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“Three may keep a secret if two of them are dead” 
                                                   Benjamin Franklin 
 
 
“The first rule of keeping secrets is nothing on paper” 
                                                          Thomas Powers 
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PROLOGUE 
 
 
 
 
 
February 14, 1940 
 

rancois deGroot knew he would probably die within 
the next few minutes. 
In the small, cramped, brick-lined room, he nervously 
paced the cement floor: three long steps—turn... three 

more —turn. 
How ironic that it should come to this, he thought.  The son of a 

French mother and a Dutch father, he could have chosen to join the 
French resistance or the Dutch underground.  In either case he proba-
bly would have greatly increased the possibility of an untimely death.  
Instead, he had chosen to become an errand boy for the Nazis, and 
guarantee that death. 

He shook his head in perplexed wonder at the situation in which 
he found himself.  What had he done wrong?  He had only followed 
orders.  He had merely acted as a courier and an occasional infor-
mant.  He just did what he was told, what his masters demanded—
and paid for.   

Now, why this damp cell and the two armed Oberschutzes outside 
in the hall?  Why was he waiting for Standarten fuehrer Helgenberg, a 
man he had never met? 

The fearful part was that, unlike the regular army Oberschutzes 
standing guard, Francois knew by his rank that Helgenberg was SS.  
To make matters worse, Francois was familiar with the man’s fear-

F 
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some reputation.  This appearance before an officer of the SS could 
only be a harbinger of disaster.  He should have joined his parents; at 
least he would have died with honor, not like this, an animal in an 
abattoir, between brick walls on a cold cement floor with its sloping 
drain, waiting to suck up and cool the first rivulet of his hot blood. 

The thick wooden door slammed open.  One of the jack-booted 
guards rushed across the small space to pin Francois against the far 
wall.  The guard’s breath was fetid with garlic sausage and sour beer. 

The dark, leather-coated figure of Standartenfuehrer Helgenberg 
filled the doorway with a massive presence.  Behind him, and slightly 
off to the side, a thin, finely dressed businessman stood quietly watch-
ing the drama with calm indifference. 

Helgenberg glowered at the spare room and then at the guard.  
“Was ist dos!”  “What the hell is going on here?  DeGroot, aren’t they 
treating you properly?”  The SS officer turned to the guard who was 
still pressing the prisoner into the bricks.  “Ach, Mein Gott im Himmel!  
Let the poor man go.  Get Mein Herr deGroot and myself a cup of cof-
fee, Oberschutze Faber. 

The lance corporal released his hostage, snapped to attention, and 
began to move rapidly out of the room.  His superior spoke toward 
his back.  “And Faber, none of that ersatz Scheisse.  Real Kaffee for my 
good friend deGroot!” 

Francois watched the guard disappear, leaving the other Ober-
schutze, Helgenberg, and the taciturn, little man. 

“Herr deGroot, please forgive the inconvenience, I did give orders 
to treat you with proper courtesy.  I am very sorry if my instructions 
may have been acted upon with... shall we say, over-enthusiasm.” 

The officer’s smile was reassuring and infectious.  After hours of 
anxiety, Francois found himself beginning to relax, slightly. 

“While we wait for our Kaffee, perhaps we can conclude a simple 
matter, and allow us all to get back to the more important business of 
the Reich.  I’m sure that would be to your liking, eh?” 

Francois nodded, not yet trusting his voice.  The Standartenfuehrer 
looked around the room for a moment, a look of mild disgust curled 
around the corners of his strong mouth.  “This is quite barbaric.  Two 
civilized men cannot converse like this.”  He turned to the remaining 



The Luxembourg Amendment 

9 

guard.  “Oberschutze, bring a couple of chairs.”  When the lance corpo-
ral failed to move fast enough, the Standarten- fuehrer barked, “jetzt!”  
“Now!” 

Francois felt like smirking.  It was only proper that the guard be 
treated like a lackey.  After all, Francois himself dealt regularly with 
the fearsome Gestapo; and the leather-coated colonel before him, a 
member of Hitler’s very own elite Storm Troopers, was only a small 
step removed from the power of the Reichstag itself! 

The guard brought in two stools, which he placed near the back 
of the cell.  Francois sat against the wall, and the SS colonel adjusted 
his seat to the center of the cement floor, his broad back to the silent 
civilian as if the observer weren’t there. 

Without turning, Helgenberg addressed the guard again, 
“Oberschutze, please step across the hall and wait while my friend 

and I speak of certain matters important to the Reich.”  He smiled at 
Francois with the reassurance of a favorite uncle ready to tell a family 
secret. 

Francois deGroot thought that he would be quite surprised if he 
could still talk.  After his original protestations, when Gestapo officers 
snatched him from the café, he had not spoken another word.  His 
tongue had been stuck to the roof of his mouth for too long with con-
tinued dread that he would begin to babble and lose whatever dignity 
he still retained.  Regardless of his returning confidence, Francois felt 
uncomfortable in front of the imposing colonel.  Besides, this unique 
inter-service cooperation between the Gestapo, the SS, and the Regu-
lar Army was quite puzzling. 

“A couple of simple questions, Mein Herr, and you shall be on 
your way.”  Helgenberg waved his hand, dismissing the whole matter 
as if it were a fait accompli.  

“Yes, Herr Standartenfuehrer,” Francois said with as much respect 
as he could muster. 

“Of course, direct answers and truthful ones will hasten this 
process.” 

“Yes, of course.”  Francois could feel his self-assurance returning.  
He even began to anticipate the hot cup of coffee before his return to 
the cold Bavarian winter outside.  
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The German officer settled easily on his stool and leaned for-
ward.  His breath was close enough to be warm on the Dutchman’s 
ear, and the faint smell of peppermint schnapps assailed Francois’ 
nostrils.  Why was he suddenly so aware of odors?  Perhaps, it was 
the renewed expectations of a continued life he had already mentally 
conceded which gave everything new vigor and importance.  He 
wished his coffee would arrive. 

“Tell me, deGroot, do you recall a small errand that you under-
took last year for Obergruppenfuehrer Klemmerer?  I believe it was 
about five months ago, September of ‘39?” 

“I was in Berlin in September of 1939, Standartenfuehrer.” 
Helgenberg hid his impatience.  “I know you were in Berlin.  But 

you weren’t in Berlin for the whole month, were you.”  It was more a 
statement than a question. 

“No, sir.” 
“Where did you go in the third week of that month?” 
Francois looked toward the civilian standing quietly in the door-

way and saw only the impassive expression of someone apparently 
bored by what was taking place in front of him. 

“Didn’t you go to Luxembourg?”  Helgenberg encouraged. 
“I cannot recall, Standartenfuehrer.” 
“Certainly you can.  We both know that you went to Luxem-

bourg—the city of Luxembourg.  In fact you went back and forth a 
number of times, didn’t you?” 

“Perhaps.  My memory is not good about such things,” Francois 
said, suspicious at this man’s intimate knowledge of his secret move-
ments months earlier.  He was also hesitant to divulge anything in 
front of the dapper man at the door. 

“And you did it at the good general’s instructions.”  Helgenberg 
stated matter-of-factly. 

“There are so many generals in Berlin, sir.”  Francois vacillated 
apologetically. 

“Yes, but these were orders from Obergruppenfuehrer Klemmerer.  
What was your assignment?” 

Francois shrugged.  “I was only a courier, Standartenfuehrer.” 
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“Only a courier!  Good lord, man, it is the couriers and messen-
gers who keep the Reich moving.  Never say you were only a courier.  
You are a very important part of the greatest war machine this world 
has ever known.”  

Francois deGroot almost felt compelled to stand to attention with 
the pride stirring in his breast and offer a salute to the Fuehrer.  Per-
haps, he had made the right choice of masters after all.  How foolish 
of him to doubt.  The Third Reich had moved into the Rhineland 
without opposition.  The Sudetenland was theirs; and just three 
weeks before his trip to Luxembourg, hadn’t they marched into Po-
land and subjugated it immediately?  There appeared to be nothing in 
the known world that could stop the juggernaut of the Third Reich.  
He was proud to be an integral part of such magnificent history! 

The officer was not done with his effusive praise.  “Couriers are 
the glue that binds together our links of communication.  Please, Herr 
deGroot, do not underestimate your personal role in the New World 
order.” 

“No, sir!” 
“So, what special errand did you run for my good friend, Klem-

merer?” 
“I was instructed not to say, sir.” 
“Ah, sworn to secrecy, eh?” 
“Always, sir.  I have been taught to keep my assignments to my-

self.” 
“You don’t tell your wife?” 
“I’m not married.” 
“Then your girl friend!  Surely your little Liebchen is concerned 

when you go off, and you reassure her with a few harmless details.” 
“No, sir!” 
“Your parents?” 
“I have not seen my parents for years.  They do not think pro-

gressively.  I don’t even know if they are still alive—and I could care 
less.  The Fatherland is my parent.” 

“Ah, admirable!” 
“Yes, sir,” Francois nodded at the compliment. 
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“And you do not wish to divulge to me what your errand for my 
friend was last September?” 

Francois finally saw it.  This was a test!  They were putting him to 
the test to see how trustworthy he really was!  They wanted to see if 
he could keep his mouth shut under adverse conditions.  Didn’t the 
Standartenfuehrer himself slip up and say the general in Berlin was his 
personal friend.  Surely the good colonel was privy to all the very in-
formation he was asking for.   

That was it!  At last his masters had gained a real appreciation for 
his abilities.  He was capable of so much more than a few mundane 
errands and an occasional snippet of overheard information.  He 
could infiltrate the resistance—French or Dutch.  He could become a 
sapper, an assassin.  There was no end to his potential contributions 
to the Reich!  But, in the meanwhile, he had to convince this transpar-
ent SS officer of his worthiness.  That should be easy—these Nazis 
weren’t half as smart as they thought they were. 

“I do not think it would be proper to talk about my mission, sir.” 
“And you would rather not reveal that it had to do with the con-

sulate in Luxembourg, am I correct?” 
See, this man knew all the details from his friend in Berlin!  
“I couldn’t say, sir.”  The Standartenfuehrer was not very good at 

this little game, he thought. 
“So, you weren’t in the consulate?” 
“I didn’t say that.  I go to a lot of places; who can remember them 

all?”  Francois offered. 
“And you didn’t bring any documents back with you?” 
“Ah, sir, I carry documents everywhere.  How is it possible to 

keep track?” 
“You didn’t bring one particular document from the German 

consulate on rue de Hollerich in Luxembourg to Obergruppenfuehrer 
Klemmerer at his headquarters in Berlin—and hand it directly to the 
General himself?” 

“It doesn’t sound familiar, sir.”  Francois could play this game.  
He was sure now that it was also a test of his creativity; to see how 
many different methods of denial he could employ before they all 
broke down and had a good laugh. 
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“And you didn’t tell anyone of this assignment?” 
This was getting tiresome.  “Sir, I never tell anyone anything—

ever!” 
“Do you swear on your mother’s life?” the Standartenfuehrer 

asked with the simplicity of a child. 
That French bitch!  Convinced now that he was destined for 

greater things Francois jumped to his feet, raised his right hand in 
solemn pledge, covered the pride of his swelling heart with his left, 
and declared: “I swear in the name of the Fuehrer !” 

The bullet pierced Francois deGroot’s heart directly through the 
center of his patriotic left hand when Standartenfuehrer Helgenberg 
nodded his head to the young Oberschutze in the hallway. 

The well-dressed man in the doorway barely flinched at the ex-
plosion of the gunshot.  His eyes moved from the already dead body, 
slumping slowly toward the floor to the smiling SS officer. 

The German held out his hands, palms up.  “You see, Luc- chesi, 
no problem.  Now nobody knows except for those who are authorized 
to know.  I told you, our couriers know how to keep a confidence.  
And since your people have assured me that you have taken similar 
precautions on your side, that means there are very few of us who 
know our little secret. 

“Si,” the man said with the throaty rasp typical of northern Italy. 
“Good!” the German colonel said, noting the return of the first 

guard.  “It seems I have an extra cup of Kaffee.  Please join me.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Luxembourg Amendment 

14 

 
 
 

 
Chapter One 

 
 
 
 
 
LAST NIGHT 
 

artin Donohue was drowning. 
He knew he was going to die.  His mouth was filling 
with water and he couldn’t move his head.  Pain en-

gulfed his skull like a blinding vice that kept him from moving. 
In an incomprehensible flash of agony that seemed to cause 

bright bolts of lightning to shatter the darkness, Martin knew that he 
was going to die, drowned in a goddamn Roman gutter from a 
mouthful of rain and mud.  No matter how he hard he struggled 
against the fear and throbbing pain, he couldn’t move from the wave 
of filthy water that swept against him. 

With the sudden, sickening realization that he would never fulfill 
his vows or even see the blessing of another sunrise, Martin suc-
cumbed to darkness just before the hands of a passing policeman 
pulled him onto the sidewalk and cleared the debris from his airway 
so that he could breathe. 

Hours later, when he awoke, he was surprised to note that he 
was dry now.  His mouth and nose weren’t full of water.  But his head 
still hurt like hell, and whenever he tried to open his eyes, the light 
was as painfully incandescent as the lightning flashes in the storm 
outside. 

“Per piacere, Signore…Signore!  Can you hear me, Signore?” 

M
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“Hmmm,” Martin Donohue managed through clenched teeth.  
Even that small vibration caused the pain in his head to swell. 

“Signore, guardi!”  A cold finger pushed up Martin’s eyelid and, 
as if the lights in the room weren’t enough to destroy what was left of 
his brain, the beam from a small flashlight pierced his retinas like a 
knife. 

“Ah, bravo, Signore!” 
Martin heard a jumble of incomprehensible Italian in which he 

had no interest.  His only desire was peace and quiet and the eventual 
relief of death. 

“Ecco, Signore!  Can you speak?” 
“Hmmm.” 
“Ah, do you know what you are called?  Your name, Signore?” 
“Hmmm.”  God, the pain was incredible. 
“Signore, can you tell me your name?” 
“Mugged,” Martin barely mumbled. 
“Signore Mugged?  Are you sure that is your nome: Signore 

Mugged?” 
There was another rapid exchange of Italian just beyond his 

closed eyelids, and Martin was relieved to hear someone explain on 
his behalf: “No, that’s not his name; he’s saying that he was mugged, 
attacked; someone accosted him.   

“I know his name, dottore; I want to see if he knows his name.” 
“Gotcha.” 
Martin wanted to nod in agreement, but he had no energy, nor 

inclination to rile any further the demons pounding rocks inside of his 
skull. 

“I need to know your name, young man,” a voice without an Ital-
ian accent asked in a comfortable southern twang. 

“Mar—tin.” 
“Martin!  And your last name, Martin?” 
“Donohue.” 
“Excellent!  That’s exactly what your driver’s license says.  Can 

you open your eyes for a few moments, Mr. Martin Donohue?” 
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Slowly Martin opened his eyes to slits, squinting against the 
brightness of the hospital room.  When he discovered that the glare 
probably wouldn’t kill him, he allowed his eyes to open all the way. 

White.  Everything was a blinding shade of white, except a small 
blotch of light green moving across his peripheral vision.  He ex-
pected more fireworks from the pulsating pain inside his head as he 
followed the movement, but it was no worse—or better—than before.  
The blob of green evolved into a pretty nurse passing by; while white 
shadows separated themselves from the overhead lights and turned 
out to be two doctors, one extremely tall and the other just as short.  

Medical Mutt and Jeff, Martin thought. 
The older and tallest of the two spoke with a Texas drawl: “Hello, 

there youngster; Doctor Willie Dean Douglas, Dallas Texas,” he intro-
duced himself. 

At twenty-five, Martin didn’t consider himself a “youngster,” but 
was willing to accept the diminutive instead of chancing a painful 
protest. 

The Texan held up four fat sausage fingers.  “How many?” 
“Four,” Martin muttered. 
“And now?” 
“Two.” 
“Blurry?” 
“Uh-uh.” 
“Follow my finger with your eyes.  Don’t move your head.” 
“Not about to.”  Martin forced his aching eyeballs to track back 

and forth with the movement of the tall doctor’s hand. 
“You’ll live, Martin Donohue,” the American proclaimed after 

penetrating his patient’s brain again with the small penlight.  
The short, and much younger, Italian doctor with a thin mus-

tache—either that, or he had three lips, Martin thought—nodded his 
head in rapid agreement. 

The only one to disagree with this prognosis was Martin himself.  
“That’s debatable.  Where am I?” 

“The Rome-American Hospital—Via Emilio Longoni,” the Texan 
replied.  “What the hell happened to you?” 
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“I was mugged on the way home;” Martin repeated what the 
doctor already knew.  He looked toward the Italian doctor, who evi-
dently took this glance for the young American’s criticism of Roman 
hospitality. 

“Ah, Signore, it’s a very great shame.  So many homeless.  Too 
many ladroni—how do you say?  —Crooks!” 

“Yeah,” Martin confirmed,” a real Bonny and Clyde got me: 
musta been a twelve year old girl—begging in the rain; and when I 
reached for a few lire—” he winced at the persistent rhythms beneath 
his scalp “—another kid popped me on the head.  The next thing I 
knew I was drowning in the street.” 

“That’s quite a gully-washer we got goin’ for ourselves out 
there,” the Texan confirmed. 

“I am so sorry, Signore.”  The Italian doctor appeared genuinely 
apologetic. 

“Coulda been worse,” his American counterpart chirped with 
what Martin thought was too much good humor.  “You got off easy 
with just a concussion and a little five-finger discount, son.” 

“Easy!  Ouch!  Damn, that hurts!”  Martin complained as  
Dr. Douglas prodded his scalp. 
“Stay still and let it run its course,” the Texan advised. 
“Can I have a painkiller?” 
“You can have a couple of Tylenol in a few minutes.” 
“I need something stronger than that.” 
“Not until we make sure there’s nothing worse than a mild con-

cussion.” 
“This is mild?” 
“Listen, buddy, I’ve been workin’ trauma centers all over the 

world for the last fifteen years.  Yeah, it coulda been worse.  Like I 
said, just a little bang and burgle.” 

“Oh shit!  My briefcase.”  The realization brought Martin up off 
the pillow and the pain put him right back down again. 

“Sorry, pal.  No briefcase.  Only an empty wallet with your Mas-
sachusetts drivers license, emergency notification, and organ-donor 
card.”  The doctor leaned forward and spoke softly with a huge smile 
and a larger wink.  “You don’t know how you disappointed these 
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Eye-ties here.  They had the organ harvest team on standby until they 
discovered you were an American.  Useless.  They figure Americans 
got no heart and no balls.”  He laughed at his own joke. 

Martin ignored the man’s attempt at humor.  “Damn!  My com-
puter was in my briefcase, so was my passport.  But it’s the com-
puter—.” 

“Hey,” the Texan looked pointedly at his watch, “that was over 
three hours ago.  Your computer’s probably been sold three times al-
ready.” 

 Knowing what he had foolishly left on the hard drive of the 
small laptop, Martin felt sick to his stomach. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

 
 
 
 
 

he briefcase, and the IBM ThinkPad, which it con-
tained, had not been sold even once—yet. 
“So, Amir, what do you and little Zada have for me 

tonight?” 
“Junk I can’t use, and something of value,” fifteen year-old Amir 

Falasial said to the pawnbroker who was his father’s third cousin.  
The boy stood before the sales counter in the dimly lit pawnshop.  

It was quite dark outside, and the storm continued to whip sheets of 
horizontal rain against the barred-up windows.  Amir’s sister stood 
quietly by the door, a wet, bedraggled bird, poised out of habit to es-
cape. 

Jamal Kaleeb snapped open the inexpensive leatherette case 
crammed with a jumble of yellow notebook paper, a steno pad, some 
private papers, and a small laptop computer. 

“Rikhiis—cheap,” Kaleeb said in Arabic. 
“Bi kam?” the boy asked in the same language. 
“Don’t ask me how much, until I’ve had a chance to inspect it, 

boy.” 
“It’s not that cheap,” the boy said.  “That’s a computer in there.  I 

deserve something fine for it.” 
“I know it’s a computer.  I was referring to the case.  It is cheap 

and worthless.” 

T
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The boy, Amir, shrugged.  “Then you may have it for a few lire.  
But Zada...” he nodded toward the girl by the door, “...and I want real 
value for the computer.” 

Kaleeb noted the dampness of the papers and was well aware 
that his cousin’s boy would have rifled the briefcase completely be-
fore bringing it to him.  There would be nothing left inside except 
what Amir wished to remain for the perusal of his distant cousin. 

“You’re right, Amir.  The computer is maybe worth some value—
if it works.”   

“It works.  It has a battery pack and attachments.”  Amir pointed 
to the black bag next to the computer. 

Kaleeb nodded; of course the boy would have checked the com-
puter’s condition.  He reached into a large wooden drawer under the 
counter and withdrew a few bills of Italian currency.  “Thank you for 
bringing this trash, perhaps I will be able to do something with it.” 

“That is not enough, cousin.”  The boy looked back over at his 
younger sister, soaking wet in a puddle of her own making. 

“What is not enough, ungrateful child, my money or my thanks?” 
“Ah, your thanks are always appreciated, much as the magnifi-

cent sun of Allah himself would be right now on this dark and rainy 
night, but Zada and I need more money.” 

Kaleeb sighed with exaggerated disappointment.  He indicated 
the material lying on the counter before him.  “Is this all you got to-
night?” 

“It is bad weather.  It’s raining.” 
“I can see it’s raining,” Kaleeb said impatiently.  He picked up the 

passport from the briefcase.  “Do not Americans carry cash and credit 
cards in the rain?” 

The boy shrugged.  “It was a bad night.” 
“You didn’t find anything in your... customer’s pockets?” 
“With the rain and all...” 
“No wallet, no money, watch, rings?” 
“Truly a bad night cousin of my father,” Amir shrugged. 
“Evidently.”  Kaleeb grunted in disbelief and dropped the pass-

port back onto the counter.  He knew this urchin of the street all too 
well.  If there was currency, or something easily and immediately ne-
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gotiable on the black market, the boy and his sister would have al-
ready pocketed the benefits of those items.  They needed him for lar-
ger pieces, like the computer, if they wished to make some decent 
money from their efforts. 

“Perhaps a few thousand lire more,” the boy suggested, his hand 
held out. 

“You’ve gotten enough already.  Magha ssalaama— goodbye.  I’m 
quite sure you have made sufficient profit for the night.  Be off with 
you, and tell my cousin Farouk that I wish him well, with Allah’s 
blessing.” 

“Allah is already blessing our father; he’s in prison again.” 
“Oh so?” 
“As you see, the teacher is not as accomplished as his pupil.”  The 

boy bowed slightly as if accolades were due because he was not in jail 
with his father. 

“So it would seem.  Now, be gone to your father’s house, and 
when you are there, dry off that drowned rat that is dripping igno-
rance and water in my doorway.” 

The girl crooked her arm and slapped her open hand against the 
flexed bicep with her opinion. 

Kaleeb laughed aloud, his yellow teeth dull beneath a prosperous 
and weighty mustache.  “By Allah, that one takes after her mother!”  
He grinned, a gleam in his eye.  “And speaking of your mother, how 
is Rabiah?  Is she well?  Does she need anything with your fa-
ther...er...away?” 

“My mother is fine.  But she can always use a little more wood 
for the fire.”  The hand came out again, palm up. 

“Here.”  The pawnbroker pulled another 10,000 lire note from the 
drawer.  “Buy wood for your mother, and perhaps a sweet for that 
wilted blossom by the door.   
 
 
 
With the boy and his sister gone, the shopkeeper went carefully 
through the briefcase again.  Finding nothing of particular interest, he 
threw the notebooks and papers into a bin containing kindling for the 
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fireplace.  He fiddled with the IBM ThinkPad until flip-up screen of 
the laptop computer came to life.  At least it works, he thought.  The 
boy had never steered him wrong before, even if he was a money-
grubbing little piss ant. 

Kaleeb picked up the phone and dialed.  He wasn’t that familiar 
with computers, but he had taken in so many stolen ones that he 
knew enough to call his wife’s brother, who lived in Ostia on the out-
skirts of Rome.   

“I’ve got another one of those goddamn little computers, 
Maleekim.  I need you to come over and clean it for me,” he said in 
Italian. 

“Jamal, when are you going to come into the 20th century and 
learn how to operate a PC?”  Maleekim Shopet replied in Arabic. 

“That’s just what I have for you, brother of my wife,  
20th century money; and as long as my little friends keep bring-

ing in baby computers, it will be a source of income for you.  Why 
should you encourage me to learn your business?  Fifty thousand lire 
if you come tonight.” 

“For 50,000 I’ll come tomorrow when it is not raining.” 
“Okay—100,000 for tonight.  I cannot sell the damn thing until it 

is empty.” 
That was as much as Jamal Kaleeb knew about computers: If it 

was used, it had files inside of it, and those files were a direct link to 
whomever had placed them there—and possibly to a police report.  
Remove the files, and the machine was as good as new.      

Maleekim Shophet, Kaleeb’s brother-in-law, knew computers; he 
even had a computer!  And for a little fee, less than one hundred 
American dollars, he would wipe out the files without disturbing 
what he called the “software.”  Then Kaleeb could safely sell the 
computer for a healthy profit. 

Less than an hour later, good time considering the rainstorm, 
Shopet was shaking off his umbrella in the very spot Amir Falasial’s 
sister had dampened earlier. 

Kaleeb shook his head at the new mess.  He had just finished 
cleaning up the last one left by the two thieves. 

“Misaa’ ikheer,” Maleekim Shopet said cheerfully. 
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“Don’t give me that ‘good evening’ shit,” Kaleeb replied in Ital-
ian.  Here’s the computer, do your job so that I can sell the damn 
thing.” 

“Patience, brother, patience.”  Maleekim approached the desk 
behind the counter as the pawnbroker opened the locked gate to the 
backshop.  “Let’s see what we have inside our little electronic file 
cabinet.  Who knows, perhaps the previous owner has a complete list 
of secret Swiss bank account numbers, or at least his automatic teller 
card’s personal code.  Let’s not destroy anything until we know its 
value.” 

“Well hurry up.  I’m starving.  I want to close up and go home.” 
“Patience is the blessing of Allah.”  Shopet indicated the IBM 

ThinkPad in his hands as he began to rummage through the bag of 
attachments.  “My dearest brother-in-law, I am sure that what you see 
here is a complex machine with good resale value.  But I...I see a re-
pository of information, an opportunity to share the intelligence of 
another human being; the quest  
for—” 

“Shit, Maleekim, knock off the philosophy and clean the god-
damn machine.” 

“After I assess its contents.” 
“Assess quickly, my dinner is spoiling, I am sure.” 
“Where did this come from?” 
“Those brats of Farouk Falasial.” 
“Ah, I know them.  Amir and his sister, Zada—” He got a dreamy 

look on his face.  “Yes, I know them well.  That little Zada is growing 
up more and more every day.” 

“I didn’t notice,” Kaleeb snorted in disgust.  He knew his brother-
in-law’s weakness for little girls. 

“How is my sister?”  Shopet asked, fiddling with the computer. 
“Since she is married to me, she is well, of course.” 
“Of course.”  Shopet plugged the machine into a wall socket.  He 

pointed at the square brown box, attached to the plug.  “Probably 
owned by an American.  See, the converter to make it compatible with 
our 220 volts, when not being used on the battery pack?” 

“Everything is American these days,” Kaleeb begrudged. 
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“No—Japanese or Chinese,” his brother-in-law corrected, tapping 
the machine.” 

“The goddamn Americans are going to end up owning the world, 
using the Chinese microchips.”  Kaleeb complained. 

“Not if I have my way about it,” Shopet growled. 
“On that, and the sweetness of your sister, we shall always agree 

Maleekim.  Now hurry up, I want to sell this tomorrow.” 
“Patience, patience.  All good things come to those who wait.  Is 

that not true?  Oh, yes indeed...hmmm—” Shopet was lost in the 
words scrolling on the laptop screen. 

The pawnshop owner went about his business, which was pri-
marily to wipe up his brother-in-law’s puddle and place the dripping 
umbrella in a small bucket by the door. 

Shopet noticed the American passport on the counter and pock-
eted it before he turned to the computer.  Soon the only sound in the 
shop was the subdued clackety-clack of the small computer’s key-
board—and Maleekim Shopet’s mumbling and humming as he read 
the various files, which he called up one by one. 

“Ah...” 
“You found the secret accounts?” 
“No, but here is something which might be of interest to our mu-

tual friends.” 
“Not my friends, if you are referring to whom I think,” Jamal Ka-

leeb exclaimed.  He did not share his computer-literate brother-in-
law’s political fanaticism.  

“Um-hum.”  Shopet pawed through the small bag of attachments 
in the briefcase with the laptop.  He wasn’t going to get into another 
political discussion with Maleekim.  The pawnbroker merchant had 
become more capitalistic Italian than idealistic Libyan had in the last 
few years.  The man had forgotten his roots and his responsibilities.  
“Let me use your telephone, my brother.” 

Kaleeb nodded toward the instrument on the corner of the desk.  
“You’re not going to start making long distance calls are you?” 

“No, just across town.”  Maleekim disconnected the phone. 
“Hey, what the hell!” 
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“Patience, brother, patience.”  Rapidly Maleekim plugged a wire 
into the wall jack and the other end into the back of the computer.  
“Patience, patience,” he continued to hum to himself.  It was a mur-
muring mantra as he began to ply the computer keyboard like a piano 
virtuoso.  “Patience... patience... patience.”  It was a song on his lips 
now as he nodded encouragement to the amber screen while the mo-
dem connections were made. 

“What are you doing?” 
“Downloading.” 
“Down what?” 
“I’m downloading.  That means I’m copying the files from this 

little machine here,” he tapped the screen, “onto the computer in my 
house.” 

“Right now?” 
“Right now.” 
“Amazing!” 
“Simple modern electronics.” 
“Maybe I had better learn some of this stuff,” Jamal Kaleeb con-

ceded. 
 “No doubt, brother, no doubt.  But for now, I am glad that you 

didn’t.  You might have blundered about in this delicate little world,” 
he indicated the computer and the series of rapidly changing numbers 
in the corner of its screen, “and wiped out these files, and they just 
might prove to be valuable.  Very valuable.” 

“Get it done, and then go home and play with your own com-
puter.  Your sister wants you to come over for dinner on Sunday; you 
can tell me all about your great discovery then.” 

 Neither man would live long enough. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
 
 
 

y computer has all of my notes.”  Through the pain 
in his head, Martin thought he must have sounded 
like a whining child. 

“Mi dispiace molto,” the little Italian doctor said with a grave ex-
pression. 

Martin slid his eyes toward the American doctor, who translated.  
“He says he’s very sorry—about your loss.” 

“Not as sorry as I am.”  Martin tried to sit up a little straighter, 
but the throbbing from the back of his head was too much.  “There’s 
important material in my computer.” 

  “Your life is more important, son,” Doctor Willie Dean Doug-
las said simply.  

“I don’t—” Martin knew it sounded as if he were complaining 
about just the loss of a piece of equipment in front of these two 
strangers, but he couldn’t tell them about the information he had 
failed to protect.   

A nurse pushed open the door to the hospital room and an-
nounced, “telefono per Signore Donohue.” 

“Telephone?”  Martin asked. 
Dr. Douglas smiled broadly.  “We called the emergency number 

in your wallet when they first brought you in.  Since we didn’t have 
anything else to go by, we figured that was a good start.”  The Ameri-
can doctor reached over and picked up the phone next to the bed.  
“Pronto.  Si, si, chi parla?” 

“M 
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If Martin could have smiled right then, he would have; there had 
to be nothing more ludicrous than Italian spoken with a Texas accent.   

“No, parla il dottore Douglas.  Un momento.”  The tall doctor 
handed the phone to Martin.  “The hospital operator is connecting the 
call.” 

“Hello,” Martin said into silence.  “Hello, are you there?  Hello...”  
He turned to the American.  “There’s no one there...” 

“Marty!”  The booming voice from the earpiece caused a small 
Vesuvius of molten pain to boil up to the top of Martin’s head. 

“Uncle Bob?” 
“And who else would it be?  What the hell’s going on over 

there?”  The Irish brogue was as thick as ever, even from 4,500 miles 
away. 

“Don’t shout, Uncle Bob.  You’re breaking my head.” 
The voice moderated.  “The doctor I talked to a couple of hours 

ago said it was already broken.” 
“No, just a concussion.” 
“Be-ta-the-jaysus!”  Martin’s uncle lapsed deeper into his second-

generation Irish brogue whenever he was anxious, mad, excited, or 
surrounding more liquor than he should.  Marty’s Irish uncle was also 
the Archbishop of Boston. 

“Got mugged.”  Martin tried to convey as much information in as 
few words as possible. 

“Thought I sent you to Rome, not New York.” 
“Big city syndrome, I guess,” Martin acknowledged. 
“But you’re okay?” 
“I will be—when the headache goes away.” 
“Otherwise you’re okay, right lad?” 
“Except they got my computer with all my research notes.” 
“Not to worry, boy-o.  We can restore the bleedin’ machine—and 

the research notes—but we can’t be replacin’ you.  Did they get your 
money and credit cards?” 

“A few thousand lire.  The rest is in the bank.  I’ll call American 
Express and Master Charge to replace the cards.  But it’s the com-
puter...” 
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“It’s replaceable—you’re not,” Martin’s uncle repeated with 
genuine love and concern in his voice. 

“No, what I mean was, uh...there was something in the com-
puter—” 

“So, you’ll have to reconstruct it.  Get another computer.  I’ll wire 
the money.” 

“That’s not—” Oh God, his head hurt.  Would the throbbing ever 
go away? 

“I know it’s an inconvenience, Marty, but thank God it’s not 
worse.  I mean, what if…I don’t want to think about it, laddie.  I’m 
going to remember you special at mass in the mornin’.  Bejaysus!  
Look at the time; it’ll be dawn before I know it.  I’ve been sittin’ here 
for hours prayin’ for you after they first called, and now you’re up 
and about—he pronounced it aboot—and I’m ready for the blessin’s of 
me bed.” 

Martin instinctively raised his wrist to check the time and saw 
only a patch of white skin.  His eyes went to the two doctors who 
both shrugged in tandem, like a vaudeville act.  Evidently the watch 
had gone the same route as his wallet and the computer. 

“Thanks, Uncle Bob, I appreciate that.” 
“You need anythin’ boy-o?” 
“No.  It’s not the value of the stuff I lost; it’s just the damn incon-

venience and…and the material I had in the computer.” 
“You can re-input the information.” 
“That’s not the point.  Never mind.  Anyway, thanks a lot for call-

ing, Uncle Bob...and for your prayers.” 
Martin listened to the transatlantic line disconnect as the 

Archbishop of Boston went to the comfort of his long-neglected bed.   
Martin thought about his research and the material he had en-

tered recently into his small computer, amazed at the ease with which 
the machine had absorbed the words without comment or concern for 
their meaning or their explosive implication.   

But even more importantly, Martin wondered, what if someone 
had already accessed the information?  Was he now responsible for 
opening the lid of a particularly hideous Pandora’s box? 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
 
 
 

don’t know whether I should advise you as your un-
cle, or as your priest.” 

Six months earlier, Martin Donohue sat in the office of 
his uncle, Robert P. Donohue, the Archbishop of the Diocese of Bos-
ton. 

The room, like most of the building, in which it nestled, was filled 
with polished dark wood.  Even the deep pile carpet seemed to have 
the fiber and grain of a fine mahogany that blended into the walls and 
corners.  As many times as Martin had been in this office, he was still 
uncomfortable with the confines of its power. 

“How about just as a friend,” Martin compromised.  
“Easier said than done, Marty.  You’ve been the son I could never 

have.”  The Archbishop waved his arms around the office of his 
priestly position.  “Ever since your father and mother died, God bless 
‘em, and you went to live with my sister, I have thought of you as my 
own child.  I know I wasn’t around very much, what with this and 
all.”  Again he indicated their dark-paneled surroundings.  “But, re-
gardless of my apostolic responsibilities, I have always had your best 
interest at heart.  You’ve been in my prayers every day of your life.” 

The Archbishop stood by the long window that looked out on the 
distant buildings of Boston University and the Charles River.  He was 
a tall and esthetic man, who carried the weight of his religious office 
with dignity and compassion.   

“It’s a simple enough question,” Martin persisted.  “And I’m sure 
that I’m not the first one who has come to you with it.  You’ve given 

“I
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this kind of advice to others; now I want a bit of the same, from my 
uncle or my Archbishop—or my friend.  Tell me what to do.” 

“That I canna do.”  The Archbishop’s brogue infiltrated his 
speech like the smell of cabbage and boiling potatoes wafting through 
Dublin, where his parents grew up.  

“What can you do?”  Martin wondered why he had thought it 
would be so easy to come here and settle everything about his future 
with a few words from his uncle.   

“Marty, you know how overjoyed I was when you decided to en-
ter the seminary for the priesthood.  I’ve followed your academic and 
spiritual career with the love of a parent.  You should know by now 
that matters of faith, and vocation are settled in here.”  He pointed to 
his chest.  “They’re not decided here.”  With the same finger he 
tapped the gray hair at his right temple.  “You can reason intellectu-
ally, and ask all the questions in the world until the bloody cows 
come home, but unless you feel it right here,” the Archbishop laid his 
hand on his chest again, “it’s meaningless.” 

“What you’re saying is: it’s my problem.” 
“Yours and God’s.” 
Martin shook his head.  “All my life I thought I wanted to be a 

priest, and now that I’m only a couple of years away from my final 
vows, I’m not so sure.” 

“Doubt is normal, laddie.” 
“Wonderful!”  Martin said, his voice laced with sarcasm.  “It’s 

just great to be told that I’m normal.  That really helps.” 
Archbishop Robert Donohue looked at Martin.  He marveled at 

how like his brother his nephew looked.  Thick brown curly hair pro-
vided a sharp contrast to hazel eyes set in fair Irish skin, sprinkled 
with a light dusting of freckles on a boyish face.  Martin could have 
been a double for the Archbishop’s younger brother thirty years ago.  
Donohue sighed with the same old ache in his heart for Martin’s fa-
ther, whose untimely death with his wife in an auto accident when 
Martin was nine thrust the boy into the care and keeping of their 
spinster sister, Ethyl. 

“You know, Uncle Bob,” Martin said, drawing the Archbishop’s 
thoughts back into the room, “I don’t feel normal.  I’ve never felt nor-
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mal.  My whole life has been cloistered in the Church.  Everything I 
have done since my parents died has had the influence of the Church 
lying over it like a blanket—a heavy blanket.” 

“Ah, Marty, she’s the mother of us all.”  Mother was pronounced, 
“mither.” 

“Uncle Bob, don’t give me that babbling bullshit.  Save it for the 
first year seminarians and the old ladies from the Holy Name Society.  
You know what I mean: When I was twelve years old and Aunt Ethyl 
figured she couldn’t deal with a growing teen-age boy, I was sent off 
to boarding school.”  Martin got up and started to pace back and 
forth.  He was uncomfortable sitting while his uncle stood.  “From 
Catholic boarding school, I went into the junior seminary at St. An-
drew’s—basically another boarding school with more intensive reli-
gious instruction.  Sure, I thought I really did have a vocation, but 
how could I tell.” 

“Thought?” 
“What the hell does a fourteen or fifteen year-old kid know about 

life, especially commitments like the priesthood?” 
“God doesn’t put parameters on age to speak to us, Marty.” 
“Come off it, Uncle Bob.”  Martin glared at the cleric, who 

seemed more amused than offended by the younger man’s challenge. 
“Sorry lad.  Hard to forget the party line sometimes.  Carry on.” 
“Well, you know the whole story—you paid the bills.  After high 

school I went directly into the novitiate and then theological seminary 
at St. Pat’s.  Hell, I’ve never even been outside of the Diocese of Bos-
ton.  I feel like a character in some novel by Charles Dickens.” 

“I’ve always had great expectations for you, Marty.” 
Martin glared at his uncle for a moment, and then both men 

started to laugh. 
“It’s really not a laughing matter,” Martin said, smiling now that 

the tension was broken. 
“I know, I know.  And believe me, I do understand.  None of us 

are immune to doubt or, if we are honest with ourselves, the self-
scrutiny of our motivations.  What would faith be worth if it weren’t 
put to a test?” 
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The Archbishop walked over to a bookcase in the wall opposite 
the window and shoved aside a panel of books.  The bogus collection 
was a false front concealing a well stocked bar and refrigerator. 

“The sun’s far enough over the yardarm, and we’ve got another 
couple of hours until our dinner reservations,” the Archbishop said.  
“How about a wee nip to keep out the chill?”  He nodded toward the 
window, where a mid-winter snowstorm had started to blanket the 
ground and cover the muddy slush from a previous cold front. 

“No, thanks,” Martin declined.  “But you go ahead.” 
“Thank you, I will.”  The Archbishop poured himself a healthy 

dollop of Jamison’s whiskey into a cut crystal glass and added ice 
cubes from the small refrigerator.  He held out the glass as an offer-
ing.  “Are you sure?” 

“Never developed the taste.  Never really had the chance,” Mar-
tin said with a slight bitter edge to his voice.  “Remember?  No wild 
fraternity parties for me; it was always nose to the grindstone with the 
Archdiocese looking over my shoulder.” 

“Are you feelin’ sorry for yourself, lad?”  The whiskey had an 
even greater effect on the Archbishop’s Hibernian tongue. 

“Not really.  It’s just that sometimes I feel like such a freaking 
hothouse flower.  I don’t know if I can survive in the real world.  I’m 
twenty-five years old and less than two years away from ordination; 
and I don’t know if I could make it out there,” Martin pointed toward 
the window.  “I don’t know if I could carry my weight as a priest or a 
man.” 

“Since when are the two mutually exclusive?” 
“You know what I mean, Uncle Bob.  Let’s not get into a pissing 

contest over semantics.  What it breaks down to is, a long time ago I 
got set down on a certain path.  All that I’ve ever been able to see is 
the deep groove right down the middle of the road, and I’ve walked it 
like a zombie.  Now I don’t know what’s to the right or left of me, or if 
the path is even leading where I should go.” 

The Archbishop sipped and nodded.  “So, what are you sug-
gestin’ boy-o?” 

“I don’t know.  I’m not suggesting anything.  I’m just confused,” 
Martin admitted. 
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“Welcome to that real world you’re so frightened of then.”  
Archbishop Donohue sat back down behind his desk.  He put his 
glass on the blotter crowded with papers and books and leaned for-
ward.  “And welcome to the club with the rest of us.  A man with all 
the questions and none of the answers!” 

Martin shrugged.  “That’s about it.  Pitiful, eh?” 
“No, pretty normal—to use a word you don’t take too kindly to.” 
“But I feel like I’m spinning my wheels, that I’m going to make a 

terrible mistake taking Holy Orders, and then realize it only when it’s 
too late.” 

“You won’t be the first, or the last, I’d venture to say.  The priest-
hood is packed with men running away from something, or remain-
ing in the clergy because they think they have nowhere else to go.” 

“That really helps.” 
“I’m sorry lad.  Didn’t mean to sound flip or jaded; but it’s a sad 

truth that many rectories are full of men who probably shouldn’t be 
there.  Some priests just don’t know how to get off the merry-go-
round when they should.”  

The Archbishop got up and moved back over to the bar.  “It’s a 
bloody shame when it happens.  And I suppose I should be thankful 
that you’re at least stoppin’ to do a wee bit of introspection before you 
take your final vows.”  He held up a hand to forestall any comment.  
“And I want you to understand, lad, that neither in my capacity as the 
Archbishop of this fine New England province, nor the blood relation 
of your dearly departed father, would I wish to influence your deci-
sion.  I wouldn’t necessarily cast a baleful eye in your direction 
should you decide that the priesthood is not for you.” 

“I appreciate that, Uncle Bob.  What do you suggest?” 
“Ah, we’re back to that are we: lookin’ fer me guidance.”  The 

Archbishop sipped his Jamison’s and thought for a moment.  “How 
are your studies?” 

Surprised at the change of subject, Martin replied, “Okay.  I’ve 
never had a problem academically.”  He smiled broadly.  “I guess in-
telligence runs in the family.” 

“Aye, that it does, that it does; and a bane it is at times; I 
wouldn’t necessarily look on it as a blessin’.  It can make a thinkin’ 
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man miserable—as you’ve discovered.  When it comes to priests, give 
me lads that function on faith and instincts, not the thinkers.  They’ll 
get themselves and the Church into deeper shite than a hectare of 
heretics.” 

“By that standard, you’ve eliminated me from the fold.”  Martin 
laughed. 

“Nay, laddie.  We’ll always need a few thinkers with their heads 
screwed on straight to tell the rest of us what to do.  How else are we 
goin’ to get the bloody Church through the twenty-first century?” 

“We can’t even get the Church into the twentieth century, much 
less the twenty-first.”  Martin said. 

“Be that as it may.  What are you doin’ about your Masters de-
gree?” 

“I’ve already begun research on my thesis.” 
“And what is it about?” 
“The popes and the dictators.” 
“Ah, unless we’re talkin’ ancient history here, that would be Pius 

XI and Pius XII and their bosom buddies Mussolini and Hitler.” 
“With a little Franco and Stalin thrown in.  Quite a bridge game,” 

Martin added. 
“Too many for bridge, boy-o.”  The Archbishop smiled. 
“Well, I’ve never learned how to play that either,” Martin said 

pointedly. 
“Where are you doin’ your research?” 
“Mostly the internet.  I’ve spent some time at the libraries of 

Northeastern and Cambridge.” 
“Are they good enough?” 
“No,” Martin replied.  “There are also a number of private 

sources I’m tracking down.  And then, with summer coming, I figured 
I’d make a trip down to the New York Central Library.  With a little 
bit of luck, I’d like to hit the Library of Congress in D.C., also.” 

“Why not go to the source?” the Archbishop suggested. 
“The source being...?” 
“Rome and the Vatican Archives.” 
Martin laughed.  “Rome is expensive, and the Archives are out of 

the question.  They have a moratorium on all recent documents.  Eve-
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rything has to be at least one hundred years old before they’ll make it 
available to public scrutiny.  I’d do better trying to conduct a séance.”  

The Archbishop shook his head.  “Money is no object.  I’ll pay for 
your trip to Rome.  And as far as the chastity belt on the information 
in the Archives, well, I have a way ‘round that.  I’ve got me contacts 
in the Holy See, and they’d be beholdin’ enough to the Archbishop of 
North America’s most loyal diocese to do a few favors.  The Church 
isn’t much different from the rest of the secular world: it’s not what 
you know, it’s who you know.” 

“Do you think—?” 
“Of course!”  The Archbishop slammed his open hand on the 

desk, causing papers to flutter and the ice cubes in his glass to sing.  
“That’s exactly the medicine for what ails you, lad.  Go to Rome.  The 
Eternal City.  Do your research.  Drink a little vino fino and maybe 
even a little vino not so fino.  Watch the girls go by on the Via Veneto.  
When in Rome do as...and all that, eh?” 

“It sounds like you’re putting temptation in my path, Uncle Bob.” 
The Archbishop nodded.  “Probably.  Without temptation, there 

can be no salvation by overcoming it.  And the same goes for your 
faith, the doubts you have regarding your vocation.  Unless you put it 
to the test, examine it carefully, understand and embrace it as an act 
of conscious acceptance rather than passive acquiescence, you’ll never 
know if you’re doin’ the right thing.” 

“And you think Rome is the place for this examination of con-
science?” 

“Well, I’d be after admittin’ that I’m stackin’ the deck in favor of 
the Church, sendin’ you to the Holy City and all, but it’ll do you good 
to get away and put things into perspective.  Besides researchin’ your 
paper, you’ll have a grand vacation on me.  You deserve it.  Go!  Re-
lax!  Enjoy!” 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
 
 
 

he Italian doctor’s hands gently skimmed the surface 
of Martin’s scalp through the thick mop of curly hair. 
“Il corno e’ grande!” he said, shaking his head in medi-

cal appreciation. 
“I got the grande part,” Martin winced at the sensitivity of his 

skin.  “What’s the rest of that?” 
“How you say—?”  The little doctor made small curving motions 

with his hand in the air.  “On your head—you have the big bump.” 
“I could have told you that,” Martin groaned. 
“Si, I know,” the doctor’s smile let Martin know he was sympa-

thetic. 
“How about something grande for the pain now, some medichi-

netta or something.” 
“Ah, la medicina.  No, not yet; too soon.  We must— come si dice—

aspetta...wait.  We must wait.  No sleep, Signore.  With la testa—the 
head—we are very careful, si?” 

“Si, okay,” Martin mumbled as he tried to nod his understanding.  
The movement brought a greater appreciation for the seriousness of 
his condition than the little Italian doctor’s broken English.   

The lanky doctor from Texas had long ago disappeared into the 
bowels of the hospital with a promise to look in whenever possible.  
Martin missed the big man’s easy-going temperament and the feeling 
of comfort his southern drawl provided.  In the meantime, he was 
continually attended to by one nurse or another and had frequent vis-

T
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its from the Italian doctor, whose name he learned, was Frenando 
Cortessi. 

Martin wanted to tell the Italian about his namesake, Fernando 
Valenzuela, who used to pitch for the Dodgers, but figured the com-
munications gap, combined with his headache would probably kill 
him.  Besides, he had more to worry about than a washed-up ball-
player.  His laptop was gone.  And with it, the material he had so 
carefully entered into the hard drive.  Never thinking that it would be 
necessary, Martin had neglected to use his computer’s built in secu-
rity system and set up a password for access.  Anyone with a rudi-
mentary knowledge of computers could easily call up his data.  And 
they would find his discovery. 

Although he was still not fully able to digest the information he’d 
transcribed into his records, he understood the far-reaching implica-
tions if it were to ever become public and the original document 
brought to light.  All because of his stupid laziness, bypassing some-
thing as simple as a security code! 

Perhaps if—in spite of Dr. Douglas’ pessimism—he reported the 
theft early enough, there might be a chance to recover the computer. 

“Signorina, prego,” Martin asked the nurse who had just taken his 
temperature for the umpteenth time, “I need the...the caribinieri.” 

The woman laughed at his use of the old term, ‘charcoal burner’.   
“Polizia, Signore si dice: po-li-zi-a.” 
“Yes, Police.  I need the polizia.  Will you call them for me?”  

Careful not to touch the knot on his head, Martin mimed a telephone 
to his ear. 

The nurse nodded happily—evidently relieved to be doing some-
thing other than wielding her thermometer—and immediately disap-
peared down the hallway. 

Maybe, just maybe, Martin thought, I might get lucky.  And if I 
get really lucky and get my computer back, I’m going to bury it and its 
contents in the Tiber River. 
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CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
 
 

 
aleekim Shopet was extremely pleased with himself.  The  
100,000 lire tucked into his pocket was only a small part of 
his satisfaction.  The other part was waiting for him on his 

computer at home.  The quicker he got back across town to review the 
files he had downloaded from the stolen lap-top, the sooner he could 
contact his control in Libya and see if they were interested in the in-
formation. 

This was the kind of thing that greatness was made of!  Shopet 
would surely move up in the organization after this—if his discovery 
had the value he suspected.  Oh yes, greatness, and perhaps eventu-
ally, the ability to shake the Italian dust from his shoes were just 
around the corner!  And there should also be a financial reward!  Yes, 
indeed, more money to indulge in those dear little Italian sweet*meats 
working at Madam Rosa’s.  That woman certainly had an enviable 
source of young talent. 

Shopet rushed from the car through the rain into his house with 
only one thing on his mind.  He barely noticed his wife, Yiesha, sitting 
on the couch, watching television.  At twenty-two, she was already an 
old woman—too old for him, he frequently thought. 

“Don’t bother me,” Shopet barked, as he strode past her. 
“I didn’t say a word.” 
“Good, keep it that way!” 
Yeisha shrugged and ignored her husband, as she usually did.  

This had been a marriage arranged by her father when she was fifteen 

M
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and Maleekim Shopet, thirty.  Her father must have been drunk the 
night he signed the papers. 

Shopet’s young wife knew nothing of her husband’s affairs.  He 
seemed to do a little of this and a little of that.  And of course, for all 
his efforts, he made very little money.  A long time ago, Yeisha had 
learned to stop asking about Maleekim’s work—or for spending 
money. 

When they first moved from Libya, Maleekim had promised that 
they would not stay in Italy any longer than necessary.  For five 
years—ever since their second year of barren marriage—he had 
hinted that they were in this barbaric country on behalf of a secret or-
ganization affiliated with the Libyan government.  Yeisha thought 
this was a steaming load of cattle dung, worth no more than the odor 
of her husband’s breath.  Who would hire this stupid man as a gov-
ernment agent? 

Shopet’s wife was growing tired of the goddamn Italians and 
their heavy foods.  Yeisha often thought she could smell the spices of 
their own city on the trade winds, Al Bayda, just across the Mediter-
ranean.  

“Soon...soon, patience, my dove...patience,” her husband would 
say whenever Yeisha brought up the subject.  “We will be home 
soon.” 

Yiesha wanted to go home—now. 
 
 
 

Shopet rapidly pulled up the files he had transmitted to himself from 
the IBM ThinkPad computer in his brother-in-law’s pawnshop.  Yes!  
There they were, exactly as he had seen them on the smaller screen a 
couple of hours earlier.  Quickly, he located the specific file he was 
looking for and, with incredulity, read the complete transcription of 
the document it contained.  Maleekim Shopet was never a great stu-
dent of history beyond the immediate requirements of his own reli-
gious and political causes, but he had enough intelligence to under-
stand the implications of what he had just read. 
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Now that he had confirmed his first impression, his excitement 
would not allow him to wait until morning to report his find.  Be-
sides, wasn’t he always told: If you have something, report it immedi-
ately?  Soon he would be a genuine hero of the Winds of Jihad?  
Shopet hummed his little “patience...patience,” song as he dialed the 
phone. 

“Ahlan wa sahlan.”  The voice on the other end sounded scratchy 
and distant; it was a very poor connection. 

“I wanted to get a weather report,” Shopet said in Arabic. 
“For which area?” 
“Central Italy.” 
“May I have your name please?” 
“Aldo.” 
“Ah.  One moment.  I’ll connect you with the meteorologist who 

handles that forecast.” 
Bona fides having been established and his code validated, 

Shopet awaited the inevitable series of clicks that indicated his call 
was being shunted through a number of untraceable relays. 

“Ahlan,” a man on the other end of the line greeted Shopet. 
“It is Aldo,” Shopet said. 
“Yes, my friend.” 
The warm voice from somewhere in Libya—if that is where the 

call still terminated—was almost as welcome as a visit home.  Shopet 
Maleekim tried to restrain his enthusiasm with the professionalism he 
knew was expected of him.  It was difficult, considering his moment 
of fame and recognition was at hand. 

“I have information which may be of interest,” Shopet said, ea-
gerly. 

“Yes?” 
“It’s on a computer file.” 
“I see,” the disembodied voice acknowledged.  
“Can I download?” 
“Why don’t you just recap it for me?” 
“I think this must be seen and read without any interference or 

interpretation,” Shopet urged, hoping he wasn’t insulting the man on 
the other end of the line.  But he really wanted to pass on his informa-
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tion with the computer.  It would show his masters how technologi-
cally advanced he had become.  Perhaps they would have a job for 
him in Libya, which had to do with computers—new computers, 
modern machines. 

“We appreciate your discretion, Aldo.  How long is the transmis-
sion?”  

“Not long.  Probably be through in less than three minutes at a 
2400-baud rate.”  That’s it, impress them with his expertise, and use 
the terminology! 

“Okay.  I’ll give you a number.  After you dial it, watch your 
screen until you’re online.  It will take a bit of time.  Like this call, we 
must take precautions and route it carefully.  I hope this is worth the 
effort, my friend.” 

“Oh, it is, it is.”  I’ve been patient this long, Shopet thought, and 
now it will all be worth it. 

“After you transmit, stand by in case we have questions.” 
Shopet knew better than to write down the number he was given, 

so he repeated it over and over to himself as he punched it into the 
modem link of his desktop IBM XT.  It wasn’t the newest machine, 
but it was all his.  He couldn’t help but think of the machine he would 
be able to buy with his reward.  Perhaps something with a Pentium 
chip.  Yes, that would be nice. 

As warned, it took a while for the relay to be made and the com-
puter to finally lock into the destination phone number. 

“Ah,” Shopet sighed aloud in the room of his rented house just 
outside Rome, as the soft clicking sounds of his disk drive indicated 
his file was being read and transmitted.  In less than five minutes the 
transmission was complete and Shopet knew that he could do nothing 
more than wait.  He also knew that there would be no use dialing the 
same number if he needed to re-transmit.  That link in the communi-
cation chain would already be erased from the phone company’s 
computer and reverted to its status as an unassigned number. 
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It was after 2:00 AM when the phone rang in the small house in 
Ostia.  Maleekim Shopet woke from his fitful nap on a living room 
chair.  He grabbed the instrument after the first ring, trying to sound 
awake and alert. 

“May I speak to Aldo Lucci, please,” a voice said in Italian. 
“I’m afraid,” Shopet said in the same language, “that there is no 

Aldo Lucci here.  You must have the wrong number.” 
“Damn,” came a mild curse.  “That’s the third wrong number I’ve 

reached trying to find Aldo.  Please forgive the intrusion.” 
Shopet was even more excited than he had been earlier.  His con-

trol was calling him back, an acknowledgment, and no doubt of the 
importance of his discovery.  The code he had just been given in-
structed him to go to the third location on a phone list.  It would be 
the third of six public phones within walking distance of the house. 

Shopet lifted up the keyboard of his computer and checked the 
list taped underneath.  Ah, the phone box by the taverna on Via Sebas-
tiano.  Not too far, especially since he had only ten minutes to get 
there and be waiting for the phone to ring. 

Thank Allah the weather has cleared, Shopet thought, as he hur-
ried down the dark street in the after-rain humidity.  He even had 
time for a cigarette before the phone rang. 

“Pronto,” Shopet answered. 
“Aldo?  Is this Aldo Lucci?” the caller asked in Italian. 
“Si.  I am Aldo Lucci—Marco’s father,” Maleekim Shopet re-

sponded with the appropriate code. 
“Where did that information come from?”  The distant voice got 

right to the point. 
“A computer, a laptop.” 
“How did it come into your possession?” 
Shopet explained the provenance of the data he had transmitted 

almost four hours earlier.  He could picture little Zada Falasial, and 
decided he would have to see that she got a special reward after he 
received his.  

“What are the names of these precocious children?”  The  invisi-
ble man asked.  “We should keep a record for future references.  Allah 
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only knows when we shall need to recruit them—even children can 
serve the cause.” 

“We all serve,” Shopet said as he gave the names of Jamal Ka-
leeb’s distant cousins. 

“Now, Aldo,” the voice continued calling Shopet by his tele-
phone code name, “tell me, will the police trace this computer back to 
your brother-in-law’s pawnshop?” 

Shopet shrugged in the darkness.  “I don’t know.  I doubt it.  
They have never traced anything else to him, and Jamal has been in 
this business a long time.  Besides, the Italian polizia cannot find their 
own asses with both hands and a flashlight.” 

The expected laugh didn’t come.  “But they fuck up every once in 
a while, those Italian police, and actually solve a crime or two, right 
Aldo?” 

“Perhaps, but—” 
“And if whoever lost that little computer is a man of influence, a 

diplomat—or knows someone important—then there’s a very good 
possibility they could track down the chain of possession, right?” 

“Well, maybe—” 
“Were there any old documents or official looking papers in the 

briefcase with the computer?” 
“No, only notebooks and some stationary items.  Nothing impor-

tant.  I looked...oh yes, there was a passport and some few receipts.” 
“Ah, a passport.  You didn’t mention that before.” 
“I...it...uh, slipped my mind.” 
“What is the name in the passport?” 
“An American: Martin Donohue.” 
“Do you have something with a local address?” 
“I think there is a receipt in the passport for some Pensione.” 
“Where is the passport?” 
“I have hidden it.” 
“Where?” 
They were checking to see how efficient he was.  It was nice to 

have an opportunity to show off.  “The passport is where no one will 
ever find it, in the lining of my easy chair.” 

“Very clever.” 
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“Yes.  I know what I’m doing,” Shopet boasted. 
“Evidently,” the voice complemented.  “Where is the computer 

now?” 
“My brother-in-law’s shop.” 
“Does he live above his shop?” 
“No, he lives a few blocks away with my sister, why?” 
“Well, then he won’t be hurt in the explosion.” 
“What explosion?”  Shopet was confused. 
“The one, which shall afflict your brother-in-law’s pawnshop.  

The one, which will also destroy that computer and the briefcase, and 
any other evidence, which might trace it back to us—or possibly, di-
vulge the information the computer contains.” 

“I have wiped the computer files clean.” 
“Good.  Now we shall wipe the pawnshop clean.” 
“But he is my brother-in-law!” 
“That’s why I am so happy that he lives a safe distance away, 

Aldo.  How very fortunate for him.” 
Shopet accepted the praises, which followed with a slightly 

stunned mind, still trying to grapple with the devastation that his 
short computer transmission would soon precipitate. 

Finally, after hanging up and walking back toward his home, 
Maleekim Shopet decided that there were some things in this world 
better left to the whims of Allah.  After all, it was not for him to ques-
tion the Almighty’s wisdom.  And, Shopet thought, it would be so 
very ungrateful of him not to savor the kudos and good fortune Al-
lah’s humble servant had just received from his superiors for his un-
believable discovery—and the speed with which he reported it. 

 
 
 

Those same superiors worked with similar speed to insure that 
Shopet and his long-suffering wife, Yiesha, were quite dead before 
dawn. 

Jamal Kaleeb and Shopet’s sister were dispatched with similar 
haste in their apartment, while their shop was the unfortunate casu-
alty of a gas leak that caused an explosion which destroyed half a city 
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block and killed fifteen people, while sending forty-three others to the 
hospital. 

It took a while longer to find the two street urchins as they wan-
dered from place to place and plied their street scams.  Those who 
finally located the children must have been strung tight as guy-wires 
over their long search, and evidently took their frustration out in the 
accomplishment of their task.  

When some poor day maid on her way to work came across the 
bodies, she became uncontrollably hysterical at the sight of the boy’s 
ripped open throat, and the pretty little girl who had been viciously 
raped—probably by the same knife that had killed her brother. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
 
 
 

he small suite of rooms on Hayarkon Street in Tel Aviv 
was much too cramped, especially as crammed as it 
was with heat-producing electronic equipment.  There 

was barely enough room for the two-man shifts that monitored the 
Middle Eastern world twenty-four hours a day 

Uri Pinkus was complaining again.  “When are those assholes in 
Jerusalem going to realize that we need more room?” 

“You’ve got enough space, Uri.  You just want more equipment, 
more toys to play with.”  Shmuel Levy waved at the jumble of ma-
chinery that threatened to topple onto his small desk. 

“You know,” Pinkus continued, “if we were in the CIA instead of 
the fucking poverty-stricken Mossad, we’d be doing this in our own 
air-conditioned building, not this hole in the wall.  Why, when I was 
at the COM Center at Langly—” 

Here we go again, Levy thought.  How many times had he heard 
the story about Pinkus’ courtesy visit to their American counterpart?  
For six years he’d had to listen to his partner’s single moment of 
glory.  Everyone had learned to ignore Pinkus’ ramblings by now, 
and Shmuel Levy was no exception.   

Levy continued to work on his log.  He wanted to complete the 
write-up before the next shift came on.  That goddamn Pinkus could 
talk up a storm, Levy thought, but he couldn’t string together a co-
herent written sentence; so it was always his responsibility to do the 
friggin’ paperwork.  Levy felt a small twinge of self-pity because he 

T
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was also the one who got his ass in a sling if the report wasn’t com-
plete or accurate. 

Levy shrugged to himself and figured he shouldn’t complain; 
when it came to handling the equipment and monitoring signals, his 
partner could tweak the dials better than anyone he knew.  Pinkie was 
a pain in the ass, but he was worth it. 

“I’ve a good mind to file an official complaint with administra-
tion,” Pinkus continued to gripe.  “Let those butt-heads in Jerusalem 
come over here and spend a few shifts in this cracker box.  Did you 
see the office space those fuckers have on Allenby Street in Jerusalem?  
You could fit in the whole goddamn Knesset, a Bedouin tribe with a 
herd of camels, and still have enough room left over to play football.  I 
don’t know why we’re stuck in this shoebox here in Tel Aviv.” 

“I wouldn’t mind the Bedouin and their camels.”  Levy waved 
his hand in front of his face, wrinkling his nose.  “It would be a pleas-
ure, especially after you’ve been eating fast food.  When you start 
cranking out falafel farts, there isn’t a camel in the world that doesn’t 
smell sweeter.” 

“Hey, I forgot to bring my lunch!  My wife is visiting her mother 
in Eilat, and I have to fend for myself.  The only place open around 
here at three in the morning is that falafel stand over on Dizzengoff.  
It’s either that or schwarma; and you know what schwarma does to 
me.” 

Levy nodded sadly.  He knew the effect that the pita bread 
stuffed with greasy spiced meat had on his partner’s digestion—and 
the air quality of their workplace.  “Cut back on the humus.  Maybe 
that’s what does it to you.” 

Pinkus shook his head.  “Can’t eat falafel without lots of humus.  
That’s like smoking a cigar without lighting it.  Now if you want some 
real—” 

Levy held a finger to his lips.  There was a muffled sound down-
stairs.  He looked at the clock on the wall.  It was 4:00 AM.  “Shit!  The 
day shift is here, and I haven’t finished the logs.” 

Pinkus glanced at his watch.  “Yeah, I’d better dupe that tape 
from last night, too.  At least it’ll give Geller and Meir something to 
do today.  They can analyze the format.” 
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The door swung open and the bulk of Ivan Meir filled the space.  
“Good God,” he cried, “who shit in here!  Goddamn, Uri, have you 
been eating schwarma again.” 

“Falafel.”  Uri Pinkus’ bouts of shwarma flatulence were legen-
dary and it was rumored that the Deputy Director of the Mossad had, 
in a moment of light-hearted camaraderie, issued a humorous direc-
tive prohibiting his cousin from indulging in shwarma sandwiches 
prior to—or during—his shift assignments.  But no one ever said any-
thing about falafel! 

“I wanted to leave you something to remember us by,” Pinkus 
said with a wicked grin as he pushed buttons activating the tape-
duplicating unit. 

The man in the doorway looked back over his shoulder, “Geller, 
go downstairs and ask that guard if we can borrow his fan for a few 
minutes.  Pinkus has been destroying the environment again.”  He 
turned to the man who was just completing his paperwork.  “How the 
hell do you stand this, Levy?” 

“I gotta cold.” 
“You’ve got to be dead from the neck up!” 
Shmuel Levy shrugged.  “Hey, you get used to anything after a 

while.”  He held out a sheaf of papers.  “Here’s the report for the last 
eight hours.” 

“Anything special?” 
“Not much.  The only thing worth looking into was a short burst-

transmission around 22:30 hours.” 
“Those Jordanian assholes over in Karak or Al Jafr again?”  Meir 

asked. 
“No, not this time.  This was a weird one—” 
“It came off the old COMSAT3 satellite,” Uri Pinkus interrupted.  

“A single-burst data transmission on a narrow band.” 
“In the clear?”  Ivan Meir’s eyebrows did a small dance of incre-

dulity. 
“Clear as a bell,” Pinkus smiled. 
Pinkus took a small cassette out of one of the machines and wrote 

a log number on it while Levy clarified.  
“There was a storm over Rome last night—” 
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Meir nodded.  “Yeah, I know, it washed out my tomatoes when it 
blew through here.”  

“—And I guess it must have knocked out the relays from Rome 
to Sardinia.  When that happens,” Pinkus settled into a pedantic tone, 
“the phone company computer automatically re-routes calls.  And of 
course, if the landlines are having problems, the computer usually up-
links to one of the available satellites and zaps everything through 
space.” 

“Thanks for the electronics lesson,” Meir said, sarcastically.  
“Now, tell me something I don’t know.” 

Levy had a knack of avoiding being sidetracked.  “In any case, 
when the signals are routed through the satellite, it’s on such a ran-
dom basis that even calls from one side of town to the other may be 
relayed through the system.  A call you think is going only three miles 
may be winging 22,000 miles up and 22,000 miles back down for a 
single connection.  That’s a 44,000-mile path.” 

“44,000 and three,” Meir corrected. 
Pinkus interrupted.  “To make a long story short, because I have 

to go home and do the laundry that my wife is not here to do because 
she’s on vacation—and I, unfortunately am not—the satellite picked 
up a data transmission from just outside Rome.  It was directed to 
Misratah, Libya.  All our bells and whistles went off, because the ini-
tial contact—before the final link was made—went through more re-
lays than I could count—almost.  It told us that whoever was linking 
up, was trying to screen the information by shunting it from one 
dummy number to another.” 

“And you intercepted,” Meir concluded. 
“Of course,” Shmuel Levy said.  “Do you think Pinkus does noth-

ing but sit around here and break wind?” 
“Sometimes I wonder.  Geller, where the hell’s that fuckin’ fan?”  
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
 

 

 
 
 
 

a’ll waitin’ for the po-leece?” the American doctor asked. 
“Uh-huh.”  Martin tried to nod, but the movement still 

reprised a small crescendo of pain in his head. 
“Mind if I hang a while.  Don’t get a chance to parla Americano 

much these days.” 
“You said this was the Rome-American Hospital.” 
“Don’t mean we go out of our way to fill it up with Americans.” 
“Sure, stick around.  Thanks for the company.  How did you 

come to be working in a hospital so far from home?” 
Martin figured, if he could ask a question requiring a long 

enough answer, he wouldn’t have to uphold his end of a conversa-
tion; the echo of his own voice between his ears caused tremendous 
discomfort. 

Doctor Willie Dean Douglas threw a long leg into the air and let it 
slowly drop down on the other side of a chair, which he straddled so 
that the back of it provided a handy shelf for his crossed arms. 

“I was a doctor in the Air Force—you know, doin’ my duty for 
God and my country—and got stationed at Aviano, here in Italy.  I 
fell in love with the country and the people—and one little special 
Eye-tie gal.  Well, she wasn’t quite what you’d call ‘little,’ but I sorta 
like ‘em with a decent bit of meat on the bone.” 

“Hmmm,” Martin said to encourage the narrative without dis-
rupting the comfort of the small cradle for his head he had devised 
out of his pillow. 

“Y
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“Any case,” the American confided, “I didn’t realize how great it 
was here—you know the grass bein’ greener, and all—until I went 
home.  Back in the good ol’ U.S. of A. when my tour was up I started 
lookin’ around at the opportunities.  Never been much on the idea of 
private practice, so I checked into a couple of hospitals that were in-
terested in my services.  Took one look at the bureaucracy of hospital 
administration in the States, and then the liability insurance premi-
ums—all the bullshit that went with it—and here I am.”  He held out 
his arms with an affable grin. 

“And the little ‘Eye-tie’ girl?”  Martin couldn’t help asking. 
“Mamalina of three whoppers.  And they all look like me!” 
“Congratulations.” 
“My daughter wouldn’t agree.” 
“How old?”  Keep it simple, Martin thought.  Not too many 

words. 
“The girl’s goin’ on nine.  Andalucia.  Then there are the twins, 

Romulus and Remus.  They’re seven.” 
“How appropriate.”  Martin appreciated the namesakes for the 

two brothers, who myth held were suckled by a she-wolf. 
“Good kids.”  Dr. Douglas nodded. 
“I’m sure.”  Martin tried not to nod. 
“Little wild though.” 
“Like their father, no doubt.” 
“No doubt.”  The big Texan displayed a 24-carat smile that spoke 

more about his pride and satisfaction with life than any verbal state-
ment ever could. 

“Any regrets about leaving the States,” Martin asked. 
“Nah.”  The Texas accent thickened to a parody of itself.  “Hap-

pier than a fly in a cow pasture; just doin’ what comes natchurly.”  
Martin smiled back. 
“And speakin’ about doin’ what comes naturally, son, I suggest 

that if you’re goin’ to spend any more time here in Italy, you learn a 
little bit more of the lingo.  You know, when in Rome and all that?” 

“I’ve been trying, but I probably just got what little I’ve learned 
knocked out of me.” 
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From the moment he’d arrived four weeks earlier, Martin regret-
ted that he had declined his uncle’s invitation to take a course in 
modern Italian.  He realized as soon as he’d deplaned that not every-
one in the world spoke English, and the Latin he’d learned in the 
seminary may have been the basis for Italian, but it hadn’t done him 
much good.   

“You learn the language, and you’ll understand the people,” the 
Texan was saying.  “And once you know the people, you’ll be in love 
before you know it.” 

“You think so?” 
“Take it from an expert!” 
That’s all I need, Martin thought.  Now wouldn’t that be a real 

complication.   
“Signore?”  A nurse popped into the room with two large blue 

shadows immediately in tow behind her.  “Signore, e’ arrivata la po-
lizia.” 

“Here’s the cops you asked for,” Dr. Douglas translated unneces-
sarily.  I’ll see you a bit later.  Gotta start makin’ rounds or I won’t 
earn my polenta.” 

“Aren’t you going to stay and translate?” 
“Nah, you don’t need me.  When I called in for you, I told them 

you were an Americano.  They put me in touch with the Ufficina Strani-
eri.  It’s over on Via Genova.  Set up especially for dumb tourists stupid 
enough to get themselves robbed, like you.  I’m sure they’ve sent guys 
who know the lingo.”  He turned to the policemen, “right fellas?” 

“Si, Signore, piu o meno,” one of the policemen replied.  “More or 
less.” 

The doctor laughed.  “Oh, I’m sure these fellas speak English 
much more than they do less,” he reassured Martin as he left the 
room.  

“Yes, Signore, we speak English,” the first officer said to Martin as 
he reached into his pocket for a notebook.  “I have a cousin, in Chi-
cago.  Do you know Chicago?” 

“No.  I’m afraid I don’t; I’m from Boston,” Martin confessed, 
somehow embarrassed that he had never been to Chicago. 
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“Ah, too bad.  Al Capone, Frank Nitti, Eliot Ness, Robert Stack!  I 
like Chicago.” 

“One helluva town,” Martin concurred. 
The man drew himself up to his full height, which wasn’t more 

than five-seven, and announced, “I am Ufficiale Manzoni.”  He bowed 
slightly to a younger but taller man standing partially behind him and 
to the right, “and this is Ufficiale Novelino.  How may we serve you, 
Signore Donohue?” 

Martin laid his finger gently against the tender bump over his 
right ear.  “I’m afraid I was mugged and robbed.” 

“Tsk, tsk...che poca hospitalita.  Such poor hospitality.  Tell us what 
happened and I shall take many notes,” Manzoni said. 

Martin recounted his leaving the Vatican Archives in the middle 
of the rainstorm around 8:00 PM.  He explained that, as usual, he was 
headed toward his bus stop on Via Crescenzio where he caught the 
autobus to the small apartment he had on Via Piave.  He was staying at 
Pensione Piave.  Yes indeed, he agreed with the policeman, it was very 
old; but also very reasonable for someone who intended to stay in 
town more than a couple of weeks.  Yes, Rome was beautiful, and he 
was planning to stay for the entire summer.  No, he didn’t know how 
hot it got in August.  Martin did know that his head hurt like hell. 

“I know that Pensione very well,” Manzoni said.  “For an older 
place it is very nice.” 

Martin agreed.  The one-bedroom apartment was centrally lo-
cated and, considering it had a small fireplace and its own private 
bath and provided breakfast, it was quite a find.  

As best as possible, he recalled for the policemen how he had 
been accosted in the rain by a young girl, and then attacked from be-
hind while he was digging in his wallet to help the bedraggled beg-
gar-child. 

“How young was the girl, Signore?” 
“I don’t know.  She was just a kid.  Maybe twelve or thirteen—

thereabouts.  It was dark, and raining cats and dogs.”   
“And what did this girl really want, Signore?”   
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Martin could swear the policeman was leering.  “She was soaking 
wet and wanted money for warm food.  She looked like drowned 
rabbit.” 

“Rabbit?”  The other policeman, Novelino, spoke for the first 
time. 

“Coniglio,” Manzoni translated for his partner.  He turned back 
toward Martin.  “And what did you say that the little rabbit wanted 
Signore?” 

“She wanted money.” 
“And she wasn’t selling anything?”  Manzoni asked. 
Martin was embarrassed.  “She offered sex for money,” he admit-

ted. 
“Ah...sex!”  It was said with the sigh of a man discovering a bur-

ied treasure.  “And of course, you refused.” 
“Of course!  I am a...I’m studying to be a priest.” 
“A priest!” 
“I’ll take my Holy Orders within the next two years.”  Martin felt 

it necessary for these two men to understand how ludicrous it was to 
even think that he would consider what the child had been offering. 

“Holy Orders!”  Manzoni solemnly nodded his apparent under-
standing of the importance of such matters. 

“I was shocked,” Martin continued, “but I felt sorry for the poor 
child.  I wanted to give her a few lire so she could get out of the rain, 
and maybe...maybe—” 

“Maybe what, Signore?”  Manzoni’s eyebrows rose. 
“—Not have to sell herself, at least for one night.” 
“That was kind of you.” 
Behind Manzoni, Novelino muttered something in Italian so rap-

idly that it was impossible for Martin to pick out even one word. 
“What was that?”  Martin asked. 
Manzoni shrugged apologetically.  “Ah, the cynical Ufficiale Nov-

elino wonders why being a student for the priesthood would exempt 
you from soliciting sex.” 

“I would never—!”  Martin was indignant.  He felt the painful 
pressure in his head increase with the emphasis he tried to place be-
hind his words. 
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The taciturn Novelino rattled off another short phrase. 
Martin looked at Manzoni. 
“My comrade asks whether or not you have a cazzo—a... a penis, 

Signore Donohue.” 
Martin was disgusted at the implication.  “It doesn’t mean I go 

around sticking it where it doesn’t belong, especially into children!”  
Oh God, his head would surely break into small pieces any moment 
now. 

“Who knows how many priests are naked underneath their 
robes, Signore?”  Manzoni shrugged.  “You may not indulge in prosti-
tutes, but you are a man, are you not?” 

This brought no reply from Martin who was too incensed to think 
that either man would ever suspect him of...of... 

“So, Signore, what is it that was taken from you?”  Manzoni 
asked, evidently satisfied he had made the American uncomfortable. 

Happy to get off on a less personal subject, and the primary pur-
pose of this official visit, Martin described everything he was missing. 

“Your passport also, Signore?” 
“Yes.  There were a few other papers and receipts from the hotel, 

but nothing as important as the computer.” 
Manzoni nodded.  “They are very dear here.  Not like America 

where even the children, the little rabbits, have computers.  I have 
seen it on the television.” 

“The information in the computer is what’s important to me.  I 
would rather not share it with just anyone.” 

“Signore, I am quite sure that no one is interested in your informa-
tione privata.  We have enough prayers in Rome without those on your 
computer.  In my most humble opinion, the only importance is how 
many lire it can bring in the black market.  Do you have information 
as to make and model, Signore?  How about the serial number?” 

“It’s a IBM ThinkPad.  The rest of the information is in the packet 
of papers that was stolen with the briefcase.” 

“Ah.” 
“Martin was sheepish now.  “  Not much help, eh?” 
“No, Signore, not much help.  I will file my report.  I will also 

leave papers with you to file a report.  But it does not look promising.  
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After all, we do not have the benefit of the Eliot Ness and his Chicago 
friends here to help us locate stolen goods.  Your computer may be 
half way to Genova by now.”  He shrugged, “chi lo sa—who knows?” 

As the two policemen turned to leave, the quieter of the two mut-
tered a few words in Italian. 

 Manzoni smiled.  “Ufficiale Novelino suggests you stay away 
from the little rabbits.  They are quite indigestible.”  
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CHAPTER NINE 
 
 
 
 

 
rik Shaffir looked across the desk of Mohammed Habash. 
“It’s done,” he said, smugly.  “It took a while—a little 

longer than expected—but my contractor in Rome, Alim Al-
Brouhim, said all the little spills have been cleaned up: our agent and 
his wife, the pawnbroker and his wife, and those two kids.” 

“And Al-Brouhim has no idea why he was hired to do this job?” 
“Of course not.  He just does what he is told—for a price.” 
Habash nodded, his eyes fixed on the papers before him.  

“Good.”    
“It was a shame, though,” Shaffir said with a sigh. 
“A shame?”  This caused Habash to look up. 
“Yes, we’ve lost a good contact.” 
“You mean Shophet?  Maleekim Shophet?” 
“Yes, Shophet.” 
“He was useless.”  Habash dismissed the dead agent with a wave 

of his hand and a snort of disgust. 
“But, he was a satisfactory pair of eyes.” 
“Shopet only had eyes for the inconsequential and little girls.” 
“He sent us the document,” Shaffir reminded his superior. 
“A fortuitous accident.  The man was a pedophile and a malin-

gerer.  We suffered him in that assignment because he knows—
knew—computers, and had enough relatives in Rome to chance upon 
things others might not.  He was a liability because of his stupidity, 
and expendable for his weaknesses.”   

A
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Shaffir rapped the paper he had been reading with a sharp 
knuckle.  “There was no need to have this information shared all over 
Rome—which is no doubt where it would end up after Shopet’s next 
visit to his favorite whorehouse.  The man’s tongue and his prick 
were the only things in his life that moved swiftly—too swiftly.” 

“But what about the others you had me remove?” 
“Links in the chain between the computer, its information, and 

ourselves” He made a scissoring motion with two fingers.  “We cut 
the connections, and no one knows we have the information.  No one 
will know, that is, until the Colonel himself wants it known.  And 
then it will be used to our advantage—if I know historical implica-
tions.  Habash picked up the papers and held them reverently.  “This 
may be worth more than just money.  I have already contacted Ghad-
dafi’s aide with the gist of what Allah has placed so carefully in the 
safekeeping of our hands.  If I’m not mistaken, the Colonel will find it 
very interesting.  I have explained to the Colonel’s aide the impor-
tance of the document, just in case the man is not sufficiently edu-
cated to appreciate such matters.” 

“And then?”  Arik Shaffir was more curious as to his personal 
rewards in such endeavors rather than the less tangible possibilities of 
international blackmail.  But he was willing to listen to his comman-
dant’s ramblings because the man was well connected with powerful 
people in the PLO, the PFLP, Fatah, and especially their own immedi-
ate organization, The Winds of Jihad. 

Behind his desk, Mohammed Habash swelled with pride.  “Once 
he reads the information we have intercepted, my name shall be the 
sweetest words on the good Colonel’s lips the next time he turns to-
ward Mecca.  And of course, yours also, Shaffir,” he added the after-
thought. 

“It is that important, eh?” 
“Worth millions.  Maybe even billions!” 
“And how about for us?”  Arik Shaffir pointed toward his leader 

and then to himself. 
“My reward shall merely be the thanks of our leader.  But, my 

friend, since you have arranged to remove the trail of those dung bee-
tles in Rome, your compensation shall be even greater!  You did erase 
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all connections between the computer and ourselves, didn’t you, 
Arik?” 

Arik Shaffir was indignant.  “Of course!  Why would you think 
otherwise?” 

Habash sighed.  “You know how it is; there are always a few 
loose ends.  And I’m afraid there is one more.” 

“You should have told me last night; I could have taken care of it 
right away.  Loose ends should be avoided at all costs.” 

“I suppose you are right, Arik my old friend.”   
Mohammed Habash withdrew a silenced Walther PPK from be-

neath the desk and placed one very quiet bullet between his friend’s 
very, very surprised eyes. 

“Most loose ends can be tidied up very nicely, Arik.  It’s just a 
matter, like everything else in this life, of timing.” 
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CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
 
 

 
o, when do I get out of this place?” 
“When we know you’re not gonna to keel over from a 

brain hemorrhage and make a mess on the floor.” 
“I am feeling better,” Martin Donohue protested. 
“I certainly hope so.”  Doctor Willie Dean Douglas said in his af-

fable Texas accent. 
“Really, I’m ready to go,” Martin assured him. 
“Okay, son, I hear ya.  Why don’t we wait for the shift change 

down in administration, and I’ll sign the release papers for your bail 
so you can get outta this prison—providing you come back in two 
days and let me check out that bump on your noggin.” 

“I’m sure I’ll be fine.” 
“Come back and let me check it anyway; phrenology is my secret 

passion, and I can’t resist that bump on your head.  I could probably 
read the history of the world on that sucker!” 

Martin’s spontaneous laughter turned into an eye-squinting 
wince as the reminder of his street encounter shot through his brain 
with fine tendrils of pain. 

“Uh-huh,” Dr. Douglas said, seeing his patient’s reaction.  “That 
figures.  How’re you gettin’ home, son?” 

“I’ll catch the bus.”  Martin could see disapproval in the tall Doc-
tor’s eyes.  “Or maybe call a taxi?” 

“You’re goin’ to need someone to personally haul your ass outta 
here.  I’m not gonna be responsible for you passin’ out on public 

“S



The Luxembourg Amendment 

62 

transportation.  With your luck, you’ll wake up naked and the gold in 
your teeth gone.” 

“I don’t have any gold in my teeth.”  Martin said, seriously. 
“Well now, the bad guys won’t know that until they’ve removed 

them all from your banged up head, will they?”  The doctor laughed. 
“I...I don’t have anyone to...to...” 
“Then you’ll just stay put until the ache is all gone.  Or, if you 

want, I get off at six, and I can give you a lift home.  It’s the least I can 
do for a fellow Americano.” 

“I can’t put you out like that; and I really would like to get out of 
here before tonight,” Martin said, with his eyes on a wall clock.  It 
wasn’t even 8:00 AM, and he didn’t want to lie around the hospital 
for the rest of the day.  “I think there’s someone I can call.  She gets to 
work about now.” 

“She?”  Dr. Douglas developed a most pleasant little leer across 
his broad countenance.  “Now you’re talkin’, boy!  You found your-
self a little Eye-tie too, eh?” 

“It’s not like that.” 
“Oh, yeah, I forgot; you’re gonna be a priest and all, aren’t you?”  
“Uh-huh—a priest.” 
“And you ain’t got a pecker,” the doctor said good-naturedly.  

“That’s right, I remember you explainin’ how you got it all locked up 
for the duration.” 

“Something like that.” 
“Well, buddy, tell ya what: You get a hold of your girlfriend, and 

have her come pick you up; and then I’ll sign the release papers.” 
“Okay.  Help me with the phone.” 
“Sure, what’s the number?”  Martin told him and waited while 

the Dr. Douglas gave the hospital operator instructions in Italian.  The 
doctor stood with the phone to his ear for a few moments and then 
held the receiver out to Martin.  “It’s ringing.” 

“Pronto!”  The familiar and welcome voice of Daniela Lucchesi 
answered.  It was a voice, distinctive in its gentle, yet husky quality.  
Not for the first time, it stirred Martin’s insides with feelings he 
couldn’t understand.   

“Dani, it’s Martin.” 
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“I know.” 
“How did you know?” he was puzzled. 
“You just told me.” 
If he wasn’t afraid of again jiggling the little marbles of pain lose 

in his head, Martin would have shaken it in consternation at how she 
could take the simplest phrase, or the most innocuous statement, and 
turn it into an amazing exercise in basic semantics. 

“Dani, I’ve got a problem.” 
Evidently she could sense the seriousness in his voice because the 

playful humor went out of hers immediately.  
“Marty, what is it?”  Her Italian accent caressed the words just 

enough to make them—and his name—sound exotic. 
“I’m in the hospital.” 
“L’ ospedale!  Ma che Christo!  Santo Maria!” 
“Hey, I’m still alive!” 
“Of course you are,” she said matter-of-factly. 
“Because I’m talking to you, right?” 
“Si!  Right to the head of the nail!” 
“That year in Harvard really helped.”  Martin chuckled. 
“A liberal American education.  But that is not why you called—

to discuss my education.  What happened?”  
“I got rolled?” 
“You what?” 
“Rolled, mugged, hit on the head, and robbed.” 
“Dio mio!  And you are in the hospital.  Are you all right?” 
“I will be if I can get out of here.  They won’t release me unless 

someone gives me a ride home.  They’re afraid I’ll fall on my face in 
the subway or something and sue them, I guess.”  Martin could see 
the look of exasperation on the listening Texan’s face at the mention 
of litigation.  “I thought maybe... maybe you’d... that you would...” 

“But of course.  I’ll come right away.” 
“It’s okay?  You can take time off?” 
“Naturally.  I am your proctor.  Remember?  You are my respon-

sibility.”  Martin liked the sound of that.  “And, besides, Amalia says 
that you are not worth the trouble, and all my life I look for ways to 
prove Amalia wrong.  One moment.” 
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Daniela’s best friend and co-worker, Amalia, disagreed with her 
about everything.  It was one of the pleasures of their relationship, to 
argue incessantly and good-naturedly about anything. 

Daniela came back on the line.  “Amalia said that she would 
cover for me while I come, but only because she does not want you to 
collapse on the autobus and pollute the public transportation that she 
may have also to ride in.” 

“Tell Amalia that I think she’s wonderful too.”  For a fact, he had 
grown quite fond of Amalia, and appreciated that she was Dani’s 
very best and most loyal friend.  “And tell her that I only got a bang 
on the head, for cryin’ out loud, I’m not contagious or anything.”  

He could hear murmuring. 
“Amalia says that all Americanos are contagious with something.” 
“What might that be?” 
“Stupidity.” 
Martin was almost tempted to agree with Dani’s friend.  He was 

indeed stupid—stupido!  Stupid for stopping in the middle of a rain-
storm with a helping hand in his pocket, and a computer full of dev-
astating knowledge in his briefcase. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
 
 
hree weeks earlier, Martin felt a never-before-experienced 
sense of freedom when his plane landed at Leonardo daVi- 

nci Airport in Fiumicino.  As he took the shuttle from that 
coastal village to the main train station, he thought, that perhaps it 
was the fact that he was so far from home, in a foreign country where 
he had no ties, no contacts, no history. 

Here no one had any expectations of him except those he re-
quired of himself.  And he had to admit that even those were not yet 
fully formed enough to become lifetime obligations.  Perhaps, it was 
the warm Mediterranean sunshine; so different from the late spring 
chill he had left behind in Boston.  Whatever it was, Martin was ex-
hilarated and not in the least tired from the nine hour Alitalia flight. 

Martin walked a few blocks from the train station, and located a 
small hotel where, even without reservations, he was quickly greeted 
and warmly welcomed as if he were a long-expected guest.  He 
turned over his passport to the comesso behind the counter, who as-
sured him that it would be returned immediately after the required 
registration with the police.  

He showered with tepid water and went out to find a ristorante.  
After his third glass of Chianti, Martin finally worked up enough 
courage to point at another customer’s passing meal to indicate what 
he wished to order.  His only regret since arriving was his inability to 
read the menu, other than the word “pasta.” 

Later, sitting at a table outside of the small restaurant, sur-
rounded by the animated chatter of over-enthusiastic Italians solving 

T
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the problems of the world, his belly full of Pasta Milanese, and another 
unaccustomed glass of strong Chianti in front of him, Martin 
Donohue felt like the king of his new world. 

 
 
 

With all of his good intentions to knuckle right down to his research 
completely pushed to the back of his mind, Martin took a week to 
both find a small bed and breakfast on Via Piave, and become a wide-
eyed, gawking tourist.   

He was amazed that he could wander through the historical 
monuments to his religious heritage—churches, chapels, shrines and 
memorials—without any serious consideration to their relevance in 
his life.  They were merely architectural and artistic monuments to the 
creativity of man, rather than the expected testament to his faith.  

Until he went to the Vatican. 
Martin stood in awe beneath the gloriously restored splendor of 

Michelangelo’s Sistine Chapel.  Some seventy feet above the floor, the 
sculptor’s painted depiction of God separating light from darkness, 
the Creation of the Sun and Moon and Adam and Eve, reminded Mar-
tin of his training, commitment to the church, and the purpose for his 
trip to Rome. 

The next day Martin contacted the office of Aldoberto Cardinal 
Bourgaise, and introduced himself as Archbishop Robert Donohue’s 
nephew.  The Cardinal’s secretary was effusive with his welcome and 
indicated that the Cardinal was well aware of the seminarian’s trip to 
the Holy City, and had left behind the required passes and authoriza-
tions to grant Martin rare access to relatively modern records in the 
Vatican Archives.  The student must remember however, that all in-
formazione, which was retrieved from the time period of recent his-
tory—the one hundred year moratorium—must be reviewed by the 
Cardinal’s office before being released or published.  Of course, this 
would be a matter of honor, and Signore Donohue would have no 
problem complying with the requirement, would he?  

Of course not, Martin assured the functionary. 
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Signore Donohue was a most fortunate young man to know such 
important people. 

Yes, Martin admitted, very fortunate, indeed. 
 
 
 

The outside of the Vatican Archives was exactly what Martin had ex-
pected.  The inside wasn’t.  The architecture was a mixture of Gothic 
and Renaissance with unobtrusive Baroque modernism.  It seemed to 
proclaim that God resided in the complex and Rococo as much as the 
simple and plain.  The Vatican Archives’ main building combined all 
of the architectural styles of the Vatican in a harmonious coexistence 
of conflicting designs. 

Once Martin entered the front door of the Archives, he found 
himself singing “Everything’s Up To Date In Kansas City” from Okla-
homa.  The main hall looked like a modern library combined with a 
college computer lab and a commercial bank.  On the left side of a 
large open vestibule, a number of completely enclosed booths lined 
the wall.  It reminded Martin of the safe deposit section at the First 
National Bank of Boston.  Nearby, a series of polished wood tables 
with green-shaded reading lamps, stretched across the length of the 
room, providing ample space for patrons and researchers to spread 
out their material and work.  A carousel of computer terminals in the 
center of the room provided access to the Archives’ catalogue system.   

Hopefully, Martin thought, the computer system—which he un-
derstood was designed by IBM—would provide a much more elabo-
rate cross-reference and index than the average library. 

Against the far wall, Martin could see an area defined by a long, 
curved counter that announced itself with the sign: “Informazione”.  
Behind the counter, a number of people worked at cluttered desks.   

The muted burr of a telephone was immediately stilled by a soft-
spoken, “pronto!  Papers were shuffled, computer terminals accessed, 
and a level of concentration, which Martin found most admirable, 
pervaded the atmosphere.   

Everyone was so busy, no one noticed him when he approached 
the counter.  Martin stood quietly, waiting for someone to assist him.  
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A short chubby girl with lovely dusty skin and close-cropped hair 
glanced over, but before he could make eye contact and raise a finger 
of inquiry, she turned back to her work.  He could hear her whisper to 
one of her co-workers, “Guarda, ecco un altro Americano stupido!  Chi 
l’auto?” 

The recipient of this covert communication looked up toward 
Martin and smiled.  This acknowledgment, and the sheer radiance, 
with which it was delivered, gave him the feeling of a roller coaster 
cresting a hill and beginning its sudden precipitous drop.  He could 
feel fluttering in the pit of his stomach! 

“L’auto, io mi sembra gentile,” the girl said to her chubby compan-
ion as she got up and moved toward the counter.   

She was a remarkably beautiful girl, Martin thought; more ap-
propriate on the cover of a fashion magazine than the fluorescent 
glare of this repository of old records and the memories of dead 
popes.  She made her way through the maze of desks and chairs with 
the grace of a trained model, as he guessed her to be about his own 
age, perhaps a year or two younger    

She wore a floral-patterned, sleeveless summer shift that barely 
reached to the tops of her knees.  It was a spring bouquet of exotic 
flowers in the plain businesslike surroundings.  Her hair, pitch black 
and lustrous, swung behind her in a single braided ponytail dangling 
down to the small of her back. 

As the young woman approached, Martin could see that the dark 
brown of her large eyes overwhelmed the rest of her face.  This was 
quite an accomplishment, since the other qualities of her delicately 
defined features were so complex they reminded him of paintings of 
medieval Madonnas—so striking in their first impression of simplicity 
that you never realized, until studying them closer, how intricate and 
enigmatic they were.  The detail could be easily analyzed, but the lin-
gering impression of the whole was inexplicable.   

Her figure could be comfortably attributed to those of current 
models and movie stars who had finally graduated from the emaci-
ated waif-look to a more realistic fullness of bosom and well-rounded 
hips.  Fertility came to mind. 
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Martin found himself blushing.  What the hell am I doing?  He 
thought as the girl approached.  Here I am examining this beautiful 
girl’s attributes like a judge in a beauty pageant.  Or like a normal 
man, he conceded. 

Martin remembered his uncle’s statement in wintry Boston that, 
being a priest and a man is not mutually exclusive.  Now in the full 
heat and humidity of the Mediterranean summer, he understood that 
the weaknesses of one was also not necessarily the strengths of the 
other. 

“Signore, io posso aiutare li?” the girl asked. 
Martin wrapped his tongue around one of the few Italian phrases 

he had memorized, “parla l’inglese?” 
“Yes, of course, I speak English fluently,” she replied with a me-

lodious lilt that only barely caressed a gentle Italian accent.  “May I 
help you?” 

“Thank God,” he breathed a sigh of relief. 
“Thank the Italian school system and Harvard Law School,” she 

said. 
“I’m afraid, I’m really struggling with the language,” Martin ad-

mitted. 
The girl looked at him thoughtfully for a moment.  “Perhaps you 

should have taken a Berlitz course before coming over.”  She smiled, 
as if she wanted to reassure Martin that she was not implying a criti-
cism.  

Martin nodded with a guilty twinge; “I realize that— now.” 
“What can I do for you, Signore?”   
“I was referred over here by the office of Cardinal Bourgaise.”  

Martin reached into the pocket of his sport coat—he had made a point 
of not bringing any clerical garb to Rome with him—and took out an 
official-looking envelope. 

The girl read the contents with the pink tip of her tongue peeking 
at him through her concentration.  Martin thought it was cute. 

“Martin Donohue?”  She said, finishing the letter. 
“Uh-huh; himself in person,” Martin said, borrowing a touch of 

his uncle’s brogue. 
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The girl’s smile beamed, teeth flashed brighter than the artificial 
light, and delightful small crinkles of humor radiated from the cor-
ners of her eyes as dimples creased the area between her cheek and 
delicate nose.   

“I am all yours!” she announced with a surprising laugh. 
“Excuse me?”  Martin was confused. 
“My name is Daniela Lucchesi.  I am to be your proctor,” she 

said, the smile now enhanced by a twinkle in her liquid dark brown 
eyes. 

“My proctor?  What does a proctor do?”  Martin asked. 
“Il Direttore Generale of the Archives has assigned me to be your 

proctor.  I am here to help you with your research.  His eminence, the 
Cardinale, has evidently requested special privileges for you, and I am 
to assist.” 

“I really don’t need assistance.” 
She nodded and continued to smile as she contradicted him.  

“Oh, but you do, Mr. Donohue.  The material you wish to work with 
is not normally available.” 

“I know that, but no one explained why.” 
“Who knows?”  Daniela shrugged.  “Confidentiality, perhaps.  

As the American television says: to protect the innocent.  So the 
Church can sort through the material and put it into historical per-
spective?  So that everyone mentioned in any correspondence is safely 
in his grave—Il morto—dead?”  She shrugged.  “When it comes to The 
Church we have been taught not to question.” 

  Martin wanted to tell her that, when it came to The Church, 
she could always question, but this was neither the time nor the place 
for ecclesiastical discussions.  

“As you can see,” Martin nodded toward the letter from the car-
dinal’s office, “I have special permission to get the records for the pe-
riod from 1920 through the mid 40’s?” 

“You can.  Through me.  I am here to fetch and carry for you.”  
Daniela bowed slightly. 

“Fetch and carry?”  Where did she pick up a word like “fetch?” 
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“Daniela pointed toward the booths along the nearby wall.  “  I 
will get the documents you require, since no one unauthorized is al-
lowed into the warehouses, and bring them to you over there.” 

“Can’t I just use one of these?”  Martin indicated the large ex-
panse of tables that looked open and inviting. 

“It is preferred, with the restricted documents that they are kept 
within the confines of one of the...how do you say: stanza piccola?” 

“Booth?”  Martin said. 
Daniela’s grin was infectious.  “Ah, you see, Mr. Donohue, you do 

have a talent for the language.” 
Martin laughed.  “As long as you point and the sign is obvious.” 
“Sometimes,” Daniela said, “my English is not too good.  I do not 

get as much practice as I would like.  Perhaps you can help me with it 
while we work together.” 

“It doesn’t sound like you need practice, but I’ll help you if you 
help me with my Italian.” 

“Il piacere, e’ mio—the pleasure is all mine, Signore Donohue.” 
“If we’re going to work together, maybe you’d better call me 

Martin.” 
“And I—” she said, holding her hand out to him with a surpris-

ing formality, “—I am Dani.” 
A very beautiful Dani, Martin thought as the girl reached under 

the counter and pulled out a series of forms for him to sign.  With the 
warmth of her hand still lingering in his, he leaned over the counter 
as Daniela translated the instructions on the paperwork.  Martin 
could smell a faint perfume of rose petals and soap, a cleanliness 
pleasantly permeating the air around them. 

“You know,” Martin finally said, “since we are going to educate 
each other on the finer points of our two languages, perhaps you 
should tell your friend—”  

Daniela looked over her shoulder at the chubby girl busily en-
grossed in paperwork.  “Amalia?” 

“Maybe you should tell Amalia to be a little more careful about 
what she says in front of strangers.” 

Daniela looked puzzled. 
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“I didn’t realize how obvious it was that I am an American, but 
hopefully I’m not as stupid as I look.” 

“Mr. Dono...er, Martin, I do not understand?” 
“Some words, like that one,” Martin pointed up at the Italian ‘In-

formazione’ sign, “don’t need translating.  And ‘stupido’ is another one.  
He smiled to show that he was not particularly offended. 

Daniela recalled the comment her friend, Amalia, had made 
when she saw Martin waiting at the counter: “Americano stupido.” 

“I am so…so very sorry, Signore.  Amalia meant nothing by it; it 
was...a...a poor joke.” 

Martin decided to take advantage of her embarrassment.  “And 
what did you reply to her?” 

“I said that...that I would help you.” 
“And what else did you say?”  Martin insisted. 
“I said...I said that you...you looked like ‘un sembra gentile,’ a nice 

person.” 
Martin Donohue decided that Daniela Lucchesi was even more 

beautiful when she blushed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



The Luxembourg Amendment 

73 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
 
 

 
ossi Birnbaum signed for the sealed envelope from the spe-
cial messenger.  
This had better be goddamn good, he thought.  When Simon 

Geller called from Tel Aviv to alert him earlier, Geller’s excitement 
fairly crackled on the secure phone line.  And the man in Tel-Aviv’s 
almost irrational insistence that Yossi receive the information by mes-
senger, rather than over a scrambled and secure fax line, was highly 
unusual. 

Then, because of Simon, who had been his friend since the Mos-
sad training school near Rishon Lezion, Simon, who spent way too 
many hours in a small suite of offices with poor ventilation, playing 
with knobs and dials like a kid with his first radio set, Yossi Birnbaum 
stuck his neck out.  Based on Geller’s verbal report, and even without 
the printout, which was now in his hands, as Duty Officer of the Day, 
Yossi called an operations meeting for 0700 hours. 

He knew that it would piss off Azeez, his commanding officer, 
who liked to sleep in when there was no special flap on.  Tough shit.  
If this were everything he thought it was, they’d have to hop on the 
bandwagon fast.   

The DOD was empowered to call a Special Operations meeting if 
he saw fit, if the situation warranted; but look out later if Arieh Azeez 
thought it wasn’t necessary.  He’d take the chance this time.  Only 
SpecOps could form a task force for international activities, or activate 
an overseas agent and his group.  Yossi Birnbaum felt that this was 

Y
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going to be one of those occasions when the Mossad would need to be 
right in the middle of it—and quickly. 

Already Birnbaum could see in his mind how things would start 
breaking lose around the Allenby Street Headquarters.  No doubt, 
everybody who was anybody would want in on the operation.  Well, 
that would be up to Azeez.  Let him make those decisions.  It’s not the 
kind of responsibility that he wanted.   

If Birnbaum read the signs right, this might go all the way up to 
the Knesset, or at least a special committee of that legislative body.  

Someone might ask who started the ball rolling, and there would 
probably be a note in the file that the DOD was Yossi Birnbaum.  
Maybe there would be a commendation because he took enough ini-
tiative to call the meeting early rather than wait for Azeez to wander 
in and assess the situation after reading the overnight logs.  Birnbaum 
could even see the gloating expression of the Prime Minister, when 
the international confrontation finally came.  He wondered if they 
would block off a whole evening of television for the announcement 
and a historical perspective.  Yes, that’s how it would be—and all be-
cause Yossi Birnbaum got an hour-and-a-half jump on things by call-
ing the meeting as soon as he realized the ramifications of what he 
had learned. 

“Yossi!  If you stand there blocking traffic much longer, we’ll 
move you to one of those parks by the Mount of Olives and let the 
birds shit on you like the rest of the statues.” 

“Huh?” 
“Come on, wake up.”  Moshe Gutheit snapped his fingers at his 

friend, who was standing in the middle of the hallway, apparently 
lost in thought over a sheaf of computer papers.  “You called a Spe-
cOps meeting for 0700, and Arieh is shitting bricks at having to inter-
rupt his corn flakes to get in here this early.  This better be pretty 
fucking good.” 

“It’ll be worth every minute of lost sleep, if I’m right,” Birnbaum 
said. 

“If you’re right!”  Gutheit looked at his friend as if he had lost his 
mind.  “You mean you called an Ops meeting before confirming your 
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information?  You looking for and assignment in Lebanon, or some-
thing?” 

“I’ve got enough to justify the meeting.  This is enough to even 
get the goddamn Knesset out of bed.  This is a big one, Moshe, and I 
don’t want us to be the ones to fuck it up.” 

“What is it?” 
“Come on.  I’ll explain it to everyone at the same time.  That way 

I won’t have to chew my cabbage twice.” 
As they walked down the corridor toward the isolated and 

sound-secured conference room, Birnbaum looked again at the 
document in his hand.  He didn’t have to be an accomplished linguist 
to understand the German title.  He read the first paragraph and 
flipped immediately to the last page just to confirm what he had been 
told. 

Yes!  He was right.  This would surely end up in the top echelons 
of the government.  And all because Yossi Birnbaum chose to give his 
boss an early wake-up call. 

 
 
 

Lieutenant Colonel Arieh Azeez, the commanding officer of the Spe-
cial Operations unit at the Mossad headquarters on Allenby Street in 
Jerusalem, was not as indolent as his staff chided him.  For a fact, he 
probably put in more hours each week than any two of them, espe-
cially when it came to working late both at the office and at home.  
However, he had two weaknesses: He liked to sleep in late, and he 
had a new wife who was twenty years younger.  Recently he found 
more cause than old habits to keep him in bed after the desert sun 
stopped casting long morning shadows. 

Five minutes into the meeting his DOD had called for the tactical 
team in the crowded conference room, Azeez stopped Birnbaum’s 
reading of the document.  He had heard enough. 

“Who?  What?  Why?  When?  Where?  And how?”  Azeez asked.  
They were his standard questions to almost all situation reports.  

Lieutenant Colonel Arieh Azeez had studied journalism at The 
University of San Francisco when he was much younger, and al-
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though he’d never practiced outside of the campus newspaper, he 
continued to remember the principles of good reporting.  It still stood 
him well in the intelligence business.   

Yossi Birnbaum laid down the papers and very succinctly recited 
the provenance of the information, from the satellite intercept, to the 
computer retrieval of the data, and finally Simon Geller’s phone call 
and messenger from the ComCenter in Tel Aviv. 

Before Birnbaum could continue reading the document, Azeez 
waved his hand at a small man sitting in the corner of the room.   

“Leibowitz, get your ass downstairs to ComTel and contact our 
unit in Rome.  That will be DeMattei—Rueven DeMattei.  Get a hold 
of DeMattei and find out if there’s anything happening in his area.  
Tell him I don’t have time for a goddamn written field report.  I want 
the information in twenty-five words or less.  He likes to talk, so don’t 
let him bog you down; put him right through.  I’ll talk to him here.  I 
need to know what’s going on now!” 

“Yes, sir.”  Leibowitz had one foot out the door before his boss 
was done talking.   

“And Leibowitz—” 
“Yes, sir?” 
“Have the OpsCom Officer contact Shakked in Tripoli.  I want to 

know if those camel jockeys are stirring up anything.  Well, come on!  
What the hell are you waiting for?” 

No one minded when Azeez yelled as if he expected it to be done 
yesterday.  That was the way he was.  The small group of men that 
filled the map-lined metal-insulated conference room was used to be-
ing caught up in rapid decisions and had learned to react accordingly. 

“Okay,” Azeez turned back to Yossi Birnbaum.  “Just for the re-
cord, let’s hear the rest of that abomination.” 

Within seven minutes the phone next to Azeez’s elbow rang with 
a soft trill.  It was Leibowitz. 

“All right, put him on,” the Lieutenant Colonel said.  “Tell De-
Mattei I’m putting him on the speaker, so I don’t want to hear any of 
that shit about Italian women or his goddamn expense account.”  
Azeez almost smiled. 
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It did get a chuckle out of the other men in the room, but that was 
cut short when the crackle of contact came through the small box at-
tached to the Telrad telephone. 

“Okay, Rueven, I don’t want a weather report or any of that crap 
you usually go on about; we’re in the middle of an Ops meeting here.  
I need to know what your Libyans are doing lately.” 

“Which ones?”  The Hebrew sounded strange with a soft Italian 
accent. 

“Any of them.” 
“The public groups are pretty quiet, but it’s funny you should 

call.  At the rate things were happening last night, Il Osservatore 
Romano will be going out of business.” 

“Get to the point.” 
“Quite a few Libyan subscriptions were canceled last night.” 
Azeez caught the eyes of the men around the table and he could 

see they understood exactly what his agent in Rome was saying: peo-
ple were dead.  

“How many?” 
“Don’t know for sure, a couple in Ostia.  A minor stringer for the 

Winds of Jihad and his wife were burned up in a car in their drive-
way.  Also there was a pawnbroker and his wife, who was the sister 
of the guy cooked in the car.  They were shot in their apartment, just 
about the time that their pawnshop a few blocks away blew up.  
Damn thing took out almost a whole city block.  They still haven’t 
sorted out all the bodies from that mess, so there may be a few more 
of our buddies in the rubble.” 

“A family matter?” 
“I don’t know.  I doubt it.  Too professional.  Also, the police 

found two street kids murdered, both Libyan.  Still don’t know if 
there’s any relationship to the other shit.  Could be a drug deal gone 
bad.  They’re all buying and selling these days.  There might be a tie-
in, I really don’t know.” 

“Find out.” 
“Yes, sir.”  DeMattei knew better than to ask how or why; that 

was his boss’s line.   
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“And get your people on top of the other Arab groups.  I want to 
know if anything is happening we should know about.” 

“What am I looking for?” 
“Any kind of movement in the ranks or increased activity, any 

more subscriptions cancelled—that kind of thing.”  Arieh Azeez 
looked around the room at the men listening intently to the conversa-
tion.  “I’m sending Birnbaum and....and Leibowitz over to help you 
out.  Birnbaum will fill you in on the reason for the flap.” 

“I don’t really need—” 
“They’ll be on the next shuttle to Rome.” 
“I think I can handle this my—” 
Azeez continued to ignore his subordinate’s protests.  “Make 

sure you keep your satellite communications link manned.  I want to 
know if anything—anything—goes down; and I’m not talking about 
your next plate of pasta, Rueven.  Stay on top of this.” 

“Yes, sir.” 
As soon as Azeez disconnected his call to Rome the phone 

buzzed again.  Leibowitz announced that Hannan Shakked was on a 
scrambled radiotelephone satellite link from Triploli, Libya. 

“Hannan, what’s happening down there?”  Azeez asked. 
“How did you know something was going on?”  Hannan 

Shakked’s voice had a slight echo to it, but not enough to disguise his 
amazement at his boss’s perception.  

“I know everything,” Azeez said enigmatically.  “What’s going 
on?” 

“The ants are all stirred up about something.” 
Azeez took a guess.  “Does it have anything to do with that 

Winds of Jihad group?” 
“Yeah.  How did...?  Yeah.”  Shakked knew better than to ques-

tion his superior’s sources.  “They’ve been running in and out of 
Ghaddafi’s tent all morning.” 

The men in the conference room were well aware that Muammar 
al-Ghaddafi operated out of normal business offices, and had proba-
bly not seen the inside of a tent since he was camping as a child.   

Ghaddafi may not have used a tent, but his nomad sense of con-
stant paranoia, and very real fear of assassination, kept him on the 
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move.  He seldom spent more than one night or day in the same 
place.  This made it doubly difficult for the Mossad, or any other intel-
ligence service, to keep the man they considered the father of modern 
terrorism under observation.  But Hannan Shakked and his small 
team had managed to do it for two years, losing the good Colonel in 
the dust of his movements only twice in all of that time. 

Shakked prided himself on telling his commander in Jerusalem 
that Muammar al-Ghaddafi couldn’t take a healthy shit without the 
Mossad knowing how long and what color the turds were. 

“Keep a close eye on them, Hannan,” Azeez continued.  “And see 
if you can figure out what they’re up to without compromising your 
operation.  This one is important.  Keep me informed.” 

“You got it.” 
“Don’t forget I want to know everything, especially if Ghaddafi 

makes any efforts to contact other world leaders—especially anyone 
in Rome.” 

As Arieh Azeez hung up, Yossi Birnbaum, still somewhat sur-
prised at his assignment to DeMattei’s operation in Rome, pointed to 
the paperwork in front of him and said: “I think we know exactly 
what they’re all riled up about.  And things aren’t going to be much 
different here in Jerusalem when this gets to the top.”  Birnbaum indi-
cated the direction of the small hill on the other side of the ancient 
city, where the Knesset met, the country’s governing body. 

“Thank you for the astute political prognosis, Birnbaum,” Azeez 
growled.  “I’m quite sure we appreciate your complete grasp of the 
situation.  But what the hell are you doing still standing there with a 
finger up your ass?  Why aren’t you and Leibowitz in Rome?” 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
 
 

 
artin Donohue thought Daniela Lucchesi at the door of his 
hospital room was the most wonderful sight he had ever 

seen. 
If all of the angels from all of the churches in Rome were melded 

into one beautiful seraph, come to rescue him from his misery, it 
could not be more magnificent than the creature, who stood at the en-
trance to his hell, holding her car keys. 

“Looks like your chauffeur is here,” Dr. Willie Dean Douglas said 
with a smile of appreciation on his Texas panhandle.  Standing beside 
Martin’s bed, he added softly, “forget what I said about learnin’ the 
lingo, buddy.  You’re doin’ well enough without it.” 

“It’s not what you think—” Martin began. 
“Uh-huh, yeah, sure.  Sell it somewhere else, fella, I see the look 

in her eye,” the Texan grinned wickedly. 
Martin saw Daniela’s worried expression as she entered the 

room.  It gave him a lump in his throat to think that he was the cause 
of her anxiety. 

 
 

 
It hadn’t taken long for them to start calling each other, “Marty,” and  
“Dani.”   

“You Americans!”  Daniela had said, as she helped him sort 
through a new portfolio of miscellaneous documents.  “You can never 

M
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leave well enough alone.  You have to change everything to make it 
quick and easy—even names.  What is wrong with my name: 
Daniela?”  The word rolled off her tongue, Dah-nyell-ah.  “My 
mother, God rest her blessed soul, worked very hard for nine months 
of pregnancy and twenty hours of labor for the privilege of picking a 
special name for me.  She even had to fight with my father who 
wanted to call me Matilde.  But Mother insisted that I be named after 
my great-great grandmother, Daniela.” 

“It’s a lovely name,” Martin agreed. 
“And look what you have done: You cut it in half.” 
“Okay, I’ll call you Daniela.” 
“No.  It’s okay, I like Dani; it’s cute.” 
Martin had been tempted to reply, “and you’re just as cute as 

your name,” until he realized it would be flirting, an unfamiliar art.  
But it felt good, and he’d almost said it.   

When he analyzed the short rejoinder at the tip of his tongue, 
Martin concluded that it wasn’t quite accurate anyway.  Dani wasn’t 
cute, not in the way a poutty-faced teen cheerleader might be called 
cute.  No, Daniela Lucchesi, by any name, was heart-stopping gor-
geous! 

As soon as he admitted that to himself, Martin began to feel terri-
bly uncomfortable. 

Because of the Archive’s restrictions pertaining to the material 
Daniela retrieved for him, Martin was isolated in one of the enclosed 
booths.  Admittedly, it was the largest of six, but sometimes, in the 
cubicle, the warmth came from her body with the sweet scent of rose 
water and fresh soap.  The air was permeated with suppressed long-
ings Martin thought he had left behind in his teens.  It was extremely 
difficult to concentrate. 

Martin didn’t think this was one of the distractions that his Uncle 
Bob had in mind when he offered to sponsor his nephew’s trip to 
Rome.  But then, perhaps, it was.  After all, he would have to learn to 
live in the world around him.  You may not, he told himself, be of the 
world, but you most certainly must learn how to survive within it.   

Yet, it was completely impossible to turn off that which made 
him human.  Sometimes at night, with the scent of Daniela still linger-
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ing on his sleeve, where she’d laid a hand to explain a point or gain 
his attention to some fine particular of translation in an interesting 
document, Martin realized that, in choosing to become a priest, he 
had picked a very lonely profession. 

  Intentionally, Martin had neglected to mention to Daniela 
about his pursuit of Holy Orders and the proximity of his ordination 
to the priesthood.  In a city already filled with “black birds” he would 
be only another beginner, climbing the ecclesiastical ladder.  He had 
had no intentions of deceiving her, but for the first time in his life, he 
enjoyed being just an average guy.   

Besides, why bring his religious aspirations into the open and 
make her feel awkward with him?  Instinctively, Martin knew that if 
he told Daniela he was a seminarian, her attitude toward him would 
change, and she would become distant and perfunctory in their asso-
ciation.  That was the way many “civilians” acted toward the reli-
gious. 

  This belief was confirmed one day when he tested the water, 
and asked her what she thought of the Church.   

“It is there,” Dani said simply.   
“What do you mean,  it’s there?”   
“It is there,” she pointed vaguely off in the distance, “and I am 

here.” 
“And ne’er the twain shall meet, eh?” 
“Si, hai ragione!  You are right.”  Daniela made a sharp chopping 

motion with the edge of her hand to emphasize her separation from 
all religious affiliation. 

Martin decided to keep his personal circumstances to himself, at 
least for now.  He enjoyed their conversations, unrestrained from in-
hibition and free of religious intimidation.  It was refreshing to speak 
freely and exchange opinions without preconceived notions. 

And, to be perfectly honest, he was enjoying the unaccustomed 
flirting—both hers and his own. 

 
 

************* 
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“Marty, Marty!”  Daniela rushed to the side of his bed.  She grabbed 
his hand and began to rub it between her own. 

“Hi, Dani.  God, I’m glad you could come and bail me out of this 
prison.”  Martin looked at the American Doctor and said with a grim-
ace, “Doctor Jekyll, here, was going to keep me strapped to the bed 
until the next full moon or something.” 

“I am sure,” Daniela said, “that the good dottore was only looking 
out for your own welfare.” 

“The good dottore,” Martin countered, “is just looking for some-
one who speaks English.  He’s an expatriate, and so lonely for the 
language that he’s willing to kidnap unwary countrymen.” 

“Ah, I can understand that,” Daniela said, looking at the tall 
Texan, who stood nearby watching this exchange with a bemused ex-
pression.  “When I spent the year at Harvard, I longed to speak my 
own tongue to someone other than a mirror.  It is a very special hun-
ger, which I can appreciate.” 

The doctor was the recipient of one of the most beatific smiles to 
ever grace a hospital room, and immediately held out his hand to the 
girl.  “Dr. Willie Dean Douglas, at your service, Ma’am.”  Dr. Douglas 
nodded his head with a small bow and shook Daniela’s hand with all 
the vigor of a farmer churning butter. 

The girl looked rapidly back and forth between the two men with 
a small puzzled grin.  “What is this business about Doctor Jekyll?” 

“It was a small joke,” Martin said. 
“Ah, yes, Martin and his umore povero.  I have never heard such 

poor jokes.  He has quite a sense of humor, does he not, dottore?” 
“Well, Ma’am, I can’t say as he’s been laughing up a storm in 

here, what with that crack on his bean and all.  Sorta took the wind 
out of his sails, you might say.” 

“Might I say what?” 
Oh God, Martin thought, she was going to take one of her seman-

tic side trips again.  “Dani, can we go, please?  I’m really tired, and it 
still hurts like hell.  Torquemada here wouldn’t let me sleep a wink all 
night.” 

“Can’t.”  Dr. Douglas shook his head.  “Need to have the patient 
awake and alert.  Make sure there are no complications.  Little hard 
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telling the difference between sleep and a shallow coma.”  He turned 
toward Daniela.  “Would have had to keep waking the little bugger 
up to see if he was dying or not.” 

“So,” Daniela said with an understanding smile, “the good dottore 
has graduated from Mr. Robert Lewis Stevenson’s experimentations 
to the Grand Inquisitor, Torquemada.  He must like you very much.” 

Willie Dean Douglas threw back his head with a mighty guffaw.  
“Yeah, I guess you can say we’re simpatico.  Your boyfriend’s all 
right—for an Americano.”  

“Now can we go?”  Martin said in exasperation, as the other two 
seemed prepared to make a vaudeville career out of their discussion 
about him.  

Daniela looked at the Texan, “Si, dottore?” 
“Yeah, he can go.  Just need him to stop by the front desk on the 

way out and sign the release forms.” 
“Thank God,” Martin said, grinning with relief as he carefully sat 

up and swung his legs over the side of the bed.  Immediately, he felt 
dizzy and a wave of nausea moved up from his stomach to lodge in 
his throat, while his head radiated a pulsing-pounding ache in his 
temples.   

He must have blanched white as the sheets, because he could ac-
tually feel the blood drain from his face.  But he continued smiling.  
He didn’t want his release delayed or canceled. 

“Hold on there,” Dr. Douglas said.  He left, only to return a mo-
ment later, pushing a wheelchair.  “Hospital policy.  We don’t want 
you falling over on your way out; you may break something.” 

“I’ve got strong bones,” Martin tried to quip, “I won’t break any-
thing.” 

“I wasn’t concerned about your bones, son.  It was the hospital 
floor that had me worried.” 

“Hah-hah,” Martin said without enthusiasm, as he slipped into 
the wheelchair.  Again he fought the same feeling of vertigo and ris-
ing bile.  He thought it would have passed by now, but evidently this 
was going to take a bit of time.  Martin was not used to being dis-
abled. 
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The doctor watched him warily.  “Traumas to the head can be 
tricky,” he said, wagging a finger in Martin’s face.  “And you have to 
be very careful.  You need to have close supervision and a lotta care to 
insure no complications.” 

“Good grief,” Martin complained.  “It happened over twelve 
hours ago.  I’ll be all right.” 

“I’ll take care of him,” Daniela said seriously. 
Dr. Douglas looked at his patient, and then to the girl behind the 

wheelchair.  “I’m sure you will, dear.” 
“Come on,” Martin urged, not wishing to spend any more time in 

the hospital than he already had.  He held out his hand.  “Doctor, it 
has been a genuine pleasure sharing the contours of my scalp with 
you, but if I lay around here any longer, I’m going to go stark raving 
mad.” 

“Short trip I’m sure.  It’s been nice, Martin.  Can’t say I’m happy 
to see you go, since I’ll have to put the mother tongue back into 
mothballs; but as they said at the Alamo, ‘that’s the way the cookie 
crumbles.’  Tell you what—” Dr. Douglas took a piece of paper out of 
his pocket, wrote a moment, and handed it to Martin—”here’s my 
home phone and address.  If you don’t find me here at the hospital, 
ministering to broken-headed Irishmen, I’ll be home.  Give me a call 
sometime and maybe we can get together.”  

The Texan looked from Martin to Daniela, and back to Martin 
again.  “I’ll have Mamalina toss together a big pot of pasta and pollo a 
la cacciatore; and we’ll see if we can get a little meat on both your 
bones.” 

“Hey, that’s swell, I’d like that.”  Martin said.  
“I would too,” Daniela echoed sincerely. 
Martin turned and spoke over his shoulder to Daniela, “Okay.  

Time to go.  Lead on McDuff.” 
Daniela was puzzled again.  “McDuff?” 
The doctor laughed.  “Another poor literary allusion, my dear.  

Ignore the lad and get him gone, or if he prefers Shakespeare: ‘stand 
not upon the order of your going, but go at once.’“ 

In the car Daniela helped Martin fasten his seat belt and noted 
that his eyes were tightly shut.  “Does it hurt?” 
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“Like you wouldn’t believe.” 
“I shall take you to my place where I can watch over you as il dot-

tore said.” 
“No, I’d better go to my own pensione.”   
“You should not be alone.” 
“I’ll be all right.” 
They sat in the car and argued, but when Daniela saw that Martin 

was adamant, even in his discomfort, she finally gave in and began to 
fight her way through Rome’s morning traffic. 

 
 
 

Martin’s college courses in German had stood him in good stead, as 
many of the document and correspondence were in that language, but 
sometimes, try as he might, he was required to ask for Daniela’s assis-
tance with the Italian. 

There were long stretches when he told her she could leave him 
on his own, as he would only be transcribing notes and selected texts 
into his lap-top computer; but there were many others when he 
needed her for translations.  He had also come to respect her opinions 
regarding certain documents and communications, which frequently 
seemed to be jumbled out of chronological order and disorganized. 

Daniela admitted that much of what they were reviewing was 
still not properly catalogued and sorted.  A few years previous, when 
she was still in high school and working summers in the Archives, the 
Vatican had undertaken a major project to microfilm most of its 
documents.  Unfortunately, the clerical mentality of the temporary 
help operating the microfilm machines had little aptitude for keeping 
things neat and organized.  Much of the material had to be resorted 
and Daniela’s help was invaluable in determining chronological or-
der. 

Working in close proximity, it was natural for Martin and Dani to 
talk of many things other than the boxes and portfolios she brought to 
him each day. 

Martin continued to be distracted by her presence in the small 
booth, and was disconcerted at the way she could turn the conversa-
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tion toward personal matters rather than the material at hand as the 
hours grew longer. 

Dani didn’t mind discussing her life, whereas Martin begrudged 
her only a little information about his own, leaving her with the im-
pression that he was just a graduate student—with a well-connected 
uncle—working on his Masters, headed toward a teaching credential 
in history.  He continued to neglect mentioning his years of seminary 
seclusion. 

Dani was an open book.  She had graduated recently from the 
law program at the University of Bologna (only the best), had spent a 
year of post-graduate work at Harvard (loved McDonalds, hated Bur-
ger King), was now waiting to take her bar exam (studying very, very 
hard), had had two serious boy friends (both gone on to other rela-
tionships), worshipped an only brother, Bruno (most handsome and 
much older), owned an apartment of her own (trust fund left by her 
mother), and hadn’t spoken to her father (the inventor of nepotism) in 
two years. 

It was difficult, Martin had said, to understand how Dani could 
ignore her father, especially since he had lost his at such an early age. 

Oh no, Daniela said, she didn’t ignore him.  She and her father 
were at odds, both philosophically and morally, and she didn’t think 
there would be a reconcilement in the near future.  

Vittorio Lucchesi, Daniela’s father, was the head of one of Rome’s 
oldest and most prestigious law firms.  The family could trace its line-
age back to the 1300’s, and the law firm to 1832. 

There was a lot of blood and pride in the Lucchesi family—and in 
the law firm with which that family was now synonymous.   

It was natural, was it not, for a father to want his daughter—who 
was studying the law—to become part of the firm? 

Of course it was. 
But Daniela Lucchesi, with a desire for independence and the 

strength of her convictions that she could succeed on her own merits 
rather than the patronage of her family, declined her father’s offer of a 
clerking position when she was in her second year at university. 
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Dani said that she would prefer, even in the part time summer 
months to continue to work at her post in the Vatican Archives until 
she passed the bar exam. 

As to her legal career, she would apply, like any other graduate 
student, to many of the law firms in Rome.  She wanted to be ac-
cepted and hired for what she knew and for her own abilities, rather 
than the family’s name. 

Unfortunately, the stubborn blood of centuries, which flowed 
through Vittorio Lucchesi’s veins contained the same iron fibers of 
intractable resolution as his daughter’s, and rather than congratulate 
her for her independence and initiative, he criticized her for her lack 
of foresight and maturity. 

Daniela watched Martin’s reaction to this recitation of family dif-
ficulties, and just when it seemed that he had accepted it at face value, 
she said: “No.  That is not the whole story.” 

“What do you mean?”  Martin was curious 
“I am almost too ashamed to say.” 
What Daniela said next surprised him. 
“My father is avoccato di Mafiosi.  He is a lawyer for the Mafia.  

Many of his clients are rich Mafiosi.” 
The only thing Martin could relate to were The Godfather movies 

and a few crime reports from New York.  Other than that, the Mafia 
was an almost mythic organization he never expected to hear men-
tioned in a normal conversation. 

“For years I was naive,” Daniela continued, “until I found out 
that Father has always done legal work for the Mafia. 

 “But I thought those guys were all Sicilians or mobsters in New 
York and Chicago?” 

“The Sicilian Mafia are common bandits.  They never properly 
organized, and there is not much money in Sicily.  Maybe a little in 
Palermo.  Without money there can be no power.  The money is in 
Rome, and to the north—Turin, Florence, Genoa.  That is where the 
Mafia went from Sicily.  And then to the United States, also.  Wher-
ever the Mafia goes, they need lawyers.  I am ashamed to say that my 
father is one of these lawyers.  Probably the best,” she added with re-
gretful pride. 
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“What about your brother?  You said he works for your father.” 
“Yes, but Bruno will have nothing to do with the Mafiosi.  He 

does only corporate law and much work for the Vatican.  Bruno will 
wait until our father dies, and then, when he takes over the firm; he 
will get rid of the schifosi—the crooks. 

Daniela now had her own apartment on Via Toscana, within walk-
ing distance of the Villa Borghese, and hadn’t seen or talked to her fa-
ther in over three years. 

 
 
 

Martin thought he was going to throw up.  He didn’t know if it was 
caused by the roiling bile of an upset empty stomach, the blood 
pounding in his head from the short climb up the stairs, or what he 
saw before him. 

The nausea was overwhelming, and it seemed that vomiting or 
crying were the only two options available. 

He did neither. 
When they arrived at Pensione Piave, Martin had to ask the conci-

erge for a key, as his, like the rest of his valuables, was gone. 
He had to wait, leaning on Daniela, while the old woman com-

miserated with his misfortune and rummaged through a cluttered 
drawer for the duplicate key to his room. 

In his apartment at the top of the stairs, they were greeted by a 
chaos, which made him wonder if a seven hundred pound gorilla had 
torn the place apart. 

In the small living room, the sofa and easy chair had been disem-
boweled, their stuffing unceremoniously thrown across the floor. 

      Pictures had been taken apart, the edges of the carpet, pulled 
back to expose the hard wood floors underneath.  Even the cinders 
from the fireplace had been swept out of their niche and lay like a fine 
dark dust on the hearth in front of it. 

Every cupboard and drawer in the kitchen was open, utensils on 
the floor, plates broken, boxes and bags of cereal, and pasta dumped 
on the once clean linoleum.  Someone had left the refrigerator open 
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and ice melted into wilting vegetables; the smell of rapidly souring 
milk drifted into the room. 

The mattress and chairs in the bedroom suffered identical fates as 
the furniture in the living room, while his clothes, whether dumped 
from dresser drawers or pulled from the wardrobe, lay scattered and 
torn in disheveled heaps on the floor. 

“Well, Marty,” Daniela said, observing the scene, “I remember 
some good ones at Harvard, but I do not think I was ever invited to a 
party like this.  I am sorry I missed it.” 

“So am I,” Martin winced, his dismay and anger beginning to 
overcome his nausea. 

“What happened?” she asked. 
“I guess,” He ventured, “that whoever slapped me up side the 

head last night probably found my key and address in the briefcase, 
and decided to see what else they could find.” 

Daniela shook her head.  “ I do not think so, Marty.  Look at the 
chairs, the sofa, and your bed.  Someone was looking for something.  
They wanted something.  I wonder if they found it?” 

I don’t think so, Martin thought with a sudden chill that made his 
stomach pains and headache pale.  Someone had found the informa-
tion he’d left on his computer, and now they wanted the documented 
proof—and probably his silence.  

“I think,” Daniela said, nodding her head at the mess, “you had 
better stay at my place until you feel better.” 

“Yes,” Martin said, his legs weak with new concern. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
 
 
 

rieh Azeez let DeMattei talk without interrupting.  The sat-
ellite uplink was crystal-clear. 
 “You were right, the sand jockeys are up to something,” Rueven 

DeMattei affirmed from Rome.  “I’ve been watching some guy named 
Al-Brouhim over near the Monte Palatino area.  He’s one of those nasty 
little insects, who probably crawls into a pile of shit to sleep every 
night because it’s warm and reminds him of the smell the first time he 
fucked his sister.” 

Azeez tried to control himself; self-control was never one of his 
greatest virtues.  But patience with field operatives was important.  
He sympathized with them, having to be separated from their coun-
try and family.  It must be a relief just to speak Hebrew or Yiddish 
rather than Italian.   

“Anyway, as best as I can understand it,” DeMattei continued, 
“this slime-ball, Al-Brouhim, orchestrated that little bit of chaos last 
night.  You know, where the guy and his wife got barbecued out in 
Ostia; also the murder of the pawnshop owner, and that explosion 
over near the Piazza Della Cinque Giornate, where someone took out 
half of the Via della Milizie along with the pawnshop.” 

Azeez had no idea of the geography involved, but DeMattei had 
been in Rome for six years and his knowledge of the city was impec-
cable. 

“Then, ol’ Alibaba took a couple of his guys into some small pen-
sione on Via Piave early this morning and tossed the place.  Gave it a 

A
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real good rousting.  But as best as I can determine, they came out 
empty-handed.” 

“Who’s Alibaba?”  Azeez asked. 
DeMattei laughed, “That’s my little pet name for our buddy, 

Alim Al-Brouhim.  I’ve given all these shmucks code names, and his is 
Alibaba because he’s got about forty thieves willing to work for him.” 

“Whose place did they search?” 
“Some tourist from the States.  Guy by the name of Donohue—

Martin Donohue.  I think he’s some kind of student.  It all sort of ties 
in, the search of his premises and all.” 

Ties in?” 
“You remember me telling you, when you first contacted me this 

morning, that there were a couple of Arab kids wasted last night 
along with the other carnage?” 

“I remember.”  Azeez never forgot a detail. 
“It seems those two little scum-suckers were pretty street-wise.  

There was a boy about fifteen and his younger sister.  They had a real 
nice little scam going.  How they’d work it is, the sister would hit up 
some male tourist for a handout.  If he weren’t too eager to fork over a 
few thousand lire for free, the kid would try to sell him a little pussy.  
She’d distract the mark by lifting her dress and showing him her little 
push-push, and while the poor pisher is inspecting the merchandise 
with his eyes bugging out of his head, her brother comes around from 
behind and bing-ba-da-bing!  One right behind the ear.  And then 
they really take the poor shmuck to the cleaners.” 

“You think this is what happened to the tourist?” 
“Oh yeah, no doubt.” 
“So, what’s it got to do with our problem?”  Azeez asked pa-

tiently. 
“I’m coming to that.  The kids roll the shlump and lift everything 

he’s got except the fillings from his teeth and the labels in his shorts.  
Last night, they hit all the regular black market spots and unload his 
credit cards, watch and whatever is easy to get rid of.  But evidently 
they’ve got this little computer the guy had in his briefcase.  They’re a 
little too greedy to dump the computer with a street fence, ‘cause they 
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figure they can milk the machine for more than the few thousand lire 
that the ladroni on the street are willing to offer.” 

“What’s the point to the story?”  Arieh Azeez asked, looking at 
his watch.  There was a limit to patience, and he was beginning to 
reach his. 

“The kids probably took it to a pawnshop.” 
“The one that was blown up,” Azeez preempted his agent’s ram-

bling. 
“Yep.” 
“How do you know?”  Conjecture was wonderful, but facts were 

more important. 
“Are you ready for this?  The Arab who owns—uh, make that, 

owned—the pawnshop was the second or third cousin of the dead 
kids’ father.” 

“You sure?” 
“Uh-huh.  Verified.  But it stands to reason; those towel heads are 

all sleeping together.  They’re all related somehow.  I’m even sur-
prised more of them aren’t born with humps on their backs and the 
faces of camels.” 

“You think the kids tried to pawn the computer with their fa-
ther’s cousin.”  It was a statement, not a question. 

“Uh-huh; and then, somehow, the pawnshop owner’s brother-in-
law got involved in the deal.  He’s the guy out in Ostia who got 
scorched in his car with his wife.” 

“He bought the computer from the pawnshop?” 
“Who knows?  The timing is pretty tight; that laptop would have 

to be moving faster than shit through a goose, but his place out in 
Ostia was tossed too.  One of his neighbors complained about the 
noise.  Also says the world’s newest charcoal briquette was really into 
computers; even had one.  Used to brag about being on the Internet, 
and that he could talk all over the world.” 

“That means a modem,” Azeez concluded. 
“Yeah, I guess—” 
“Which means he could send data to Libya.”  Azeez thought of 

the intercepted transmission from the previous night.   
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“And evidently they didn’t like what he had to say, so they 
eliminated him?”  DeMattei suggested. 

“...  Or they liked it so much,” Azeez conjectured, “that they made 
sure he couldn’t share it with someone else.  You know how some of 
these small time operators are; they play both ends against the middle 
for a few extra shekels.” 

“Good possibility,” DeMattei agreed from Rome. 
“Listen Rueven; I want you on top of every Libyan you think 

might be connected.  Stay as close as possible—” 
“Like sauce on spaghetti.” 
“—And see if you can learn a little more about that American 

who seems to be of interest to our Arab friends.” 
“Okay.” 
“And when Leibowitz and Birnbaum get there, don’t let them 

turn into goddamn tourists.  This is all business, got that?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Have Leibowitz set up an open skylink with the French satellite.  

You know the drill, double scramble on both ends.  But I want imme-
diate open communications—at all times.”   

“You got it.”  It was surprising how succinct and to the point 
Rueven DeMattei could be when he knuckled down to the specific 
assignment. 

“I’ve got a feeling about this one,” Arieh Azeez said, without re-
vealing the information the Mossad had already gleaned from the 
early morning satellite transmission from Ostia to Libya. 

“A big one?” 
“Possibly.  There’s a little too much activity for a run-of-the-mill 

operation.” 
“You can count on us here in Rome.” 
“I know.  But listen, Rueven, do me a favor: Even if you’ve got to 

walk around Rome with your nose up some Arab’s ass, find that 
American, Donohue.  I got a gut feeling he’s the key to this whole 
thing, and we’d better have him where we can reach out and grab his 
butt if this thing goes down heavy.” 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
 
 

 
naware that he was the subject of a number of conversa-
tions in countries that ringed the Mediterranean, Martin 

Donohue was well-tucked into Daniela Lucchesi’s bed. 
Her apartment had surprised him.  Expecting the frills and 

flounces of Ann Margaret’s bedroom in Bye Birdie.  What did he know 
about young women’s bedrooms?  He discovered instead, a decor of 
subdued strength with modern furnishings, highlighted by glass and 
chrome. 

The spacious suite of rooms on Via Toscana was at the top of a 
converted four-story ex-pensione.  Martin thought it was much like the 
condo conversions in parts of Boston. 

The single bedroom and the living room were the two largest, 
with a formal dining room between the living room and the kitchen, 
where modern appliances glistened in burnished stainless steel. 

Everything, from the crystal chandelier over the chestnut wood 
dining room table, to the rest of the furniture, draperies and modern 
artwork, were tasteful, sensible and dignified.   

The simple suitcase containing what few clothes Martin salvaged 
from the vandalism of his rooms on Via Piave looked distinctly out of 
place in the middle of the living room floor.   

And Martin felt much the same standing beside it.  He was still 
bewildered, as Daniela went to turn on the lights and the air-
conditioning. 

“I must work, and you must sleep,” Dani said, pointing toward 
the bedroom. 

U 
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“Uh-huh.”  Martin didn’t know what else to say.  His head hurt 
and he was still confused about the condition of his apartment. 

“Are you hungry?”  Dani asked. 
“No, I don’t think I could hold anything down right now.  A 

couple of aspirin and your couch are exactly what the doctor or-
dered.” 

“Il dottore said nothing about aspirin and couches.  If the stomach 
is upset, you may have Tylenol, and if you need dormire, you sleep in 
a bed.”  Even now, in these dire circumstances, Daniela continued to 
throw simple little Italian words at him, to encourage his education in 
the language. 

As exhausted as he was from both the lack of sleep and his all-
night battle with pain, Martin was still too self-conscious to consider 
using Dani’s bed.   

“The couch is okay.  I just need a place to lay down, and right 
now the floor even looks good to me.”  That wasn’t quite the truth. 

“No, the floor is out of the question.”  She took him seriously.  
“The bed is the proper place to sleep.  Venga— come.” 

Martin allowed himself to be led into the bedroom, where he 
stood like a zombie at the foot of the bed, while she went to a cup-
board and took out fresh towels and washcloths. 

The bed seemed to be Dani’s only concession to femininity.  It 
was a large nosegay of floral chintz, which brightened everything 
around it as the late morning light spilled across the room from a 
decorative stained-glass window of trees, clouds and singing birds. 

“Well, are you going to sleep standing up like a...a cicogna—a 
stork?  Can you do it on one leg?”  Dani asked, a small smile playing 
around the corners of her mouth.  “Take off your clothes and get in 
the bed.” 

“Uh...maybe....uh...”  Martin didn’t know how to tell her that he 
wasn’t ready to strip while she stood patiently waiting to tuck him in.  
This was an incredibly awkward situation for which no amount of 
priestly training could prepare him, he thought. 

“Maybe, I...I could take a shower first.”  With tired longing Mar-
tin eyed the bed, which he was sure would be as soft and comfortable 
as it looked.  He didn’t want to desecrate it with his unwashed body, 
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no matter how weary he was.  He also was grasping at any delaying 
tactic to gain some privacy and undress. 

“Next year,” Dani said. 
Perhaps her command of the language wasn’t as good as he 

thought.  “Next year?  I don’t think I can wait a year to bathe.” 
“No, I mean, next year I will install a shower.  I have been re-

modeling the apartamento ever since I purchased it, a little bit at a 
time.  This year I did the dining room, last, it was the kitchen, and 
next, it will be the lavatorio, and that is when I will put in the shower.  
I learned to like showers in America.  For now there is only the 
vasca—the bathtub.” 

Daniela walked over to the door and opened it onto an old-
fashioned bathroom with small mosaic tiles on the floor and walls.  
The toilet was a gravity feed device with the tank affixed to the wall 
above the commode.  The vasca was a museum piece of classic design, 
an all-porcelain affair that sat high up off the ground on curled claws.  
It was big enough to float a battle ship, Martin thought. 

Immediately, Dani began to twist knobs and pour soap and oils 
into the foaming water.  Steam wafted into the air, and Martin knew 
the source of the delightful perfumes, which so often assailed his soli-
tude. 

“Fa bravo!”  Daniela said with an arm stretched out in invitation 
toward the rumbling Niagara. 

Self-conscious, Martin stepped into the moist warmth of the tile 
room.  “Uh...why don’t you go on to work, Dani.  I can take care of 
this.”  He indicated the rapidly filling tub. 

“You might fall down.” 
“Haven’t yet.  I’m not going to start now.” 
“Ah, but there is always the first time, is there not?”  She said 

with a wink. 
“Today won’t be it.” 
“Io aspetto—I’ll wait.  Are you embarrassed?” 
Martin shrugged. 
“You haven’t got anything I haven’t seen before, Americano.”  

Dani laughed and stepped out of the bathroom. 



The Luxembourg Amendment 

98 

Sheepishly, Martin closed the door.  One step at a time, he 
thought.  Maybe, if he soaked in the tub long enough, she would be 
gone by the time he was done, and it would save him all kinds of 
awkwardness. 

A half-hour later, Martin woke to Dani’s voice at the door; he had 
been dozing, lying up to his neck in tepid water. 

“Marty, are you all right?” 
Martin panicked that she might come in and see him naked in the 

tub.  He couldn’t recall a lock on the door of the bathroom.   
“Uh...I’m fine, Dani.  Everything’s okay,” he hastened to reassure 

her.  “I’m just soaking out the aches and pains.  Why don’t you go on 
to work?  I’ll be okay; honestly, I will.” 

“Io aspetto.” 
God, she was stubborn, he thought.  But then, based on what 

Daniela had said about her relationship with her father, he already 
knew that, didn’t he?  He couldn’t sit there until he turned into a 
complete prune.  

But Martin need not have worried.  When he poked his head out 
of the bathroom, one towel wrapped around his waist and another 
over his shoulders like a cape, he discovered that the bedroom was 
empty.  

With more alacrity than he thought himself capable, Martin was 
across the room, slipped in between the sheets, and the towels pulled 
out from under the covers before she could return. 

And not a moment too soon, as Dani came in with a large tray. 
“At Harvard they said it is Jewish penicillin.”  She smiled. 
“Chicken soup,” Martin translated. 
“That’s right.  A little something for the stomach.  You must be 

almost hungry to being dead.” 
Starved to death, he thought.  The charm of the way Dani occa-

sionally phrased her English, awkward, but bravely skirting more 
simple expressions, brought a smile to Martin’s lips. 

“The head of the nail!”  He exclaimed, imitating her accent.  “I’m 
famished.  That bath woke up my appetite.” 

Carefully, Dani placed the tray on the bed and fluffed the pillows 
behind him. 
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Martin was uncovered from the waist, and felt himself blush at 
the exposure.  Hopefully, Daniela would attribute his ruddy complex-
ion to the effect of the hot water from the bath, and would think noth-
ing further about his state of undress.  After all, she’d made it clear 
that her two previous boy friends were not platonic relationships.  But 
then, he had never been half-naked in front of a woman before. 

It didn’t take much to forget his discomfort.  The mildly spiced 
chicken soup with rice and small pieces of vegetables disappeared as 
fast as the crackers and warm tea with it. 

While Martin ate, Daniela sat on the corner of the bed.  
“Who do you think did that to your room?” she asked. 
“Probably the guys that rolled me.” 
“What were they looking for, Marty?” 
“Just money, more valuables.” 
“Do you really think so?” 
He shrugged and hid the possibility of another lie in a mouthful 

of food. 
“Are you a famous American, Marty?” 
He almost spluttered his food as he laughed.  “Not hardly.  I’m 

about as unknown as can be, ordinary as cement.” 
“Well, I just thought, with your uncle being an Archbishop, that 

perhaps—” 
“No,” Martin shook his head; “there are almost as many 

Archbishops as fleas on a dog—and none of them are that important; 
and certainly not their relatives.” 

“They were after something,” Daniela persisted. 
“Everybody thinks that Americans are loaded.  I don’t doubt 

that’s what it was: someone looking for money.” 
Why was he lying to her?  He knew damn well what they were 

looking for.  Somehow they must have gotten into the computer and 
that had wetted their appetite for more information.  They were look-
ing for the original documentation. 

Why didn’t he just tell her?  How much longer would he be able 
to keep this to himself?” 

But would it be fair?  Could he burden her with the secret he’d 
discovered in the Archives?  And if he did, what then? 
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“I’ll take a nap,” Martin said, changing the subject, “and then I 
should be right as rain.” 

“How right is the rain?” 
Damnit, there she goes again.  “It’s a phrase—a cliché.  It has 

nothing to do with rain.  It means everything will be okay.”  He al-
most said, “hunky-dory,” but caught himself just in time.  “All I need 
is a little sleep, and then I’ll take a taxi over to my place and clean up 
that mess.” 

“You should stay here for a while.” 
Martin tried to stifle a yawn.  “That’s really very nice of you, 

Dani—” The pillow felt so soft.  “—But I should—” The sheets were 
so fresh and crisp.  “—really go back—” The comforter was so warm 
“—to my own—” 

Martin couldn’t find the energy to finish the conversation.  He 
didn’t feel her lift the tray from his lap, or even sense the sheet and 
blanket Dani tucked around his chin as she helped him settle down 
into the large puffy pillows. 

Nor was he aware of the soft warm kiss she placed gently on his 
forehead. 

Sometime in the middle of the night, many hours later, Martin 
awoke to feel Dani’s warm body beside him.   

Drifting on the fringes of exhausted consciousness, Martin re-
called his nakedness.  For a fleeting moment, he wondered about the 
girl next to him.  But he was too tired to think or consider anything 
but the warmth beneath the blankets and more sleep. 
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olonel Muammar al-Ghaddafi had been the leader and 
most powerful man in Libya since 1969.   

 Muammar al-Ghaddafi had also been a Colonel since 1969.  He 
thought of himself as a humble man, and since he could choose to be 
any rank he wished, he decided that the title of Colonel of the Peoples 
Revolutionary Army would be more than enough. 

 It was.  Generals and Prime ministers reported to him. 
The Colonel was effusive with his praise, and the man sitting 

across the table from him in the small, borrowed army office found it 
most difficult to maintain his professional dignity and not break out 
into an appreciative smile.  Surely, as the commandant of the Winds 
of Jihad, Mohammed Habash would be allowed that small indul-
gence. 

When one of his trusted splinter group commanders first ap-
proached his aide with the request for this meeting, Ghaddafi was 
afraid that it would be another of the interminable requests for 
money, funds to support the Winds of Jihad. 

It was not as if the Winds was not one of his more effective arms, 
it was indeed.   

But sometimes, Muammar al-Ghaddafi felt he was like the Indian 
Goddess, Shiva, The Destroyer, the beautiful deity of death and retri-
bution.  He was Shiva, with her eight arms all reaching, reaching out 
to all the corners of the world with a touch of chaos and terror.  But all 

C 
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of those arms required tremendous amounts of money.  Ghaddafi 
thought, it is always money.  Even ideology has a price. 

The Colonel sighed.  It seemed all his people ever wanted to do 
was find some new way to terrorize the oil-drinking west or the stink-
ing Jews, who kept yammering away in Israel.  Fuck the west!  They 
would corrupt themselves out of existence soon enough.  And fuck 
the goddamn Jews.  They were Arafat’s problem.  Ghaddafi could 
care less about the Gaza Strip or the West Bank.  Although he spoke 
otherwise, Muammar al-Ghaddafi thought the PLO’s demands were 
asinine and unreasonable.  But again, Arafat’s problems were Arafat’s 
expenses.  At least he wasn’t asked to finance that foolishness.  

Now, to have someone come forward with the possibility of a 
source of unlimited funds, instead of begging with his hand held out, 
Ghaddafi could hardly resist scheduling this interview immediately. 

The Colonel looked carefully into the eyes of his subordinate.  
This Habash, he thought was not as stupid as some of the others, es-
pecially the way he had handled the current situation so far. 

“You have studied history, Habash?” 
“Enough to know the value of what we have here,” Mohammed 

Habash pointed toward the papers in Ghadaffi’s hand. 
“Do you think it is genuine?” 
“In my humble opinion, my Colonel, it is too detailed and com-

plete, is it not?” 
“I don’t know.  Needless to say, I have seen many official docu-

ments, and they are all products of lawyers and politicians.  That 
combination certainly does make for just such terminology and condi-
tional clauses as this.” 

He waved the papers.  “But then, I am reading an English transla-
tion.  I can see that German precedes it.” 

“The original probably would have been in German,” Habash of-
fered the obvious. 

“Who translated it into English?” 
“I believe he is an American by name of Martin Do-no-hue.”  Ha-

bash said the name carefully, allowing each syllable to stand alone 
like a small light bulb, so that his leader would be sure to grasp the 
foreign name. 
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“Who is this Martin Donohue?”  Ghaddafi asked with perfect 
pronunciation that embarrassed the man who had just patronized 
him.  Maybe this Habash was not so intelligent as he first thought. 

“An American student.  He is doing research in the Vatican Ar-
chives in Rome.”  Habash tried to make up for his faux pas.  “I have 
my people in Rome looking for him at this very moment, just in case 
we need to...to speak to him.” 

“Could this American have made this up?  Some fiction for a 
book, perhaps?” 

“I don’t think so.  It is too accurate and too detailed based on 
other concordats.”  Mohammed Habash proceeded to explain his rea-
soning based on historical precedence.  He had done his homework 
well, and Ghaddafi found himself again considering the man an asset.  
Habash even restated the conjecture of historians.   

“You are right,” the Colonel said.  “It has been rumored for fifty 
years that such a document as this might exist—or at least may have 
existed.” 

“My Colonel, I believe it does still exist.  And it has unlimited 
value as an instrument of...of, let us say, persuasion for remunera-
tion.” 

Persuasion for remuneration!  Why did this man speak in circles?  
One moment Habash was patronizing him, the next, providing an 
unnecessary history lesson, and always speaking in goddamn riddles. 

“How much will Rome pay to keep this quiet?”  Habash asked 
simply. 

“That is not ‘persuasion,’ my dear Habash.”  Ghaddafi smiled.  
“That is blackmail, international blackmail on the grandest scale.” 

Mohammed Habash felt confident enough to grin and shrug ex-
pressively.  “Whatever you call it, it is worth a fortune to the cause, is 
it not?” 

“Yes.  Yes it is.  If...” 
“If?” 
“If it is genuine, and if we can get our hands on the original 

document, it would be a most valuable persuader.  You are quite right 
about the document’s monetary value.  It would be limitless.” 
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“I thought as much.”  Mohammed Habash was relieved; his sus-
picions were vindicated. 

Ghaddafi straightened his military tunic and leaned across the 
table toward his guest.  He spoke very softly as if the walls had ears.  
“Who knows about this?” 

“Ah, sadly to say, there have been a number of unfortunate acci-
dents, and I am afraid that only you and I are privy to the informa-
tion—and of course, the man who placed it in his computer.” 

“I assume that man knows where to find the original.” 
“Undoubtedly,” Habash shrugged in acceptance of the Colonel’s 

conclusion. 
“If we want to use this to our advantage, we must get the origi-

nal.” 
“Yes, my Colonel.” 
“And to get the original, we must have Mr. Donohue.” 
“Yes, my Colonel?” 
“Do you have capable people in Rome?” 
“Yes, my Colonel.” 
“Then get him.” 
“Yes, my Colonel.” 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 
 
 

 
he Prime Minister wants no part of this,” the well-
dressed politician said. 

 “That’s bullshit,” Arieh Azeez groused. 
“He cannot afford to be connected—” 
“What the hell are you talking about, can’t afford...?” 
“Hold on a moment, Arieh,” Chaim Cohen, the head of the Mos-

sad, and Arieh Azeez’s boss, said as he laid a restraining hand on the 
Lieutenant Colonel’s arm, “give Ben Ze’ev a chance to talk.” 

“Thank you, Chaim.”  Shaul Ben Ze’ev smiled.  “As I was saying, 
the Prime Minister’s office cannot be involved in any operation, cov-
ert or otherwise in a foreign country that may prove to be an embar-
rassment.” 

“Goddamn politicians,” Azeez mumbled. 
“Yes, Colonel Azeez, the goddamn politicians,” Ben Ze’ev 

agreed.  “You are absolutely right—the goddamn politicians.  We are 
like women: you cannot live with us, and you cannot live without us.  
And some of us are even like women who walk the streets.  We are a 
fact of life.” 

They were sitting in Chaim Cohen’s office.  The heavy, well-
padded chairs were neatly arranged so that the participants of the 
meeting could all share the table upon which a silver pitcher of coffee 
awaited their pleasure. 

Only Arieh Azeez refrained from the cordiality of the refresh-
ment.  He was a man who had never learned to be deferential to his 

“T
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superiors, and was not particularly enamored of socializing with 
them when business was to be discussed. 

Shaul Ben Ze’ev, a ranking cabinet member of the parliament, 
and a big supporter of Benjamin Netanyahu, the Prime Minister, had 
come to the Jerusalem Allenby Street offices of the Mossad because 
the Prime Minister instructed that there was to be no publicity. 

Unlike the similarly named Allenby Street in Tel Aviv, Allenby in 
Jerusalem was a small cul-de-sac, which barely had the honor of a 
mention on current street maps. 

Mossad headquarters on Allenby Street was strictly off limits.  
The Israeli press had a higher regard for the security of their country 
than they did for the freedom and accessibility of their press.  And 
they liked it that way.  Therefore, the comings and goings of Knesset 
members at the Mossad headquarters was discretely ignored. 

If anything were to be kept a secret, it would have to be discussed 
away from the Knesset and the Cabinet Ministers’ offices, which were 
nearby and subject to public scrutiny. 

Ben Ze’ev sipped his coffee with appreciation.  It had already 
been a long day, and would get much longer.   

“Let me be clear about this.  The Prime Minister agrees with you 
one hundred percent.  One hundred percent!” he emphasized.  “As a 
matter of fact, he indicated that ever since the early 1940’s we have 
believed in the existence of the document.  To be sure, there were ru-
mors in 1945 that the Russians discovered a fragment of it in the Of-
fice of Reichstag Records in Berlin.  Unfortunately, it, as well as many 
of the other Reichstag administrative buildings was destroyed in the 
siege.  The Soviets have never taken a delicate approach to anything, 
especially their war making. 

“The existence of the document explains a lot of things.  If we ex-
amine history in the light of that covenant, suddenly everything, 
which seemed illogical, makes a lot of sense—whether we like it or 
not.” 

“So,” Azeez interrupted, “then you agree that our information is 
priceless.” 

“No,” Ben Ze’ev said very simply, “it is useless.” 
“Useless!”  Azeez barked. 
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Chaim Cohen watched the exchange between the two men like 
the observer of a tennis match.  He did not get his appointment as 
head of the Mossad without the ability to listen carefully. 

“How can you say, it is useless?”  Azeez continued.  “Have you 
read the document?” 

“No,” Ben Ze’ev reached over for the dog-eared sheaf of papers, 
“I have read a transcription of a document.  The Prime Minister has 
read it also.  And do you know what his response was?” 

“I should think it would be a combination of amazement, anger, 
and indignation and, I would hope, some small appreciation for the 
fact that we were able to obtain it.” 

Shaul Ben Ze’ev nodded.  “Yes, there was certainly all of that, es-
pecially—” he nodded toward the two secret service men— “an ap-
preciation for it being brought to our attention.  As I said, he and 
many others have suspected the existence of this, but—” 

“But?”  Arieh Azeez was becoming impatient.  
“The ‘but,’ my dear Colonel is quite simple.  It is also quite large: 

the information is totally worthless as nothing more than the ex-
tremely creative product of a knowledgeable composer of popular 
fiction.”  Ben Ze’ev held up a hand before Azeez could interrupt.  
“And if it is not the result of some fertile imagination, then where is 
the original?  That is what is important: the original document.” 

“The original,” Azeez repeated, his mind already slipping from 
his irritation with the politicians to a new problem. 

“Yes.  With the original document in hand, in our hands, and au-
thenticated by experts—the document and the signatures verified 
without equivocation—then it has significance!  Then, the Prime Min-
ister will be more than willing to meet with you directly—in his office 
at the Knesset.” 

With the scrutiny of the entire world press, Azeez thought. 
The Cabinet Minister sipped at the last of his coffee with seem-

ingly casual indifference, but his eyes over the rim of the cup were 
piercing as they searched the faces of Arieh Azeez and Chaim Cohen.  

He put the cup gently on its saucer.  “If we had the original 
document,” Ben Ze’ev said, an unfamiliar excitement in his voice, 
“the Prime Minister would stand before the Knesset, before the coun-
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try, the United Nations, the world.  He would, with the greatest satis-
faction for our people in the last fifty years, condemn one of the most 
powerful organizations in the world for its crime of indifference and 
intentional murderous neglect.” 

The silence in the room was overwhelming as Cabinet Minister 
Shaul Ben Ze’ev looked to the two men. 

The head of the Mossad, Chaim Cohen, did not say a word.  He 
was not impressed by political oratory, but the sharp bitter words of 
the Minister were stripped of rhetoric.  They were blunt and honest. 

Azeez spoke for all of them.  “We shall have to obtain the origi-
nal—at any cost.” 

Shaul Ben Ze’ev looked from Arieh Azeez to his commanding of-
ficer, who said simply, “of course.” 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
 
 
 

 
he next time Martin awoke, it was to the sound of water 
splashing in the bathroom. 

He could tell it was early morning, because the weak light, which 
came through the stained glass window of Daniela Lucchesi’s bed-
room gave it the appearance of a winter day rather than the spring 
scene it was supposed to represent. 

The headache was gone, and only a slight discomfort lingered 
when he moved his head on the pillow.  In a small gesture of denial, 
Martin avoided exploring the contusion just behind his ear. 

He must have slept for at least eighteen hours, and yet still felt 
tired.  Maybe it was too much sleep, combined with his recent 
trauma, he thought; or perhaps it was the warm solace of the soft 
large bed, so different from the firm single mattress to which he was 
accustomed. 

He seemed to remember waking during the night.  Had he really 
felt Dani in the bed next to him?  It must have been a dream, a tender 
dream.  And if not? 

Martin felt too comfortable to move.  It was the easiest thing in 
the world to just lay exactly where he was, without stirring, and let 
everything else fade into non-existence.  If he didn’t move, it would 
all go away: the hours of research, the discovery of the document in 
the Archives, the depression that assailed him when he realized what 
it was, the compulsion to copy it in both German and English transla-
tion into his computer.  

T
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Perhaps, if he lay here long enough, between fresh, warm sheets, 
the terrible experience in the cold, wet gutters of Rome would go 
away.  But could he ever erase the shocking sight of the little girl, lift-
ing her dress before him in the rain-filled darkness, just before an in-
credibly brilliant lightning flash of pain crashed down on his head? 

Could he lie here long enough for it all to disappear? 
The one thing that did not go away was the sound coming from 

the partially open bathroom door.  
Daniela Lucchesi was at her early morning toilette, and Martin 

was trapped, naked in her bed, afraid to get up while she could at any 
moment come back into the room.   

With his luck, she would return to find him halfway across the 
room without a stitch on.   

Martin was so wrapped up in his thoughts, he didn’t even real-
ize, until his eyes focused, that he was looking into the bathroom.  
Through the mists from the hot water, he could see Daniela in the 
bathtub. 

He watched the movement of her head through the doorway.  
The waters of her washing glistened on the whiteness of broad shoul-
ders.  She had wrapped a towel like a turban around her hair, holding 
it up off the back of her long graceful neck.  Martin could see the gen-
tle curve of her throat as the steam from the water caressed it with 
long tendrils of soft fog from within the tub. 

Before he realized it and could turn away, Dani arose from the 
tub.  Water cascaded from her breasts in small silver rivulets, which 
ran down her flanks and dripped from the thrust of firm young but-
tocks.  

She stood, with her side to the open door and began to dry her-
self. 

Martin couldn’t turn away; he could have closed his eyes, but he 
didn’t.  He had lived a sheltered life and never had the opportunity to 
see the sensuous, glistening curves of real life in all of its naked won-
der.  Now he was in complete awe of the natural beauty before him.  
Like the bold artwork, which had surrounded him since his arrival in 
Rome, this too was to be enjoyed and appreciated without prurience 
or lust.   
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Daniela dried her shoulders and under her arms.  She lifted them, 
so that the breast on the side toward Martin turned and pointed its 
small pink nipple directly at him, a small inquisitive eye, returning 
his covert gaze. 

When she stepped to the floor from the high tub, Martin’s eyes 
couldn’t help but move toward the black tangle between her slightly 
parted legs.  

For the first time, Martin actually thought in terms of sin, or at 
least the occasion of sin.  But he decided that it would be an injustice 
to his curiosity, and a disservice to his basic humanity to turn away 
from such incredible loveliness.  Hadn’t God created this also?  

Martin knew he should not rationalize away his iniquity.  But at 
the same time, he continued to lie quietly in the warmth of that exqui-
site creature’s bed and watched her oblivious exposure. 

When Daniela turned toward the bedroom, a towel now wrapped 
across her breasts, covering to the tops of her thighs, Martin finally 
shut his eyes. 

What the hell was he doing?  For God’s sake!  He’d been glaring 
at her like some kind of perverted biblical dirty old man—Susannah 
and the elders!  But Dani wasn’t Susannah, and he was certainly no 
dried up elder—and she’d almost caught him in the act! 

Guilty now for pretending that he was still asleep, Martin lay in 
the same position, face toward the bathroom door, eyes closed. 

He could hear Dani behind him, by the foot of the bed, sitting at 
her dressing table as she pulled a brush through her long lustrous 
hair.  The steady shruff-shruff-shruff rhythm was soft and soothing, 
so lulling that Martin dozed off for a few moments until the sound 
stopped. 

Knowing that Dani was behind him, and could not see his face, 
Martin cautiously opened his eyes, only to discover that he could see 
her reflection in a full-length oval mirror.  

He was just in time to see her drop the towel to the floor and, 
reaching over her head, pull on a translucent white chemise.  Her 
shoulders and breasts almost—but not quite—disappeared under the 
soft cloth.  Beneath the hem of the short garment he could make out 
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the shadow of her pubic hair, and like a magnet of incredible power, 
it attracted his attention again. 

Soon that too vanished beneath the frilly lace of bikini panties, 
which in turn disappeared as she slipped into a calf-length-pleated 
skirt. 

Martin could still see the gentle thrust of nipples against the 
silken material of her chemise until she drew on a simple, plain white 
blouse. 

He avoided looking at her face in the mirror, as tempted as he 
was, but he had the fear that, even in the reflected image, it would 
prompt eye contact, and he would be forced to acknowledge his vo-
yeurism.  Instead, he closed his eyes and concentrated on imitating 
the slow, steady rhythm of sleep. 

Martin could hear the soft click of the latch on a wooden box, and 
imagined her selecting her earrings and jewelry for the day.   

With the rustle of clothing and the soft sigh of a cushion, he pic-
tured her sitting again at her dressing table, this time to cross each leg 
in turn as she put on her shoes. 

The light hiss of an atomizer preceded a heady, but pleasant, 
cloud of roses, which reminded him again of her closeness in the Ar-
chives, last night in her chaste bed, and all those other nights when he 
had gone back to his room in lonely solitude. 

Martin heard Dani walk to the door of the room, and he lay per-
fectly still as she stopped.  He knew that she was standing there 
watching him.  Hopefully, she would think he had slept through her 
intimate activity. 

“Stay in today, Martin.  Get some rest.  We’ll talk tonight and sort 
this all out.” 

 
 
 

Martin decided that he would take Daniela’s advice and spend the 
day recovering. 

After a breakfast of toast, butter, cheese, and fresh fruit—he was 
so unbelievably hungry—he decided to treat himself to another bath. 
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It was difficult not to think of Daniela’s naked bottom in the huge 
porcelain tub, but he tried his best and luxuriated in the hot water. 

Television revealed nothing more exotic than an American soap 
opera with Italian subtitles, Italian talk shows, and over-acted melo-
dramas he couldn’t understand.  The only thing he watched was Ses-
ame Street, which, although dubbed, made some kind of sense to him.  
Bored, Martin turned off the television and turned to the bookshelves. 

Daniela’s taste in literature was eclectic.  Although law books and 
school texts dominated the volumes, there was a liberal mix of classics 
in both Italian and English, and even some good old-fashioned trashy 
novels, which Martin decided, would probably be the limit of his lit-
erary pursuits before the end of the day if he was still here. 

He found her yearbook from Harvard and searched it carefully 
for a picture of her in the crowds and portraits, without success.  He 
knew that it would be highly unlikely.  As a post-graduate foreign 
student, there were better things to do than hang around for photo 
opportunities.  But it was interesting to see the campus and think of 
her wandering its tree-lined walks. 

In the entrance hall, there was a small gallery of what must have 
been family portraits.  Martin assumed that the old man with the 
handlebar mustache must have been a grandparent.  The picture was 
faded and it had that hand-tinted quality popular in the early 1900’s.  

There was a more recent photo, probably from the 50’s, which 
had to be her father and mother.  The woman had the same eyes, the 
same raven black hair, and that mischievous smile which only strong 
genes would hand down.  The man in the photo was too serious.  
Martin could imagine him carefully cultivating his trim mustache to 
convince others that he was old enough to be married to such a beau-
tiful woman.  But here too, Martin could see Daniela in the eyebrows 
and solid chin. 

There were many other photographs, presumably of aunts and 
uncles and a myriad of cousins, all watching him and wondering 
what he was doing in her apartment. 

Martin was just wondering the same thing himself, when he de-
cided that he’d better move on and see what he could do about get-
ting his rooms across town cleaned up. 
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In spite of his resolve to recuperate, Martin was becoming anx-
ious and restless.  Also, he still had the paperwork the polizia had 
given him to fill out.  He should contact them to report the vandalism 
of his apartment and see if there was any news about his belongings.  
Maybe they had found the computer and were just waiting for him to 
claim it! 

The telephone rang before he could move toward the door.   
Martin stood and listened as the buzz-buzz repeated itself a 

number of times.  The phone rang for over a minute, and when the 
sound stopped, it left the apartment in greater silence than before. 

Almost as if his movements toward the door were a signal, the 
phone started again. 

He shouldn’t answer her phone, Martin thought.  That would not 
be proper.  What if it was one of her boyfriends?  That’s all she’d 
need, for him to compromise her!  And if it were one of her family?  
Didn’t she say she had an older brother?  What would that righteous 
individual think to find a man hanging around his sister’s apartment 
in the middle of the morning? 

The phone stopped.  And again, a moment later startled him with 
an immediate encore. 

Maybe it was Dani?  Or else why the insistence? 
Hesitantly, Martin picked up the instrument and held it to his ear 

without saying a word.  Hopefully, the caller would speak and he 
would be able to either respond or hang up without committing a 
permanent gaff. 

“Martin?  Marty?  Are you there, Marty?”  
“Hi, Dani.”  Martin breathed a sigh of relief. 
“Oh, Marty, grazie a Dio!”  I am so happy I got to you.  I was 

afraid that you might have gone.” 
“Where would I go?” he joked, not mentioning he’d had one foot 

mentally out the door when the phone rang. 
“Maybe to your apartmento or, since I know that you do not know 

how to stop working so very hard, you might come here to the Ar-
chives.” 

“Well, to tell you the truth, I was starting to go a little stir 
crazy...” 
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“What is it you wish to stir Marty?  Are you cocinare—cooking?” 
Martin laughed.  “No, it’s a slang term for jail.  I feel like I’m in 

the slammer...er, jail, sitting around here all day.” 
“You are bored?” 
“Just a bit.” 
“You do not like my home?”  Dani asked with a slight hurt tone. 
“Oh, yes.  Yes, of course I do,” Martin hastened to assure her.  He 

wished that he could tell her how much he liked being here among her 
possessions, with the soft, faint memory of her perfume and presence 
still hovering about him.  “I could hang out here forever,” he reas-
sured her. 

“Good, I want you to do that.” 
“I wish I could, but I’d better get over and clean up the mess in 

my hotel.  I thought I’d go to the police also, and follow up on the re-
port I made when I was in the hospital. 

“Do not do it.” 
Her voice was firm and serious. 
“Don’t go to the police?” 
“Do not go anywhere, to la polizia or to your apartmento.  Do not 

leave my home.” 
She sounded like a scolding mother, punishing her child with a 

restriction to his room. 
“But...” 
“Martin, do not go outside the door.  Do not do anything until I 

talk to you.  If you telefoni a la polizia, do not—do you hear me, Mar-
tin?  —Do not tell them where you are!” 

“Why not?  What’s...”?  Martin could tell that Dani was serious.  
She no longer called him Marty.  Whenever their discussions at the 
Archives became heated and adversarial, she reverted back to calling 
him, ‘Martin.’ 

“I cannot talk now.  We will speak tonight when I get home.  It is 
importante that you be there for me to talk, Martin.” 

“Okay, okay.  I’ll be here.”  
He thought he heard her sigh with relief as she said good-bye 

and hung up. 
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Irrationally, the only thing Martin could think of was his voyeur-
ism that morning.  There was no doubt by Dani’s comments at the 
door, that she was aware he was fully awake and had been lying in 
bed watching her.  Maybe she was working up a good head of steam 
to roundly rebuke him. 

No, he thought, that couldn’t be it.  She sounded much too ear-
nest just to be concerned about him seeing her naked.  After all, she 
was a worldly woman, and the experience may even have been as 
pleasurable for her as it was for him.  She had a beautiful body; there 
was no doubt she was aware and proud of it.  No, she wouldn’t be 
upset at his watching.  It had to be more important than that.  Besides, 
why the warnings about the police? 

As the afternoon dragged on, Martin grew impatient.  There was 
only so much Stephen King or Judith Krantz that a person could read, 
and the semi-American television held no attraction, while the rapid-
fire all-Italian programs did absolutely nothing to increase his store of 
knowledge about the language. 

And the one thing he could not do while he waited was sleep.  
Martin Donohue thought that, although he still felt tired, he’d proba-
bly had enough sleep to last a lifetime. 

 
 
 

It was well after 8:00 PM when Martin finally heard a sound at the 
door.  

For a fraction of a second he thought it might be a boyfriend to 
whom she had given a key, but his relief was immediate when he saw 
it was Daniela. 

“Thank God,” she said when she saw him. 
“You took the words right out of my mouth,” Martin said with a 

grin. 
“How would I do that?” she asked puzzled. 
He went to her and relieved her of the groceries she carried.  “It’s 

another one of those weird American phrases,” he said. 
“You know,” Dani said, taking off her light sweater, “when I 

went to Harvard, no one seemed to speak this many strange phrases.” 



The Luxembourg Amendment 

117 

“I’m surprised they even speak English at Harvard.”  
“But of course they speak English.  It is in America.  Why 

would...?” 
“Sorry,” Martin apologized; “I was just kidding around.  Harvard 

grads are usually so...so...” he searched for an appropriate word to 
which she could relate, “...so snobbish.  I am quite sure that they think 
it’s still the King’s English.” 

“Doesn’t the Queen have English also?” 
Martin threw back his head and let lose with the greatest laugh 

he could remember in a long time. 
“I like it when you laugh, Martin Donohue,” Daniela said, her 

grin spreading from ear to ear.  “Come on; help me in the kitchen.  I 
do not think it is a good idea that we go out tonight.  We must talk.  
But in Italy it is impossible to talk without the benefit of food and 
wine.  We are, if nothing else a most civilized country.” 

Martin could not disagree with this assessment, but he was more 
concerned with the first shoe she had dropped when she said that 
they had to talk.  He didn’t know if he could wait for the other one.  

“What is it?”  Martin asked, the worry evident in his voice. 
“We shall talk about it while we prepare per mangare in the 

kitchen.” 
It was amazing how many items she was able to amass from her 

refrigerator and various cupboards and larders in the well-stocked 
kitchen.  The grocery bag contained only fresh chicken, bread, and 
vegetables. 

Before anything could begin, Dani instructed Martin to pour 
them both large glasses of ruby red wine from a large jug she brought 
out from under a counter. 

Martin was no connoisseur of what his uncle had referred to as 
vino fino, but this was indeed delicious. 

“Now,” Daniela began, “you tell me first: did you go out today, 
or did you telefoni la polizia?” 

“No, mother,” Martin said with a mischievous grin, “I was a 
good little boy and stayed in my room all day.  And yes, I did call the 
police.” 
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Dani stopped dicing onions for a moment and looked at him 
oddly.  “Surely, Martin, you do not think of me as your mother?”  

He could see that smile he liked, playing around her lips.  And 
wanted to say that, thinking of her as a parent was about as far from 
his mind as he could conceive. 

“No, just a little American humor.” 
“Good!  Now, tell me about la polizia.” 
“I tried to find one of the officers who came to the hospital, the 

nicer of the two, but he wasn’t available.  I had to end up talking to 
the other guy, some asshole—” 

“I know that word,” Daniela said with a smile, “that is a Harvard 
word.” 

“I don’t doubt it.  Anyway, I ended up with Ufficiale Novelino.  
He’s one of those Doubting Thomases, with which I am sure every 
police department is inflicted.  He still thinks I was trying to pick up 
the little girl who solicited me.”  

Martin blushed at the recollection and rushed on.  “Novelino said 
that there was no word about my computer, but he seemed pretty in-
sistent that I come down to the police station in person.  In fact, he 
seemed so adamant that, if I would only be willing to tell him were I 
was, he would be more than willing to send a car for me.  He said he 
had something downtown that he wanted me to see.  Very importante, 
he said.” 

“But you did not go,” Daniela said more for her own benefit than 
his acknowledgment. 

“No.  I didn’t like the sound of his voice.  He sounded a bit too 
anxious.  You know what I mean, ‘come to dinner, said the spider to 
the fly?’“ 

Daniela nodded.  “Did you contact anyone else?” 
He watched her as she stirred different colored bell peppers, cel-

ery, onions, black mushrooms and small strips of chicken breast in 
bubbling butter.  How the hell does she keep her figure?  he won-
dered. 

“Nope.  Like I said, I was a good little boy, I got lost in Maine 
with Stephen king and learned that Big Bird is a helluva lot smarter 
than I am, because he speaks Italian.” 
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Before Dani could question, Martin pointed to the book he had 
been reading and the television in the corner. 

“Ah,” she said, “a cultural day of rest.” 
“The rest part is correct.  I don’t know how cultural.  You want 

some help?” 
“Si, put the pasta in the water.”  Dani pointed toward a long 

package wrapped in blue paper.   
The pasta was twice as long as the pot was tall and, when she 

saw him trying to break the long hard noodles, she shook her head in 
exasperation.   

“No, idiota,” Dani laughed.  “Do not break it into pieces.  It will fit 
in the pot the way it is.  Do you not know how to cook?” 

“I’m just a little out of practice,” he admitted, understating the 
fact.  Other than a bowl of canned soup or a sandwich now and then, 
Martin knew little about the kitchen arts.  He reflected that there were 
so many things he knew little about. 

Dani watched him carefully as he held the spaghetti tightly to-
gether in the pot.  

“Here, I shall show you,” she said. 
Placing her arms around him from behind, Dani covered Martin’s 

hands with hers.  She pulled his fingers away from the sheaf of pasta 
and helped him to gently fan it so that it could soften evenly in the 
boiling water. 

“In our familia,” Dani said, her breath warm in Martin’s ear, “we 
never break the pasta.  It is thought to be bad luck.  ‘Whole spaghetti, 
a whole life.’  That is what my mama used to say.” 

Martin found it difficult to concentrate on either her words, or the 
semolina in his hands.  The girl’s full length was pressed against him 
from behind, and he was amazed at the amount of warmth that 
seemed to radiate from her body.  He could feel the soft cushion of 
her breasts rubbing his shoulder blades, the gentle thrust of her belly 
and pelvis against his buttocks.  Even the fronts of her thighs, molded 
to the backs of his, were bonded in sudden heat. 

Martin didn’t know whether he was disappointed or relieved 
when the pasta finally softened, completely slipped into the salted 
water, and Dani stepped away to return to her sauce. 
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“You do not know much about cooking, do you?” she said. 
“Like I said, I’m just a little out of practice,” Martin said, turning 

away to hide his growing embarrassment.  
Satisfied that her pupil would not destroy the foundation of their 

meal, Dani carefully began to add cream and grated Parmesan cheese 
to the sautéed vegetables. 

Martin tried not to dwell on how much he was enjoying this little 
domestic exercise.  It was so completely foreign to him, and yet it felt 
comfortable and natural.  He liked it. 

 
 
 

After dinner, and a lot more wine, with Daniela assuring him that his 
dishes could await his attentions later in the sink, she led him into the 
living room.  Her expression turned serious as she told him about her 
day. 

There was a man who came to the Archives that morning.  
Daniela was working at her desk, and it was Amalia, her friend, who 
waited on the man.  Daniela could overhear the conversation and had 
to congratulate Amalia for the utmost in discrezione and tact. 

Dani said that her friend did not like this man, and for sure, from 
what she herself saw of him, she did not like his looks either.  He was 
like a cold McDonald’s hamburger, how do you say?  Yes: greasy.  
That was the appropriate word.  The man was Middle Eastern and, 
unlike so many of his countrymen, who lived and worked in Rome, 
he looked like he did not belong, like a schifoso—a crook. 

When the man asked, Amalia said that she did not know any 
Martin Donohue.  No, of course not, how could she?  So many Ameri-
cani studidi came to the Archives.  How could she keep track of them 
all?  They were like so many insecti, crawling all over Italy.  Amalia 
shivered most convincingly, Daniela assured Martin.   

I’m sure she did, Martin warranted in return, remembering 
Amalia’s aversion to Americans. 

The man said that he would come back later, and that he would 
appreciate it if, while he was gone, the good and beautiful Amalia 
would inquire of her co-workers regarding the American Signore 
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Donohue and that, for information of a positive nature, he would be 
more than willing to reward her with some lire, and perhaps his own 
personal favors. 

Did the man come back?  Martin wanted know. 
Oh, for certain.  But poor Amalia was neither any more intelligent 

nor desperate for the man’s oily attentions than she was before.  No, 
no one knew of the Americano, Donohue. 

But that was not all, Daniela hastened to add before Martin could 
comment. 

There was another visitor. 
Oh? 
L’ ufficiale Manzoni.  From la polizia.  A very nice man.  And 

Daniela talked to him herself, since she had the time, and because 
Martin was lying around her apartmento reading true love magazines 
and eating bon-bons. 

I was told to,  Martin protested. 
Of course.  In any case this Manzoni seemed to also be very insis-

tent in finding the elusive Americano, Martin Donohue.  It seems there 
had been a number of deaths, and there might be a connection to 
some of them and Signore Donohue and his unfortunate accident of 
night before last. 

What kind of connection, Martin wondered. 
“There are due bambini morti.” 
Martin had a sinking feeling that his Italian had just improved, 

and he could translate what she’d said. 
“Two dead children,” Daniela clarified. 
“Oh my God, Dani, do you think they might have been the kids 

that rolled me the other night?” 
“It sounds likely.  The policeman seemed to indicate that he felt 

there was a connection, and he would like to talk to you about it.” 
“And the grease-ball who came in and talked to Amalia, he 

wasn’t a cop?” 
“I saw him.  He was not polizia.” 
“I hope the police don’t suspect I had anything to do with those 

two kids.” 
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“No, of course not.  They couldn’t.  You were in the hospital and 
after that you were here with me.  You were not capable of doing any-
thing; I can vouch for that.” 

He wondered what she meant.  But this was not the time to 
investigate double entendres. 

“Marty, there is something here—how do you Americani say—
Something that does not meet the eye.”     

He saw a glimmer of fear in her eyes, which undermined all of 
the strength he had attributed to her. 

She confirmed this with her next words, “Marty, I think that I am 
frightened.” 

And since she was already scared, and nothing he could do 
would give her back the sense of security his involvement in her life 
had taken away, Martin knew that he would no longer be able to keep 
his silence.  She had a right to know. 

That is when he decided to tell her about the Luxembourg 
Amendment. 
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“History to the defeated 
 

May say Alas but cannot help nor pardon.” 
 

- W. H. Auden 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
 
 
 

 
ctually, it is titled Der Luxemburger Erganzung.  The lit-
eral meaning is, ‘The Luxembourg Completion.’ More 

loosely, we would call it, ‘The Luxembourg Amendment.’“ 
“What is it?” 
“It is evidence of one of the most heinous and vile crimes of cold-

blooded disregard for humanity in modern history.” 
“So, what is this terrible thing?” 
Martin held up a hand.  “I’ll get to that, but first let me put it into 

perspective and give you a little background.” 
They were sitting in Daniela Lucchesi’s living room.  Martin 

Donohue was slumped down, his legs stretched out in front of him.  
Daniela, a perfect opposite, sat straight, her bare feet tucked demurely 
beneath her. 

A Vivaldi concerto sifted through the air from the small compact-
disc system on a bookshelf. 

After dinner, Daniela brought out a small tray with a bottle of 
clear liquid and announced that, since she had no dessert, they would 
have a little Sambuca con le mosche— Sambuca and flies. 

“Flies?”  Martin asked with incredulity. 
“These are the flies,” Dani said, dropping three coffee beans into 

his glass before pouring the clear liquor.  “There must be an odd 
number of flies in the glass.  We Italians like to have our world bal-
anced evenly.  The drinker is always the other ‘fly’ for an even num-
ber. It’s for good luck.” 

“A 
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Like whole pasta, Martin thought, remembering Daniela’s close-
ness in the kitchen. 

With the glasses of after-dinner, licorice-flavored liquor, which 
Martin found pleasantly sweet, they sat comfortably as he began to 
relate the story of his discovery in the Vatican Archives. 

“How’s your history?” he asked. 
“What do you mean?” 
“You know, the history of Italy, and the Church in Italy.” 
“Ah,” Daniela brightened; “all Italians are studenti di storia.  We 

are fed the history d’Italia with our mother’s milk.  However, if it con-
cerns anything prior to Garibaldi, we may not be too aware.” 

Martin laughed.  “No, this stuff all comes well after Garibaldi.  
This is relatively recent history. 

“I get the impression when we talked earlier,” he continued, 
“that you weren’t very happy with the modern Church—” 

“I am a Catholic; almost all Italians are Catholic.  But we are a 
strange people.  We can be Communists, and still be Catholic; we can 
be a lot of things which appear to be contradictions to the teachings of 
the Church, but remain Catholics.  Because we are Catholics, it does 
not mean that we go to church and pray like the old Sicilian women, 
dressed in black.  Only ten percent of the Catholics in Italy go to mass.  
Christmas and Easter do not count. Many of us have grown tired of 
the Church.  It is not an institizione moderna.  I do not think it meet the 
needs of people in the twentieth Century—spiritual or otherwise.” 

Martin waved away imaginary smoke from the heat of her pas-
sionate statement. “I didn’t mean to get into a diatribe against the 
Church.  That’s not our real concern here; I just wanted to find out if 
you were familiar with the Church’s relationship to European gov-
ernments in this century.” 

“Piu o meno—more or less.”  Dani waggled her hand back and 
forth in the air.  “Is that not what you are researching in the Archives 
for your studies?” 

“Pretty much.” 
“Then,” she said with a large smile, “I at least know more than I 

did before you arrived.”  She poured them each another large dollop 
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of the thick liquor and he added two more coffee beans to his glass, 
making sure that the number remained odd. 

“If you get me drunk, I’ll never finish telling you about what I 
found in the Archives.” 

“Then,” she said with a wicked little smile, “we shall have to find 
something else of interest to do.” 

Martin ignored the innuendo, since he didn’t even know how to 
begin to deal with it.   

Instead, he launched into his history lesson. 
 
 
 

“Benito Mussolini—” Martin began. 
“Il Duce.” 
“—Signed a concordant, an agreement, with the Vatican in 1929.” 
“Must we go back that far?” 
Martin nodded. 
“Then I shall tell you that I already know about this,” Dani said. 

“It is something that is taught in all of the schools.  It was an agree-
ment to separate the Church and the state called the Lateran Pact.” 

“Right,” Martin agreed.  “The negotiations were carried out in 
complete secrecy by Pope Pius XI’s representatives, Cardinal Gasparri 
and Francesco Pacelli.” 

“Mussolini was very smart to keep the Church and state apart,” 
Daniela declared.  

“In fact, Mussolini actually bought off the Vatican When the Vati-
can signed the Lateran Pact, and settled once and for all what every 
one referred to as, ‘The Roman Question,’ Benito arranged to have the 
Italian government pay the Vatican forty million dollars as a sign of 
goodwill.  They also provided fifty million more in bonds.” 

“I knew about the forty million, but the fifty million in bonds is 
new to me,” Dani said, sipping her drink.  But, as you Americans say, 
that is only a drop in the bucket.” 

“Not quite accurate,” Martin corrected.  “Up until that time, the 
Church may have been land and art-rich, but as for liquid cash, they 
had almost nothing.  The Church was impoverished.  The sole source 
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of income for the Vatican was the collection plate in churches 
throughout the world.  At that time it cost about $7,000 a day to run 
the Vatican, and all of it had to come from the dioceses around the 
world.” 

“I thought the Church was very, very ricco —rich!” 
“It is now.  God only knows how rich!  But all of those billions 

came from that original ninety million bucks of seed money Benito 
bestowed on the Church not interfere with him.  The modern Church 
had learned the art of negotiation to protect itself.” 

“Marty, is this going to be a long story?” 
“Yeah, I’m afraid it’s a bit longer than I expected.” 
“Then perhaps I can go change my clothes, get out of the things 

that I have worn all day.  If you are to keep me up all night, talking 
the history of churches and countries and politicians and millions of 
dollars, I think I should be comfortable, no?” 

Martin nodded.  “Sure, go ahead.”  
Watching Dani unfold her lithe form from her chair and walk 

across the room, he thought: When you hear what I have to tell you, 
you may never be comfortable again. 

 
 
 

In less than five minutes, Daniela returned in a long silk dressing 
gown.  Its pearl-hued, shimmering material glowed against her skin.  
Her hair was down; it reached to the small of her back.  Martin 
couldn’t help but think she was one of the most beautiful women he 
had ever seen. 

He wondered what she thought of him.  Did she look at him as 
man, or a crazy American student with a serious face, and a strange 
story to tell?   

“Perhaps a little fruit and cheese,” Daniela suggested heading 
toward the kitchen. 

“After that meal?”  Martin rubbed his stomach in satisfaction.  “I 
don’t think I could eat another bite.  I’ve got the belly of a bear ready 
for hibernation.” 
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Her laugh was soft and gentle, and when she shook her head, the 
long cascade of hair swept back and forth in a slow, sensuous glim-
mer of shining highlights. 

“Ah, there is always room for frutta e formaggio,” Dani said, over-
riding Martin’s objection. 

As she walked into the kitchen, Martin couldn’t help but admire 
the confident sway of Dani’s hips beneath the dressing gown, which 
molded itself to her figure in places like a second skin.  He imagined 
he could almost see the slight hollow, where the arch of her pelvis 
folded the slinky material into the juncture of her thighs. 

Mellowed by alcohol, filled with good food, in the presence of 
one of the most beautiful women he had ever known, Martin 
Donohue realized that he was neither immune to the needs of the 
flesh nor protected by the divinity of his vocation.  He had a tremen-
dous longing to be with Daniela Lucchesi in a very human way. 

Just when Martin decided that he had better pull himself to-
gether, attributing his lapse in mental decorum to the booze, Dani re-
turned with a beaming smile and a tray loaded with fresh fruit, 
cheeses, prosciutto ham and slices of thick dark, crusty bread.  No 
amount of food, Martin realized, would assuage the other unfamiliar 
hunger in the pit of his stomach.  

“So,” Dani said, completely unaware of the effect she’d had on 
her guest, “continue your story.” 

“Once the Vatican had its freedom from Italy, Pope Pius XI 
turned out to be quite a little diplomat.  He signed treaties and 
agreements left and right—Austria, Bavaria, Prussia; and then he 
signed a concordat with Germany in 1933.  That is the concordat that 
really lays the foundation for what was to come later—for what I 
found in the Vatican Archives.” 

“You found a secret copy of the 1933 concordat in the Archives?” 
“No.  There’s nothing secret about that agreement.  It’s all public 

knowledge.  It wouldn’t have any value except as a historical docu-
ment with famous signatures.  As for the contents of the concordat, 
they can be read in any library in the world.  Everyone knows about 
the agreement between Pius XI and Adolf Hitler.  But not everyone 
realizes who negotiated that agreement.” 
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“I know enough not to say, Garibaldi.” 
This brought a laugh from Martin, and he took advantage of the 

pause to take a small piece of melon wrapped in prosciutto along with 
an even smaller piece of cheese. 

“It was Eugenio Cardinal Pacelli.” 
“Ah, that name again.” 
“Uh-huh.  Eugenio Cardinal Pacelli was the Vatican Secretary of 

State in 1901, posted to Munich.  Pius XI promoted him to papal nun-
cio to the Weimar Republic.  Pacelli was getting to be a real big wheel 
in diplomatic circles, especially the ones that spoke German.  

“Since it was his brother, Francesco, who negotiated the Lateran 
Pact with Mussolini, Eugenio probably took instructions in the art of 
negotiation from him, when he found himself dealing with Adolf Hit-
ler.” 

Daniela looked puzzled.  “Why was there a need for an agree-
ment, or a concordat between Germany and the Vatican? The Pope 
has no armies, except for the Swiss Guards, who still wear Michelan-
gelo’s silly costumes.” 

 “There are an unbelievable number of mutual agreements signed 
by the Church and Adolf Hitler, everything from tax structures on 
Church property not used for religious purposes to the separation of 
the Christian youth movements from the Hitler Youth groups.  Actu-
ally the agreements signed by the popes and Hitler are a dime a 
dozen.” 

“A dime for a dozen?” 
“That means that there are a lot of them.” 
“Very common, si?” 
“Yes.  And they are easy to locate in the Archive’s files.”   
Martin was anxious to get back to the main thrust of his narra-

tive.  “Now, don’t forget, even with the Reformation, there were still a 
lot of Catholics in Germany.  And Der Fuhrer, ever since a near col-
lapse in 1923, was pulling up his country by its bootstraps.  He had 
every industrialist up and down the Rhine behind him.  It was a time 
of strict edicts and growing dictatorship.  

“Hitler didn’t want to take any chances, so he initiated talks with 
the Vatican.  The Pope was no dummy.  He saw the growing power of 
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Uncle Adolf, and figured it would be to his advantage to negotiate, 
while there was still something to negotiate for. 

“The Church didn’t want its Catholic youth groups ground down 
to non-existence; it also wanted to retain its religious influence over 
the lives of its members.” 

“Hitler made it very clear that, if the Vatican did not sign an 
agreement supporting his Nationalist government, with the mandate 
that Catholics had a responsibility to support and work for their gov-
ernment, then he would close Catholic schools and disband Christian 
youth movements.  The Church was really afraid to lose control of its 
youth.” 

  Daniela sat, her legs tucked beneath her, listening intently to 
what Martin said. 

   “Hitler was willing to offer more in the agreement than he 
would appear to receive,” Martin continued. “He was willing to pro-
tect the Church from liberal attacks, theological students would be 
exempt from Arbeitedienst—labor service—he would even let the Vati-
can nominate theological university professorships, where the gov-
ernment usually liked to pick its own teachers.”  

“What did the Church give up?” 
Martin ticked off the items on his fingers. “Priests were not al-

lowed to take part in politics.  No speeches, no sermons from the pul-
pit about the evils of an uncontrolled dictatorship, no writings from 
the bishops.  The Church was to keep its big Holy mouth shut, and let 
Adolf Hitler operate the country the way he saw fit.” 

Taking the opportunity, while Martin had another sip of his 
drink and a piece of Pecorino cheese, Daniela said.  “It sounds like a 
mutually beneficial agreement—and relatively harmless.”  

“Nothing Hitler did was for anyone else’s benefit, or harmless.  
He knew exactly where to draw the line, what to give, and what to 
withhold.   

“For example: the Jews.  Hitler didn’t like the Jews in 1933 any-
more than he did when the first concentration camp was completed 
nine years later in 1942.  In 1933, however he didn’t know exactly 
what to do about the Jews.  His friend, Reinhard Heydrich, wasn’t 
around yet to whisper in his ear about ‘the final solution.’“ 



The Luxembourg Amendment 

132 

“The Jews!”  Daniela said spontaneously, “the poor Jews.” 
“Uh-huh,” Martin said, his voice tinged with anger now, the liq-

uor working its way warmly through his blood.  “Let me tell you 
about the Jews!  The Church didn’t worry much about the plight of 
the Jews back in 1933.  The Pope’s main man in Germany, Pacelli, 
made a half-hearted attempt to do something about the Jews—but 
only those who had been baptized, Catholic.  Even then, Hitler told 
Pacelli to buzz off.  He said that it was a ‘racial’ problem, not a ‘reli-
gious’ one.  The church could just butt out. 

“Pope Pius XI insisted, and sent Pacelli—unhappy at having to 
defend Jews—back to talk more.  Finally Hitler conceded that they 
might consider the rights of the baptized Jews—after all, they were 
Christians now—but it would have to be a verbal stipulation.  Not 
written into the concordat—which was okay with Pacelli.” 

“That is despicable,” Daniela said, putting down a piece of fruit, 
for which she no longer seemed to have an appetite. 

Martin watched her reaction and wondered what she would say 
to the rest of what he had to tell her. 

“Adolf Hitler and his buddies were despicable people.” 
 “But this is all public knowledge, is it not?” she asked. 
“Oh, yes, the concordat of 1933 is there for anyone to see.”  
“So, what is the problem?” 
Martin sighed, committed now to telling Daniela his secret. 

“I found something in the Archives, something so terrible that at first 
I could hardly believe my eyes.” 

Daniela leaned forward in her chair, her drink and the food for-
gotten.  The odor of roses bridged the short distance between them. 

Even now, with the horror of his discovery on the tip of his 
tongue, Martin found it hard not to look at the scooped neck of Dani’s 
dressing gown and the white length of her throat, where the delta of 
tendons on the sides of her neck disappeared into the shadows of the 
silken material.  For one uncontrollable moment, Martin thought he 
might reach out and touch that soft spot, and that by doing so, in the 
comfort of its warmth, forget what he was about to tell her. 
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 Dizzy from the liquor, Dani’s heady perfume, and the adrenaline 
pumping into his heart, Martin sprang from his chair and walked 
over to the window.   

In the distance, he could see the lights, which illuminated the 
park-like grounds of the Villa Borghaze and the magnificent building 
itself. 

How normal everything outside that window looks, Martin 
thought.  The quiet Mediterranean night was mild, and it would go 
on as if nothing ever happened.  People would be sitting down to late 
dinners or watching television, uncaring about the past history of 
men long dead and gone.  The strollers on Via Vaneto would care less 
about what he had found.  Lovers who walked arm in arm along the 
banks of the sluggish Tiber would have no sympathy for his discov-
ery, or the confusion it brought to him; they would shrug it off with a 
murmur that these things happened; why be surprised! 

And yet, instinctively, he knew that there would be others out 
there in the night, who might kill to get the information and the origi-
nal document, which validated its existence.  At the same time, there 
would be some, who would stop at nothing to suppress or destroy it.  

Martin was glad that, for now, he had left the document where 
he’d found it.  But he could never leave behind the knowledge of the 
two signatures at the bottom of the Luxembourg Amendment. 

 
 
 

“Der Luxemburger Erganzung was buried in the bottom of one of those 
portfolios full of miscellaneous documents and official communica-
tions and memorandums that went back and forth between Germany 
and the Vatican in the late ‘30’s and early 40’s.  There was everything 
in there from land leases to requests for a visit from the papal nuncio. 

“God only knows how the document got there; it may have been 
filmed along with a bundle of other stuff and then missorted into the 
file of run-of-the-mill paperwork.” 

“There were people from IBM and Kodak here for many months, 
and they hired many inexperienced people to help with the micro-
filming,” Daniela said. 
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Martin nodded his agreement.  “Things probably got screwed up 
then.  It makes sense, especially if the workers were Italians who 
didn’t read German fluently; nothing would have made any sense to 
them.  One official document looks like any other, after a while.  Eve-
rything just got filmed, and then jammed back together into one of the 
portfolios.” 

“So, Martin, what is this famous Amendment that worries you so 
much?”  Dani was growing impatient. 

“Before I tell you that, just a little more history.”  
“Oh no, not more history.”  Daniela reached over and refilled 

their glasses with Sambuca. 
Martin dropped two more coffee beans into his, and decided that 

he may have finally come to the point where there were as many 
beans in the glass as liquor.   

She pointed to his glass.  “You know, you are supposed to eat the 
coffee beans when you drink the liquor, not make a collection.  It set-
tles the stomach.” 

Martin took the drink and ate one of the small black beans, while 
he gathered his wits about him.  

“Remember Pacelli?” he said. 
“The Cardinale.  The one with the brother who worked with Mus-

solini—” 
“And, the one who helped Pope Pius XI negotiate the concordat 

with Germany in 1933.” 
“Yes, I remember.” 
“Well, when Pius XI died, guess who was elected Pope in March 

of 1939?” 
“Pacelli?” 
“Right!  Eugenio Cardinal Pacelli took the name of Pius XII as a 

tribute to his mentor and the man who, not only made him an accom-
plished diplomat, but personally selected him from the College of 
Cardinals as his successor.  

“In the meantime, Hitler has got his war machine cranked up to 
full steam.  His buddy Mussolini invades Ethiopia in 1935 and ol’ 
Adolf, not to be undone, sends troops into the Rhineland in ‘36.  Next 
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it’s Czechoslovakia in ‘39.  Hitler also signs a non-aggression pact 
with Stalin in 1939, also, and then...” 

“Basta!  Stop it!  Enough dates!  Am I to take a test when you are 
done?  If I had wanted to study history instead of the law, I would 
have.” 

“Okay, almost enough dates,” Martin chuckled.  “On September 
1, 1939, Hitler showed just what he was capable of, when he invaded 
Poland.  His conquest of that country was so complete and physically 
impressive that the world began to shake in its boots.  This was not 
just a man of long speeches and nationalist rhetoric.  He was for real.  
Deadly real. 

“Hitler had his plan for European conquest, and the one thing 
that he did not want in his way, was the Catholic Church.  Don’t for-
get, a lot of the citizens of these European countries he wanted as part 
of his empire were Catholic.  They could be a formidable force if they 
ever got their act together and tried to oppose the Nazis. 

“Hitler contacted the one man he knew extremely well from ear-
lier diplomatic dealings in Munich and Berlin, especially during nego-
tiations on the 1933 agreement.” 

“Pacelli!” 
“You hit the head of the nail, Dani.”  Martin imitated her phrase-

ology.  “It was Pacelli, now Pius XII.  From what I can tell, based on 
the internal memorandums in the same portfolio, Hitler contacted 
him secretly through a mysterious group of Italian industrialists, 
bankers and lawyers.  Evidently Der Fuhrer and the Pope understood 
each other pretty well and, without any official delegates— other than 
the businessmen I mentioned and a series of couriers—they ham-
mered out another agreement, a secret agreement. 

“Hitler didn’t want it to be a completely separate agreement from 
the one they already had.  He didn’t want one that could be easily 
discarded or denied.  Instead, he wanted a signed amendment to the 
Concordat of 1933, with the same weight and validity of the original. 

Daniela listened patiently to all of this without interruption, wait-
ing for Martin to tell her something more scandalous than two old 
men making secret agreements to support each other’s ambitions.  
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“Based on accompanying paperwork in the portfolio,” Martin 
continued.  “It seemed that, to keep the amendment as quiet as possi-
ble, and away from the scrutiny and opinion of the world, it was ne-
gotiated in the German consulate in Luxembourg.  Occupied Luxem-
bourg, at the tip of Belgium has always been a big Catholic country, 
and no one would think twice about messengers coming and going 
from the Pope.  Of course, Il Papa himself never left the Vatican in 
those days, except to go to his castle at Gondolfo for a little R & R now 
and then.” 

“R & R?” 
“Rest and relaxation—vacation.” 
“Ah, yes, we all need vacanza,” Dani said.   
Martin thought she looked tired, but then it was getting late and 

they both were tired, so he rushed on. “They worked it all out and 
came up with a written and signed agreement, an addendum to the 
concordat of 1933.  It was called Der Luxemburger Enganzung, the Lux-
embourg Amendment.” 

“What did The Church get from this agreement?”  
“The promise that Germany, its armies and allies, would never 

touch The Church, its lands and artworks—worth billions—nor its 
people.  Complete hands off.” 

“That sounds like a big advantage for the Vatican, considering 
how many churches are—were—in Europe, and how rich some of 
them must have been. 

“Yes,” Martin agreed,” it was.” 
“What did Hitler get in return on behalf of his Nazi Empire?” 
“You must be a lawyer, Dani.  You’re always interested in the 

quid pro quo.  As this was still before the entry of the United States into 
the war, Hitler could take anything he wanted by force.  But why go 
to all that effort and expense, when he could take what he wanted 
more than anything with a simple stroke of his pen.” 

“Hitler wanted territory, didn’t he?” 
“He wanted the power that went with the wealth of territory.  

Hitler coveted the possessions, estates, bank accounts and wealth of 
the single group of people he hated the most on the face of the earth.” 

“Oh no.” 
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“Oh yes.” 
“The Jews,” Dani said. 
“Yes, the Jews.  How ironic, that Hitler planned to finance his 

war effort with the belongings, even the hair and gold teeth of the 
Jews.” 

Martin’s voice was hoarse with disgust.  “Eugenio Cardinal 
Pacelli, master statesman, diplomat, Pope, Vicar of Christ, the head of 
the Catholic Church, sold out the Jews.  He assented—in writing—to 
look the other way and ignore Hitler’s actions without protest or inter-
ference.  He agreed never to encourage the intervention of the clergy in 
the ‘relocation’ of Jews to prison camps, while the National Socialist 
Party confiscated their possessions and wealth for the war effort.   

“And, to make matters worse, the document specifies that all the 
local churches in German-held territories will agree to store the con-
fiscated property of those arrested or deemed enemies of the state.   

“Oh, Dio Mio!”  Daniela cried, her eyes moist and head shaking. 
“Yes,” Martin repeated, “Oh, my God!” 
“But he was Il Papa, Christo en terra.” 
“That’s right.”  Martin agreed.  “He was the Pope, Christ on 

earth.” 
 
 
 
“If you think of it logically,” Martin said, “it all makes sense.  There’s 
too much history that says this is the only reasonable explanation for 
the Pope’s silence to the plight of the Jews during the later days of 
World War II.  Many historians have commented on it, but have been 
unable to comprehend the Vatican’s disregard for what it had to 
know was happening.” 

Dani nodded her understanding, eyes filled with tears at the 
thought of so much horror permitted by the Church. 

Martin wanted to reach out to her.  He felt that the guilt of his 
Church was his own, and that he had now infected another innocent 
with its sin.  But, regardless of how much he needed to comfort the 
girl, Martin sat and quietly waited for her tears to abate. 
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“Do you think,” Daniela finally asked, “that the Pope knew the 
Nazis were relocating the Jews to their deaths?”  

Martin shook his head.  “I doubt it; at least not at the beginning.  
Pacelli may have made a pact with the devil, but I don’t think he’d 
sleep with him also.  Besides, the first concentration camp, Belzac, Po-
land, wasn’t opened until March of 1942, and Treblinka was July of 
‘42.  That was almost three years after they signed the Luxembourg 
Amendment.  I don’t doubt that Hitler already knew what he in-
tended to do, and he wanted to get a jump on the Church so that it 
would be in so deep by the time he started the final solution, it was 
too late for the Vatican to do anything about it.” 

“Do you really think that it was too late, even when the Church 
found out what Hitler really was doing?” 

“Pacelli was so afraid of what Hitler could do to the temporal 
health of the Church, he just turned away from the holocaust and 
concentrated his energies toward the Vatican’s worldwide invest-
ments and the continued protection of its assets and the new ones it 
had acquired through the Amendment.   

“Probably, by the time an actual attack of conscience occurred to 
Pacelli, it was too late to step forward and admit to the Church’s 
complicity in the most heinous acts ever committed in the history of 
humanity.  He allowed it to happen!  Hitler and the Pope were co-
conspirators in the greatest crime of the century.” 

“You know, Marty, I feel—” Dani started to say, but was unable 
to find the right word. 

“Disappointed?”  Martin suggested. 
“No,” she said, searching with difficulty through her English vo-

cabulary. 
“I feel betrayed,” Martin said. 
“Yes!  That is it: betrayed.  Where is the moral responsibility from 

the caretaker of morality?” 
They sat quietly, each with their own thoughts.  The music on the 

stereo could do nothing to fill the cold emptiness in the room. 
“And now,” Daniela finally said, breaking their silence, “you 

have found the original document, the proof of the Pope’s—the 
Church’s—crime.  What are you going to do about it?” 
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“I don’t know.  I really don’t know.” 
“It is of historical importance, is it not?” she asked. 
Martin nodded.  “Yes, of course.  It explains one of the great mys-

teries of the war.  But it would be very damaging to the Church if ever 
the information were made public.” 

“So?” 
“So, I don’t know if the Church can survive that kind of bad pub-

licity.” 
“Has not the Church survived 2,000 years of bad publicity?” 
“That’s true,” Martin acknowledged.  “But the Vatican and the 

papacy would be compromised forever.”  
“Is that so bad?” 
Martin seriously considered Dani’s question. “The Church is faith 

and belief, not the Vatican,” he admitted.  “But not everyone compre-
hends that, nor can they separate the actions of one man, who hap-
pens to be the Vicar of Christ, from the Church as a whole.  Many 
people have trouble differentiating between their faith and the or-
ganization that propagates it.  This would be disastrous to the many 
who cannot understand—or forgive—the economics of human weak-
ness.” 

“And what of others, those outside of the Church?” 
Martin thought for a few moments, and then chose his words 

carefully.  “The implications are enormous, and terrifying.  If the Lux-
embourg Amendment were to fall in the hands of the wrong people, 
they could use it as a tool for extortion.  It could provide many others 
with the justification they have always sought to condemn the Church 
for all of the injustices it may have committed throughout the centu-
ries.  After all, the Church has always been very human, although it 
hates to admit it.”  He shook his head.  “No, I hate to think of the 
ramifications if its existence were known.  I imagine that there are 
some who might even kill to get it.  It could be a very powerful 
weapon.” 

“Then it must be destroyed,” Dani said, suddenly standing and 
allowing her long dressing gown to unfold in shimmering rainbows 
of reflected light. “You must go back to the Archives and destroy it.” 
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Martin leaned back in his chair, tired now, weary.  He looked at 
the beautiful woman and his only desire at the moment was to do ex-
actly as she suggested.  It would be so very easy to just make every-
thing go away.  Shred the offending papers and scatter the pieces on 
the seven hills of the Eternal City. 

How important was the truth now that all the damage had been 
done? 

“I don’t think I could destroy the original document.  I’m not 
prepared to join the conspiracy of silence and add my own complicity 
to those terrible crimes against humanity.” 

 
 
 

“Martin,” Daniela Luchessi’s voice was serious and concerned, “I do 
not want you to go out of the apartmento tomorrow.” 

“I should go back to my rooms and straighten up.  I don’t have 
enough clothes.  Besides, I need to go to the American Consulate and 
report my stolen passport, then to the bank to get some money.  And, 
I really should get back to my research, even though it’s taken a little 
different direction than I had planned,” he said with a wry smile. 

“Per piacere, caro,” Dani pleaded, “stay here for now.  Do not for-
get, it is the polizia who are looking for you.  And also, there is the cold 
McDonald’s hamburger who came to the Archives.” 

“Your oily Middle-easterner?”  Martin smiled wanly. 
“Si.  I did not like the look of that one.  And he was most insistent 

when he talked to Amalia.  She did not like him either.  And this time, 
for once, we agreed.  This man wanted to find you very much.  Too 
much.  What if he is the one who robbed your apartmento?  What if he 
wants to do you harm?” 

“Good point.  Okay, Dani.  I trust your judgment—especially 
when it comes to people.”  Martin winked.  “After all, you did say that 
you thought I was a gentleman the first time you saw me.” 

“I have been wrong before, Martin Donohue.”  Dani laughed for 
the first time in a long while.  The sound was good.  “I will call my 
brother, Bruno.  I told you he is an avocato, a lawyer—like everyone 
else in my familia.  But, unlike me,” she laughed again, “he has taken 
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his bar—many years ago.  He can advise about the polizia and the 
passport while you are making the turtle.” 

“Making the turtle?”  Martin asked, puzzled. 
“You know—come si dice—without sticking out your neck.  You 

stay inside and let me find out what is happening.” 
“When can you see your brother?” 
“I will call him now.  He will see me in the morning, I am sure.” 
Exhausted, Martin said, “give him a call; see what he says.  It 

can’t hurt.”  He had already made up his mind that if brother Bruno 
wasn’t immediately available in the morning, then to hell with it.  He 
wasn’t going to sit around while there were things to do.  At least he 
could go back to the Archives and finish his work! 

 
 
 

Daniela came back to the living room a few minutes later.    Martin, 
just a little fuzzy now from the need for more sleep and the effects of 
the Sambuca, could not help but wonder how she had managed to 
escape her previous boyfriends without a wedding ring.  What man 
in his right mind would ever allow such beauty and intelligence to get 
away?  What man, indeed, he wondered. 

“Bruno will see me for breakfast.  We will meet at a ristorante.  I 
will ask him how to handle your troubles with the polizia.” 

“And what about the Arab grease-ball?  I guess I’m on my own 
when it comes to that, eh?” 

“We shall look into that also; but I do not know what we can do.”  
Daniela shrugged. 

Martin watched the shimmering material of her nightdress shift 
across the soft thrust of her breasts, and realized he had been staring 
at her nipples. 

“I am tired now,” Daniela said, covering a small yawn.    “You 
have given me much to think about, Martin Donohue.  And it is time 
for bed.” 

“I thought, that after yesterday,” Martin said, “I would have had 
enough sleep to last a lifetime, but I’m really beat, too.  Give me a 
blanket and a pillow so I can bunk down.” 
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“Bunk down?” 
“Yeah, I’ll sleep here on the couch.” 
“This is not necessary.”  Dani pointed toward her bedroom. “My 

bed is big enough for both of us.” 
“Uh, no, that’s okay.”  Martin tried to cover his embarrassment at 

the awkward situation. “I probably kick and snore.” 
Dani smiled.  “Then I shall kick and snore also” 
Martin shook his head. “I think I’d better sleep here on the couch 

tonight.” 
Daniela shrugged, and Martin watched the cloth of her garment 

as it did that wonderful thing across her breasts and nipples again. 
He could swear, as she turned away and walked into her bed-

room, he heard her grumble, “Americano stupido estra ordinario!” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 

 
 
 

 
 

lim Al-Brouhim squinted through the thick haze of smoke 
from hookah pipes, cigars and cigarettes as he threw the 

fiery arrack down his throat. 
The cafe was one of a number in the four-block square of video 

stores, groceries, and second-hand clothing shops that comprised the 
small unofficial Arab quarter in Rome. 

With watery eyes, Al-Brouhim watched the belly dancer, his ap-
preciation for her sweaty efforts, apparent by the way his free hand 
massaged between his legs.  He enjoyed the thrust of his erection, 
feeling the tug deep within his groin. 

Where were those two thieves?  Mustapha and his brother 
Khaled were supposed to meet him here half an hour ago.  Not that 
he wasn’t enjoying his favorite drink from distilled toddy palms, and 
of course the talents of the dancers, but he expected his employees to 
be on time. 

No discipline!  Was he losing control of his troops?  He scratched 
the unshaved scraggle on his chin.  Troops, hell! Expensive mercenar-
ies.  He had no troops.  Those idiots back in Libya gave him no re-
sources.   

What more could you expect, when everything was cash and 
carry?  Mustapha and Khaled wanted to be paid partially in advance, 
so he was surprised that they were not already here to get their new 
assignment and money.  He had to admit they did satisfactory work, 
especially on the last job.   

A
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Al-Brouhim had to admit it had been nice of the brothers to hold 
the children until he got there.  The little girl was particularly interest-
ing.  He’d expected the knife to make a tearing, ripping sound, like 
that of a zipper.  But there had been nothing.  No sound, except from 
the muffled mouth of the child.  Maybe the flesh of the young ones 
made no noise.  Not enough gristle yet—too tender, he thought with a 
pleasant shudder. 

Al-Brouhim grabbed the arm of a passing waiter, slammed his 
glass twice on the table and threw it onto the man’s tray, holding two 
fingers in the air.  “Arrack,” he shouted over the noise of the music 
and the crowd. 

The two men at the bar, looked at each other, appreciating the 
Arab’s capacity.  Rueven DeMattei and Yossi Birnbaum knew every-
thing Al-Brouhim had done since they’d followed him in.  They care-
fully watched everyone who came into contact with their quarry, 
whether it was a waiter, the passing belly dancer, or the bartender, 
who could be the recipient or source of messages. 

DeMattei knew better than to sit too close to the object of their in-
terest.  Therefore, they were unable to hear anything the man might 
say if he did find someone to talk to.  Their surveillance was strictly 
visual.  But so far, Al-Brouhim sat by himself, drinking his potent liq-
uor, leering at the pudgy dancer and playing with his crotch. 

The Mossad agents’ attention picked up when two Arabs ap-
peared though the smoke and made their way through the crowd to 
Al-Brouhim’s table.  DeMattei thought the new arrivals looked posi-
tively ludicrous together.  One was tall and very heavy-set, he must 
have weighed almost four hundred pounds; the other looked abso-
lutely diminutive—five feet, a hundred pounds, soaking wet.  They 
were both impeccably dressed in matching, but out-of-style double-
breasted suits.  Their tailoring was superb.     

In spite of the arrivals’ dissimilar body types, the observers, sit-
ting at the bar, could have no doubt that that these two were related.  
Above identical, long, curled mustaches, the exact same piercing blue 
eyes gazed out suspiciously at the world around them—especially the 
small one, who’s eyes never rested.  
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From their distance, the two Israeli’s could see Alim Al-Brouhim 
break his silence, after glaring angrily at the newcomers for almost 
three minutes.  He seemed to be voicing intense displeasure at his 
company. 

Birnbaum caught DeMattei’s eye, and the colonel, more experi-
enced in field assignments, shook his head: No.  They would not 
move closer.  There was no sense taking any chances and blow their 
cover.    

 
 
 

“Where the fuck have you been?”  Al-Brouhim demanded. 
The taller of the two men, Mustapha Banafesheha shrugged non-

chalantly.  “We had business.” 
“Your business is my business when I contact you.” 
“Alim, you may have hired Khaled and I again, but you have not 

paid us yet.  Therefore, we are free to come and go as we please.” 
“You’ll get paid half up front as usual and the remainder when 

the job is done.  What the hell do you want, a goddamn retainer like a 
fucking lawyer?  Do I not pay well?” 

The big man shrugged again, a small avalanche of muscles 
moved beneath his suit coat.   

“Did I not—” Al-Brouhim leaned across the table so that the an-
ger in his voice could not be mistaken.  “I repeat, did I not pay you ex-
tremely well for the job you did the other night?” 

“Ah, yes,” the spokesman, Mustapha, replied, “and I have no 
doubt that you also up-charged the expenses to your masters, so that 
you made a little extra for yourself.  Besides, you took such great de-
light in your... your little surgery on the girl.” 

“A little pleasure with business,” Al-Brouhim shrugged. 
A fleeting look of disgust rippled across the smaller man’s face as 

he continued to look away, watching the crowd. 
“You have no complaints coming,” Mustapha Banafesheha said. 

“But, the next time you want explosives without at least a week’s 
prior notification, you shall have to pay double.”  
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Al-Brouhim waved this away into the smoke of the nightclub.  
Enough of this haggling like merchants in a bazaar, he thought.  It 
was getting him nowhere.  As long as he had to depend on hired help, 
he might as well not alienate it.  The Banafesheha brothers were the 
best available. 

Al-Brouhim slid an envelope across the table to the fat man, who 
ignored it.  The small one reached over and slipped it into his coat. 

“That’s the remainder for the other night.  I have another assign-
ment to discuss.  Do you want a drink?” he asked, suddenly all hospi-
tality and yellow-toothed smiles, as the waiter approached with his 
two glasses of arrack. 

“Tea—two.”  Mustapha spoke to the waiter without consulting 
his quiet brother.  The large man nodded toward Al-Brouhim.  “And 
he will pay.” 

Al-Brouhim complained as he tasted his drink, “Pay, pay, pay!  I 
always pay.” 

“Of course.  You always have needs, and we are available to ful-
fill them.  What is it tonight?”  Mustapha followed Al-Brouhim’s eyes 
to the belly dancer.  “Do you want a few minutes with Fatmeh?” 

Al-Brouhim shook his head, although he was tempted.  Under 
the table, he used the palm of his hand between his legs at the entic-
ing thought. 

“Ah, so it is not Fatmeh tonight,”  Mustapha said. “Perhaps her 
little brother.  I understand he is quite sweet and most accomplished.” 

Alim Al-Brouhim looked closely at the speaker and wondered 
just how much temptation a man could stand.  But no, not tonight.  
He had other priorities, but somehow, he would find his own special 
satisfaction to make up for what he was forced to forgo. 

“I have a job for you.”  Al-Brouhim looked from one brother to 
the other, but only the tall, heavy one spoke. 

“Of course.” 
“It will not be simple.” 
“Is that not always so?” 
“I need some information.  I must find a man—” 
“And Fatmah’s brother is not good enough for you?” 
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Al-Brouhim could tell Mustapha was baiting him.  “Do not be a 
complete idiot.  I need to locate this particular man.  I have even al-
ready done half the work for you—there is a woman, who knows 
where this man is.  You see, I am looking for a rooster, and I will al-
low you two to raid the hen house.”  

Al-Brouhim thought of the chunky young girl he had met at the 
Vatican Archives, and tried to imagine her dancing before him in 
Fatmah’s costume.  He had a true appreciation for ripe flesh. 

“Ah-ha!”  The heavy-set brother accepted his glass of tea from the 
waiter and put the other glass of hot brew in front of his brother.  
Placing a sugar cube between his front teeth, he sucked the hot liquid 
through the cube, until it crumbled onto his tongue.  “Where is the 
woman who knows these things?” he asked. 

The smaller brother, Khaled, ignored his drink and divided his 
attention between the conversation and the room around them. 

“She works in the Vatican Archives.”  
Mustapha shook his head. “It is not a good idea to fuck around in 

the Vatican.  The Swiss Guards look foolish, but they are everywhere.  
And the police are always like fleas on a dog, not to speak about the 
tourists.  Always, too many tourists.” 

Al-Brouhim nodded.  “I know that.  I don’t expect you to go into 
the Vatican and walk out with her under your goddamn arm.  It will 
have to be done outside.  I’m just telling you where to find her.”   

Alim Al-Brouhim described the girl.  He continued to arouse 
himself with his own narrative as he instructed the brothers—the big 
one who drank his tea, and the small one who did not— on the art of 
kidnapping.  

“But do not harm her.  I must talk with this one.”  Al-Brouhim 
pushed down on his penis underneath the table.  “First the hen, and 
then the rooster.” 

He assured the Banafesheha brothers that he had full confidence 
they could bring off a daylight snatch without getting caught.  No, he 
said, he could not wait until they followed her home after work and 
then snatch her tomorrow night.  There was no time.  Was there 
something wrong with his brother’s tea? 
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“My brother does not drink tea,” the big man said, ignoring the 
cooling liquid in front of his inscrutable sibling.  It will be five million 
lire more for a daylight abduction.” 

Al-Brouhim snorted derisively.  “You’ve been fucking too many 
camels!” 

“What, or who, I fuck is none of your business, Alim Al-Brouhim.  
Do you want the job done or not?  Of course, you could always do it 
yourself.” 

Al-Brouhim sighed and thought how he would have to pad out 
his expense report to Mohammed Habash in Libya.  This would cut 
into his margin of profit.  He would just have to extract an extra five 
million lire of pleasure out of the girl before he was done obtaining his 
information.  Five million could provide an awful lot of gratification.  
He shoved another envelope across the table with his down payment 
for the kidnapping.   

 
 
 

The Banafesheha brothers went out the front door and, before Birn-
baum and DeMattei could decide who would do what, Alim Al-
Brouhim simultaneously made his way rapidly through the smoke 
and crowds toward the fire exit at the rear of the cafe. 

DeMattei pointed toward the brothers.  “Take Dick and Doof.  I’ll 
go after the sleazeball.” 

When Yossi Birnbaum got to the street, he was just in time to see 
the car with the two brothers pull away from the curb.  He felt impo-
tent.  They had come in DeMattei’s car, and DeMattei had the keys.  
He couldn’t give chase in a taxi, because he didn’t trust his Italian 
enough to give instructions to the driver. 

Rueven DeMattei slipped quietly though the fire door to discover 
absolutely nothing.  The short alley was completely empty.  He had 
two choices—right or left. 

The direction Rueven DeMattei chose was the wrong one.  Alim 
Al-Brouhim, the man DeMattei had nicknamed, Alibaba, had disap-
peared into the humid Roman night. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
 
 
 

 
y eleven o’clock in the morning, Martin had poured 
through Daniela’s compact disc collection and graduated 

from Mozart to Brahms, and finally settled on Chopin. 
 The Stephen King novel had long ago lost its appeal. When he 

found himself reading the same simple sentence over and over, as if it 
were a complex philosophical dissertation, Martin knew that he had 
reached the end of his tether.  He picked up the phone. 

It took a couple of relays, but finally, after being placed on hold 
for another four minutes, he got Daniela on the line. 

“Oh, Martin, it is you.” 
“Sure, whom did you expect?” 
“Amalia.” 
“What’s with Amalia?  She stick her foot in her mouth again?” 
“She’s gone.” 
“What do you mean, ‘gone?’“  Sometimes Dani’s imprecise Eng-

lish was misleading. 
“She went to take her coffee.  A short break.  And she has not re-

turned.” 
“When was that?” 
“Over an hour ago.” 
“She probably went shopping,” Martin suggested. 
“No, Amalia is very responsible, always very prompt. Our Diret-

tore had a meeting scheduled for ten-thirty. Amalia was not here.  She 
would not miss the meeting.  He is very angry.” 

“I’m sure she’ll pop up with a good excuse.” 

B
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“I’m worried,” Daniela said. 
“It’ll be okay,” Martin tried to reassure her, although he had a 

sense of unease brought about by her worried tone. 
“There were more strange men here this morning,” Dani said, 

additional concern in her voice. 
“You mean like your greasy Arab?” 
“He is not my Arab, he is your Arab.” 
“Okay, okay.  Were these guys anything like the man yesterday?” 
“Yes.  These men also were Arabs, I think.  They did not look Ital-

ian.  They were very well dressed.  Businessmen in suits, one very tall 
and heavy, the other a small, thin man.  They looked like twins.” 

“Dani, twins look alike.” 
“These men looked alike, in spite of their sizes.  Believe me, they 

must at least be brothers.  The big tall man talked to Amalia and the 
little short man stood over by the computers—watching.” 

“Did Amalia say what they wanted?” 
“We did not have a chance to talk.  I was busy, and then she went 

on her break.” 
The girl probably tried to cram a little too much shopping or 

something into a short break and got delayed, Martin thought.  Who 
knows, maybe she had a doctor’s appointment and forgot to tell her 
supervisor. 

“I wouldn’t worry, Dani, I’m sure there’s a logical explanation.” 
“I hope so.”   
Martin could still hear the worry in her voice and decided to 

change the subject to distract her. 
“Did you see your brother?” 
“Si.  That is why I left so early this morning.” 
Martin, lying on the couch, had already been awake, when he 

heard Daniela’s radio alarm go off at 5:00 AM.  
He lay beneath the blanket, listening to the sounds from the other 

part of the apartment.  
The rush of water running in the bathtub had brought back the 

vivid picture from the morning before, her naked body wreathed in 
steam, the towel slowly passing beneath her arms to dry perfect white 
skin, the pink tip of a nipple, a small eye, peeking back at him. 
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Underneath the covers, Martin could feel a very natural early-
morning response to the recollection.  He closed his eyes, but his 
morning prayers did little to relieve the physical tension. 

“What did your brother have to say?”  Martin asked, shaking off 
his memory of the morning. 

“Bruno agreed with me.  He said that you should stay where you 
are for now.  He will contact the polizia and find out if they have a...a 
claim against you.” 

“You mean, to see if I’m a wanted man?” 
“Si, like Al Capone!” 
Martin remembered the cop with the cousin in Chicago.  “Do you 

Italians have some kind of thing for Al Capone?” 
“We like Alphonse Capone and Lucky Luciano.  Free enterprise.  

Capitalism.  America is a wonderful place.” 
“Okay, knock off the sarcasm.  What else did Bruno say?” 
“Not too much.  He will contact the American Embassy on Via 

Veneto.  The Consular Service will tell him what you need to do about 
your passport.  Bruno said that he will meet with us tonight to tell us 
what we—you—are to do next.” 

“Hey, your brother’s an okay guy.” 
“Si, he is not like my father.  Bruno is an honorable man.  He is a 

good man.” 
“Thanks for contacting him,” Martin said, sincerely. 
“Look,” Daniela said, the concern evident in her voice, “it is now 

11:30, and there is no Amalia.” 
“Maybe she’s taking an early lunch.” 
“Amalia is on a diet.  Amalia is always on a diet.  We have lunch 

together.  I eat pasta, and Amalia eats insalata—salad—like a rabbit.” 
The word, rabbit, triggered Martin’s memory of his interview 

with the two policemen in the hospital.  He recalled his phone con-
versation with Officer Novelino, and how uncomfortable it made him 
feel.  It also brought to mind why he had talked to the police to begin 
with, and that there was something he wanted to tell Daniela, some-
thing he should have told her before this.  

“Uh, listen Dani, I forgot to mention something last night.” 
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“Last night?  Not only did you tell me the history of the world, 
but you told me a very terrible thing.” 

“I know, and I’m sorry.  I probably should not have burdened 
you with it.  That was not fair.” 

“Caro mio.”  Her voice was soft but firm. “Life is not fair.  I am 
sure you have heard that before.  Now you know, e’ vero—it is true.  
Si?” 

“I guess...” 
“I am not happy with what I have learned about Holy Mother the 

Church and Il Papa, but I am glad that you have trusted enough to 
share it with me.” 

“I have something else to share with you.” 
“Cosa?” 
“All the information about The Luxembourg Amendment and a 

transcription of the German text, along with an English translation 
were in my computer.” 

“And?” 
“And, remember?  My computer was stolen when I was mugged.  

I think it was those two kids who were murdered— the ones the cops 
were asking about, that took the computer.” 

“Dio mio!” 
“There could be a direct link between their deaths and the com-

puter and The Amendment.” 
“Oh, Martin!” 
“The computer is still out there with all the information in it.  

Maybe it’s already in the wrong hands.” 
“But surely, you protected your files in the computer with a se-

cret password, no?” 
“No.  I didn’t think I would need it.”   
There was a moment of silence on the other end of the line before 

Dani spoke.  “I remember what you said last night, about what people 
would do to get that informazione, and what they might do if they had 
it.” 

“Dani, I think you’d better have someone contact Vatican security 
or the police about Amalia.  Maybe she isn’t shopping after all.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
 
 
 

 
omenico Massei, Direttore Generale, de la Banca di Commercio 
Roma, concluded his presentation to the Board of Directors. 

“The Investment Committee recommends the purchase of the 
Vatican Securities.  This, of course, places our portfolio of a single 
holding in excess of the maximum percentage of the bank’s capital 
allowed; but it is a unique opportunity. 

“As you know, and the reason for this special session of the full 
board,” he opened his arms to include the eleven other men sitting 
around the long, polished cherry wood table, “it is necessary for a ma-
jority of the board to approve the investment before we can proceed.” 

Massei was impeccably dressed in a tailored Armani suit.  Much 
to the mild protest of Armani’s on Via dei Chiavari; the suit had three 
pieces.  He still liked the feel of a waistcoat and the gold chain, which 
dangled across his sixty-five year-old rock-hard stomach.  Armani 
knew better than to disagree with Domenico Massei’s desires. 

His only other affectation was the vanity of his hair and the won-
derful American product that erased the gray and kept it restored to 
its original deep black. 

“Of course,” Massei continued, “I advise we make the purchase, 
and suggest that you all might look to your various corporate inter-
ests to make a similar investment.  The Office of Financial Affairs at 
the Holy See has provided a private prospectus especially for us, 
which I am sure you will agree, guarantees the fund’s performance.  
Of course, we shall, in turn, adjust the Vatican’s trust portfolio to re-
flect our gratitude.” 

D 
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A middle-aged man, whose partial baldness contrasted with 
Massei’s penchant for youthful hair, raised his hand as he spoke, “I 
second the motion.” 

The Direttore Generale, Massei, turned to the recording secretary, 
Regina Ciardi, the only woman in the room. “Antonio Crespi seconds 
the nomination.  Are there any comments before we vote?” 

A distinguished gentleman, who sat with his hands calmly folded 
across his flat stomach said, “I think it is an excellent proposal, 
Domenico.” 

“Thank you Vittorio.”  Massei turned to the remaining board 
members, “As you see, when Vittorio Lucchesi agrees, there is little 
else to do but take a vote.  All in favor?”  Massei didn’t have to count 
the raised hands.  “Ah, it is unanimous.”  He smiled, allowing his 
strong white teeth and professional charm to beam throughout the 
boardroom. 

“Gentlemen, that concludes the banking business of this special 
board meeting.  I am sorry that we had to call you all away from your 
enterprises, but you know how these things are.  We must make mu-
sic while we still have the piano!”  This brought a polite chuckle from 
some of the group. 

Still smiling, the American equivalent of a Chairman of the Board 
and President of the bank turned to the secretary.  “Our official busi-
ness is concluded, Signora Ciardi.  Will you please go now and pre-
pare the minutes for dissemination to these gentlemen, the Invest-
ment Committee, as well as the Securities Commission.  In the mean-
time, we—” again he indicated his fellow board members, “—shall 
indulge in a little cognac, some good cigars, argue about the latest po-
litical statements of the Cristian Democratic Party, and lie to each 
other about our golf scores.”  He winked at Regina Ciardi with a ro-
guish twinkle in his eye and politely assisted her from her chair at a 
small table near the front of the room. 

This brought a hearty laugh from some, as the board members 
patiently sat and waited for the secretary to leave the room. 

Massei waited a few moments, and then opened one of the large 
double doors to insure that no one was hovering about.  It was, of 
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course, only a gesture, as the room was well insulated and sound-
proofed to prevent eavesdropping. 

Few indulged in either brandy or cigars, and there was no discus-
sion about either politics or golf scores. 

 
 
 

“Now,” Domenico Massei said, walking back to the head of the table.  
Behind him, the large plate glass window of the eighteen-story high 
conference room looked out over a smog-obscured view of Rome, the 
Eternal City.  “Now,” he repeated, “we can get down to real business, 
the business of Il Nostri Consiglieri.   

“Vittorio Lucchesi, our Master Counselor,” Massei indicated the 
man who was the acknowledged leader of the secret society, which 
called itself, Our Counselors, “has requested this I conduct special 
meeting.” 

There was a general stir in the room, almost as if its occupants 
had shifted gears in preparation for their new role, the one that had 
really brought them together here. 

“It is appreciated that you could come on such short notice,” 
Massei went on in a soft voice.  “I will try to be brief and not keep you 
long.” 

A perfectly groomed gentleman at the middle of the table 
checked his watch and interrupted.  “Domenico, I am sorry, but I 
have a board meeting of my own company this evening, and I cannot 
miss it.  We are going to acquire a French shipping firm in the next 
month, and they have questions.  You know how it is.” 

Massei glanced toward Marco Aurelio Guaneri.  “Of course 
Marco, I will be as brief as possible.”  He looked at the men around 
the table.  “Gentlemen, we have a problem.  The sleeping monster has 
been woken up.” 

“Good grief,” another man laughed, “you speak as if Pompeii is 
about to erupt, or Vesuvius.” 

Domenico Massei frowned.  “I believe it is worse.” 
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This immediately captured the attention of the group.  There was 
another rustle of anticipation as the casual and relaxed atmosphere in 
the room quickly disappeared. 

These men all knew that, when they were required to meet as 
family representatives of the ancient Il Nostri Consiglieri, nothing 
would be taken lightly, and that before they were done, empires 
could fall or rise and great fortunes be won or lost. 

“I will get right to the point,” Massei said, standing at the head of 
the table, his hands on the back of the tall chair he had occupied dur-
ing the just-concluded bank board meeting. I am sure, that you are all 
aware of the Consiglieri’s long concern regarding the existence of a cer-
tain agreement between the Holy See and the German government in 
1939.” 

“The Luxembourg Amendment?” another board member asked. 
“Yes, The Luxembourg Amendment.” 
“I thought it was destroyed after the war.” 
Massei nodded.  “The German government’s copy was.  We are 

sure of that.”   
“But the Pope’s?” someone else asked. 
“That has never been located.  Ever since the death of Pius XII, 

our people have sought it—without success.  Of course, we have al-
ways hoped that our searches were in vain, and that the document 
was destroyed by Pacelli himself.” 

“And it wasn’t?”  Marco Aurelio Guaneri asked. 
“Evidently not.” 
“Someone has found it,” Guaneri concluded, wishing to get right 

to the meat of the matter.  “But, how do we know?” 
“Vittorio?”  Domenico Massei turned to the man on his right, his 

oldest friend—their fathers, and their fathers’ fathers had been 
friends.   

Vittorio Lucchesi stood.  He was a tall thin man not given to the 
same vanities of his banker friend therefore his full head of thick hair 
was already turned gray and distinguished.  Unlike his friend, Luc-
chesi was dressed in the height of fashion, his dark blue suit’s lapels 
and vents were as immediate as the morning’s headlines.  As the head 
of one of the largest and oldest law firms in Rome, Lucchesi felt that it 
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was his responsibility to set a progressive example for his staff.  Be-
sides, it impressed the clients and justified the excessive billings, 
which were seldom questioned by men who already had all the an-
swers. 

As the head of Il Nostri Consiglieri, Lucchesi’s need to set exam-
ples was superseded by the more practical and mature expectations of 
leadership. 

“Thank you.  My son,” Lucchesi began, his voice low and husky, 
“you all know Bruno—” 

There were nods of recognition. 
“It is as if he were my own son,” Massei complemented.  “A fine 

boy.” 
“You are getting old, Domenico,” Lucchesi laughed.  “He is no 

longer a boy.  He is forty-two years old and almost ready to take his 
place as head of the firm.” 

“Ah, the vicissitudes of time!”  Massei shook his head sadly, sit-
ting down as he surrendered the floor to their leader. 

“That is neither here nor there,” Lucchesi said, noting Guaneri’s 
impatience near the middle of the table.  “My daughter works in the 
Vatican Archives—” 

“And she found the document,” Guaneri interrupted. 
“No.  She is assigned to help an American student.  He found the 

document.”  Lucchesi held up his hand to forestall another interrup-
tion.  “This American—” he took a piece of paper from the inside of 
his coat pocket “—a Martin Donohue, evidently found the original of 
the Luxembourg Amendment in the Archives, and he has told my 
daughter about it.” 

The attention of the room was riveted in Lucchesi’s direction.  He 
continued.  “It seems that Mr. Donohue is having a small problem 
with the local authorities; he lost his papers when he managed to get 
himself robbed in the street.  He has requested help from Bruno, 
through my daughter.  Of course, Daniela has no idea of our in-
volvement in the origination of the document.  Like the rest of your 
families, she knows nothing of the Consiglieri. 

“Don Vittorio, perhaps you had better refresh me.  I do not recall 
much about the Amendment you speak of.”  It was Antonio Crespi.  
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At forty, he was the youngest of the Consiglieri, and had recently suc-
ceeded his father. 

Vittorio Lucchesi smiled with indulgence.  Out of the corner of 
his eye he could see the ever- impatient Guaneri fidgeting with his 
watch, and hastened to respond to Crespi’s question. 

“In 1939, Il Nostri Consiglieri negotiated an amendment to the 
1933 Concordat with Germany.  It was arranged on behalf of Pope 
Pius XII and Adolf Hitler.  My father, Onorato Lucchesi, was very in-
strumental in the negotiations.   

“As you know, our goal has always been the financial stability of 
the Church.  This document provided just that during a time of great 
turmoil.  Basically, it kept Nazi hands out of the Vatican’s pockets.” 

“I hate to ask what we had to give up in return.” 
Vittorio Lucchesi shrugged.  “We gave up nothing.  The Holy Fa-

ther gave up the Jews.” 
“Christ!” Crespi said in shock. 
“Christ indeed!”  Domenico Massei exploded, “Christ with nails 

in his hands and feet, and a hole in his blessed side!  But that’s not the 
point.  It is too late for moral recriminations.  We must deal with the 
current situation.  We cannot second-guess the past.” 

Lucchesi was not nearly so apologetic.  He was practical.  “We 
have always been advisors to the papacy.  We have counseled the 
popes for almost five hundred years— since the 1500’s.  The only 
thing that has changed today is that we are needed now more than 
ever before, because of the enormous wealth of the Church.”  He held 
his hands up in front of him, the fingers tightly intertwined, “We are 
bound forever together.” 

Massei nodded his head like a silent Greek chorus.  
“If the Church goes down,” Lucchesi said, seriously, “then we all 

go down.  It’s as simple as that.  This bank,” he pointed toward 
Massei, the bank’s Director General, “is now the primary conduit for 
Vatican investments, as well as most of our own companies.”    

He looked over at the twitchy CEO, who had his own board 
meeting to go to.  “Marco Aurelio, your company handles all the 
shipping for how many major corporations?”  Before the man could 
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respond, “how many of those contracts are arranged through Vatican 
influence and other Church-affiliated groups worldwide?” 

Guaneri begrudged,  “most of it.” 
“Crespi,” Lucchesi pointed at the dapper young man, “is not 

your family’s pre-fabricated housing market in the third world almost 
totally directed by Church offices in those countries?” 

“That, and UNIDO from the United Nations.” 
“We are all,” Lucchesi continued, “an integral part of the Vati-

can’s investment portfolio.  They have always, at our direction, and 
through a number of shell corporations, invested very heavily in all of 
our enterprises.  We have a symbiotic relationship with the Vatican.  
We are dependent upon each other.  It is the ship, and we are what 
keeps the ship running.  If the ship sinks, there are no lifeboats.” 

There was a general nod of understanding around the table, and 
a few murmurs as one or another of the directors of the bank, who 
were all also members of Il Nostri Consiglieri, compared notes. 

“And this Luxembourg Amendment?”  Antonio Crespi reminded 
Vittorio Lucchesi that this was his economic history lesson. 

“The Luxembourg Amendment, if it comes to light, will destroy 
the Church as we know it.  The world would abandon Catholicism 
like rats from the sinking ship.  How could anyone, whether individ-
ual, corporation, or government continue to sanction and support an 
organization, which so recently sold out the lives of over six million 
human beings?” 

“Are the consequences that bad?”  Crespi asked, his look of in-
credulity still tenuous. 

“It is that bad,” Domenico Massei confirmed. 
“And if this document does not come to light?” 
“As long as it exists,” Lucchesi said, “it is a danger to us.  There 

are many countries, like Russia, or those in the Middle East, or some 
African nations, who would give anything to get their hands on just 
such a damnable document.  Can you conceive how much money 
they could extort for the Vatican’s silence?  It would be millions, all 
eventually out of our—your and my—pockets.” 

“And, you can imagine,” Massei interjected, “what the Jews 
would have to say.  Do not forget, as far back as the Rothschilds, the 
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Jews always—whether they knew it or not— have been involved with 
the financial health of the Roman Church.  Even today, many Jews are 
affiliated fiscally with Catholic enterprises.  They would immediately 
withdraw if the Agreement were made public.  Certainly, economics 
makes strange bedfellows, but there is a limit, even for the Jews.” 

Another voice added.  “And let’s not forget the publicity value.  
If the Jews got a hold of it, they could crow from now to creation’s 
sunset; they would point a finger at the Church and say, all of their 
suspicions are confirmed, whether it was the Inquisition or Nazi 
Germany, the Catholics have always tried to destroy the Jews!  The 
Jews have always been so goddamn good at exploiting their own mis-
ery this would be perfect.” 

Guaneri stood up, impatience written all over his face.  “Okay, 
okay.  We’ve had enough history and conjecture, enough doom and 
gloom.  I am sure we all concede that the reckless exposure of this 
document would be a disaster of monumental proportions.  But what 
are we going to do about it?” 

Domenico Massei looked toward his friend, Vittorio Lucchesi, for 
a reply. 

“The world has always wondered about the Pope and the Jews 
during the war, and the will continue to wonder,” Lucchesi said.  “As 
long as it is rumor and, as Marco Aurelio says, conjecture, The Lux-
embourg Amendment will be only smoke in the winds of time.  The 
solution to safeguard against future catastrophe is quite simple.  We 
must destroy it.  Without physical evidence, nothing can ever be 
proven, and if nothing can be proven, then the Church is protected 
and we can continue business as usual.” 

Guaneri’s impatience was more evident now as he took a step 
toward the door, with the need to attend to his own business.  “And 
how do we go about doing that, insure the destruction of the Agree-
ment?” 

“That also is simple.”  Vittorio Lucchesi shrugged. “I have access 
to my son, Bruno.”  He walked his fingers up an imaginary ladder in 
the air. “Bruno has access to my daughter, who has access to the 
American, who has access to the Agreement.  It is very simple.  I shall 
take care of everything.” 
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The last thing Marco Aurelio Guaneri heard as he stepped out of 
the door of the board room of Banca di Commercio Roma was Domenico 
Massei’s admonition to his friend, Lucchesi: “You had better, Vittorio, 
or we are all doomed.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
 
 
 
 

 
he last thing Martin expected, when he picked up the 
phone, was the torrent of hysterical Italian that poured into 

his ear. 
 “Dani, Dani, slow down.  I can’t understand a word you’re say-

ing.  Speak English.  What is it?” 
Martin could hear sobbing on the other end of the line, and he 

waited patiently and fearfully.  He didn’t have the impression that 
Daniela seemed the type to fall apart and become easily distraught.  
This was serious.   

Finally, through her choking tears, he could barely hear her say, 
“Amalia e morta.” 

Martin felt a sledgehammer of shock slam into his chest.  “Amalia 
is dead?” he asked, incredulous. 

“Si, e morta,” Daniela began to sob again. 
“I’m coming down there.” 
“No!  No, Marty,” Dani hissed into the phone. 
“Dani, what happened?  Was Amalia in an accident?”   
“Marty, Amalia...she...Amalia...” the sound of Dani’s sobbing 

swelled in Martin’s head.  His heart ached for her agony more than it 
did for her dead friend.  Let the dead bury the dead, he thought.  He 
was concerned about Daniela. 

“Dani, you don’t have to talk now, let me come down there and 
get you and—” 

T
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“No!  Listen to me, Marty.  It is importante!”  La polizia are here 
now.  They have let us call out, so that our families won’t worry.” 

“But, I am worried, Dani.  Tell me what’s going on.” 
He could hear her take a long breath and knew that it was fuel 

she needed for the effort to speak. 
“Amalia was... assassinata.” 
“Assassinated?” 
“Si, Amalia was murdered.” 
“Oh, my dear God in heaven,” Martin said, and realized that he 

was now finally thinking about the dead girl.  But his concerns went 
immediately back to Daniela. 

“Are you okay?” 
“Si, bene.  But Amalia...la polizia said that she was murdered with 

a knife, that she was raped.  Marty, she was such a good girl, so 
sweet...”  The tears and gulping sobs came again.   

Martin wanted to say that everything would be all right, but how 
could it?  He wanted to reassure her and he didn’t know how.   

“Marty, listen to me.  You must listen to me now!” 
“I’m listening, but I’m worried about you, Dani.” 
“Do not worry for me.  There is something else that I have to tell 

you.  Marty, listen, I do not have much time,  la polizia still have many, 
many questions.  But I must tell you this now.  Amalia was not only 
murdered and...and raped; there was much violenza.” Dani’s voice 
was strained and low as if it hurt her to speak of such thing.  “Marty, 
the ufficiale who came here first said that Amalia had been...had been 
torturata...how do you say?” 

“Tortured?”  He wasn’t sure he had heard her right. 
“Si, tortured.” 
“Oh my God!” 
“I do not know such words in English, Martin.  They are very 

hard.” 
“I can understand,” he tried to sympathize. 
“Martin, why was Amalia tortured?” 
The anger welled up in him, burning from his stomach like a 

two-edged sword, slicing into him at the thought of a lovely young 
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girl, destroyed in pain and agony.  And then there was the anguish of 
dear Dani. 

“The goddamn sons of bitches!”  Martin spit out into the empty 
apartment.  “Those goddamn, motherfucking, sons of bitches.”  But 
even this unaccustomed curse, so strange to his tongue, provided no 
relief for his own misery at the thought of Dani’s suffering.  Let the 
dead bury the dead, he prayed again, I have to console the living. 

“Martin, l’ ufficiale said that Amalia may have been tortured, not 
just for pleasure.  La polizia think that someone wanted informazione 
from Amalia, and he cut her and burned her with cigaros until she told 
him things and then...then he killed her.” 

“But what the hell could Amalia—” 
“Martin, listen to me!  Remember, there were men here talking to 

her today.  I saw them.  It could have been them, the tall fat man and 
the little man; the ones that looked like brothers.” 

“I remember.” 
“And, Martin there was the man yesterday, who also asked ques-

tions about you.  Do you remember?  I said—” 
“Yeah, I remember, the greasy Arab.” 
“Marty—” her voice was so soft now, he could hear her fear.  

“Marty, I think that whoever did that to Amalia was looking for you.  
Maybe they wanted to find you through me, and thought that Amalia 
was me.  But no matter which it was, they wanted you.” 

Martin did not know what to say.  The only thing he could think, 
was the possibility that someone had found the computer and tracked 
him this far, and that they were so desperate to get to him and the 
Luxembourg Amendment that they were willing to kill to find him, 
and to kill for the document. 

“Marty, I think that you had better get out of there.  You’d better 
leave the apartmento—just in case.  Amalia knew that you were stay-
ing with me.  I told her.”   

There was urgency in Dani’s voice, and suddenly, Martin had a 
pressing need to get out of the apartment.  But where would he go?  
Certainly, not back to his pensione.  That would be the easiest place to 
find him. Surely, they would have the embassy covered, wouldn’t 
they?   And who the hell were THEY, anyway?   
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So far, until he knew more, the cops were out of the question.  
With his luck, the contentious, Novelino would be the greeting com-
mittee, and his questions wouldn’t be only about little rabbits. 

“I don’t know where to go,” Martin admitted, feeling helpless. 
Now it was Daniela who was the strong one.  He could hear it in 

her voice.  His welfare had overcome her agony. 
“Listen carefully,” Dani said.  “Go now.  Right now.  Go across to 

the Villa Borghese.  One of the fountains in the park is called ‘The 
Fountain of Women.’  Go by the fountain. Do not just stand there; 
walk around, but always come back to the fountain and, when I get 
done here with the questions, I will—” 

“Hold it, hush!”  Martin hissed into the phone as forcefully, but 
softly as he could.   

There was a soft knock at the door.  It was the kind of knock that 
didn’t appear to be interested in rousing a neighbor downstairs, but 
which would get an occupant to open the door.  It wasn’t an insistent 
knock, and it disappeared almost as soon as it began. 

Martin stood with the instrument in his hand.  His breathing 
filled the quiet of the room, along with a slight crackle of background 
noise from the earpiece of the phone. 

He heard the metallic noise of something scratching at the out-
side of the doorknob. 

“Dani,” Martin whispered, “someone is trying to break in.” 
“Corre!  Fa presto!  Va vie da la porta di dietro!” 
“English, Dani, speak English!” he cried in panic. 
“The back door.  Go out the back door.” 
“I don’t...where’s the back door?” 
“In the small room behind the kitchen, where there is the mac-

china for washing the clothes.  It is inside that room.” 
“I didn’t see a laundry room before.” 
“It is there.  It is a door made like a cupboard.” 
Oh Christ, a hidden door!  
“Go!  Go now!” she screamed over the phone. 
The noise at the front door became more insistent, and Martin 

thought he could already hear it opening. 



The Luxembourg Amendment 

166 

He wondered how long it took to pick a lock, as he ran toward 
the kitchen and the back porch. 

A hidden door! 
He hoped to hell, and prayed to a God he had recently neglected, 

that he would find it in time. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
 
 
 
 

 
ou lost him, didn’t you?”  Arieh Azeez concluded. 
It pissed off DeMattei that his boss was always so percep-

tive.  “Yeah, the son of a bitch gave us the slip in one of those 
dives, where he likes to hang out.” 

“And you weren’t ogling the belly dancers or anything, I sup-
pose?” 

“As a matter of fact, I wasn’t.  Those cows would have turned 
you off milk for life.  Birnbaum and I were right on top of the ass-
hole.” 

“So, what happened?”  The scrambled skylink line was clear.  
The quality was improving daily, thanks to the CIA.  Ever since the 
Gulf War, the American agency seemed to think that the Mossad was 
an extension of itself, and had begun to share more of its technology.  
The Israelis were willing to sleep with the CIA, as long as it satisfied 
the needs of Israel.  After that, the Americans were on their own.   

Goddamn Americans, Azeez thought, a few Minuteman missiles 
and they thought they owned your soul.  The clear voice from Rome 
brought his attention back to the matter at hand. 

“Shithead, Alibaba, met with Laurel and Hardy at this cafe in the 
Arab quarter.” 

“Laurel and Hardy?” 
“The Banafesheha brothers.  They look like Laurel and Hardy, 

but they’re about as funny as a couple of pit vipers in your boxer 

“Y



The Luxembourg Amendment 

168 

shorts.  They’re Iranian freelancers, who sell their services to the high-
est bidder.  Lately Alibaba has been the highest bidder.” 

“So, Al-Brouhim met them last night...”  Azeez encouraged De-
Mattei to keep on track.  Give him an inch, and he’d tell you the life 
history of the Ayatollah. 

“They had quite a little discussion.  I think Alibaba paid them off 
for those killings and bombings the other night, and was setting up a 
contract with them for this morning’s operation.  Two envelopes went 
across the table.” 

“What happened this morning?”  Sometimes getting information 
out of DeMattei was like pulling teeth. 

“I’ll get to that.”  The agent in Rome was not to be deterred from 
a linear recitation.  “We couldn’t get close enough to hear what they 
were talking about and, unfortunately, when they broke up their little 
gabfest, Stan and Ollie went out one door, and Alibaba took the fire 
exit in the opposite direction.  As there was just me and   Yossi—” 

“Where’s Leibowitz?” 
“Right now I have him over watching the American’s apartment, 

in case he comes back.  But last night Leibowitz was at my place, shit-
ting his brains out.  Bad linguini.  Next time, send me someone who 
can handle the food.” 

Azeez sighed.  “So, you lost them—the brothers and Al-
Brouhim.” 

“Into the dark, slicker than shit from a goose.  Not a chance to fol-
low.  And what makes it worse, Alibaba doesn’t keep regular office 
hours.” 

“Do any of us?” 
“He’s very unpredictable.  He’s got a little apartment, a rat’s nest, 

off of Via Boezio, but he’s never there.  I think he just moves from one 
cathouse to another, as long as they specialize in boys and little girls.  
The other problem is, he doesn’t have anyone who works directly for 
him.  He’s a one-man operation—like me.  If he needs something 
done, it’s by independent contract—one job at a time—so, there’re no 
regulars to keep tabs on.” 

DeMattei could hear a rustle of impatience on the other side of 
the line. 
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“Rueven, refresh my memory.  Why they hell are you walking 
around Rome with your nose up some Arab’s ass?” 

“Alibaba’s got his hand in that shit that went down the other 
night, and since that has something to do with the American—” 

“You staked him out,” Azeez prompted. 
“I figured, maybe Alibaba was going to have Laurel and Hardy 

go after this Donohue, so all we’d have to do is follow them, and, 
voila!” 

“So much for that.  Now, what was it that went down this morn-
ing?”   

“Al-Brouhim has a sphincter for a brain and the conscience of a 
hyena.  There’s no end to the depravity—” 

“For chrissake, get on with it!” Azeez had reached the limit of his 
patience. 

“I’m quite sure Alibaba had the Banafeshehas kidnap a girl who 
works in the Vatican Archives.  Then he killed her.  How do I know?”  
DeMattei answered his own question.  “It has all his trademarks.  The 
killer used a knife, but before that, burnt her all over with cigarettes or 
a cigar.  Al-Brouhim likes to do that, especially the nipples and the 
vagina.  After he’s burned them down there he likes to stick—” 

“Rueven, skip the post mortem.”  Azeez was sick to his stomach.  
He had seen enough of this kind of shit in Lebanon; he didn’t have to 
hear it all again.  “Who was the girl, and what does she have to do 
with our problem?” 

“She was one of the research clerks in the Archives.  I figure she 
probably knew the American.  That’s probably why Alibaba played 
with her.  It’s the way he likes to get information.”  

“So, you think Al-Brouhim knows where the American is now?” 
“Possibly.  If not, he’s probably a couple steps closer than we 

are.” 
“And you can’t find Al-Brouhim,” Azeez stated. 
“Too many sewers in Rome.” 
“Then hoping Al-Brouhim or his minions will lead you to 

Donohue isn’t the solution, is it?  You’d better try a more direct 
method to locate him.” 
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“I’m working on it,” DeMattei said, “but it isn’t easy.  It’s not as if 
I have a lot of resources, and Birnbaum and Leibowitz are almost as 
useless as tits on a...” 

“This is important, Rueven.  We have to get to the American be-
fore the Arabs—or anyone else.” 

“I’m sorry.  I know it’s important.  I’m pulling a few strings of my 
own, calling in my markers, so to speak.” 

“Sorry doesn’t cut it.”  Azeez snapped.  
“Don’t worry, we’re in the race.  Al-Brouhim has contacts all over 

town and I don’t doubt that he’s got enough baksheesh spread on offi-
cial palms to get anything he wants.  Well, we pay off the same guys.  
They’ll know where Alibaba is, and if he doesn’t lead us to the 
American, I’ll find him on my own.  But we don’t have to reinvent the 
wheel.” 

“Re-invent whatever you need.  We have to get our hands on 
Martin Donohue.  And fast.  Or we lose real big!” 

“I’ll take care of it.” 
“You need more people?” 
“No.  It’s too late for that.  I don’t have time to play nursemaid.” 
“What do you need?”  Arieh Azeez asked. 
“To get off this line and back into the streets—and a little bit of 

luck.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
 
 
 
 
 

ight off the street?” Mohammed Habash asked from 
Libya. 

 “Uh-huh.  Like magic,” Al-Brouhim crowed.  “They picked her 
up right outside the Vatican and brought her to me like an American 
pizza delivery.” 

“And no one—?” 
“Of course not!  These men are very good.  Professionals.  But, 

Habash, they cost much money.  Please do not complain when I ask 
for my reimbursement.  Not counting the contracts and expenses for 
the other night, this morning’s little operation cost in excess of... eight 
million lire.  And of course, if you can arrange for dollars again, that 
would be five thousand, American.” 

“Alim, when will you ever stop worrying about your pockets and 
understand that you have a greater purpose in life.” 

“Mon Ami,” Al-Brouhim exuded charm and reminded Moham-
med Habash of his Algerian heritage, “I leave the proclivities of poli-
tics and the propensity for world conquest to you and the Winds of 
Jihad.  My only immediate concerns are that the city of Rome never 
runs out of sweet flesh and good arrack—and public phone kiosks 
such as this one, where I can insure you have not lost the instructions 
on how to wire funds to my account at the Banca di Roma.” 

“My superior wants to know what is happening?” 
Alim Al-Brouhim thought it was Mohammed Habash who 

wanted to know, not his superior.  The man thinks I am impressed 
because important people are following the progress of my efforts.  

“R 
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Let them watch from the air-conditioned comfort of their offices in the 
desert; I will show them a master at work! 

“Everything is going well,” Al-Brouhim said. 
“And what does ‘well’ mean?” 
“It means, my dear Mohammed, that I am that close.”  He made a 

pinching motion with his fingers, which the man on the other end of 
the line could not appreciate. 

“How close is that?” 
“It is just a matter of time.  I had a bird in my hands this morning; 

she sang like a plump little sparrow.  She was so, so delicious.”   
Alim Al-Brouhim could feel himself getting hard right there in 

the phone booth.  He stared out at the Piazza Delle Cinque Giornate and 
tried to find a young girl or, even better, a boy upon whom to fix his 
attention.  Between the memory of what he had done to the girl this 
morning, and the possibility of watching attractive warm flesh 
nearby, he truly appreciated the hardness of his new erection. 

Mohammed Habash knew Al-Brouhim’s little foibles, and envied 
him the freedom to indulge his vices so frequently.  His own life was 
rigid and structured.  Because of his position in the Winds of Jihad, 
such indiscretions would be perceived as weaknesses.  He would 
rather not have any lapses in moral character attributed to him.  His 
career was too important. 

“I am not interested in your prurient little games, Alim.  I am in-
terested in the American and the information, which only he can get 
for us.  The Colonel is particularly interested in this matter.” 

“Fuck the Colonel.  He’ll get it when I get it.” 
“But that is the point, my friend, when will you get it?” 
“I was trying to tell you.  My bird this morning sang a lovely little 

song before she brought her music to the feet of Allah.  It seems the 
American has been crawling between the covers with an Italian pu-
tana.  Another one of those whores, who work in the Vatican Ar-
chives.  I know where she lives; I know where she works; I know her 
name; I even know her family.  When I find the girl,” Alim Al-
Brouhim said with pride, “I shall find the man hanging from the bush 
between her legs by his tiny American prick.  It will be easy to pluck 
that pathetic piece of fruit from its furry little tree.” 
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“But how soon, how soon?”  Habash was impatient. 
“Ah-ha!  That may be a matter of only minutes.  I have my men in 

place right now.  They have gone to the orchard.  They are right at 
this moment waiting at the girl’s apartment.” 

“Excellent!  I’m coming to Rome.” 
“Why?”  Al-Brouhim was startled at the idea of his control actu-

ally stepping into the field of action. 
“I want to be there when we get the document.”  Mohammed 

Habash could visualize himself winging back to Libya with the Lux-
embourg Amendment tucked under his arm.  He would personally 
present it to Colonel Ghaddafi with a small bow of deference, indicat-
ing he was willing to abdicate such great power only to a great leader.  
And would not his reward be as great? 

“You are going to come to Rome, yourself?”  Alim Al- Brouhim 
asked with incredulity. 

“Yes.  Do you have a problem with that?” 
“Not if you bring your checkbook, Mohammed.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 
 
 
 
 

 
he largest patch of green in Rome surrounds the Villa 
Borghese, but Martin was afraid to wander its shady paths 

and sprawling gardens too far from The Fountain of Women. 
 The little nooks and crannies in the shrubs and trees made him 

nervous.  He expected, at any moment, someone might jump out and 
attack him. 

He couldn’t get the metallic sound of the lock picks out of his 
mind; it seemed to grow louder and louder as he thought about it.  
The pulse-pounding anxiety, while he tried to locate the push-panel 
of the hidden door to Daniela’s laundry room had yet to completely 
dissipate. 

Martin hovered as close as possible to the small lake by the re-
production of the Grecian temple of Asclepius.  From there, he could 
keep an eye on the fountain and its immediate surroundings.  He had 
no appreciation right now for the Doric columns of the temple around 
him.   

He found himself, with the same paranoia that kept him off the 
main paths, looking at the faces of the passersby.  Any of them could 
be there to seek him out, he thought.  Where else would he go, but 
into the grounds of the Villa Borghese?  It was so convenient to Dani’s 
apartment.  Wasn’t it logical that this would be exactly the place to 
find him?   

T
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He had been so preoccupied with his thoughts that Daniela had 
been standing by the fountain for five minutes before Martin spotted 
her. 

He started to run down the path toward the splashing waters of 
the fountain, but stopped short.   

What if she had been followed?  What if someone was mingling 
with the late afternoon tourists, watching Daniela to see whom she 
would meet? 

They would know that she was there to meet him.  Who else?  
Would a woman, distraught from the death of her dearest friend, take 
the time to wander idly about the grounds of the Villa Borghese, as if 
she had nothing better to do with her time? 

What to do, what to do? 
There was nothing he could do but take a chance.  Still, there was 

no sense running headlong into trouble. 
Martin walked slowly along the path.  Carefully, he shifted his 

eyes back and forth from Daniela to her surroundings.  He felt like a 
character in a novel by Len Deighton, but without the confidence or 
the fictional omniscience of the author to deal with the situation. 

Martin remembered Dani telling him about the big fat man and 
the little man, who had come to the Archives that morning.  He was 
quite sure he’d had a mental image of the two men but how fat was 
fat, and how short was short?  And what of the other Arab, the previ-
ous day?  What did a greasy Arab look like?  Everyone looked suspi-
cious except a middle-aged woman with two squalling children in 
tow. 

What to do, what to do? 
Just keep walking and pray; pray that it would be okay, and that 

he wasn’t making a mistake they would both regret. 
As Martin approached, Dani’s expression changed.  Her face 

melted into a wan smile of recognition and relief.   
“Oh, Martin,” she said as she threw her arms around him and 

buried her face in the crook of his neck. 
In the warm afternoon sunshine Martin could feel that her skin 

was cold, while the tears trickling down his collar felt like small rivu-
lets of fire. 
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They stood like this for quite a while.  Martin wondered if those 
who walked past might mistake them for lovers, who had stopped to 
talk and hug right here because they couldn’t wait any longer to feel 
each other’s warmth.  

It didn’t embarrass him.  In fact, he took unaccustomed pride that 
so many strangers might glance over and see such a beautiful girl 
wrapped in his arms.  It was a badge of honor for his forgotten mas-
culinity. 

Finally, Daniela said, “I have no legs.  I cannot stand much 
longer.  I must sit down.” 

“Come on,” Martin said, “I saw a restaurant back over on the 
other side.  Maybe we can get a cup of coffee or a glass of wine.” 

“That is Casa Valadier.” 
“Can you walk that far?” 
“Si, if you help.” 
Martin walked beside her.  His arm, firmly around her waist, 

they made their way across the unheeded loveliness of the well-
manicured grounds. 

Martin tried not to notice the heat of Dani’s flank, pressed against 
his own.  This wasn’t the proper time or place for such things, he re-
buked himself.  There should never be a time and place for such 
thoughts—for him—he added bitterly.  But he couldn’t help it; he was 
human.  God forgive him, he enjoyed her closeness, regardless of the 
circumstances and who he was.  

 
 
 

At Casa Valadier, they found a table on the terrace overlooking the dis-
tant Piazza dell Popolo.  From here they had an unobstructed view of 
Vatican City and Saint Peter’s Basilica.  In the early evening haze, a 
golden light suffused the dome of the ancient church, and Martin took 
the opportunity of their mutual silence to say a quiet prayer. 

“Signore, Signorina?” a waiter hovered over them, and Martin 
came back to the real world. 
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With cups of cappucino and a small plate of biscotti in front of 
them, Martin reached over to take Daniela’s hands in both of his.  He 
looked into eyes, filled with the sad sparkle of crystal tears. 

“Dani, I am so sorry about Amalia.” 
The girl looked away, and Martin could see that she was holding 

her bottom lip between her teeth to keep it from trembling uncontrol-
lably.  She could only nod.  

Martin knew there wasn’t anything he could say, which would 
console her, so, he said nothing more.  He wondered if he would al-
ways be inadequate like this when faced with grief. 

The thick, bitter coffee grew cool, and the sun fell a little further 
in the western sky, deepening the glow on the ancient buildings be-
low to a burnished gold. 

“Amalia was a good girl,” Daniela said.  “She was a good friend.  
She was very funny, and she made me laugh.” 

With tears brimming over and streaking her porcelain cheeks, 
Dani turned to Martin and said, “and she really did like you.  She said 
that for an Americano stupido you were a good man.” 

Now Martin too, found the capacity for tears as they sat for a few 
minutes in the silence of the cooling evening. 

“It’s all my fault,” Martin finally said. 
Red-eyed, Daniela looked at him with no response. 
“It’s because of me.  It’s that damn Luxembourg Amendment, 

and I was the one who let the cat out of the bag.” 
Martin wished that Dani would say something, that she would be 

her old self and play with his words like she always did, ask about the 
cat in the bag: which bag?  And how did the cat get into the bag? 

But she said nothing. 
The terrace, overlooking the dusky city, was cool with a westerly 

breeze, and Martin thought that it would be cold night.  He remem-
bered the unused fireplace in his apartment on Via Piave.  This would 
have been a perfect night to finally use it—and now, he probably 
never would. 

“The computer I lost must have fallen into the wrong hands, and 
now someone will stop at nothing, including murder, to get the Lux-
embourg Amendment.” 



The Luxembourg Amendment 

178 

Martin looked at Dani very carefully before he said, “and the 
only way to get the original document is through me.” 

Still there was no reaction. 
“The two kids who stole it were killed, and now Amalia.  Those 

guys hanging around the Archives were looking for me. 
Daniela’s eyes filled at the mention of her friend.  She shook her 

head slowly. 
“And then,” Martin continued, leaning slightly forward to em-

phasize his conclusions, “look what happened this afternoon.  Some-
one broke into your apartment.  They were after me, and it wasn’t be-
cause o’ me lucky charms!” 

Still no reaction from Daniela to his poor attempt at humor.  The 
more he talked, the more she seemed to be slipping away from him. 

“Dani, they may have thought that Amalia was you!  I’ve put you 
in terrible danger.” 

Daniela’s head continued shaking in unconscious denial. 
“Don’t deny it, Dani.  It was me they were after, and it is all my 

fault.  I am to blame for...for...” 
“No Marty, it is not your fault.”  Daniela shook her head more 

firmly now and her eyes began to focus on his. 
“But if I hadn’t...” 
“You can’t be held responsible for things you do not control.” 
She twisted her hands around on the table so that she was 

squeezing his wrists.  “Caro mio, don’t feel guilty.  Amalia would not 
want you to be blamed.” 

No matter what Dani said, he felt responsible. 
“What are we going to do?” Dani asked. 
The question forced Martin to abandon his self-pity and try to 

evaluate the situation.  “I don’t know.  That’s exactly what I was 
afraid you would ask.”  Somehow, he felt compelled to have a solu-
tion to all of this, but nothing occurred to him.  He looked around the 
terrace and then to Daniela who had crossed her arms in reaction to 
the evening chill. 

“What time is it?” she asked. 
Martin glanced automatically at his empty wrist and the memory 

from the rainy night flooded back again, the computer, and all of his 
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valuables gone, the little girl who looked so vulnerable now dead.  He 
asked a passing waiter for the time. 

“Le otto meno un quarto.” 
Martin had to look to Daniela for a translation. 
“He said it’s quarter to eight.  We have to meet Bruno.” 
“Your brother?” 
“Si.  I forgot.  I did not have the opportunita to tell you.  He is to 

meet us tonight to tell you about la polizia and what to do concerning 
your passport.” 

“Do you think he can really help?”  Martin asked, the first ray of 
hope beginning to dawn. 

“Si.  Bruno is a good man.  He will like you.” 
Yeah, Martin thought, but don’t like me too much.  Look where it 

got Amalia. 
“He is for a long time an avoccato.  And a lawyer like Bruno has 

many friends who can help.” 
For a moment Martin was almost completely unburdened of his 

worry.  But it didn’t last.  Guilt continued to burrow into his brain a 
small white worm of recrimination. 

“Dani, it’s my fault we’re in this mess, I never should have told 
you about the Luxembourg Amendment.  I am so sorry.  I wasn’t 
thinking.  I was selfish.  It was...I just needed to share it with some-
one, and there was no one else I could trust.  I...I...” 

Daniela shook her head firmly.  “No, Martin, I will share the bur-
den with you.”   

She reached across the table to touch his cheek.  Her fingers were 
warm.  Her hands were both warm, as she again took his hands in 
hers. 

“I am proud,”  Dani said, “that you would share this secreto with 
me.”   

“When are we supposed to meet Bruno?  Maybe we can call him 
and have him meet us here?”  Martin suggested. 

“No, he was to be at my apartmento at 7:30.  He should be there 
now, waiting for us.  He has a key, which I gave him in case of emer-
gency.  Besides, we should go see what damage the intruders may 
have done this afternoon.  They have probably stolen my stereo.” 
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Let’s hope that’s all they did, Martin thought.  “Come on,” he 
said, as Dani shivered.  “It’s getting down right chilly and you’re al-
ready freezing.  Can you walk okay?” 

“Si.  I am all right now.  It was just that earlier...Amalia...it was 
too much.  I am better now.  Let us go talk to Bruno.  Everything then 
will be—come si dice—A-okay.” 

Martin never thought he would be able to smile again, but he was 
wrong—for a short while, at least. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 
 
 
 
 

 
artin and Daniela could see the lights of her fourth floor 
apartment from the street. 

  They were already half way to the apartment from the Villa 
Borghese, when Daniela remembered that she had left her car back in 
the parking lot when she’d come from the Archives. 

“Don’t worry about it,” Martin assured her.  “It’s only a couple of 
blocks; we can go back for it later.”  

With darkness, an unseasonable wet mist had drifted in from the 
Mediterranean and the lemon-yellow glow of the lights from the 
building above them looked warm and welcome. 

The elevator to the fourth floor opened to the soft strains of Cho-
pin. 

They were almost to the partially open door of Daniela’s apart-
ment, when Martin recognized the music. 

He grabbed Dani’s arm.  “Hold on.  Wait.” 
“What is it?” 
“That’s my music.” 
“Che cosa?” 
“That’s the music I was playing this afternoon when you called.  

It’s on the CD player.  The repeat button is probably set, and it’s been 
playing over and over again—all day.” 

“But why—?” 

M
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He held a finger to her lips and said softly, “wait for me here.  
No, better yet, go back and get the elevator and hold it, in case we 
need it; I’ll go check out the apartment.” 

“Oh, Marty—”  
He could see fear on her face and tried to reassure her with a 

courage he really didn’t feel.   
“I’m sure it’s nothing.  Just let me go check it out, okay?” 
Daniela nodded and took a step back toward the elevator. 
Martin made a small brushing motion with his hand, encourag-

ing her to go, while he turned and moved slowly toward the apart-
ment door. 

Warmth spilled into the hallway from the same welcoming light 
they had seen from the street.  Chopin’s Polonaise sprinkled noble 
notes into the air as Martin looked around the corner of the doorway 
into the apartment. 

He could see nothing beyond the entrance hall. 
Looking at the outside of the lock he could see small glistening 

scratches. 
A logical scenario presented itself: Whoever was breaking in 

while he was on the phone, found the apartment empty, went 
through the place, looking for information or clues as to his where-
abouts, and then split.  The guy may even have stuck around and 
hour or so, hoping he’d return—but was probably now long gone. 

But what of Bruno?  Wasn’t Daniela’s brother supposed to be 
here over half an hour ago?  Had he been delayed?  If not, what had 
Bruno made of the unlocked apartment?  Bruno may have already 
called the police. 

“Bruno?”  Martin called softly into the apartment. 
A Chopin Impromptu and silence greeted him. 
“Bruno, it’s Martin—Martin Donohue.  Io amico di Daniela.” 
The recording of Van Cliburn’s classic album filled the air. 
Martin thought, Bruno might be late; he may have come and 

gone; but I can’t stand here in the doorway, listening to my heart race 
faster than Chopin for the rest of my life.  He walked slowly through 
the entranceway as the gallery of Daniela’s relatives on the wall 
watched him without curiosity. 
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************ 
 
 

Bruno was in the living room. 
Daniela’s brother lay in a crimson splash of his own blood, and 

neither the Chopin nor Martin’s gasp of dismay disturbed him. 
Instinctively, Martin knew that if anyone was lying in wait, they 

would have already attacked him, so he approached the body with 
the faint hope that, in spite of the red puddle that surrounded Bruno’s 
head, there might be a spark of life. 

Glazed eyes and the tiny entrance hole in Bruno’s throat, along 
with the massive exit wound that had destroyed his thyroid cartilage 
before it pulverized his cervical vertebra, were sufficient evidence that 
he was dead. 

Rapidly, avoiding the congealing blood, Martin knelt next to the 
body.  He placed his left hand on Bruno’s forehead, just above the 
cloudy eyes—Daniela’s eyes—and made a large sign of the cross with 
the other.  The Old Latin words he had learned in the seminary 
seemed more appropriate here in Italy than his customary English.  

“In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritu Sancti.” Martin blessed the 
man—the good man, whom he would never have the opportunity to 
know. 

A strangled scream brought Martin quickly to his feet.  He spun 
around to find Daniela standing at the small archway into the living 
room, her eyes wide in horror.   

He was just in time to catch her as she crumbled to the floor. 
 

 
 

Daniela awoke in her bedroom, lying on top of the covers, a wet cloth 
on her forehead and two hands roughly massaging her wrists. 

Martin had only a rudimentary knowledge of first aid, and he 
had been in a new panic ever since Daniela’s collapse.  

She opened her eyes and stared at Martin for the longest time in 
complete silence. 
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Martin could see that, for a moment, Dani didn’t know where she 
was; her unflinching gaze was a desperate search for the boundaries 
of reality. 

Suddenly, she sat bolt upright with an agonized cry. “Bruno!” 
Martin tried to ease her back down to the pillow, but she fought 

against him.  Her strength was deceiving; he had to strain to keep her 
on the bed. 

“Bruno!  Where’s Bruno?” 
“Ssh.  It’ll be all right.”  It was a stupid thing to say.  It could 

never be all right again. 
Daniela allowed herself to be pushed halfway back down, just 

enough for her to look into and search Martin’s eyes. 
Martin could only shake his head, unable to find the words that 

would confirm her fears. 
She stared at him, saw in his eyes what he couldn’t say, and be-

gan to weep. 
He reached over and gathered her into his arms. For the second 

time that day, Martin Donohue felt Daniela Lucchesi’s tears sear the 
skin of his throat. 

He knew that they should get out of there as soon as possible; 
there was no telling if the intruder might come back.  They would 
have no way to defend themselves.  But he couldn’t rush her.  Dani 
had lost her best friend and her brother; and it was his entire fault.  
How could he pull her back into a world that had done this to her 
without a time for grieving. 

Finally: “Dani, we have to go.  We can’t stay here.  They might 
come back.  Do you have some place we can go?”  He held her at 
arm’s length, trying to make eye contact.  She couldn’t meet his gaze.  
It was worse than at the restaurant on the grounds of the Villa 
Borghese. 

“Daniela, we have to get out of here.  Do you have friends?” 
Her silence was louder than the Chopin that continued to play in 

the living room. 
“We can’t go to the police.  Your father...?” 
Dani gripped the muscle of Martin’s arm with such force that he 

gasped.   
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“No,” she hissed, her tears suddenly stopped.  “Not my father—
never!” 

“But, where?  Where do we go?” 
She shook her head, and the tears began to flow again as she bur-

ied her face against his chest. 
“Okay, okay; I have an idea.” 
Martin took a piece of paper from his shirt pocket and reached 

over to the telephone on Daniela’s nightstand. 
Still holding her, he awkwardly dialed a series of numbers and, 

after a few moments began to ask quiet questions. 
“Damn!”  Martin cursed, as he turned the paper over and dialed 

more numbers.  This time the response was immediate, and more 
agreeable. 

“No,” Martin said into the phone, “you’d better give it to me step 
by step, street by street, all the names and all the numbers.  Yes, I 
know it would have been helpful if I had learned Italian, but I didn’t 
and it’s too late for that tonight.”  He started to write on the paper.  

  Lying against him, Dani stared at the far wall without interest. 
She’s going into shock, Martin thought.  I’ve got to get her out of 

here and find some help.  He was afraid she’d withdraw so com-
pletely, she might never find her way back.  Martin had to admit that 
he knew little about such things, but his fears were intense and very 
real. 

Carefully, he wrote down the directions he was being given over 
the phone. He read them back, and made an adjustment to a highway 
number.  “Uh-huh, I understand, follow all the signs to Bracciano.  I 
appreciate this.  If you don’t see me in a couple of hours, send out the 
cavalry or something.” 

Martin hung up.  “Come on, Dani we’ve got to get out of here.” 
She didn’t protest or resist as he swung her legs over the edge of 

the bed.  She sat quietly, waiting for whatever he would prompt her 
to do next. 

“You’d better bring some stuff with you,” he said.   
Daniela stared through him, as if she could even see through the 

wall into the next room where her brother lay dead. 
“Dani, get some clothes together, we’ve got to go.” 
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He was greeted by a blank look. 
Martin’s sense of urgency was verging on panic now; he didn’t 

feel he had time to try and reason with her.  Every minute might 
count.   

The narcotic of fear began to infuse his movements.  Rather than 
take time to look for luggage, or leave Dani alone in the bedroom to 
get a shopping bag from the kitchen, Martin stripped off a pillowcase, 
and rapidly went through her drawers, jamming whatever he thought 
she might need into the impromptu duffel bag. 

It wasn’t as easy as he thought it would be.  He stopped once to 
ask her a question about a piece of lingerie and, receiving no re-
sponse, had to use his best judgment.  

Here was another lesson in his obvious lack of basic knowledge 
regarding the female of the species, Martin thought as he tried to se-
lect what she might need. 

From her armoire, he took a long coat, which he knew would be 
required, as cold as it had become outside.   

“Come on Dani, its time.  We’ve got to go.”  He gently placed the 
coat around her shoulders, made sure that he had her purse with the 
car keys, and helped her from the bed. 

At the bedroom door, Martin realized they would have to walk 
right past Bruno’s body.  He put the pillowcase and purse on the floor 
and turned Daniela toward him.  He took her face in both hands, feel-
ing the wetness of the tears on her smooth cheeks.” 

“Dani!”  Martin said, his voice forceful and insistent. “Dani, I 
want you to look at me.  Look at me, Dani!  Look at my face, my 
eyes.” 

Unfocused, she didn’t acknowledge him. 
He held her firmly, pushing his fingertips against her temples.  

“Look at me, Dani!”   
Her eyes finally moved to his. 
“We’re going to have to go out and get in the elevator.  I want 

you to look at me when we go.  Do not turn away from me.  Do you 
understand?  Dani, DO—YOU—UN—DER—STAND?” He repeated 
it with as much emphasis as he could manage. 
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Martin felt the muscles tremble in her neck, and he loosened his 
hold just enough to let her nod. 

“Good.  Just look at me.”   
Without losing eye contact, Martin reached down to retrieve the 

items he had left on the floor.  He tucked them beneath his arm, and 
with the girl’s face again firmly clasped between his hands Martin 
carefully walked her toward the door of the apartment. 

Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Bruno’s body and the 
dark puddle of blood that had been his life.  Daniela, with her back 
turned to the horror, could not see her brother, although Martin knew 
the sight would never escape her.  Rapidly, he got her out into the 
hallway and down the elevator. 

When they were in the foyer of the building, Dani tried to wrench 
herself out of Martin’s arms and turn back toward the open elevator. 

“No, Dani, No!  Come on, we’ve got to leave before they come 
back.” 

“But, Bruno...Bruno.  We cannot leave Bruno.” 
Let the dead bury the dead, Martin thought, not for the first time 

that day.  How many times was that phrase going to haunt him? 
“Dani, we can’t do anything for Bruno.  He’s...he’s...There’s noth-

ing we can do now.” 
She shook her head, planting he feet firmly against his pull. “But 

we cannot just leave him there!” 
Martin looked around trying to think of something he could do to 

satisfy Dani’s need to have her brother taken care of.  He ran to a 
small red box against the far wall, opened the little door, and pulled 
the handle inside.  A shrill buzzer began to oscillate throughout the 
building. 

“There!  The fire department will be here in a few minutes.  
They’ll go through the building, and they’ll find your—” 

“Bruno should not be alone,” Dani said softly.  “It is not right...” 
her voice trailed off. 

“Come on Dani, he won’t be alone; they’ll take care of him.” 
Martin rushed her out the door, because he could already hear 

voices in the stairwells, and soon the street would be full of people 
and emergency vehicles. 
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************* 

 
Martin realized it had been a lucky stroke that Daniela had left her car 
at the Villa Borghese car park earlier.  She had her own assigned park-
ing space at the apartment and, if someone were looking for them, it 
wouldn’t be very difficult to stake it out. 

Daniela’s small black Audi was right where she had left it, but 
Martin held her back in the shadows as paranoid fear overwhelmed 
him.   

Even here, they could have the car staked out.  If the cops were in 
on this, they could have had the license number distributed all over 
Rome.   

Martin shook his head in amazement at the anxieties, which had 
suddenly become a large part of his life.  If he kept thinking like this 
he would freeze and be incapable of making any decision! 

Yeah, he thought, and if he didn’t keep acting cautiously, he and 
Dani could end up dead—or worse. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 
 
 
 
 

 
he highway out of Rome was wonderful after the streets 
through Rome, which had been a nightmare. 

Martin had dreaded the thought of driving a strange car in a for-
eign city, and for good reason.  In spite of an excellent map, which he 
found in Daniela’s glove box, he still went the wrong way on one-way 
streets, circled the Coliseum twice, while looking for the street which 
would take him toward the highway to Bracciano.  He had to stop 
three times to try to locate his current position. 

Once he was out of the city, the wide thoroughfare was well 
marked, and Martin’s confidence rose commensurately. 

Beside him, Daniela was as quiet as a statue.  Martin looked to-
ward her to see if she was sleeping, but she wasn’t.  Her eyes were 
open; she seemed to be looking out into the darkness without even 
seeing the passing lights. 

He tried to talk to her, but when it was evident that she wouldn’t 
reply, he soon gave up, kept his thoughts to himself, and his concen-
tration on the road. 

Martin didn’t like his thoughts.  
The Luxembourg Amendment was now his responsibility—as if 

he had initiated and written the damn thing himself.  It was a killer 
now, as surely as it had been when Adolf Hitler and Pope Pius XII 
conceived it.  Martin felt as if he had provided diseased fleas to the 
rats of Rome, and the world was about to be infected with another 
Black Plague.  

T
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But guilt was nonproductive, he thought.  What was he going to 
do about it?  That was the question! 

Should he call the Archbishop of Boston and say: “Hey, Uncle 
Bob, remember our conversation about faith and beliefs?  How would 
you like to hear something that’ll put yours to a real test?  Your buddy, 
the pope, let a few million Jews get snuffed so he could protect the 
interest rate on his Certificates of Deposit.” 

Martin had a bitter little laugh at the idea of taking the results of 
his research back to the officious secretary of Cardinal Adolberto 
Bourgaise, and explaining that he was just providing the Cardinal’s 
office the courtesy of a review of his material—as was required—
before publishing. 

He looked to Daniela, and reassured her that he was sure they 
were getting closer to their destination. 

She didn’t seem to care. 
 
 
 

Martin almost missed the turn off to Bracciano.  He had to forget 
Daniela as he concentrated on his hand-written directions, while they 
approached the small village and its nearby medieval castle.  

As soon as they turned off the highway, it seemed to Martin as if 
every trattore and bar in town had let out at the same time.  He found 
himself caught in heavy traffic on a roundabout, while awkwardly 
trying to decipher a street name from his scrawl.  

Martin was used to the simplicity of four-way stops.  He ap-
proved of the concept of roundabouts: he just wasn’t infatuated with 
learning how to use them properly in the middle of the night—in a 
strange country—while trying to locate an unreadable street sign. 

It was a minor miracle he didn’t cause a major accident, as he 
spotted his exit from the inside of the roundabout and cut across two 
lanes of traffic to reach it. 

In rapid order, Martin was treated to a symphony of car horns, a 
rapid barrage of incomprehensible Italian, the wonder of hands-free 
driving as a number of motorists displayed ancient hand signals of 
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disapproval, and the flashing blue and white lights of a motorcycle 
policeman. 

“Oh shit!” he muttered, as the lights flickered through the back 
window of Daniela’s car.  He pulled over to the side of the road, and 
waited patiently, while the policeman took his time parking his mo-
torcycle. 

Martin glanced at Daniela, but she seemed to be oblivious to the 
fact that they had stopped.  He rolled down the window and was 
greeted by another string of incomprehensible Italian.  This time, less 
vehement, but still emphatic in its criticism of his driving skills. 

“I’m sorry,” Martin said, “I don’t understand Italian very well.”   
“Ah, Inglese?” 
“American.” 
“Americano!”  The policeman said with a note of satisfaction.  

“Bravo, Signore. Per piacere, documenti.” 
Martin understood that.  “I don’t have my license.  It was stolen.” 
“Your Passport, Signore.” 
“That was taken also.” 
“Did you have licenza internazionale?” 
Martin shook his head.  “I didn’t think I needed one.” 
The policeman looked across Martin at Daniela.  He asked whose 

car it was, and Martin told him it was “di mi amica.” 
This is your friend?  The cop wanted to know, looking again at 

Daniela, appreciating her beauty. 
Yes, Martin said, it was his girlfriend.  Any other explanation 

would have been too complicated. 
What was wrong with the girlfriend? 
There had been a death in the family, and she was not feeling 

well. 
And where was the Signore Donohue going in such a hurry and 

with such dangerous maneuvers so late at night? 
To a relative of his friend. 
How sad it must be to have to visit relatives under such circum-

stances, the policeman commiserated. 
Yes, very sad, Martin assured him; could they go now? 
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The officer’s sympathies were short-lived.  He was not pleased 
with the American’s lack of documentation, and made it very clear in 
broken English and simple Italian that an International Driving Per-
mit was required. 

Martin refrained from pointing out, that if he had an Interna-
tional Drivers License, it too would have been missing with the rest of 
his paper. 

Daniela ignored this entire exchange.  Even when Martin had to 
rummage through her glove box for the registration of the car, she sat 
and just watched his moving hands, as if they had nothing to do with 
her. 

The policeman inspected Daniela’s registration.  “With permesso, 
signore, I will be back in momento.” 

Martin watched the cop in his rearview mirror.  Damn, he 
thought.  He’s calling us in on the radio.  We’ve had it now. 

In a panic, Martin wondered what kind of chance they’d have if 
he tried to make a run for it.  Not much, he decided, looking out at the 
dark, unfamiliar countryside.  

After a few minutes, the policeman put down his microphone 
and started back toward the car, his expression grim. 

Last chance, Martin thought.  It’s now or never.  He reached for 
the ignition, but realized the futility of flight. He settled down, wait-
ing to be arrested. 

The policeman regretted the travelers’ personal circumstance 
very much, but it would be necessary to issue Martin a citation for his 
dangerous driving and for not having the proper permits—even for 
safe driving. 

Martin breathed a silent sigh of relief.  He wanted to tell the cop 
that he didn’t care if he was going to write ten citations.  But he sat 
quietly, and began again to worry about Daniela and her deepening 
withdrawal. 

The policeman handed Martin the flimsy paper, which detailed 
his transgressions against the Italian government, and delivered an-
other lengthy homily on the responsibilities of safe driving. 

As long as he was going to pay for this delay one way or the 
other, Martin decided to at least turn it to his advantage.  With his 
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piece of paper held out for the policeman to read, he asked for guid-
ance to the address written at the end of his long series of directions.  
There was no sense wandering around looking for his destination, 
when he had professional assistance at hand. 

Even in broken English, the policeman’s instructions were clear, 
and Martin was happy to be finally on his way. 
 
 
 
 
“Good Lord, son, you look like the wreck of the Hesperus!  Come on 
in, come on in, ya’ll.” 

Doctor Willie Dean Douglas greeted Martin Donohue at the door 
of the old stone farmhouse on the far side of Lake Bracciano. 

“I have Daniela in the car; let me go get her.”  Martin had wanted 
to make sure that this was the right place before he made Daniela get 
out of the car.  But, with a large sign hanging over the wooden arch-
way at the entrance to the long access road, which proclaimed, “El 
Rancho Grande,” it would have been impossible to mistake. 

“Ya’ll want some help, lad?” 
“No, you’d better let me do this, she might be a little skittish.” 
“What the hell happened?” 
“I’ll tell you about it later.  Right now just let me get Dani in out 

of the cold.” 
Martin went back to the car.  This far from the city, with no light 

from nearby neighbors to pollute the sky, the night was complete and 
the stars were incredible in their diamond clarity.   

Daniela sat unmoving in the darkness. 
“Come on Dani, let’s go.  You’ll—we’ll—be safe here.” 
Daniela didn’t respond, but she also did not resist when he took 

her shoulder and turned her toward him.   
He pulled her to her feet and tucked the collar of her long coat 

around her chin.   
“Come on, let’s get inside.” 
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Martin placed his arm around Dani’s waist and hugged her 
tightly to him, so that the firmness of his body could support the now 
too-supple length of hers.  Carefully, he walked her to the house. 

If Peter Paul Rubens were alive, he would have sold his soul for 
the opportunity to paint Adalina—Mamalina— Douglas.  She was the 
soul of rounded flesh, wonderful colors and soft textures.  It was her 
kind of plump beauty that the great master had spent his life trying to 
reproduce in luminous oils. 

When Adalina Douglas saw the girl in Martin’s arms, she cried 
out in anguish, “bambina!  Bambina mia. Che cosa ‘e successo!” 

Immediately, she’d dropped her sewing and fairly flew across the 
room to grasp Daniela’s shoulders, pull her away from Martin, and 
hug the girl to her own generous bosom. 

Martin reached out toward Dani, an automatic reaction.   
Before he could say a word, Mamalina gave him a look of pierc-

ing anger and rasped, “sorte!” 
With that, she began to lead Daniela from the room.  Perplexed, 

Martin watched Willie Dean Douglas’ wife stroke the girl’s hair, as 
she cooed calming reassurances in her ear. 

“Don’t fret lad.  It’s Mamalina’s way.  Until she knows it weren’t 
you that caused the hurt in that child, she ain’t goin’ to take no 
chances.” 

“But...” 
“Don’t need no ‘but’s’ around here, ‘cept the one you’re goin’ to 

sit on, while I see what the problem is.”  Dr. Douglas pointed toward 
a chair by the fireplace.  “Sit yourself down, boy.  There’s some wine 
over on the lowboy, there.  Make yourself to home and let me look 
after the girl.  Has she been injured?” 

“Oh...uh, no.”  Martin hadn’t expected this flurry of activity. 
“She’s...she’s in shock.  There’s been a...a death in the family, and.” 

“Save the gas.  Lemme go check the girl, and you can stow the 
story of your life until later.” 

“Thanks, Doctor Douglas...” 
But the man was gone, following his wife, before Martin could 

say another word. 
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************* 
 

The room was warm and comfortable.  The furniture was rough-
hewn, and much of it looked like it was handmade from woods with 
which Martin was unfamiliar. 

The handcrafted cushions and antimacassars displayed the same 
touch of loving hands, which was reflected in the polished woods 
upon which they rested. 

The walls bore small prints, sepia photographs of ancient people, 
and numerous hand-sewn samplers that expressed Italian phrases he 
couldn’t translate. 

Later, he would come to know that they were all phrases from 
Dante:  

“There is no greater sorrow 
than to recall a time of happiness in misery.” 

“Consider your origin: 
you are not made that you might live as brutes, 

but so as to follow virtue and knowledge.” 
“In His will is our peace.” 

Near the kitchen door, Martin could make out a bulletin board, 
which had been carefully framed.  It contained a number of childish 
drawings and finger-painted swirls.  Evidently, products of the Doug-
las children. 

Martin glanced at his non-existent watch and realized that, al-
though he didn’t know what time it was, it must be pretty late, and 
the children would be already in bed. 

He looked at the offered wine and decided to pass.  Right now 
the last thing he needed was a fuzzy head.  Of course, he thought, 
with a wry smile, the good Doctor Douglas was quite used to him be-
ing in that condition. 

With that thought, the doctor came back into the room. 
Martin jumped up, “Dani...!” 
Douglas held up his hand.  “I gave her something to help her 

sleep.  She doesn’t seem to be hurt anywhere; probably just needs a 
good night’s rest.” 
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Martin shook his head, “I wish it were that easy,” Doctor Doug-
las.” 

“Let’s just keep it, Willie, okay?  Coupla compadre’s away from 
the ol’ home shores and all.”  

Martin sat back down; by now he felt as deflated as a punctured 
balloon. 

Douglas went over to the lowboy and poured himself a glass of 
wine.  Looking over at Martin, he poured a second one even fuller. 

“My own,” Willie Dean Douglas said, as he handed the glass to 
Martin.  It ain’t the greatest in the world, but it beats the hell outta the 
local Ernest and Julio; and it came right out of the vineyard in the 
back of the house.” 

Martin took the glass, and sipped out of politeness.  He wasn’t a 
connoisseur, but the wine was delicious, so he deemed it, “excellent.” 

The doctor spread his tall Texan frame out in a chair across from 
Martin.  “Ya’ll goin’ to have to forgive Mamalina.  She’s seen too 
many goddamn American soap operas on the TV.  I guess, ‘cept for 
me, she thinks most American men treat their women sorta badly.  
She’s pretty protective, y’know, wounded birds and injured animals 
and everythin’.  Fact is that’s how we met, when I was in the Air force 
at Aviano.  She was just a teenager an’ she come lookin’ for a doctor 
to fix the leg of her cousin’s goat.  Wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer.  
Kept at me until I had to go into their village out in the hills by the 
base, and fix the goddamn goat. 

“The whole family turned out to watch il dottore Americano put a 
splint on the goat’s leg.  Then they wouldn’t let me outta there ‘til I 
had dinner and wine and lots of laughs.  Thought for sure they’d 
cooked the damn goat just to impress me when I weren’t lookin’.  
Swore, that if I ever came back to Italy, that’s the first place I’d go to 
see if little Adalina was married yet.” 

“And she wasn’t,” Martin concluded. 
“Nope.  Said she was waitin’ for me to come back and get her.” 
“How many times had you seen her before you left to go back to 

the United States?” 
“Just that one time with the broken goat and the family drinkin’ 

wine, and eatin’ and jokin’ around the dinner table.” 
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 “How did she know you were going to come back for her?” 
“Adalina said she just up and prayed to the Virgin that I would 

be her true love, and that I would be back to get her before her father 
forced her to marry one of the village boys.” 

“Quite an act of faith,” Martin said, drinking his wine. 
“Mamalina is quite a woman.” 
The object of this conversation came back into the room, and 

Martin stood up; not just out of politeness, but in case he would have 
to run from the wrath of Adalina Douglas. 

Immediately, Mamalina went to Martin, threw her arms about his 
neck, pulled him into her bosom, and squeezed the air from his lungs. 

“Ah, la povera ragazza.  The poor, poor girl,” Mamalina said in 
perfect English.  “Your poor girlfriend is sleeping now.  She will be all 
right, but she has been hurt very badly—in here.”  The plump woman 
patted herself over the heart. 

Martin tried to nod in the confines of the Mamalina’s huge, warm 
arms. 

She pushed him to arm’s length and looked into his eyes.  “And 
you are not too well, either, ragazzo.”  She turned to her husband.  
“This one has also had a bad time.” 

Willie Dean Douglas held up his wineglass and pointed toward 
Martin’s on the table.  “We were just in the process of rectifying that, 
cara mia.” 

Mamalina shook her head.  “You men.  You always think that in 
the vino, there is the solution to all problems.  Look at this one.”  She 
pinched Martin’s arm and then the flesh just below his ribs.  “This one 
needs mangiare.” 

“Mamalina’s right, Dr. Douglas nodded seriously.  “Somethin’ to 
eat, and then we’ll talk.” 

Martin tried to protest. “No, that’s okay—”   
The doctor waved him off and refilled his glass. 
 
 
 

They led him into the big open kitchen, where Mamalina began to lay 
plate after plate of food on the table.   
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From the nicks and scratches on the heavy chestnut table, Martin 
could tell it was probably the center of their household.  He recalled 
an Italian friend back in Boston, before he went off to boarding school.  
Everyone always gravitated toward the kitchen in that family.  It was 
a comfortable place to be. 

Mamalina gave him an empty platter, indicating he should help 
himself and suddenly Martin realized that he was starving. 

He had goat cheese, pickled black olives, pieces of cold marinated 
chicken, a large salad of crisp greens, which he could not identify, and 
fresh bread with a hard tasty crust, dipped into a small bowl of olive 
oil, thick with herbs and spices.  And of course, there was a generous 
amount of the good doctor’s homemade wine to wash it all down. 

“Everything’s from the backyard,” the doctor said as his beaming 
wife kept urging new dishes on their guest. 

“The backyard?” 
“El Rancho Grande.  Couldn’t resist the name.  Didn’t want to call 

the place “The Alamo,” all things considered. Got ten acres here.  
More than enough to live comfortably off the land.  Raise most 
ever’thin’ you’ve got on your plate there, from chickens, to the goats 
for milk and cheese.” 

Martin looked at his host with a bemused expression.  The doctor 
shook his head.  “No, not the same goat with the broken leg, but a dis-
tant relative, I’m sure.” 

When it looked like Martin was finished, Douglas’ curiosity fi-
nally got the best of him.  “You want to tell us what the hell’s going 
on?” 

Martin had been dreading this question.  Ever since he got on the 
highway from Rome, he had thought about what he would tell the 
doctor.  He looked to Willie Dean Douglas and then to Mamalina.  

“Before I get into any details, I need to preface what I have to 
say.” 

The doctor looked at his wife.  “Sounds like the boy’s been 
watchin’ some of those same TV programs as you.” 

The expression on Martin’s face immediately wiped the smile 
from his host’s face.   

“Sorry, son.  Go on, tell your story. 
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Martin took a sip of wine and nodded.  “I can’t tell you every-
thing.  There’s something at the bottom of all this and I won’t tell you 
what it is.  That knowledge is dangerous.  If my guess is right, at least 
four people have been killed because of it, maybe more, I don’t 
know.” 

“Jesus H. Christ, son, do you know what you’re sayin’?” 
Martin pointed in the general direction Mamalina had taken 

Daniela.  “Her brother was the last one murdered—and that was just 
this afternoon.” 

“Ma che Christo!”  Mamalina cried, as her hand flew to her mouth 
in shock. 

Dr. Douglas looked from his wife’s white face to Martin’s serious 
expression.  “Well son, I guess you’d better just tell us what you think 
we oughtta know.” 

“I found something regarding World War II in the Vatican Ar-
chives, while I was doing my research—” 

“Map to one of those secret caches of gold, I’ll bet,” the doctor 
said.  “They say there’s tons of Nazi swag still buried all over Italy, in 
caves, at the bottom of lakes, especially in—” 

Martin shook his head with a small smile, “I wish that’s all it 
was—buried treasure.  That would make everything so easy.  No, 
Willie, it isn’t treasure or bullion.  It was an old document; but please 
believe me, you really don’t want to know what it was.” 

 
 
 

It took almost an hour for Martin to relate the occurrences of the past 
couple of days, all starting, with the disappearance of his lap-top 
computer, and ending with the discovery of Bruno’s body in 
Daniela’s apartment and their drive through the night to the doctor’s 
farm. 

“That’s some story, boy,” the doctor said with a frown.  “If you 
got it only half-right, there’s some of the goddamnedest shit goin’ 
down that I ever heard of.” 
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Mamalina sat quietly, listening.  Martin could see that his story 
had horrified her.  He suddenly felt sorry that he had involved these 
two innocent and unwitting people in his plight. 

“I didn’t know where to turn,” Martin said.  “The police were out 
of the question, the embassy is probably covered, my apartment has 
been turned into a trash pile, and Daniela’s place should be crawling 
with cops.  We couldn’t go to a hotel; registration requires passports 
or papers.  I don’t have any, and Daniela’s name is probably on the 
cops’ hot sheet by now too.” 

“So you called ol’ Willie Dean Douglas.” 
“So I called ol’ Willie Dean Douglas,” Martin repeated with a 

nod.  “And I probably shouldn’t have.” 
“Are you serious?  Where would you go?”  Mamalina was indig-

nant.  “Quella poverina bambina.”  She indicated the distant room 
where Daniela slept.  “Where would that poor girl go?  No!  She be-
longs here with Mamalina.  I will take care of her.  You cannot run all 
over the country with that child the way she is.” 

“Well, I guess that’s that,” the doctor said, shrugging.  “Now you 
know how we feel.” 

“But it might put you in danger.” 
“From whom?” 
“That’s the problem, I don’t know.” 
“Then there’s really nothing we can do about it for now.  This is a 

problem for tomorrow and the light of day.”  Douglas looked at his 
watch and yawned.  “Certainly way past my bedtime.”  He smiled at 
his wife.  “I suppose those pirates we’ve given birth to will be up with 
the sun.”  He poured Martin a bit more wine and said, “here you go, 
son, a little night cap, while I look in on your lady and make sure 
she’s doin’ all right.  Mamalina will get you set up with some towels 
so you can wash up.” 

While his two hosts went about their chores, Martin sipped his 
wine and reflected on the affairs that had brought him to this farm-
house outside of Rome. 

It was almost incomprehensible.  Almost.  Except for the trail of 
blood, which was not far behind him.   
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************* 
 

“Here you go, son,” Dr. Douglas said.  “Get a good night sleep.  
Things will look better in the mornin’.  They always do, you know.”  
Dr. Douglas showed Martin to the door of a bedroom.   

Martin was already into the room before he realized that Daniela 
occupied the bed. 

“Uh...I think I’d better—” 
“You’d better look after your lady, son.  She’s had a bad day, and 

the light of the mornin’ won’t make her nightmares any less real than 
they are now.” 

With that, the doctor closed the door and Martin could do noth-
ing but look at the girl on the bed.  

Mamalina had replaced Dani’s clothing with a cotton nightgown.  
Martin remembered the silken affair she’d worn just a night ago, and 
couldn’t help but wonder at the changes in their lives since then. 

Dani’s hair lay fanned across the fluffy pillow.  Martin thought 
she looked very pale against the goose down comforter, which was 
tucked under her chin. 

Martin looked around the room.  The only chair was a straight-
backed wooden device that looked terribly uncomfortable.  He could 
sleep on the floor, but camping out on hard surfaces was never high 
on his list.  

Daniela was passed out.  The doctor said he’d given her some-
thing to help her sleep through the agony of her thoughts.   

Martin was too tired to worry about propriety.  Removing his 
shoes and outer shirt, he carefully crawled under the comforter, and 
lay on top of the sheet under which the girl slept in oblivion. 

Sometime in the middle of the night Martin awoke. Startled, he 
couldn’t recall what this place was.  A pale shaft of moonlight filtered 
through lace curtains dimly lighted the darkness. 

He remembered where he was.  Willie Dean Douglas.  Mamalina.  
The farm outside of Rome, near Lake Bracciano. 

The bed was shaking, and it took Martin another moment to re-
member Daniela and realize that she was weeping in the darkness.  
That’s probably what had woken him up. 
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He shifted, and Daniela, sensing his awareness, turned to snuggle 
into the crook of his arm. 

Somehow during the night he had managed to crawl under the 
top sheet, so now he could feel the full length of her, warm against 
him. 

Dani continued to cry quietly against Martin’s chest.  He put his 
arm around her, and held her close in silence, praying that he could 
give her strength and comfort. 

Finally her crying subsided.  It was replaced by soft shudders, as 
the aftermath of her sorrow continued to ravage her thoughts. 

Martin could feel Dani’s hand on his chest, just beneath the curve 
of his chin; her fingers moved slowly, in small little circles like that of 
a child, seeking comfort. It was a good feeling.   

In response, Martin gently rubbed Dani’s shoulder, acknowledg-
ing her need for his company in the darkness. 

Daniela murmured into Martin’s chest.  The warmth of her breath 
and the vibration of her words against his heart were of the most sen-
suous feelings he had ever experienced. 

“Martin,” Daniela whispered in the darkness, “Martin, I want 
you.” 

For a moment he refused to believe what she meant.  His mind 
looked for denial, but her hand widened its circular motion, and 
moved across the plane of his stomach. 

“Marty, I need you.” 
Martin didn’t know what to say.  He could feel his body respond-

ing. 
“Please hold me, Marty.  Make love to me; give me back my life.  

I need you.” 
Beneath the covers her hand encountered his pants, quickly un-

buckled his belt, and slid the zipper slowly down. 
Martin moved his hand from her bare shoulder to the side of her 

summer nightgown and slipped it inside.  For the first time in his 
adult life Martin held a woman’s breast.  The thrust of her erect nipple 
against his palm infused him with a power he hadn’t known existed 
as he realized that this was her reaction to him. 
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Awkwardly, they maneuvered his pants and shorts down to his 
ankles; and then they concentrated on pulling up her nightgown.  

Without a word between them, Daniela threw a long leg over 
Martin’s naked body.  Reaching between her thighs, she located him. 

He’d barely touched the hot moistness of her inner flesh, when he 
began to ejaculate in gut-wrenching spasms. 

“I’m sorry,” Martin whispered in Dani’s ear.  “I’m a little out of 
practice.” 

“Like the cooking, eh?” she chuckled quietly.  
“I guess.”  He was overjoyed to hear her laughter after what they 

had been through. 
“It’s okay, Marty,” she said, reaching for him again.  “That was 

only an aperitif, an appetizer.  We still have more to come.” 
Their meal had many courses.  Each more delicious than the last. 
Sometime, just before dawn, with Daniela sleeping deeply beside 

him, Martin said a prayer.  It was a simple prayer that asked for little 
but the safety and welfare of the girl by his side.  There was nothing 
in his supplication that begged forgiveness or sought expiation for 
what had happened between them.  Somehow Martin could not find 
sin in a perfect affirmation of life. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 
 
 
 
 

 
wo things Rueven DeMattei knew for damn sure: that it 
was going to boil down to basic leg-work—probably 

should have all along—and Birnbaum and Leibowitz would be 
useless for some assignments.  Their Italian was rudimentary and not 
sophisticated enough to question the natives. 

It would have to be up to him, his penance for thinking he could 
handle this the lazy way, by walking around with his nose stuck up 
some camel-jockey’s ass.  

DeMattei’s posting to Rome, where nothing ever happened, had 
made him fat and indolent.  Well, maybe not fat, but he did have a 
tendency to find the easy way to get things done.  And now he had a 
feeling that when this was all over, his boss, Arieh Azeez might have 
a few words to say about what he expected of a one-man Mossad op-
eration in foreign cities.  

DeMattei had placed Leibowitz on stakeout near the American’s 
pensione on Via Piave immediately after Leibowitz was able to stagger 
off the shitter.  The neighbors were already getting suspicious, be-
cause there were only so many things Leibowitz could do to justify 
his hanging around the area, so DeMattei rented his agent a van to sit 
in, just to get him off the street. 

The American’s hotel was as good a place to start as any, DeMat-
tei thought, fighting his way across town in the late morning traffic. 

 
************* 

T
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The concierge was reluctant to talk, until DeMattei hinted that his in-
surance company might possibly cover the damaged furniture in Si-
gnore Donohue’s rooms.  After all, the fixtures were technically in the 
possession of the renter when vandals ruined them, and that would 
technically bring them all under the provisions of the American Si-
gnore’s traveler’s policy 

The concierge’s eyes glistened and she nodded enthusiastically. 
Oh, yes, DeMattei continued, the Signore had initiated the claim, 

but then he disappeared before the company could get all the infor-
mation and have the claim forms signed— wasn’t the burden of pa-
perwork terrible?  Now, there was no sense sitting around, waiting 
for the tourist to pop back up, was there?  

Besides, it would be necessary to settle the American’s claim—for 
the furniture also—before the gentleman left the country.  State laws, 
you know.  Very strict where foreigners are concerned.  Wouldn’t 
want anyone wandering back to their home country complaining 
about Italy, would we? 

DeMattei groaned with all the skill of Marcello Mastroiani—who 
some said he resembled—and explained that, if only they could locate 
Signore Donohue, and get the American to sign off on everything, they 
could insure that there would be a small stipend for the concierge, 
who was so helpful in the insurance company’s search for their cus-
tomer. 

Of course!  The concierge would be most pleased to provide in-
formation, which could help the insurance company.  But she did not 
know where the Americano was.  He’d come by with a young woman.  
And then, they disappeared.  The woman?  No, she had never seen 
the woman before, but, “che bella faccia!”  Signore Donohue had man-
aged to find a most beautiful Italian companion—and in such a short 
time, too.  But then, the Signore Donohue was quite good-looking 
himself.  If she had only been a few years younger, the concierge be-
moaned, she would have been most happy to be the young man’s tour 
guide! 

Oh yes, the concierge knew the poor man was hit on the head in 
the middle of the streets.  How terrible that his city was not more 
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hospitable.  And then to come home with la bella Signorina to find his 
home in such a shambles! 

DeMattei assured her that the insurance company knew Donohue 
had been in the hospital.  They had it right there in their records: 
Nuova Regina Margherita hospital on Via Emilio Morosini. 

The concierge laughed.  No wonder insurance companies were 
always in such trouble with the government, if that is the way they 
kept records.  The American had been at the Rome-American hospi-
tal, not the Margherita.  She didn’t know addresses, but she certainly 
knew one hospital from another.  

DeMattei indicated that he must have been looking at the wrong 
file.  Did the concierge know were the bella Signorina took the poor 
American and his broken head? 

No, of course not. 
The Israeli thanked the woman and assured her again that, yes, 

the insurance company would consider her furniture in the Ameri-
can’s claim, but the ultimate decision would not be his. 

 
 
 

At the Rome-American Hospital, a little charm, a few questions, and 
DeMattei soon knew that both Dottore Anguillara and Dottore Doug-
las had treated the American. 

Dottore Anguillara was here right now, but the Dottore Douglas 
was not. 

DeMattei caught up with the small Italian doctor on the chil-
dren’s ward.  He tried to avoid looking into the rooms.  He didn’t 
want to see what they contained, not in the children’s ward.  

Rueven DeMattei sympathized with the Italian doctor’s work-
load, which was very impressive, and he would not take much of his 
time, but since Dottore Anguillara had no idea where Signore Donohue, 
had gone after he left the hospital.  Perhaps, Dottore Douglas would 
know, being an American, also.  And where was the good American 
dottore? 

The American doctor evidently had decided to take a vacation. 
“Oh,” DeMattei said, his face wreathed in disappointment.   
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Il Dottore Douglas had telephoned just this morning to say that he 
would be taking some time off.  The Americano dottore worked very 
hard, DeMattei was assured, and deserved a small vacation.  The little 
Italian doctor’s chest puffed out, and even his thin mustache ap-
peared to thicken with pride.  “Il dottore said that I should look after 
his patients for him.”   

“And I’m sure you’ll do a great job,” DeMattei complemented.  
“Perhaps I may call Doctor Douglas at home?” 

“Si, you may call him.” 
“Do you have his number?”  DeMattei hoped he wouldn’t have 

to try to wrangle it out of the hospital office. 
The Italian doctor reached into a pocket and pulled out his wallet, 

a battered leather affair filled with more papers than money.  “The 
number of Il Dottore Douglas is 988 67 84.” 

DeMattei committed the number to memory. 
Downstairs in a public telephone booth, the Mossad agent looked 

up the telephone exchange and noted that it was for the Lake Brac-
ciano area. 

The only question now was, whether that was where the Ameri-
can might have gone.  It was logical, wasn’t it?  Birds of a feather, and 
all.  It’s a good possibility. 

DeMattei knew it wouldn’t be prudent to call the American doc-
tor and just ask if he had guests.  If Martin Donohue and Daniela Luc-
chesi were on the run, they would have told their host enough to 
warn him.  There was no sense warning Donohue and forcing him 
back onto his bicycle again. 

It should be easy enough to get the good doctor’s address and go 
up to the lake, and take a look.  After all, he didn’t have anything else 
to go on, did he? 
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CHAPTER THIRTY 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

artin awoke with a start in an empty bed, rolled onto his 
back, and stared up at the rough beams of the ceiling.   

 He couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened during the 
night.  Nothing could erase the memories of Daniela’s warm, naked 
body.  He knew that eventually, there would have to be a time for 
analysis, for recrimination and remorse.  But not now.  Not now, 
while her smell lingered on his skin, while he could still feel her pliant 
flesh beneath his inquisitive fingertips. 

Martin wanted to lie in the sheets of their lovemaking without 
moving for the rest of his life, but outside the door of the bedroom, he 
could hear the sound of talking.  The sharp odor of cooking food trig-
gered an unbelievable hunger. 

The kitchen was a hive of activity.  Mamalina bustled back and 
forth from the refrigerator to a busy stove, to a heavily laden table.  In 
the corner of the room the twins, Romulus and Remus, tussled to-
gether over a toy fire engine. 

Daniela sat at the table, facing the bedroom door. Curled in her 
lap was an exquisite child.  The little girl looked like a slightly 
enlarged version of a Victorian doll.  Her porcelain features were per-
fect, the alabaster whiteness of her skin, a sharp contrast to dark, au-
burn hair and deep brown eyes. 

The child had on a white frock that blended with a similar, but 
longer sheath that Daniela wore.  They could easily have been mother 
and daughter.  Madonna and child, Martin thought. 

M
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“Ah, Martino!”  Mamalina cried, when she noticed he had en-
tered the room.  “Come stai?”  How are you doing?  Did you sleep 
well?” 

“Favaloso!”  Martin’s response of ‘fabulous’ in poorly accented 
Italian brought a big smile of appreciation to Mamalina’s face. 

“Bravo!” she countered. “Come, sit and eat.” 
Martin looked over at Daniela, and discovered he didn’t know 

how to greet her after the previous night.   
Was he supposed to kiss her?   
He wanted to.   
Should he hug her?  
He wanted nothing more right now.  
Was it okay to acknowledge what had transpired between them during 

the night? 
How?  Instinct had completely abandoned him, and Martin real-

ized that he was completely out of his depths. 
Martin’s anxiety lasted only a moment, as he watched Daniela 

with the child, and forgot about himself.  His heart ached for her 
beauty and her sadness, the melancholy, which seemed to consume 
her.  Her eyes were lost in dark hollows of continued grief, in spite of 
their communion in the night. 

“Buongiorno, Marty,” Dani said softly, as he approached. 
“Good morning, Dani.”  And because he could not resist, he 

reached over and laid the back of his hand against her cheek.  It was a 
reflex gesture, recalling everything that had passed between them. 

Daniela turned her head slightly and nuzzled the inside of his 
hand.  Her lips kissed his palm in quiet acknowledgment.  In her lap, 
the curious child looked up at the two strange adults, and snuggled 
further down into comfortable warmth. 

“Martino,” Mamalina said, “sit down.  I shall fix your breakfast.” 
Daniela fired off a rapid string of Italian and the apron-clad 

woman at the stove shrugged. 
Martin asked Mamalina what Daniela had just said. 
“She said that you should prepare your own breakfast, that you 

are quite the good cook, and that you have had plenty of practice.”  
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Martin hoped the blush, spreading up his neck and across his 
cheeks, would go unseen, but he could tell Daniela had noticed.  She 
was watching for this reaction.  Her small smile told him so. 

Martin supposed she was on the mend if she could joke this way.  
He appreciated the effort.  Yesterday must have been the worst 
nightmare of her young life, losing both her brother and her best 
friend.  He didn’t know how he would have been able to deal with 
such a catastrophe. 

Martin sat down across from Dani and tried to read the dark 
depths of her eyes. 

“Are you going to be okay?” he finally asked. 
“Con la benedizione del tempo—with the blessing of time,” she said, 

softly. 
“Mangia!” Mamalina said, placing a large platter of fried polenta, 

mushrooms and beefsteak in front of him. She filled a mug with thick 
hot coffee.   

“It is Louisiana coffee,” Mamalina said proudly.  “My husband 
has a friend in New Orleans who sends him the coffee.  Southern cof-
fee.  It is full of chicory and makes you want to chew it like good 
food.” 

Martin tasted the coffee and found its unique taste perfect for the 
newness of this day and the different person he had become over-
night.    

“Speaking about the doctor, where is he?” 
“It is the time of the grape,” Mamalina said, pointing toward the 

rear of the house.  “He is picking grapes.  He must pick them before 
the sun turns them to raisins.  If that happens, there will be plenty of 
panetone—raisin bread—for myself and the children, but no new wine 
for the doctor.  Therefore, he picks the grapes.” 

“Can I help?” 
“You eat.  Then you can help.”  Mamalina came over to put 

homemade bread before him.  She pinched his arm just above the el-
bow.  “How can you pick grapes without a little meat on your bones?  
Mangia!  Then pick grapes.” 

Martin devoured his meal in silence.  He watched Daniela across 
from him as she sat, stroking the little girl’s hair, humming a throaty 
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lullaby.  He realized it could be an unconscious act of consolation for 
herself. 

“Andalucia,” Martin said.  “Isn’t that your daughter’s name?” 
“Si, Andalucia.”  Mamalina chuckled.  “The poor child will grow 

up and not know who she is.  Her father calls her Andy like an 
American, and I call her Luccia.  No one calls her Andalucia.” 

The rumpus over the toys in the corner suddenly took on a new 
life, as the boys heard mention of their sister, and didn’t want to be 
neglected. 

“And those two,” Mamalina pointed at the tangle of arms and 
legs, “are Romulus and Remus.  The are the maialini—little piglets.  If 
the founders of Rome were anything like those, I do not envy the she-
wolf that had to suckle them!” 

Martin glanced at Daniela.  The remembrance of her soft breasts 
flooded back, and he blushed again.  He couldn’t believe the power of 
that incredible experience, and still wondered his complete lack guilt.  
What had happened to his conscience?  Grown up and become part of 
the real world.  Rationalized away in a wave of sensuous experiences.  
Martin knew that eventually he would have to face this new moral 
dilemma, which had supplanted the simplicity of doubt with the com-
plexity of mortal sin. 

He did feel guilty, however, for sitting there, looking at and think-
ing of Dani, while he grew embarrassingly hard and uncomfortable.  
This was a new complication.  He didn’t know how he was going to 
deal with it, if every time he came close to her, his body was going to 
spring to new life. 

He knew what he was going to do right then, though, before it he 
lost control.  

“I’d better go help Willie pick grapes.” 
“You did not eat enough,” Mamalina admonished. 
Martin patted his hard belly.  “I couldn’t eat another bite, Mama-

lina.  Let me go out and work some of this off.” 
“If you insist.  Here take this.”  She handed him a small curved 

knife. “It is for cutting the stems.  My husband will show you how.  
Be careful, it is very sharp!” 
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************* 
 

The morning sun was already hot, and Martin found Willie Dean 
Douglas, shirtless and sweating, between rows of greenish-yellow 
grapevines, not far from the house.  

The tall Texan appeared to be enjoying the sun and sweet morn-
ing air, as he reached among the leaves to cut large bunches of trans-
lucent, bursting yellow grapes from the branches of the vines, and 
then lay them gently in a box at his feet. 

“What are you plannin’ to do with that,” the doctor- turned-
farmer asked, nodding toward the knife in Martin’s hand. 

“Help you.” 
“You ever pick grapes, tenderfoot?” 
“No.”  Martin wanted to say that there were any number of 

things which he hadn’t done before, but he was beginning to master 
them one by one. 

“Come on.  I’ll show you.”  The doctor beckoned. 
Within a few minutes, Martin had his shirt off in imitation of his 

mentor, his own row of vines to work, and a growing stack of dusty 
amber fruit, piling up in the low boxes behind him in the row.  Sweat 
trickled down his face and pooled in the creases of his neck.  The heat 
of the sun broiled his back, and when he bent over to reach into the 
bushes, he could feel rivulets of moisture run down his sides along 
the ridges of his ribs. 

It felt great! 
While they worked, Douglas talked about the grapes.  He spoke 

of the miracle of soil and water, told tales of weather and sun, lec-
tured on the importance of the sugar content in the fruit, and ex-
plained how each year’s vintage would be different because of these 
variables.  The doctor demonstrated the importance of proper and 
extreme pruning—always removing old growth in favor of the new—
and recounted the joys of grafting shoots from one vine to another, 
and then watching the miraculous hybrid develop into something 
new and wonderful. 

And it all happened just because a man was willing to get down 
on his knees and get his hands dirty. 
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Martin listened.  He asked questions, absorbed in the lessons of 
the land, appreciating the coarse, rich, loamy soil on his hands, and 
the sap from the vines—medallions of accomplishment, awarded for 
his efforts. 

“So, what are you goin’ to do now?” the doctor asked. 
Martin wasn’t prepared for the question.  Standing straight for a 

moment to work a crick out of his back, he wiped the sweat from his 
forehead with the back of a mud-streaked arm and surveyed the vines 
around him.  “I think I’ll just keep gathering grapes.” 

“You know what I mean.  What are you going to do about that 
business back in town?” 

“I know exactly what you meant.  I still think I’d rather pick 
grapes.”  Martin bent back to his labor.  “I don’t know what we’re go-
ing to do,” he said after a while.  “I’ll have to sit down with Dani and 
talk it over.  She’s got as much at stake as I do.  Probably more, now 
that her brother and friend are victims of my stupidity.” 

“Ya’ll better get that out of your goddamn head right now, son.  
Keep blamin’ yourself for everythin’, and pretty soon you’re goin’ to 
give up and forget to look out for Number One.  That girl in there 
doesn’t need a quitter, she needs someone strong.” 

The doctor continued to work, his hands searching within the 
camouflage of large auburn leaves almost the same color as the 
grapes.  “I learned somethin’ a long time ago,” he continued.  “The 
three most useless things in the world are regret, guilt, and a castrated 
bull.  Ain’t a one of them does anythin’ but take up time and space 
and don’t produce diddly shit.” 

Martin assimilated the wisdom of Willie Dean Douglas, and re-
solved not to allow his conscience to become his own worst enemy.  
His moral monitor may have suddenly developed an unexpected 
blind spot, but he resolved not to permit it to inhibit his ability to 
function. 

 
 

 
“You looked happy out there.”  Daniela nodded toward the small 
vineyard. 
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Martin sipped at the iced wine poured over fresh peach pieces, 
which Mamalina had prepared for him after his shower.  He looked in 
the direction Dani indicated and marveled again at how large the 
morning harvest had been.  Who would have guessed, that beneath 
the sheltering leaves there was so much abundance! 

“Yeah,” he said, “it was a good feeling to just roll up the sleeves 
and get down and dirty.”  He didn’t want to admit it was something 
he’d never had the opportunity to do before. 

For a while, they sat in awkward silence in the shade of the large 
percolo at the back of the house.  The large arbor of latticed wood, in-
tertwined with vines, provided a cool protection from the late after-
noon sun.  

“Dani—” 
“Marty—” 
They spoke at the same time, and Martin decided that, although 

he didn’t really know what to say or how to say it, he needed to speak 
first—about the night before. 

“Dani, I wanted to...to say that...that last night was....”  He should 
have let her talk.  Words were inadequate, lost in a confusion of 
mixed emotions. 

“You are not so out of practice with the cooking now, are you?” 
she asked with a small smile. 

Martin grinned.  He wanted to tell her exactly what he was feel-
ing, but realized that there would be so much more that he would 
have to say.  How else could she understand the full impact of their 
lovemaking on him?  But he wasn’t ready to expose himself.  Some-
how, he felt he had been dishonest with her, and that what had hap-
pened occurred under false pretenses; that it was something he 
wanted to happen, but it would have been impossible if she knew 
who—what—he was.  Martin didn’t want that between them right 
now; better the falsehood that permitted their intimacy, than the truth 
that would end it. 

Dani expressed her feelings.  “Last night was very important to 
me,” she said.  

Martin could see that she picked her words very carefully.  
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“I woke up in the middle of the night,” Dani continued, watching 
his eyes, “and I thought that I would be consumed by sadness.  I 
wanted to die.  I loved Amalia.  And more than anything else in my 
life, I loved my brother, Bruno.” 

Martin wanted to interrupt and say how responsible he felt for 
Bruno’s death.  But he remembered Willie’s admonition in the vine-
yard.  Dani needed his strength, not his guilt. 

“I wanted to be with Bruno in his death.  And then, I felt you next 
to me, Martin.  I could hear your breath.  With my hand, I could feel 
your heart.  It is a good heart, a strong rhythm.  It reminded me that I 
was not dead, that I had life.  Suddenly I was so afraid.  I did not want 
to be dead.  I wanted to be alive, and you were there, alive also— 
alive and warm.  I am so sorry I used you.”  Tears began to flow from 
the corner of her eyes.  

Martin jumped up and went to her.  He knelt beside her chair 
and the dappled light sprinkling through the leaves of the arbor 
caused small crystals of precious tears to sparkle on her cheek.  He 
kissed her gently, and tried to wipe away the tears with his finger.  

“You didn’t use anybody,” Martin said.  “It was...it was...”  What 
did he say?  It was the most wonderful new experience of my life? “It was a 
necessity—for both of us.” 

“Caro mio, you are such a good man.” 
  He smiled sheepishly.  “No, just a little out of practice.” 
Dani’s return smile was brighter than her tears.  She wiped away 

the remaining streaks before she caressed his face with moist finger-
tips.  “Now that you can cook so well, we must see if you are a gour-
met chef.” 

Martin hid his embarrassment in a return trip to his chair and a 
long swig of cool wine.  It was definitely time to change the subject. 

“Dani, we have to talk about this other thing.  I don’t really feel 
comfortable spending too much time here with Willie and Mamalina.  
It could be dangerous for them—and their children.  But I don’t know 
where else to go.  This is your country.  You know the in’s and out’s.  
Do you have any suggestions?” 

“Yes,” she nodded, her face solemn, “I have been thinking about 
it.  I must contact my father.” 
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“But you don’t...” 
She shook her head, and Martin watched the cascades of her long 

unfettered hair swirl in the evening dusk.   
“Bruno—” Tears glistened again in dark liquid pools. “Bruno was 

my tie to the family.  He was the blood of my father as I am the blood 
of my father, which is whether I wish it or not.  I cannot deny the 
blood.  It is time to contact my father.” 

Martin could tell how difficult this was for her, and he was of two 
minds about her decision.  He felt a sense of relief that they were go-
ing to get someone involved who had contacts, power, and hopefully, 
the ability to tell them what to do.  But he was concerned that Daniela 
felt so desperate, she was prepared to compromise her principles and 
turn back to a father she spurned out of moral indignation and high 
ideals. 

“I shall call my father.  But, before I do, there is something I need 
to tell you about.” 

Martin recalled that her most serious objection to her father was 
his choice of clients, the Mafia.  What else could there be? 

“I think, before you meet my father, you must first understand 
about Il Nostri Consiglieri.”                         
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 
 
 
 
 

 
lim Al-Brouhim was fuming.  He was apoplectic with frus-
tration, and yet he managed to suppress it once he got to 

the airport in Fiumicino. 
 By the time Mohammed Habash deplaned out of the 737 from 

Tripoli, Al-Brouhim had calmed himself to where he could be posi-
tively charming while inside the inconvenience of this chore still ran-
kled.  He had better things to do than this foolishness. 

“Mohammed Habash, it is indeed an honor to have you here,” 
Al-Brouhim greeted his control in his most formal Arabic.  “Your as-
sistance is always greatly appreciated.” 

“Not as much as my checkbook, though, eh, Alim?”  Habash 
slapped at his arm, removing the imaginary dust of travel from his 
sleeve. 

“It is always helpful to be closer to the source of funds,” Al-
Brouhim admitted honestly. 

“I am not the source of funding.  That is the Winds of Jihad, and 
ultimately Colonel Muammar al-Ghaddafi.” 

“May Allah grant the good colonel a long and prosperous life!” 
The small crowded airport irritated Habash.  He wasn’t a good 

traveler.  He took Al-Brouhim by the arm, grimaced at the man’s 
body odor, and walked him toward the sliding glass doors, which led 
from the terminal, anxious to get away from possibly prying eyes.  

“Was it a good flight?”  Al-Brouhim tried to display a social grace 
as foreign to him as the American they both sought. 

A
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“Fuck the flight!” 
Ah, it was nice to have congenial company! 
Al-Brouhim directed Habash to the valet parking, where the at-

tendant promptly delivered a four year-old Mercedes.  He hoped the 
vehicle impressed the man from Libya.  It was important that the con-
trol from Libya should appreciate the financial requirements of main-
taining a good front.  The older Mercedes was the best Al-Brouhim 
could do at short notice.  Both the car and its license plates were sto-
len from different areas of Rome. If someone were to check the license 
against the registration in the state’s vehicle department computer, 
they’d be surprised to see how much a Ford Escort now looked like a 
Mercedes SL. 

The air-conditioner worked with the force of a small gale, as the 
device immediately began to cool down the car. 

“What is the status?”  Habash asked, all business. 
Al-Brouhim looked at his watch.  He couldn’t resist: “If I was not 

here right now, I would be meeting with my people and directing 
them to where they will find the American.”  He sighed. “But of 
course, it was more important that I come to the airport and pick you 
up.”  After he had said this, Al-Brouhim hoped the bitterness might 
have been lost in the noise from the air-conditioner. There was no 
sense in irritating his superior at this late date. 

Habash looked at his host.  “Would you prefer that I not be 
here?” 

“Oh no!  You are most welcome.  It is just that, I had to postpone 
my meeting, and I would prefer taking care of my first responsibility, 
capturing the American—for you.” 

“You’ve located him?” 
“Oh yes.  That was no problem.  Of course, like everything else in 

Rome it cost money.” 
“Of course.”  The sarcasm was barely hidden. 
“I have my contacts and informants, even in the police,” Alim Al-

Brouhim bragged with pride.  It was important that Habash, who con-
trolled the purse strings, knew and appreciated the value and impor-
tance of his man in Rome. 

“Very smart.” 
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“Very expensive,” Al-Brouhim reminded again.  He would have 
to give Novelino a little extra for checking the police computer and 
finding the routine traffic stop, which was called in on Daniela Luc-
chesi’s license number from the Lake Bracciano area.   

The motorcycle officer’s report had been logged at 11:30 the pre-
vious night.  He’d had Novelino contact the cop out in the sticks, and 
discovered the man had an excellent memory for the name and ad-
dress of Donohue’s destination, which he had foolishly disclosed. 

Al-Brouhim was anxious to get back to work.  The sooner he got 
his hands on the American, the sooner he’d get paid.  “I have a ware-
house that I use near the Palatine Hill area.  I will leave you there,” he 
said. 

“I want to be directly involved.” 
“Mohammed Habash, you do not know these men that I must 

deal with.  They do not trust strangers.  In turn, I trust them explicitly, 
as they do me.  I cannot bring you to meet with them, or they will not 
approach.  They do not need, nor expect, either of us to assist them.  
They have never failed me yet, and I have no reason to think that they 
will begin now. 

“No, I shall leave you off at the warehouse.  There is a good res-
taurant nearby.  I am sure you shall find the food most satisfactory.  
You may eat then sleep if you need to.  I am afraid I was unable to 
prepare other accommodations at such short notice.”  Al-Brouhim 
took some small enjoyment at the picture of Mohammed Habash on 
the uncomfortable, stained cot in the old warehouse.  

“But, by the time you awake, I will have a present for you, an 
American present.  And who knows,” Al-Brouhim mused, “there may 
even be a sweet little Italian bonus for me.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 
 
 
 

 
 

s Il Nostri Consiglieri the Mafia?  Martin asked. 
 “The Consiglieri invented the Mafia.  They are responsible 

for the Cosa Nostra.  But, I will come to that.” 
The sun had set, and the heat of the day slowly evaporated out 

behind the house as a gentle breeze started to trickle through the 
vines and leaves.  Martin and Daniela sat at the long rough-hewn 
wooden table under the percolo, where they had eaten dinner. 

Out by the edge of grapevines, Romulus, Remus and Andalucia 
played together in the gathering shadows.  The fortress of dirt and 
rocks surrounding them had been under attack by evil knights for 
over an hour now, and they still held the high ground.  The little girl, 
a tomboy, caught up and covered with dust in the excitement of their 
battles, bore no resemblance to the porcelain doll of the early morning 
tableau in the kitchen. 

The doctor and Mamalina were in the house.  Occasionally, the 
two younger people, sitting outside on the patio, surrounded by the 
arbor and gently rustling leaves could hear the rise and fall of voices 
from within. 

Crickets marked time to the slowly declining heat of the lost day.  
Martin tried to remember the mathematical formula of cricket chirps, 
which would tell the temperature. 

The glasses of wine before them were left over from their meal, 
but neither of them felt inclined to muddle their thoughts with too 
much alcohol. 

“I
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“Now it is my turn to give the history lesson,” Daniela said.  “But 
this time, we shall not have so many dates to remember.” 

“That’s okay by me.  I’ve already got too many.  I don’t think I 
need any more.” 

“You have heard, I am sure of the Borgias,” Dani said. 
Martin nodded.  
“Rodrigo Borgia was born in 1431 in Valencia, Spain.” 
Martin settled back in his chair to listen. 
   “Do not yawn, this is important,” Dani warned.  “Although 

Rodrigo Borgia became a Cardinale in the Church, he was not a very 
nice man.  I am sure you are aware that in those days, not all men of 
the cloth were holy, as we expect them to be today.” 

Tell me about it, Martin thought. 
“This Rodrigo Borgia amassed great wealth and power.  He also 

had many mistresses and bastardi.  But of all the women in his life, his 
favorita was Vannozza Catanei.  And of all his illegitimate children, 
his favorites were the ones that he had with her: Cesare and Lucrezia 
Borgia.” 

“Cesare and his sister, Lucrezia,” Martin repeated. “Weren’t they 
two of the most ruthless characters in history?” 

“Much worse even than you think.  They learned it all from their 
father Rodrigo, who became the pope in 1492.” 

“The year of Columbus!” 
“Si, Cristoforo Colombo.  He sailed to America so that you could sit 

here with me today, and Rodrigo became Pope Alexander VI, so that I 
can sit here with you.  But that is another part of the story. 

“The new pope made his eighteen year-old illegitimate son, Ce-
sare, a bishop.  But more importante, he made Cesare his counselor.  
Cesare became one of the most powerful men in not only Rome and 
Italy, but the world.  His father used him as a diplomat to negotiate 
many agreements with France, Aragon and Spain—and of course all 
of the most importante Italian city-states such as Florence, Naples, Bo-
logna, Milan,” Daniela waved her hand to indicate many more. 

“A man of influence,” Martin recapped. 
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“Si.  But more importante, a man of great wealth.  He was also re-
sponsible for the growth of his father’s wealth.  The church was poor 
in those days, but not the popes; and Alexander VI was no exception. 

“Cesare learned it was importante to align the power of the pa-
pacy with the politicians and merchants who controlled the gold and 
commerce of the nation, wealth that was outside the immediate reach 
of the Church. 

“But Cesare could not do everything himself.  He needed allies.  
And he found them in such cities as I have mentioned, and others like 
Genoa and Venice.  Powerful families, such as the Medici’s in Flor-
ence ruled many of these city-states, which even had their own ar-
mies.” 

“Catherine di Medici!”  Martin interrupted, “I remember that 
name.” 

“It seems,” Daniela said, with a little smile, “that the Americans 
always remember the women.” 

Martin wanted to say that Dani was another woman he would 
never forget, but he kept his silence. 

“Let me tell you more, because now we come to the importante 
part.  As I said, Cesare wanted to solidify the position of his father, 
the Pope, by providing him with the alliances of powerful people, and 
what better way to increase everybody’s wealth, than by a special ar-
rangement!” 

“More concordats,” Martin concluded. 
“No!  No concordats, no treaties, no agreements or contracts.  As 

you Americans would say, it was not something that they wanted to 
broadcast.  This was la organizzazione secreta—a secret society—of very 
powerful men.  Cesare formed them together to support and advise 
the pope, and of course, they would get richer and more powerful 
themselves, since they would counsel the pope mostly to their own 
financial benefit. 

“They were, Il Nostri Our—’Our Counselors.’  It is what the pope, 
Alexander VI, called these men who came secretly to help him with 
the accumulation of more wealth and power.” 

“Like thieves in the night?”  Martin murmured. 
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“Si—ladroni.  No one was to know about the Consiglieri.  What 
they did, they did quietly and secretly.  “Their influence extended 
well beyond their own city-states or the walls of the Vatican.  If Flor-
ence was at war with Bologna, it did not matter to Il Consiglieri, they 
sat together—even enemies from the warring states.  War demands 
great expenditures of money, and it was the responsibility of Il Con-
siglieri to see that it was beneficial to the pope and to themselves.  
They were bonded together in their own interests, and that of the pa-
pacy.” 

“I’ve never heard of them.  When did they cease to exist?” 
“Why do you think I am telling you this, Martin?” 
“They still exist?” 
“Of course they do!” 
“But all the way from the...the 1500’s!”  
“The papacy exists from much longer before that, no?” 
“The head of the nail,” Martin conceded. 
“Yes,” Dani said, her voice a little lower, more confidential in the 

cool evening. “They exist.  These are all very big men from very influ-
ential families.  For five centuries now, most of those original families 
have continued to also exist.  The secreto of Il Nostri Consiglieri has 
been passed down from father to son for over five hundred years.  
Not just the secret, but the power and the responsibility.” 

“But families die out.” 
“Il Consiglieri has been very careful in its own preservation.  

Whenever it looked like there would be no successor in a family, the 
entire membership would gather and discuss a replacement from an-
other old and noble family.  They would decide on someone they 
could trust, not only with their secret, but to be able to contribute to 
the support of the cause by nature of their position and power.” 

“It sounds like electing a pope.” 
“Yes, but not as easy.  The candidate must always be rich, power-

ful, and with excellent connections so that he can not only advise the 
pope with the other members, but also be able to increase his own 
stature and wealth by doing so.  Not at the expense of the Vatican, but 
in conjunction with it.” 
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“You said,” Martin interrupted, “that it is passed down from fa-
ther to son.  Does that mean that it’s a men- only club? 

“Of course not.  Do not forget, Il Consiglieri were formed in the 
time of powerful women: Lucrezia Borgia, Catherine Di Medici.  The 
Consiglieri have always been above sexism.  They have, unlike your 
precious Church, placed as much value in women as they have in 
men.  Why should the mind and power of a female be any less than 
that of a man?  Is it not results that count?” 

“How many Consiglieri are there?” 
“Why, twelve, of course.  They are like Christ’s apostles.” 
Martin was incredulous.  “And they have survived since Pope 

Alexander VI and Cesare Borgia?” 
“Intacto, and more powerful than ever!  Remember the story you 

told me about the ninety million dollars that the Vatican had in 
1929?” 

“Yes.” 
“I have to admit that I was aware that the Church received 

money from Mussolini, but I did not know it was that much.  It was Il 
Nostri Consiglieri, who arranged for the payment to the Vatican.  And 
then they made all the decisions.  They had the Vatican invest most of 
the Church’s new money in their own companies, which allowed 
them to expand and get richer.  The infusion of capital increased the 
value of stock, which the Vatican held.  You see how it all worked.” 

“It takes money to make money.” 
“Il Consiglieri made the money multiply many times over.  As 

they got wealthy, the Vatican got wealthier.” Dani looked sheepish. 
“When I asked you in my apartmento the other night how the Church 
got so rich, I already knew.  I was interested in what the Americans 
thought.” 

“You led me on.” 
Dani reached over to touch Martin’s hand.  “I did not mean any 

harm.” 
Martin picked up his glass of neglected wine.  The darkness was 

complete except for a panoply of stars against the blackness of the 
universe.  There was no moon, and the only other light was a splash 
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of heavy yellow warmth that spilled from a window in the rear of the 
house. 

Sometime during the telling of this tale, the children had left their 
castle of sand and stone and retreated into the house.  Martin couldn’t 
recall either parent coming for them.  Perhaps they knew instinctively 
when enough was enough, and the beckoning pleasures of a bath and 
bed were sufficient enticements to abandon adventure until another 
day.  

Daniela’s chair was just outside the pool of light, the glow was 
behind her and, like an aurora of burnished gold, it softly back-
lighted her figure so that Martin could barely make out the features of 
her face. 

“How come you know so much about this, Dani,” he asked with 
growing suspicion.  General knowledge and hunches about such mat-
ters might be one thing, but this specific information, with names and 
dates, was startling. 

“My father is Il Nostri Consiglieri,” Daniela Lucchesi said without 
expression. 

 
 
 

“Earlier you asked about the Mafia,” Dani said, “and I told you that Il 
Consiglieri invented them.  That is true. 

“When Rodrigo, or Cesare, or any other powerful man in the era 
of the Italian city-states wanted to get something done, they merely 
sent out their army or a squad of mercenaries to do their dirty work. 

“As Italy became more civilized—if you can call it that—the 
powerful men no longer had armies available to rob, persuade, or kill.  
So, they had to create an arm of great force to do this for them.  For a 
while they had the Camorra of Naples, which acted as hired mercenar-
ies, but the gangsters of the Camorra could not be organized or con-
trolled. 

“Instead, the Consiglieri went to Sicily—one of their members was 
a man of great influence in Palermo—and organized the bandits who 
were at constant war with the government and the caribinieri, at that 
time, very unsophisticated and corrupt country policemen.  In ex-
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change for money and weapons, as well as the benefit of their edu-
cated advice, Il Consiglieri received the loyalty of the bandits. 

“Eventually, many of the criminals began to go into business for 
themselves.  They lost sight of the purpose, and found that there was 
more to be gained by doing their own thing for their own profit.  They 
even called themselves, La Cosa Nostra—Our Thing, just to remind 
everyone that they owed allegiance to no one. 

“But these old allies still sleep together.  There has always been 
an affinity between the Mafia and Il Consiglieri.  They have an under-
standing, like two cats in a tree, hunted by the same dog.  There are 
many Mafia families who do not forget their roots, and will work 
with Il Nostri Consiglieri.” 

Daniela seemed to be tired of talking.  She reached for the re-
mainder of her wine and sipped. 

Martin was astounded.  It was hard to believe that there was so 
much going on just under the surface of the Italian society around 
him. 

But then, he thought, why be surprised?  Considering what he 
had found in the Archives, calmly waiting to explode all these years, 
why should anything in this unscrupulous world amaze him? 

“And you plan to go to your father as...as a father?  Or as a law-
yer?  Or because he is one of the Consiglieri?” 

“My father is the Master Counselor of Il Nostri Conslieri.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 
 
 
 
 

 
y heart was pierced as if it were my own child,” 
Domenico Massei said sincerely. 

“Thank you for your sympathies, Domenico.” 
“Vittorio, you know that Bruno was as a son to me.  I am a poor 

man with five daughters, and I have always looked on your son, 
Bruno, as the one I would never have.  You know the hopes we both 
had for him to eventually follow in your footsteps.” 

“I appreciate hearing you say that.”  Vittorio Lucchesi nodded to 
himself on the other end of the phone line, accepting his old friend’s 
condolences.  

“But this is not what you called for, to hear that my tears are as 
bitter as your own,” the banker said. 

Lucchesi took a long breath before he spoke again.  “I have need 
of our amici speciale.” 

“Ah, our special friends,” Massei acknowledged.  “Of course, you 
wish to avenge the death of your son.” 

“No, not yet.  I—we—have other needs.  It concerns my daughter 
and that matter we discussed in the board meeting at the bank.  The 
vendetta di Bruno must wait; it is a secondary consideration.  We have 
our responsibilities.” 

“Do you feel that the missing papers we discussed are the cause 
of Bruno’s death?” 

“Probably,” Lucchesi said.  

“M
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Vittorio Lucchesi did not like telephone conversations, but this 
one was necessary, even if he had to couch everything in vague terms.  
One never knew when others might be listening. 

“But my concern is also Daniela,” Lucchesi continued.  “I think 
that my daughter is in great danger, that she is with the American, 
who knows the location of what we are seeking.” 

“And you want to use our special friends to help?” 
“That’s right.  You know I would act on my own initiative, as is 

my prerogative, but I thought that I might discuss it with you first.  
Besides, you have such excellent contacts.  Who would you recom-
mend?” 

     “The best, is Marcello Angotti,” Massei said without hesita-
tion.  “He is il capo di tutti capi—boss of bosses.” 

Lucchesi knew this would be his friend’s choice, as it would have 
been his own; but he should not be the one to make first contact with 
the Mafia chieftain.  Protocol required the initial communication 
should be from someone such as Massei, who would eventually nego-
tiate compensation.  This would have been beneath Lucchesi’s station. 

“I know Angotti.  He has always been a good friend of my family 
and of our organization.” 

“That is the man,” Massei confirmed. 
“Will you have him call me?” 
“Of course, Vittorio.” 
“As soon as possible,” Lucchesi said, a small note of agitation in 

his normally calm voice. 
“Immediatamente.” 
Five minutes later the phone rang in the large empty house.   
Lucchesi had given the entire staff the day and night off with the 

explanation that he wanted to be alone, to grieve in private for the 
loss of his murdered son.  Reluctantly, the servants had left, or retired 
unobtrusively to their quarters.  

Lucchesi snatched up the phone. “Pronto!” 
“Signore Lucchesi?” a refined voice asked. 
“Si.” 
“It is your amico speciale.” 
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Vittorio Lucchesi knew he was talking to the most powerful Ma-
fia chieftain in Rome—probably in all of central Italy.   

Marcello Angotti was also the largest importer of microchips in 
Italy, thanks to his friends in Il Nostri Consiglieri, who had assisted 
him with their international contacts.  He also operated a large num-
ber of personal computer assembly and manufacturing operations 
where fair wages and excellent working conditions prevailed.  He 
was a big taxpayer.   

Ten years earlier, Angotti had felt it was the time to earn respect 
through good works also, as he had in the past through fear.  Every-
thing in its time and place, he’d told his associates.  Besides, the com-
plex computer business was extremely profitable and an excellent 
way to launder money.   

Much of his legal wealth and reportable income also came from 
financial tips from Il Consiglieri.  They were more than generous over 
the years, providing him with inside information regarding invest-
ments, which always appreciated in value and even supplied a more 
equitable return on his money than the Columbian drug trade he had 
shunned as a matter of personal ethics.  In return, Marcello Angotti 
was always available to perform special services for his financial men-
tors. 

Angotti still maintained complete control over the powerful Ma-
fia families of Rome.  He ruled with an iron hand. 

“Don Angotti,” Vittorio Lucchesi said with deferential respect to 
the man from whom he would ask favors. 

“Si, Don Vittorio,” the Mafia capo returned the respect.  
“I have a very delicate problem.” 
“Most problems are delicate, Don Lucchesi, but I am a most sen-

sitive man.” 
“Of course, this we have always known.  Your discretion can al-

ways be relied upon and it is appreciated.”   
Lucchesi made arrangements to meet with Angotti; such fragile 

matters were never to be discussed over an open telephone line. 
As Lucchesi left the house, his heart was laden with grief for his 

son and would-be successor, but it beat a little more calmly.  He knew 
he was taking the initial steps to bring his daughter, Daniela, back 
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into the family and, at the same time, he would take the opportunity 
to finally resolve the decades-old problem of the Luxembourg 
Amendment. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 
 
 
 
 

 
artin thought it was an idyllic family picture.  Andalucia 
was asleep in Daniela’s lap.  The two seemed to have an 

affinity for each other.  
Mamalina had already bathed the boys, put them to bed, and 

now had just interrupted her sewing to brew a pot of chicory coffee. 
Doctor Willie Dean Douglas pulled at what he claimed was a rare 

pipe.  The pungent, but pleasant smell of tobacco smoke permeated 
the air with the taste of woodlands after a spring rain. 

Having been raised by a maiden aunt before his long exile to 
boarding school, and only occasionally exposed to the holiday visits 
of his uncle, Martin had seldom experienced the closeness of family 
he now felt for the people in this farmhouse outside of Rome. 

“You know what you’re goin’ to do now?” the doctor asked. 
Martin looked to Daniela and her expression told him that he 

could speak for both of them. 
“Daniela will contact her father.  He is an important lawyer in 

Rome.  Hopefully, he can advise us.” 
“Sounds like a tolerable idea,” Douglas said.  “He should be able 

to run interference with the cops and get everything straightened 
out.” 

Mamalina brought cups of coffee to the men after Daniela shook 
her head in polite refusal.  The sleeping child in Dani’s lap murmured 
at the movement, but settled right back down. 

M
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Martin looked at the tender tableau for a moment and sipped his 
thick brew.  “We’ll be leaving shortly; but when we do,” he glanced at 
the little girl, to insure that she was asleep, “I am concerned about 
you.  People may eventually track us here to Lake Bracciano.  They 
may seek you out and make life difficult for you, because they think 
you know more than you do, or just because of your association with 
us.” 

The doctor laughed, a large cloud of smoke roiling out of his 
mouth and nose.  “Not to worry, son.”  He walked over to the mantle 
of the large fireplace and pulled a short, wicked-looking shotgun from 
a rack. “ Anybody come honkin’ around here, they’ll have a little con-
versation with la bocca del lupo—the mouth of the wolf.”  He held the 
gun up for emphasis.  “Don’t think you need to fuss over us, Marty.” 

Mamalina handed Martin a plate filled with biscotti.  “We can 
take care of ourselves, Martino.” 

“I’m just concerned that we may have...may have compromised 
your family.”  Martin shook his head. “But you were the only one I 
could think to call, and this seemed to be the only place we could run 
to.” 

“Exactly as I would have done.  I’m pleased you thought of us.”  
The doctor smiled.  “Us ugly Americani got to stay together, you 
know.” 

They sat quietly for a while, the burbling sound of moisture in 
the doctor’s pipe combined with the soft hum of a lullaby Daniela 
sang to the sleeping child in her lap. 

Martin drank his coffee and nibbled a hard biscotti, still worried, 
but unable to voice his concerns over such expressions of confidence 
and reassurance. 

Finally Mamalina put down her sewing.  “Martino, would you 
help me put Lucia to bed?” 

“Sure,” Martin said, puzzled at her request, but he appreciated 
the opportunity to be of some domestic use. 

Gently, Martin lifted the little girl from Daniela’s lap.  He was 
rewarded by Dani’s smile as he followed Mamalina from the room 
with Andalucia in his arms. 
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As they walked past the bedrooms in the back of the house, Mar-
tin looked in.  He could see Romulus and Remus in old-fashioned 
bunk beds.  Even after watching them all day he couldn’t tell one 
from the other.  Both were sprawled on top of their covers, in com-
plete exhaustion.  The excitement of armies and castles, and great bat-
tles fought and won had finally caught up with them in innocent 
sleep. 

Andalucia’s room was a small alcove, which seemed to Martin 
like a protective cave of lavender and pink warmth. 

He laid the girl in her bed and watched as Mamalina tucked her 
child under the light summer covers and kissed an alabaster cheek 
surrounded by a cloud of auburn fire. 

“She is very beautiful,” Martin said. 
“Si, she is beautiful.  Lucia is my love for Il dottore—and his love 

for me.”  Mamalina nodded to the other room.  “And those also, the 
maialini—my piglets.  They are the blessings of God’s love for both of 
us.” 

Martin had a lump in his throat; he could find no words to add or 
comment on this simple act of faith.  He understood it fully, and it left 
an aching emptiness in him, which yearned to be filled by something 
as perfect. 

“Martino, you are a good man,” Mamalina said, caressing his 
cheek with a mother’s hand.  “I like you.  Il dottore likes you.  We do 
not wish you to come to harm.  But I see a sadness in your eyes that 
will do greater injury to you than these men you say will come after 
you.” 

They stood by the side of the bed in the child’s room as Mamalina 
looked into Martin’s eyes.  He’d wondered earlier what she knew 
about him, what her husband had told her from their conversations in 
the hospital.  Now he could tell that she knew everything. 

“You must take care of this thing within you, Martino, or it will 
destroy you.  And it will destroy Daniela.  She is very precious.  You 
must decide which God you are going to serve.”   

Adelina Douglas shrugged.  “Your position is not something I 
know enough about to speak with wisdom.  And if one cannot speak 
with wisdom of such matters, one should keep silent.  But there is 
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something of which I can speak: Daniela. Her eyes have changed 
since she has come here.  The unhappiness and hurt is still there, but 
now there is something else, and it is not a thing that will ever go 
away.  It is like the brightness of steel; once it has tasted the fire, you 
cannot ever change it back again.  There is something very special be-
tween the two of you.  This I see.  And know. 

Mamalina looked at Martin sadly.  “I do not envy you the deci-
sions you must make, caro Martino. “ 

When they returned to the living room, the doctor was cleaning 
up the coffee cups and few remaining dishes.  Daniela’s chair was 
empty. 

 
 
 

Daniela was naked.  She lay on her side in the warm wash of light 
from the small lamp beside the bed.  It threw shadows into the hol-
lows of her body, and the mystery of what Martin could not see was 
as enticing as that which he could. 

He wanted to look at her as he would the statues in the fountains 
and monuments or Rome, to circle slowly, inspecting every facet and 
nuance of the wonderfully sculpted warm flesh before him.  He 
wanted to explore every aspect of this incredibly awesome work of 
art, which lay quietly waiting his critical acceptance. 

The silence of the room was filled with the sound of the blood 
pounding in his ears. 

Dani’s eyes followed Martin as he moved across the room to 
stand over her.  She rolled onto her back, and the sudden splash of 
yellow light threw the front of her into sharp relief, revealing new 
hills and valleys.  As this unfamiliar terrain of incomparable beauty 
presented itself, Martin gave a loud, involuntary gasp.  His lungs 
seemed incapable of getting enough air. 

“Do you have pain?”  Dani asked, her voice husky with sensuous 
concern. 

Yes, martin wanted to say.  I have pain.  I have an ache deep in 
my heart and the pit of my stomach at the sight of such incredible 
wonder.  I have pain for the loss I know we shall both have to eventu-
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ally experience.  I have pain for all the days and nights which we shall 
never have together.  I have pain for the unquenchable fires of hell I 
invite for what I have done—and what I am about to do.   

Yes, I have pain. 
“No,” Martin said quietly, “I have no pain.  It was just a reaction 

to your exquisite beauty.” 
Dani reached out and grasped his hand.  She squeezed his fingers 

with gentle firmness as she looked up at him.  “I want to see you this 
time, Marty.  Not like last night in the darkness and under the cov-
ers.” 

He knew it would have to come to this, and he had wondered 
how it would feel.  Would he be ashamed of his body?  Would he be 
embarrassed, exposing himself self-consciously before a woman?  
Would she find him wanting and inadequate?  Quickly Martin un-
dressed.   

Because she held up her hand to stop him before he could move 
onto the bed, he was forced to stand back self-consciously with his 
hands at his side. 

“You are beautiful also, Martin Donohue,” Dani said simply. 
He had never thought of his body as much of anything but a 

complex machine, perhaps a temple of the Spirit, but never a source 
of beauty.  The unexpected compliment caused him to flush brightly.  
Even in the subdued light, it was evident to both of them that the rush 
of blood was not all directed to his upper extremities. 

Daniela beckoned him closer and reached out to gently cup him 
as he stood awkwardly beside the bed. 

“You are very beautiful, Martin Donohue.” 
With that, she drew him into the warmth of her bed and her 

body. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 
 
 
 
 

 
or the second morning in a row, Martin woke up in an 
empty bed. 
Although this state of affairs was normal for him, he thought it 

strange that the only two times in his adult life he could have woken 
beside someone, he didn’t. 

The farmhouse was quiet.  The odor of cooking filled the air and 
outside, Martin could hear the children. 

“Buongiorno, Martino,” Mamalina said happily from her place by 
the stove. 

“Hey guy!”  Douglas greeted from the table.  “Glad you could fi-
nally get your sorry butt outta the rack.” 

The doctor had already completed his breakfast, and was now 
cleaning his shotgun—la bocca del lupo. 

Martin was uncomfortable to think that Willie Dean Douglas, 
doctor of medicine and proponent of the Hypocratic Oath, found it 
necessary to attend to his weapon because of him. 

“Where’s Dani?”  Martin asked. 
Mamalina put a plate of food in front of Martin’s place at the ta-

ble.  “She went very early into the village.  She said that she had mat-
ters to attend to and that she would return soon.” 

This also made Martin uneasy.  He didn’t want Daniela out of his 
sight, even if it was just to call her father in privacy, especially after 
what had happened to her brother. 

F
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“That’s quite a little gal you got there, son,” Dr. Douglas said, 
pulling an oil-soaked rag through one of the two barrels of the vi-
cious-looking truncated weapon. 

“Yes, she is,”  Martin acknowledged sitting down.  He eyed the 
food with little appetite.  He wished Daniela were here, not off some-
where else. 

 
 
 

By noon, Martin was beside himself with worry.  He couldn’t under-
stand why it wasn’t contagious to Mamalina and the doctor, but those 
two went about their normal everyday routine as if nothing could be 
amiss. 

Martin found the doctor in the vegetable patch, pouring beer 
from a brown bottle into small saucers in the earth between the to-
mato plants. 

“Willie, I’m really worried about Daniela, she should have been 
back by now.  I’m sure she just went to make a phone call; it couldn’t 
have taken this long.” 

“Okay, son let me finish up my bartendin’ duties here and we’ll 
mosey into town to see if we can find her.” 

In spite of his anxiety, Martin could not help but express his curi-
osity as to what the doctor was doing, pouring beer into his garden.  
He’d heard about the cows of Kobe and beer-fed beef, but tomatoes 
were another matter. 

“Snails,” the doctor said, emptying the bottle.  “Can’t resist the ol’ 
brewski.  The little boogers smell the stuff and come-a-runnin’—at 
least as fast as snails can run—find the little lakes of beer, and think 
they’ve died and gone to heaven.  Start right in drinkin’, and before 
you know it they’re so goddamn drunk, they fall in and drown.  Or-
ganic gardening at its finest.” 

Martin was impressed, but not enough to ask more questions.  He 
wanted to get into the village and look for Daniela. His panic was 
growing by the minute.  Whatever she had to do, she should have 
been back by now. 
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In the doctor’s car, Martin started in. “If anything has happened 
to her, I’ll never forgive myself.  It’ll be all my fault.  I should have 
never gotten her involved in this bullshit.”  He wrung his hands in 
anxiety as he searched the oncoming traffic for Daniela’s Audi.  

“Just hold your water, boy.  I’m sure everythin’ is just peachy 
keen.  Remember what I told you in the vineyard yesterday about the 
three most non-productive things in the world: guilt, worry and a 
ball-less bull?” 

Martin smiled wryly, but found no comfort in the Texan’s home-
spun wisdom. 

“Actually,” Douglas said, hoping to distract his guest, “I would 
normally have said guilt, worry, and the pecker on a priest.  But I fig-
ured you almost being one and all...well.” 

“Thanks,” Martin mumbled, not necessarily wanting to be re-
minded. 

“Speaking of which, son, I hope I’m not askin’ too many ques-
tions out of school, but ain’t your current life style a little counter-
productive to your career of choice?” 

Martin had nothing to say to this. 
“Not that I don’t blame you.  Daniela’s one hell of a beautiful 

woman, and I can see that there’s a lot more between you two than a 
slam-bam-thank-you-ma’am tussle in the hay.  And besides, I never 
could un’erstan’ you cat-lickers and your celibate priests.  Never did 
make much sense to me.  Mamalina seems to capisce; she grew up in 
your religion.  Me, I’m just a poor ignorant Southern Baptist with a 
good healthy respect for the comforts of the flesh—with or without 
the benefits of marriage.” 

“You find my behavior inappropriate?”  Martin ventured. 
“Nope.  Ain’t sayin’ that; not up to me to pass judgment.  No-

body gave me a special license to criticize.” 
In addition to his distress, Martin was suddenly filled with self-

recrimination.  It took the form of a sharpness, which he hadn’t in-
tended. “What are you trying to say, Willie?” 

“Hey, boy, back off a tad.  I’m not blamin’ you for anythin’.  Like 
I said, not my place, or my nature.  I like you, and I sure like your lit-
tle Eye-tie gal.  She’s quite somethin’ special.  Reminds me an awful 
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lot of Mamalina— all that piss and vinegar.  But I’m more concerned 
about what’s goin’ to come of this.  I don’t want to see you get hurt, 
and a don’t want to see her little heart broken, neither.  However, it 
seems to me that the two of you are drivin’ down a road in a vehicle 
that ain’t quite designed to go that fast.  Seems to me that you’re ei-
ther goin’ to have to change cars, or someone’ll have to get out and 
walk pretty soon.” 

Martin was still mulling over this country insight and trying to 
digest it, when they arrived in the village of Bracciano. 

 
 
 

Bracciano was much too small to be as popular as it was.  The lake 
was a Mecca for Romans who wanted an unpoluted environment.  
Families and teenagers flocked to the area in the summertime, and 
tourist season was in full bloom. 

The little town was full of small trattorie, which served fresh fish 
from the lake, cold beer, and cool wines.  The summer crowds already 
seemed to have forsaken the volcanic sand lakeside to seek cool relief 
and repast in the village. 

The streets were cluttered with pedestrians, cars looking for a 
place to park, and at almost every restaurant, a line waited for seating 
and respite from the sun. 

“Ain’t no way we’d ever spot her in this crowd,” the doctor said, 
surveying the street in front of them at a stop sign.  “Let’s just keep 
drivin’ ‘round.  Best shot is seein’ if we can spot her car somewhere.” 

An impressive medieval castle sat above the village, on a gently 
rolling hill.  It was in a far corner of the car park that Martin spotted 
Daniela’s black Audi. 

When they got out and inspected the abandoned car, Martin be-
gan to pray that it couldn’t be Daniela’s.   

The front seat was covered in blood. 
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“The World’s history is the world’s judgment. 
 

- Friedrich Von Schiller 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 
 
 
 
 
 

either Martin nor the normally phlegmatic Texan could 
agree. 

Willie Dean Douglas wanted to call the police.  Martin wanted to 
search the town and surrounding area without the police. 

The doctor said that there was too much territory to cover and 
the local gendarmes should be notified. 

Martin insisted they look for Daniela before anybody was noti-
fied.  He tried to explain to Douglas his concerns about bringing the 
authorities into the equation.  He described his experience with Offi-
cer Novelino on the phone after the children were murdered, and the 
distinct impression, that the man had more on his agenda than a few 
more questions.  In fact, Novelino had tried to lure him out of the 
apartment shortly before someone had broken in—the same ones who 
had murdered Daniela’s brother. 

No, Martin wanted to leave the police out of it and would ex-
haust other resources first. 

The doctor argued, but asked what other resources? 
Daniela’s father.    
After canvassing the area, including the medical clinic by the 

lake, and the nearby hospital, the doctor compromised, and drove 
Martin back to the farmhouse. 

Martin didn’t know if Daniela had managed to reach her father, 
but he felt it was the only option he had left.  Considering the law-
yer’s position at the head of both a prestigious law firm, and a secret 

N 
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society of powerful men, Vittorio Lucchesi might be the closest thing 
to a modern savior that Martin could find. 

Douglas, understanding only Lucchesi’s renown as an attorney, 
conceded that it might be the best solution to a very bad situation.  If 
the police were going to be notified eventually, who better to do it 
than a Roman lawyer, the girl’s own father.  It would probably get a 
hell of a lot more action than his or Martin’s complaint. 

Martin forced himself to remain calm, to put his concern for 
Daniela in the back of his mind as he tried to reach Vittorio Lucchesi 
on the phone with the doctor’s help and Italian.  It didn’t take them 
long to discover the insularity of power and position.  Getting a hold 
of Daniela’s father wasn’t going to be as easy as he had expected. 

While they were still trying to get through to Lucchesi in Rome, 
the doctor described to a distraught and shocked Mamalina how they 
had found Daniela’s Audi.   

The twins, sensing that the atmosphere in the household had 
changed, sat quietly in a corner, while Andalucia read stories from a 
large colorful book and asked what had happened to la bella si-
gnorina—the beautiful lady. 

 
 
 

The sound of tires on the gravel of the large circular driveway in 
front of the farmhouse filtered in through an open window. 

Martin and Willie looked up from their efforts by the telephone 
to see three cars roll to a stop. 

Six men spilled into the front yard from each of two large black 
Maserati Quattro Portas.   

In subdued, dark business suits and looking distinctly out of 
place on the farm, the men quietly fanned out around the sides and 
back of the house.   

To Martin, watching through the window, the weapons they car-
ried looked as ludicrous as their attire.  Ludicrous, he thought, but 
deadly. 
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The third automobile, a highly polished white Citroen, waited 
patiently, darkened windows silent witness to the deployment of 
forces. 

Finally, its front doors opened and two more double-breasted 
soldiers reinforced the small army around the house.  They stood and 
surveyed the house and its surroundings.  Finding everything to their 
satisfaction, one walked to the rear door of the large car and opened 
it. 

A tall, well-dressed man emerged.  He was easily distinguished 
from the others by his lack of weaponry, as the two bodyguards from 
the Citroen accompanied him to the front door. 

The man would have looked comfortable in any corporate board-
room, or in the highest of political offices.  And now he was no less 
imposing on the porch of Doctor Willie Dean Douglas’s El Rancho 
Grande. 

All of this activity played out in complete silence. 
As the three men from the Citroen moved to the door, Douglas 

took two strides to the fireplace and took down la bocca de lupo from 
its perch.  He reached into a small drawer in the shelf next to the 
hearth and removed a handful of shotgun shells, two of which he 
slipped smoothly into the barrels of the weapon before flipping it shut 
with a sharp metallic snap. 

“Mama, take the children behind the refrigerator.”  Douglas 
pointed to the kitchen.  The large appliance stood out from the wall, 
and anyone standing by its far side would be shielded from the front 
room. 

“Martin!” the doctor gestured.  “Go into the kitchen with them.” 
Martin shook his head.  His weaponless presence in the kitchen 

would do nothing to protect Mamalina and the kids.  He wasn’t going 
to run and hide.  There was no doubt that these men were here for 
him, and if he could resolve this by giving himself up in exchange for 
the family, he would. 

Before the doctor could argue, they heard a gentle knock at the 
door.  Considering the weapons the men on the porch carried, and the 
anticipated crescendo of explosions, which could come from them, the 
sound of the light rap seemed incredibly anticlimactic. 



The Luxembourg Amendment 

246 

As if it were the most common thing in the world to greet com-
pany with a shotgun cradled in the crook of his arm the doctor 
walked to the door and opened it.   

Martin could see Douglas’ calm finger gently caress the trigger of 
his weapon. 

“Buongiorno.”  A deep voice from the bright sunlight that tum-
bled through the door greeted the cool dimness within the house. 

“Howdy.”  Doctor Willie Dean Douglas replied affably, his Texas 
twang evident in that single word. 

In stilted and heavily accented English, the man at the door said, 
“I have come for Daniela Lucchesi.” 

Martin began to step forward from the shadows behind the door, 
but the doctor froze him to the spot with a glance. 

“May I say who’s calling?” the doctor asked, as if he were a father 
politely greeting a suitor come to take his daughter on a date. 

“Of course.  I am Marcello Angotti.  I am a friend of Daniela’s fa-
ther, Vittorio Lucchesi.”   

The man on the porch spread empty hands, as if to apologize for 
the intrusion.  He appeared to ignore the fact that his well-armed 
companions made any regrets unnecessary.  “Signore Lucchesi has 
been unavoidably detained in Rome by matters of his business, and 
therefore has requested of me this small service—to retrieve his 
daughter.” 

Martin interrupted before the doctor could respond.   
“I’ll talk to them.”  Instinctively, he wanted to diffuse the situa-

tion and leave Douglas out of it, if possible.   
The man at the door looked from the tall Texan with the short 

shotgun to the younger man, who stepped into the glare from the 
sunlight.   

“Ah, you must be the Signore Donohue.  Excellent.  Don Vittorio 
has requested if you would please accompany his daughter also.  He 
wishes to offer you his hospitality.” 

“Daniela is not here,” Martin said. 
The man’s expression changed slightly, as if a cloud had passed 

between the house and the sun.  Martin felt the temperature drop. 
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“Where is she?”  Marcello Angotti asked, something unpleasant 
beginning to gleam in his eyes.  “Did she not call her father this morn-
ing to come for her?” 

Martin suddenly had a feeling that Dr. Douglas and The Mouth 
of the Wolf would be useless against such a man. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 
 
 
 
 

 
hen Rueven DeMattei decided to go to Lake Bracciano, he 
knew it might be a long shot.  His theory that birds of a 

feather stick together—especially American ones—was rein-
forced by his discovery that Doctor Douglas had taken unscheduled 
vacation time. 

With Azeez on his ass for results, he figured the least he could do, 
was explore all options. 

DeMattei thought about leaving one of his imported associates 
behind to shuttle back and forth between Martin Donohue’s pensione, 
and Daniela Lucchesi’s apartment, in case either of them showed up.  
But after the ruckus in the girl’s neighborhood, when the fire depart-
ment discovered her brother’s body, he thought it best to keep a low 
profile.  And the neighbors near Donohue’s place had already seen 
Leibowitz one time too many. 

There was no doubt in DeMattei’s mind that Al-Brouhim, or one 
of his hirelings, was responsible for the corpse on the fourth floor of 
the apartment near the Villa Borghese.  

Daniela Lucchesi’s brother must have been in the wrong place at 
the wrong time. 

  Ironic, DeMattei thought, the poor guy stumbles by accident 
into the Arabs that he couldn’t find on purpose! 

After a night of more futile searching for the elusive Al-Brouhim 
and the American with his Italian bitch, DeMattei took his two men, 
and set out for Lake Bracciano. 

W 
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They used the van.  Might as well get some goddamn use out of 
the Hertz rental other than as a repository for Leibowitz’s candy 
wrappers and sunflower seed shells, De Mattei thought.    Why Lei-
bowitz felt compelled to constantly eat while on stakeout was beyond 
DeMattei’s comprehension. 

The early Saturday morning traffic had been light, with most of 
the flow traveling with them, away from the city, it didn’t take them 
long to reach their destination. 

 
 
 

Even this early in the morning, the village of Bracciano was already 
starting to get busy with summer visitors, as the Israeli agents 
reached the small town’s center.  

Leibowitz found a rare space on the street near a small trattoria, 
and DeMattei told him to park the van. 

To Yossi Birnbaum’s surprise, DeMattei agreed to his suggestion 
that they get a cup of coffee.  DeMattei had been cracking the whip 
without pause the last couple of days, and any respite was a relief. 

Tables and colorful umbrellas, which advertised Cinzano, liberally 
sprinkled the patio of the cafe along the sidewalk.  It was inviting af-
ter the dusty drive from Rome. 

DeMattei pointed to a table near the sidewalk.  “You two wait 
here.  Have a cup of coffee, or something, and I’ll go ask a few ques-
tions; see if I can find out where the good doctor lives.  There’s no 
sense all three of us traipsing around and alarming the natives.  I 
should be back in a few minutes.  Order me an espresso.” 

A bored waiter soon delivered large cups of coffee and a rapidly 
cooling espresso. 

Leibowitz pointed to a small flock of second-form schoolgirls in 
bathing suits and skimpy tops, heading for the lake.  He commented 
to Birnbaum that field assignments beat the hell out of ComTel duty 
back in Jerusalem.  After sitting in the van for hours on stakeout, he 
had begun to have his doubts about field duty, but now this didn’t 
seem so bad after all. 
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Yossi Birnbaum was just about to agree, and point out a spectacu-
larly well-endowed young lady passing the cafe, when a dark green 
Mercedes, moving up the street in the steady stream of slow traffic, 
obscured the view. 

It took only a casual glance through the dusty windscreen for 
Birnbaum to identify the occupants of the approaching automobile. 

“Holy shit!” 
That got Leibowitz’s attention.  He swiveled his head, expecting 

to see a Sophia Loren or Gina Lollobrigida descending upon them 
with a large smile of welcome.  He could see nothing of the kind.   

“What?  What is it?”  Leibowitz asked, squinting in the morning 
light. 

“Laurel and Hardy.” 
“Who?” 
“Laurel and Hardy,” Birnbaum repeated.  “It’s those two grease-

balls I told you about, that DeMattei and I saw with Alibaba the night 
when you were shitting your brains out.” 

“Where?” 
Without pointing, Birnbaum nodded toward the parade of slowly 

moving cars coming up the narrow street.  “Over there.  The green 
Mercedes.”  He turned to the side so that the back of his head was to-
ward the street.  With the car drawing closer, he didn’t want to take 
any chance that one of its occupants might casually look out the win-
dow and recognize the man who had sat at the bar in the Arab quar-
ter just recently, watching them. 

“Yeah, I see it,” Leibowitz affirmed.  “Big 500SEL, moving like a 
friggin’ tank.” 

“That’s them.  What are they doing?” 
“Just coming up the street like everyone else.” 
Birnbaum thought fast.  He glanced around the immediate area, 

and not ten feet away located a public telephone kiosk.  
Leaving a startled Leibowitz at the table, Birnbaum sprinted to 

the telephone booth and quickly jotted the number down on a scrap 
of paper and stuffed it in his pocket. 

“Quick, gimme the keys to the van,” Birnbaum said rushing back.  
“I’m going to follow them.  Stay here and wait for Rueven.  Tell him 
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what’s up and that, as soon as these two goons stop long enough, I’ll 
call to that phone—” He pointed toward the kiosk.  “—And tell you 
guys what’s happening.  Hopefully, they’ll hole up somewhere and 
it’ll give me time to come back and pick you up, or you guys can grab 
a taxi and join me.” 

“But what—?” 
“Come on, Leibowitz, don’t give me a ration of shit.  We don’t 

have time for that right now.  Gimme the goddamn keys and your 
small change, and tell DeMattei what I said.  These two turkeys aren’t 
here in town just to go sightseeing.  They can probably lead us to the 
American.” 

Reluctantly, Leibowitz slipped the keys across the table and 
watched helplessly, as his comrade scooped the loose change and a 
few lire off the table, ran to the van, and pulled out into the long cav-
alcade of passing cars. 

 
 

 
Yossi Birnbaum felt he’d done the right thing, but it didn’t stop him 
from having doubts.  No amount of training, either in the army or 
subsequently, with the Mossad could provide common sense and in-
stinct.  He had to take the initiative, even though he realized that he 
had been forced to abandon his back up and superior without trans-
portation, while he took off in a strange country.  It could be a wild 
goose chase, but the only way to find that out, would be to take the 
bait. 

He checked the 9mm Beretta DeMattei had provided each of 
them when they had arrived in town.  He cursed that they had left 
Israel in such haste they were unable to utilize El Al, the Israeli air-
line, but had to grab a Scandinavian Air flight from Tel Aviv to Rome.  
El Al security—which was Mossad trained—would have allowed 
them to bring their own weapons with proper notification, but with 
the non-Israeli commercial airline, they were required to abide by all 
regulations and restrictions as other passengers. 

I’d rather have an Uzi 9mm Parabellum, Birnbaum thought.  The 
more firepower the better. 
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Birnbaum followed the Mercedes to the edge of town.  It wasn’t 
until the big automobile made a few unsignaled turns that he realized 
the two Arabs were not idly wandering around the countryside; they 
were, in fact, themselves, following someone. 

Now that the traffic had thinned out, Birnbaum could see the 
Mercedes was well behind a black Audi. He took the hint and allowed 
plenty of distance between the van and the car in front. 

The Audi led them up the hill toward the medieval castle that 
overlooked the village and the lake. 

At the entrance to the castle’s car park, Birnbaum checked his 
watch.  It was still early; according to the sign he’d just passed; the 
castle wouldn’t start its tours for another hour.  A few cars by the 
door to the stone fortress probably belonged to employees. 

Realizing that his van would stick out like a sore thumb in the 
three-car parade, Birnbaum made a quick U-turn at the entrance and 
drove part way back down the hill—another tourist too early to sight-
see.  He pulled the van off to the side, sufficiently below the slope of 
the rise so no one up in the parking area would be able to see it.  

Relying on the cover of the stone wall, Birnbaum sprinted up the 
slope in time to see the Audi pull over near a closed souvenir stand by 
the side of the castle.  The Mercedes drove casually by, and parked 
between two of the cars near the castle entrance. 

The Israeli edged his way carefully around the outside of the 
wall, closer to the souvenir stand. 

The door of the Audi opened and a girl got out.  Regardless of the 
circumstances, the Mossad agent still admired her sleek grace as she 
walked over to a telephone kiosk.  He figured this was probably the 
girl they had been trying to locate in Rome, the one with the Ameri-
can. 

Damn, he was good! 
Now, if only everyone would stay put for awhile, Birnbaum 

thought, measuring his own distance from the telephone kiosk, he 
would be able to call DeMattei and Leibowitz and tell them where to 
meet him.  He looked toward the Mercedes, but the large car was 
quiet.  If he didn’t know better, he would have thought it was empty. 
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Birnbaum found it hard to believe that the girl had come broken 
cover just to use a telephone.  Evidently, she’d felt an urgent need to 
make the call in privacy.  He shrugged.  It wasn’t something he’d 
worry about right now; the girl was finishing her phone call, and the 
doors of the Mercedes were opening.  

Birnbaum moved further around the outside of the wall, minding 
his footing on the gravel slope as he watched the two mismatched Ar-
abs approach the girl. 

In the wide-open car park, Hardy didn’t look quite as large and 
imposing as he had in the smoky cafe, or next to his brother, Laurel; 
however, he still looked like a formidable opponent. 

Irrelevantly, Birnbaum wondered if they were wearing the same 
suits they had worn the other night, or if these were just a variation of 
a similar uniform. 

The larger man walked slowly behind, while the small one, with 
his identical fierce mustache and piercing blue eyes, hastened to in-
tercept the girl at her car. 

Yossi Birnbaum knew he wouldn’t have the opportunity to call 
for DeMattei and Leibowitz before he was required to take action.  
Once again into the breach, he thought. 

The small man arrived at the passenger side of the girl’s car just 
as she slipped behind the wheel.  He opened the passenger door, and 
slid into the seat. 

Birnbaum could see the startled look on the girl’s face turn to fear 
as the small man placed a knife against her neck, just beneath her 
right ear.  He couldn’t tell if the man said anything, but thought not.  
The little one appeared to be waiting for his large companion, who 
was slowly approaching the car at a more leisurely pace, now that the 
butterfly was trapped. 

When the large man was close enough to the girl’s vehicle, that 
Birnbaum felt he could control both men with a single line of fire, he 
climbed over the wall and began to advance, gun drawn. 

The big man near the car was the first to see him and, without a 
change of expression, stopped in his tracks as he followed Birnbaum’s 
movement, his eyes on the gun. 
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The Israeli tried not to get hooked into the man’s glare.  He had 
to divide his attention between both Hardy, standing by the car, and 
Laurel, with his wicked looking knife at the pretty girl’s throat. 

The big man said something to his companion in the car.  It was a 
short, sharp bark in Farsi.   

Birnbaum couldn’t understand Farsi, but he could recognize an 
order when he heard one. 

The small Arab inside the car glanced toward Birnbaum, and in 
his icy blue eyes the agent saw the dark wings of death.  It flickered 
for just a moment in the warm Italian sunshine. 

The sound of Birnbaum’s Beretta was dull and flat in the open car 
park.  It didn’t even sound as loud as the clatter of the knife, which 
flew from Khaled Banafesheha’s hand as the little man reached to 
grasp the sharp pain under his arm. 

The sound of the Barretta wasn’t even as loud as the Walther 
PPK.380 auto Mustapha Banafesheha took out from under his coat 
and used to shoot Yossi Birnbaum. 

The impact of the bullet knocked Birnbaum staggering back.  The 
low wall caught him behind the knees and he flipped over back-
wards, his momentum carrying him rolling down the rocky hillside. 

 
 
 

Birnbaum didn’t know how long he lay hidden in weeds and debris 
at the bottom of the slope before the heat of the sun woke him.   

The pain in his shoulder was a dull thumping ache, which 
seemed to pulse up and down his whole right side. 

It was difficult climbing back up the loose rocks and shale of the 
slope using only one arm, but when he finally managed it, the only 
thought in Birnbaum’s head was a thankfulness that he had grabbed 
the change from the table at the cafe in Bracciano and could call De-
Mattei and Leibowitz. 

 
 

************* 
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DeMattei assured Birnbaum that he would live, and that the wound, 
with no bones broken, would be more of an irritant than a threat to 
his life. 

Hell, DeMattei said, there was more blood in the front seat of the 
Audi than on Yossi.  

Birnbaum recounted his adventure from the time he had spotted 
Laurel and Hardy, until he shot the little one in the armpit before he 
could cut the girl. 

“You think it was this Lucchesi, the one who’s been hanging 
around with the American?” 

Birnbaum tried to shrug, but discovered that his communication 
skills were suddenly limited, as pain shot though his arm.   

“It’s my best guess.  Even if it wasn’t Lucchesi, this was some 
poor thing in a hell of a lot of trouble.” 

“Superhero to the rescue,” DeMattei said, his harmless sarcasm 
laced with understanding. 

“It was her,” the third agent said.   
Leibowitz had a sheaf of papers in his hand from the glove box of 

the car.  “Daniela Lucchesi.  That’s who the car is registered to.” 
DeMattei glanced at the registration.  “We were just that close,” 

he grumbled.  “Yossi, you’re not going to bleed to death.  Can you 
hang on for a bit?  I’ll get you to a doctor as soon as we get back to 
Rome, but right now, while we’re here, we’ve got to take a shot at 
finding the American.  Since he wasn’t with the girl this morning, he’s 
probably still at that American doctor’s.” 

The idea of locating a doctor, any doctor, for any reason, appealed 
tremendously to Birnbaum.  “Did you find out where the American 
doctor lives?” 

“Just a little way down the road, past the lake.” 
Birnbaum thought he’d displayed admirable courage so far.  Why 

stop now?  
“Then what are we waiting for?”  
“We’re waiting for you to stop bleeding,” Leibowitz said.  “The 

rental place charges extra if you bring their vehicles back all covered 
in blood.” 

“Very funny.” 
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************* 

 
How close and yet so far, Rueven DeMattei thought again. 

They were parked in a stand of trees down the road from Doctor 
Willie Dean Douglas’s El Rancho Grande.  

Birnbaum hurt.  He sat quietly in the seat between DeMattei and 
Leibowitz, wishing that they were already back in Rome, where 
someone could give him something to either stop the pain or knock 
him out. 

Leibowitz silently snacked on roasted watermelon seeds. 
There was a very good reason why the Israelis weren’t at the 

farm itself.  The driveway of the doctor’s house was already full of 
cars—big cars—two black, and one white.  The doctor’s yard was also 
full of men, well-dressed men, men with guns. 

The Mossad agents watched as the door to the house opened and 
a man in a dark blue suit came out.  A young man walked beside him 
to the big white Citroen. 

One of the two men, who had been standing on the porch of the 
house, followed the first two to the Citroen and opened the back door 
of the car, with all of the deference of a professional chauffeur. 

The first two got in the back, and then the other two in the front. 
Once this was accomplished, the choreographed ballet of the in-

vasion army reversed itself, as the other armed men climbed back into 
the two black Maserati Portas. 

Soon there was a new parade of cars on the road, this time to 
Rome, after a stop at the car park by the castle to pick up the Audi.   

The Israelis in the rental van patiently brought up the rear.  
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 
 
 
 
 

 
ustapha Banafesheha drove with great care from Lake 
Bracciano back to Rome.  There was no sense speeding 

and taking the risk of a citation.  There was no reason to rush.   
 Al-Brouhim would be waiting for him exactly where he said he 

would—with the rest of the money for this job. 
The girl was in the trunk, trussed up like a holiday chicken, 

awaiting her neck-ringing, plucking, and the heat of the oven. 
 
 
 

Mustapha, with a single-mindedness of purpose in spite of the shoot-
out, had proceeded out of town to locate the American doctor’s home 
and fulfill his mission.  But when he’d come over the rise on the other 
side of Lake Bracciano, he’d brought the Mercedes to a sudden stop. 

Three large cars had just pulled into the doctor’s driveway, dis-
gorging a small platoon of armed dark men, who surrounded the 
building. 

Mustapha had watched impassively, as the obvious leader of the 
group stepped from the white Citroen.  He’d immediately recognized 
the powerful Mafioso from Rome.  Mustapha knew this man.  Those in 
Mustapha’s profession knew this man very well, and were fully 
aware of his contacts and affiliations.  

M
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Mustapha knew he wouldn’t be able to get to the American 
Donohue this day.  But he damn well knew where he’d be able to find 
him!  

 
 
 

Now, on the rode back to Rome, Mustapha talked gently to his little 
brother, his tone quiet and reassuring.  He took this opportunity of 
the smooth Italian highway, to remind Khaled about their home of 
Tabriz, in Iran. 

Wasn’t Lake Bracciano so much like their own Lake Urmia?  
Well, no, come to think of it, maybe not exactly alike.  Bracciano’s 
beaches consisted of gritty, coarse volcanic sand, whereas stretches of 
Urmia looked like the television beaches of California. 

Maybe that is finally what they would do when they got paid; 
take that trip to California they had always talked about.  Malibu—
Hollywood—Disneyland—the Beach Boys. 

Didn’t they both enjoy that American program, Baywatch on 
Rome television, the one with the Italian subtitles and the half-naked 
girls?  The Ayatollah would grow positively frantic if he knew two 
good Muslim boys were watching such decadent filth.  But it was en-
joyable, wasn’t it? 

What was the sense of working for assholes like Al-Brouhim, 
unless they could take the money and do something special with it?  
Just like they’d always planned. 

Sure, that’s what they’d do, deliver the puttana, let Al-Brouhim 
use her to find his goddamn American, and then they’d get the hell 
out of Italy.  Go to California!  Look at the naked girls in Hollywood!  
And once they’d fucked themselves halfway to oblivion, they’d go 
back to Tabriz and retire in Iranian comfort with Libyan money and 
California memories. 

Wasn’t it what they had always dreamed of?  Mustapha Banaf-
esheha asked. 

His brother, Khaled, said nothing. 
 

************* 
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Mustapha appreciated the well-hidden location of the small ware-
house in the Palatine Hill area, tucked away at the end of a series of 
streets and alleys. 

When he entered the ground floor, Mustapha found the Algerian, 
Al-Brouhim, in the office on the mezzanine level.  There was another 
man with him. 

“Mustapha, my friend!”  Al-Brouhim greeted with an effusive 
smile usually reserved for rich relatives. 

The other man stood as Mustapha’s bulk filled the small space 
with new shadows,  

“This,” Al-Brouhim held out a hand, as if he were offering a 
meal, “is my friend Mohammed Habash.” 

Al-Brouhim saw the cloud in Mustapha’s eyes, and hoped he 
hadn’t misjudged the Banafesheha brother’s aversion to strangers.  He 
spoke quickly, to head off a storm. 

“Mohammed Habash is from Libya; he is a personal friend and 
confidant of Colonel Muammar al-Ghaddafi, himself.  Mohammed is 
here in his capacity as the Colonel’s personal representative in these 
matters for which you have been engaged.” 

Why the hell did the man have to talk like he was reading text 
from the Koran?  Mustapha wondered, as he stared in the direction of 
the stranger, but said nothing. 

“Was your mission a success?”  Al-Brouhim knew that the an-
swer to this question was probably the most important of his profes-
sional career.  With Habash here to oversee, he couldn’t afford a 
screw up.  His future and prestige were on the line. 

“Of course,” Mustapha said. 
“Were there any problems?” 
“Some,” the big man replied. 
“But nothing you couldn’t handle, I’m sure,” Al-Brouhim said.  

He wasn’t interested in details.  Results. That’s what he wanted—
results.  And he had the result. The operation was a success. 

“You have the American,” Habash said, confirming his under-
standing. 

“No.” 
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“But, I thought you said—” Al-Brouhim was confused. 
“I said the operation was a success.  But there were problems.” 
“And?” 
“I have the girl, the one who ran with the Yankee.” 
“You have Daniela Lucchesi?” 
“Yes.” 
“But, you couldn’t get to the American through her?” 
“I told you, there were problems.”  
Al-Brouhim didn’t want to hear about problems. “Where is the 

girl?” 
“In the car.” 
Al-Brouhim glanced toward Habash, trying to look both apolo-

getic and confident that everything was well in hand.  “This will have 
to do for now.  We’ve got the cheese, and it’s only a matter of time 
until we find the mouse.”  He looked at Mustapha and spoke sharply.  
“Bring the car around to the other side, by the loading dock, I shall 
open the cargo door and you can drive it in.”  

Without a word, Mustapha turned and lumbered back down the 
stairs of the office. 

“You see, my dear Habash, this is a very difficult operation.  I 
have the best men on it.  They are also the most expensive, but they 
always get results—eventually.” 

 
 
 

Al-Brouhim and Habash waited by the bottom of the stairs as the 
large green Mercedes slowly moved across the slick cement floor of 
the empty warehouse.  Behind it, the large metal door rolled back 
down, thrusting the building back into its own shadows. 

“Where is she?”  Al-Brouhim asked, ignoring Mustapha’s 
brother, Khaled, in the passenger seat.  The little shit never said any-
thing anyway. 

Mustapha got out and went to the back of the car.  He used his 
key to open the trunk. 
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Inside, Daniela Lucchesi sprawled, her hands and feet bound 
tightly, an oily cloth stuffed into her mouth, another tied around her 
head to hold the gag in place. 

Alim Al-Brouhim’s eyes went immediately to the long expanse of 
naked thigh.  Daniela’s skirt was rucked up to her crotch.  Immedi-
ately, he could feel the beginning of a monumental erection, and had 
to restrain himself from reaching down, and pushing against the fa-
miliar growth.  The heavy tug deep in his groin was wonderful!  Al-
Brouhim’s erotic reaction was overpowering when he suddenly real-
ized the girl might be dead. 

Habash was more practical and less interested in the girl’s partial 
nudity than the large purple bruise at her temple.  He knew such 
blows often proved to be instantly fatal.  Besides, if the jolt hadn’t 
killed the girl, placing her in the trunk where she might have nothing 
to breathe but exhaust fumes, could have insured her death.  And, if 
carbon monoxide neglected to finish her off, there was always the 
possibility that she might get sick from the fumes and throw up.  With 
the gag stuck halfway down her throat, she could easily have choked 
on her own vomit.  Then who would lead them to Donohue? 

The only one who didn’t appear to be particularly aroused or 
concerned was Mustapha Banafesheha. 

When the flicker of Daniela’s eyelids indicated she was still alive, 
Mustapha reached into the trunk and plucked her out by the ropes, 
which held her hands behind her back.  Her crossed ankles were also 
tightly bound. 

Mustapha dumped Daniela unceremoniously on the cold cement 
by Al-Brouhim’s feet. 

“It was the best we could do,” Mustapha said. 
The three of them stood and watched as Daniela Lucchesi opened 

her eyes.  They waited patiently as she moved her head slightly and 
tried to focus. 

Consciousness brought a rapid acknowledgment of her plight as 
Daniela looked up at her captors with stark fear. 

Fear was an expression Al-Brouhim always found to be the great-
est aphrodisiac in the world.  That combined with the sight of the 
girl’s panties, almost sent him into an orgasmic swoon.  It was only 
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the presence of the other two that prompted his self-control.  He made 
a promise to himself, that before this was all over, he would taste this 
sweet morsel and bring her to the most ultimate completion of all—on 
more than one sharp instrument. 

Mustapha reached down.  With a flick of his wrist, he sliced the 
cords from Daniela’s ankles with a knife he’d pulled from the inside 
of his voluminous coat.  He pulled her up by the ropes around her 
wrists, little caring that he could dislocate her shoulders as he did so.  
Other people’s pain was not his concern.  His job was to deliver a 
package.  He thrust Daniela toward Mohammed Habash, who caught 
her before she could tumble to the ground. 

“Excellent,” Alim Al-Brouhim exclaimed, appreciating the addi-
tional exposure of flesh caused by the sudden movement. 

“Come, Mustapha,” Al-Brouhim said, clapping the large man on 
the shoulder with unwelcome familiarity.  “Let me reward you and 
your brother for a job well done.”   

As they walked past the front of the car, Al-Brouhim paused to 
beckon the silent partner of the team up to the mezzanine office for 
their pay. 

It was then that Al-Brouhim noticed Khaled Banafesheha was no 
longer interested in financial compensation.  The small Arab’s eyes 
were transfixed on the windscreen before him, and there was a glaze 
in them, which had turned his icy blue irises to the watery wash of 
mother’s milk. 

Al-Brouhim barked a short, snorting laugh of derision.  “I can see 
what you meant when you said there were some problems.” 

Mustapha looked from his dead brother to the Algerian standing 
beside the car door. 

Al-Brouhim shrugged with a smirk on his face.  “Ah, well, your 
brother always was the silent type.  I suppose we cannot ever expect 
any intelligent conversation from him now.  Lucky for you, you’ll 
have to just take all the money for yourself, Mustapha.” 

Alim Al-Brouhim felt an exquisite sensation in his groin.  He 
looked with amazement to his hands, which had reflexively reached 
too late to protect his hard organ.  Then his eyes went to the small gun 
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in Mustapha Banafesheha’s hand, which explained the sudden gout 
of blood seeping through his pants and fingers.   

No sooner had the echo of the shot died out in the almost empty 
warehouse, than the spectacular fire in Al-Brouhim’s groin turned to 
unendurable pain, spreading up from his belly into his confused 
brain. 

A moment later, Alim Al-Brouhim lay on the cold ground, his 
fluttering hands ineffectually trying to staunch the hot flow of blood, 
which poured out of the place where his penis had been. 

Mustapha ignored the dying Algerian and the fear in the girl’s 
eyes; he gazed instead into those of the other man.  He saw no fear, 
only understanding. 

“It looks like we have cut out the middle man, Mohammed Ha-
bash,” Mustapha said, slipping his gun back beneath his suit coat. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 
 
 
 
 

 
s soon as they arrived in the Alban Hills, overlooking 
Rome, the two black Maserati Portas departed, while the 

Citroen waited patiently for the electronic gates to the estate to 
open. 

The trip from Lake Bracciano had been made in virtual silence.  
Marcello Angotti didn’t prove to be much of a conversationalist, 
which was all right with Martin, who was not inclined toward idle 
chatter right then. 

They’d made a short detour to drop off two men from one of the 
Maseratis at the car park of the castle, where Martin watched through 
the smoked window of the Citroen as the men hot-wired Daniela’s 
Audi, which then followed them through the village and out onto the 
highway back to Rome. 

 
 
 

Before he’d left the farm, Martin couldn’t hide his emotions toward 
Doctor Douglas and his family. 

Once the doctor recognized that Marcello Angotti and his troops 
were more friend than foe, he’d put la bocca de lupo back up above the 
mantle so Martin could say his goodbyes without the cold steel and 
polished wood of the shotgun between them. 

A
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Mamalina cried, and kept murmuring, “caro Martino, caro 
Martino,” as she kissed him.  Mist clouded his own vision as he re-
turned her affection with a great hug. 

Little Andalucia raised her arms to be picked up and kissed.  The 
two boys, Romulus and Remus, would permit only the formality of a 
handshake, before they scampered off.  

Willie Dean Douglas walked Martin to the door.  Reading the 
younger man’s thoughts, the doctor said, “she’s goin’ to be just fine, 
Marty.” 

“Sure she will,” Martin said, with more conviction than he felt. 
The tall Texan put a long arm around Martin’s shoulders.  “I’m 

awful sorry that we had to meet like this.  I do indeed like you, Martin 
Donohue.  Even if you are a shanty Irish, cat-lickin’, northern carpet-
bagger.” 

“Thanks,” Martin replied with a weak attempt at a smile. 
“Son, I’m goin’ to give you the benefit of my advanced years and 

worldly wisdom, and offer you a piece of advice.” 
They stood just inside the doorway.  Outside, on the porch, 

Marcello Angotti waited to take Martin to Daniela’s father. 
Willie spoke softly, and pointed down toward Martin’s shoes.  

“You got each foot in a different world, padre.  And in between, the 
canyon is gettin’ bigger and bigger.  Not many men function well 
doin’ the splits.  Only thing you can think about is maintainin’ your 
balance and fear for your balls.  Seems to me you’re goin’ to have to 
figure which side of the abyss you want to be, or you’re goin’ to fall 
in.” 

“I’m working on it, Willie,” the younger man said. 
“Don’t wait ‘till it’s too late, boy.” 
Martin thought that it might already be too late. 
The big Texan put both arms around him, as Mamalina had.  The 

doctor’s heavy hands pummeled Martin on the back, as he said, “you 
take care now, hear?  And when you catch up to that pretty little Eye-
tie gal of yours, you tell her to come and see us: Mamalina and me.” 

Martin knew that this was the doctor’s way of saying that he 
hoped Daniela would be all right.  With tears in his eyes, he prayed 
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that she—that both of them—would have the opportunity to see these 
wonderful people again. 

Martin was just ready to step out the door when Mamalina said, 
“aspetta—wait!”  

He turned, as she moved to the wall and took down one of the 
framed, needlepoint quotes, which filled the house. 

“Caro Martino, this is for you.  Take it with you.  Do not forget 
what it says.” 

Martin looked at the Italian words, and then up at the doctor 
with a quizzical expression. 

“It’s from Mamalina’s buddy, Dante Alighieri.” The Texan trans-
lated.  “It says: 

“‘The Infinite Goodness 
has such wide arms, 

that It takes in whatever turns to It.’“ 
On the porch, Marcello Angotti wondered about his errand for 

Vittorio Lucchesi to bring back such a young fool, who couldn’t con-
trol his tears in front of other men. 

 
 
 

The liveried servant who met Martin and Angotti at the door of the 
villa showed them through a long hallway into a large study. 

It was a masculine room, filled with bookshelves, hunting tro-
phies, dark wood and shiny leather.  The burnished marble floor was 
covered with oriental rugs of muted colors and complex designs, 
which blended with the polished furniture. 

The servant spoke quietly with Angotti, and then the two of them 
disappeared without explanation, leaving Martin alone. 

The appointments of this polished room reminded Martin of his 
uncle’s office at the bishopric in Boston.  How much had transpired 
since that winter meeting in Boston so many months ago!  And since 
his arrival in Rome four weeks ago! But nothing compared to the last 
few days.  Life had become incredibly complicated and frightening in 
such a short time. 
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Martin didn’t have long to wait before the door opened and a dis-
tinguished-looking gentleman entered.  The man approached, a small 
wan smile on his tired face.  Martin tried to guess his age.  About sev-
enty, he thought, but today, he looked eighty-five.   

“Buongiorno, I am Vittorio Lucchesi, Daniela’s father.” 
Martin took the proffered hand.  He could feel a surprising 

strength, where he had expected the fragile bones of a small bird.   
“Thank you for coming, Mr. Donohue.”  Lucchesi’s English was 

perfect, with just the slight lisp of Roman accent hidden in the husky 
rasp of northern Italy. 

“I didn’t know I had a choice.”  Martin decided that if Daniela 
did not like her father, then he wouldn’t like him either. 

“We all have choices in this life, Mr. Donohue.”  Vittorio Lucchesi 
spread his arms slightly, palms up, to indicate the world around him.  
“Sometimes it is more expedient to do that which is, shall we say, not 
exactly to our liking.” 

Lucchesi walked over toward the large desk under a large win-
dow, whose shutters prevented the sunlight from warming the room.   

“Were you not treated properly by the men who brought you 
here?” the old man asked. 

“I have nothing to complain about.” 
“Good.  My old friend, Marcello, is sometimes a little over-

enthusiastic in his desire to do a favor.” 
“Mr. Angotti was a perfect gentleman.” 
“Ah, now that is a wonderful word, Mr. Donohue: perfect.  I have 

always appreciated its implications.  Perfetto.  It implies a world with 
no flaws.”  Again he held his hands out.  “Certainly not the universe 
into which we have been born, eh, Mr. Donohue?” 

Lucchesi picked up a phone on the desk and pressed a button; he 
spoke in rapid Italian.  Holding his hand over the mouthpiece, he 
asked, “would you care for a drink, Mr. Donohue?” 

Martin was parched.  “No, thank you.” 
“I have requested refreshment.  If not for you, then for myself.  I 

am afraid that at my age, there is more need than want.  Please have a 
seat.” 
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Before either man could speak again, a soft knock preceded the 
opening of the door at the end of the room.  A different servant 
wheeled a cart in containing bottles, glasses, and a silver ice bucket. 

“Are you sure, Mr. Donohue?”  Lucchesi offered again. 
“Perhaps some water or soda,” Martin weakened.  The least he 

could do was give the man a chance to talk.  He had to admit that his 
knowledge of Vittorio Lucchesi had been filtered through Daniela’s 
eyes and prejudices.  Martin had no doubt that he and Lucchesi had at 
least one thing in common—Daniela. 

Lucchesi handed Martin a tall glass.   
As their hands touched, Martin said, “I’m sorry about your son.” 
The deep-set eyes withdrew into dark caverns, becoming two 

specks of reflected light in a bottomless pit.  “Bruno was an excep-
tional man.”  Lucchesi took advantage of his return to the far side of 
his desk to look away from Martin. 

“Bruno was the most wanted child in the world,” Vittorio Luc-
chesi said, without looking at a photograph on the desk in front of 
him.  “Daniela, on the other hand, was a surprise.  God’s extra little 
gift.  But by the time Margherita and I got used to the idea, Daniela 
became the second most wanted child in the world.  I wished to name 
her Matelda, after my mother, but my wife insisted that it be Daniela.  
I could deny my beautiful wife nothing.  She died soon after Daniela 
was born.  Something inside of her body broke and could never be 
fixed.  I was almost destroyed.  

“Bruno raised Daniela those first few years.  He was a strong 
young man.  Never married, until much later; not a good marriage.  
But before that, he lived here, and he took care of Daniela when I 
couldn’t.” 

Martin could tell it wasn’t easy for Lucchesi to talk this way, es-
pecially to a stranger.  He felt uncomfortable at the recitation of family 
history.  But it was evidently the price of admission to the mind of 
Vittorio Lucchesi, who he was going to have to trust and depend on if 
they were to locate Daniela—if she were still alive. 

“I am sure, Mr. Donohue, that you are aware Daniela and I do 
not see eye to eye about certain things.” 

Martin nodded. 
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“Did she speak of these matters to you?” 
“Yes.” 
“How much did she tell you?” 
Martin shrugged.  “As much as she wanted me to know. Proba-

bly more than I wanted to hear.” 
“Ah, then she has spoken of the Consiglieri.”  Lucchesi looked 

carefully at his guest to test his reaction. 
“Yes.” 
“Our Counselors.  Il Nostri Consiglieri.  Did she tell you the his-

tory of our organization?” 
“Yes,” Martin said.  He wanted to add that he and Daniela had 

shared more than one shocking history lesson together. 
“Quite impressive, wouldn’t you say?  A line of succession not 

unlike the popes themselves, only for 500 years instead of 2000.  My 
family has been a link in that chain since the middle of the 1600’s.  
Lorenzo DeLucca, a many-times grandfather, was honored by invita-
tion into the society by a cousin of Catherine Di Medici.” 

Martin watched Lucchesi take a drink and settle back into his 
chair before continuing his story. 

“Somehow, around 1730, there was an upheaval in our family.  
God only knows what.  No one remembers, but in the process the 
family name evolved from DeLucca to Lucchesi.  But, by any other 
name, we have been of Il Consiglieri almost since the beginning.  My 
great-great grandfather, Agusto, my grandfather, Cristiano and, of 
course, my father, Onorato.  It would have been the honor of my son, 
Bruno, to succeed me.  But now, you have come into our lives, Martin 
Donohue, and Bruno is dead, and Daniela—” 

“I had nothing to do—” 
Vittorio Lucchesi raised a hand.  “I am sorry.  It was uncalled for, 

an unjust reaction.  You must forgive me.  I am a Consigliere, but I am 
also a father.  It is difficult at times to be one, at the expense of the 
other.” 

“I don’t think there’s any choice to make,” Martin said with con-
viction, as he thought of Daniela. 

Lucchesi’s tone was bitter.  “Then I envy you, Mr. Donohue; that 
everything should be so black and white; and that all of your deci-
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sions and actions have no second thoughts, hesitation, or regrets.  I 
wish to God I had your self-assurance.” 

“It’s not arrogance,” Martin defended himself, knowing that, al-
though he questioned his own convictions, he would never hesitate, if 
it concerned his child. 

“No,” Lucchesi said, “it is moral imperative.” 
“We are all provided with a conscience...” 
Vittorio Lucchesi laughed.  “Do not speak to me of conscience, 

Mr. Donohue.  The only appropriate moral choice at any time is the 
one, which is the most functional, and meets the immediate needs of 
one’s ultimate responsibilities.” 

“That sounds like a rationalization.” 
“No, Mr. Donohue, it is a matter of sur-vi-val.”  Lucchesi broke 

up the syllables, so there would be no mistaking the English word he 
wanted to use.  “You do it.  I do it.  The popes have done it, and of 
course, their Counselors.  Which brings me to the point of this conver-
sation: the Luxembourg Amendment.” 

The abrupt introduction of Martin’s discovery into the room 
shocked him for a moment.  He felt uneasy hearing the words on Vit-
torio Lucchesi’s lips.   

“I am sure,” Lucchesi said, “that Bruno’s death, and Daniela’s 
disappearance, are directly related to your discovery of the Luxem-
bourg Amendment.”  He held a bottle of club soda toward Martin, 
offering the drink, as if he were willing to provide forgiveness for 
Martin’s indiscretion in allowing the secret of the Luxembourg 
Amendment to get out. 

Martin shook his head, refusing both the refreshment and absolu-
tion. 

Lucchesi shrugged.  “I do not need to explain to you the contents 
of the document, nor the implications of it, where other nations are 
concerned.  It has already cost Bruno his life, and perhaps, Daniela.” 

Martin watched the shadows of concern cloud Lucchesi’s features 
as the old man repeated his prior conviction that the Amendment, 
and by association, Martin, was responsible for the current state of his 
family’s chaotic affairs. 
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Martin wanted to feel sorry for this man, but that was beyond 
him.   

 
 
 

Vittorio Lucchesi shook his head.  “The document must be obtained 
and destroyed.  No one must get a hold of it.  No one must be able to 
take it to the world and use it as a tool of blackmail, retribution, or 
coercion.  It.  Must.  Be.  Destroyed.” 

“That’s easier said than done,” Martin shrugged. 
“You know where the document is.” 
“It’s in the Archives,” Martin admitted.  “I know what portfolio 

it’s in, but only Daniela knows where that is in the Archives.  And be-
sides, I don’t have access to those areas.” 

“Yes, I know.  Therefore it is imperative that we get Daniela back 
so that we can retrieve the document.” 

Martin wondered if that was the only reason this man wanted to 
locate his daughter.   

“A very practical solution to a thorny problem, Mr. Lucchesi. I 
am sorry your daughter’s disappearance has inconvenienced you.” 

“Don’t bark at me like a young dog; you do not have teeth 
enough!  I love my daughter.  Of course, her safety—especially now—
is most important to me.  But I also have the weight of generations of 
responsibility on my shoulders.” 

“The Consiglieri,” Martin concluded. 
“Perhaps you do not understand the implication of this matter.  If 

that document comes to light, many, many men and corporations will 
be ruined beyond repair.  It also has always been the concern of Il 
Nostri Consiglieri to protect the integrity of the Church.  It is the first 
principal of the society; it is why we were brought into existence and 
survived the centuries.  We are the Counselors to popes.  With this 
document held up before the light of the world, the Church will be 
destroyed.” 

“Maybe, maybe not,” Martin mused.  “The Church is bigger than 
the money in your banks, or the stock in your companies.  It has sur-
vived before.  Perhaps—” 
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“What do you know about the Church?” 
“I am going to be a priest.”   
This unexpected revelation from his own mouth silenced Martin 

as quickly as the startled man across the desk from him.  How long 
had it been since he’d made those words a part of his vocabulary? 

“I...Daniela....”  Lucchesi fumbled for words. “...I thought 
that...Daniela and you...I did not know you were to be a priest.” 

“I am a little over a year away from Holy Orders.  I understand 
all too well what the Luxembourg Amendment could do to the 
Church.” 

“Then you must also understand,” Lucchesi said, “how many 
people will take the actions of Pius XII as that of the entire organiza-
tion.” 

“Yes.” 
“What would you do about this document?”  Lucchesi realigned 

the thrust of his conversation?  
“I don’t know.” 
“Ah, moral imperatives are not so easy now are they?” 
Martin refused to be baited.  “Right now my first and only con-

cern is Daniela.” 
“Then we can agree on that one thing,” Lucchesi said.  But you 

must understand me.  It is necessary that you know where my priori-
ties lie—along with the safety of my daughter.” 

Lucchesi poured himself another drink without offering one to 
Martin. 

 
 

 
Lucchesi began to speak to the ice cubes in his glass, rather than the 
young man sitting in the chair across from his desk. 

“The Consiglieri have never been hesitant to do whatever it must 
to safeguard the papacy and.and itself. We cannot protect anyone, if 
our integrity does not remain intact.” 

“Would you commit murder?”  Martin asked. 
“What is murder?  Is retribution, murder?  Is the expediency of a 

well-placed execution, murder?  Is the necessity of a political assassi-
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nation to protect thousands of lives, murder?  Define murder for me, 
Mr. Donohue?” 

“Six million Jews.” 
Expediency.” 
Martin was sick to his stomach. 
“Do not waste your moral indignation on me,” Lucchesi hissed.  

“We killed no Jews; it was Adolf Hitler.  He killed the Jews.” 
“What about the Luxembourg Amendment and the Pope?”  Mar-

tin asked.   
“Financial expediency, Mr. Donohue, financial expediency.  And 

it was not only a fiscally sound decision predicated on reasonable ex-
pectations of continued mutual interdependence between the Vatican 
and the members of Il Nostri Consiglieri, but it was a personal coup for 
the Lucchesi family.” 

Confused, Martin could see the pride in Lucchesi’s face. 
“Oh yes, Mr. Donohue, don’t look so puzzled.  You should have 

guessed; it was my father, Onorato, who personally negotiated the 
Luxembourg Amendment with Adolf Hitler on behalf of the Pope.  In 
fact, not only did he work out all the specifics, he even arranged for 
the couriers who carried it back and forth from Luxembourg to Rome 
and from Berlin to Luxembourg for the signatures.  After all, Hitler 
couldn’t very well meet Pacelli face to face like in the old days. 

“My father was a thorough man, if nothing else.  When every-
thing was completed and the Pope had his copy of the Amendment 
and The Reichstag its copy, Onorato made sure that all the couriers 
were executed.  To insure their silence, of course.  After all, there was 
no need for anyone but the Fuehrer and the Pope to know.  

“Later, just knowing that Hitler had a copy of the document with 
his signature on it was enough to insure the Pope’s silence.” 

Lucchesi glared across the desk at his guest. “You ask about the 
Jews?”  He answered his own rhetorical question. “Financial expedi-
ency.”  The old man spoke with pride and self-righteous justification.  

Martin knew that there was nothing he could say that would 
touch this man.  How could Daniela be from his seed? 
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“I will tell you another story, Mr. Donohue, an example of how 
we take care of our responsibilities and those who would cross the 
Vatican.”   

Martin didn’t want to hear it, but Vittorio Lucchesi went on any-
way. 

“Il Nostri Consiglieri made a serious mistake a few years ago.  Oh 
yes, we are human, and we can err.  The Consiglieri had advised the 
Vatican to rely on the Abrosian Bank of Rome to domicile the largest 
portion of its assets.  And of course it did.  The Direttore Generale of 
the Ambrosian Bank was a man by the name of Roberto Calvi.  An 
innocuous little man but filled with grand schemes and great ideas.   

“Calvi was responsible—personally responsible—for the Ambro-
sian Bank defaulting on 1.4 billion American dollars in securities.  Of 
course, Mr. Calvi’s private fortune was not invested in such things, 
and in fact experienced unaccountable growth during this time. 

“We have no Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation in Italy, Mr. 
Donohue, so when the bank collapsed, the Vatican’s portion of the 
loss was over $240 million. 

Martin didn’t want to acknowledge his interest in this tale, but he 
nodded and said, “I remember reading about it.” 

“Mr. Calvi was arrested, and in keeping with the best tradition of 
the Italian judicial system was let out of prison so that he could put 
his tail between his legs and flee the country.  Mr. Roberto Calvi was 
located a few months later in London.  The police found him on June 
18, 1982.  Mr. Calvi was hanging from the bottom of Blackfriar’s 
Bridge—by his neck.  Tied to the gentleman’s feet was a sack contain-
ing twelve bricks and $20,000, all he had left of the fortune he had sto-
len.  Financial expediency,” Vittorio Lucchesi concluded simply. 

Martin immediately understood the symbolism of the twelve 
bricks, there were twelve members of Il Nostri Consiglieri, but he 
couldn’t help but ask the obvious.  “I suppose your pals in the Mafia 
carried out the execution?” 

“Of course.  Who else?” 
Martin looked around the room.  He wondered how its walls 

could absorb the horror of these stories and continue to fulfill their 
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function to provide shelter and warmth.  Why would they not shout 
to be cleansed and purged of such repulsion? 

Vittorio Lucchesi saw the look on Martin’s face and laughed. 
“So, Mr. Righteousness, who the hell do you think is at this very 

moment scouring all of Rome to find Daniela? 
The good priests of the curia?  No, not hardly.  It is the Mafia.  

My Mafia.  Will you look that gift horse in the mouth if they find 
her?“ 

Reluctantly, Martin shook his head. 
“Expediency, Mr. Donohue, expediency.” 
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CHAPTER FORTY 
 
 
 
 

 
utside of the huge Villa in the Alban Hills, DeMattei and 
Leibowitz sat in the front seat of the van. 

Their vantage point was well within sight of the large, electroni-
cally controlled gates, but out of range of the prominent video cam-
eras that overlooked the entrance to the estate. 

They had followed the Mafia cars through the streets of Rome, 
and watched the white Citroen disappear into the forested grounds of 
the Villa, as the Maserati Portas departed with the bloodstained Audi.   

DeMattei had dropped off Leibowitz with a radio, instructing 
him not to skulk suspiciously about, but maintain an unobtrusive 
watch from tree-lined surroundings, while he back- tracked into the 
city with their wounded comrade. 

The Israeli doctor in Rome confirmed that Birnbaum should fully 
recover the use of his arm with the benefits future therapy and imme-
diate immobility.  He could see no bone chips on the X-ray from 
where the bullet had passed by the agent’s collarbone, but the muscle 
was another story.  That would need time to mend.  Immediate prog-
nosis: Birnbaum would be okay.  He’d feel as if a beer truck had hit 
him, but he’d be okay.  A tight compress, a big shot of Demerol, and 
he could be on his way. 

Birnbaum wasn’t going to do any Sumo wrestling in the near fu-
ture, was he?   

No, DeMattei assured his ex-patriot friend, it wasn’t on the 
agenda.  At least, he hoped not! 

 

O
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With Yossi Birnbaum sleeping in the back of the van, Leibowitz disas-
sembled the cellular skylink unit, which DeMattei had just used to 
talk to Azeez in Jerusalem. 

Azeez was relieved that Birnbaum would recover.  He was also 
pleased the incident in the car park hadn’t been witnessed by anyone 
else and that half of Italy had not been involved in the shoot-out.  He 
worried that they only had the house in which Martin Donohue was 
holed up under scrutiny, rather than the young seminarian well in 
hand.  Finally, the colonel in Jerusalem expressed concerns regarding 
the ultimate outcome of the mission. 

With DeMattei’s assurances still ringing in his ear, Azeez com-
mended his field operative for the progress to date, encouraged con-
tinued vigilance, and counseled against the indiscriminate use of fire-
arms on foreign soil. 

 
 
 

DeMattei and Leibowitz could see the lights of the villa through the 
trees on the sloping grounds above them. 

The summer night was mild, and they sat with the van’s win-
dows open to a refreshing breeze.  

Leibowitz was already delving into the cache of provisions De-
Mattei had picked up when he brought Birnbaum back from the doc-
tor. 

The wounded agent was asleep in the back of the van, unaware 
of the pain and discomfort, which would greet him in the morning. 

At least, DeMattei thought wryly, it will remind him that he is 
still alive. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-ONE 
 
 
 
 

 
on’t hurt the girl.” 
 “I’m not going to do anything to the girl.  Do you think 

I am like that piece of shit?”  Mustapha Banafesheha indicated 
the corpse of Alim Al-Brouhim, which lay below, leaking blood on the 
cement floor of the warehouse. 

Khaled Banafesheha’s small body had been more respectfully 
wrapped in a clean tarp before his brother gently laid it in a shallow 
alcove off to the side of the main floor.  Mustapha had kissed his cold 
brother’s forehead with the promise of further care and a loving dis-
position in Iran.  

“You did not like Al-Brouhim,” Habash stated, indicating the 
bloody object of their attention. 

“The ass of a camel is good for one thing: dispensing shit.  The 
shit of a camel has value for fuel when dried in the desert.  The only 
good that can be said about that rectum of a sick pig is he dispensed 
money; but now I have you, do I not?” 

“Yes, Mustapha, you have me.  And we have the girl.  But we do 
not have the American.” 

“If we have the baklava,” Mustapha said in Farsi, licking the tips 
of his fingers as if he had just eaten a piece of the honey-soaked pas-
try, “it shall attract the fly.  It’s as simple as that.”  He looked back 
over his shoulder at Daniela, who was tied to a chair in the corner of 
the warehouse office.   

The gag was still in place.  Over it, her eyes continued to follow 
every move of the two men, who held her fate in their hands. 

“D 
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“What do you suggest?”  Habash asked in Arabic. 
“There is no reason why we should waste our time and energy 

searching all over Rome.”  Mustapha withdrew his knife from under 
his coat.  It was a wicked looking stiletto, which he snapped out of its 
handle with a flick of his thick wrist.  “We shall persuade our little 
sweetmeat to tell us where the Mafia took the American.” 

“I said I didn’t want the girl to be hurt.” Habash asserted the au-
thority of his purse strings.   

“Of course not.”  Mustapha glared at Daniela with a fierce inten-
sity, as he continued to speak to Habash in his native Farsi.  “We do 
not want her injured because we need her.  You know that, I know 
that.”  The big man pointed his knife at the girl, “but she does not 
know that.” 

Habash caught the spirit of the game, and grinned malevolently 
in the direction of their vulnerable captive.  “Unless she speaks Arabic 
and Farsi,” he said. 

Daniela’s eyes grew wide with fear as Mustapha moved toward 
her chair.  

“I don’t think she does,” Mustapha chuckled, with evil pleasure. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-TWO 
 
 
 
 

 
 wish to go to mass.” 

“Pray in your room, padrelino,” Vittorio Lucchesi 
said, with a sneer. 

“I saw a small church down at the bottom of the hill when we 
drove up yesterday.”  Martin ignored the insult. 

“You do not need a church to say your prayers.  Keep counsel 
with your God here in the villa, until we get this matter settled.” 

It was Sunday morning, and the trees on the great estate in the 
Alban Hills were filled with chattering birds, disturbing the otherwise 
quiet air. 

Martin had been provided a large suite of rooms in the upper 
reaches of the house.  After determining that the door was locked 
from the outside, he’d spent a fitful night, thinking of Daniela and 
what he now knew about his host. 

His desire to go to church was a sobering reminder that he was 
only a year away from Holy Orders and his vows. 

For the first time in Martin’s life, the emptiness of his bed seemed 
to symbolize a sacrifice he might no longer be prepared to make. 

“Haven’t your Mafia friends been able to find Daniela?”  Martin 
asked. 

“They shall,” Lucchesi replied with certainty. 
Martin was bitter.  “So you can use her to get to the Luxembourg 

Amendment.” 

“I
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Lucchesi shrugged, “I told you last night, I love my daughter.  
But I also have other responsibilities.  These things are not mutually 
exclusive, Padrelino Donohue.  The Amendment needs to be de-
stroyed.  It served its purpose in the past, and must not become a li-
ability to our future.” 

“Oh yes,” Martin spat, “it has served it’s purpose, Lucchesi.  It’s 
probably served its purpose to destroy your family.” 

“Don’t play guilt games with me, Mr. Donohue.  You are out of 
your league.” 

Martin could see the hurt in the Lucchesi’s dark eyes.  There was 
no pleasure in minor victories, getting a rise out of an old man with a 
dead son, a missing daughter, and a rotting soul. 

 
 
 

The telephone rang in the dimness of the shuttered room filled with 
dead animals, old leather, cold marble, polished wood and unread 
books. 

Vittorio Lucchesi listened to the voice on the other end, even as 
he summoned a servant.    

“Bring Mr. Donohue here immediately; tell him it is la Signorina.” 
Moments later, Martin burst into the room, the poor servant puff-

ing a good fifteen feet behind him.   
“Daniela?” 
Lucchesi held up a hand as he continued to talk on the phone.  

Martin stopped beside the desk, regretting again that he’d neglected 
to learn Italian. 

Finally, Lucchesi turned to Martin.  “There is a man on the 
phone—” 

“I thought it was—” 
“—Who has Daniela.” 
Martin tried to grab for the phone, but Lucchesi jerked it out of 

his reach. 
“She is all right.  This man—he says, she has not been harmed—

yet.” 
Martin wanted to cry with relief. 
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“They want you to meet them,” Lucchesi said, interpreting the 
words in his ear. 

“Yes, yes, yes!”  Martin could think only of Daniela.  “When?  
Where?” 

Lucchesi talked for a moment.  
“They said it must be in the Vatican, somewhere near the Ar-

chives.” 
Of course, Martin thought.  They wanted close access to the 

Luxembourg Amendment.  He shook his head, perplexed.  “But it’s 
Sunday.  The Archives are closed.” 

Incomprehensible Italian from Lucchesi on the phone.   
“They said it will be tomorrow morning.” 
Lucchesi talked to the caller again.  His conversation became 

more animated as he argued. 
Martin hissed:” what’s happening?” 
The old man covered the phone with his hand.  “We are negotiat-

ing for a meeting place.  I’m trying to get some advantage—” 
“For chrissake,” Martin cried.  “You’re going to negotiate your 

daughter right into a goddamn grave!” 
“Basta!  I know what I am doing.” Lucchesi went back to his con-

versation. 
When negotiations seemed to be concluded, Martin again inter-

rupted. 
“Tell them we want to talk to Dani—Daniela.  Tell them we need 

to know she’s okay, or the deal’s off.” 
Lucchesi nodded and spoke into the phone.  Again the conversa-

tion became heated before Martin could see relief on the old man’s 
face.  Lucchesi beckoned Martin closer and held the phone out so that 
they could both hear.  The silence in the room was palpable. 

The distant voice was weak.  
“Martin...Marty, is that—”  
“Dani!  Dani, are you okay?  Are you—”? 
“Enough, American,” a voice replaced Daniela’s.  “If you want to 

see your whore again, you will do as you are told.” 
The sound of the receiver being slammed down somewhere in 

Rome was loud and final. 
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  “San Pietro,” Lucchesi said.  They will meet you tomorrow 
morning in St. Peter’s—at the main altar.”  The old man smiled.  “St. 
Peter’s is big enough for many men.  I shall have Angotti there.  It is 
terrain his people can control.” 

Martin was able to appreciate the importance of Lucchesi’s nego-
tiations with the kidnappers.  The famous Basilica was close to the 
Archives, it was big enough to meet without innocent bystanders in-
truding, and public enough that it might provide a measure of safety.  
But most important, the Mafia capo and a small army could effectively 
hide inside and blend with the tourists.  The old Consiglieri had made 
a bad situation as good at it was going to get. 

“You may go back to your room and your prayers, now padre-
lino,” Lucchesi said. 

Martin turned to leave, but before he could find his way from the 
room, Lucchesi’s voice, soft and bitter, stopped him. 

“She called for you, Americano.  My daughter called for you.” 
Instead of you, her father, Martin thought as he quietly shut the 

door behind him. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-THREE 
 
 
 
 

 
lthough filled with fear and anxiety, there was still room in 
Martin Donohue for awe. 

Saint Peter’s Basilica, at the far end of the Piazza di San Pietro, 
stood like a magnificent jewel against the blue Roman sky.  The mi-
raculous dome, designed by the seventy-two year-old Michelangelo 
for Pope Paul III in 1547, thrust towards the heavens with an intricate 
symmetrical splendor that only God could inspire, Martin thought as 
he walked toward it. 

“I will wish you God’s speed, Mr. Donohue,” Lucchesi had said 
earlier at the door to the large house.  He was no longer interested in 
baiting the young man by calling him, padrelino.  They both had better 
things to do now. 

“Per piacere,” Lucchesi had said, “please try to... to...see that my 
daughter is not....is not harmed.” 

Martin looked sharply at the old man.  “Is that my only priority, 
Signore Lucchesi?  What about your precious Amendment.” 

Lucchesi ignored Martin’s anger.  “Everything else will sort itself 
out as it should, Mr. Donohue.  There are matters which we cannot 
control or affect, regardless of our efforts or desires.  But this time, all 
will be as it should—not in spite of us, but because of us.  Don’t for-
get, we have our special friends to help us, and I am sure, the protec-
tion of your prayers.” 

“I hope your special friends are more reliable than my prayers 
have been,” Martin said, bitterly over his shoulder as he got into the 

A
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car.  Vittorio Lucchesi’s personal driver had been assigned to take 
Martin from the villa in the Alban hills into the city. 

Even now, standing at the far end of the large piazza before the 
universal symbol of Catholicism, Martin found himself wondering 
about the efficacy of prayer, especially the prayer of a sinner. 

Just stepping from the automobile into the sunshine on Musso-
lini’s Via Conciliazione, had made him nervous.  Looking about and 
wondering who could be friend or foe, he wanted to hunch over and 
make himself into as small a target as he could. 

He knew that this feeling of exposed danger was illogical and un-
reasonable.  No one would want him dead.  At least not yet.  He was 
the cornerstone to the whole operation.  He was the font of all infor-
mation.  Wasn’t he? 

How ironic, Martin thought.  It was his stupidity that started all 
of this when, in his moment of discovery, he had the insolence to copy 
and translate the Luxembourg Amendment into his laptop computer. 

Why had he done that?  What was it that had motivated a lowly 
seminarian to steal the secrets of popes, and possibly challenge the 
integrity of the entire Church?  Had he subconsciously wanted to 
bring the horror of the Amendment out into the open so the Church 
could confess to its own sins after hearing those of so many others? 

Martin shook his head in amazement at his own presumption.  
He could find no satisfactory justification for his actions, unless you 
chalked it up to just plain arrogance! 

But right now, he knew that since he was responsible for starting 
this mess, he would have to somehow manage end it.  Hopefully, be-
fore the Church was brought to ruin, or Daniela came to further harm. 

Daniela.  Martin couldn’t get the image of her from his mind, her grace 
and vitality, as she bustled about the Archives, assisting him. 

Walking across Saint Peter’s Square, Martin was in no mood to 
appreciate Bernini’s major architectural achievement.  The broad oval 
piazza of open geometrical purity, where faithful pilgrims from all 
over the world stood on special occasions and received the blessings 
of the Pope was already teeming with Monday tourists.  But Martin 
was not interested in Papal blessings, or in the architecture of its high 
colonnades, which filled the statued pantheon with marble saints.  
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Daniela.  Martin could still see her, rising like Venus from the mists of 
her early morning bath.  

He watched the people around him.  He’d thought for sure, that 
by now he would have spotted one of Marcello Angotti’s dark-suited 
soldiers, marking pace with him, providing an invisible color guard to 
his progress across the stone pavement of the square. 

Nothing—no one he could recognize.  
Daniela.  Martin could feel the unfamiliar warmth of her skin beneath 

his inexperienced fingertips, a marvel to be explored with wonder and de-
light. 

How many were here right now, who would do her harm?  
Would there be an equal number willing to sacrifice themselves to 
rescue her? 

Daniela.  The vision of her shimmered across Martin’s mind, as if he 
were gazing down on her naked body for the first time as he had in the farm 
outside of Rome.  

Why did he continue to think of Daniela only a maiden in dis-
tress, or a victim of his stupidity?  She was a beautiful woman who 
had shared her grief and sorrow with him, confided secrets, hopes 
and dreams—and slept with him.  Shared a bed.  Shared much more 
than a bed. 

Was real life just beyond his reach?  Was it an existence he’d 
never dreamed of in the cloisters of his seminary?  Was this what his 
vocation would deny him? 

More than the secrets of the Luxembourg Amendment had been 
let loose from the Pandora’s box of the Vatican Archives. 

How simple life could have been, and would never be again. 
 
 
 

At the top of Bernini’s majestic staircase, Martin went rapidly past the 
giant Corinthian columns and pilasters, through Carlo Maderno’s fa-
cade, and into the central nave of St. Peter’s. 

Broad archways spun off to his right and left over intricate mosa-
ics on the floor.  Each led into the depths of the giant Basilica, where 
Martin knew there were over four hundred statues on display.  
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Within the perfect symmetry of the edifice, innumerable nooks, cran-
nies and crevices were spaced around fifty chapels, each a small 
church in itself. 

Martin had inspected the Basilica a number of times. With each 
visit he’d discovered greater treasures and more spectacular details 
than before.  But this time, he had no eyes or time for the grandeur 
around him. 

He looked at his watch and noted that the 9:30 deadline set by 
Daniela’s kidnapers would soon be upon him, and the great altar—his 
destination—was still far away, all the way across the cluttered and 
convoluted expanse of the Basilica. 

Prayers on his lips now—because prayers seemed so appropriate 
here, and because prayers were the only weapons against his growing 
fear—Martin turned right. 

There was a small crowd around Michelangelo’s Pieta, encased in 
glass ever since an axe-wielding madman attacked it in 1978, breaking 
a precious hand from the Madonna.  Even from this distance, the se-
rene countenance of a sorrowful Mary filled Martin with incredible 
sadness.  Who else but Michelangelo could convey the heartache and 
agony of the passion solely by the posture and expression of a mother 
and son, without displaying even a hint of the wounds that had 
caused it? 

Martin rushed past the pieta, avoiding people as much as possi-
ble, but it was difficult.  In the great central nave of the Basilica there 
was a constant flow of foot traffic. 

Martin thought he surely should have seen one of Angotti’s foot 
soldiers by now.  Or even the capo himself, passing with a small nod 
or a wink, to lend reassurance.   

But still nothing. 
As far as the man—or men—he was to meet, Martin had no idea 

what they would look like.  The greasy Arab was already a fixture in 
his mind, but he didn’t know how he would really appear.  There 
were the other two, who had come to the Archives, looking for him.  
Were these the kidnappers? 

He hoped and prayed they would have Daniela with them.    
That would help him identify his tormentors. 
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In the distance, Martin could see a huge structure rising out of the 
dim, almost smoky atmosphere of the Basilica depths.  Tremendous, 
spiraling, twisting, Solomon-like columns pushed up from the floor, 
supporting a monumental bronze canopy, high over a simple marble 
altar at which the Pope says mass. 

Martin thought the fragile and ephemeral effect created by the 
columns belied the great weight of bronze above them.  The metal 
canopy seemed to float in the air, held only by gentle garlands of 
flowers in the hands of hovering angels. 

As he approached, Martin could see the motif of bees, filigreed 
into the statue and the holy cross, a symbol of Pope Urban III, who 
had commissioned the magnificent work. 

Martin chided himself.  How could he allow his mind to lapse 
into historical trivia?  There were graver matters at hand, greater than 
the altar, its embellishments, or all the artwork in Rome.  He had to 
think of Daniela, not this museum relic! 

Now, in this place of prayer and liturgical history, before the very 
spot where Charlemagne was crowned, Martin thought only of the 
warmth, which only two nights ago, lay before his startled gaze.  Why 
contemplate the dust of ages, when the wonders of today were still 
fresh in his memory? 

He stood by the altar and looked about.  Far behind him, the 
gilded mélange of Saint Peter’s throne glistened in a shaft of light 
from an invisible source.  To his right and left, he could look straight 
down the north and south transepts and the niches of Saints Helena, 
Veronica, Andrew and Longinus. 

Nothing. 
No Daniela. 
Martin saw no one who looked familiar.  He watched the com-

ings and goings around him: people, tourists, couples, individuals—
moving, stopping, inspecting, moving, stopping again. 

Martin realized he could drive himself crazy trying to look every 
way at once, trying to anticipate all contingencies, the next move of 
desperate characters in this hallowed place of eternal supplication. 
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Martin Donohue did the only thing that seemed appropriate for 
the time and place.  He knelt before the great altar of Bernini and 
prayed. 

 
 

 
It must have been a disturbance in the air, a minor change in the con-
stant sibilant whisper of sound around him.  In the solitude of his 
prayers, Martin didn’t hear the footsteps, which approached and 
stopped, suddenly, he knew that they were there, behind him. 

With a final glance toward the distant crucifix of his reacquainted 
Savior, Martin made the sign of the cross, rose from his knees, and 
turned. 

The two men with her were unimportant.  He had eyes only for 
Daniela.  In the holy quiet of the Basilica, Martin wanted to cry out his 
relief that she was still alive. 

Dani stood, silent between her captors, face gravely pale, without 
makeup, or the benefit of her own warmth.  Her sunken cheeks were 
shallow caves of shadow compared to the deep hollows around her 
dark eyes. 

But, to Martin, Daniela Lucchesi seemed to glow with divine 
beauty greater than anything in that vast mortuary of relics and stat-
ues of lost saints. 

When he was able to determine that the expression on Dani’s face 
was more exhaustion than fear or pain, Martin could finally turn his 
attention to the two men beside her. 

He thought the larger of the two men looked like a swarthy, mus-
tached, blue-eyed version of Sidney Greenstreet.  But in the eyes of 
the large man, there may have been the menace, but none of the gen-
tlemanly charm of the old actor. 

The icy blue eyes glared at Martin with pure hatred. It was al-
most as if Martin had already done some great injustice to this man, 
and now he wanted to extract his retribution, here and now. 

Martin’s greatest fear was that the giant would take this animos-
ity out on Daniela before this was all over.  
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The knife the large Arab pressed into Daniela’s side added to 
Martin’s impression that the big man would just as soon slip his knife 
into Daniela’s kidney, as decide what to order for his next meal. 

In comparison, the other of the two men, a well-dressed Middle-
Easterner, about the same height and build as Martin, appeared to be 
genuinely affable, with a generous smile and a bright twinkle in his 
eye.  Both of which were refuted by the muzzle of a silenced hand-
gun, which poked unobtrusively from underneath a brown raincoat 
draped over his arm. 

Irrelevantly, Martin thought it ridiculous that this Arab was 
wandering around Rome’s summer heat with his London Fog at the 
ready. 

“Mr. Donohue?”  The voice of the dapper man should have been 
as intimidating as the pistol, but it was slightly accented, soft and or-
dinary.  Which was probably why a chill of terror crept up the back of 
Martin’s neck.  Everything here appeared to be so normal.  But it 
wasn’t 

Martin ignored the man’s greeting.  “Dani, are you okay.” He 
took a step forward.  The big man forced the girl back from him. 

“No touchy-touchy, Mr. Donohue,” the spokesman with the rain-
coat and pistol said.  “We don’t want you to get too aroused.” His in-
sinuating leer made Martin’s stomach lurch. 

“Dani, did they hurt you?  Are you okay?” 
Daniela nodded.   
Martin could see the muscles of her throat work as she tried to 

speak.   
“Ye... yes.  I’m...I’m okay.”  
He could barely hear her.  “They didn’t...?” 
She shook her head.  “No, they didn’t hurt me.  I’m really okay, 

Marty.” 
“She’s really okay, Marty,” the man with the gun mimicked.  

“And we’ll all be okay if we can just move out of the middle of the 
goddamn highway here, and take care of business.” 

Habash pointed toward a large shrine and Bernini’s statue of 
Saint Longinus.  “Let’s get out of traffic.” 
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They had been standing in a common area where frequent tour-
ists passed, gawking at the altar and its spectacular artwork. 

As they walked slowly toward the shrine, which was like an is-
land with its ornate statue and tiered banks of votive candles, Martin 
looked around furtively. 

Where the hell was Angotti?  Lucchesi had told him the Mafia 
chieftain would be there.  Where was the goddamn Mafia?  How 
many troops could a man as important as the capo di tutti capi amass 
in this place?  Why hadn’t they descended like a hoard of cavalry?   

Nothing seemed out of place in the great Basilica.  No one ap-
proached them.  Tourists passed, completely disinterested in the 
small group by the shrine. 

“I presume you are aware of our interests,” Habash said, placing 
a foot casually on a bench, so that his knee could provide support for 
the gun pointed under the coat at Martin. 

“Why don’t you let the girl go?”  Martin said. 
“You know what we have come for, Mr. Donohue.” 
Martin held out his arms to Daniela, as if it would be easy for her 

to ignore the knife in her side and come to him.  “You don’t need her 
for anything,” he said. 

Mustapha Banafesheha’s hand tightened on the girl’s arm and the 
gleam of his knife seemed to disappear into the material of the blouse 
bunched around her waist. 

Martin could see Daniela wince, as Habash noticed and spoke up, 
his tone still pleasant and conversational.   

“Now, that would indeed be one of my friend’s greatest personal 
pleasures.”  Habash nodded toward the large man on the other side of 
Daniela. “Mustapha seems to be enamored of your young lady; he is 
becoming quite attached to her.” 

Martin glanced away, as if in exasperation, but in fact seeking 
help, looking for the Mafiosi, which should have already been here.   

He couldn’t continue to stall at Daniela’s expense.  He saw noth-
ing, which indicated he had anything but his own resources to rely 
upon. 

Martin shook his head.  “Let her go.” 
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“No, Mr. Donohue, I am going to instruct my friend to kill her—
right here, right now, unless you go immediately to the Archives and 
retrieve the Luxembourg Amendment and bring it back here to me.” 

Martin shook his head again.  He held up his hand toward 
Mustapha, afraid the large man might plunge the knife into Daniela’s 
vulnerable side before he had a chance to explain.  

“I can’t.” 
“Of course you can.” 
Martin looked at the religious icon of the Roman soldier, Longi-

nus, who had pierced Christ’s side on the cross.  “I swear to God, I 
can’t.” 

“Why not?” 
“I don’t have access to the Archives.” 
“I know you do.” 
“I’m allowed into the library.  I need someone else, an employee, 

to go back into the warehouses where the public isn’t allowed.  Even 
should they let me in there, I couldn’t find the Amendment if my life 
depended upon it.” 

“Yours doesn’t.  Hers does.”  Mohammed Habash smiled at his 
own cleverness. 

 Martin was running out of excuses, and he was afraid that Dani 
was running out of time. 

Maybe there was a chance for her to escape.   
“I know the file and portfolio codes are for the document.”  Mar-

tin pointed at Daniela.  “She knows where to locate them—if I give 
her the reference numbers.  She’s the one who put all the files back 
before she knew what they were.  No one else was ever involved.  I 
can tell her exactly where to find the Amendment.” 

Martin watched the eyes of the smaller man, the one with the 
gun; this was the man he had to convince.  Sidney Green- street over 
there was just doing what he was told. 

“You have a proposal, Mr. Donohue.” 
“I’ll give Ms. Lucchesi the coordinates.  You let her go get the 

document; you can hold me as hostage until she returns.” 
 “Ah, a perfect plan.  With one small problem: Soon after the girl 

leaves, she is will probably go to the police.” 
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   “She wouldn’t do that.” 
Habash laughed softly.  “You do not know women, Mr. 

Donohue, however, your plan may have some merit.  I think we 
know how this must work.”   

Mohammed Habash reiterated the facts for his own clarification.  
“The lock to our little problem has two keys.”  He pointed the gun 
slightly toward Martin.  “You are one of the keys.”  He inclined his 
head slightly to the side, “and she is the other.  You know where the 
document is located and your girlfriend, here, has the authorization to 
enter the Archives to get it.” 

“Let her go,” Martin said, trying to keep the desperation out of 
his voice. 

“Oh yes, I most certainly shall.”  Habash turned to Daniela.  
“How long will it take you to go to the Archives and bring the docu-
ment back?” 

Daniela thought for a few moments.  “An hour.” 
“Excellent.  You have forty-five minutes.  If you are not back here 

with the document in your hands within forty-five minutes, your 
rooster shall be dead.  I will make sure that I cut off his little pleasure-
maker, just before he dies from the bullet I put in his brainpan.” 

Daniela looked at Martin, fear in her eyes.   
But Martin was already feeling relieved that they would allow 

Daniela to get out of the Basilica. 
“And,” Habash added, “just to make sure our little bird doesn’t 

get lost, we’ll send Mustapha along to the Archives as a chaperon.” 
“That’s not necessary,”  Martin said, crestfallen that his plan for 

Daniela’s escape was so short-lived. 
“Such a beautiful girl shouldn’t have to wander alone through 

the Vatican.  It can be very dangerous.” 
Habash smiled to make it perfectly clear that he was the primary 

source of all danger, and looked at his watch.   
“How time flies.  It looks to me like your boyfriend has only 

forty-two minutes left to live.”  Habash looked at Martin with an in-
nocent and helpless smile, as if everything were now beyond his con-
trol.  “Do you not have a series of important numbers to share with 
this young lady?” 
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Martin saw that he had no option but to play this by the Arab’s 
rules.  Evidently there was going to be no sudden appearance of the 
pride of Rome’s criminal class, Marcello Angotti; and if Daniela didn’t 
go immediately, he would be dead before she could get back. 

And what about after she returned?  What then?  These two 
would probably kill them both anyway.  After all, they had no need 
for witnesses.  They wouldn’t want anyone to alert the world and 
somehow dilute the impact of the Amendment, to steal the thunder of 
the men who would now decide to use it for their own vicious pur-
poses. 

Warily, Habash let Martin approach Daniela. 
“Dani, do you need to write this down?  It’s very important, I 

wouldn’t want you to make a mistake,” Martin cautioned, looking at 
her closely. 

Daniela shook her head.  “I don’t think so.”  She smiled wanly. “I 
have a very good memory.” 

Habash laughed, “It’s very important, Dani.”  He sounded just 
like Martin.  “If you get it wrong, your boyfriend—” he stopped to 
look around, and then nodded toward a nearby altar. “—Your boy-
friend won’t have far to go for his funeral services.”  He chuckled at 
his own cleverness. 

Carefully, Martin recited his instructions to Daniela.  He knew 
the portfolios in the Archives so well by now that it was easy to re-
member most of the reference numbers of the files he had been so re-
cently working with.   

He repeated everything to insure she had it firmly implanted in 
her mind. 

“Very thorough,” Habash said.  “I’m very impressed.  I am also 
impressed at how you two waste time.  You have less than forty min-
utes now.” 

Daniela had only a moment to look at Martin and allow her eyes 
to caress his, before Mustapha pulled her roughly out into the tran-
sept, and began to push her toward one of the Basilica’s exits. 

Martin could only stand helpless and watch them leave. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR 
 
 
 
 

hirty-five minutes, Mr. Donohue,” Mohammed Habash 
said without emotion. 

Everything appears so normal, Martin thought.  Tourists wan-
dered by in the vast cool cavern of Saint Peter’s Basilica, as if nothing 
were any different from any other day; so many wonderful things to 
see and investigate, so much history and art to absorb. 

Habash had forced Martin to sit in front of him on one of the 
benches by the shrine of St. Longinus.  To any casual passerby the two 
men must have looked like a pair of friends who had stopped to rest 
and contemplate the splendors about them. 

Martin’s anxiety was turning to despair as the minutes passed.  
He continued to scrutinize the faces around him in diminished hope 
that he would recognize the countenance of a savior.  The only Savior 
he could see hung on a distant cross, and it appeared no help was 
immediately forthcoming from that quarter either. 

Martin thought of that single moment in the midst of a rainstorm 
when his life had irrevocably changed. 

The ghastly agreement between heaven and hell had destroyed 
so much and so many, and its insidious influence was still not com-
plete. 

“Thirty minutes, Mr. Donohue.” 
Martin tried to pray, but his prayers were rote mantras, occupy-

ing only a part of his mind, while he continued to contemplate more 
immediate concerns. 

Our Father who art in heaven...   

“T
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What had happened to Lucchesi’s assurances that Marcello An-
gotti would be here, and that everything would be all right? 

Hail Mary full of grace...  
Was Daniela okay?  Had the large man taken advantage of his 

absence from the supervision of his comrade to harm her? 
Oh my God, I am heartily sorry that I have offended thee...  
What about his own misdeeds, sins of the flesh?  But how could 

his minor mortal failings of weak flesh compare to the iniquities of 
popes? 

I believe in one God, the Father Almighty, Creator of heaven and earth...  
What was there left to believe in? Especially after the discovery 

that his infallible Church was all too human, too weak, too prone to 
the temptations which it, itself, had so frequently condemned. 

“Ten minutes.” 
The man behind Martin was silent but for his marking the pas-

sage of time with irregular reminders that the minutes were running 
out. 

Martin could imagine the muzzle of the gun in the Arab’s hand.  
Would he even hear the sound, as the bullet careened into the back of 
his head and scrambled is brain?  And what of Daniela after they had 
killed him?  Who would there be left to protect her? 

Desperately, Martin searched the faces of the pilgrims around 
him.  He wondered if there were any to whom he could turn for help.  
But how could he involve more innocents in his plight.  Hadn’t he al-
ready killed Daniela’s brother, and probably those kids in the street?  
How many more?  Were Dr. Douglas and his family safe? 

“You have five minutes to live, American.”  Mohammed Habash 
spoke softly in Martin’s ear. “I shall take care of you with great pleas-
ure.  As for your girlfriend, Mustapha needs an outlet for his grief.  
You see, one of your friends killed his brother.” 

“I don’t understand.” 
“At Lake Bracciano.  Your Italian friends liquidated Khaled Ba-

nafesheha in the car park by the castle.” 
Martin was confused.  Marcello Angotti had said nothing about a 

confrontation with the Arabs.  In fact, he’d only known where to find 



The Luxembourg Amendment 

297 

Daniela’s car because Martin told him.  Who else was involved in 
this? 

Martin squinted into the smoky haze of the great Basilica.  The 
edifice was so large it seemed to make its own weather.  His despair 
was a steel fist around his heart as he heard the metallic click when 
Habash pulled back the hammer of his silenced pistol. 

“This is almost a relief, Mr. Donohue.  I’ve had enough of this 
nonsense.” 

Martin could feel the cold metal cylinder of the weapon nestle in 
the fine hairs at the back of his neck. 

In the distance, at the far end of the south transept, near the 
shrine to Pope Clement XIII, Martin could make out a blur of white.  
His mouth was so dry he could barely speak. 

“They’re coming.”  Martin croaked, pointing toward the bulk of 
the man who had gone with Daniela to the Archives. 

From this distance Martin couldn’t see if either of them carried 
anything.  What had happened?  Martin wondered if Daniela had 
managed to follow his instructions, and if not, what about the final 
confrontation, now moments away. 

“Ah, Mr. Donohue,” it was the first time the voice behind him 
sounded as cheerful as it had earlier, “it looks like your little bird has 
returned with... a minute to spare.  How thoughtful of her.” 

Martin jumped up. 
“Please stay right where you are, Mr. Donohue.  Let us not make 

a spectacle of ourselves.  We have done so well in maintaining a low 
profile.  Let’s keep it that way—at least until our business is con-
cluded.  Besides, it is extremely unseemly for a man to run to a 
woman.  Let her come to you.  That is the proper way.  You young 
men have so much to learn.”  Mohammed Habash actually sighed in 
exasperation at the manners of the Westerner. 

Martin watched Daniela approach.  As she came closer, he tried 
to read her eyes. 

Dani smiled weakly, as the large man, sweating now from the 
heat outside and the efforts of haste shoved her brusquely toward the 
shrine of Saint Longinus. 
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Finally, Martin saw the large envelope in Daniela’s hand, held 
against her skirt.  For a moment he could see nothing else, not the 
gross Arab who still pressed a knife into Daniela’s side, nor the lovely 
and distraught girl herself.   

Behind Martin, Habash spoke to Daniela’s guard in staccato Ara-
bic.   

The exchange of information appeared to be acceptable. 
“I want to see it,” Habash said.  “I want to see it now.” 
Martin looked at Daniela, standing near the statue of Saint 

Longinus.  He took some small satisfaction that the banks of votive 
candles nearby were close enough to the large Arab that their heat 
was causing him additional sweat and discomfort. 

“I want to see it,” Mohammed Habash repeated.  
With disgust, Martin thought Habash sounded like a man in a 

slaughterhouse, demanding to watch the carnage. 
Daniela struggled to open the envelope.  It was awkward with 

Mustapha’s hand on one of her arms, his knife pressed into her deli-
cate flesh. 

Finally, she got the envelope open and extracted the sheaf of offi-
cial-looking documents.  

Even from where Martin stood he could see the Gothic scrip at 
the top of the cover sheet.  As Daniela pulled them out, there was the 
flash of seals and signatures at the bottom. 

“Allah is good,” Habash muttered, reverently. 
 
 
 

“He is indeed,” Rueven DeMattei said, as he stepped behind Mo-
hammed Habash and placed his own silenced pistol into the small 
hollow beneath the Arab’s right ear. 

They had all been concentrating so hard on the envelope and pa-
pers in Daniela’s hands, that no one saw the Mossad agent’s approach 
from behind the ornate shrine. 

Mustapha grunted in sudden dismay, and for a frightening in-
stant, Martin thought the knife in the big Arab’s hand had disap-
peared to the hilt into Daniela’s side. 
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Instead, the large man pulled the stiletto away from the girl, and 
in an incredibly swift motion, raised his arm to fling the weapon at 
the exposed throat of the Israeli, who held a pistol to the head of his 
comrade. 

A bright flower blossomed in the center of Mustapha Banaf-
esheha’s chest.  It was magnificent.  The glory of its sudden ruby ap-
pearance was preceded only by a puff of dust from the big man’s 
shirt. 

Mustapha was startled, stunned, and dismayed in exactly that 
order as he realized that he had just been shot. 

Martin didn’t even know if he had heard the shot. In the cavern-
ous basilica there was always the constant echoing shuffle of feet and 
murmur of voices.  The slight mechanical snicker of the silenced pistol 
blended so well with the music of tourism that he couldn’t distinguish 
it from the rest of the background noise. 

As Mustapha slumped toward the bench on the other side of the 
votive candles, Martin looked around to see the cause of the crimson 
cascade, rapidly flowing down the front of the Arab’s shirt. 

A pale man with one arm tucked into his shirt like an improvised 
sling stood with a silenced gun in his hand.  

The man just stood there as surprised as the rest of them at the 
reaction his simple act of pulling a trigger had caused. 

Tourists and pilgrims continued to move past a short distance 
away, unaware that this drama was taking place so close by. 

Martin looked first at Daniela, who was as shocked as the rest of 
them, and then to the man who had been shot. 

There was no time to think.  He acted out of instinct and an inter-
nal necessity, which he’d thought was lost. 

He ran to the bench were the dying man glared at him with a 
mixture of fear and confusion. 

Martin looked wildly around, but could not see what he needed.  
He stood over the man and putting his fingers to his lips collected a 
small amount of saliva. 

Carefully he used the moisture to trace a sign of the cross on the 
Arab’s clammy forehead.   

“I baptize thee, 
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in the name of the Father 
and of the Son, and the Holy Spirit.” 

Hate in the icy blue eyes greeted Martin’s words, but that hadn’t 
stopped him. 

DeMattei kept the gun pressed to Mohammed Habash’s ear, but 
his eyes were on Martin.   

Birnbaum, still startled by the effect of his bullet on the man who 
had shot him in the car park, stared from his same spot, the gun now 
held unobtrusively at his side.   

Leibowitz appeared around the corner of the shrine and stood 
next to Daniela, but he didn’t feel compelled to use the gun in his 
hand to guard her.  

Daniela stood, the papers ignored in her hand, as she watched 
Martin in amazement. 

Disregarding everything and everyone around him, Martin half 
knelt on the bench near the slumping Arab.  He spoke softly in the 
man’s ear.  Those around could barely hear what he said. 

Even Mustapha Banafesheha, whose rudimentary knowledge of 
English, combined with the awesome burgeoning pain in his body, 
did not understand or respond to Martin’s whispered questions and 
instructions. 

Nobody realized what Martin intended, until he began to intone 
in a louder voice: 

“God, the Father of mercies, 
through the death and resurrection of His Son 

has reconciled the world to himself 
and sent the Holy Spirit among us 

for the forgiveness of our sins; 
through the ministry of the Church 

may God give you pardon and peace, 
and I absolve you from your sins 

in the name of the Father and of the Son, 
and of the Holy Spirit.” 

There was a tangible silence, as Martin raised his arm high in the 
air, and with his hand fully extended made another large sign of the 
cross. 
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************* 

 
“Very touching,” DeMattei said.  “Now get away from him.”  

The Mossad agent looked over toward Birnbaum and inclined his 
head slightly toward the wounded Arab. 

As Martin reluctantly shifted away from the bench, with its wid-
ening pool of blood underneath, the Israeli, who had one arm tucked 
into his shirt moved to the dying man.   

This time Martin heard the soft sibilant spitting sound of the si-
lenced pistol. 

The execution was complete. 
“Allah is Good.”  DeMattei repeated Habash’s earlier words 

without removing his weapon from the Arab’s neck.  He nodded to-
ward Leibowitz, standing near Daniela.  “Get the documents.” 

Martin looked at Daniela. 
“Certainly,” Daniela said.  “Here are your documents.” 
Leibowitz reached to take the packet from her, but Daniela 

stepped toward DeMattei, the papers held at arm’s length in her 
clenched fingers.  

Suddenly, before anyone could move, she swiveled to her left 
and thrust the top edges of the documents into the bank of flickering 
votive candles. 

The old paper caught fire.  It flared with an orange-yellow 
brightness and barely a hint of smoke.  Like the phosphorescent flash 
of the chemical magician’s use to transform a bouquet of paper flow-
ers into the fluttering beauty of a dove, the document burst into flame 
and rapidly became a sheaf of black ash, except for the fragment in 
Daniela’s fist. 

Daniela beat out the remainder of the papers against the side of 
the candle rack, causing a flurry of black cinders and bright red 
sparks to rain down into the melted candle wax. 

“Here,” she said, holding out the remnants.  “Here’s your god-
damn Luxembourg Amendment.  Here are your documents.  Here 
they are—the way they should have been fifty years ago.” 
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Rueven DeMattei was so taken aback by the abrupt turn of events 
that he didn’t even notice Mohammed Habash, no longer concerned 
about the pistol in his ear, slip down to sit on the bench.  

Let the Jew shoot, who the fuck cares?  Habash thought. 
Leibowitz and Birnbaum had remained rooted to the floor during 

the abruptness of the drama.      
Martin Donohue was the only one who was inclined to smile.  It 

was the first smile in a long, long time; but it didn’t last. 
 
 
 

It seemed as if a cloud had obscured the already dim light of St. Pe-
ter’s.  A small army of men converged all around the small tableau by 
the shrine of Saint Longinus.  

Martin wondered how all these men, with guns drawn, could 
manage to surround them so suddenly in the great church, and no 
one else notice.  But the shear number of men, their backs turned to 
the rest of the church, automatically excluded any intruders, and ef-
fectively shielded the group from the gaze of any casual passerby. 

Marcello Angotti.  Why now?  Why not earlier? 
Of course!  The Mafioso had been instructed by Lucchesi to wait 

until the documents were retrieved from the Archives.  Never mind 
the danger to Daniela.  Never mind the fact that the irrationality of the 
men, who had killed more than once to get to this place, might de-
stroy his daughter.  Lucchesi wanted the Luxembourg Amendment. 

Martin laughed aloud.  “A day late and a dollar short!” 
They all turned to look at him. 
“Now what Signore Angotti?”  Martin asked, both  bitterness and 

triumph evident in the bite of his words. 
Marcello Angotti looked from the embarrassed Israelis, then to 

Habash, slumped and despondent on the bench, as he contemplated 
the nature of his reward from Colonel Muammar al-Ghaddafi, and 
then back to Martin Donohue.   

The capo di tutti capi’s eyes sought out Daniela’s and there was a 
silent communication between them as he indicated he was willing to 
defer the decision-making to the daughter of his employer. 
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“Let them go,” Daniela said, in disgust.  She knew that one of 
these men could very well be responsible for her brother’s death, but 
she was neither judge nor jury, even though she could now have also 
been executioner. 

Marcello Angotti turned to a cluster of his men.  In rapid Italian, 
he instructed them to escort the Israeli agents out of the Basilica. 

As the Mafiosi turned to go, Daniela held a hand up toward De-
Mattei and said, “wait!  You have forgotten what you have come for.” 

DeMattei looked at her strangely, but understood when she held 
out the blackened fragments of the document still clutched in her 
hand. 

“Here, take this back to your masters and tell them that it is over.  
There is no value in the Luxembourg Amendment.  It is a part of the 
past, and shall remain there.  It has no place in our world, now any 
more than it did before.” 

Marcello Angotti reached out to intercept the charred fragments, 
but Daniela shook her head.  “No,” she said.  “Let him have it.  It is 
worthless now—even to my father.” 

The Mossad agent took the blackened remnant.  The smell of 
smoke dust assailed his nostrils as he looked at what was left of the 
papers in his hands.   

DeMattei was not a great student of history, but he assumed that 
the signatures and seals, which clearly remained, were those of Adolf 
Hitler and Pope Pius XII— the Reichstag and the Vatican. 

Two men escorted Mohammed Habash out of the Basilica.  A lar-
ger contingent saw to the exit of DeMattei, Birnbaum and Leibowitz. 

No one worried about Mustapha Banafesheha.  The pool of blood 
under the bench and the milky caul that covered his blue eyes spoke 
for themselves. 

 
 
 

Marcello Angotti whispered in Daniela’s ear, She shook her head 
vehemently. 

Martin watched as the Mafioso and the girl held a quiet, but 
heated discussion.  It was evident that there was a disagreement be-
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tween them, and from their frequent glances in his direction, he de-
duced that he was the source of their quarrel. 

Finally, Daniela came to Martin.  After a short moment of search-
ing his eyes she said, “we must talk.” 

She led him to a bench further away from the shrine, and the 
body of the Iranian, still shielded from passersby by a number of An-
gotti’s men. 

Marcello Angotti waited patiently, just out of earshot. 
Martin took Daniela’s hands, “Dani, are you okay?” 
“S’to bene; I am tired, I am sore, but I am okay.” 
“Thank God.  I was never so frightened in all my life, when we 

found your car at the castle in Bracciano—all that blood!” 
“It was the brother of that man.”  Dani nodded toward the 

shielded corpse across the way.  “One of those other men killed him, 
the one with his arm bound up.  I was not hurt, though.” 

Martin wanted to cry with relief, but all he could do was gaze 
mutely into Daniela’s liquid eyes and marvel at the wonder of God’s 
mercy. 

“But now, Martin, there is something more important for us to 
discuss.” 

Martin knew what was coming.  He tried to look deep into her 
eyes to anticipate what she would say, to see if the reflection of him-
self in the dark pool of her soul was the same as the one he now had 
in his own mind.  Evidently it was. 

“You are a priest,” she said simply. 
Martin could no longer look directly at Daniela.  Instead he 

watched her hands, which lay quietly in his, as she waited for his de-
nial. 

“No, I am not a priest.  I have been studying to be a priest.  I have 
been studying all of my life to be a priest.  But you’re right; I might 
just as well have already been one.  I never intended to deceive you, 
Dani.  It’s just that everything happened so fast, and being with you 
was so... natural and marvelous.  I suppose that, for a while, all of the 
doubts I had about myself and my vocation disappeared in the won-
der of your beauty.  But now I realize that it was all too easily done.  
Nothing as important as a commitment to God can be dissolved in the 
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heat of passion, or even the joy of the emotions I now feel for you.  
There are things within me; I know now, that go far beyond my 
worldly needs and desires.” 

Daniela indicated the unseen corpse.  “That was quite a ...a per-
formance of faith.” 

“What I did,” Martin glanced over toward the men around the 
dead body of Mustapha, “wasn’t proper.  Oh the baptism was.  Any-
one is empowered to confirm baptism in a time of crises.  But the sac-
rament of penance is not something I am allowed to administer.  Yet it 
seemed like the right thing to do at the time.  I suppose I have been 
too well trained.” 

“Or you have too much need to minister what is in your true 
heart.” 

Martin shrugged.  “Perhaps.” 
Daniela smiled.  “I understand now why you were so out of prac-

tice in the kitchen, Martin Donohue.” 
Martin looked at Dani and felt sheepish, but he saw in her eyes a 

depth of caring and love he never knew could exist. 
“I am sure,” Daniela said, picking her words carefully, “that you 

did what you thought necessary; after all, you were in the house of 
your Father.” 

 
 
 

Marcello Angotti interrupted them.  Gun in hand, he was flanked by 
a number of his henchmen. 

Daniela jumped up to intercept the Mafia capo.  From the bench, 
Martin could tell that they were immediately engaged in another ar-
gument. 

Angotti gesticulated toward Martin, and Daniela shook her head.  
At one point the girl grabbed the Mafioso’s arm and forcibly restrained 
him from approaching the bench where Martin waited. 

Martin couldn’t tell what the argument was about, but he didn’t 
like the tone of the man’s voice whenever it was raised enough for 
him to hear. 
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Whatever it was that Daniela finally said, it seemed to mollify 
and temporarily calm the head of Rome’s crime families. 

Before Daniela returned to the bench, Martin saw her reach out 
and accept something, which the Angotti had taken from his inner 
coat pocket. 

When Daniela sat back down, the gravity of her expression 
stunned Martin as much as anything else that had transpired so far. 

“Martin, you must listen to me very carefully.  What I tell you to 
do, you must do.  You have no choice in these matters now.” 

“Dani, what...” 
“Hush.  Non parlare—do not speak!  Listen!”  She placed a finger 

to his lips.  “You must leave Italy immediately.” 
“But...but...” 
“I have said that you have no decisione in this matter.  You must 

go right now.” 
“But I don’t have my passport,” was the only thing Martin could 

think to say in his confusion. 
“It will be taken care of.  Documenti are easy to come by for peo-

ple such as these.  Here.”  She handed Martin the wad of lire she had 
obtained from Angotti. “These men will take you to the airport.  You 
must leave immediately.  The first plane from Italy!” 

“But Dani, why?” 
The hurt in Martin’s eyes was too much for Dani, and her own 

eyes began to fill with tears. 
“My father has ordered your death.  He wants no one, who is not 

part of those he can control, to know about the Luxembourg Amend-
ment or Il Nostri Consiglieri.” 

Martin’s concern for the pain in Dani’s eyes was greater than his 
fear for himself.  

“Marcello Angotti is an old friend of Il Consiglieri,” Daniela con-
tinued.  “He is an old friend of my father, and has known me since I 
was a little girl.  He knows that things must soon change, but it is dif-
ficult for him to not obey the orders of my father.  For now he under-
stands the importante matters that I have explained to him, and hope-
fully, he will be my ally for the sake of our future business together.” 

Martin was confused.  “What do you mean—”? 
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Dani gently brushed her hands up the sides of Martin’s neck and 
across the planes of cheeks.  Her thumbs paused at the corners of his 
mouth, as if she wanted to manipulate his lips into a smile, but she 
didn’t try.  Instead, she grasped him on each side of his head so that 
he could not turn away from her.  The tears were streaming down her 
pale cheeks. 

“Martin,” Daniela said, her voice low and intense, “I love you.  I 
shall always love you greater than my life itself.  But now you must 
go, before it is too late, before Angotti changes his mind.” 

She leaned over and kissed his mouth with trembling lips, sweet 
with the salt of her tears. 

Before Martin could respond, Dani jumped from the bench and 
disappeared into the group of armed men nearby. 

Martin shouted, “Dani! Dani!”   
The words echoed against the high walls and vaulted ceiling of 

the Basilica as he tried to follow her. 
 But before he could get five feet, two men grasped his arms.  

Under the watchful eye of Marcello Angotti, they rushed him in the 
opposite direction. 

Martin could taste the moisture of her tears on his lips, as he tried 
to savor this last remembrance of Daniela Lucchesi. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE 
 
 
 
 

 
n the study of the huge Villa in the Alban Hills above Rome, 
Daniela Lucchesi stood before her father’s desk. 
A small, green-shaded lamp trickled a sickly yellow light into the 

corner of the room, leaving the presence behind the desk in deep 
shadows. 

Daniela had bathed and changed, but the gauntness of her face 
bore no makeup, nothing but the hollows of her exhaustion and a 
look of disgust. 

“You ordered him to be killed,” she said. 
Vittorio Lucchesi shrugged, as if it were the most natural thing on 

earth, and ignored her statement. 
“I am glad that you were not hurt, cara mia.” 
“You told Angotti to murder him.” 
“Too many people with too much knowledge.  I was only doing 

what my father before me did.  Your grandfather, Onorato eliminated 
the witnesses to the Amendment, and it was my responsibility to do 
the same.  You understand, I am sure, the obligations of Il Consiglieri.” 

“I suppose,” Daniela snapped back, “the duty of Il Consiglieri was 
what prompted you to order Angotti and his men to back off until I 
had the opportunity to go to the Archives and retrieve the docu-
ment.” 

“It was a necessity.  After all, no one else could have done it.  I 
needed you and the American together, the two keys to the secret.” 

I 
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“Did it occur to you that I could have been killed sometime dur-
ing this little drama you allowed to be played out?” 

“But you weren’t, were you, carissima?” 
Daniela stared at the distinguished lawyer, who was her father.   
Somehow, in the very few years since she had last seen him, he 

had grown old, shriveled and wizened. 
“You are a vile creature,” she said. 
“We all do what we must.”  Lucchesi shrugged. “Right now I 

have achieved the two most important goals of my life.   
“First, I have managed to finally locate and destroy the Luxem-

bourg Amendment.  That has been an objective of Il Consiglieri since 
the war.  The document served its purpose, and its destruction will 
insure the continuance of the Church, and of course, the lucrative 
symbiotic relationship it has with Il Nostri Consiglieri.” 

“And what is the other thing you have accomplished, father?”  
Daniela asked.  Her voice had a strange sharp edge. 

The old man held up his hands, palms out.   
“Why, I have brought my daughter home, of course.”  The con-

sigliere paused and thought for a moment, the weight of recent events 
almost heavier than his years could bear. 

“Your brother,” Lucchesi’s voice reflected genuine sorrow “was 
an honorable man.  I should have named him that, after my father, 
Onorato—Honored One.  But he was not a man who would be able to 
make life and death decisions, a man who would know what sacri-
fices must be made for the greater good—for the Consiglieri.”   

The voice continued in the musty darkness behind the desk.  
“Bruno dreaded the day when he would have to take my place among 
the apostles of the Pope’s Counselors.  But he would have done it be-
cause it was his heritage, his responsibility, his ultimate onore. 

“In you, Daniela, I have always seen the backbone and the brains 
to be of the Consiglieri.  I knew that it would be just a matter of time 
before you would understand where your responsibilities lie—if 
Bruno could not fulfill his.  And now, you are finally here.” 

“Yes father, I am here.”  Daniela hesitated, staring intently at the 
man behind the desk before she continued.  “I am here to tell you that 
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for once you are not so goddamn right about everything, old man.  
This time, you are only partially right.” 

She walked around the desk, and before her father could stop 
her, Daniela threw open the large shutters behind him.   

Immediately, a flood of bright warm sunlight spilled into the 
room; it highlighted long shafts of dust motes, floating in the after-
noon incandescence.  Light splashed across the marbled floors and 
polished woods; it sparkled in the glass eyes of long dead animals on 
the walls.  Corners suddenly exposed to the scrutiny of sunshine, dis-
played small pockets of hidden dust that had not seen the light of day 
for years. 

“First of all,” Daniela began, her voice strong and confident, “The 
Luxembourg Amendment has not been destroyed.” 

She paused again so that she could appreciate the startled expres-
sion on her father’s face. 

“Oh, no, not at all.  The original of the Luxembourg Amendment 
is right were it belongs in the Vatican Archives.  

“What I destroyed was a worthless, mundane agreement on the 
taxation of cathedral property in Munich.  It seems Adolf Hitler en-
joyed the power of his signature so much, that he signed many such 
commonplace documents with both Popes Pius XI and Pius XII.  
Strictly run-of-the-mill. 

“As the Americans say, these agreements were a dime a dozen; so 
plentiful, it was easy enough to find one which, when burnt down to 
the signature line and seals, could very well be the Luxembourg 
Amendment. 

“Martin Donohue told me to bring him ‘the best documents a 
dozen dimes could buy.’  And I understood exactly what he was sug-
gesting: get documents that looked official, and with the right signa-
tures.  He pointed me exactly where to go.  And I did. 

“No, father, your precious piece of historic criminal negligence is 
still well hidden in the Archives.  And that is exactly where it’s going 
to stay.  Its existence must be a constant reminder of the shame, which 
it represents. 

“There are only two people who know exactly were the Amend-
ment is,” Daniela continued, taking satisfaction in shattering her fa-
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ther’s illusions.  “Uh-huh, that’s right, two people—me and Martin 
Donohue.  

“Are you surprised that he’s not dead, in spite of your order?  
Marcello Angotti is not a stupid man.  He knows who will—who 
must—replace you in the Consiglieri.  The gift of Martin Donohue’s 
life was Angotti’s first act of obedience to me.  I am quite sure it will 
not be his last.” 

Daniela walked back and forth in front of her father’s desk, enjoy-
ing the furtive movement of his eyes as he tried to keep up with her in 
the bright light that forced him to squint. 

“But you were completely right about one thing, father.  Your 
daughter is back, and I will take your place with Il Nostri Consiglieri.  I 
will become a Counselor to popes.  Oh yes, just as you and my grand-
fathers before me.  You shall get your wish.” 

Daniela thought she could see a small, plaintive smile somewhere 
in the uncontrollable twitching of Lucchesi’s parched lips. 

“I shall take your place as the head of Il Consiglieri, father, and 
will enjoy my new position counseling Il Papa.  I will speak with the 
Pope, and I will remind him about the Luxembourg Amendment.  
And I will tell him that, unless he does what I say, I will expose the 
Church and its abominable crime.” 

“But why, Daniela?  Why?”   
“The Church must pay for its sins.  It must immediately, start to 

liquidate some of its wealth and begin to perform good works for the 
poor of the world.” 

“But...but...” 
“And I do not care how many Consiglieri corporations suffer, or 

how many commercial bank accounts are emptied into the food banks 
of the world, or how many paintings and statues must be sold, or 
gold reliquaries melted down to clothe the naked and feed the hun-
gry.  It shall be done.” 

Daniela leaned across her father’s desk so he could look into her 
eyes.  They were beautiful eyes, fierce eyes, determined eyes. 

“Now, old man, perhaps you should go upstairs and take a nap.  
I will send a servant up to bring you a cup of tea.  It will calm your 
nerves.  You look tired.” 
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With this, Daniela Lucchesi whirled around and walked from the 
bright room. 

As she made her way across the large vestibule at the front of the 
house, she could hear the distant drone of a plane from Leonardo da 
Vinci Airport at Fiumicino. 

She knew it couldn’t be Martin’s flight; that would be too much 
of a coincidence.  But it brought him to mind and, as she started up 
the stairs, she promised herself that this would be the last time she 
would cry for anyone. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-SIX 
 
 
 
 
ermano Francesco de Assisi, Brother Francis of Assisi, looked 
out across the valleys at the shadows thrown by the setting 

sun. 
The small monastery on the slopes of Pico de Añelo, the highest 

mountain of the Pyrenees, was half way up the winding trail toward 
the ten thousand-foot summit.  Few came this way, either for the 
pleasure of the climb or the joy of the scenery. 

The silence was all-pervasive, both within and outside of the 
thick-mortared walls of the ancient stone structure. The sparse, harsh 
terrain of rocky scrub was not conducive to nesting birds, so few 
came to sing in the evening twilight. 

Inside the monastery, only the sound of community prayer, 
chant, and an occasional bell to toll the times of Matins, Lauds and 
Vespers broke the silence. 

This was a place of eternal silences, the silences of holy vows 
made to God, where only quiet prayers might be heard. 

Martin Donohue had asked one last favor of his uncle, the 
Archbishop of Boston, it was the opportunity to spend the rest of his 
life in silent prayer and contemplation. 

Here, among the craggy peaks of the Pyrenees, between France 
and Spain, Mont San Sebastian was one of the last truly contemplative 
Catholic monasteries in the world, one as far away from the beaten 
path of civilization as Martin could find. 

Martin took the name of Francis of Assisi, because the gentle 13th 
century Saint seemed to be the ideal image he wished to emulate, 

H 
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while he contemplated the mystery of how God’s ultimate goodness 
could exist in a world of evil and corruption. 

He hoped meditation on the Saint’s affinity for the poor, helpless 
creatures of nature, would somehow destroy the indelible memories 
of ruthless men willing to do anything to achieve their ambitions. 

Brother Francis prayed for the redemption of the world, and the 
long departed souls of men who, for whatever reason or rationaliza-
tion, made mistakes which no one could ever mend.   

He prayed for the forgiveness of sins so great that they were al-
most beyond human comprehension. 

He prayed for his own soul and the expiation of sins of both 
omission and commission.  

He prayed often for Daniela, and he petitioned God to hold her in 
the hollow of His hand, as Saint Francis of Assisi would a wounded 
bird. 

He prayed in the darkness of the night that, what he felt in his 
heart for the woman back in Italy, would also find God’s grace and 
become its own prayer. 
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EPILOGUE 
 
 

 
 
 

 little less than nine months later, In the Alban Hills of 
Rome, an ancient and venerable family’s continued succes-

sion in Il Nostri Consiglieri was assured, when Daniela Lucchesi 
gave birth to her beautiful son, Martino. 
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AUTHOR’S NOTE 
 
 
With the exception of Il Nostri Consiglieri and The Luxembourg 

Amendment itself, all references to historical incidents, events, cove-
nants, dates, and names are accurate. 

To this day, historians still cannot explain why Pope Pius XII re-
mained silent and unresponsive to the plight of the European Jews 
during World War II.   

The Church has no comment. 
The existence of a Luxembourg Amendment would be a plausible 

explanation. 
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