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With gratitude to orthopedic surgeon Ronald Tietjen,
 who gave this writer a better leg to stand on




Chapter One

“This is the Basilica of Santa Maria di Collemaggio, one of the finest in all of Abruzzo. Here you will see two works by the artist Giovanni di Paolo, a fifteenth-century painter who was fond of scenes of the Resurrection. His work is often grisly—much blood and gore. But the subject matter aside, he was quite good.” The speaker was Flavio Simone of Great Art, Humble Places. Simone was younger than I’d expected, although I don’t know why I’d assumed a tour guide would be older. He was dressed in a rumpled green corduroy sports jacket, a yellow shirt that also was in need of pressing, a skinny green tie, and wrinkled chino pants. Obviously an iron would have been a welcome and useful gift.

Simone stood in front of the wooden door of the church, a square building with a façade of pink and white stone, complemented by three Romanesque portals, each beneath a rose window. To the right was a short, round turret that was attached to the corner of the building, looking as if  someone had taken it from a castle and set it down there but forgotten to get its match to put on the other side.

“This church was founded by an aging hermit named Pietro Angeleri at the end of the thirteenth century to celebrate the miraculous appearance of the Virgin Mary. Angeleri eventually became Pope, despite not wanting to be, and was imprisoned by the succeeding pontiff, Pope Boniface VIII, in a castle at Fumone until he died at the age of eighty-one. His body was returned to his church in L’Aquila, where he was canonized as Saint Celestine and buried in a Renaissance tomb within the church.”

Simone stepped away from the door to allow another tour group to enter. The church had been heavily damaged in the 2009 earthquake, he’d explained, and for safety’s sake—ours and the building’s—only one group was being let in at a time.

It was a beautiful time of year to be in Italy, after the throngs of tourists had returned home and while the weather still cooperated with mild, sunny days and just the hint of a chill at night. I’d decided at the last minute to take this vacation, my choice aided by Cabot Cove’s leading travel agent, Susan Shevlin, who came up with a reasonably priced package that wouldn’t break my budget but wouldn’t skip on amenities either. She’d booked me at the Hotel Splendide Royal, where I’d stayed the last time I’d visited Rome. The former nineteenth-century palace had been renovated into one of the city’s most handsome Baroque buildings, and was situated in the center of the city and only a short stroll to the famous Via Veneto and Villa Borghese.

It had been a pleasant, on-time flight to Rome. The full  Northern Italian meal was tasty, accompanied by a selection of wines specially chosen for the airline by the Italian Sommelier Association. I spent part of the flight reading a wonderful novel written and sent to me by a friend, and napped for an hour before our descent into Rome’s Leonardo da Vinci Airport (even Italy’s airport celebrates the country’s rich artistic tradition). As I walked to where I would collect my checked baggage, I stopped in a bookshop and was pleased to see that the Italian edition of my latest novel was prominently displayed, a fulfilling sight for any author.

My fellow travelers and I had been picked up the next morning by a small, sleek, modern bus with huge windows—it appeared that the entire vehicle was made of glass. Simone, who had been waiting outside my hotel, had taken my hand as I climbed the two steps inside, and the driver greeted me heartily. Seated behind him were my five traveling companions. Simone introduced us, and I took a seat next to a wiry gentleman with a head full of gray hair the consistency of a Brillo pad. He wore a gray suit, white shirt, and black tie.

“It is a pleasure to meet you,” he said, smiling. “My name is Luca Fanello. Your first time in Rome?”

“No, I’ve been here before. Do you live here?”

“Si. Yes. All my life.”

“It’s a wonderful city,” I said.

“In many ways, although there are problems, like in every large city.”

“Are you involved in the arts?” I asked.

He shook his head and smiled. “No, but it is my passion. I recently retired from the police force here in Rome. Twenty  years. But I have always had a love of great art. My colleagues sometimes teased me about it. Somehow, they don’t think that a police officer should enjoy things like art or music.”

“What a narrow-minded view.”

“It never bothered me. I always found time to visit the museums and galleries. Now that I am free to and ...”

I waited for him to finish.

“Now that I have retired and my wife is no longer alive, I have all the time in the world to indulge my passion. I understand that you are a famous American writer.”

“Well, I am a writer, murder mysteries mostly—imaginary crime, as opposed to the reality of what you must have experienced as a policeman.”

“It was interesting, but much of the time it was boring. Tell me about yourself and your writing. I always thought I would like to write a book about my experiences, but, as with most things, wanting to do something and actually doing it are too often very different things. As they say, the road to hell is paved with good intentions.”

“My late husband, Frank, often said that.”

We chatted easily for the rest of the trip, which took almost two hours. Our destination was the town of L’Aquila, where the Apennine Mountains meet the Adriatic Sea, in the Abruzzo region of Italy, approximately seventy miles east of Rome. As we approached, we passed through lush valleys, with rushing streams and medieval towns perched on terraced hills. I’d read that the Abruzzo region was prime skiing territory, and the snowcapped mountains surrounding the area gave testimony to that.

“I trust we won’t run into any witches or lupi mannari,” Fanello said casually.

“Meaning?”

“Werewolves,” he explained, laughing. “Abruzzo is known for its witches and werewolves.”

“I’d better be on the alert.”

“No need,” he said. “It is all legend. Abruzzo is a lovely part of Italy, filled with wildlife, bears, eagles . . . so many magnificent creatures. My wife and I visited often. The weather is perfect, the best in Italy, always cool and pleasant. But we don’t come to see bears or to enjoy the weather, si? We’re here to see the art.”

Simone’s description of Giovanni di Paolo’s paintings was accurate. They were certainly dramatic, and somewhat upsetting, but I recognized the skill that went into creating them. I tried to picture one of them hanging on my office wall at home and shuddered at the thought.

“There have been many earthquakes here in Abruzzo,” Simone announced as we came to our second stop, “that have done great damage to this cathedral. But there are works of art inside worth seeing. From here we will visit other smaller, beautiful churches of L’Aquila in which remarkable works by famed artists are proudly displayed.”

“Until someone steals them,” Mr. Fanello muttered to me as we entered the cathedral.

Simone had been right: There was an assortment of oil paintings that reflected the artists’ talents, but none of the names attached to the works rang a bell for me, nor did I find the paintings especially appealing. Of course, it’s unfair  for someone who doesn’t have visual artistic talent to judge the works of others who are blessed with it.

We didn’t stay long. Before we left, I asked our guide about two places on a wall where discolored rectangles indicated that paintings might have once been displayed there.

“Stolen,” he replied. “Less than a year ago. Never recovered.”

I heard a grunt behind me and turned to see Signore Fanello raise his eyebrows at me.

“How sad,” I said.

“It’s been happening with greater regularity,” Simone said. “As you can see, there is no security here in the cathedral, or in most of the churches throughout Italy. Oh, some attempts are made to secure the works to the walls, but that doesn’t deter the thieves.”

After a lunch of spicy porchetta sandwiches and, for dessert, almond marzipan sweets, enjoyed in a bustling piazza, our tour continued on to some of the dozens of L‘Aquila’s smaller churches, where works painted by Italian artists were on display. Our final stop was the Church of San Bernardino, named after another saint who’d come to L’Aquila, Saint Bernardino of Siena. He died in the town, which angered the Sienese, who never got his body back. He was honored in L’Aquila with a magnificent Renaissance church, including an imposing mausoleum sculptured by noted Abruzzese sculptor Silvestro dell’Aquila. Of all the churches we’d visited that day, this was the most impressive. Simone had saved this stop for last because it contained the finest work of art we’d seen on the tour, a large oil painting depicting a lush garden in which a seminude woman pleaded with  a huge man holding in his bloodstained, beefy hands what one could only assume was her child.

“Bellini was greatly influenced by Mantegna,” Simone informed us as we stood in front of the piece, impressed into silence by its power and form. “His most famous work was Agony in the Garden, and as you can see, this painting follows through on the garden theme. Bellini’s own influence on artists in Venice was profound, and his many students went on to success of their own.”

As he spoke, two friars in hooded cassocks entered the church. They stopped at a stone urn that held holy water and waited while a child holding her mother’s hand scooped out a handful of water and splashed it on the floor before raising a chubby hand to her face. “No. No. No,” I heard the mother say. She apologized to the men in rapid Italian, picked up the child, and hastened out of the church. The friars stood quietly, then dipped their hands in the water, crossed themselves, and slowly walked down the aisle opposite ours.

“The reason this particular work has not been displayed in museums is a debate over its true origins, whether Bellini himself painted it or whether it was his best students who did the work. The consensus is that it is the work of one of his students. As far as I’m concerned, this shouldn’t make all that much difference. Many great artists had students who contributed to finished works that bear the name of the master.”

Simone moved us up the aisle toward another painting on the opposite side of the church, where the religious brothers stood admiring a statue of the Madonna. As we  passed the urn, I noticed footprints on the floor made by someone walking through the spilled water.

“That’s funny,” I murmured.

“What’s funny?” Signore Fanello asked.

“Those footprints,” I said, pointing to the pattern that led down the aisle we were approaching. “They look like sneakers.”

“Not so unusual,” he said.

I looked up. “Yes, but the only people who walked through the water before us were those two robed friars. I guess I never thought of friars wearing sneakers.” I glanced around to see where they were. They had circled to the back of the church and one of them was locking the door. Before I could ask myself why a friar would need to lock the church, his companion whipped off his cassock, flung it to the side, and pointed a gun in our direction. He was a young man in black jeans, a black T-shirt, and running shoes, as was his accomplice. Both held out pistols, jerkily pointing them at each of the six of us and shouting in Italian words that were obviously orders of some kind. Their voices ricocheted off the church’s sacred walls as they waved us out of the center aisle and into pews. One woman on the tour began wailing and collapsed back onto the pew. In an apparent attempt to silence the crying woman, one of the gunmen shouted at her, brandishing his pistol in front of her. She managed to stifle her sobs, and instead began rapidly chanting prayers in a low, choked voice. Simone muttered, “Don’t do anything to anger them. Let them do what they came here to do.”

Moments later it was obvious what they were after. While one of them kept us huddled together at gunpoint, the other  tucked his gun in his belt and, using a crowbar he’d hidden under his clerical robe, went to work removing the Bellini painting from the wall over the altar.

“Can’t you say something to stop them?” I asked Simone.

He put his index finger to his lips and shook his head. He was right, of course. It wasn’t worth losing anyone’s life in order to rescue a painting. Still . . .

The young man holding the handgun on us kept muttering in Italian, frequently glancing back to see how his colleague was faring. The painting had obviously been firmly anchored to the wall, and I assumed that what both men were saying in Italian contained at least a modicum of four-letter words. Finally, the Bellini was freed and the crowbar-wielding young man carried the painting over to where we crowded together, afraid to move or to speak. One of the thieves barked something at Simone.

“He says no one will be hurt, and we are to keep our mouths shut to the police.”

The thief holding the canvas took a few steps toward the doors through which they’d come. At that moment—and it took everyone by surprise, including me—Mr. Fanello, who stood in front of me, reached down, drew a small revolver from an ankle holster, brought it up, and fired a single shot at the young man who held his weapon in his right hand. The shot struck him in the left shoulder. Simultaneously, he got off a shot that hit Fanello in the forehead, directly between the eyes. Blood spurted into the air as he toppled backward, crashing into me and almost causing me to fall on the woman who was praying loudly in Italian. A plume of the downed former policeman’s blood filled the air and I  raised my hand to keep it from hitting me. I locked eyes with the wounded art thief, who appeared to be in shock. He hadn’t moved; his dark eyes were filled with surprise, anger, and hate. We were only two feet apart, and every detail of his dusky, youthful face registered with me—one eye, his left, was slightly lower than his right and the eyelid drooped a bit; he had a tiny scar, which looked fresh, on his right cheek; his prominent nose was somewhat crooked; soft black curls fell over his narrow forehead.

He raised his gun and pointed it at me. His hand trembled and my eyes followed the movement of the muzzle as it shifted back and forth across my face. I heard him cock the hammer. Then a loud noise made him spin around toward the church door. His cohort with the painting had released the lock, and shouted something at him. The injured gunman took a last glance at me, turned, and stumbled up the aisle, clutching his shoulder and mumbling something that sounded distinctly threatening. I sank down onto the pew, next to the woman, who was wailing again, a dead policeman at my feet.




Chapter Two

A side from the wailing woman, we remained in stunned silence. I looked down at where Fanello’s body was slumped on the narrow space in front of a pew. Simone wedged past us, fell to one knee, and placed his fingertips against Fanello’s neck. He slowly shook his head and came to his feet. “He is gone,” he said solemnly, and added words in Italian that sounded like a prayer for the dead.

I moved away and sat in a pew across the aisle. I tried to catch my breath and to stop shaking. The woman, who’d now become hysterical, and an older man scrambled to leave.

“No,” Simone snapped. “We must stay and call the police.” He pulled a cell phone from a case on his belt and punched in three numbers. “No one must leave,” he repeated after completing the call. “Do not touch anything. Please, take seats and we will wait.”

In minutes we heard cars, sirens blaring, come to a  screeching halt outside the church, and four uniformed Italian police officers ran down the center aisle, followed by two men in civilian clothing who I assumed were detectives. Simone directed them to Fanello’s body. After a brief examination, the uniformed officers were ordered to seal off the church and to corral us in a pew far removed from the body. Once that had been accomplished, the detectives questioned Simone, who, replied in Italian to their inquiries and provided a summary of what had occurred. When he was finished, one of the detectives asked the remaining five of us on the tour, “Loro parlano italiano?”

The hysterical woman and the older man confirmed that they were Italian and spoke the language. The detective turned to the three of us who did not and said in good English, “I will need to question each of you separately.” He nodded at me. “Please come with me.”

He led me to the opposite side of the church and sat next to me in a pew. “Your name?”

“Jessica Fletcher.”

“Americana?”

“Yes. Si.”

“You saw what happened?”

“Unfortunately, yes.” I explained the purpose of the tour and recounted how we were admiring the Bellini painting when the two young men posing as friars or monks entered the church. I told him what had transpired leading up to the shooting of Signore Fanello, at which point he interjected—

“The victim, he was a police officer?”

“Yes, he told me that. Retired. I didn’t know that he was carrying a weapon. If he hadn’t—”

The detective shrugged and continued writing in a small notebook.

“Did you recognize either of these two young men?” he asked.

“No, of course not.”

“I thought you might have seen them loitering near the church,” he said to clarify his question.

I shook my head. “No, I never saw them before.”

“Did you see them clearly after they entered the church?”

“Yes. I mean, I clearly saw one of them right after the shooting, the one who actually did it. Mr. Fanello—he’s the victim—wounded that man before he was killed. I believe the wound was to the left shoulder.”

“I see,” he said. “Where are you staying in Italy?”

“At the Splendide Royal hotel in Rome.”

His nodded. “How long do you plan to remain in Italy?”

“I’m supposed to fly out at the end of the week.”

“We will have further questions for you tomorrow, Mrs. Fletcher.”

“That will be fine,” I said.

He asked for my contact information in the States, which I gave him.

The bus trip back to Rome was slow and sad. Little was said as we retraced our route from Abruzzo to the busy streets of Rome. After thanking Flavio Simone and receiving his apologies for the way the tour had turned out, I went directly to my suite, stripped off my clothes, and stood under the shower, washing Fanello’s blood off my skin and out of my hair but not out of my mind. Later, wrapped in the hotel robe, I fell fast asleep, visions of what I’d witnessed that day dominating my dreams.

 

 

 

I awoke with a start, the face of the young man with the gun vividly in front of me, burned into my memory. I tried to shake it, but he wouldn’t go away. I looked around the room. I had been so delighted when the pleasant young woman at the reception desk had informed me that they had upgraded me to a suite as a courtesy to my travel agent, Susan Shevlin. My rooms were tastefully decorated and furnished in sumptuous Baroque style, with colorful nuances and boiseries; the marble bath (and there was a second half bath) was twice the size of my bathroom at home. But what was most impressive was the terrace with a sweeping view of Rome and the magnificent gardens of the Villa Borghese. The gardens constitute one of the largest parks in Rome, and that had been on my list of things to do while there. I’d been especially interested in the Borghese gallery, where some of Italy’s greatest art treasures are exhibited, including magnificent sculptures by such artists as Canova and Bernini, and paintings by masters including Caravaggio, Botticelli, Rubens, and Titian.

Now I went to the terrace and sat numbly, the sweet scent of jasmine in full bloom and the lights and sounds of the street below reminding me that I was in Rome. What had started as a leisurely week’s vacation to a fabulous country and city had almost immediately turned into a nightmare. Within twenty-four hours of arriving, I’d been witness not only to the theft of a valuable painting but also to the brutal murder of a man.

I seriously considered packing and flying back to the States as soon as I could, but quickly pursuaded myself that there was nothing to be gained by abandoning the rest of my trip. It wouldn’t bring back Mr. Fanello’s life, nor would it result in the recovery of the Bellini artwork. I decided then and there to make the best of the days I had left, to try to distract myself by soaking up the splendor of Rome and its wealth of beautiful things, to give myself new images to remember and do my best to put that day’s horror show behind me.

That resolve lasted until first thing the following morning when I received a call in my suite from a man who introduced himself as Sergio Maresca, a homicide detective.

“Mrs. Fletcher, I understand that you had the misfortune yesterday of witnessing a murder.”

“ ‘Misfortune’ is the proper word, Detective.”

“My apologies for such a thing happening on your holiday, Mrs. Fletcher. I don’t wish to intrude on your time more than necessary, but it is important that I have the opportunity to interview you this morning. Do you have other plans? It won’t take more than an hour or two.”

“No, I don’t have plans. But even if I did, I would rearrange them.”

“Splendid. I will send a car to your hotel—say at nine thirty?”

“All right.”

“We will be joined by Detective Lippi from our art squad, if that is agreeable to you.”

“That will be fine,” I replied. “I’ll be in the lobby at nine thirty.”

Two polite young police officers picked me up and drove me to police headquarters, an imposing modern building that would not have been out of place in Las Vegas. I was escorted to a suite of offices and asked to wait in one of them. Minutes later, Detective Maresca came into the room, followed by Detective Lippi. Both men looked to be in their early forties; each was neatly dressed in a suit and tie and had an engaging smile. They joined me at the table.

“We know you are a celebrity, Mrs. Fletcher. Your books are very popular in our country. We are grateful you have agreed to cooperate with our investigation,” Detective Maresca said.

“Si, grazie mille,” his colleague added.

“No thanks are necessary,” I said. “I’m happy to help in any way I can.”

“We understand you had a good look at the young man who killed the former police officer.”

“Yes.”

“May we ask you to examine some photographs? I believe in the States you call them ‘mug shots.’ Perhaps you will recognize this fellow.”

“I’ll be happy to do that, Detective, although could he be from here in Rome? I assumed he was from the Abruzzo area.”

“That may be,” Maresca answered, “but it’s possible he’s a member of the gang centered here in Rome. Organized crime hires these young punks to steal art from churches. They pay them for it and then sell the art to unscrupulous collectors. The money goes right back into the drug trade.”

“I had no idea of the extent of it,” I said. “To think that money from stolen art ends up in illegal drugs is dismaying at best.”

They placed the first book in front of me and I went through hundreds of photographs. I didn’t recognize any face. I was given a second book, and then a third, but the results were the same. I was unable to identify any of the criminals in the books.

“I wish I could be more help,” I said.

“If you would give our sketch artist as detailed a description of the young man as possible, that would be useful.”

I spent the next half hour doing what he’d suggested. The artist, a young woman, slid a series of features across a computer screen, each slightly different, until I found one that most closely approximated the gunman’s eyes, nose, mouth, the shape of his jaw, and his brow. She added the scar on his right cheek and the soft black locks that had curled over his forehead. She did a remarkable job. “Perfect,” I said.

“Grazie,” she replied.

“Well,” Lippi said, “we appreciate you taking the time this morning.”

“If we happen to get lucky and apprehend the punk who did this, we’ll be asking you to return to Italy to make a positive ID,” Maresca added.

“I hadn’t thought of that,” I said.

“It will be an inconvenience, Mrs. Fletcher, but I assure you that we will make it as painless as possible. Naturally, all your expenses would be paid.”

As they walked me through the building to where a car was waiting to bring me back to the hotel, I said, “I wish I’d  never seen that young man’s face. I’m afraid it will haunt me for a long time.”

“We can’t always be in the right place at the right time,” said Lippi. “Or avoid being in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

“Unfortunately, that’s true,” I said.

Maresca excused himself and Lippi took me to the waiting police car. “We really appreciate your cooperation, Mrs. Fletcher,” he said. “Would you let me treat you to lunch as a way of saying thank you?”

“There’s absolutely no need for that,” I said, “but I do admit to now having an interest in the world of stolen art. I might even use what I’ve learned in a future book. Perhaps learning as much as I can will give me a sense of control over a situation in which I felt so terribly helpless. Yes, I’d like to join you for lunch.”

He gave me the address of a restaurant and we agreed to meet at one o’clock.

A fleet of taxis was poised outside my hotel when I came downstairs to keep our appointment. I remembered from my previous visit to Italy that the cabdrivers I’d encountered spoke little English, which had surprised me. For some reason, we Americans expect the rest of the world to speak our language, and many citizens of other nations do. I’d spent some time before leaving Cabot Cove browsing an Italian-American phrase book and had nailed down certain useful expressions.

“Voglio andare al Hosteria Romana, Via del Boccaccio, per piacere,” I said to the next driver in line in what I hoped was the proper pronunciation.

“Si, signora,” he replied, indicating that I was to get in the backseat of his cab.

Driving through Rome was as chaotic as I’d remembered, with seemingly suicidal men and women behind the wheels of their vehicles cutting one another off, horns blaring, emissions toxically clouding the air, and verbal insults being hurled at fellow drivers through open windows. My driver was no exception, and I said a silent prayer of thanks once we pulled up in front of the restaurant.

It was a charming trattoria, with a table up front laden with platters of meats, cheeses, fish, marinated vegetables, and other appetizing items designed to catch your eye and entice your palate before you were even seated. Detective Lippi, whose first name was Filippo, had already secured a table in the back and stood as the elderly waiter pulled out a chair for me.

“This is a special place in Rome,” he said when we were both seated. “It was at one time the secret headquarters of the anti-Nazi movement during the Second World War. Only the locals know it exists, so I am counting on your discretion.”

“You mean you don’t want me to tell anyone at home about it?”

“Only your closest friends, and only if you swear them to secrecy.”

It was the first time I had smiled since the nightmare of the previous day.

“Ah, I like to see that smile,” he said. “I was beginning to think it wasn’t there.”

“It’s kind of you to look for it,” I said.

As a parade of waiters brought us dish after dish of antipasti, followed by pasta, spaghetti carbonara for him and spinach ravioli for me, I grilled Lippi about art theft in Italy.

“How bad a problem is it?” I asked.

Lippi raised his eyebrows. “Huge,” he replied. “Your own FBI estimates that the international trade in stolen art is worth more than six billion dollars a year, the third most profitable criminal enterprise after drugs and weapons. Our Carabinieri Internet-accessible database lists more than a million stolen works of all kinds—paintings, sculpture, rare books, and antiquities of every description.”

“I had no idea it was that prevalent,” I said.

“Caravaggio, Degas, Cézanne, van Gogh, Monet, Picasso—paintings by all the masters have been stolen in recent years,” he said. “Caravaggio’s Nativity was stolen from a church in Palermo in 1969 and is still missing. Unfortunately, despite our best efforts only a small number of stolen works have been recovered, and when they are, they invariably lead to organized crime—the Mafia here in Italy—and to international drug rings.”

“These thieves must be very skilled,” I offered. “I assume that museums and art galleries have sophisticated security systems that have to be overcome.”

“They do,” Lippi said. “The problem is that here in Italy, as you have so unfortunately discovered, many great artworks are in the hands of small churches and other less secure venues.” He smiled. “The Carabinieri art squad is the largest in the world—more than three hundred officers assigned to it—but they can only do so much. They’ve been  trying to encourage smaller repositories of art, particularly churches, to improve their security, but—”

“Do they believe that their churches are holy grounds that no one would dare defile?” I asked.

“Precisely,” Lippi replied. “The fact is that theft from churches is six times what it is from museums, and seven times that of galleries.”

The subject changed as we worked our way through the various culinary courses, but we returned to theft in the art world during dessert, a sinfully delicious and fattening pistachio crème brûlée.

“This has been quite an education,” I said.

“You think you’ve learned enough to use in one of your books?” Lippi asked.

“I do, but I may need to consult you again when I have a question,” I replied.

“If I can be of any assistance, you have only to ask,” he said.

“You’ve already been enormously helpful,” I said, “pointing my thoughts in a different direction.”

We exchanged business cards at the end of our lunch and promised to stay in touch.

I wasn’t contacted again by the police during the remainder of my stay in Rome, for which I was grateful. On the one hand, I was anxious to see the young man who had murdered Mr. Fanello brought to justice and would have happily provided identification if it came to that. But I had a suspicion after speaking with the two detectives that finding and arresting him would be nearly impossible, which meant it  was highly doubtful that I would be called upon to help them make a case.

I spent the rest of my week in Rome haunting galleries large and small and taking in as many major museums as I could fit in. It was a bittersweet couple of days, and I breathed a sigh of relief when I climbed on the Alitalia jet to return home. That young man’s face kept popping up at odd hours, sometimes replacing a portrait on a museum wall, other times coming out of the blue. I hoped that being back in my own home in Cabot Cove would serve to erase his face forever.
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