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The porch was dark. Maggie was halfway to the door  when she realized someone was leaning against the  wall next to it, hidden in the shadows.
The breath caught in her throat. She gasped and  wrapped her arms around the case that cradled the  Angel violin.
He moved into view standing squarely in front of  the door. His hair fell to his shoulders and he wore  a suit.
“Do not be afraid.” He spoke with a British accent. He had a strong, pleasant voice, but what was  he doing lurking outside her house at midnight?
Maggie could scream, but who would hear her?  The neighborhood’s seclusion no longer seemed to  be anything but a menace.
She took a step backward, wondering if she could  beat the man to her car.
“Please, Maggie, I will not hurt you.”
There was just enough light to see him smile. He  had very white teeth.
“You have come for the violin,” she said.

ALLEGRO
Anno domini 1744
1
THE BELL IN the old Roman tower in the northwest corner of the Monastero di Chiaravalle began to toll at  midnight. The golden tone flowed out over the sleeping campagna, caressing the vineyards and olive  groves with its deep, hypnotic sound. The duke in his  castle, the peasants in the village, the sheep in the  fields, the foxes in their dens—they had listened to the  Compline bell all their lives. If they noticed it at all  that night, it was as a reminder that they were watched  over by a power that never slept.
The monks, simply clad in unbleached woolen robes  and sandals, stirred from their cells, moving quietly  through torchlit gallerias and into the central courtyard. They stood with hands folded, not speaking,  obedient to the brotherhood’s vow of silence. The  abbot moved to the front of the group in the courtyard,  walking quickly despite his great age, his tonsured hair  shining like a silver halo in the moonlight. The monks  began to chant Gregorian plainsong as the bell fell  silent. They followed the abbot in twos toward the  chapel, the Latin verses reverberating against stone  walls and rising up to heaven.
Bishop Georgio Falcone knew he would not be  missed, one brother more or less among many. And  even if he were, no one, not even the abbot, would  question his absence.
In Florence, Bishop Falcone lived in a palazzo as  splendid as any prince’s, the walls hung with paintings and rich tapestries, secretaries and emissaries  scurrying through the hallways attending to his business, responding to his summonses. On retreat at the  monastery, Bishop Falcone lived the simple life of a  Cistercian brother. He slept on a hard bed in a monk’s  cell equipped only with a wooden chair and a desk. He  wore the humble robe of a brother, the gold-and-ruby  bishop’s ring the only outward sign of high office.
Bishop Falcone waited until the brothers were in the  chapel before setting off across the courtyard, his destination a doorway set into an arch in the church’s  north wall. The door opened onto a landing at the head  of a downward spiral of stone stairs. Beyond the weak  circle of light thrown by his single candle, there was  only the impression of a cavernous darkness falling  sharply away, a yawning passageway plunging into the  earth’s musty womb.
Keeping close to the wall on the treacherous stone  stairs, Bishop Falcone began to descend into the  Monastero di Chiaravalle’s crypt.
When he was a young man and new to the priesthood, Falcone thought his vocation would protect him  from sin. He had been very naïve then. Time taught  him that there was no escape from the devil’s tricks.  You could resist evil in its usual forms, but just when  you mastered it, temptation took on another shape,   subtle and infinitely seductive in its new form. Even if  you were constantly vigilant, sin could work its way  into your heart, a worm boring into a rose, its presence  unsuspected until it was too late.
“Credo in unum Deum, Patrem omnipotentem, factorem coeli et terrae, visibilium omnium et invisibilium . . .”
The brothers’ voices floated down from the chapel  as Bishop Falcone’s sandal-clad feet felt their way  down stairs rubbed smooth and slippery by centuries  of use. The monastery had been built on the ruins of a  Roman villa, and the catacombs beneath it had been  used for Mass in the early days of the church, during  the Persecution, before the Church’s ultimate triumph  over paganism and sin.
The candle began to gutter. Bishop Falcone stopped,  cupping his hand around the flame, willing it to live,  not wanting to be caught in perfect darkness halfway  between one world and the next.
“Et in unum Dominum Jesum Christum, Filium Dei   unigentum. Et ex Patre natum ante omnia saecula.  Deum de Deo, lumen de lumine, Deum verum de Deo  vero . . .”
The flame grew brighter, seeming to draw strength  out of the music. Falcone’s smile was bitter. He, too,  was sensitive to music. If he had not taken vows, he  would have become a musician and composer, like  Corelli and Vivaldi. But Satan had turned that against  him, using Falcone’s love of music as a weapon to destroy his soul.
Cupping the flame, Falcone continued down into the  crypt, each step as an admission of his descent into   worldly temptation that had brought him to this place,  in shame and penance.
“Genitum, non factum, consubstantialem Patri: per   quem omnia facta sunt. Qui propter nos homines, et  propter nostram salutem descendit de coelis. Et incarnatus de Spiritu sancto ex Maria Virgine: Et homo factus est. Crucufixus etiam pro nobis: sub Pontio Pilato   passus et sepultus est . . .”
At the bottom of the stairs was a small chapel with  a ceiling vaulted in the old Roman style. The air was  chilly and damp, like a cave, and smelled of decay,  gray cobwebs hanging in drooping loops from the ceiling. Four passageways led off into the catacombs,  where the corpses of dead monks reposed on biers  carved into the living rock. Each of the walls framed  an alcove piled high with the skulls of monks whose  bones, unstrung by death, had been removed from the  catacombs to make room for newer arrivals.
There was a simple altar in one corner, the wooden  cross blackened with age. Bishop Falcone lit the altar  candles, but their combined light threw only a simulacrum of illumination in the chamber, the dim light  serving mainly to draw more darkness from the crypt’s  far-reaching catacombs. The shadows loomed and  danced in the flickering light. It was almost as if the  darkness were a conscious, breathing entity fed on the  rotting bodies of monks, hungry now for Bishop Falcone’s soul.
“Et resurrexit tertia die, secundum Scripturas. Et  ascendit in coelum: sedet ad dexteram Patris. Et  iterum venturus est cum gloria judicare vivos et mortuos: cujus regni non erit finis . . .” 
Bishop Falcone knelt down, the rough stone poking   painfully into his knees. Making the sign of the cross,  he began to pray.
“Free me, Lord, from my earthly lust. Drive from  me the unholy desire consuming my heart.”
“Et in Spiritum sanctum, Dominum et vivificantem:   qui ex Patre Filioque procedit.”
Footsteps came up slowly behind Falcone, stopping  only a few feet behind.
“Replace the burning desire in my soul with your  cleansing fire, Lord.”
There was a slithering sound behind the bishop, like  rats scuttling across the dusty floor. Falcone made the  sign of the cross and slipped the robe off his shoulders.  He nodded his head, acknowledging he was ready for  what was to come. The cat-o’-nine-tails split the air  with a serpentine hiss cut short with a loud slap when  the whip struck the bare skin of Bishop Falcone’s  fleshy back. The blow bent Falcone over until his face  nearly touched the floor before him.
“Qui cum Patre et Filio simul adoratur et conglorificatur: qui locutus est per Prophetus . . .”
The bishop pushed himself upright with one hand.  His skin burned, the pain spreading out across his  back, pulsing with each quickened beat of his heart.  He drew in a slow, ragged breath.
“Et unum sanctam catholicam et apostolicam Ecclesiam . . .”
“Again,” Falcone commanded.
The whip scourged him a second time, tearing into  the welts raised by the first blow. Blood trickled down  his back.
“Confiteor unum baptisma in remissionem peccatorum. Et expecto resurrectionem mortuorum . . .”
“Again . . .”
The third blow nearly knocked him sideways.
Falcone had never truly wanted anything—not advancement in the Church, not a woman, not power and  influence, not even the red cap of a cardinal—as much  as he had lusted for the succubus haunting his nights  and days. The desire never left his thoughts for more  than a few minutes when he was awake, and it commanded his dreams when he slept. It even polluted his  mind when he celebrated the Mass, a hungry wanting  that would lead to his damnation, unless he could drive  it out of his body and soul.
“Again!”
Falcone squeezed his eyes closed, anticipating the  blow that pitched him forward. He lost consciousness  for a few moments, his cheek pressed against the cool,  dusty stone of the crypt floor. It came to him then, as  it always did when his guard was down—a sound so  sweet that an angel might have been singing to him in  the secret language of heaven, soothing and caressing  him, tenderly lifting his bleeding body and broken  spirit. Falcone awoke then to the pain of his bleeding  back, and to the greater spiritual pain that came when  he realized he was not hearing the voice of an angel in  his mind, but of the demon that had taken possession  of his soul.
The bishop pushed away the brother’s arm that solicitously helped him sit upright. “The whip,” Falcone  said, his voice weak. “Scourge me again, Brother, for I  am not yet cleansed.”
From the sanctuary far above the crypt, the last line  of the Credo chanted in plainsong floated down to  them as the brother slowly lifted the whip.
“Et vitam venturi saeculi. Amen.”
The promise of the world to come seemed very far  away to Bishop Falcone. He was enslaved mind, body,  and heart, like a Hindu hashish eater who lived only to  float lost in his intoxicated dreams. If it killed him,  Bishop Falcone would be freed from his lust—his lust  for a violin ! On his last visit to Florence, he had  been bewitched by the enchanted singing of one of  Archangelo Serafino’s magical violins. If he couldn’t  overcome the all-consuming obsession to possess one  of the Angel violins, as they were called, he would lose  his soul, for it was a mortal sin to love anything above  God.
“Amen,” the monk standing behind Bishop Falcone  said.
And then, again, the sharp rush of the falling whip.
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THE BLIND OLD man’s fingers felt the air until they located the stack of quarter-sawed spruce boards. He  picked up the first, held it to his ear, rapped it with his  knuckles.
“Bello,” he said.
Yet evidently the quality was not sufficiently bello.  He shook his head and put the board aside. He picked  up another and repeated the process. This piece of  spruce was set aside, too. He was halfway through the  stack of wood before he found one that satisfied him.
“Silvio!”
The journeyman put down the clamp he was using  to fasten the maple rib of a new violin to the frame.
“Yes, Padróne?”
“Listen to this one. Can you hear how she rings?”
“Meraviglioso! Like a bell.”
As the two men worked in the shop on Via Bertisi,  hardly speaking, each concentrating on his work, the  sun climbed higher in the Lombard sky, warming the  air, bringing out the rich aroma of linseed oil and pine  resin. Occasionally the sound of a violin could be  heard from one of the other shops on the street. The  old man would raise his chin a little, smiling. His eyes   were useless, but his ears were keen; he could judge  the quality of an instrument from just a few notes. Cremona, Italy, was the center of violinmaking in 1745, as  it had been one hundred years before, and probably  would remain for however long there were violins.  Still, there was a tremendous range in quality among  the instruments produced by its masters, journeymen,  and apprentices.
At noon the men took off their aprons and went upstairs for a simple lunch of bread, slices of sausage,  and wine, prepared by Grazia, the  padróne’s only remaining servant, a woman nearly as old as he.
It was the habit of most violinmakers in Cremona to  take a break in the early afternoon, especially during  the summer, when the warmth made it difficult to stay  awake leaning over a workbench, trying to concentrate  on the finer work that required small, delicate, repetitive tasks. But time was precious to the padróne, and  so the two returned to their labors after their meal.
In the middle of the afternoon, Silvio finished applying a coat of varnish to a green instrument. The  padróne, who had no children of his own, had already  passed the secret concoction on to Silvio, teaching him  to mix it in a copper alembic that once belonged to an  alchemist. He looked up from his work when he noticed the old man had stopped working and was looking up, his eyes focused, as they always were now, on  something very far away.
“Is something the matter, Padróne?”
“Is the shop in order?”
“Of course, Padróne,” Silvio said, looking around to  assure himself that this was indeed the case. “Except   for the wood shavings on your apron. Why do you  ask?”
“We are about to have visitors,” the old man said,  brushing the wood dust and tiny spruce curlicues from  his leather apron. He turned toward the door of Serafino Violins with a look of happy anticipation in his  sightless eyes.
As if conjured up by the old blind man’s wizardry,  four men appeared in the doorway. When Silvio saw  who they were, his throat tightened the way it used to  in the presence of the harsh master of the orphanage  where he lived before he had the good fortune to be  apprenticed to Archangelo Serafino to learn violinmaking. Silvio had been anticipating the deputation’s  visit for a long time, and dreading it for the padróne’s  sake.
First through the door was Fausto Scolari, the presidente of the luthier guild, wearing a rich velvet cloak  and a hat decorated with a purple feather. Behind him  was Carlo Tartini, a journeyman in Fausto’s shop and  an officer in the guild. If the presence of Giovanni  Capelli, a master violinmaker who had once been one  of the padróne’s apprentices, gave Silvio reason to  hope, he did not know what to make of the other man,  a thin young priest with a high forehead and dark, cold  eyes.
“Buon giorno, gentiluomini,” the padróne  said,  smiling and opening his arms in a welcoming gesture.
“Good day to you, Archangelo Serafino,” Fausto  said without removing his hat.
“It is always a pleasure to have you visit my shop,  Giovanni,” the padróne said, looking in the direction   of his former apprentice as if his sightless eyes could  see him perfectly. “And you other three gentlemen are  welcome as well.”
Fausto and the priest exchanged a troubled glance,  as if the feat were evidence of witchcraft, but Giovanni, like Silvio, did not seem in the least surprised.  Padróne Serafino “saw” more with his ears than most  men did with their eyes.
“Good afternoon, Padróne,” Giovanni said, removing his hat and bowing with grave solemnity.
Fausto cleared his voice to get the others to look at  him, reminding them he was the one in authority  among the visitors, a man who was, Silvio knew, well  accustomed to putting himself forward.
“It seems you have not regained your eyesight,  Archangelo.”
“Your own eyes remain keen as ever,” Archangelo  said with a hint of humor.
“And yet,” Fausto continued, ignoring Archangelo’s  comment, “it appears you are continuing to make violins even though you are blind. Can this be true?”
“God has taken my sight,” the padróne replied, “but  He has given me something much more precious in  return.”
“Has He indeed?” the priest asked.
Archangelo looked at the priest with a curious expression.
“Pardon me, sir, but I do not think I have had the  pleasure of being introduced. I never forget a voice.”
“I am Father Bartolommeo.”
“You are not from Cremona, I think.”
“No.” The young priest drew himself up proudly. “I   am from the curia in Rome, from the office of the congregation.”
Silvio felt his knees weaken. He had had a premonition something like this might happen when people  started calling his master’s recent instruments Angel  violins.
“We are honored you would take the time to visit  our little shop,” Padróne Serafino said. “Is your visit  personal, or are you here on behalf of the congregation  of the Inquisition?”
Silvio began to say a hasty prayer, but it went unanswered before he could complete his silent request.
“I am here in an official capacity,” Father Bartolommeo said.
“As are we all,” Fausto added, as if there could be  any doubt.
“A blind violinmaker is very rare indeed,” Fausto  said. “I do not know that I have ever heard of such a  thing. You are fortunate you have Silvio to assist you.”
“I thank God for Silvio’s help every morning and  every night in my prayers,” Padróne Serafino said.
“And yet we are confronted with a serious problem.”
“We are?” the blind man asked with what seemed  like perfect innocence, even though Silvio could not  imagine the master was unaware where the guild president was going with his line of questioning.
“You are blind, Archangelo,” Fausto said, making  the statement an accusation. “You cannot possibly continue to make violins. At least not here, in Cremona, as  a member of the guild.”
“But with all due respect, Fausto, that is absurd. I  have never made better violins. Blindness has been  nothing but a blessing to me as a violinmaker.”
“That’s absurd!” Carlo sneered.
“Why did we come here if not to hear Padróne Serafino’s side of this?” Giovanni said. The anger in Giovanni’s voice surprised—and heartened—Silvio. If he  was willing to take his former master’s side, there was  a chance the old man would be allowed to continue  making violins for what little time he had left. Giovanni was now considered the best violinmaker in Cremona. His opinion was not without consequence.
“Perhaps I might be allowed to say a few things on  my behalf,”  Padróne Serafino said.
“That is precisely why we are here,” Giovanni said,  though it was clear from the expression on the faces of  Fausto and Carlo that they were not interested in  Archangelo Serafino’s side of things.
“You know me. You know my shop. For fifty years I  have done good work here. My violins are comparable  to any that have been made in Cremona in my generation. And yet, if you will forgive me for saying it, my  violins, like all the violins that have been made here in  recent times, have been good but never extraordinary.  Nobody makes violins that are the equal of instruments  built by my mentor Stradivari or Guarneri del Gesu.  Would any of you dispute that as a general statement?”
“We do make very good violins, violas, and violoncellos in Cremona,” Fausto said, “the best in Europe.”
“Yes, but something has gone out of our craft. We no  longer achieve the highest level of the art. For a long  time I thought it was as if some secret had been lost,  though we still know the smallest details about the way  Stradivari mixed his varnishes, the exact dimensions  of his violins. Yet something seems to be lost. If you  use your ears, gentlemen, you know it is true.”
“Padróne Serafino is right,” Giovanni said.
“Nobody questioned the quality of my work.” The   padróne smiled in his inquisitors’ direction. “At least,  not while I still had the use of my eyes. To be perfectly  honest, I didn’t question my work myself. I was among  the best in Cremona. What if my instruments weren’t  as good as Stradivari’s? Whose were? My instruments  were in demand. I always had patrons waiting for deliveries. Who was I to worry that I could not reach the  seemingly impossible standard set by the geniuses of  an earlier age?”
Archangelo paused a moment as if to let Silvio and  the others consider his words.
“But then a miracle happened. . . .”
The priest’s attention pricked up at the word miracle.  Silvio sensed danger there, but there was no way to  warn Padróne Archangelo to tread lightly. He was too  far away to jab with an elbow, and it wasn’t any use  shooting him a warning look.
“I went blind.”
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FAUSTO LOOKED AT Archangelo as if he were mad.  “How can you call going blind a miracle? A violinmaker who loses his sight is no better off than a violinist who goes deaf. The one thing precludes the  other. You might just as well have your hands cut off.  You are finished.”
“I confess I thought as much myself, when my eyes  started to go. But when God took away my sight, He  taught me how to hear, how to truly hear, for the first  time in my life. And my sense of touch . . .” The blind  man held his fingers up before his face and seemed to  look at them with wonderment as he rubbed the tips  of his fingers against his thumbs. “When I had my  eyes, I relied on them to tell me if an angle was right,  if a face of a violin had been shaved down to the  proper depth. Now I ‘see’ with my fingers and my  ears. Through the grace of God, the powers of my  senses of hearing and touch expanded to make up for  the loss of my eyes a hundredfold. I am actually a better violinmaker as a blind man than I was when I still  had my sight.”
“That is absurd!” Fausto said.
“Some respect for Padróne Serafino, if you please,”   Giovanni said in a warning voice. “He was a master  luthier before any of us were born.”
“I don’t mind,” Archangelo said with a laugh. “Were  our positions reversed, I would be skeptical, too. When  I think of how many violins I’ve built: I think I could  carve the bouts and sound holes in my sleep! And I  might as well have been asleep, judging from the instruments I built. Beautiful to behold, excellent tone,  equal to any you could buy in Cremona, but still failing to achieve that highest distinction that only a few  masters have ever been able to reach.
“It was only when I was going blind, a time of despair for me, when I was still learning that God was  not finished with me as a violinmaker, that I began to  realize that we have forgotten what the old masters  must have known about our craft, the thing that had  taken the soul out of the violins we make nowadays.”
“Rubbish.”
“Let him finish, Fausto,” Giovanni snapped.
“A block of wood does not possess a soul,” Father  Bartolommeo said, looking at the padróne with his  dangerous eyes. Silvio prayed that his master would be  quiet, but he knew that he would not until he had had  his say.
“He speaks blasphemy,” Carlo said, pointing to  Archangelo.
“If so. I apologize for my clumsy words,” the  padróne  said. “All things, even a block of spruce, exist  to do but one thing, and that is serve God. I used to  think of spruce and maple as materials, lifeless, inert.  But I was wrong. As I lost my sight, I was forced to  rely upon my ears and fingers to guide me in my work.  It was like awakening from a dream. I started to pay attention to what the wood was telling me, which in turn  led me to make certain variations to the design of my  instruments. These were small but important innovations, changes based not on whimsy or experiment but  on a lifetime’s experience as a master luthier. It made  the difference in the way my violins sound and their response to the nuances of playing. That’s why no two  instruments I make are exactly the same, just as no two  singers are exactly the same. I treat the wood with reverence, working with it carefully, gently, coaxing it to  release the beauty God has given it. It is only through  the grace of God that I have ever achieved anything. I  build violins as expressions of my devotion to God, to  release some measure of the beauty and divinity He  put into Creation.”
“And this is why you call them Angel?”
“To me, they are simply violins, Father.”
“But you acknowledge they are called Angel violins?”
“Some people call them that,” the padróne  said.
For the first time, Silvio thought, looking at the old  man, Archangelo Serafino seemed to realize the trouble he was in.
“Is this one of the miraculous creations?” Fausto  took down one of the finished violins, regarding it with  a skeptical eye.
“All of these are my instruments, sir,” Silvio said.
“But surely you work together, you and the padróne,   side by side, shoulder to shoulder in his shop, producing Serafino violins.”
“Not since my sight grew dim,” Archangelo said.  “To be perfectly honest with you, gentlemen, once I  was blind I did not know at first whether I would be   able to continue in the trade I learned as an apprentice  to the great Antonio Stradivari. I tried to get Silvio to  go into the service of another master, but he would not  leave me.”
Silvio nodded at the other men, confirming it was  true.
“When my eyes were getting very bad, I told Silvio  the time had come for him to make his own violins,  start to finish. I did not think it would be fair to him. I  did not wish to injure his reputation as a competent  journeyman luthier.”
“Aha!” Fausto exclaimed, pointing at Padróne  Serafino. “You have just made my case for me. You yourself confess your violins are not up to the Cremonese  standard.”
“It is true that I suspected they would not be, but  that did not turn out to be the case, through the grace  of God. While I can do the carving and fitting, it is true  that I am no longer able to perform the finish work or  apply the varnish and stain. I rely upon Silvio for that.  But I did with many of my violins before I lost my  sight. I’m sure it is much the same with you, Fausto.  No doubt you rely on Carlo and your other journeymen to handle certain mundane tasks.”
This was as close as Silvio had ever seen the  padróne  come to insulting anyone, but Giovanni, who  had once been Archangelo Serafino’s apprentice,  seemed to realize the old man had just implied that  Carlo was Fausto’s unthinking yes-man in this and  other guild business.
“If these violins are Silvio’s, where are yours,  Archangelo?” Fausto made a show of looking around  the shop, like an actor in a pantomime. “Or are they   lifted into heaven by apotheosis the moment you complete them for use in the heavenly choir?”
“Presidente,” Giovanni said, resting his hand upon  the handle of the dagger in his belt.
“My output is quite modest, as one might expect of  a blind violinmaker,” Archangelo said before Fausto  had to make up his mind whether to apologize or risk  being drawn into a duel. “I work slowly. Very slowly.”
“Do you mean to tell us you have no violins we can  examine?”
“I have one that was only just completed, Presidente.  The patron who commissioned it takes delivery  Monday.”
“And what kind of patron would order a violin made  by a blind man?” Carlo asked.
“The commission was for the Bishop of Florence,”  Silvio said when it seemed the padróne’s modesty  would keep him from answering. “Bishop Falcone is a  violinist himself, you may know. He said he cannot  wait for the instrument to be delivered to him. Ever  since he heard one of the padróne’s marvelous new instruments, the only thing he can think about, he said, is  possessing one for himself.”
Silvio was delighted to see how that news affected  Fausto and Carlo, but then he saw the way Father Bartolommeo was looking at him and his blood ran cold.  Silvio could see the circle of the Inquisitor’s interest  extending to encompass Bishop Falcone. Silvio told  himself to close his mouth and keep it closed.
“Perhaps we could see this instrument,” Father Bartolommeo said.
“Would you permit me to ask you a question,  Father?”
The severe priest inclined his head.
“I understand why the guild masters are here. Like  my young friend Silvio, I have been expecting their  visit and am surprised that it took them so long to take  notice of my recent efforts.”
“It was only after hearing tell of the magnificent violins you were making, instruments that would put  theirs to shame,” Giovanni said.
“I resent what you’re implying,” Fausto said.
“If your honor has been compromised . . .” Giovanni  said, straightening, not the least intimidated by the  guild presidente. 
“Gentlemen, if you please,” Archangelo said, again  interposing himself between the pair. “I was about to  ask Father Bartolommeo what aspect of my business  could possibly be a matter of official concern to the  congregation of the Inquisition.”
“We are the ones who have come to ask the questions,” the priest said.
“Then do you have a question for me, Father Bartolommeo? There are no secrets between me and the  Church. I am a loyal servant of God. I hope I have  made that clear.”
The priest looked at the padróne without replying.  The silence unnerved Silvio, but it did not seem to affect Archangelo.
“Talk about ‘miracles’ and violins that sing with the  voice of angels is . . .” Father Bartolommeo let the sentence hang a long moment before finishing. “. . . troubling.”
“Why is that so, Father?”
Silvio cringed at the padróne’s naïveté, which  almost—almost—made the priest smile.
“Because it smacks of blasphemy,” the priest said  sharply. “Ascribing miraculous gifts to God, gifts that  give you the ability to make violins with the power to  bewitch musicians and even bishops—these are very  grave matters indeed, Signor Serafino.”
“But if I cannot attribute these powers to the Lord,”  the padróne said, holding his upturned hands before  him, “then to whom?”
“The devil.”
“Oh, Father,” Archangelo Serafino said, for once  looking and sounding like what he was: a broken-down, blind old man very near the end of his life.  “How could you think such a thing? You wound me to  the very soul.”
“Sometimes pain is necessary to obtain the truth,”  the priest said.
Even Giovanni was staring at Father Bartolommeo  with horror. The fact that the Inquisition had not been  much heard of in recent times did not mean the office  was not continuing its work, but quietly. Of all the  things Silvio had imagined might be in store for the  padróne—exclusion from the guild, banishment from  Cremona, imprisonment—he had not thought to include the possibility of torture and execution, perhaps  even being burned at the stake. And, of course, whatever fate befell Archangelo Serafino would most likely  include his sole journeyman!
“So you see, signore,” the priest continued, “it is not  simply a matter of whether you will be allowed to remain a member of the Cremona luthier guild. The  greater question is, Who do you truly serve: God or  Satan? I need hardly tell you the implications.”
“Then I have no choice but to let my work speak for   itself. I will let it alone argue for my livelihood and my  life. But it falls to the Lord to judge my soul, as He  will all of yours.”
“Amen,” Father Bartolommeo said.
“Silvio? Would you be so kind as to bring these gentlemen the violin I made for Bishop Falcone?”
Silvio went upstairs after the instrument. Overcoming a sudden impulse to jump out a window and run  away, he returned with a rectangular case bound in  leather. The visitors gathered around as Silvio unfastened the latch. Inside, nestled in a bed of green velvet,  framed by the case lid and the two new bows it held,  was a honey-colored violin.
Giovanni, quicker than Fausto, took the violin out of  its case and held it up for closer inspection.
“Beautiful wood.” Giovanni turned the instrument  over. The maple was a fine medium-to-strong flame,  perfectly matched. “You have always managed to get  the best wood,” he said, sounding a little envious of his  old mentor.
Giovanni inspected the bouts, purfling, and scroll,  which was, as Silvio knew, a little irregular. Before  handing it to Fausto, he looked inside the F hole. The  label, a rectangle of paper written in brown ink in  his former master’s familiar hand, read, Archangelo  Serafino, 1744 + VII. The padróne had been putting  crosses on his labels since going blind, in thanks to  God for not forgetting Archangelo in his time of darkness. The “VII” was indicative of where the instrument  came in the series of Angel violins Archangelo had  made since losing his sight. In two years he had produced only seven violins, the output slowing to a   trickle for an old man who had built more than six  hundred instruments in his lifetime.
“I object to the finish,” Fausto said.
“Yes, quite,” Carlo chimed in. “It’s far too light.”
“Even before I lost my vision, I came to dislike the  idea of staining my violins a dark hue.”
“It is the way we make violins in Cremona,” Fausto  declared.
“If spruce and maple were dark woods, there would  be no need to stain them. Why not bring out the natural beauty of the wood?”
“I think the violin has a lovely finish,” Giovanni  said. “The brilliant golden highlights flash in the sun.”
“That’s high praise for you, Silvio, coming from  Master Giovanni.”
Silvio bowed toward Giovanni.
“The instrument is narrow, too narrow, too feminine,” Fausto said. “And look at the placement of the  F holes. They are far too high on the instrument’s  shoulder. Perhaps you made it for a lady or a child.”
“I have found that my violins sound better if I make  certain modifications on the Stradivari model most violinmakers in Cremona follow today.”
“Improve on Stradivari?” Fausto sputtered. “Now  you do speak blasphemy, sir! Antonio Stradivari perfected the violin. The way to ensure that Cremona remains the capital of violinmaking in Europe is to  adhere to his patterns.”
“No one admires the great master more than I,”  the  padróne said. “I apprenticed with him and worked  hard to learn everything he had to teach.”
“And failed.”
To everyone’s astonishment, the padróne agreed.
“You are quite right, Fausto,” the old man said, and  laughed. “I did not learn everything. I did not learn  how to make violins that are the equal to the ones  made by the great Stradivari. Close, but not equal. Not  until I started paying attention to what the wood was  telling my fingers and my ears. I realized I had to be  willing to go beyond the forms that worked so well for  the incomparable Antonio, but not so well for those of  us who have come after him.”
“What you say makes no sense,” Fausto said.
“None whatsoever,” Carlo said, echoing his captain.
“How can turning away from Stradivari result in  anything but an inferior violin?”
“Because, my dear fellow, following the tried-and-true plan did nothing but produce inferior violins, inferior to Stradivari’s. You follow Stradivari’s patterns,  Fausto.”
“Without fail.”
“Are the violins you make the equal of Stradivari’s?”
“It would be preposterous to make such a claim.  There was only one Stradivari.”
“Giovanni? You are Cremona’s preeminent violinmaker today, in my opinion.” Archangelo Serafino  touched a fingertip to his ear. “Judging with these, your  violins stand above all others. Do the instruments you  build, using Stradivari’s patterns, best the old master?”
Giovanni thought before answering. “Some of my  violins are good enough, I like to think, to be considered in the same general family as a Stradivarius. But  no, Padróne, my violins do not have the same sound.  Those instruments exist in a class of their own. There  is nothing else like them. Perhaps there never will be.”
“Then so much for following the old ways,” the   padróne said. “Have you gentlemen ever considered  whether Stradivari’s methods worked best for him because they were his  methods?”
“Do you have the arrogance to say your violins are  the equal to Stradivari’s?”
“I don’t compare myself to other violinmakers,  Fausto, and I don’t compare my violins to other luthiers’ instruments. That is for the others to decide.”
“Then let us hear something played on this fiddle  and settle the matter once and for all,” Fausto said.
“Silvio, if you would do us the honor.”
“But of course, Padróne.”
He accepted the violin from Fausto—the instrument  fairly leaped into his hands—and put it between his  shoulder and chin.
All violinmakers in Cremona played, of course, but  as some were better craftsmen than others, some were  better performers. Silvio could have easily made his  living as a violinist, though his livelihood was better  and far more assured as a member of the luthier guild.  Still, he played in several local chamber orchestras to  supplement his journeyman’s income, and was much  in demand as a player at balls and simple gatherings of  his friends, where after several glasses of wine, Silvio  would play and people would dance and sing. He had  offered to work for Archangelo Serafino without pay in  exchange for one of his magnificent instruments. The  padróne had rejected his offer, but promised to build  him a violin as a gift out of the next series.
Silvio played a few preliminary notes on the gut  string, smiling to himself at the look of surprise on  Giovanni’s face at the shimmering clarity. The A string  was a bit flat. Silvio adjusted the boxwood peg until   the instrument was perfectly in tune, then raised the  bow to play.
The horsehair danced across the strings as Silvio  closed his eyes. The world fell instantly away from him  and time stopped. His fears for his master, poor old  blind Padróne Archangelo, and for himself, were forgotten as Silvio went through the final brilliant allegro  “L’Inverno” movement to Vivaldi’s Four Seasons. The  only thing that existed for him for those few minutes  was the violin and the music flowing from it like sunlight from the heavens.
The violin responded to the slightest change in expression as Silvio played. It was like a good lover, sensitive to his touch, but touching him in return, leading  as well as being led. Silvio had played the piece a  thousand times, but never like this. He heard and felt  beauty hiding within the music that, good as he was,  had escaped him before. The master’s violins were like  magic looking glasses: they revealed things that had  remained hidden. It was like suddenly having the universe inside you—the sun, the moon, the planets and  stars, all turning in perfect harmonious order. For as  long as you played, you could see and understand it all  with perfect clarity, and it was all within you, and you  were within it, one with creation, with God.
The violin whispered. It sang, it cried, it roared. And  when the tempest was through, it left behind a scene of  absolute serenity.
Then, silence.
Silvio heard the ragmonger’s cry from up the street.  The music was ended, the spell broken.
He slowly lowered the violin and opened his eyes.
The inquisitors were staring at him.
Silvio saw Fausto, the guild presidente, for what he  was, absurd in his foppish hat. His garments were  suited to someone above his station, a lord who spent  his days occupied in hunts, not a man who made violins with his hands for a living. He stood there with his  mouth partly open, like an uncomprehending idiot,  struck dumb by the power of Padróne  Archangelo’s  magic.
What pleased Silvio more than seeing Fausto and  Carlo stupefied was the look of wonderment on Giovanni’s face. The man acknowledged to be Cremona’s  leading violinmaker—a man in his prime, unlike Silvio’s elderly blind master—had heard for himself the  miracles inhabiting these familiar forms of spruce and  maple.
It was not the guild masters who spoke first, but Father Bartolommeo, the priest from the curia.
“Blessed be the Lord in His infinite mercy,” the  priest said, and crossed himself. “It is an Angel violin.”
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THE SENSATION THE Paris concerts created made an invitation to Versailles inevitable. The royal command  was not long in coming. It arrived during a production  of Handel’s opera about sorcery, Alcina. The only person in the box at the theater who seemed to mind the  interruption was its recipient, the young Welsh violin  prodigy whose name was on everyone’s lips, Dylan  Glyndwr.
Glyndwr’s host, the Comte de Sévigné, and the   comte’s other guests were well accustomed to being at  the beck and call of Louis, the fifteenth French king to  bear that name, and by all accounts the most dissolute  and debauched of an exceedingly dissipated lot.
The honor of performing at Versailles brought several inconveniences, the greatest being that Dylan  Glyndwr would be accompanied by the court chamber  orchestra instead of the ensemble he had assembled  from Paris’s excellent supply of players. The king’s  men no doubt would be competent, but Glyndwr  preferred performing with an orchestra of his own  choosing. Even more than this, Dylan Glyndwr had a  deep-seated aversion to bowing to the commands of  any king who wasn’t Welsh, but there were no more   princes of Wales, unless one counted the heir to the  English throne, the Prince of Wales—and Glyndwr  most certainly did not.
As there was no graceful way of avoiding Louis’s  summons, the virtuoso would simply have to make the  best of it.
Attired in full court dress—a ruffled lace shirt,  waistcoat, heavy brocade jacket, silk stockings, and  buckle shoes—Glyndwr arrived at the palace carrying  only his violin. The scores had been sent on ahead for  the orchestra to rehearse, though the press of other engagements had made it impossible for the virtuoso to  work with the group before the actual performance.  The program was to be a violin concerto in E major  written by an obscure German composer named Bach.  Glyndwr was much taken with Bach’s music and  hoped that by playing his music he might help ensure  the composer’s immortality. The violin was a Stradivarius he’d owned for some years. It was the best-sounding violin he had ever played.
Dylan Glyndwr’s royal command performance at  Versailles was late starting. Louis had spent the day  hunting and lingered over supper in his private apartments while his courtiers were left to amuse themselves, the evening’s entertainment awaiting the  monarch’s entrance. Louis was announced nearly two  hours after the featured performance was to have  started. He swept into the room surrounded d’intimes,  his innermost circle of fawning lords, sycophantic ministers, and a retinue of women possessing beauty as  dazzling as the jewels they wore. Madame Pompadour,  whom Glyndwr had met in a Paris salon, came in on the   king’s arm. She whispered something into his ear as he  seated himself on his throne, making him laugh.
The conductor, a tiny man in an enormous wig  named Jean Graniont, bowed to Glyndwr. The virtuoso  got up from where he had been sitting, holding the  Stradivarius on his left knee, and tucked the violin  under his chin.
The orchestra was far better than Dylan expected.  Maestro Graniont had thoroughly drilled the musicians on Bach’s complex counterpoint. Even better  than their playing was the fact that they actually listened to the soloist. Midway through the first movement, the orchestra and the violinist were playing off  of each other, advancing a musical conversation of  sublime complexity under the careful eye of Jean  Graniont, who wisely chose to shape rather than control the playing.
Dylan Glyndwr played with his eyes closed, thoroughly immersed in the swirling symphony of sound  surrounding him. It was more than sound to the virtuoso. There was color and form, an evolving shape  Dylan pictured as an enormous cloud building and billowing, blowing and boiling, the contrasting folds of  darkness and light painted and textured by the rays of  a brilliant sun. Like lovers in an embrace, Glyndwr and  the orchestra moved and breathed as one, one body,  one soul, forever joined outside of time and space.
It was when the violinist opened his eyes for the  conductor’s cue to start the next movement that he noticed Madame Pompadour had left the room. The king  was still in his seat, although it was impossible to see  more than the top of his wig because of the crowd of  women encircling him, shielding him from view.   These selfsame women made a show of focusing their  attention on the orchestra as it launched back into the  Bach, while in their midst one of their members knelt  on her knees before Louis, her face buried in his lap.
Glyndwr forced his attention back to the music,  burning with rage to be subjected to such a royal lack  of respect. Dylan played with a savage energy that  took the orchestra by surprise. The nimble ensemble  kept up with the music’s new coloration, though only  just, performing what was certainly the darkest interpretation of Bach’s E major violin concerto anyone  would ever hear.
“Très bien, monsieur. You well deserve the high  praise people sing of your musicianship.”
Dylan Glyndwr was carefully wiping the rosin off  the fingerboard of the Stradivarius and did not look up.  Rosin was an abrasive and would damage the Strad’s  varnish if left unattended. The woman’s accent betrayed her, although her French was flawless. She was  English. That alone gave him reason to hide his scowl.  Given a choice, Dylan Glyndwr greatly preferred to  prey upon the hated English.
They were alone in an antechamber off the grand  salon, a room lighted by a crystal chandelier, with a  marble floor and gilded furniture, where visiting dukes  and bishops prepared for their audience with the  monarch. He looked across at her, favoring her with a  friendly look.
“You are very kind to say so, mademoiselle,” Glyndwr said in equally perfect French.
Such a beautiful woman, he thought, a lovely porcelain doll, small and delicate, with light brown hair,   cornflower-blue eyes, and sensuous lips painted with a  brilliant rouge. She wore a Parisian gown, like all the  women at court, with a bodice cut scandalously low  and compressed in a way to thrust the breasts upward.  The French upper orders were depraved as well as unpractical in matters of dress. Even in the best society,  it was common to glimpse a bit of areola peeking out  from behind the fabric of a fashionable gown worn by  a woman of high degree.
Together they made their way through the crowd, the  genius of his playing evident even to the haughty  French aristocrats. Pleading the need for air, he escorted  Lady Caroline Hamilton to a balcony overlooking the  gardens, where they stood sipping champagne. Glyndwr found Lady Hamilton to be amazingly transparent  in the details of her colorful if not altogether proper life.  She had been born in London, the unacknowledged  daughter of a chambermaid and a duke. She had the  good fortune to grow up beautiful and charming and  had enjoyed several successful seasons on the stage.  She had parlayed her acting career into a position as  Lord Bolton’s mistress. Bolton brought her to Paris,  where he had the poor taste to succumb to gout and  other complications of a lifetime of debauchery. But  Miss Hamilton, like a cat, knew how to land on her feet.  She was currently installed in the Versailles apartments  of one of Louis’s courtiers. Glyndwr took it as a matter  of fact that the man the adventurous Miss Hamilton had  her eye on was, ultimately, the king.
“You created quite a sensation tonight with your  violin.”
Dylan looked out at the garden, breathing in the   perfumed darkness, and frowned. “I do not think His  Royal Highness was impressed.”
“Louie lives only for pleasure, and music is not the  diversion he loves best.”
“Obviously not.”
“He could not wait to get away to visit the Stag Park  tonight. But I’m sure you have heard all about that  place.”
“I had not heard of it before now, my lady.”
She leaned her head closer, near enough for him to  feel the warmth of her skin, and spoke in a low voice.  “The Stag Park is an old hunting lodge that has been  converted into the royal brothel. According to rumor,  there are ninety beautiful girls kept there, mostly  young virgins kidnapped from their families to service  the king’s most wanton fancy. Does that shock you,  monsieur?”
“Nothing shocks me, Mademoiselle Hamilton. I  have seen much of the world.”
“Alas, the truth is nowhere near as delicious,” she  said with a pout. “There are only a dozen girls invested  there, most of them sixteen or seventeen. The scandalous talk of children is gossip circulated by enemies  of the monarchy. I would venture to guess none of the  Stag Park damsels were virgins when they spent their  first night there.”
“You seem to know a great deal.”
“I have my sources, Monsieur Glyndwr. In the Court  of Louis the Fifteenth, everyone does.”
“What does Madame Pompadour think of the king’s  carousing?”
“Do not be naïve, monsieur. Precious little happens  in court that Madame Pompadour is unaware of, and   the truth is there is little she does not control. If only  she were better at governing, poor Louis wouldn’t be  in such bad odor with the people.” She stood on her  toes to whisper in Dylan’s ear, “Stag Park was  Madame Pompadour’s contrivance.”
“I know the French are depraved, but that makes little sense to me. Why drive her lover into the arms of  other women?”
“For two very good reasons. First, Pompadour is  worldly enough to know it is in Louie’s nature to have  many lovers. The second is that the girls at Stag Park  are safe. There is virtually no chance that any of  Louie’s liaisons with those hussies will take serious  root and compromise more important lasting situations, like the one the king enjoys with Madame Pompadour. Better Louie find diversion in the arms of  simple country girls than the cunning ladies of the  court. Behind the pretty smiles and witty banter, the  calculation and jockeying for position never stop. It  would be far more dangerous to Madame Pompadour  if the king were enjoying himself in the arms of  schemers like Mademoiselles de Romans and de Forcalquier. Take it from me, chéri. If anyone would  know, it is I!”
“I would think knowing too much about the king’s  intimate affairs could be dangerous.”
“I am not afraid of danger, Monsieur Glyndwr.  Would it surprise you to learn that my protector is  there now, with the king and his intimates, sharing in  their amorous capers?”
“And you don’t object?”
“My dear Monsieur Glyndwr,” Miss Hamilton said,   placing her tiny hand on his forearm, “it is only because he is gone that I am able to be here with you.”
She wanted Glyndwr to kiss her, and he would have  very much liked to oblige, but not in so public a place.  Mademoiselle Hamilton, as sensitive to adjusting to  the touch of a man as Dylan Glyndwr was to a violin,  understood instantly.
“The night is becoming chilly. Would you be so kind  as to escort me to my apartments in the palace? We can  continue our conversation there, unless you are in a  hurry to return to Paris.”
A servant had come onto the balcony with more  champagne, but Dylan waved him away.
“I have all the time in the world,” he said, and held  out his arm for Caroline Hamilton to take.
“A man of your talents could go far at Versailles,  with the right friends,” she said.
“Perhaps, but I am better suited for the life of a wandering virtuoso.”
“Always a new city, a new orchestra, a new  woman. . . .”
Dylan Glyndwr met her eyes.
“You are very good with your instrument,” she said,  her eyes filled with wicked light.
“I do what I can.”
“I have seen what you can do . . .” She paused, arching one delicately drawn eyebrow.
“. . . with your violin.” She pointed at the case with  a jeweled finger. “Do you take it with you everywhere?”
“It is my constant companion.”
“There was a violinist here last winter, a Pole, who   played what he called the Angel violin. He was not half  the musician you are, monsieur, but, ah, what tone!  Even the king was mesmerized by his playing.”
Glyndwr sat up from the divan where he had been  reclining. “It is a new kind of violin?”
“No, I don’t think so.” She thought about it a moment, remembering. “He said the violin was a ‘miracle.’ That was the word he used: miracle. If that strikes  you as sacrilegious, you wouldn’t think so if you’d  heard its rich, rare sound.”
“How did it sound?”
“Like a violin, but different. It is difficult to explain  in words how something sounds. I suppose it sounded  like the voice of an angel.”
“What was his name, the violinist?”
“I don’t remember. It was . . . oh, I’ve had far too  much champagne tonight! I think it was Janklincz. Yes,  that was it. Janklincz. You know of him?”
Dylan Glyndwr shook his head.
“A tall, thin man, bony and angular, with long black  hair.”
Dylan stared across the room at the case holding his  Stradivarius. The Strad was a magnificent instrument,  the best he had ever heard. But the idea that a violin  existed that would make his thoroughbred seem no  more than a mule made him almost sick with despair  and desire.
“Such a sour look, my love. One of these will make  you sweet.”
Dylan pushed aside the chocolates Caroline Hamilton was bending down to offer him and drew her down  onto the divan beside him. “They cannot be as sweet as  these,” he said, burying his face in her breasts.
“Play me the way you play your violin,” she whispered, her hand on the back of Dylan Glyndwr’s head,  her fingers in his hair, holding him against her. He  kissed her warm skin, parting his lips, tasting her with  the tip of his tongue. “Play me passionately, my love,  until I sing you an aria of ecstasy. . . .”
Lady Hamilton’s body stiffened when he bit into the  silky flesh over her left breast, his blood teeth piercing  the pericardium, pricking twin holes directly into the  heart. Dylan was almost as surprised as she. The vampire had never experienced the sharp roar of blood so  fresh from the heart, the wine of life rich with mysterious essences, infinitely more potent than the most  powerful drug.
Centuries of satisfying the Hunger had not diminished the pleasure it brought Dylan Glyndwr by the  slightest degree. Music could ease but not banish the  despair from his soul, but there was always this to free  him. Carried away on a flood of delight, he heard Caroline Hamilton gasp the final word of ecstasy in her  short, passionate life.
“Deeper!”
Her heart beating slower and slower, they sank together into the blissful nothingness, until finally there  was nothing left at all but the dimmest glimmer of a  sound Dylan Glyndwr had never heard: the enchanted  singing of the Angel violin.
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IMPRESARIO RUDOLPH KRAUSE had excellent contacts  throughout Europe. In his letter responding to Glyndwr, he reported he did, indeed, know of a violinist  named Janklincz, but only just barely. The Polish violinist was a mediocrity, a second-rate pedagogue  with delusions of a performing career. Janklincz had  arranged his own debut in Paris the year before. Surprisingly, the modest affair had generated a certain  level of notice, which Krause attributed to the masses  being unable to discriminate between true virtuosos  and poseurs. Janklincz moved on to Vienna but failed  to appear at a theater where he was to perform. Krause  had written an associate in Austria for additional information. He would write to Glyndwr again as soon as he  was able to learn more about the violinist’s whereabouts.
Too impatient to wait for another letter, Glyndwr left  immediately for Vienna, traveling by private coach.
The stage manager at the theater remembered  Janklincz from the previous winter and still bore him  animus because of the refunds he had been forced to  make when the performance was canceled at the last  moment. He knew nothing of the musician’s whereabouts, but when he saw the gold sovereign in Glyndwr’s hand, he was more than willing to let him talk to  orchestra members, who were just completing rehearsal.
The stage manager directed Dylan to a sallow viola  player with a soiled scarf around his neck.
“Hans?”
The man looked up with a smile that displayed a  mouth filled with bad teeth. Glyndwr explained that he  was looking for a Polish violinist named Janklincz.
“Yes, I know poor old Jank.”
Dylan Glyndwr pulled one of the chairs around and  sat. “Why ‘poor’?”
Hans tapped his chest with his hand. “Consumption.”
“He is sick?”
The viola player nodded. “Sick enough that he had  to cancel his performance with the orchestra. Karl was  quite angry about it.” Then he added, “Karl is the manager here.”
“How is he doing?”
“Janklincz?” The man shrugged. “I cannot say. I just  knew him from rehearsal. A nice enough fellow. And  such a violin!”
Glyndwr concentrated on unfastening the top button  of his waistcoat so as not to show too much interest. It  was warm and airless in the closed theater. How the  man opposite him could bear the muffler wound  around his neck was beyond Glyndwr.
“He had a good instrument?” Glyndwr asked casually.
“I have never heard anything like it. It has the sweetest tone, especially on the upper strings, like musical   honey. But real guts, too. Good projection. And it can  really roar when he puts the bow to it. He calls it the  Angel violin.”
“A good name for it, apparently.”
“It was Jank’s angel in more ways than one. To be  perfectly honest, there was nothing special about his  playing. He could have sat with the first violins maybe,  though more likely with the seconds, but that violin . . .  extraordinary. The remarkable thing about Janklincz’s  playing wasn’t the playing but the magnificent sound of  the violin itself.”
Glyndwr sighed and slapped his knees as he stood  up, as if he were a busy man and had more important  things to do than listen to someone talk about a violin.
“I don’t suppose you’d know where to find him?  There’s a sovereign in it for you, if you do.”
“What do you want with him? Does he owe you  money?”
“Quite the reverse. His uncle has died and left him a  piece of property. It’s not much, but these details have  to be taken care of. Solicitors, you understand.”
“He was renting a room above a café shop when he  was rehearsing with us. That’s all I know.”
“Can you give me directions to the place?”
“A sovereign, you said?”
“That’s right,” Dylan Glyndwr said, reaching into  the pocket of his vest.
The passions of Vienna include music, coffee,  chocolate. The café, a place specializing in pastries  and rich German coffee, had not a single customer  when Dylan arrived, but then it was the time when  most people took their evening meal.
“A table, sir?”
There were two men working in the shop. The one  speaking to the vampire was a fat older man, obviously  the proprietor. At his side was a red-faced youth,  skinny, with a perpetually startled appearance on his  face. Both wore long white aprons around their waists  that fell nearly to the floor.
“I am looking for a man, a violinist named Janklincz. I was told he rents a room from you. Can you  help me find him?”
The two men looked at each other.
“He does not live here any longer, sir,” the stout man  said. “May I ask why you’re looking for him?”
“I work for a solicitor,” Dylan said, going on to tell  the same story he had told the viola player, using exactly the same words.
“He no longer lives above the café, but Franz here  can show you to his current residence. It’s not far from  here.”
The fat man nudged Franz with his elbow. The  younger man, blushing, stood frozen where he was, his  hands held tight against his sides, as if he were afraid  to move.
“Take this gentleman to see Mr. Janklincz straightaway.” The big man’s eyes narrowed. “Go on now, boy.  Do as I say. He hasn’t all evening.”
The young man went by Glyndwr without looking at  him and out into the street, still wearing his long white  apron. He said nothing as they walked down the street  and turned north, toward where a church steeple towered above the surrounding buildings.
Franz stopped and pointed.
“He’s there.”
Glyndwr looked. “Where? In the church?”
“Just beyond it. I don’t know exactly where but you  can look for yourself or ask at the church.”
Dylan began to burn with rage.
Janklincz’s new residence, the place to which the  boy was directing him to find the Polish violinist, was  a cemetery.
The lamplighter tipped his hat to the vampire, who  brushed past him without acknowledging the polite  gesture.
Dylan Glyndwr was in a poisonous mood, and anyone who so much as looked at him was risking his life.  If the fat man had come along to observe the results of  his practical joke, Glyndwr would have taken him by  the ears and twisted his head around until the last thing  he saw before the life went out of his eyes was the  street he’d just waddled down. Dylan still might go  back to the café, afterward, to settle the score. That depended upon the success of his present mission. It was  only thanks to the helpful boy, the object of the café  proprietor’s bullying, that the fat man was still alive.
Franz’s directions had taken Dylan to a rough part of  Vienna. The dirty streets were narrow, and the houses  leaned precariously overhead from either side, lines  strung between the windows with laundry drying in  the sooty air. This was the quarter one would visit to  look for prostitutes, who lived cheek by jowl in Bohemian squalor with artists, pickpockets, students,  petty thieves, and revolutionaries.
The pawnshop was on Moon Street, just past the  square with the fountain and statue honoring some  dead general, as Franz had said.
Glyndwr peered in through the window of the dimly  lighted shop. On display inside was a chaotic array of  tools, books, a navigator’s sextant, china and flatware,  and other of the more salable items from the shop’s inventory of hawked secondhand goods. This was the  dusty detritus of who knew how many indigent lives,  their prized possessions converted to ready cash when  there were no longer other alternatives available. The  better merchandise—the jewels, the watches, perhaps  a valuable painting or two—would be locked away  someplace safe from the depredations of common  smash-and-run thieves.
He went in, at first ignored by the bearded man  wearing a nightcap bending over his ledger book, making entries by candlelight before retiring for the night.  Given the chance that Dylan had come to sell rather  than buy, it was a rather good strategy, he thought, for  the pawnshop keeper to ignore him at first. Were he  desperate to raise money by selling a ring or gold  snuffbox, the pawnbroker’s act of indifference might  tend to make him more amenable to accept a lower  price.
Dylan leaned an elbow on a glass case containing  some bankrupt surgeon’s operating devices. He was  considering which of the cruel-looking tools he would  use to torture the pawnbroker if he proved evasive  when the man suddenly noticed his customer.
“It is late,” the man said. “I was just getting ready to  go to bed.”
“I am interested in buying a violin. I suppose I could  just as well go elsewhere.”
The man’s demeanor changed immediately. “I have   a selection of good instruments. How much are you  thinking of spending?”
“Actually, I’m looking for a specific violin.”
“A violin is a violin, sir.”
“I understand that last month you liquidated the estate of a Polish violinist named Janklincz.”
A genuine sadness came over the pawnbroker. “Precious little there was to dispose of. He didn’t own  enough to fully settle the bill with his landlord, or so  the landlord claimed.”
Dylan leaned over the counter toward the man.  “There was a violin?”
“Of course. I have it right here.”
The shelves were so narrow that the pawnbroker had  to turn sideways to get through. He disappeared into  the darkness, apparently able to locate items within his  inventory by sense of touch alone. He came shuffling  back, holding a violin case above his head.
“Here it is,” he said, putting it on the counter. He  started to open the case, but Dylan grabbed it away and  opened it himself.
“A nice Italian violin,” the pawnbroker said, lighting  a lamp so that his customer could examine it. “It’s a  genuine Stradivarius. You can see that the label says  so. They’re very valuable.”
Dylan turned the instrument over, studying it with a  skeptical eye.
“If you sell many violins, you should know that every  cheap copy bears a label that says ‘Stradivarius.’ ”
“Do they really?” he replied. For a pawnbroker, he  wasn’t much of a liar, in Glyndwr’s estimation.
Judging from outward appearances, the violin was  completely ordinary. It wasn’t a worthless piece of kindling, but there was nothing extraordinary about the  wood or the craftsmanship. The back was made of two  joined pieces of maple without noteworthy flame. The  carving on the scrollwork was mediocre, and the F  holes did not appear to be quite symmetrical.
“Are you sure this violin belonged to Janklincz?”
The old man nodded.
Dylan took out the bow—not a bad bow, amazingly  enough—tightened it, then drew it simultaneously  across the E and A strings to tune the instrument. From  the first stroke, it was obvious to Dylan Glyndwr that  the violin was entirely third-rate. He played a few  measures from Bach’s B-flat partita before putting the  violin down.
“You play well,” the pawnbroker said.
Glyndwr’s only reply was to grab him by the lapels  of his moth-eaten dressing gown and drag him bodily  across the counter.
“That is not Janklincz’s violin,” Glyndwr hissed,  feeling his blood teeth slip down from their cavity in  his upper gum.
“But it was,” the old man sputtered. “I can prove it.  I have an inventory and receipts, all witnessed and  signed. The authorities are demanding in Vienna.”
“Where is it?” Glyndwr roared, hoisting the man  high in the air with one hand. He lifted his face and  leered up at the pawnbroker, giving him a good look at  the twin scimitars of gleaming ivory that would pierce  his jugular and drain him, fast, of his blood and his  life, if he continued to trifle with Dylan Glyndwr.  “Where is the Angel violin?”
The pawnbroker reminded Dylan of a fish pulled  from water, his mouth opening and closing, gulping   for air. “The landlord said . . .” He stopped to swallow  more air. “. . . that he did have . . .” Gasp. “. . . a noteworthy violin. . . .”
Glyndwr realized he had done too good a job of  throwing a scare into the old man. The pawnbroker’s  weak heart was giving out; Dylan could hear its sickly  heartbeat—fast, with an ominous irregular flutter—  when he focused his acute hearing on the man’s chest.
“Calm yourself,” he said, lowering the man to the  floor but holding on to his dressing gown. “Look at me.”
The old man’s eyes were unfocused.
“Look at me!” Glyndwr repeated sharply. “Look  into my eyes.”
The pawnbroker did as he was told.
“You must calm yourself,” the vampire said. “Slow  your thoughts. Slow your breath, your heartbeat. You  have nothing to fear from me. You are well and will be  well. I require only information and I will turn you  free and leave you in peace.”
The old man stared back at him. He was terrified but  at least he was listening, or his body was, to Dylan  Glyndwr’s commands. Still, the fact that Dylan continued to hold on to a handful of the man’s dressing gown  was the only thing keeping the pawnbroker on his feet.
“Now let us return to the previous subject. You were  telling me the landlord said Janklincz had another violin, a noteworthy violin.”
The pawnbroker nodded.
“Perhaps you have heard it referred to as the Angel  violin.”
No, the pawnbroker shook his head. He had not  heard that.
“What became of the other violin—the Angel  violin?”
“It . . . he,” he began, stammering. The old man  closed his eyes and swallowed before beginning anew.  “Janklincz was in ill health. Consumption. It killed  him.”
“Yes. And the Angel violin?”
“He needed money for rent, for laudanum. He sold  it. I think that is what the landlord said. To tell you the  truth, sir, what interest would it have been to me? The  property had already been disposed of.”
“And that is all you know? You’re not holding some  small thing back from me?”
The pawnbroker shook his head.
“I am very wealthy and willing to spend whatever it  takes to find the Angel violin,” Glyndwr said, adopting  the tone of the calmest, most reasonable man in the  world. “If you have information about the instrument—a lead, an idea, anything—I would be delighted  to pay you for it. And if you could give me the name  of the person who bought it from Janklincz, you could  set your own price. I am a generous man.”
“All I can tell you is to go back to the landlord.  Maybe he knows.”
Dylan Glyndwr looked at him closely. He was  telling the truth.
“I have told you what I know, sir. I can see you are  a gentleman and a man of your word. Please do as you  promised, and set me free.”
“I shall,” Glyndwr said.
And he did, but not in the way the pawnbroker  wanted.
The vampire returned to the café after midnight.   The matter of the transaction transferring the Angel  violin to its present owner had been strictly between  Janklincz and the buyer, the landlord swore. The only  thing the landlord knew was that the man who had  visited Janklincz in his sickroom was from France  and acting as an agent for the real buyer, evidently  also French. That was as much as the fat man knew,  and Dylan was well convinced of it, having tortured  the man without mercy just to be certain. He killed  him and he killed Franz, the young waiter, so as to  leave no loose ends in Vienna.
He roused his sleeping driver, insisting they begin  the return journey to Paris immediately.
Dylan Glyndwr lolled on the rich black leather cushions in his carriage as they set off through the deserted  streets of Vienna just before dawn, still intoxicated  from the elixir he’d drained from the three men, gorged  like a Roman glutton after an imperial banquet. He  was blood-drunk enough to momentarily overcome the  rage of knowing that he was no closer to the Angel violin than that night at Versailles, and that the chances  were good that he would never find it.
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DYLAN GLYNDWR WANDERED among the ruins of Pompeii. He had come by moonlight to view the mosaics  most recently uncovered by archaeologists. Vesuvius  loomed in the darkness, still smoldering more than a  millennia and a half after wiping out the Roman city  with such quick fury that the ash-encased bodies of the  victims were discovered lying together in the villas,  entire families embracing in death.
He sat on a toppled column to study a mural showing young women being initiated in the mysteries. A  satyr led the procession, playing a lyre. On the steps of  the temple the priestess awaited, wearing a laurel and  holding a wicker basket from which peered the head of  a viper. The precise meanings of these symbols were  lost in time, but it was easy enough to guess the ritual  for the comely maidens—a beautiful symbolic death;  the descent to the underworld; the return to the land of  the living, innocence exchanged for knowledge, shadows and darkness giving texture and depth to the soul.
Somewhere in the distance, a nightingale began to  sing.
Glyndwr looked up, his brooding eyes roaming  over the remains of the city, lovely even in its blasted   desolation. He had come here many nights to be  alone. He thought it strange there were no ghosts in  Pompeii, a city where ten thousand met an unexpected and violent end. He had seen no signs that the  ruins were haunted, except by himself. He was, he  thought, a kind of ghost.
The vampire listened to the song echoing among  the ruined fills and baths. He had lately started to write  his own music, and the achingly beautiful sound of the  melodious bird would find its way into the sonata he  was presently creating.
If the soul is the seat of the emotions, the organ that  feels, dreams, and imagines, Dylan Glyndwr possessed a very great soul, one capable of profound  depths of sensitivity. Such was often the case with  vampires. The ones not driven mad by the passione of  blood followed their souls toward pure artistic pursuits. Glyndwr’s path was music, the only anchor preventing him from drifting completely into darkness.  Evil exerts a powerful pull on anyone with power, and  no more powerful creatures walk the planet than the  vampiri, blessed with eternal life and unfathomable  powers of intellect.
The marvelous bird—it hardly seemed possible that  it was an earthly thing that would one day be reduced  to a pile of dry bones. The perfection in the creature’s  soul was manifest in its song, a reflection of the higher  beauty too ethereal for worldly beings to possess but  for fleeting instants.
The nightingale set the vampire to thinking, to  brooding, about another miraculous songbird, the  Angel violin. The sweet vision of the miraculous violin served as his Holy Grail, and the search for it had   given him purpose and meaning. For the first time  since his exile from Wales, after the bloody English  killed his family and stole his castle and estates, there  was hope in the vampire’s heart, an object to believe  in, to venerate, to serve.
After returning to France from Vienna, Dylan hired  agents to gather the names of every violinist with the  skill and means to have collected so singular an instrument. His search started in Paris and spread outward into the countryside. Within the first year, his  quest reached the outermost provinces. Dylan visited  every city in the country, listened to every orchestra,  no matter how humble, his preternaturally keen ear  alert for the sound of something miraculous and extraordinary. The vampire broadened the cast of his net  to take in wealthy dilettantes, amateurs of independent financial means, dealers, and collectors, but all  without result. Dylan knew the owner and location of  every Stradivarius and Guarneri in France and the  Low Countries, but he had not found the Angel  violin.
In the course of his journeys Dylan acquired many  violins, as a diversion, and to keep excellent instruments from languishing in the possession of the  unworthy. He made a good profit from his dealings,  though he was not beyond selling at a loss, or even  occasionally giving violins to struggling young virtuosos. He became equally familiar with French violinists, and used his influence with impresarios like  Rudolph Krause to promote—or end, if so deserved—  careers.
In the course of quietly becoming the foremost private authority on violins and violinists in France,   Dylan Glyndwr found not so much as a single lead on  Janklincz’s violin. Like its late owner, the violin  seemed to have emerged but briefly from the gray mists  of anonymity before plunging back into oblivion.
Time made Dylan despair of ever finding Janklincz’s violin. It also made it impossible to continue his  quest beyond a certain point. Even in a cosmopolitan  city like Paris—crowded, busy, people coming and  going with the seasons, as changeable as the latest  fashion—people began to notice that Glyndwr did not  appear to age the way normal people did.
With the quest for his grail not so much ended as  postponed for lack of information, Dylan decided it  was time for him to become someone else for a while.  He booked an extensive tour of Germany and then  crossed into Hungary. Using a new name for his performance in Budapest, he wandered southeast, through  Macedonia and Greece, traveling in a black coach with  the Glyndwr family crest—a red dragon—on the door.  He performed sporadically and only when the fancy  took him. With a great accumulation of wealth stored  away in the banks of Geneva and Venice, there was no  need to work. Sometimes he would play with a chamber orchestra, but just as often he performed solo, exploring the infinite variety of his beloved Bach  partitas.
An affair with an Italian princess with a strange  fondness for pain brought Glyndwr to Naples. Their  passion led Dylan to drink of her too often, and in her  weakened state the change began to take her, leaving  Dylan to choose between seeing her become immortal  or killing her while he still could. He stayed on at her  palazzo after her quick, unexpected death. They had   been wed shortly before she died, so he might use her  estate for as long as it suited him.
Was the Angel violin real, like the nightingale  singing to him, or was it only a myth, like the Pans and  satyrs whose dance was frozen for eternity on the  walls of Pompeii through the work of a forgotten artisan?
Perhaps he would never find out.
Dylan rode back to the palazzo and gave the reins  for his stallion to the waiting groom. He went inside,  his riding boots tapping on the terrazzo, calling for  wine to be brought to the study. He drank off the  goblet, his eyes on the serving girl who brought it to  him. The lusty young wench made the Hunger stir in  him, but he would not touch her as long as he wished  to use the estate. When he wanted to lose himself in  the intoxicating wine of life, he would repair to one  of the many brothels in the city, rough places along  the waterfront, where it attracted very little notice  when a dead prostitute or two were found in their  rooms.
Dylan dismissed the girl and went to his desk. A pile  of correspondence awaited him, neglected for weeks.  There were letters and parcels, some sealed in wax,  others tied with ribbon, according to the habit of the  time and place of origin. Requests for him to perform,  social invitations, letters from his banks, correspondence pertaining to the operation of the estates he had  acquired during his haunts.
A letter from his shop in Paris peeked from the middle of the stack. He drew it out, slitting the seal with a  silver knife.
Dylan Glyndwr had established a little violin shop  near the university to look after the instruments he’d  collected on his search for the Angel violin. The shop  had taken on a life of its own, and continued to thrive  after all these years due to its reputation, entirely deserved, as the place for discriminating musicians to  buy—or sell—a quality violin or viola.
The letter brought news of the Angel violin.
Dylan spread the note flat on the desk and pulled the  candle closer, startled by this unexpected and exciting  bit of intelligence. The man running the shop for  Dylan had a visit from an Italian violinist who, in the  course of chatting about having an instrument appraised, reported that the Angel violin was not a single  violin but rather a series of violins made by a luthier in  Cremona who had gone blind. Apparently in return for  his lost sight, the maker had been blessed by an uncanny ability to build excellent instruments.
It was one of God’s jokes, Dylan muttered to  himself.
There had been only a few Angel violins made, perhaps no more than a dozen, before the blind luthier  died. In some respects they were reported to be awkward in appearance—as one would expect of violins  built by a blind man, the letter said. However, the instruments all had extraordinarily fine tone. Indeed, the  violins were said to be “miracles,” according to the  few people who had ever heard them.
The vampire had not been able to find Janklincz’s  violin, but it didn’t matter if he could find one of the  other Angel violins built by the blind Cremonese  luthier Archangelo Serafino.
Dylan pulled the bell cord and was smiling when the   girl came in to see if her master cared for more wine.  Such a momentous occasion called for celebrating  with more than mere wine, he thought, looking at the  girl in a way that made her blush.
Dylan Glyndwr was going to Cremona.
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WHEN THE FIRST cry of a carriage came up from below,  Consolata Capellini was naked in bed on her hands  and knees, the fat tavernkeeper going at her from  behind.
“Avanti! Carriage!”
Consolata looked out the open window and saw it, a  fine coach-and-four of the sort only a nobleman or rich  merchant could afford. She tried to pull away, but Santorini’s big hands grabbed her by the hips. He was too  close to let her go, even at the prospect of an easy  profit. Santorini picked up his pace, his enormous  paunch slapping her naked rear. It was the way Consolata preferred him to take her, when he gave her a  choice. He practically crushed her when she was on  the bottom and he on top.
She lowered her head and moved herself against  him, which he liked. She had been told that she would  tire of men soon enough, but she was new enough at  whoring for it to give her pleasure. She had always  been given to wantonness, which was how a girl from  a small village in the Italian  campagna had come to be  the new whore at the country tavern on the road to  Cremona. The bed creaked and rocked. The sweat   trickled down Consolata’s face, some of it mopped up  with her hair when she tossed her head as Santorini  rode her down into the mattress at the apogee of his  passion.
The door banged open and a withered middle-aged  woman with a sharp face flew in.
“Carriage!” Tiberia shrilled, kicking at her husband.
Santorini avoided her eyes as he pulled up his pantaloons from around his ankles.
“We finally get a chance to make back some of our  investment in this puttana, and you are up here filling  her with your stinking seed!”
Santorini was out the door, moving away from  Tiberia with speed he seemed capable of achieving  only in her presence.
Tiberia soaked a rag with some of the wine from the  bottle of  vino di casa Santorini had brought with him  when he’d pulled Consolata up the stairs by the wrist  to take his daily pleasure of her.
“Here, wash yourself with this.” Tiberia threw Consolata the rag, pointing to her own privates with her  other hand, as if Consolata were too ignorant to know  what she meant. Tiberia helped Consolata into her  good dress and brushed her hair with furious brutality.
Gavino was handing a flagon of wine to the driver  when Consolata came out into the courtyard. The  coach was even finer than she had thought when she’d  seen it from the upstairs window. It was finished in rich  black lacquer, with delicate gold-leaf accents around  the curtained windows. A coat of arms, a red dragon,  was painted on the door, which had a silver handle.
“I invite your master to sample our hospitality,”  Santorini said. He nodded in Consolata’s direction.   Consolata smiled at the driver and drew in a full  breath, glancing down to see the way her full breasts  were threatening to burst free of the low, tight bodice.
Santorini shielded his mouth with his hand and  whispered to the driver in a voice loud enough for  Consolata to hear words that should have made her  burn with shame but only made her feel a wicked desire: “ Fóttere . . . prostituta . . . còito . . . scopare . . .”
The words went fast to work on Gavino, who  seemed suddenly uncomfortable in his bulging  trousers. Santorini would not let the footman pleasure  himself with Consolata unless he paid, and, of course,  the poor man did not have money for such diversions.  Perhaps she would go to the barn, take his manhood in  her mouth, and stand him to a free pompino.
The coach’s curtain, wine-colored velvet of such a  deep hue that it seemed black except when the light  caught the folds, moved a little as the passenger  pushed them back far enough to look out. Consolata  could not see the gentleman inside, his face lost in  shadow against the brilliant Tuscan afternoon light.
Consolata smiled and took a few dainty steps toward  the carriage, turning her face in profile so the man  could see how young she was, and healthy. Santorini  looked from Consolata back to the coach, his busy  eyes revealing that he was already tallying the money  to be made.
Three sharp raps rang out against the roof of the  coach, the passenger rapping with his cane.
“I beg your lordship to reconsider,” Santorini said,  but he had misunderstood.
“We will take the girl with us.”
“Oh, no, sir. Tell your master the girl is not for sale.”
“Everything is for sale for the right price, signore.”
“But she is my niece,” Santorini said. “Her mother  entrusted her to me. I invite you to enjoy her many  charms, but I could not let you take her from me.”
The driver said nothing but looked displeased.  When no further communication came from within the  carriage, Santorini began to sweat even more than he  did just standing in the sun.
“I will not charge you for the room. Stay as long as  you like. Be my guest for the night. The day will soon  begin to die.”
After an uncomfortable moment, a hand came  through the curtain. It was not an old hand, as Consolata expected, but young and well-turned, with long,  strong fingers and the neatly trimmed, polished fingernails of a lord. The ring worn on the middle finger  caught the sun, the large square-cut emerald flashing  in the light. The hand opened and a leather pouch fell  to the dust with a bright clatter of coins. Santorini  grunted as he bent over to snatch up the pouch, opening it with clumsy fingers, spilling gold coins into his  waiting palm. His bad teeth showed as his lips parted  in an ecstatic smile.
“I have never been one to stand in the way of someone bettering themselves in the world,” the tavernkeeper said. “Should she gather her things, or will your  master be sending her back when he’s had his fill of  her?”
“My master will take care of everything,” the driver  said, turning to take up the reins.
Santorini looked at Consolata, then jerked his head  toward the carriage.
When she ran gaily past Santorini, he said in a low  voice, “You can come back here, you know.”
Of course she could, Consolata thought, but not if  she could help it.
The carriage door swung open, shutting as quickly  as Consolata disappeared through it, frustrating Santorini’s attempt to get a glimpse of Consolata’s wealthy  new benefactor. The driver cracked the whip over the  heads of the team, and the carriage was on its way,  leaving Santorini and Gavino staring after it.
The moon was coming up when the carriage pulled  to a stop along a deserted stretch of road, responding  to the order rapped against the roof. The driver did not  drop the reins or turn his head.
The carriage door swung open. Consolata’s body  tumbled out, rolling to a stop on its back on grass  cropped short by the sheep that had grazed there the  day before.
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SILVIO WAS PUTTING a clamp on a violin when he  looked up to the sound of footsteps in the doorway.  He had grown old in the years since the master’s death.  He was bald but for a crown of snowy hair. His eyesight was failing, yet he had not produced any of the  miracles Archangelo made after going blind.
The visitor was a tall man, thin but radiating a sense  of great strength, with the smoldering eyes of a traveling virtuoso. He was not from Cremona. That was obvious by the pallor of his skin and the cut of his  clothing—fine gentleman’s clothing but foreign in design. He wore his hair long and untied, the locks  tucked behind his ears.
“Good afternoon, sir,” Silvio said with a stiff bow.  “Welcome to Serafino Violins.”
“Good day.” The man inclined his head slightly. His  voice sounded English but there was something else  to it. Scotch or Irish perhaps. Silvio had done trade  with the British but had no great knowledge of the  race.
“I have a violin in need of repair,” the visitor said,  speaking in excellent Italian. “You do that sort of thing  here?”
“Repairing fine instruments is a specialty,” Silvio  said. “I handle all repairs myself.”
He said repairs were the only work he entrusted to  himself. Violinmaking was a younger man’s vocation,  requiring a fine eye for detail and exactitude of spirit.  He left that part of the work to his grandson and the  two other journeymen he employed, all gone to Florence for the festival.
“This is a rather fine instrument, I think you will  agree,” the visitor said, the case on the bench.
“A beautiful old Stradivarius.” He looked up at the  man. “May I?”
“Please,” the man said with a flourish of the hand,  giving him leave to examine the valuable instrument.
Silvio brought the violin near his face, studying the  crack in the front, running parallel to where the bass  bar was mounted inside.
“The breach has affected the tone only slightly, but  I am anxious to have it repaired before it gets worse.”
“Very wise of you, sir,” Silvio replied. “A violin is  like a woman: the attention you pay them is returned a  dozen times over, but you neglect them at your risk.  You have had the Stradivarius a long time?”
“Seven years,” the visitor said. “I call it Jupiter, because of its regal tone.” The stranger looked around.  “You are the master of this shop?”
Silvio dipped his head. “Silvio Pietro, at your  service.”
“You knew the Serafino whose name is over your  door?”
“But of course,” Silvio said. “I had the honor to be  Padróne Serafino’s last apprentice. Having no children, he left the shop to me when he died. He was a  kind man.”
“How long has he been with the Lord?”
“It has been fifty years since the master’s death.” He  gently put the Strad back in its case. “You are English?”
A dark scowl crossed the visitor’s face. “England be  damned and all the English with her. I am Welsh. My  home is Cadair Idris. Do you know Wales?”
“No, but I have heard it is a beautiful land.”
The visitor sighed. “I have not been home in a long  time. Cadair Idris is a mountain in Snowdonia, the  northwest part of the country. Some might find it  gloomy, for it often rains, but it is some of the loveliest country you will ever find. If you see it, you will  never get it out of your bones.”
“You will return there soon, I hope, sir?”
“Unfortunately, no. I next sail for Madrid, where I  am to perform some quartets by that phenomenal German, Beethoven.”
“I once repaired a violin for Herr Beethoven.”
“You have met the man?”
Silvio nodded.
“How did you find him?”
“He knew exactly what he wanted,” Silvio said. “He  was a discerning client.”
“You mean demanding.”
“You know the Germans,” Silvio said, and smiled. “I  tried to tell him you cannot make a German violin  sound like one built in Italy, but he believed otherwise.  Eventually I convinced him he would be satisfied with  a different instrument.”
“One of yours?”
“It was not such an exceptional instrument. Much  inferior to your Stradivarius, but better than the German box he was playing. The ‘Jupiter’ will be in good  hands with me. You plan to remain in Cremona a few  days?”
“However long it takes,” the visitor said, presenting  Silvio with his card.
“It is a pleasure to meet you, Signor Glyndwr. There  aren’t many of Stradivari’s instruments left in Cremona.”
“Help settle an argument for me,” Glyndwr said.  “You are from Cremona and know these instruments.  Which is better. A Stradivarius or a Guarneri del  Gesu?”
“It is all a matter of preferences. For workmanship,  the Stradivarius. For power of tone, the del Gesu. I  have heard some roar like cannons. However, for delicacy of tone and responsiveness, most players prefer  the Stradivarius. For a virtuoso given to pyrotechnic  playing, perhaps the del Gesu would be preferable.”
“You are saying neither violin is better than the  other.”
“The ultimate telling is in what the instrument does  in the hands of the person who plays it,” Silvio said  diplomatically.
“Yet surely you would agree that a superior violin  will coax something extra out of the player, leading  him on toward new levels of expression and passion?”
“It is my experience that that is true, Signor  Glyndwr.”
“So tell me,” the visitor said in the manner of a man  with time to ponder philosophical matters, “who, in   your learned opinion, is the violinmaker par excellence?”
“The best ever?”
Glyndwr nodded.
“My answer would be neither Stradivari nor del  Gesu. The best violins ever made in Cremona—with  all due respect to your excellent violin . . .”
“I promise not to take offense,” the visitor said.
“The master luthier of them all was my old master,  Archangelo Serafino.”
“The maker of the exquisite Angel violins.”
“You’ve heard of them?” Silvio asked, surprised.
“But of course,” Glyndwr said. “And I have been  led to understand that you are one of a small handful  of people in the world who own one. I wonder if  you would do me the very great favor of playing it  for me?”
Silvio’s expression changed to pleasure. When he  was still a young man, when his bow arm was still  nimble and the name Archangelo Serafino was remembered and honored, people would sometimes visit  the shop and ask to see the Angel violin and hear him  play. These requests diminished over the years, as people forgot and time obscured the padróne’s work. It  was only natural that the instruments of Stradivari and  del Gesu got the most attention and came to be thought  of as the most desirable; there were so many of them,  relatively speaking, even if they had gradually gone  away to owners in other parts of Europe, like the  Israelites’ exodus from the Promised Land.
The extreme scarcity of these rare Serafino instruments—the  padróne had made only thirteen—contributed to their obscurity, but, strangely enough, so   did the existence of Archangelo Serafino’s earlier violins. There were many Serafino violins in circulation,  all of them excellent instruments, the life’s work of a  master artisan. After the master’s death, when people  still spoke of the Angel violins, unscrupulous dealers  would pass off earlier Serafino violins as Angel violins. Silvio had even seen some of Padróne Serafino’s  earlier violins with forged labels, for it was only after  going blind that he started marking his label with a  tiny cross in black, to symbolize his devotion to God.
“I thought the world had forgotten,” Silvio said  softly.
“Not quite,” the visitor said.
“You will not be disappointed, Signor Glyndwr,”  Silvio said, turning to unlock the cabinet where he kept  his most prized possession. He lovingly carried the  case to the workbench. “I must tell you straightaway it  isn’t for sale at any price.”
“I would not expect you to willingly part with so  precious a treasure,” the visitor said. “I will gladly pay  for the privilege of seeing it.”
“No, no, I wouldn’t hear of it. You are clearly a connoisseur. It is a great pleasure to meet someone who  can appreciate such an exquisite creation.”
Silvio opened the case. It was there, his jewel, the  spruce a wonderful shade of gold, lightly stained to suit  Padróne Serafino’s tastes toward the end. He hadn’t  wanted to do anything to change or mask the natural  beauty of the wood.
Silvio carefully lifted the instrument out of the  velvet-lined case. Inside, the label, written in the master’s own hand, said, Archangelo Serafino, 1744 + XIII.  The number Thirteen, an unlucky violin, at least in the   sense that it was the last Archangelo made before his  heart gave out. Silvio cradled it in his arms like an infant, though he knew well enough that the instrument  was a lot sturdier than it looked, a masterful feat of engineering, force against force, joint against joint, capable of singing in the most robust—or subtle—voice.  How long had it been since he’d played it? A year? Two  years? He opened and closed the fingers of his left  hand around the neck. They were stiff, the movement  awkward. They looked like the fingers of a very old  man, and, strange as it was to realize with such clarity  at that moment, Silvio was an old man.
“I no longer play more than a few notes after making a repair,” Silvio said. He looked up at the visitor  and saw the eagerness in his eyes. Silvio was no longer  capable of doing the Angel violin justice. The realization that at some indefinite point in the past he had  played the violin— really played it—for the last time,  made him want to cry.
“Would you care to play it for yourself?” he said, so  struck by the grief in his voice that he did not really  hear what the visitor said as he took the violin from his  hands.
Glyndwr put the violin to his chin and began to play.  Silvio did not recognize the music. It was a moody  Hungarian piece, a rhapsody filled with rapid chromatic scales and minor chord arpeggios. The Welsh-man was a fiery player, and yet Silvio could see the  Angel gather him up in its wings and carry him off to  that familiar timeless realm of pure beauty, where creation unfolded endlessly, like a mirrored hall with an  infinite number of looking glasses, each reflecting  even the smallest flourish an infinite number of times.   By the time Glyndwr lowered the violin, tears were  running down his cheeks.
“So now you understand—and believe in the power  of the Angels.”
Silvio turned away out of deference as the visitor  touched a silk handkerchief to his eyes. People often  reacted emotionally to being touched by the light, the  bliss, the incomparable, ineffable, indescribable perfection of the Angel’s voice.
“And the other violins—where are they?”
“Only God knows that, Signor Glyndwr. They have  dispersed, the other twelve disciples of the padróne’s  blessed hands.”
“No one has ever brought one to the shop to have it  repaired or authenticated?”
“Only once. A man came to the shop and asked  about one of the violins Padróne Serafino made for  Bishop Falcone. The bishop had died, and the man was  thinking of buying the violin. It was the number  Seven. They each have a number, you see, one through  thirteen.”
“What was his name?”
“He did not tell me. I remember that he was very secretive. He was Swedish. Or perhaps Russian. I gather  he was acting on behalf of a wealthy patron. That must  have been all of thirty or forty years ago. Where does  the time go?”
“And you have no idea where I might find one of  these magical instruments?”
“I am afraid not, Signor Glyndwr. I like to think the  Angel violins are highly valued and appreciated by  their owners, though I suppose some of them may be  sitting in a music room, forgotten.”
The visitor reached out and grabbed Silvio by the  neck so quickly that he did not see the man move.  Glyndwr’s cold green eyes seemed devoid of the least  sign of human feeling. Silvio knew, even before the  vampire opened his mouth, that he was about to die for  the Angel violin.
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CAPT. JEAN MASSENET stood at the elbow of the pilot  as the Juliette came around the southwest corner of  Sardinia. The Juliette rode deep on the starboard side,  a good wind filling the sloop’s sails so that she fairly  flew over the waves where the Tyrrhenian Sea becomes  the Mediterranean.
Captain Massenet squinted into the light, searching  the sky. He stood with his arms behind him, turning  his lucky jackknife over and over again in his right  hand. The most direct route from Naples to Valencia  would have been around the north end of Sardinia, but  the route between the islands of Sardinia and Corsica  was too treacherous. The strait was narrow, without  much room to maneuver or run. It would have been  better to skirt farther south, but then there were pirates  from Tunisia and Algeria. There was no such thing as  a safe course to chart in these troubled times, not for a  merchantman flying the tricolor flag and most of the  European powers at war with France.
The island mountains came down to the sea, rocky  crags dotted with olive trees bent and twisted by the  constant wind and rocky soil. The only thing that gave  Captain Massenet the least comfort was the fact that   Bonaparte was from Corsica. But Cagliari, the only  city of substance on the southern end of the island, was  long behind them. Trouble, if it came to them, would  be on the high seas, where not even Bonaparte himself  would be able to assist them.
The last bit of land, an island jutting up from the  water as if hurled down from Olympus by an angry  Zeus, was a mile off their starboard, a black outline  with the sun falling into the sea beyond it in the west.
“Well, Georges,” Captain Massenet told the pilot, “it  appears the famous Massenet luck has not deserted—”
“Bateau!” one of the mates called down from his  perch in the mainmast rigging. “Ship!”
Captain Massenet raised his glass, but it was useless  to him against the blinding glare dancing on the water.  He lowered the instrument and rubbed his eyes. Then  he saw it. About a mile away, a sizable ship sat behind  the island, turned into the wind, barely moving. Waiting, Captain Massenet thought.
The pilot was looking back at him. The man had  asked him a question, but he hadn’t heard it.
“Ferme,” he said. He indicated that the pilot should  hold a steady course, pointing with his jackknife in the  direction they had been sailing, toward Valencia, in  Spain, many, many, many miles away, across the water.  “Solide, Georges.”
“A complication, it appears.”
Captain Massenet did not answer or turn to look at  the Marquis de Saint-Veran.
“A British man-of-war, I’d hazard.”
Captain Massenet nodded absently, busy watching  the sailors on the still-distant ship scrambling through  the rigging, dropping the canvas that instantly filled   with wind and began to strain against the still-loose  sheets. Within a matter of minutes, every inch of canvas from the royal to the fore mainsail would be set,  pulling the ship through the water at a quickening  pace.
“It looks like the Diligence. May I have the use of  your glass, Captain?” He studied the ship. “Indeed it  is. She’s a third rate ship-of-the-line, with a complement of eighty guns and a five-hundred-man crew.  Commander’s name is Holland, Captain Samuel Holland. Well loved by his men. There are said to be fewer  floggings on the Diligence than on any other ship in  the Royal Navy.”
Captain Massenet was looking at the Marquis de  Saint-Veran with nearly the same suspicious disregard he had in his eyes watching the Diligence  get  under way.
“For a French citizen, Marquis, you seem to know a  great deal about British warships.”
“The Diligence was docked in Genoa until recently,  as was I. I had gone there to meet with shipbuilders  about commissioning a vessel. The comings and goings of ships in the harbor were the wine of everyday  conversation during my visit.”
“And yet you sailed for Spain, and from Naples, not  Genoa. Would that not have been a more direct route?”
The marquis smiled thinly but said nothing.
“I noticed you boarded the Juliette in haste. Was it  going to Valencia that interested you, Marquis, or  merely getting out of Italy in a hurry?”
“You are a perceptive man, Captain. Several Austrian agents anxious to interview me were somewhere  behind me. I was convinced they would be too vigorous in their questioning of me for my continued good  health.”
Captain Massenet looked back at the Diligence. The  man-of-war seemed to have charted a tack to intercept  the Juliette.
“And why would Austrian agents wish to question  you, Marquis?”
“They were under the absurd impression that I was a  spy,” the Marquis de Saint-Veran said. “It was really all  quite beyond me. They concocted some mad delusion  about me scouting out the Austrian enforcements under  General Michael von Melas, in advance of a surprise  attack by Bonaparte across the Alps.” The marquis  laughed merrily. “I have no idea how they dreamed up  such a preposterous story.”
“They’re here because of you?”
“I do not honestly know, Captain. It is possible. But  Britain is at war with France. The English might just as  easily be prize hunting. They are in the right place at  the right time. Indeed, here we are.”
A puff of smoke appeared from the end of one of the  Diligence ’s cannons. It was a moment longer before  Captain Massenet heard a distant boom, but almost  immediately there was a shriek through the air above  their heads. The gunner had overestimated his range  and overshot the ship.
“They’re trying to get your attention, Captain,” the  marquis said. “They didn’t miss.”
The noise brought his other passenger up on deck,  Monsieur  Glyndwr, the violinist.
“Did that ship fire at us?” Glyndwr demanded.  Angry rather than afraid, Captain Massenet noted with  satisfaction.
“Oui, monsieur. They intend to board us, if they can.”
“Can you outrun them?”
“You would want to outrun the Royal Navy, monsieur? Why would a British subject risk his neck trying to escape a man-of-war?”
“I am Welsh, not British,” Glyndwr snapped. “I hate  the bloody British even more than you do. The enemy  of my enemy is my friend. That makes us allies. What  are our options?”
“We could heave to and be boarded,” the marquis said.
“Meaning they would take my ship and my cargo.”  Captain Massenet’s eyes narrowed. “And maybe they  would take you, Marquis, and hang you for a spy.”
“Or you could help me get to Valencia. I promise  Bonaparte will pay you a handsome reward for certain  documents in my possession. On the other hand, if the  British take your ship, they may hang us all for spies.”
“Begging the captain’s pardon, there is a third  choice,” the pilot said. “We could hug in close to the  coast, trying to lose her in shallow water, where we can  go and she can’t.”
“But that’s dangerous. We could end up on the rocks  ourselves,” Captain Massenet said.
“You did not answer my original question, Captain,”  Glyndwr said. “Can we outrun the man-of-war?”
“Easily, I think. Especially if we get around in front  of her, where her guns can’t get to us. It’ll be dark soon.  With just a little luck we can be miles away by dawn.”
“Then run hard and run fast, Captain,” Glyndwr  urged.
“Bring her around ten degrees,” Massenet told the  pilot. “Get in front of her, where she can do us no  harm.”
The Diligence fired off another half dozen rounds,  the last shots falling dangerously close to the ship. The  sun was down, the sky quickly turning to purple, with  a darker band of black spreading from the eastern horizon behind them, promising to shroud the Juliette in a  protective mantle of darkness.
Captain Massenet stood at the stern of the sloop  with Dylan Glyndwr and the Marquis de Saint-Veran,  watching the man-of-war growing smaller in the dusk.  He was smiling a little. He was lucky, very lucky. He  always had been.
“They’re giving up,” Glyndwr said.
“What do you mean, monsieur?” the marquis said.
“They’re turning.”
“You must have very good eyes, monsieur, to see  that in this light.”
“Quiet!” Captain Massenet ordered, lifting the glass  to his eye. The British warship was slowly turning,  swinging into the wind until she was showing the Juliette her starboard side. He could just make out the officers, gathered on the quarterdeck between the mizzen  and mainmast.
“A broadside from a ship like the Diligence can put  one thousand pounds of iron in the air,” the marquis  said with his usual ironic tone, but there was a tightness in his voice.
There was a sudden flash of light from the direction  of the ship, as if forty or more fireworks had suddenly  burst. For a moment the man-of-war was perfectly illuminated in the bright white light, the glow lasting  long enough to pick up the billowing puffs of gun-powder smoke swirling up from the cannons.
“Did you know, Monsieur Glyndwr,” the marquis   continued in a mock didactic tone, “that an eighteen-pound gun can throw a five-pound shot with enough  velocity to penetrate a one-foot-thick oak hull at a  range of one thousand yards?”
They heard the deafening roll of thunder, followed  by a high-pitched shriek of projectiles hurtling toward  them.
A little short or a little long, Captain Massenet  thought. It would be too dark to make their range in a  matter of minutes. If only his luck held a few more  minutes. They wouldn’t try to blow a valuable prize  out of the water just for the sport of it. It had to be the  marquis, Captain Massenet had time to think, just as  the cannonballs fell out of the sky on the little sloop.
It was dark when Capt. Jean Massenet awoke. He  was lying on his back, looking up past furled sails at a  starry sky. Someone was shrieking in the distance. It  was an inhuman wail, like the cry of a banshee. Except  it was human. Every minute or so the cry would form  itself in the twisted semblance of two words: My and  violin.
Captain Massenet drifted back into unconsciousness. The next thing he knew he awoke, still on his  back under the night sky, being tended to by an English doctor. The doctor was bandaging his arm. No,  not his arm, for there was nothing there, just a stump  of bloody flesh with a bit of bone protruding. He  thought he was going to faint from the sight but he  didn’t. His mind was strangely clear. He knew he was  in shock, and that it would wear off, but it didn’t matter. For now there was no pain, and the realization that   he’d lost an arm and maybe more—he could not lift his  head to examine himself—was only a dull awareness.
“You have to let us help you or you’re going to  drown,” he heard an English voice say.
Then a second voice, this one more authoritarian, an  officer, Massenet guessed: “You should be damned  glad just to be alive. To hell with the bloody violin you  keep wailing about, sir. Act like an Englishman.”
Captain Massenet managed to turn his head slightly  to the left. Two tars were helping Dylan Glyndwr onto  the deck. He was wet and looked completely deranged.  Massenet knew the violinist placed an inordinate value  on his instrument. He’d taken care of it as if it were an  infant and even called it “Angel.” By the look of anguish on his face, you’d have thought he’d lost his entire family in the sinking of the Juliette, and not just a  violin.
Glyndwr seemed to notice the officer who’d been  berating him. He grabbed the man by his jacket with  sudden fury.
“He doesn’t like to be called an Englishman,” Captain Massenet said, but he said it in French and nobody  was paying any attention to him anyway. They were all  watching Glyndwr, who instead of striking the officer  appeared to be biting him on the neck. There was a  spurt of arterial blood in the light of the ship’s lanterns  as Glyndwr threw the officer’s dead body aside and  disappeared into the rigging above.
Captain Massenet felt himself slipping backward  into the darkness, wondering if what he’d seen had  really happened, and, if he woke again, if there would  be anybody left alive on the man-of-war besides him  and the vampire mourning for his lost violin.
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