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 			 			FOREWORD

 		The Golden Silence is the third in the Alex Mavros series following Crying Blue Murder (originally titled A Deeper Shade of Blue) and The Last Red Death, all now republished by MIRA Books  my heartfelt thanks to them.
 		   

While Crying Blue Murder was a noir novel set on an apparently unspoiled island and The Last Red Death was a political thriller, The Golden Silence is my take on the gangster novel. I still remember sneaking into the ABC cinema in Edinburgh at the age of fifteen to see The Godfather. I suppose this novel was spawned, at least in part, by that devastating experience. Certainly my torturers, the Father and Son, would have felt at home with Michael Corleone.
 		   

I resolved at the outset that each Mavros novel would have a different location. As mobsters gravitate to big cities, Athens was the obvious choice. Its also a city Ive spent a lot of time in over the years. The Greek capital is still a very safe place to walk around late at night, but its lost the innocence it had back in the Seventies  which is good for a crime writer, but not so wonderful for the average resident.
 		   

As usual, I wasnt able to get away from the importance of the family in Greece. But I went in for subverting the institution again, making the head of the Greek gang a woman. In fact, the novel is full of strong women, a trio of them having undergone torture during the terrible years of the military dictatorship. The link between organised crime and totalitarian governments has been pointed out by many eminent crime writers. I was glad to take my turn and put the knife into the Greek Colonels, a crew of demented bigots who on occasion made the Keystone Cops look competent.
 		   

Alex Mavros finally comes to terms with love in this novel, too. So you get gangsters, political corruption, torture, strong women and love. Whats not to like?
 		   

On another note, readers will save themselves headaches by noting that:
 		   

1) Greek masculine names ending in -is, -os, and -as lose the final -s in the vocative case: Damis, Panos and Nondas are watching the news. But, Watch the news, Dami, Pano and Nonda.
 		   

2) Feminine surnames are formed differently from masculine one: Alex Mavros, but Anna Mavrou; Stratos Chiotis, but Rea Chioti.
 		   

Paul Johnston, January 2009


    




    
        To my beloved Roula, 
these first fruits of our Scottish-Greek liaison  

    

    




     		 			 			PROLOGUE

 		The Free News, Athens, April 18th 2002
 		   

 	 BRUTAL MURDER IN THE 
NORTHERN SUBURB
by Lambis Bitsos, Crime Correspondent CONSTRUCTION worker Petros Aslanis had the shock of his life on Monday morning when he arrived on site in Metamorfosi. Lying at the bottom of a foundation trench for the new motorway was a naked male body!
At first I thought it was a heap of rubbish, said Mr Aslanis, 44, a local resident and father of three. People are always tossing junk into the trenches and the poor guys skin wasnt white, it was covered in bruises. Then I saw the blood on his head and ran for my supervisor.
Units of the Greek Police arrived promptly and cordoned off the scene, causing heavy traffic congestion in the area. Commander Nikos Kriaras, recently appointed head of the organised crime division, stated that a murder investigation was underway. The severity of the injuries and the absence of clothing rule out accident and suicide, he said. There is evidence to suggest that this is yet another in the spate of gangland killings that has plagued the city over the last two months. Citizens can rest assured that all necessary steps will be taken to apprehend the vicious criminals behind this scourge.
The commander did not specify the nature of the evidence linking this death to earlier ones, but sources indicate that the as yet unidentified victim underwent torture. The fact that little attempt was made to conceal the body suggests that it was left as a warning or an example. The northern suburbs of Athens have become a battlefield for criminal organizations fighting over lucrative drugs, protection and prostitution rackets.
Its a disgrace, said Mr Aslanis. This place used to be peaceful, but now I fear for my daughters every time they leave the house. When is the government going to do something about the violence?
The body of the unfortunate man has been taken to the morgue for forensic examination. In the meantime, work on the desperately needed motorway has been suspended while police comb the scene, traffic in the area is at a standstill, and residents of the capital walk the streets with fear in their hearts.


    




    
 			CHAPTER ONE

 		AND ANOTHER THING, said the Fat Man, leaning over the only occupied table in his caf in the Flea Market area of central Athens. They can take the stinking Euro and ram it up their
Cut it out, Yiorgo, Alex Mavros interrupted, the miniature cup of unsweetened coffee halfway to his lips. I dont need to hear this first thing in the morning.
First thing in the morning? the heavy figure scoffed. Some of us have been up since five-thirty. Some of us have a real job to do.
Mavros couldnt stop himself from rising to the challenge. You have a real job, do you? Making coffee for rapacious market traders is enough to justify your existence, I suppose. Karl Marx would be very impressed. The Fat Man was still nominally a communist, even though his membership of the Party had brought him more trouble than joy.
At least Im not a lackey of the rich. There wont be any private detectives after the revolution, you can bet on that.
Bet money on that? Mavros shook strands of his long black hair from his face and smiled. Like the players at your illegal card table every evening? I dont think the comrades will be sanctioning those in the perfect state either.
Yiorgos gave a grimace. You think youre so smart, you poxy half-breed. Just because women swoon over your weird eye He lumbered off towards the kitchen area. The chill cabinet was clanking to cope with the spring warmth.
Mavros finished his coffee and took a bite of galaktoboureko.
Life would be unbearable without the Fat Mans coffee, known among his select band of customers as the best in Athens, and his aged mothers pastries. This mornings tray of the custard-filled filo was yet another masterpiece. Fortified, he returned to the field of combat.
Its not my fault that, unlike yours, my character is made up of the best of two nations, he said over his shoulder. His long-dead father Spyros had been a leading Greek Communist, while his mother Dorothy, who still lived in the city, was Scottish. And as for my eye, well, Im not complaining. Although Mavross right eye was the bright blue he had inherited from his father, the left was speckled with his mothers brown. It was true that some women seemed to find that flaw a source of fascination.
The Fat Man grunted, his head bowed over the piece of goats cheese that he was slicing. That would explain the way the delightful Niki dotes over you, eh, Alex?
Mavros gave his friend a sharp look at the reference to his girlfriend. He got up and went over to the enclosed courtyard at the rear. New leaves were beginning to appear on the extensive branches of the vine that had woven itself around a buckling pergola. The stacked chairs and tables were covered in grime.
Any chance of you cleaning up out here? he called. You know I use this place for business. He invited potential clients to the Fat Mans to vet them. Hed never felt the need of an office and it kept people out of his home. If they disapproved of the run-down caf, he didnt want their custom. He wasnt a Party member. He wasnt politically committed at allit seemed that he hadnt inherited that genebut he liked to confront his customarily well-off employers with life on the street.
Clean up yourself, came the reply. Im busy.
Busy filling your belly? Mavros spread his arms wide. Come on, Yiorgo, at least give me a hand. Dont I bring you customers?
The Fat Man came out reluctantly, a couple of grubby cloths in his hand. He was still chewing, the pouched cheeks and bald head giving him the look of an oversize, tonsured chipmunk. How many of the capitalists Euros do you think I make out of the customers you bring me? he muttered, tossing a cloth to Mavros. Youve hardly worked at all the last few months.
Mavros started wiping a table. The Fat Man was right. He hadnt been busy since the turn of the year, when hed been involved in a major case involving terrorism that had ended badly. Since then he hadnt felt like going back to his normal work, tracking down missing teenagers whod had enough of home or people whod been sucked in by the capitals numerous temptationsdrugs, prostitution, gambling. Hed have to find a client soon, though. The bills were mounting.
The bastard Euro, the Fat Man said, when Mavros didnt reply.
Christ, dont start again. Ever since the drachma had disappeared at the start of the year, Yiorgos had been on the Euros case. He had a point. There had been widespread unsanctioned price rises in Greece as in other countries, and the new currency wasnt popular. Anyway, what are you so down in the mouth about? Mavros demanded, glancing up through the pergola into the strong sunlight. A northerly wind was dispersing the pollution cloud. Itll soon be Easter and youll be shutting up shop to spend even more time with you nutritional requirements.
The Fat Man dropped a chair on to the gravel. Screw you, you long-haired sack of shit. Cant you take anything seriously? This was one of his standard tactics. As soon as the abuse got too personalthat is, his weight came uphe started to play the earnest citizen. Havent you noticed, Mr Head-in-the-Sand Private Investigator? This country is going to the dogs.
What, more than usual? Mavros stepped back and admired his handiwork. At least one table was in commission now. Anyway, I thought the Party was supposed to have an internationalist outlook.
The Fat Man flicked his cloth at a fly that was buzzing around them. All right, smartass, the whole of Europes going to the dogs. He snorted. Thanks to the Euro. But its worse here than anywhere else. I mean, the gangsters are torturing people and tossing their bodies into building sites now. He glared through the dust that had risen between them. Of course, thats a different kind of crime from what you work with.
It is, Mavros replied, giving his friend the eye. As you well know, Im a missing persons specialist, not a homicide detective.
Oh, well, thats all right then, the Fat Man said ironically. So what do I do when some scumbag with a gun in his pocket comes by and asks for a monthly contribution if I dont want my place to go up in smoke? What do I do when they find out where we live and put the frighteners on my mother? Christ and the Holy Mother, Alex, your father and brother wouldnt have ignored the shit thats happening.
Mavros was scrubbing a chair, his eyes down. Yiorgos knew how to get to him. His father had dedicated himself to improving peoples lives, while his brother had been a leader of the student resistance to the dictatorship. He blinked at a sudden memory of Andoniss smiling face and wide blue eyes. Although hed devoted all the time he could to finding his brother, there had been no trace of him since hed disappeared after a secret meeting in 1972.
Not fair, Yiorgo.
The Fat Man wasnt mollified. Anyway, arent the people who have been committing all these murders missing?
I suppose they are, my friend. But no ones offered to pay me to find them.
The caf owners eyes widened. Is that all it takes, you mercenary? he shouted, jamming thick fingers into a pocket beneath his stained apron. Here, he said, throwing coins on to the table. Interested now?
Jesus, Yiorgo, calm down. He picked up a two-Euro piece that had fallen to the ground. You know Ill help if anyone hassles you. He handed back the coin.
The Fat Man gradually got his breathing under control. I know that, he said, his tone less agitated. But whats happening in the city is wrong. You know it as well as I do. Someones got to do something.
Mavros nodded. Someone plural. The cops, the politicians. There isnt much that individuals can do.
Bullshit, Alex. Thats the easy way out. You did plenty in the winter. The Fat Man knew about the terrorism case, had even played his own reluctant part in it, though hed been sworn to secrecy. You said it yourself, its spring. Theres no excuse to stay inside now. Get out there and do your thing.
Shortly afterwards, Mavros headed for the door. Yiorgos was right. It was time he started work. But where were the clients?
 		   

It was a morning made for killing.
The reed beds on the shore by Kastoria in the far north of Greece were resounding with the calls of aquatic birds, the newly arrived pelicans resplendent in white and pink. The Father sat at the bow, the Son stood at the oars of the blue-painted boat. The younger man eyed the ridges of the mountains that surrounded the expanse of water. Albania lay not far to the west. They were six hundred metres above sea level and there were patches of snow on the peaks, despite the strong sunlight. The wind from the north still had more than a hint of winters teeth about it.
The Son, tall and bulky, pushed forward on the heavy lengths of wood to bring the boat into position over the place where perch were to be found. He controlled the craft with its high prow and stern without conscious thought. The red-tiled roofs of the town on the promontory were glowing in the sun, the last of the morning mists having disappeared on the wind.
Its the shape of a kidney, the Son said.
Eh? The Father, now crouching at the bow with his net at the ready, had a rough voice.
The lake. Its shaped like a human kidney.
In the name of God, what are you babbling about, boy? The silver skein reared up in the air and came down over the rippling water. Im trying to catch these fish and youve suddenly become a medical expert. He leaned forward and started manipulating the net with strong fingers. His face beneath the cap that he wore low over his eyes was weather-beaten and deeply furrowed.
There was a time when you were interested in the organs of the body, said the man at the oars. His voice was soft and even, his face smooth. His dense curls and easy smile would have made him good-looking if it hadnt been for his eyes. They were icy blue and piercing, as ungenerous as a tax officials.
What makes you think that time has gone? the older man said, glancing over his shoulder. His eyes were dark-brown and bloodshot, even colder than his sons, and the grizzled moustache, stained by nicotine, cut across his face like a scar. He started to haul the net in, his gaze now on the surface of the water. Flashes of silver came from fish that were struggling frantically. What do you know aboutfuck! He jerked his head and shoulders back. Its the pike!
The Son dropped to one knee, keeping his left hand on the oar to steady the boat. His eyes narrowed, focusing on the shadowy green shape that was driving the perch in the net to even greater frenzy. His right hand quickly located the spear that lay on the floor planks.
Move to the other side, he said, his voice betraying no emotion. Slowly.
When the Father had complied, the Son stepped forward carefully, keeping the keel level. The net, secured to the bow, was now bulging above the surface as the small fish tried to evade the jaws of the predator. There was a brief glimpse of the pikes broad flank the instant that the Son struck. He drove the shining weapon into the water with a loud effusion of air. Immediately after the blow, he grabbed the shaft of the weapon with his other hand and hung on.
Gaff it, he said, legs splayed to keep his balance. Gaff it and keep clear of its jaws when we get it out of the water. Those teeth will take your hand.
The older man smiled as he picked up the long implement. Youd like that, wouldnt you, boy? He stretched forward and hooked the pike by its gills.
Trying not to rock the boat too much, the pair dragged the creature over the side and dumped it on the floor. Its uneven jaws lined with needle-sharp teeth were snapping together continuously, a large and glassy orange eye staring up at them.
Kill it, the Son said, letting go of the spear and stepping back to the oars. He grinned as the pikes tail slapped against his lower leg. The birds in the reeds, disturbed by the commotion, were sending up volleys of raucous cries.
The Father looked up at him, one boot pressing down on the fishs head as its metre-long body continued to writhe between them. What the matter? Havent you got the stomach for it?
You know I have. But youre getting old. You need to keep your eye in.
The Father shrugged and drew a long, serrated blade from the sheath on his belt. With a swift cut he almost severed the pikes head, watching as its dark blood spattered over his waterproof trousers.
Not bad, the Son said as he moved the oars to steady the boat. Dont forget the net.
The Father was already pulling in the catch. When the net was on board, he opened it and started to toss the gasping perch into a bucket next to the motionless predator. A good haul, he said, when he finished.
But it isnt time to go in yet, the Son said, leaning on the oars.
The older man twisted his head towards him. Youve heard from her? Their long-established practice was that messages from their employer were only discussed on the lake or in the stone-lined garage beneath the house. The likelihood of surveillance was minimal, but they werent the kind who left anything to chance.
The Son nodded, his eyes scanning the lake. There were no other boats near them. One of the familys musclemen was taken out last night. He turned up in a construction site this morning, naked and beaten to a pulp.
Tortured like the others?
Tortured after a fashion, so the insiders say. He laughed. Not expertly.
The Father ran his bloody fingers over his moustache. So were wanted in the big city, are we? When?
We need to leave today. The Son started to propel the boat towards the harbour, his arms moving in effortless strokes. He was wearing the tattered roll-neck he always used on the lake and there was stubble on his face. The clothes would be changed and he would be clean-shaven before they started on the long drive to Athens. Among the many things he had learned from the Father was to be well turned out for a job. I can go on my own, you know.
The older mans jaw jutted forward. No, you cant, boy. Im not ready to retire yet.
The Father looked away, hearing the bells from the towns numerous churches. The faithful were observing the latest rite in the lead-up to Easter. The sound eased his mind. Hed been brought up to respect the Church. It was an integral part of Greece. As a young man, he and his fellow soldiers had fought for the nation. His subsequent career in the Military Police had been dedicated to saving it from Communist traitors. He took in the white walls of Kastorias old houses and their reflection in the blue-grey water. It was as if there were a shadow town in the lake, inhabited by the silent ghosts of the criminals he had destroyed. But he had no fear of them.
Hey, wake up. The Sons mocking voice cut into his thoughts. Didnt you always tell me to keep my wits about me at all times?
The Father stared at him. You walk a tightrope, he said slowly. You live in an enclosed world where only you matter. That way, only that way, can you prepare yourself for the business in hand.
The Son laughed again, this time louder. The business in hand. Why cant you say it? Were
Silence! the Father shouted. We dont talk about what we do, boy. We dont talk about what we feel.
The man at the oars was silent. Although there was still a smile on his lips, his eyes were emptier than before. He looked down at the lifeless pike, its smooth green side disfigured by the mark of the spear.
I served my country to the best of my abilities, the Father said, disregarding his own order. I punished the godless enemies of the state. And how was I repaid? I had to come up here to the back of beyond with nothing more than the clothes I was wearing.
You soon made good. The Son was familiar with the old mans black moods. The only way was to humour him and wait for them to pass.
Yes, I did. After your motheryour mother died, I started on the production line at the fur factory. I decapitated the animals, I skinned them with my own hands
You were just the man for that line of work, the Son thought, keeping the boat away from the shore till the tirade ran its course. The Father was losing his grip. He would soon be a hindrance on the trips south.
had to burst my balls at that accursed factory, the old man continued, spittle on his moustache. Eventually I ran it, I made it a success. And I was smart enough to sell up before women stopped buying furs and the business went down the drain. He glared at his son. I paid for your extra school lessons, I paid for your motorbike and your first car. And I taught you everything about the work we do. He pushed the cap back on his forehead. So dont mock me, boy. Theres more than enough life in me yet.
The Son nodded and rowed towards the harbour. The old man was calm again, the storm had passed. Now it was time to concentrate on the preparations for the trip.
There was a shout from the wall.
Holy Mother, look what the old man and his boy have brought in, said a bald-headed man in dungarees to his companions, pointing at the carcass of the pike. Nothing escapes them!
The Father looked at the Son. For the first time he smiled back at his heir and successor, his eyes mirroring the chill water of the mountain lake.
 		   

Mavros walked towards the ancient temple, thinking about what the Fat Man had said. In the past he would have got on the phone and chased his contacts for clients. That prospect made him groan. He should have gone straight back to work after the big case at the end of the year, but hed been shaken by the fact that hed brought his family into danger.
He stopped at the kiosk by the station and looked at the midday newspapers that had been hung about it. Most of them featured the latest gangland killing. He stood beneath The Free News, the countrys leading independent paper, and scanned the article by a journalist he knew. A fuzzy colour photograph of a naked corpse in a pit was displayed between the headline and the first paragraph of text.
Disgusting.
Mavros turned to find an old woman in a moth-eaten fur coat standing beside him. Her hair was immaculately arranged and a small dog was sniffing the ground at her feet.
Dont you think, young man?
Terrible.
Of course, the dead man will be an Albanian, you can be sure of that. They come here and steal our property, our young peoples jobs
Mavros gave her a disapproving look. He bought the paper, then walked quickly away. He had no time for the common prejudice against the immigrant workers who kept the nations economy running. Besides, he reckoned from the little hed read that the victim was as likely to be Greek as any other nationality. Despite the incursions of Russian and Serbian gangs, the majority of criminals were home-grown. He looked up at the Acropolis from the newly pedestrianised street. The buildings on the rock were resisting the wind, their glorious lines giving a tantalising hint of a more perfect world. Then he heard the roar of buses and cars from the streets below, their engines tainting the air and their drivers hurling abuse. Modern-day Athens was about as far from perfection as you could get.
His mobile phone rang.
Alex, is that you? For Gods sake, speak!
Niki, hi. Sorry. I didnt recognise the number. Since the terrorism case, Mavros had been cautious about identifying himself. He suspected that his phones were still being monitored and he didnt want to make the security operatives lives any easier. His girlfriend Niki Glezou, unaware of that, had been growing more and more infuriated.
Ah, he speaks. Sorry, Alex. Youre right. Im at a colleagues desk.
Good morning.
Yes, I suppose it is morning for you. Youve only just got up, havent you? Are you at that revolting caf? Niki and the Fat Man had a relationship based on mutual loathing.
No, Im not. Imworking.
That sounds convincing. What are you doing? Reading the paper?
I call it researching contemporary crime trends.
She gave a sardonic laugh. Really?
Niki, are you by any chance having a bad day?
No, Im not actually. Youre in luck. Im in the city centre and Im in need of an early lunch.
Okay. He gave the name of a nearby restaurant.
Good idea. Ill be there in twenty minutes.
Mavros put his phone in the pocket of his leather jacket and retraced his steps past the ancient marketplace. He turned on to his street and passed his apartment building. At least no new graffiti had been added to the wall so far. There wasnt much room for more, given the political slogans (The Government Sucks American Dick), football supporters ribaldry (Olympiakos Do It With Pigs) and social comment (You Are What You Shop), but that didnt usually stop the spray-can artists.
The restaurant was on a narrow street that ascended from the Roman market. Breathing heavily, Mavros stopped and looked back down. The new grass in the open space below was glowing in the midday sun. The area on the northern flank of the Acropolis had gone upmarket in recent years, old houses being bought and refurbished by the Athenian elite. Some of them even had swimming-pools on their roofs, the rectangles of blue standing out like brilliant mosaic-pieces.
Mavros went into the vine-clad arbour in front of the restaurant. He and Niki had been regulars since they got together a year back. A smiling waiter ushered him to their usual table in the corner of the terrace. Mavros relaxed into a comfortable chairnone of the Fat Mans backbreaking kind hereand ordered a beer and a plate of appetisers. Before hed swallowed his first piece of octopus, he heard Nikis voice.
Beer, Alex? How much work are you going to do this afternoon? Actually, Ill have some too.
He stood up and kissed the cheek she presented. She was wearing a white blouse and short pink skirt that displayed her full figure and slim legs. Her hair, brown with blonde highlights, was as untidy as ever, and there was an unusually warm smile on her lips.
How much work are you going to do? he enquired, pouring beer into a glass for her.
Less than this morning, I hope. She dropped a leather satchel replete with files on to a chair and sat down opposite him. I spent most of the morning trying to get my superiors to agree to new community facilities in the northern suburbs for my Russian-Greek immigrants.
Successfully?
She took a long drink. I think so. Her dark brown eyes locked on to his. You know how good I am.
He nodded, smiling. At your job as a social worker, yes.
At everything, she said, pouting.
At everything, of course, Mavros said, backpedalling. Niki was often insecure and she compensated with a notorious temper. It could be useful with recalcitrant officials, but it made her unpredictable.
Shall we have some red mullet and mountain greens? Niki asked as the waiter appeared.
Mavros nodded. The fish were expensive, but they were worth it.
So, Niki said when they were alone again, has any work turned up?
I cant tell you that. Havent you ever heard of client confidentiality?
She laughed. This is Greece in case youve forgotten, you half-Scots idiot. People talk about everything here.
Mavros looked away. If anyone talked about the terrorism case hed been involved in, headsincluding hiswould roll.
All right, Alex, you dont fool me. You arent working, are you?
Mavros was fiddling with a piece of bread. He met her gaze and shrugged.
Dont you think its time you did something to justify your existence?
He raised his eyes to the sky. First the Fat Man, now Niki. Im heading that way, he mumbled.
Well, let me help you. She pulled a cardboard folder from her satchel. The Tratsou family, formerly Tratsov. Father Dmitri, mother Maria and eighteen-year-old daughter Katia. Ethnic Greeks from the former Soviet Union. I looked after them in the months after their arrivalarranged housing, medical care, you know the sort of thing.
Yes. And?
Niki speared a piece of feta with her fork. And theyre one of my success stories. Dmitri got work on the new motorwayhes an experienced foremanand Katia was doing well at school.
Mavros watched the waiter lay a platter of fish on the table. Was doing well at school?
Niki opened the folder and rummaged through it, Out of the blue, she vanished a month ago. And she hasnt been in touch since.
Why are you telling me this? he asked suspiciously.
Look at her photograph. Shes a pretty girl. Nikis face hardened. Ideal fodder for those filthy nightclub owners.
Mavros examined the image in front of him. This Katia wasnt just pretty, she was stunning. Her hair was strawberry-blonde and she had high cheekbones that gave her an exotic air. Why do you say that?
Well, its obvious, isnt it? She has a body to match her face. You can imagine how much Greek men would lust after her. Its common knowledge that the gangs lure innocent girls with offers of work that turns out to be enforced prostitution. Niki seized a fish and broke its head off. The bastards.
Im not clear why youre telling me this, Mavros said disingenuously.
Yes, you are, she said, her mouth full.
He gave up the pretence. Youre inveigling me into taking on this case.
Inveigling you? Niki said, with a laugh. Nothing could be farther from my mind. Her bare foot suddenly started working its way up his leg. Though I promise to make it worth your while if you look into where shes got to.
I dont know, he said. He never showed much interest initially to avoid people taking advantage. In this case, it looked like it was too late.
The police just added Katias name to their missing persons list and did nothing, Niki said, picking up another fish. Im not asking you to work for free. Dmitri has money. Just dont charge him your rich peoples rate.
Mavros grunted. Give me more details.
The expression of a hunter whod snared a particularly large rabbit spread over Nikis features. What a good man you are, she said, keeping her foot where it was and taking a sheet of paper from a file on the chair next to her. I wrote it all down. Address, phoneyoull find that the mother doesnt speak much Greek, but Dmitri gets by.
He recognised the postcode of a residential area north of the city centre. You wrote this in advance, he said, glaring at her. You knew I was going to say yes.
Niki bowed her head, but failed to conceal a smile.
You think you can get me to do anything. You think Im your puppet.
No, I dont. Nikis face was serious again. Katias parents are distraught. She wants to go to university. Shes not the kind to disappear and certainly not the kind to stay out of touch. Somethings very wrong here. She kicked him, not very hard. Shes vulnerable, for Christs sake. Dont you want to help?
The truth was that the familys plight had moved Mavros, even though from experience he knew the likeliest explanation was that Katia had gone off with a boyfriend. He was holding back because he always tried to avoid mixing business with his private life. The terrorism case had made him even more unwilling to do that.
All right, he said, reaching for his glass. Ill look into it. But I want you to promise that youll keep your distance. I have to do this my way.
She raised her own glass and clinked it against his. Done, Alex. Oh, therestheres one more thing.
Her reticence made him suspicious. What?
The father, Dmitri. Hes a bitwell, impulsive. Youll have to keep an eye on him.
Mavros sat back and let out a sigh. He was a sucker for people who went missing, but he knew well enough that they often did so because the ones they left behind had driven them to it. The odds were that her father had done that with the beautiful Katia.
 		   

The house on the hillside was quiet, the clamour of the city twenty-five kilometres away to the north. The wind was coming through the line of cypresses that barricaded the estate, making the tops of the trees bend like restless fingertips. Far below, the white-capped waves pushed out from the rocky coastline towards the islands in the gulf.
Very well, said Rea Chioti, turning from the bulletproof window to dismiss the nurse. Ill be over to see my husband shortly.
The woman in white tunic and blue trousers bowed her head and retreated on rubber soles.
Rea watched her go and then walked over to the large mahogany desk in the corner of the room. Before Parkinsons disease had confined Stratos to his bed, hed run the family enterprises from that desk, preferring the villa to his numerous other properties. He would go to one of the offices when business required, but he was always happier in the house hed built after their marriage in the mid-seventies, when he was fifty-five and she wasnt yet thirty.
You never thought it would come to this, did you, Strato? she said under her breath. A woman running your lifes work.
One of the phones rang, the red light flashing to show that the line was secure.
Good afternoon.
She recognised the voice and returned the greeting, not using the interlocutors name. In the early days her husband had taught her the basic tenets of security and she still applied them despite the advances in technology.
We have the targets under surveillance as instructed. The mans tone was respectful, though not as much as shed have liked. Like many of his colleagues, hed been troubled when she took over the family business, even though her ailing husband gave his blessing.
Good. Ill advise you which one to move on tomorrow.
Theyre coming? It was understood that the Father and Son were never referred to openly.
Yes, theyre coming.
One more thing. The shipment we discussed yesterday. Itll be on the street tonight.
Good. And the problem at the club?
Resolved. We brought in three Lithuanian women. Two of them can actually dance.
Rea made no reaction to her subordinates irony. She had no qualms about any of the familys operations, but she could imagine what it must be like for the women who worked in the clubs and brothels.
Make sure were not left short again, she ordered.
Ive already taken steps.
She terminated the call and moved away from the desk. Above the marble fireplace there was a portrait of one of Stratoss ancestorsa glowering warrior in a brightly coloured tunic, his belt stuffed with pistols and his long moustaches twisted. She pressed a catch at the bottom of the ornate frame and swung the painting away from the wall. Behind it was a stainless-steel door. Before she pressed out the code on the panel she caught sight of her reflection. As ever, her appearance pained her. Her auburn hair, perfectly styled, set off the smooth skin of her face, the long, straight nose and the bright red of her lips. She knew that many women in their fifties would have begged for such a face. The problem was that it wasnt her own.
The steel door opened. There it was, the most prized of her possessions. Shed bought it from a tame antiquities dealer and no one else knew about it, not even her husband. The funeral mask dated to the fifteenth century BC and it had been found in a secretly excavated Mycenaean tomb. Standing in front of the artefact at the same level, she looked into the eyes. The person they belonged to would have been alive not long before this likeness in gold had been placed over the featuresveins pulsing, eyes moving between long lashes, lips speaking honeyed words. Yes, she was sure the mask was a womans, whatever the experts might say to the contrarya woman who had seen much of life, its joy and its pain. A woman like herself.
Rea stepped back a few paces, her eyes still locked on the golden face. Its power attracted her, but at the same time she was repelled. She understood too well. There was a magical quality to the hammered metal, as if the person beneath had been a sorceress, a conqueror of men. The mask was bent and twisted, the left side out of kilter. Although the nose had been crushed in the collapsed tomb, she could see that it had been long and imperious. The ears, stylised loops, were delicate and feminine, despite the curious perspective. But it was the lips that sealed the gender for her. They were formed into a pout, but not one that was coquettishrather, it was a display of indomitable will. And they had been stitched together, the lines of threat and the puncture marks made by a master craftsman. What man would have been memorialised after death like that? A warrior was buried with his swords and spears, his strength celebrated beyond death. But a woman? As now, the female of the species had only her wits and her tongue to save her from the bestiality of men. What had this woman said, what words of love or deception had she spoken?
Rea caught her breath and steadied herself against a chair. She couldnt block out the thought that the mask hadnt only been bent out of shape by the pressure of the earth. Perhaps it represented the woman as she was before she diedin agony, her lips sewn tightly together, her features damaged by beating, the left eye bulging. What torture had she undergone before her spirit failed?
Stepping forward quickly, she slammed the safe door and pushed the painting back over it. The mask, the gold mask. She should have left it undisturbed, but that was never an option. It had too much to say to her, even though the woman it once covered had been silent for thousands of years.
Rea went back to her desk and looked at the figures her numbers men had produced. The profits made in the previous month by the familys legitimate and criminal businesses were down. But all she could think of was the mask of a woman who had remained true to herself in the face of death itself.


    




    
 			CHAPTER TWO

 		AFTER LUNCH MAVROS walked back to his flat and stretched out on the sofa. Niki had gone off to another meeting, happy that hed agreed to take on the search for the missing girl. He felt less lively. It was often like this at the beginning of a case. Before he got involved, he struggled to raise an interest. He slid the photo of the young woman from the envelope Niki had given him and examined it again. A smile, dimples under the prominent cheekbones, but more than a hint of uncertainty. Niki was right. Katia was definitely vulnerable.
He picked up the phone and dialled her home number.
Yes? came a gruff male voice.
Mr Tratsou?
Who is this? The mans Greek was fluent enough, but there was a heavy Russian accent. He sounded very tense.
My names Mavros, Alex Mavros. Your social worker Niki
Yes yes, I know who you are. This morning Niki told me you help us.
Mavros shook his head. She had set him up completely.
You are private investigator, yes? You find my Katia?
Im going to try. Can we meet?
Come to house, nine oclock. You have address?
Mavros confirmed that he did and rang off. Dmitri Tratsou hadnt given him the impression of an impulsive man, more one whose world had been shaken to the core by the disappearance of his daughter. He hoped that this wasnt going to be one of those cases that ended with him giving parents the worst kind of newsinfatuation with a grasping partner, drug addiction, prostitution. It happened often enough.
Reaching over to his jacket, he took the newspaper from the pocket and read through the story on the front page. The author Lambis Bitsos, a lanky, perpetually hungry and pornography-obsessed journalist, was a long-standing contract of his. Theyd traded information in the past, though he hadnt seen Bitsos recently. Hed kept his mouth shut about the terrorism case and the reporter hadnt been impressed.
He read on and swore under his breath. The story referred to the police commander Nikos Kriaras, now head of the organised crime division. Kriaras was another old contact, one whod provided him with several clients. Hed been deeply involved in the terrorism case too, but they were no longer in touch.
What do you know about the criminal underworld, Niko? he said to himself. Then he remembered how well-connected Kriaras was. He probably had a different gang boss round to dinner every weekend.
Feeling the weight of the food and alcohol, Mavros drifted into an uneasy doze. He found himself running after a blonde woman through dark and deserted streets, the name Katia issuing from his lips. Then she was in a building site, no workers around, the bulldozers and drilling machines motionless. And then she disappeared, as if shed been grabbed from below. He reached the edge of a pit and made out a bloody face down at the bottom, naked and still. But the hair was no longer fair, it was brown, and the skin was covered in bruises and wealts. Mavros watched in horror as the head began to move. The features were blurred, but they gradually came into focus like a photographic image being fixed in the tray. It was his brother Andoniss face, a soft smile on his lips.
Mavros woke with a start, his whole body taut. In recent months Andonis had been more distant, but suddenly he was back. He had to do something about it. There was only one person who could help. Grabbing his jacket and phone, he headed for the door.
The nearby square was packed with people, the building works at the underground station making the chaos even worse than usual. Souvenir shop owners were touting the new seasons wares. Mavros wiped his brow. There were still a couple of weeks to Easter and it was already hot in the city.
As he moved up the steep slope towards his mothers apartment building, he felt his calves complain. She lived on the side of the inner citys highest hill, but she was all rightshe took taxis everywhere. He walked to keep fit, and because two-and four-wheeled transport was more trouble than it was worth in Athens. That policy had its drawbacks, one being that he never felt like going anywhere after a large lunch. He stopped to catch his breath in the open space of a square with a Roman reservoir. Boys playing football had hung their jackets on the statue of a poet, giving him the look of an overdressed tramp.
Mavros normally used the stairs, but this time he succumbed and took the lift to his mothers apartment on the sixth floor.
Its me, he said, knocking on the door. He had a key, but he knew she would have the chain on.
Alex. Dorothy Cochrane-Mavrou leaned forward and kissed her second son. You should have rung. Im on my way out.
Oh.
Its all right, dear, you can come in for a minute. Dorothy looked at him. Is something wrong?
No, nothing, he said, following her in. She was wearing a smart woollen suit, a string of pearls round her neck. I cant stay long anyway. Where are you going?
To a book launch. Although shed been in Greece since the late-forties, Dorothys accent retained a Scottish burr. After her husbands death in 1967, shed built up her own publishing company.
You look great, Mother.
Och, Im fading and you know it. White hair and a limp. I feel like an old granny.
You are an old granny, he said, sitting down at the end of the sofa nearest the bookcase with the family photos.
Dorothy laughed. Thank you, my son. Though I have no grandchildren from you. Hows Niki?
God, Mother, dont put any pressure on me, will you? Nikis all right. I had lunch with her today.
Im glad you two seem to be getting on better these days.
Yeah, well, he said, remembering the problems theyd been through. Maybe things will work out. I dont know.
You sound pessimistic, Dorothy said, sitting down beside him. Dont be.
Mavros had turned to the black-and-white photoshis father Spyros with his thick moustache and penetrating gaze; the youthful Andonis smiling as he had so often. I didnt inherit that from either of them, did I?
His mother took his hand. They both had their dark times, Spyros especially. But he got over them. She nudged him. At the risk of repeating myself for the thousandth time, you have to let Andonis go. Youve been looking for him since you came back from university and its ruining your life.
Mavros swallowed hard. Searching for him has made me what I am.
I know, Alex. And youre very good at finding people. But now you have to concentrate on those you can help. Andonis isnt coming back. Her voice broke as she spoke the last sentence, but she gave a brave smile. Over the years, she and Mavross sister Anna had come to terms with the disappearance. Only he had kept fighting it.
Mavros thought back to the dream hed had of Andonis. It seemed he couldnt even read a newspaper story without seeing his long-lost brother. I know, Mother, he said, blinking. Im going to let go. I cantI cant hold on to him any longer. He was expecting Andonis to appear again, but this time there was nothing. He wondered if, by making the resolution, hed finally sent him into the void.
Dorothy squeezed his hand and they sat in silence for a while.
I must be going, Alex, she said gently, looking at her watch.
Right. Mavros got up and helped her to her feet.
Are you sure youre all right, dear?
Im fine. And, in truth, he was. He felt better than he had for a long time. But he didnt risk a last look at the family photographs.
 		   

Damis Naskos, his pumped-up biceps sheathed in a dark suit jacket and his short brown hair spiked with gel, tightened the lace of his shoe and stood up. He was in a room at the rear of the Silver Lady Club on the coast road with the other security personnel, as they were called ironically by Lakis the Boss. Bouncers was what they were. Not that Lakis was much better. He was only a low-level arselicker who answered to the club manager Mr Ricardo, a hard man with no hair but plenty of attitude. Even though the Chiotis family controlled eleven other clubs and thirty-seven bars, Mr Ricardo reckoned he was something really special. Damis never got more than a scowl from him.
Have you seen the new girls? asked Yannis the Driver. He chauffeured Lakis around when there were drugs to be offloaded. One of thems got an amazin pair of jugs on her. They say shes from Lithuania. Ive never had one of them.
Damis shrugged. Me neither. I had a Latvian once.
What the fucks a Latvian? Yannis burst into raucous laughter. You sure she wasnt one of those slags from the Ukraine in disguise?
Yeah, those stinking cows get everywhere, put in Peasant Panos, dropping the knuckle-duster hed been polishing into his jacket pocket. One of them gave me a terrible dose of
Gentlemen, that will do, Lakis the Boss interrupted, his greased-back hair gleaming in the strong light. He surveyed them with an icy smile. Our customers will be arriving shortly. Get to work.
The three of them nodded obediently. Damis followed the others out, straightening his tie. Panos, a country boy from the wilds of central Greece with less brain power than an ox, was always first on any jobnot because he wanted to impress the Boss, but because he enjoyed putting himself about. Yannis the Driver, on the other hand, was very keen on showing the Boss how smart he was. Damis let them take the lead. Hed been keeping his head down, making sure he was well set.
Evening, ladies, Yannis called to the gaggle of scantily dressed dancers on the Silver Ladys stage. Although the lighting and the music systems were top-quality, the tables and chairs were flimsy, recycled from one of the familys other clubs that had been burned out in the last turf wars.
The women ignored them. Not that Yannis and Panos cared. The bouncers were assigned a dancer at the end of each night unless a customer took priority. When that happened, there were always plenty of hookers whod oblige for free. Most were from the old Eastern Block, illegals who had no choice about what they did. Damis felt sorry for them. Hed often seen them dabbing away tears and he was sure that, given the chance, theyd go back home like a shot. But hed been careful never to make his sympathy obvious.
He took up his position by the door, under the five-times lifesize figure of the naked silver woman. The family must have paid off plenty of local officials for her. Yannis was at the end of the red carpet and Panos was out in the car park. There werent many punters around yet. It was early, but Lakis the Boss liked to get them out as soon as the doors were open. Just in case any rival headbangers had a go.
He slid a hand round his back and checked that the automatic pistol was in position. Hed never had to fire it yet, but hed pulled it out a few times. The way things were goingthe families kidnapping each others men and beating the shit out of them, then dumping them in the open to make a pointhe didnt think it would be long till he had to use his firearms skills. He just hoped the action wouldnt get too hot before he had a chance to better himself. Then again, maybe a good bit of inter-gang violence would be the thing to put him in the spotlight.
Damis watched as Panos ushered a car into a parking space with exaggerated arm movements. The fool looked like he was herding goats back home in the mountains. Screw Lakis, Damis thought, and screw Ricardo. The family was what counted. They were the key to everything, Stratos Chiotis and his cold-eyed looker of a wife Rea. Now that the old man was nothing but a bedridden wreck, the wife was in charge. Since there were no siblings or children and the other relatives were working in the legitimate businesses, she was the one for him. But in the nine months hed been a bouncer and general provider of muscle, hed only seen the woman a couple of times when she came to inspect the operation. He had to find a way of getting to her.
Are you concentrating? Lakiss voice was low, his breath a mixture of cigarettes and mouthwash. I wouldnt like to think any man of mine let his mind wander.
Im concentrating, Boss, Damis replied, sounding as keen as he could.
Good. Lakis moved his mouth closer. Because Ive been watching you and I dont like everything I see.
Damis kept his eyes on the customers who were being greeted by Yannis. You can depend on me, he said between his teeth.
Make sure I can. The Boss went back inside.
For a few seconds Damis thought hed blown it.
No chance, he told himself. He was far too good for that.
 		   

 Mavros walked down the slope and took the number eight trolley-bus from outside the universitys illuminated facade. The roads were packed, as was the trolley. The shops were open late and people were stocking up for Eastergifts for relatives back home in the provinces, new clothes for themselves and their kids, anything to display how prosperous they were. It was natural that an atheist like Mavros would dislike Easter, but the religious ceremonies werent what got him down. He found the build-up to the explosions of grief and joy on the big weekend quite moving, at least from a distance. The pretext that the occasion gave the faithful to show off was what he despised.
He got off halfway up the incline of Alexandhras Avenue, helping off an old woman weighed down with plastic bags.
Bless you, my boy, she said with a toothless grin. May your family have joy of you.
He smiled back at her, wondering how much joy he gave Dorothy and his sister Anna. His mother had never really come to terms with the job he had chosen, even though she knew that the urge to find Andonis was behind it. And Anna? In recent years theyd got closer, but for a long time hed resented the happy life shed made for herself with her husband and children, as if Andoniss disappearance was no longer important. No doubt shed approve of his decision to give up on their brother.
Crossing the wide thoroughfare at the lights, Mavros walked into a grid of narrow streets. The area of Gyzi lay back from the avenue on a slope that steepened rapidly. There were flights of steps between some levels, cars and motorbikes parked precariously. What struck him most was the compressed nature of the place. Streetlights lit the lower levels of the apartment blocks, but the upper floors loomed over him. He felt like a traveller fighting through a dense forest of monstrous stone trees. People shrank into insignificance, their presence marked more by the vehicles they drove than by their own physical substance. He was in a realm of shadows, a set from a German Expressionist film that used skewed angles and perspectives to hint at mankinds twisted heart.
The noise emanating from a bar on the corner ahead dispelled the fanciful thoughts. Motorbikes were blocking the pavement, their riders lounging against graffiti-covered walls. The drinking-holes name, Bonzos, was proclaimed by a crudely painted sign. Mavros stepped on to the road to get past, smiling as he recognised the music. One of the leatherclad youths attempted a tough guys stare as he approached.
Something funny?
Mavros locked eyes with him. I was listening to Led Zeppelin when you were at your mothers tit, my friend.
There was a pause as the guy glanced at his companions, and they started to laugh.
Looking forward to collecting your pension then, are you, Grandad? one of them asked. Youre wearing a wig, arent you?
Mavros walked on, the smile still playing on his lips. They looked pretty harmless and theyd soon find out that life wasnt all guitar solos and power riffs. There wasnt any point in spoiling their fun. Besides, they outnumbered him four to one.
Crossing the road, he found the street door of the missing girls block and rang the bell marked Tratsou. He spoke his name into the microphone when the fathers voice came through and walked into the unlit hall after the lock disengaged automatically.
Second floor, the Russian-Greek shouted down the stairwell. The lift doesnt work.
Mavros went up and was met by a stocky figure with a thick beard.
Idiot caretaker, the man said. Soon building will fall down.
Mavros looked around the dingy landing. At least youre not in a tent any more. Hed seen from Nikis file that the family spent their first two months in Greece in a reception centre with limited facilities. He took the hand that was extended and felt its strong grip.
You are investigator, eh? Tratsou said sceptically, running an eye over him. You look like pop star.
Mavros shrugged. You look like a gorilla, but I dont mind.
There was a pause and then the man laughed, but only briefly. You find my Katia, I give you everything I have.
Mavros heard the longing in his voice. The burly construction worker was struggling to keep a grip on his emotions. Ill do everything I can, Mr Tratsou.
You call me Dmitri, the Russian-Greek said, leading him to the open door of his apartment. I call you Alex, yes?
A pale, thin woman came down the stuffy corridor, wiping her hands on a cloth. She looked at Mavros beseechingly, her eyes red and damp. A stream of indistinguishable sounds came from her chapped lips.  
This my wife Maria, Tratsou said, saying a few words in Russian. I tell her you find Katia.
Mavros touched her arm and smiled. She bowed her head as if she was praying.
Come, Alex, we can talk in here. Tratsou led him into a sitting-room that was even hotter than the hallway. The walls were hung with icons and photographs of elderly men and women. Maria, she remembers the old country and the family we leave behind. Me, I love Greece and I want to get rich. This not possible in former Soviet Union.
Unless youre a businessman. Mavros accepted a glass of tea from the woman, who gave him another imploring look. Or a criminal.
And I am not, Dmitri said, signalling to his wife to leave.
Mavros nodded. Youre working on the new motorway from the airport, arent you?
Dmitri slurped his tea. Thats right.
How did you get the job?
The Russian-Greek raised his shoulders. Friend of a friend.
You mean someone else from the former Soviet Union?
No, Alex, I mean my social worker, your Niki. He gave a restrained laugh. She made introduction to boss. I have experience, I know what I do.
They just found a body up there, didnt they?
About a kilometre from my site. Dmitri ran his stubby fingers through his beard. I thought I get away from such things when I leave Soviet Union, but no, they are everywhere.
They are everywhere, Mavros agreed. Hed been wondering if his new client could have any connection with the Russian gangs whod been building up their presence in Greece. There might be a link there with his daughters disappearance.
The bearded man leaned forward on the sofa, his hands on his knees. So, how we find my Katia?
We start by you giving me as much information as you can about your daughter and everyone she came into contact with. Friends, relatives, teachers, people she spoke to in the local shopsit doesnt matter how insignificant. Its a pity your wife doesnt speak Greek. Id like to hear what she has to say.
The Russian-Greek met his gaze. Maria is good woman. She tell me everything. I not hide anything from you.
Im sure you wont, Dmitri. Heres what I want you to do. Write down the names of the people Katia knows and any phone numbers and addresses. Ill go through it with you later.
What you going to do?
I want to see Katias room. No, you stay here. I prefer to go on my own, if thats all right. Which one is it?
Dmitri got to his feet. First on left. I tell Maria what you do.
Mavros watched from the corridor as the Russian-Greek comforted his wife, who was weeping and wringing her hands. Mavros knew he was intruding, but it was important to examine the room alone. Hed often found that he learned more about a person from the space they lived in than from the people they lived with.
But how much would he discover about the young woman a month after shed last been there?
 		   * * *

During the afternoon, the Father and Son packed their gear into the BMW in the garage beneath the house. It was a typical mid-nineteenth-century merchants mansion. The tall white walls were pierced by narrow windows, those on the lower floors barred, and the red-tiled roof steeply pitched. The balconies on the top floor sat on stone supports. Storks were nesting on one of the chimneys, but they didnt cause a problem. The old man had installed central heating when he bought the house fifteen years earlier. At the same time hed cleared out the disused storeroom in the basement and converted it into a garage. That enabled them to keep the car off the street, as well as giving them privacy when it came to loading and unloading.
The Son prepared a meal before the long drive, standing at the marble sink to clean salad vegetables. The Father was at the window that looked out across the lake. He was smoking a strong-smelling cigarette.
Youve packed your tools? the Son asked over his shoulder.
You really think Im going senile, dont you, boy?
The Son laughed softly. Like it or not, youre getting old.
The Father stared out over the lakes now placid water. The mountains beyond it were shimmering in the sunlight, the watercourses and stone chutes cutting into their sides like wounds. There are still things I can do better than you.
You think so? the Son said under his breath. We need to eat. He carried a cabbage and carrot salad to the table where he had already set out bread, cheese and olives. He watched as the old man stepped across the wooden boards, his gait stiffer than it used to be.
Whats this? the Father demanded as he sat down. Rabbit food? Your mother always gave me meat.
Even during Lent?
The Fathers hand came down hard on the tabletop. Yes, even during Lent. Your mother always gave me what I wanted.
That was why she always looked old, the Son thought. The bastard had treated her like a slave with his shouts and slaps. Not that it mattered. The Son had never cared for his mother. Hed never cared for anyone. That was the legacy of the Father.
Wipe that stupid smile off your face, the old man said, tearing a piece of bread apart. Tell me what she said. In detail, you hear? I put you in charge of communicating with the employer so that I could concentrate on my handiwork, not so you could keep things from me.
Your handiwork, thought the Son. Why cant you call it by its real name? You know how it works, he said, when hed finished chewing. We go down to Athens and wait for them to contact us.
Dont play games, the Father growled. She told you what kind of job its going to be.
The Son nodded. You heard the news, didnt you? That body they found on the motorway site was one of the familys people. The opposition beat the man to death, no doubt after extracting every useful piece of information from him.
So we reciprocate on the familys behalf. The Father finished eating and lit another cigarette, exhaling across the table. I take it well be paid the normal rate.
Of course. The Son waved the smoke away. And there may be more work in the offing.
Why didnt you tell me that before? the Father asked with a glare. Ill need extra clothes.
There are plenty of clothes shops in Athens, old fool, the Son thought. I wanted to keep it for a surprise. And now youve made me blab it out.
The Father gave a bitter laugh. Havent you learned, boy? No one can keep secrets from me.
The Son got up and started collecting the plates. What the old man said had always been true. Silence was not an option when he went to work on people. But the Father wasnt the only expert. It was time the younger generation prevailed. Maybe this trip to Athens would give him the opportunity hed been waiting for.
He turned on the tap and ran water over the plates, his eyes fixed on the magnetic strip hed attached to the wall a few days before. Five stainless steel knives were glistening in the light from the shadeless bulb, their edges honed.
 		   

Closing the door behind him, Mavros looked around the small bedroom. As he did, he tried to project himself into the mind of its occupant. It seemed that Katia was a typical high-school student. The walls were covered with posters of popular actresses and singers, the bedspread adorned with pink hearts. There were photos of girls and boys, probably school-friends, pinned to a board. He took some. Her desk was piled high with school texts and exercise books, arranged more tidily than most teenagers managed. There was no computer, so Katia hadnt been involved with any suspicious chat-rooms, at least not from home. The only other pieces of furniture were a cheap wardrobe and a matching chest of drawers.
He sat down at the desk and flicked through the school books. Most were heavily annotated, with no doodles. It looked like she was a keen pupil, as Niki said. The drawers contained nothing except stationery and old texts. He got up and pulled open the drawers of the chest. Nothing except clothes, all neatly folded. The wardrobe was filled with surprisingly good quality dresses and coats. Her father hadnt stinted on her appearance and it seemed that she hadnt taken much with her.
Mavros sat down on the bed and ran his eye around the room again. There was a small icon on the wall, her mothers doing, he was sure. It was almost covered by a purple scarf that hung from a hook above. On the chest stood a small music centre, a pile of Greek pop CDs beside it. It could have been the room of any Athenian schoolgirl. Katia had apparently taken steps to shake off her Russian background and conform to her new homelands standards. But there was something missing. He couldnt grasp the personality of the young woman.
He stood in the middle of the room and tried to think like an eighteen year old. There must be a hiding place, somewhere that Katia kept her secret possessionsthe makeup her father wouldnt approve of, the flashy jewellery shed have bought herself and, if Mavros was lucky, the letters written to her by boys. It was impossible that such a stunning young woman wouldnt have had admirers. But where was the hiding place? The space beneath the bed was taken up by empty suitcases and the bottom of the wardrobe contained only a rack of shoes, all of them packed with newspaper to keep their shape. He took the stuffing out of a couple of shoes and there it wasevidence that Katia was a normal young woman. The lipstick and mascara were wrapped in plastic bags, as were a pair of earrings and a silver bracelet. But she hadnt taken them with her. It seemed that shed left unprepared. Did that mean she hadnt gone willingly?
He heard movement outside and put his finds back, not wishing to alarm the parents with that idea.
Dmitris head appeared round the door. You find anything?
Mavros shook his head. Your daughter is very tidy.
My wife is very tidy. I ask her if she find anything strange in here and she say no.
They went back into the main room. Dmitri presented him with a list of names in surprisingly good writing.
My grandfather teach me Greek letters when I was boy, he said.
Thats a help. Mavros took out the photos hed removed from Katias pin board. Tell me, does your daughter have a boyfriend?
The Russian-Greek averted his eyes. No.
You dont expect me to believe that a pretty girl like Katia didnt attract the attention of the boys in her class.
What you saying? Dmitri said angrily. My daughter is slut?
Calm down, Mavros said, opening his arms. Im trying to find her and I can only do that if you help me.
All right. There was a boya young man. But not any more.
Mavros saw that that bearded man was reluctant to speak further. What happened, Dmitri?
He was bad for her. I tell him to go away.
When was this?
About two months ago.
Mavros looked at the list. Is he on here?
No.
What was his name?
Katia is not with him, I am sure. She promise me.
Okay, but you can see I have to talk to him.
The Russian-Greek didnt look convinced. His first name is Sifis. I dont know the other.
Was he at school with her?
No. Older. Maybe twenty-five. That was problem for me.
Mavros pointed to the photos hed spread out on the coffee table. Is he there?
Dmitri touched one of the prints. It showed a handsome young man with long hair and a carefully trimmed goatee beard. He was sitting on a motorbike.
Where did Katia meet this Sifis?
Dmitri got up and went to the window. Down there, at the bar. She never go in, I tell her not to, but this bastard, he see her passing when she come back from evening classes.
Have you seen him since Katia disappeared?
He not come round here any more.
Mavros heard the certainty in his voice. What did you do? he asked in a low voice. Dont worry, I wont run to the police.
Nothing bad. I just tell him what will happen if he see Katia again. He believe me. The Russian-Greek smiled briefly. His motorbike need to go to the repair shop.
Have you been down to the bar asking for him?
Yes. They not tell me anything. But, Alex, listen to me. Katia cannot be with this fool. She swear to me she want university, not boyfriend from bar. She swear to me.
All right. You dont know where Sifis lives?
No. Is lazy bastard who does not work. Katia know that. She will not be with him.
Mavros went over to the window and looked down at Bonzos. The young men he had spoken to were still hanging around on the corner. Did you tell the police about Sifis when you reported Katias disappearance?
The Russian-Greek grunted. Greek police? Worse than Soviet pigs. They treat us like criminals. Dont give shit about Katia. They do nothing to find her.
Mavros knew he was right. Thousands of people went missing every year in the city and the police had other priorities, especially if the subject was over eighteen like Katia. It was also the case that repatriated Greeks were often viewed as second-class citizens.
Here, Dmitri said, have a vodka. His wife had brought in a bottle.
Mavros accepted a glass and knocked it against his hosts. Good health.
And to my daughter. The sturdy mans voice broke.
Mavros gave him time to calm himself. What did Katia have with her on the day she didnt come home?
I write this down also. Dmitri turned over the piece of paper. Normal clothes. Jeans, pink blouse, yellow anorak. And satchel. She go straight to evening class after school, Friday March twenty-second.
Mavros pointed to a city centre address. At this place?
Yes. They say she was at lesson normally. And other students see her leave.
Mavros would be checking that. Does she have a mobile phone?
Yes, I gave her last Christmas and she always take with her. I try every day, but is always switched off.
Tell me about Katia. I havent got much of an impression of her so far. He glanced at the list. She doesnt seem to have many friends.
No close friends, I think. Is difficult for her, coming from former Soviet Union. Dmitri shrugged. And maybe I push her too hard to study. But she wants it herself, she wants to be a doctor.
What about interests outside school? What does she do in her free time?
The Russian-Greek gave a melancholy laugh and filled their glasses again. What free time? She study, she sleep. Finish.
Mavros thought back to the bedroom. She listens to music and she has posters of pop stars on her walls.
All kids have this, yes? He raised his glass. Good health.
Mavros sat back, the vodka tingling in his throat. The missing Katia was proving to be a hard one to fathom. And now he had to ask her wounded and overprotective father if shed ever had anything to do with drugs. Sometimes he wished he was in another line of work.
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