted by the Nazis had been discovered by advance elements of Patton’s Third Army and were awaiting authentication by two English art experts at Schloss Friedrichshof, the mountaintop home of Prince Christophe of Hesse. And that he had been chosen to drive us.

What Chief wasn’t told was quite another matter: that Prince Christophe had been head of the Forschungsamt, Hermann Goering’s intelligence operation; that Christophe’s brother was married to the daughter of the King of Italy; and that Christophe’s own wife was one of the four older sisters of Philip, the prince of Greek and Danish ancestry who later married our own Queen Elizabeth. So that sitting around this one family’s proverbial dinner table were Nazis and Fascists rubbing elbows with auxiliary members of the British monarchy. Nor was your grandfather told that King George VI was keen to get his hands on something in the castle of much more recent vintage than an Old Master.

So for all the secrecy, mea maxima culpa. Now, as it happened, the Americans already had the Prince in custody and had evicted the rest of the Hesse family to a small house in the nearby village of Kronberg, so we simply could have presented our credentials to the American officer in charge of the castle. But if we had done, there’d be one of those awkward reports of our visit. I had another idea. (I’d been given this job because, among other things, I was in charge of 30 Assault Unit, the Intelligence squad trained to go into battle and capture documents the enemy had no intention of handing over.)

We had your grandfather drive us directly to the village, where Blunt and I conferred with the Hesse family. That night we drove with our running lights off up to the servants’ entrance at the Schloss, carrying instructions from the Prince’s mother for the loyal family retainers to help us. Gaining access to the castle’s upper floors, we located the torn piece of paper we’d been sent across bombed-out Europe to find. Without the American guards’ ever knowing we had been there, Chief drove us through the night back to the edge of the British zone. A week later, a torn document was placed in royal hands at Buckingham Palace. It contained a secret that would not be revealed until…well…now.
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The minibottle of scotch was now history. With only a few crackers on her stomach, Amy was feeling light-headed. She took off her glasses and rubbed her eyes with her two index fingers, a gesture she had inherited from her grandfather. “The researcher’s rub,” he had called it.

Amy put the papers down and decided to run a bath. She’d probably be up half the night reading, between the excitement of the thing and the jet lag. After the bath, she’d check her e-mail on her laptop and maybe get something to eat.

As the water flowed in, Amy shrugged off her clothes and put her hair up. Maybe she should have kept the perm. Her stockbroker friend Susan had talked her into it; said it did wonders for Amy’s face. But $110 every few months? Maybe if she worked in Manhattan…Of course, if she’d kept it short, she wouldn’t be worrying now about its taking too long to dry before she could make it downstairs to the hotel restaurant.

What’s the etiquette with engagement rings, anyway? Do you wear them in the bath? Then Amy remembered hers was a loaner and, with a little difficulty, slipped it off and put it next to the sink. She stepped into the tub and let the water well up around her.

Tomorrow would be hectic. Before her flight, she had her “errand” to run, a meeting her department chairman had arranged with a local antiquarian bookseller named Cedric Shields. “He already knows of you from your writing,” her boss had said. “Just press the flesh, let him put a face to the name, and tell him we’re interested. Half an hour, no more.”

“Interested” was putting it mildly. Yale was drooling. Shields claimed to have unearthed a ninth-century explicit, the afterword that the copyists in a monastery would append to an illuminated manuscript when they had completed their task. In those days, it was a sort of credits page, making “explicit” the names of the monk or monks who had toiled over the text and giving the date of its completion. The Irish bookseller said he had bought several old calfskin books and found the explicit bound together with two later, unrelated texts. And this wasn’t just any explicit Shields claimed to have found. It was the lost Explicit of the Book of Kells.

He could be on the level…Many a manuscript and its explicit had parted ways over the years. Amy sank back a little farther into the bathwater and imagined how distressing that fact would have been had the early Christian monks known it. Those guys lived for recognition. For starters, the labor of copying manuscripts was considered to be the highest calling of monastic life. Saint Jerome had copied books in his monastery at Bethlehem, as had Saint Benedict, who had established a scriptorium in every Benedictine monastery. Cassiodorus had gone even farther, saying, “Every word of the Savior written by the copyists is a defeat inflicted upon Satan.” No wonder the man who penned an explicit wished, “for the salvation of my soul,” to be remembered in the prayers of the readers.

Twenty minutes later, she realized with a start that she’d dozed off, dreaming of fat monks and lanky Englishmen and—And then she heard the sound come again—someone was in her room. Suddenly wide awake, Amy called out, “Who is it?” The bathroom door was open a crack, and she could tell someone was there.

There was a pause and then a woman’s voice said, “Room service, miss.” Another pause. “When you didn’t answer my knock, miss, I thought you were out. I’m just chilling the champagne for you.”

The nearest bath towel was a good six feet away. Amy tried to calculate the time she’d need to get up, dry off, and go to the door. She went with Plan B. “I didn’t order champagne. And anyway, I’m in the tub.”

“The card says it’s from your solicitor, miss,” the voice said.

This private banking thing had its rewards. “Oh…all right.” Stretching her leg out of the tub as far as she could, Amy eased the bathroom door closed with her wet foot. She was getting very good with her footwork.

She listened to the server bustle around a little more before remembering with alarm that she had left her purse where the woman could see it. Amy started to get up, splashing the bathwater as she reached for the towel. Almost immediately she heard what sounded like the clink of glasses and then the outer door opening.

Amy was too late to see any more than the back of the woman’s hotel uniform as she closed the outer door behind her with a hurried, “Enjoy your celebration, miss.” Funny about her not waiting around for a tip.

Sure enough, a bottle of champagne was chilling in a bucket near the wing chair by the window. Amy moved over to her purse on the desk and quickly looked through it to be sure all her things were still there. Her wallet, checkbook, her day planner with its two new sketches of Macken and Mrs. O’Beirne that she’d doodled in the cab—even the three tampons she’d brought along were undisturbed. Her computer and her watch on the desk were just as she’d left them. 8:55. When did they stop serving dinner?

Amy’s clothes were on the bed, where she’d thrown them before her bath. No time to dig into the suitcase for a new outfit. She’d just put them back on. Something on the bed caught her eye. The manuscript was where she’d put it down. But the other papers…Had she really left the German ones spread out like that? With the floor lamp that close to the bed? She didn’t think so.

The growling in Amy’s empty stomach turned her thoughts to food. She didn’t want to eat here in the room if she was going to be cooped up with Fleming’s manuscript for the rest of the evening. The hotel restaurant had looked all right. Hmm, what could a vegetarian order in the land of corned beef and cabbage? Cabbage? The thought of it stirred up a slightly queasy feeling that the scotch and the jet lag must have brought on. Amy decided to limit herself to something safe, maybe a salad for dinner.

She grabbed her things and was about to leave when she noticed that a card hung from the neck of the champagne. It read, “For a client of long standing. May the road rise up to greet ye, as we say over here…Colleen O’Beirne.” Amy closed the door to her room behind her, allowing herself to be rather pleased to be anyone’s client of any standing.







Chapter 5



Just at the moment when Amy Greenberg was closing the door to her hotel room on the way to dinner, or possibly a minute or two later, Colleen O’Beirne was taking the Rathmines Road on that little downhill stretch before she had to turn into Martin’s street. He was sitting in the passenger seat, staring out as Dublin accelerated past them.

They had been carpooling for the past couple of weeks, ever since he had started at the bank and she had discovered that his flat was on her way. Martin had a nightly computer report to file on the day’s withdrawals, and she had the responsibility for locking the vault area, so they usually finished up together. A widow with a modestly sporty car and male companionship probably should have been thinking of the amorous possibilities, but she just couldn’t picture herself kissing a mouth with those teeth. So theirs would be forever a platonic relationship.

Forever arrived at the bottom of the Rathmines Road when a lorry backed out of a side road at high speed. There was a blinding flash of light, and then the little Fiat 124 slammed into the truck and burst into fire.

Before the police and the reporters arrived at the scene, the lorry driver joined the two men who were watching the flames. The one with the heavy goggles in his hand turned to the driver and, in an accent suggesting the Indian subcontinent, said, “Nicely done.”







Chapter 6



[image: 29]


PROVENANCE

Amy, I don’t know how much English history you’ll have learned by the time you read this, so I’m going to give you a little background on the principal players in our drama. The year 1925 was the absolute apogee of the British Empire, and the royal family were in their glory. I remember that when I was a teenager, the Hearst papers, the largest international newspaper syndicate, ran a heavily publicized contest inviting readers to vote for the “World’s Most Eligible Bachelor.” Rudolph Valentino finished second. The winner was the blond, blue-eyed, slightly built young man who had been England’s King-in-Waiting for the past dozen years: Edward, the Prince of Wales. Popular? When the Empire Exhibition opened later that year at London’s new Wembley Stadium, the most visited exhibit was a life-size statue of the Prince made of New Zealand butter. I recall the guard wouldn’t let me touch it.

Of course, it wasn’t just his warm manner and charming personality. Wherever he went, and by the end of the 1920s he had travelled to every corner of the British Empire as the King’s stand-in and emissary, the Prince trailed an unmistakable aura of power and authority. Trains and planes were held; yachts materialized; the best suites in the finest hotels were flung open—all without the Prince’s appearing to notice.

But what the Hearst readers and the butter sculptors never knew was, the Prince felt himself pathetically unworthy. In part, it was simply that he had never done anything to earn the wealth and adulation except be born into it. But there was something else. Goethe had agreed with Madame de Sevigny: “Es gibt für den Kammerdiener keinen Helden.” “No man is a hero to his valet.” Or his nanny. Mrs. Green, the child’s governess and mistress of the royal bath, was only the first of the women in his life to discover that the Prince’s sexual equipment was far from princely. Suffice it to say that the adult Prince would spend much of his life trying to disprove an anatomical fact: that he was not fit for a king. Or, even fully erect, for a queen.

Barren, neurotic, and deserted by her husband, Mrs. Green used to pinch her little charge painfully or twist his arm in the nursery before his regular teatime visits to coldly formal King George and his German wife, the former Princess Mary of Teck. The boy’s bawling would guarantee he was swiftly passed back to Nanny. And then, once more in the nursery, Nanny would quiet the child by assuring him that, however unlovable and ill equipped he was, she would always be the one woman who truly adored him.

Today, the headshrinkers call it aversion therapy. The Chinese Communists call it brainwashing. I prefer to just call it what it was: sadism. Mix love and pain the wrong way round early enough in life, and the man who emerges will spend his years seeking a cold, cruel mother’s love in all the women he meets.









Chapter 7



Amy looked out the window of her hotel room at the lights of Dublin. It was beautiful at night. What was Fleming going on about, all this psychological mumbo jumbo? They said he had sex on the brain, but the Duke of Windsor’s sex? She thought about cracking open the Widow Clicquot’s champagne, but she knew she shouldn’t. Not now.

The yawn surprised her. Okay, just a couple more chapters, and then maybe a closer look through the other papers. She’d be flying back to the States tomorrow morning, and there’d be plenty of time to read on the plane. She wanted to have it all finished by the time she saw Scott. Amy picked up the manuscript again.


PROVENANCE

The thing I always keep in mind about the Prince of Wales is that he was Queen Victoria’s great-grandson. That meant that nearly all the royal families of Europe were his aunts and uncles and cousins. Kaiser Wilhelm II of Germany was benevolent “Uncle Willi” to young David (as the Prince was called when he was a boy) and to his younger brothers and sister. On their summer holidays at Bernsdorf Palace in Germany, he’d let the children sit in the cavalry saddle set on a block of wood that the Kaiser used instead of a desk chair. He claimed he always thought better on horseback.

Another handy thing to keep in mind is that Windsor is a made-up name. The Prince was born Edward Albert Christian George Andrew Patrick David, with all seven of those Christian names (including Christian) ending in Saxe-Coburg-Gotha. It was the family name of Queen Victoria’s German husband, Albert. They changed it during the war when being descended from Huns was no longer a point of English pride. It explains why the bilingual Prince often said he was three-fourths German.

While we’re at it, David’s first cousin once removed and godfather was Tsar Nicholas II of Russia. (In the nursery hung a photograph of the Tsar, the Kaiser, and the King on a hunting trip together in 1903. The three men looked so much alike it was kind of a game for the children to pick Father out of the group.) So when the Great War pitted Englishmen against Germans against Russians, David watched the two sides of his heritage battling to the death while the third, Eastern branch of the family was swept away on a Red tide.

The Prince, just twenty when hostilities began, wasn’t wanting for bravery. Though commissioned into the Grenadier Guards, he was prohibited from going to the front himself because his capture by the Germans would require a king’s ransom—and possibly an armistice as well—to get him back. But he saw enough to make him all the more determined that “his” two countries would never go to war with each other again.

Two things happened in 1918 that make the events of later years easier to understand. In late summer word reached the Windsors of the execution of the Tsar and his family by the new Communist government. The murder of his Russian cousins sealed his hatred of Bolshevism, one he not surprisingly shared with the rest of Europe’s royals, and threw him over for good to the other side of the political spectrum. It also threw the impotence of democratic institutions into high relief. Years later he noted, “Just before the Bolsheviks seized the Tsar, my father had personally planned to rescue him with a British cruiser, but in some way the plan was blocked. ‘Those politicians,’ he used to say. ‘If it had been one of their kind, they would have acted fast enough. But just because the poor man was Emperor…’ ”

The other thing was more personal. While on leave back in London, David was invited to a dinner party in Belgrave Square. Introductions were still being made when the air raid siren went off. Everyone made their way down to the darkened cellar, where they smoked and waited for the all clear. One of the guests, Mrs. Freda Dudley Ward, spent the time conversing with the man standing next to her in the dark. It wasn’t till they were back upstairs that she realised she had been chatted up by the Prince of Wales.

Within a month, the Prince would be writing her, “My angel!! I can’t tell you how much I hated having to say good-bye this morning…and my last night in England too.” His postscript read, “Please curse me if I have written a terribly stupid and indiscreet letter as I expect this is, darling; but I can’t help it, sitting in my room all alone tonight thinking of you, and I’m not caring much or thinking of the consequences. Good night, my angel!!!”

In the next fifteen years, David would write Freda more than three thousand such letters. (I’ve had a chance to read several of the ones available to the public.) For her part, she made no demands. It was all the same whether he was telling her about his latest fling, “mais les petits amusements ne content pas,” or the latest joke. “My dearest, know why the biggest gun they have pounding Paris is called Rasputin? Because it comes every fifteen minutes!” Her presence was tolerated by the authorities for one reason: whenever the “dark, dark mist” of depression fell over him—and it was often—and the Prince threatened to drop his public mask of Britain’s Jazz Age golden youth, only Freda’s mothering and security made it all better again.
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