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Challenges are what make life interesting; overcoming them is what        makes life meaningful.


Joshua J. Marine


 


 


To be yourself in a world that is constantly trying to make you something else is the greatest accomplishment.


Ralph Waldo Emerson
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CHAPTER ONE

   
Heinrich Muller hated it when work interfered with pleasure, especially when it happened at the high point of his collecting year—the annual Big Apple Collectors Fair. 
 Celebrating its fifteenth year, the Big Apple Collectors Fair was bigger than any other collectors fair in the country except for the one in Los Angeles, but they were a bunch of West Coast pussies and didn’t count. The fair took place in a huge convention center in Yonkers, with a giant main floor filled with stalls. It made for a small, temporary town of collectibles and memorabilia. More stalls were crammed in the wide gallery that encircled the main floor. 
 Heinrich was there on a group outing with the local chapter of the Old Farts Who Love Old Tunes group. The Old Farts collected the oldest music they could find. A record that ran on 33 or 45 RPM was too new, and don’t even talk about CDs. It had to be a 78 or nothing at all. Some of the richer members even collected Edison cylinder recordings dating back to the 1880s. With the money from one of his recent cases, Heinrich had bought himself a fine Edison cylinder player from the 1890s, in perfect working order. In the deal, he’d gotten some scarce jazz recordings from the turn of the century. Now he was on the prowl for some more cylinders, plus any choice 78s he could find. 
 It was proving harder than it should have been. The organizers hadn’t clustered the vendors by type of collectible. This was partly because many vendors sold a variety of stuff, making their stalls look like a high-end yard sale, and partly because the organizers wanted everything jumbled together, knowing that most collectors had more than one obsession or might buy gifts for their friends. 
 It worked. Heinrich had just picked up a classic Airfix model of a British World War Two Spitfire. 
 “I didn’t know you did modeling,” said Neil Balfort, an attorney with a taste for old ethnographic recordings. 
 “It’s for Jan. I got him into making models to teach him patience.” 
 “You sure he isn’t sniffing the glue?” Neil asked. 
 “The staff at the halfway house lets him do the models only under close supervision. They lock up the glue when he’s done.” 
 “Smart move,” said Thornton Bell, a violinist with the New York Philharmonic. The man had an eagle eye for choice classical and opera 78s and already toted a big stack under his arm. “Couldn’t you just get him any old model instead of plunking down fifty bucks for a kit as old as you are?” 
 “I’m hoping he’ll catch the collecting bug.” 
 “Hanging out with you, he probably will,” Thornton chuckled. 
 They strolled along the aisle, glancing to their left and right at all the vintage toys, eighteenth-century books, Shaker furniture, and baseball cards. The crowd was big that day. Mostly guys, of course, and mostly middle-aged like they were. The other two members with them were Jordan Carter, a beefy, greying African-American who was the richest guy in the group, and Avram Davidson, a forty-something municipal bureaucrat. He was new to collecting and his eyes were as wide as a teen’s in a porno shop. 
 “Damn, look at all this stuff!” he kept saying. 
 A table selling gramophones grabbed their attention. Each of them already had one or more of the old 78 RPM players, but they stopped anyway to admire the delicate Japanese-style painting on the horn of a circa 1910 Edison phonograph, and the fine preservation of a rare 1902 Victor Model R. That model had a plain, undersized oak casing and a simple brass horn. When it came out, it had been intended as a budget model. However, the run was so limited, it had become the most expensive machine on the table. 
 “Hey, Heinrich,” Neil called from another table. “Isn’t this the 1960s Barbie you were looking for?” 
 He held up an impossibly proportioned doll with an impossibly high price tag. 
 “Shut up,” Heinrich said. 
 Neil chuckled. 
 “Got any 78s or cylinders to go with those players?” Jordan asked the dealer. 
 The old man behind the table shook his head. “Feller came along about an hour ago and cleaned me out.” 
 “Just our luck,” Heinrich grumbled. 
 They moved on. 
 “Hey Heinrich,” Neil called in a loud voice. “Isn’t this the Shaun Cassidy single you were looking for? He was a real heartthrob back when you were a teenybopper.” 
 A passerby carrying a collection of lead soldiers gave Heinrich a disgusted look. 
 “Can it, Neil.” 
 The lawyer snickered. 
 A few minutes later they struck pay dirt at a stand piled high with 78s. They dove in like a half dozen birds of prey. Within ten minutes they all had several records under their arms and the vendor was a few hundred dollars richer. 
 “I can’t believe he had Malinowski’s original recordings from the Trobriand Islands!” Neil exclaimed. “These are some of the first ethnographic recordings ever made, and still some of the best.” 
 “And a complete run of Ernest Hogan,” Jordan said with pride as he examined his purchases. 
 “I thought you had all his stuff in cylinder,” Avram said. 
 “Yeah, but it’s better to preserve those and play the vinyl,” Jordan replied. 
 Avram nodded. “You think I paid too much for this Vladimir Kastorsky?” 
 “Nah. It’s in near mint condition and the coloring on the logo is well preserved,” Thornton told the newbie as he pointed to a golden cupid on the center of the record. 
 “He was one of the best Russian bass singers ever,” Avram said with a sigh. 
 “It’s worth paying a bit more for something you like,” Heinrich said. 
 Just then Heinrich saw something he liked. A dusky woman with soft brown eyes and raven black hair down to her shoulders. She looked to be in her late thirties, so not out of the market for an athletic guy in his forties like himself. Her dress was conservative, a plain black knee-length skirt and red top on her petite but fit frame. The woman walked quickly down the aisle, her eyes darting every which way, obviously looking for something specific. She stopped a little past them at a stand with a bunch of statuettes that looked like they were from ancient Greece. 
 Heinrich broke away from the pack and went over to the stand. The woman was picking up the statuettes one by one and checking them with an expert eye. Heinrich could tell a pro when he saw one. The look was the same no matter what the collectible. 
 “Fascinating stuff,” Heinrich said. “I wish I knew more about archaeology.” 
 The woman nodded but didn’t reply. She picked up a little bronze figure of a nude woman. 
 “Aphrodite?” he asked. 
 “Yes. She’s in her Uranian aspect. You can see from the globe she stands on,” the woman said in an accent that marked her as a native New Yorker. 
 “Interesting. And what were her characteristics in that aspect?” 
 The woman looked equal parts annoyed by the distraction and eager to share her enthusiasm. It was easy to rope a collector into a conversation. He only wished more chicks came to fairs like this. 
 “The ancient Greeks believed that Aphrodite had two aspects. The more common one we tend to think of today is the goddess of earthly love. The Uranian aspect was more celestial and symbolized a more elevated form of love. Unlike with most Greek deities, her worshippers did not offer her libations of wine, and her priestesses took vows of chastity.” 
 “Oh, I see,” Heinrich said, although he didn’t. Why worship the goddess of sex if you couldn’t get any? 
 “Hey, Heinrich! Isn’t this the German-made 1920s porcelain Kewpie doll you were looking for?” 
 Neil waved an annoyingly cute yet priceless doll over his head while the nervous vendor tried to snatch it from his hands. 
 “Jackass,” Heinrich shot back. He turned to the woman. “That was a joke. I collect old music. So, you collect antiquities?” 
 “Of course not!” the woman snapped, and walked off. 
 Heinrich blinked. What had he said wrong? 
 A chorus of chuckles came from the guys. 
 “Heinrich’s having his usual good luck with women,” Jordan said. 
 “Fuck you and fuck the rest of you. Especially you, Neil.” 
 “You sure you don’t want the Kewpie doll?” 
 “Maybe there’s some vintage porn around here somewhere,” Avram said. “That will cheer him up.” 
 Heinrich shook his head in frustration. It wasn’t the ribbing he was getting from the guys; that was par for the course. It was the bluntness of yet another rejection. 
 Why? He was a decent-looking guy, he made a good living, and he was in great shape from all the boxing and working out he did. Plus he was capable of giving a woman multiple orgasms on the rare opportunities he was given the chance. 
 So why was he always missing out? Every one of these jokers was married. Neil had been married three times. Why couldn’t he, Heinrich, get a woman? 
 After a minute, he shrugged it off. The brush off was too common for him to dwell on it for long. The guys had already tired of the game and were busy scouring the stalls for vinyl sides. Some of the tables that held a variety of antiques had one or two 78s. These were the best finds because the vendors weren’t specialists and didn’t know their real value. A few minutes later, a bargain on a near-mint-condition Leroy Smith from 1928 cheered up Heinrich. Only ten bucks? That was some serious bragging rights! 
 A lone 78 among a bunch of bric-a-brac drew him to another stand. He nodded to the African American man standing behind it, pulled off the sleeve, and checked the title. 
 THE FIERY CROSS 
 SUNG BY THE ALABAMA KNIGHTS OF THE KU KLUX KLAN 
 “What the fuck?” 
 Heinrich glanced at the rest of the table and saw old tin signs showing stereotypical blacks eating watermelon, an ad for a laundry soap in which a white child was dunking a black child into a washbasin and turning her white, and some postcards labeled “Gator Bait” showing crying black children being chased by alligators. Flanking the stand was a pair of lawn jockeys. 
 Heinrich looked at the black guy running the stand. He was young and tough-looking, with a camouflage jacket and a black beret. 
 “You’re selling this stuff?” 
 “None of it’s for sale.” 
 Heinrich cocked his head. Now he was doubly confused. 
 Jordan walked over. “Hey brother, this is a hell of a collection you got here.” 
 The man’s eyes lit up. “Oh hey, ain’t you the Light Bulb King?” 
 Jordan owned a light bulb factory. It wasn’t as glamorous as being a private detective, but it paid a hell of a lot better. 
 “In the flesh,” Jordan said, giving the man a fist bump. 
 “I didn’t know you were famous, Jordan,” Heinrich said. 
 “I was featured in the latest issue of The Black Entrepreneur.” 
 “Oh, missed that one. My subscription ran out.” 
 The dealer gave him a sour look. 
 Jordan plucked the 78 out of Heinrich’s hands and let out a low whistle. 
 “Now this is a rarity. How much you want for this?” 
 Before Heinrich could tell him it wasn’t for sale, the vendor said, “For you, fifty bucks.” 
 “Sold,” Jordan said with a nod. 
 “Wait. You’re buying this tripe?” Heinrich couldn’t believe it. 
 “Hell, yeah. This is part of our history.” 
 “And we don’t want it to fall into the hands of some cracker,” the vendor said pointedly. 
 Jordan made a dismissive gesture. “Oh, he’s all right. He’s no cracker, he’s just an asshole.” 
 Both black men laughed. 
 “What is this, pick on Heinrich day?” 
 “Don’t take it personally, white boy,” the vendor said. “I come to these exhibitions to show people like you that the good old days were good for only some. I don’t really come to sell, but if a brother wants to buy some of our sad heritage, that’s all right by me. My main reason for being here is so that people like you get to face your past. Most of my ancestors couldn’t afford any of the things for sale here, even when they were new and cheap. We had to be content with seeing them in shop windows, and seeing ourselves made fun of in advertisements and movies.” 
 Heinrich almost slipped into a defensive reaction, but his grandfather had been a Nazi war criminal, so he shut up and took his lumps. 
 After a few minutes of lecturing about America’s grim past, which seemed to make Jordan more uncomfortable than it did him, Heinrich got a chance to slip away and continue shopping. 
 The guys had cleared out, probably hearing that guy’s lecture from afar and beating a hasty retreat, so Heinrich wandered alone for a while until he spotted that archaeologist chick at another table at the far end of an aisle, just below the gallery. He glanced up at the gallery. He hadn’t been there yet. Maybe he’d find another good dealer. 
 But first he wanted to make another play. 
 He approached the stand, which he could see was filled with more Greek antiquities. The girl stood next to an academic man with thinning gray hair combed back in a European style. His hefty paunch was squeezed inside a tweed vest. 
 “Please don’t tell me she said no to me because she’s with him,” Heinrich muttered. 
 The two said something to each other as the older guy used his phone to take a photo of an artifact. The girl nodded and turned away, heading in Heinrich’s direction. Her eyes took him in and immediately focused on something else. 
 That disappointed Heinrich enough that he almost didn’t see the man in the gallery forty feet above heave a large chunk of marble and drop it right on the old guy’s head. 







CHAPTER TWO

   
 “Look out!” Heinrich shouted. 
 Too late. The marble slab crushed the man’s head like a watermelon, a spray of blood and brains shooting out in all directions. The man’s body fell to the ground with a thud, the marble ending up on top of him. 
 As people screamed and ran away, Heinrich glanced up at the gallery and caught sight of a young man ducking out of sight. 
 Heinrich hurried up to the murder victim. The marble slab was the torso of a Classical statue about half life-size. It lay on the man’s chest, the twisted limbs and pulped ruin of the man’s head making a mocking completion of the beautiful ancient form. 
 In less than a second, Heinrich took in every detail. The next instant, he was sprinting for the nearest stairway up to the gallery, a set of broad concrete steps not twenty yards away. He bowled over an old man, sending an armful of signed baseballs rolling in every direction, swerved around two guys (who hadn’t even noticed the murder just a few paces from them) haggling over a book of stamps, and took the steps three at a time. 
 When Heinrich got to the top, he didn’t see the murderer. However, he did see the startled wake he had left in the crowd. A stand had been knocked over and several people were shouting at someone well ahead of Heinrich. He followed the direction they were facing and spotted the murderer ducking around a corner. 
 Heinrich put on some speed and rounded the corner just in time to see that the man had passed the bathrooms and taken a left down a service passageway. The man glanced behind him and spotted his pursuer. Heinrich bolted after him, instinct making him take the corner the long way around. 
 Instinct saved him. The guy was just around the corner, in a stance that told Heinrich he had planned on tripping him up and stomping on his head once Heinrich was on the floor. 
 Instead they ended up facing one another, just out of reach. 
 Heinrich took a good look at the man. He had swarthy Mediterranean features and wore a loose white t-shirt and camouflage pants with running shoes. His face was dark with a thick unibrow over hard brown eyes. The instant he discovered he wasn’t going to be ambushing Heinrich, he had moved his broad-shouldered and thick-limbed body into a fighting position. A trained fighter for sure. Heinrich had been boxing for years and knew the type. This guy wasn’t in a boxing or a karate stance, though, just a basic self-defense stance. 
 “I suppose there’s no point in telling you to give up,” Heinrich said. 
 The only response he got was a right hook to the head with a meaty fist. Heinrich ducked back, dodging it easily. Less easily, he dodged the follow-through with the left. Unibrow kept his fists up to defend his head, so Heinrich’s counterattack was a swift jab to the ribs. 
 It connected, but instead of making Unibrow curl up on the ground into a moaning ball of agony, the guy only let out a grunt and kicked Heinrich in the shin. 
 Heinrich hadn’t been expecting that, and it put him off balance. Unibrow’s next attack was a right cross that could have broken Heinrich’s jaw. However, his boxer reflexes got his fists up in time so that the man’s fist slammed hard into his own. Heinrich rolled with the force of the blow and stumbled to the side, his shoulder smacking onto the concrete wall. 
 Heinrich lashed out with his left as the murderer drove in for the kill. The guy ducked back with a quarter of a second to spare. 
 Heinrich used that window of opportunity to retreat farther and get back into a fighting stance. His opponent did the same. Unibrow darted a glance over Heinrich’s shoulder, reminding Heinrich that he had seen an exit sign in the moment before he’d gotten into a fight with a complete stranger. 
 “Tick-tick,” Heinrich said with a grin. “Security is coming soon.” 
 The guy swung out with a roundhouse kick. Heinrich backed off. He didn’t know how to deal with that in any other way. He did boxing, not kickboxing. Unibrow tried again. As soon as he finished, Heinrich darted forward to swing at him, only to get his punch blocked. 

This asshole’s military, Heinrich realized. But which military?

 He gave the guy a quick jab to the face. It landed but didn’t do much damage. Heinrich got one in return. 
 Then came another of those roundhouse kicks. Heinrich backed off plenty this time, buying himself enough space to spare a glance over his shoulder. Yes, the hallway ran another twenty feet before ending in an emergency exit. There was no other way out except for back into the convention center, where a whole crowd must have been wondering who had murdered someone with an ancient statue. 
 Unibrow paused, sizing up Heinrich and no doubt thinking what Heinrich was thinking—that they were evenly matched, and that this fight could go on long enough to keep him from making a getaway. They heard shouts and commotion coming from the convention hall. The whole place must have been in an uproar by now. 
 Where the hell was security? 
 It came a couple of seconds later in the form of a pot-bellied middle-aged man with a bad comb-over and a brown polyester uniform. At least the idiot had the wits to come huffing down the hallway with his nightstick in hand. 
 “Stop right there!” he wheezed. 
 Unibrow spun on him, blocked a weak swing with the nightstick by hitting the guy hard in the forearm, and buried his other fist in the loser’s paunch. The security guy folded like he’d eaten a poisoned donut. 
 Unibrow spun back to face Heinrich before he had a chance to move in. Now he held the security man’s nightstick. 
 “Aw, shit.” 
 Heinrich ducked just in time to avoid getting his brains spilled onto the floor. The nightstick clacked against the concrete wall. Heinrich punched his opponent in the ribs, but it was a weak strike because he was too busy getting the hell out of the reach of a back swing that would have knocked him out cold. 
 They ended up facing each other from several paces away. This time, it was Unibrow who was closer to the emergency exit. 
 The murderer grinned, turned, and bolted for the exit. Heinrich followed, but not so close as to get tagged in an ambush. They went through the emergency door, setting off the alarm, and ran down a staircase and out a back exit. Unibrow sprinted to an idling car parked next to a service dock. The driver hit the gas, peeling out and coming straight for Heinrich. 
 He leaped out of the way with half a second to spare. The vehicle skidded around the corner and was gone. 
 But not before Heinrich had scoped the license plate. 
 He got on his cell phone and called the cops as he walked back inside. Someone else had already called 911, of course, but at least he could add the license number and a physical description of the perp. Unfortunately, he hadn’t gotten a good look at the driver except for the fact that he looked like a hulky Mediterranean guy too. 
 By the time Heinrich got back to the main floor of the convention center, the polyester donut boys had cordoned off the area and were interviewing various witnesses. He spotted the woman he had been trying to pick up. She was just turning away from one of the security men, who had been writing down what she said. She came face to face with Heinrich. 
 “You didn’t catch him,” she said. It came out as a statement and not a question. 
 “No I did not, but I got a good look at his face and license plate. I already told the cops. They should be here any minute.” 
 She shook her head, her raven tresses falling around her shoulders, her eyes brimming with tears. Yet her voice was steady as she said, “The police won’t find them. They always get away. I have no doubt they stole that car they used. They’ll be in another one by now.” 
 “And who is ‘they’?” 
 The woman studied him for a moment, then let out a sigh. “It doesn’t matter.” 
 Heinrich pulled out his identification, which showed he was a private detective. 
 “You can trust me.” 
 She studied him again, clearly considering whether or not she could. After a moment she said, “Professor Lukas Christodolou and I are archaeologists. We were investigating a large collection of artifacts that an organized criminal gang had stolen from regional museums and excavations in Greece.” 
 “And that gang decided to shut Lukas up?” Heinrich glanced at the body, which lay about ten yards away. One of the donut boys had enough presence of mind to cover it with a sheet. The dumbass had used a white sheet, though, and the top half was soaked crimson. He also hadn’t removed the statue. It made a clear, jagged hump on the man’s chest. 
 “We have received death threats before,” the woman said. 
 “Someone would kill for a few old artifacts?” 
 “Someone will kill for several million euros.” 
 “Oh. I see.” 
 The police arrived, and there was a long string of questions. Heinrich learned that the woman was named Thalia Georgiades and taught Classics at Columbia University. Professor Lukas Christodolou had worked for the Greek Antiquities Ministry and had come on government business, hiring Thalia as a local expert. 
 The guys from the club showed up and asked almost as many questions as the cops. Heinrich gave them his records for safekeeping and told them in the nicest way possible to beat it. He sensed a case coming on. 
 With the death of her colleague, Thalia’s dismissive attitude had disappeared. She accepted a ride in Heinrich’s car to her home, a modest place in Brooklyn. She collected a few things while he stood watch. Then, using his credit card, he helped her check into a hotel. She paid him back with cash. 
 “Do you want me to stay?” he asked once she was settled in. 
 “I’ll be all right.” 
 “I didn’t mean, you know…” 
 Thalia managed a tired smile. “I know you are a decent man. I don’t see how they could track me here. Thank you for allowing me to use your credit card.” 
 That had been her idea. This was a woman who thought things through. This was a woman who lived in a world where she had to think things through. Heinrich wondered about these international antiquities thieves. If they had killed so gruesomely, so publicly, they were obviously telling the world to get off their turf. 
 Reluctantly, he left Thalia at the hotel. He could tell that he was standing at the brink of an interesting case and he didn’t like walking off just as things were getting started. 
 But it wasn’t his business. Thalia had the Greek government at her back, and probably Interpol and now the NYPD. She didn’t need any more help. 
 Heinrich drove across town to his little apartment in Manhattan, popped open a beer, and had just sat down when the phone rang. 







CHAPTER THREE

   
 “Hello, is this Heinrich Muller?” asked the suave voice on the other end of the line. 
 “Speaking.” 
 “I am Charles Montaine of the Executive International Security Corporation.” 
 “How can I help you, Mr. Montaine?” Heinrich had heard of this outfit. Everyone in the business had. They ran the biggest international detective agency in the Western world. 
 “We’re on the Lukas Christodolou case. Can you come in tomorrow morning at nine o’clock? We could use your help.” 
 Heinrich showed up as requested. The case, and the woman, had sparked his interest. He didn’t like seeing some innocent old academic get killed before his eyes, and he had a feeling that the woman would be next. Besides, going there would probably mean he’d get to see her again. 
 He was right. When he arrived at the offices of Executive International Security Corporation, which took up the entire twenty-fifth floor of a glittering Lower Manhattan high rise, he found her in the waiting room. 
 Calling it a “waiting room” was like calling The Four Seasons a cafeteria. It looked more like the lounge of a five-star hotel in Paris—elegantly tooled leather seats, crystal chandelier, orchids on the table, a hot secretary serving tea in fine china, and he swore that was a real Matisse hanging on the wall. The room was so well designed, he almost couldn’t spot the security cameras. 
 Thalia rose to meet him. 
 “How are you holding up?” he asked. 
 “Fine, thank you. Still a bit shaken. Professor Christodolou was a good man.” 
 “If you need some more nights in that hotel, I don’t mind putting it on my card.” 
 “I’m heading to Greece soon. I’m hoping you will be too.” 
 Heinrich cocked an eyebrow. “Apparently you’ve already spoken with Mr. Montaine.” 
 Thalia nodded. “We retained their services just a couple of days ago.” 
 “They don’t seem to have done a very good job,” Heinrich said, raising his voice a little so the microphone that he felt sure was hidden somewhere in the room would pick up his words. 
 “They’re following several good leads. It was they who found evidence that some of the artifacts would be sold at the collectors fair. They didn’t suspect that the gang would give such a bloody warning, though.” 
 “They should have,” Heinrich said, suddenly angry. “That’s why I’ve always been independent. Big organizations like this always fall into bureaucracy. Their operatives get tied up in red tape and the corporate hierarchy and are too scared to stick out their necks.” 
 An oak-paneled door opened softly on well-oiled hinges. A man in a conservative business suit stood in the doorway. He had salt-and-pepper hair, well-bred features, and sharp blue eyes that matched his expensive and obviously tailored suit. 
 “Mr. Muller, perhaps you would prefer to insult my organization personally rather than speaking into the mic?” 
 “Flower arrangement or crystal chandelier?” Heinrich asked. 
 Montaine allowed a ghost of a smile. “Neither. Come.” 
 Heinrich didn’t like the fact that the words came out as an order. Still, the chick was walking over to Montaine, and her ass was nice enough for him to follow. 
 The executive led them through a hushed, richly appointed office and past several closed doors to a small meeting room. Heinrich settled into a high-backed leather chair as an astonishingly beautiful executive assistant offered him coffee. 
 “Thanks, babe. I take it black, but after what I said about Mr. Montaine’s business here, he probably spat in it.” 
 Thalia gave him a curious stare. “Are you always like this?” 
 “He is,” Montaine said, holding his hands behind his back and standing at the head of the table like a schoolmaster in some high-end British boarding school. “He’s infamous in the business for his crudeness and lack of respect for others, but he yields some remarkable results.” 
 Heinrich nodded. “I always get my man, or woman, or gender-fluid freak show.” 
 “He’s the detective who found that World War Two Nazi train in Poland,” Montaine said. 
 Thalia’s eyes lit up. “I read about that. Fascinating!” 
 Heinrich gave her his winning smile. “It didn’t take much. Just some good detective work, infiltrating a neo-Nazi group, and shooting a few goose steppers.” 
 Thalia rolled her eyes. “Modest, I see.” 
 “It ain’t bragging if you can do it,” Heinrich replied. 
 Montaine cleared his throat. “Modesty wouldn’t be a bad trait to acquire, Mr. Muller. But that is beside the point. The man you chased yesterday is part of a Greek antiquities gang. We suspect some of their enforcers are former Greek military.” 
 “That would explain why I didn’t kick his ass in the first five seconds,” Heinrich said. 
 Montaine continued as if he hadn’t heard. “They bribe employees in regional museums and excavations, or sometimes conduct night-time digs themselves in promising areas. With the current economic situation in Greece, it’s easy for them to get away with this. There’s always someone with a personal financial crisis who can be corrupted, and law enforcement doesn’t have the means to police every archaeological site. Sadly, this isn’t the first murder at their hands. They also killed a dig director near Delphi who came across them looting his site, and a local police detective in Thessaloniki who came too close to uncovering their shipping operation.” 
 “Where do I come in?” 
 “You are the only person who saw the killer’s face.” 
 “CCTV?” 
 Montaine shook his head in disgust and started pacing at the front of the room. “It wasn’t working on that floor. No, it hadn’t been interfered with, it simply was offline. As you know, many of these big buildings have cameras only to reduce their insurance premiums. They don’t maintain them nearly well enough.” 
 “The security guard saw the perp as well, but I guess you don’t want to send him to Europe on your dime, do you?” 
 Montaine smiled. “No, this is a job for a professional.” 
 “I work alone.” 
 “Not on this job you don’t, and if you’re acting coy just to raise your rates, have no fear. You’ll get twice your usual rate—four hundred dollars a day plus expenses. Biniam will get the same if you need his help.” 
 Biniam was a hacker Heinrich had used on many cases. The guy was a techie genius and covered his tracks well. 
 “Don’t tell me your computer guys have been able to hack Biniam because I don’t believe it.” 
 “No, we got his name from your phone.” 
 Heinrich glowered at the man. “I don’t like people hacking my phone.” 
 Montaine bowed his head slightly. “My apologies. We needed to know whom we were working with. Everyone knows of your reputation, but it doesn’t fit with your success rate. You’re quite the interesting person, Mr. Muller—boxer, hyperpolyglot, world traveler, and volunteer stepfather.” 
 Heinrich’s coffee cup stopped halfway to his mouth. “Don’t bring Jan into this.” 
 “Why not? It says good things about you that you’re helping that teen street thug get back on his feet. And we’d like to help you help him. We need someone based in Europe to facilitate our expansion into the region. That could be you. We’d let you operate as independently as our corporate structure would allow. You’d get a generous pay and benefits package, and you could live anywhere you like. Warsaw, for example.” 
 That got Heinrich’s attention. After his last case, his client had given him a bonus that had allowed him to stay in Warsaw for two months and see Jan almost every day. The change in the kid had been profound. His grades had gone from Ds to Bs, and he’d gotten in a lot less trouble at the halfway house. The number of times he’d talked back to the staff hit new lows and he hadn’t gotten in a fight during the last month at all. 
 But that had all collapsed when Heinrich had to return to the States. Jan had gotten used to Heinrich being there, and hadn’t understood why he had to go back to New York City. He had moaned and sulked all that last week. The day Heinrich left, Jan had sworn at one of the monitors and gotten a demerit. The next day he’d punched some kid who teased him. 
 “How are you going to deal with the work visa?” Heinrich asked. 
 “We can arrange that. But of course you must know you’re eligible for German citizenship thanks to your grandfather. That gets you into the European Union.” 
 “That’s enough about that,” Heinrich snarled. Yes, his grandfather had been a German citizen. He had been an SS officer too. Of course, Montaine would know all about that. There was even a Wikipedia page on the bastard. 
 “So, are you interested in the case?” Montaine asked in a way that showed he already knew the answer. 
 “All right, but five hundred a day, not four hundred.” 
 “You’re quite expensive, Mr. Muller.” 
 “I’ll get your case done quick. I got things to do.” 
 “So I’ve heard,” Montaine said. Heinrich felt irritated that he was showing off how much he knew. “Set things right in Greece and then you can set things right in Warsaw. You’re hired as of today. My assistant will give you the paperwork. You’ll leave tomorrow. Shall I hire you a Greek tutor for the day?” 
 Heinrich shook his head. “No. I’ll download some apps. Thalia can be my tutor.” 
 Thalia gave him an amused look. “You’re going to learn Greek? Just like that?” 
 “I did with Polish, and I already know ancient Greek thanks to the fact that I wanted to read Thucydides and Xenophon in the original.” 
 “Ancient Greek is as different from modern Greek as Old English is from what we’re speaking right now.” 
 Heinrich cocked his head and gave her his best winning smile. “Then I guess we’ll be spending the day together.” 







CHAPTER FOUR

   
By the end of the day Heinrich had a vocabulary of two hundred words and had learned how to construct sentences using the present, present progressive, simple past, and future tenses. He had also earned Thalia’s respect. They’d had lunch at a little Greek restaurant, wandered around the Classical section of the Met, and sat in Central Park. By the time dinner came around and they’d gone to another Greek restaurant, Heinrich was ordering moussaka and youvetsi with confidence. 
 In addition to teaching him some Greek, Thalia filled him in on the gang. 
 “They’ve been operating for a couple of years now. Of course, there’s always been looting, but it’s gotten more organized. Montaine says that the core of the group is a gang of thieves and kidnappers who did some time in prison a few years ago. They decided that antiquities was a safer racket than abusing and grabbing people. They absorbed a couple of the smaller antiquities gangs, scared off the others, and now run most of the operations in Greece.” 
 “So there’s big money in this?” Heinrich asked. They were wandering through the Met, admiring the artifacts. 
 “Oh yes. See this terracotta figurine?” Thalia asked, pointing to a little statue of a woman in a robe that stood about five inches all. “These are quite common. Any small-town museum in Greece has dozens of them. It would sell on the open market for a thousand dollars.” 
 “And what about something fancier, like one of these?” Heinrich moved to a case containing several black vases adorned with red figures of clashing warriors and nymphs dancing with satyrs. At the last moment, he realized that he was pointing at one showing a satyr with an immense erection. If Thalia noticed, she didn’t let on. 
 “Low five figures. Some even higher.” 
 Heinrich let out a low whistle. “Damn. No wonder these thugs will kill to protect their business. But if you guys have so much of this stuff lying around, why not sell a bunch of it and get rid of your national debt?” 
 Thalia gave him an appalled look. 
 “No?” Heinrich ventured. 
 “Of course not! No Greek would ever agree to that. Besides, the government got us into so many billions of euros of debt that even selling the Parthenon wouldn’t pay it off.” 
 “Typical politicians,” Heinrich grunted. “So, are you Greek? You sound American.” 
 “New York City born and raised,” Thalia said with pride. “But I’ve been back to the old county plenty of times. I’ve run a few excavations there.” 
 “Who buys this stuff?” Heinrich asked, admiring a statue of Aphrodite. She wasn’t standing on a globe, so he figured she was the regular, down-to-earth, sexy Aphrodite. 
 Thalia shrugged. “All sorts of people. Nouveau riche millionaires in places like Russia and the United States who see it as an investment, and even some wealthy individuals who claim to have a true interest in ancient art. The lower priced items go to regular collectors like you. I’m sure you’ve spent thousands on your record collection, yes?” 
 “Sure, but that’s all legal.” 
 “Some antiquities are too. Well, sort of. They were excavated a century or more ago and have been changing hands ever since. Back then, it was popular for rich young men to take a Grand Tour of Italy and Greece to see the world and complete their education. Antiquities were legally sold in those times and they each came home with a collection. Some of the artifacts ended up in museums, while others are still in circulation. A lot more antiquities were excavated illegally. It’s a dirty secret of the antiquities trade that the dealers don’t want to talk about.” 
 “I’ve heard there are lots of fakes too.” 
 “There are. I spotted many fakes in the collector’s fair. We also spotted several items that had been stolen. The Greek government keeps a registry of stolen items. That’s what Professor Christodolou and I were doing at the fair. We had memorized some of the key items and were on the lookout for them. We found a couple. In fact, when Professor Christodolou was killed, he had just spotted an Archaic period statuette that had been taken from a museum near Sparti just six months ago. The dealers who had been selling these things have had their stock confiscated, of course, and Interpol is questioning them. Montaine is handling all that and will tell us if he gets any good leads.” 
 “I’m thinking those dealers didn’t know the stuff was stolen. Chances are your gang knows how to forge whatever papers they need.” 
 Thalia made a face and nodded. “Mr. Montaine said not to get our hopes up.” 
 “Those guys ran a serious risk killing your colleague with so many witnesses like that.” 
 “They play rough. I’m sure I’m on their hit list too.” 
 “Don’t worry. I’ll protect you.” 
 Thalia turned and studied him. “Who’s going to protect you? That guy almost split open your head, and his friend tried to run you over.” 
 “I’ll be more prepared next time.” 
 “I hope so.” Thalia sighed. 
 “What’s the plan?” 
 “We have some leads in Greece. A local collector in Athens has agreed to help us. He’s one of the more honest kind, or at least he likes to think of himself as one. He buys only pieces with a good provenance. He says he’s appalled that archaeological sites are being ripped apart. He’s going to pose as a buyer and try to get some of these thugs to come out of the woodwork. That’s when we’ll pounce.” 
 Heinrich studied the woman. She didn’t look like much, just a petite scholarly type, but he saw steel in her. She stood erect and had a hard glint in her eye. Her voice didn’t waver when she talked about stalking the gang of dangerous criminals who had killed her colleague. 
 “You’re taking an awful risk just to save a bunch of old bits and pieces,” he said. 
 “They’re more than that,” she replied with some heat. “They’re the heritage of my parents’ country, the heritage of the entire Western world! Every artifact is a clue to piecing together the past. When something is taken from a museum, no one can study it anymore. And even worse, the thieves are digging up archaeological sites. That way they don’t have to worry about what they sell being on the stolen artifacts register. Archaeology is an exact science. It’s not just digging up old pots and statues. We can reconstruct how buildings were laid out, or whether a certain type of statue came before another one just by the layers of soil in which they lie. Careful excavation is vital to understanding our past. When thieves rip apart a site looking for treasure, they ruin the record of the past forever.” 
 Heinrich was taken aback by the strength of her conviction. Being a college dropout, he’d never had much time for academics. He didn’t think they were educated idiots like a lot of people did. On the contrary, he felt they were wasting their intelligence on pointless research. But to listen to how Thalia Georgiades talked, she was embarked on a noble quest to preserve the history of mankind, and there weren’t too many things more important than that. In his own way, Heinrich was obsessed with the past too. He imagined how he would feel if some gang members was going around smashing all the turn-of-the-century music they could find. It would make him pretty pissed off. This woman was a crusader. 
 And a pretty hot one too. 
 “Why are you looking at me like that?” Thalia demanded. 
 “I’m just thinking you’re an admirable woman.” 
 Thalia’s eyes narrowed. “I have a boyfriend.” 

Of course you do.

 “That’s not what I meant. I mean, like, if someone was going around destroying every Edison cylinder recording, I’d want to beat their face in.” 
 “Cylinder recording?” 
 “The first music was recorded by the Edison company on cylinders in the 1880s. It was the most popular medium until about 1910 or so.” 
 “I didn’t know that.” 
 “Most people don’t. I have an original player from the turn of the century and a small collection of cylinders. You can come over and listen to some if you want.” 
 Thalia rolled her eyes. “Come over to my place and listen to my cylinders? That’s a new one.” 
 “I don’t mean anything by it. Your boyfriend can come too.” 
 She shook her head and grumbled, “Let’s just stick to the job, all right?” 
 Heinrich sighed and they continued their tour of the Met. It looked like this was going to be a long case. 
 Early the next morning, before he left to meet Thalia at JFK so they could catch their flight to Athens, he Skyped Jan. 
 Heinrich had met the kid a year ago in the weirdest place possible—a neo-Nazi rally in Poland. He’d infiltrated the group to help a client solve the murder of her husband, who had possession of documents that supposedly pointed to the location of a fabled Nazi gold train hidden during the war’s last days. The march had been attacked by Communists, whom Heinrich hated only slightly less than Nazis, and he’d had to haul a teenaged Nazi skinhead from the fight. 
 That was Jan—a belching, shoplifting, glue-sniffing mess of a kid who had, oddly enough, helped him crack the case. It turned out the gold train didn’t have any gold, so Heinrich didn’t end up a multimillionaire. Instead, he ended up being a pseudo-stepdad to a Polish problem child. 
 Not a bad deal overall. Thanks to equally fucked-up parents, Heinrich had been a lot like Jan at his age. He wished he’d had someone come along and show him the right way to live, and to be admitted into a halfway house for unwanted kids where he could get a second chance at childhood. That would have saved Heinrich some pretty grim years. 
 Of course, Jan didn’t have his own computer with access to Skype. The halfway house strictly monitored the Internet; otherwise the little bastards would be looking at porn twenty-four hours a day. There was only one house computer they could use. Heinrich had set up certain times when he would call, and Jan would be there to answer. Therefore, he was surprised when the camera turned on and he saw one of the monitors instead. 
 “Oh crap,” Heinrich said in Polish. “What happened?” 
 “Nothing worse than usual, Mr. Muller. He’s been acting out in class and not doing his homework.” 
 “Damn it,” Heinrich muttered under his breath. Out loud he asked, “Where is he now? Is he in detention or something?” 
 The monitor looked uncomfortable. “No. He said he didn’t want to speak with you.” 
 “What? Why not?” 
 The monitor shrugged. “I don’t know. He isn’t speaking much. He’s been in a serious depression since you left. It’s all highs and lows with that kid.” 
 Heinrich sighed. “Could you try to get him to come on?” 
 “I’ll try, but I can’t guarantee anything.” 
 The monitor stood up and moved out of view. For a couple of tense minutes, Heinrich was left staring at the wall of a room in Poland. Another one of the teen boys walked by, peered into the camera, and flipped him off. A barked command from one of the monitors sent him scurrying away. 
 At last Jan appeared. He slumped in the chair and didn’t look at the camera. 
 “Hey buddy,” Heinrich said, putting on a cheerful voice. 
 “Hey,” Jan replied without enthusiasm. 
 “How you been?” 
 Shrug. 
 “Keeping out of trouble? The monitor says you haven’t gotten in any fights for a while. That’s great.” 
 Another shrug. 
 “Hey, check this out.” Heinrich held up the Airfix model. “I’ll ship this to you tomorrow. Got it at one of those boring collectors’ fairs like the one I dragged you to in Warsaw.” 
 That got a flicker of interest. 
 “Cool. Thanks.” 
 “Oh, and I got some even better news. I have another case, this time in Greece. It pays really well. Once I’m done I’ll come visit you.” 
 Another flicker of interest. It quickly died. 
 “Cool,” Jan said without enthusiasm. 
 Heinrich didn’t say anything for a moment, unsure how to proceed. 
 “So what would you like to do?” 
 Another shrug. Jan was looking at something off-screen. 
 “We could go to the zoo again. Or how about another castle? You like those. The weather must be getting warmer there. We could go swimming. No peeing in the pool, though. Promise?” 
 “Whatever.” 
 Heinrich paused again, hurt. Before he could control himself, he snapped out, “What? Don’t you want me to come?” 
 Jan finally looked at the camera. He glared at Heinrich, the only adult in his life outside the halfway house who’d showed any interest in him. 
 “What difference does it make? You’ll just leave. You come here on vacation and act like you’re being all generous with me, and then you go back to your friends in New York!” 
 Jan stormed off. Heinrich sat in his chair, deflated. 
 So that was it. Heinrich thought he was doing some good for the kid but all he had done was raise Jan’s hopes and then knock them down again. Jan had never had any consistency in his life, and Heinrich was following that same old pattern. 
 The monitor sat in front of the camera again. 
 “I’m sorry, Mr. Muller, but he’s gone to his room. He’s been like this every time you’ve left after one of your visits. Just before you come he’s happy and attentive and his discipline problems go down. As soon as you leave, he falls into a slump.” 
 “What do you suggest I do?” 
 The monitor shook his head. “I don’t know what you can do. You live in another country. The two months you managed to stay in Warsaw was the best we’ve ever seen Jan. You saw his progress yourself. Then he fell and fell hard. I suppose it’s because he got used to having you around and wasn’t prepared for the shock of your leaving. You have to remember, Mr. Muller, that while Jan has been through a lot, he’s still a child in many ways. He doesn’t understand why you can’t stay. He takes it as a rejection.” 
 “He knows he’s important to me,” Heinrich objected. 
 “On one level, yes, but on another level he sees you come and go and he knows you have other priorities in life. We understand, and we think you’re trying to do a noble thing, but Jan doesn’t understand.” 

“Trying to do” a noble thing. Oh, crap.

 “What do you suggest I do?” Heinrich said again. 
 The monitor paused, looking uncomfortable. The moments stretched out. 
 “Well, Mr. Muller, the staff have been discussing this. We don’t think these ups and downs are good for Jan’s progress. Now we know you mean well, but—” 
 “Wait a minute!” 
 “—but we feel it might be better for him if he had some more stability. Despite all your good intentions, you can’t give that to him. We think it would be better if you didn’t come anymore.” 
 Heinrich stared at the monitor, stunned. When he didn’t say anything, the monitor continued. 
 “We’re very sorry, Mr. Muller, but I think in the end it’s for the best. We know you want Jan to grow up well-adjusted and happy. Sadly, this will be the best way forward.” 
 “What if I move to Warsaw?” 
 “I don’t see how that’s possible, Mr. Muller.” 
 Heinrich almost blurted out Montaine’s promise but held back. He didn’t want to tell them about that until it was a sure thing, which it wasn’t. If he solved this case, and if Montaine was good with his word, Heinrich might be able to move to Warsaw, but it would be unfair to get Jan’s hopes up. 
 “Can I still text him and send him things?” Heinrich asked. 
 The monitor shifted in his seat. “I suppose, but please don’t mention another visit. And the way he is now, I think it would be best if you kept a bit of distance for a while until he adjusts to the reality of not having you here.” 
 Heinrich knew a dismissal when he heard one. The monitor wanted Heinrich to ease back, thinking that would be best for everyone involved. He figured Heinrich would eventually accept this, lose interest in Jan, and move on. Jan was already drifting apart from him. A few more emails, a few more gifts in the mail, and then what? If he didn’t visit on a regular basis, Heinrich would stop being the role model and father figure the kid so desperately needed. He would become some abstraction over the sea, unneeded and unremembered. 
 Heinrich couldn’t accept that. 
 But he’d have to unless he somehow managed to move to Warsaw. 
 He had to get this case done fast or he’d lose the only thing resembling a family he’d ever had. 







CHAPTER FIVE

   
Unlike some of his previous clients, the Greek government was cheap and they had to fly coach. At least that got him snuggled up against Thalia. Heinrich was beginning to suspect she didn’t have a boyfriend. When she’d made three calls from the terminal, one was to her mother, another was to some colleague who had offered to take over her classes, and the third was to Montaine. People going on dangerous overseas missions tended to reserve their last call for the person they cared about most. 
 She kept up the facade, though, occasionally dropping mentions of “John,” who didn’t seem to have any distinguishing characteristics except for the fact that he supposedly existed. Heinrich decided not to challenge her. He’d wear her down soon enough. 
 The language was helping. All the way across the Atlantic, he peppered her with questions. Like everyone else, she was amazed by his ability. Languages were as natural to him as breathing. If someone told him a vocabulary word, he would repeat it a few times until it was ingrained in his mind, never to be lost. His brain was simply wired that way. Heinrich considered himself a fairly intelligent guy, but not a genius by any stretch of the imagination. Only with languages did he rise above the herd. That and being a capable amateur boxer at an age when most men were working on their beer guts. 
 Eventually, Thalia drifted off the sleep, keeping rigidly vertical at first. She’d been trying to avoid physical contact the whole flight – not an easy thing to do in coach. Heinrich watched with interest as her face relaxed. She looked much more attractive when she wasn’t stressed and nervous about the murder and their mission. He smiled as she tilted to the right and ended up with her head on his broad shoulder. 
 That smile faltered as he thought about the Skype call to the halfway house. He’d sent Jan a couple of text messages and mailed the Spitfire model via FedEx that morning. Jan would get the model tomorrow at the latest. That should help improve his mood. 
 Yet Heinrich couldn’t shake the feeling that it was all going bad. With the time difference, Jan would have had his morning screen time that all the kids got. He’d have seen Heinrich’s messages. But there had been no response. Jan always responded. Maybe he’d gotten in trouble and lost his phone time? That had happened before. Or maybe he just didn’t feel like replying. Maybe he was already forgetting his father figure from across the sea. 
 Shit, it was all so uncertain. And Heinrich couldn’t just keep sending emails if they weren’t welcome. He couldn’t even promise to visit. 
 Damn it. The only thing he could do was push forward on this case and get it solved to Montaine’s liking. 
 He reviewed what he knew about Charles Montaine. The guy had gotten his start early, doing a stint in the Army as a military policeman. From there he had worked for a detective firm, earning a reputation for meticulous investigative work and a high rate of success. Soon he had risen to partner, then bought out the other partners. From there he had expanded, making his company the biggest detective agency on the East Coast. He had absorbed several smaller agencies, often by poaching their clients and giving the agencies offers they couldn’t afford to refuse. After a few years he had renamed his business the Executive International Security Corporation. 
 And it was an international corporation. It had branches in twelve American cities, Canada, and Mexico. Just that year, Montaine had opened offices in Australia and Japan. His company had become the largest detective agency in the Western world, perhaps the largest anywhere. Now it looked like he wanted to move into Europe. 
 While Montaine had a good reputation in the business for getting the job done, no one liked him much. His semi-hostile takeovers in the early days and the way he edged out the competition had left a bitter taste in many people’s mouths. Heinrich’s own detective agency had never been bothered because, as a shoestring, one-man operation, he had been beneath Montaine’s notice. Heinrich supposed he had shown up on the guy’s radar after the Nazi gold train job, and had probably been watched ever since. Retrieving that kidnapped girl from Amsterdam a few months ago had probably solidified his reputation. Heinrich had been applying for a job without even realizing it. 
 But did he want that job? Montaine had a reputation as a taskmaster, no doubt a leftover from his military days. Things had to be done his way, and he made it crystal clear that he – and no one else – was in charge. 
 Heinrich didn’t want to work for someone like that. For his entire professional career, he had worked for himself. Lots of detective agencies and corporate firms had tried to hire him. Hell, even City University wanted to hire him as a campus cop, but he had turned them all down. He didn’t want to kowtow to the petty tyrants or the daddy’s boys or the drunks or all the other losers who ended up running their own businesses. He valued his freedom. Besides, he knew he wasn’t the easiest guy to get along with. He had a short temper and a generally bad attitude. If people weren’t such assholes all the time, maybe he’d have a better worldview. However, stuck as he was with a world of losers, cons, poseurs, and freaks, he couldn’t change the way he treated the general population. Real people were thin on the ground, and Montaine wasn’t “real people.” He’d never help a kid in need or smoke cigars and drink Scotch with the guys while listening to scratchy, hundred-year-old recordings. 
 But what could he do? He had to take Montaine’s offer. It was the only way to help Jan. Would that offer even come through, though? Montaine had dangled the European job in front of Heinrich’s nose because he knew Heinrich would say yes. Once Heinrich cracked the case and gave Montaine what he wanted, who was to say that the corporate bastard would keep his end of the bargain? There were a hundred better candidates for a job like that. High-class suck-ups with people skills, or investigators who were already based in Europe and knew the territory. 
 Damn, was he even going to get to see Jan again? 
 Hell, yeah, Heinrich decided. He’d bust this case, impress the hell out of Montaine, and make him offer that job. Then Heinrich would bite the bullet and work under the guy while setting up his European operations. At least he’d be with Jan. At least he’d be doing something useful with his life. 
 Thalia murmured in her sleep and shifted her weight. Heinrich realized that he had unconsciously squared his shoulders, waking her up. 
 Her eyes fluttered open, then widened as she saw where her head was resting. 
 “Sorry,” she mumbled, shifting her head to rest on the seat. 
 “Don’t mention it. It’s my pleasure,” he said, but she had already fallen asleep. 
 By the time they landed in Athens, Heinrich was red-eyed and irritable. Between worrying about Jan and this case, he hadn’t gotten a wink of sleep. As they hit the tarmac, Thalia yawned. She stretched as if showing off her figure and then opened her eyes. 
 “We there already?” she asked. 
 “You got a full night’s sleep,” he grumbled. 
 “I always do on planes. How did you sleep?” 
 “Like a baby. Let’s go kill some antiquities thieves.” 
 “Let’s get a hotel first. Your credit card.” 
 Heinrich grinned. “Why not? We’re on expenses.” 
 “The Ministry of Antiquities is on a shoestring budget these days. I’ll show you someplace cheap.” 
 “Killjoy.” 
 They ended up at a spare, functional hotel just off Athens’ main square. As the taxi passed them on the road skirting the edge of the square, Heinrich saw a gathering of several hundred people. A number of banners proclaimed something about the unity of the Greek people. A long line of mostly elderly individuals stood in front of what looked like a food stall. 
 “Those are farmers who come in from the surrounding countryside,” Thalia explained. “They distribute food to anyone who needs it. They’ve been here every day since the crisis hit.” 
 “Looks like they’re helping mostly pensioners.” 
 Thalia nodded. “They were the hardest hit. The pensions were slashed and utilities went way up. A lot of these old people would be on the street if it wasn’t for these farmers.” 
 They checked into separate rooms and Heinrich connected his laptop to the Wi-Fi. Still no response from Jan. 
 “Damn it,” he muttered. 
 After a shower and a strong coffee, he knocked on Thalia’s door. She answered looking rested and beautiful. Despite all his stress, Heinrich felt a stirring of desire. That was cut off quickly when Thalia got down to business. 
 “I’ve spoken with the antiquities collector,” she told him. “His name is Kristian Lambros. We can meet him at his place in an hour.” 

Ah well, he thought. I was going to suggest a walk around town, but getting this case solved is more important.

 The collector lived in a rambling two-story stone house with a sweeping view of the Parthenon. The neighborhood was a zigzag of little lanes. To Heinrich, it appeared to be one of those historic neighborhoods that had gone to seed for a time and then been snapped up by real estate developers. The homes all looked newly refurbished. Whitewashed walls and red roof tiles shone in the Mediterranean sun. Heinrich noticed a lot of security cameras and spike-topped cast iron fences enclosing the verdant yards. 
 “Looks like the crisis hasn’t hit everyone,” he said. 
 “These people always seem immune,” Thalia grumbled. 
 A squat Eastern European maid with a kerchief around her head answered the door and greeted them in heavily accented Greek. Heinrich thought the accent sounded Polish so he took a chance and wished her good morning in that language. 
 The maid looked surprised. “Are you Polish?” she asked in her own language. 
 “Not exactly. I have … family there.” 
 “Come in! Would you like some coffee? Tea?” She seemed ecstatic. Heinrich figured being a foreigner and working a menial job for a local rich guy probably made for a lonely life. 
 And this guy sure was rich. They passed through a marble front hall lined with medieval Orthodox icons, the dark faces of Jesus and the saints seeming to float out at them from backgrounds of gold paint. The living room – bright from skylights and from a sliding glass door that led to a broad stretch of garden – was richly appointed with stylish Scandinavian furniture. Several Greek statues stood in various spots around the room, and along one wall was a long glass case with several shelves. Statuettes, dozens of coins, a helmet, and a sword were on display. All looked to be in good condition. 
 “This stuff looks as good as the stuff we saw in the Met,” Heinrich said as the maid bustled off to get her employer. 
 “And every one of them appears genuine,” Thalia said, peering through the glass. “Mr. Lambros has a good eye.” 
 “I thank you, Professor Georgiades.” 
 They turned and saw Kristian Lambros walking through a side door. He was younger than Heinrich had expected, perhaps in his early forties, and had the content, florid face of a rich man who enjoyed life. This was not a self-made man who had struggled and clawed his way into wealth, like Charles Montaine had. Heinrich figured that Lambros had inherited his wealth, although he did look intelligent enough to not dissipate it. Lambros looked out of shape, with thin arms and the beginnings of a belly, but he stood erect and confident, master of his little domain. Heinrich hated him on sight. 
 Lambros shook each of their hands with a professional yet cursory grip. Heinrich had the feeling that the grip would have been stronger and more sustained if he and Thalia had been fellow businessmen instead of the help. 
 Their host turned to the case. 
 “As you say, Professor Georgiades, these are all genuine, and they have all been cleared by the Ministry of Antiquities,” Lambros said in fluent English for Heinrich’s benefit. Heinrich decided not to reveal that he was learning Greek. Often people let things slip in their own language when they thought others couldn’t understand. That had helped him on more than one occasion. 
 The maid brought tea and coffee, smiled at Heinrich, and hurried off. They sat down. 
 “Would you prefer something stronger?” Lambros asked, moving to a wet bar at one side of the room. Heinrich glanced at his watch. It was 11:30 in the morning. 
 “No, thanks.” 
 Lambros gave the wet bar a mournful look, moved over to an easy chair, and took a cup of coffee. 
 “I have good news,” he announced. “I think I have made contact with this gang of thieves. Because I am a leading collector, many people come to me unsolicited. I’m known for some large purchases of the highest quality items in the past and everyone wants to do business with me.” 

Wow, he’s an arrogant bastard, Heinrich thought. But he’s probably right. Some of this stuff looks like it’s worth a fortune.

 Lambros went on. “Since I became aware of this violent criminal gang, I’ve been keeping a close eye on the stolen artifacts registry. Unfortunately, no one has offered me any stolen items. Word has gotten around that I never buy unprovenanced artifacts. However, a dealer I had never heard of approached me last month with some wonderful Byzantine mosaic fragments. As you must have noticed from my collection, I have an interest in all eras of our history. Because I am a faithful member of the Greek Orthodox Church, I am especially fond of Byzantine religious art.” Lambros paused to sip his coffee. 
 “The registration papers looked real enough, but something about the dealer was a bit off,” he continued. “He seemed to have only a superficial knowledge of the subject. He also tried to interest me in some Corinthian ware. Mr. Muller, you probably don’t know, but this is a distinctive type of pottery found in Classical times in the city-state of Corinth. No other city-state made it, so it’s easy to place geographically. This set off alarm bells in my head because I had heard there had been some illegal digging at Corinth.” 
 “You checked the papers for those too?” Heinrich asked. 
 “Yes, and they were all in order. If they were forged, they are excellent forgeries.” 
 “Isn’t there some sort of national database for this stuff?” 
 “There is,” Thalia said. “But they could have someone on the inside.” 
 “How’s their online security?” 
 Thalia and the businessman looked at each other, at a loss. 
 “That’s what I thought. I have a hacker who can look into that. What did you do about your suspicions, Mr. Lambros?” 
 “I contacted Professor Christodolou, God rest his soul. He got me in contact with the detective assigned to this case here in Athens. Adonis Stavros of the organized crime unit.” 
 “He’s actually named Adonis?” Heinrich said with a snort. 
 “It’s quite a common name here,” Thalia explained. 
 “I bet he’s a hunchback with a wart on his nose,” Heinrich said. 
 Thalia got a dreamy look on her face. “Oh no. I’ve met him. He lives up to the name.” 

Great.

 “He will be joining us shortly,” Lambros went on. “I was advised to show interest in the artifacts but to delay any purchases while the detective made some inquiries. He had reason to suspect that the dealer who contacted me is connected with this gang. The name the dealer gave me turned out to be false.” 
 “Sounds like a good lead,” Heinrich conceded. “So what does dear old Adonis suggest we do?” 
 The businessman smiled. “He suggested we waste no time. He wants to lay a trap.” 
 “When?” 
 “Tonight.” 







CHAPTER SIX

   
The doorbell chimed and the maid hurried to answer it. She let in one of the prettiest pretty boys Heinrich had ever seen. He had no doubt that this was Detective Adonis Whatshisname. 
 The man looked to be in his late twenties – quite young to be a full detective. He had a slim and athletic figure, curly black hair that fell down to his shoulders (was that regulation?), and the kind of darling face that women swooned over but that to Heinrich looked like the face of a fifteen-year-old boy who was just realizing that he was gay. Not that Heinrich had anything against gay guys; he just didn’t understand why women found them so attractive. At least he didn’t mince. Heinrich hated the mincing types. There was a gay guy named Otis at Heinrich’s boxing gym who threw a killer left hook. Otis did not mince. 
 Oh, and Adonis was a perfect dresser, as was everyone else in the room. Heinrich felt like a college kid in his t-shirt and jeans. 
 Heinrich cut off the rich guy to be the first to shake the hand of the real-life Adonis. 
 “I’m Heinrich Muller. I’ve been hired to help with this case.” He said this in perfect Greek and added, “I’m still learning your language, so go easy on me.” 
 Heinrich realized he had just revealed the fact that he spoke some Greek, though he had previously been hiding this information. His rush to impress and one-up this guy had overstepped his natural caution. 
 Adonis arched a perfect brow and replied in Greek, “You speak our language very well. Mr. Montaine told me you are a hyperpolyglot.” 
 Heinrich had to guess at the meaning of the last word. Luckily the word in English had a Greek origin so it came out almost the same. 
 “I speak German, Italian, French, Spanish, Latin, and ancient Greek fluently. Xenophon is awesome. I know a few hundred words and basic grammar in several more languages.” 
 “Including our own. We’ll have to get you fluent,” the detective said with a smile. The smile tightened. “So why are you here?” 
 Heinrich detected a delicate conversation approaching, so he switched to English. In his travels, he found it was rude to ask intelligent, educated people if they spoke English. They almost always did and took exception to being asked. Only Americans were mostly monolingual. 
 “I’m sure Mr. Montaine told you I had been assigned to the case. I witnessed the murder of Professor Christodolou and I’m the only one who can identify the murderer.” 
 “Then you’ll be of some use,” Adonis replied. “Good to have you on my team.” 
 The four of them sat. The conversation continued in English. Heinrich wasn’t offended. This was work and everything had to be clear to everyone involved. What did annoy him was the way Thalia stared at the detective like some schoolgirl who had come face to face with her favorite boy band. 
 “So here’s the plan,” the detective said. “It’s quite straightforward. Mr. Lambros has agreed to visit their storehouse this evening. He’ll be wired, and I’ll be waiting with two municipal police officers. Mr. Lambros has received photos of several wanted criminals whom we suspect to be in the gang. If any of them show their faces, he’ll give us a code phrase. He’ll say, ‘This one is a masterpiece.’ Then he’ll proceed as normal, buy something to avoid suspicion, and get out. As soon as he’s safely away, we’ll pounce.” 
 “What if no one he recognizes shows up?” Heinrich asked. 
 “He’ll buy some of the Corinthian pieces and we’ll try to trace them.” 
 “But if they stole them out of the ground, you can’t.” 
 “We can check the paperwork and see if the database has been tampered with. It’s not a sure thing, but it’s a lead.” 
 “None of this sounds like a sure thing,” Heinrich grumbled. 
 The detective gave him an apologetic smile. “It’s the best we have under the circumstances. The gang rarely sells in Greece. It’s safer to get the material out of the country first. The fact that they have approached our friend here shows they are desperate for some quick cash. We’re not sure why.” 
 “Assuming this is even the right gang.” 
 Adonis was unable to hide his irritation. “My gut instinct tells me it is. I’ve spent a lot of time in police work and I’ve learned to trust my gut.” 

Buddy, I was doing detective work when you were still in high school, Heinrich thought. Out loud he said, “Well, I guess there’s no choice but to go for it. Mr. Lambros, may I see those photos?” 
 The millionaire produced the mug shots. There were a dozen of them, all men. A couple looked like heavies, while the others were run-of-the-mill thugs and lowlifes, plus a few guys who looked more intelligent. None of the photos showed the man who had used an ancient statue to crush Professor Christodolou. 
 “Of course it wouldn’t be that easy,” Heinrich said with a sigh, handing back the photos. 
 Adonis gave him a sympathetic smile. “We crosschecked the airline records with the criminal database, looking for suspects who left New York City for Athens shortly after the murder. We came up with nothing. He and his accomplice may still be in America, or perhaps he doesn’t have a criminal record.” 
 “What about these guys?” Heinrich asked, indicating the mug shots Lambros had placed on the coffee table. 
 “All these men have criminal records for crimes ranging from simple mugging to extortion to fraud,” the detective replied. “None have been involved in the illegal antiquities trade before, but it’s a growth market these days and more gangs are getting in on it. Security at our sites and museums had grown lax, and many people in my country are desperate for a quick profit.” 
 “Isn’t there an international body that goes after this stuff?” Heinrich asked. He recalled reading an article about it a while back. 
 Thalia nodded. “Yes, but they’ve been focusing on antiquities from the Middle East, mainly to stop terrorist groups from profiting from the trade. Groups like the Islamic State and the Taliban have made big money off what they have looted from their nations’ museums.” 
 “I thought they blew up that stuff.” 
 Thalia made a face. “Some of it, but that’s mostly for show. They’d rather sell it so they can buy more weapons.” 
 “Yet another reason to hate them,” Heinrich grunted. “So when are we laying the trap?” 
 “At seven tonight,” Adonis said. “I suggest you go to your hotel and get some rest. You must be tired after your flight. We’ll meet at 6:30 at this address.” He handed a slip of paper to Thalia, who beamed a smile at him. “Best not to meet here again in case they check out the house.” 
 They got up to leave. Heinrich didn’t like this plan. Too many maybes. He also didn’t like not being in charge. But he was in a foreign country on a case that had landed in his lap. He had no authority to be here beyond having been invited. He got the feeling Montaine wanted to see how well he worked with others. Heinrich knew he had a reputation as a lone wolf, and not a very friendly one at that. 
 He and Thalia left together, walked to a busier street, and hailed a cab. 
 “What did you think of him?” Heinrich asked as the cab headed for their hotel. 
 She smiled. “Oh, I think he’s very capable.” 
 “I meant Lambros.” 
 The smile died. 
 “He’s like a thief, a legal thief. I hate rich people who think that just because they have money they can take their nation’s heritage and hide it away in their houses like that. It’s like he was French and had bought the Mona Lisa!” 
 “Yeah, typical selfish rich guy. The kind of people who are ruining New York. But I don’t see why he’s risking himself like this.” 
 “Guilt,” Thalia said. 
 “Guilt for what?” 
 “You see his eyes as he showed us his collection? He’s not buying antiquities just for the investment or as a way to show off to his rich friends. He really does love the past.” 
 “Doesn’t sound like you respect him for it.” 
 Thalia snorted. “Why should I? He’s part of the problem. If there wasn’t such a big demand for antiquities, gangs like this couldn’t operate. I hate seeing our heritage hoarded in some rich man’s house. It should be in a museum for everyone to learn from and enjoy.” 
 “And he feels the same way and so he feels guilty?” 
 “Exactly, but not guilty enough to actually share his collection with the people.” 
 Heinrich chuckled. “Now you’re going to make me feel guilty for my music collection.” 
 “That stuff’s only a century old. Some of these things date back three thousand years.” 
 “Some of my friends have recordings that are probably the only surviving copy.” 
 “Then they should be given to the public,” Thalia said with some force. Heinrich found her conviction attractive; he didn’t want to get on her bad side. 
 “You know there’s a project to put old Edison cylinder recordings on the Internet? Our group participates in that.” 
 “Good,” Thalia said and smiled. “That’s the right attitude.” 
 Heinrich felt better, but shrugged in mock humility. “Not that the website gets many hits.” 
 “Most museums don’t get many visitors. It’s the fact that those things are preserved that counts.” 
 As soon as they got back to the hotel, Heinrich checked his email. Still no message from Jan. 
 “Damn it,” he muttered as he looked up the shipping number for the Spitfire model. “Damn it,” he said again when he saw that it had already been delivered. 
 Why hadn’t the kid emailed him? Should he call the halfway house and check that Jan was OK? No, he’d better not. Those guys would just think he was being a pain. But he should contact Jan somehow, shouldn’t he? 
 He had no idea what to do. 
 “OK, focus,” he told himself. “You can’t help that kid until you have a job here, and that won’t happen unless you get your shit together and crack this case. Go to bed, get some sleep, kick some ass. You can fix this later.” 
 Heinrich got into bed and forced himself to relax. He’d taught himself discipline on the job. Being a detective required patience and the ability to relax when necessary, as well as to stay up when necessary. To hell with circadian rhythms. 
 He was just easing into a half sleep when he sprang up and rushed to the computer. 
 “Damn it,” he muttered as he fired Biniam an email. He wanted the hacker to check the security of the online registry. He should have remembered to do that before. He could tell he was slipping, and he didn’t have the luxury to slip. 
 Forcing himself to not check his email for messages from Jan, Heinrich got back into bed, closed his eyes, and started taking slow, deep breaths. After a long struggle, he slept. 







CHAPTER SEVEN

   
Heinrich hadn’t liked this plan before, and he really didn’t like it now. The “antiquities shop” turned out to be a storage shed in a warehouse and light industrial district in a dusty Athens suburb. Two long rows of storage sheds faced each other across a narrow lane. They were squat concrete structures with metal shutters for doors, each connected to the other with no spaces between them. That left nowhere for them to hide and keep an eye on the millionaire. They ended up having to hide around the far corner of the row. The shed the antiquities people were using was dead center in the row, a good hundred yards away. 
 Heinrich, Thalia, and Adonis stood with their backs against the wall, hidden from view of the row of sheds but in plain sight if the thugs drove in with reinforcements. 
 There was nowhere better to stand. The two plainclothes officers stood in a similarly bad position at the other end of the row of sheds. Adonis wanted to have men on both ends so they could cut off the smugglers’ retreat. Heinrich had protested, saying that this plan guaranteed that if anyone else came, they’d be spotted. Adonis overruled him. 
 Heinrich had also asked for a gun, but the pretty boy had overruled him on that too. Hardly surprising. The guy didn’t have the authority to hand out firearms to foreigners. This meant that besides the three cops, the only people who would have guns would be the criminal gang. Wonderful. 
 At least pretty boy and his flunkies were well-armed with Beretta M9s. They were reliable semi-automatic 9mm pistols with 17-round magazines. The only problem was that if they had to fire at the opening to the storage shed, they’d be close to their maximum effective range, and Heinrich had no idea how much these guys practiced on the firing range. From what he’d seen of the lane, there was no cover between their position and the gang’s storage unit. Therefore, they had no chance of moving in closer. 
 Heinrich shook his head. This didn’t feel right. This didn’t feel right at all. 
 Even worse, they could barely hear the wire that Lambros wore. It was at the extent of its range and the concrete sheds weakened the signal. 
 Each of them had an ear bud so they could listen in, but between the crackling, unsteady signal and the unfamiliar language, Heinrich could barely follow the conversation. 
 Lambros was having a friendly chat with someone whom Heinrich could barely make out. The signal was so bad, only Lambros’ voice came through enough to piece together sentences. The criminals’ voices sounded like a vague mumbling. He heard the sound of a shutter opening, which they could pick up with their unaided hearing as well, and some more conversation. One or two voices added to the conversation, but they were even less clear, as if they came from people standing farther away. Heinrich made out something about Corinthian ware and mosaic fragments. On the drive over, he’d made Thalia teach him a bunch of archaeological terms. 
 “May I pick this up?” Lambros asked. Heinrich thought he sounded nervous, and that he was speaking too loudly and clearly for normal conversation. 
 Heinrich thought he made out someone saying, “Of course.” 
 “Wonderful piece of Corinthian ware. And these mosaic fragments are very well preserved. How much are they?” 
 Heinrich couldn’t hear the response but thought he caught the word “thousand.” 
 Then he heard a rough voice ask a quick question that Heinrich didn’t catch. Adonis’s eyes went wide. He talked into a mic to the plainclothes officers guarding the other end of the lane. 
 “Be ready to move in if they find it,” he whispered. 
 “What did he say?” Heinrich asked. 
 “One of the gang asked what was in his inside suit pocket,” Thalia said. 
 Shit. That mic had been hidden pretty well. Had Lambros shifted the wrong way or accidentally opened his suit? 
 There was a babble of voices. Then a new voice cut in, rough and authoritative. A hiss of static drowned out whatever he’d said. Heinrich heard a scuffle and what sounded like a string of swear words. 
 Then the millionaire’s voice came through loud and clear. 
 “This one is a masterpiece! This one is a masterpiece!” 
 The code phrase. Lambros had recognized one of the criminals in the mug shots. 
 The wire cut off dead. 
 “Move in!” Adonis told the plainclothesmen through the mic, then turned to Thalia and Heinrich. “You two stay here.” 
 Adonis pulled out his pistol and rushed around the corner. 
 “Fuck that,” Heinrich muttered. He turned to Thalia. “Stay here.” 
 He ran around the corner, crouching low. 
 What he saw did not look good. 
 Adonis was several paces ahead of him, holding up a badge with one hand and his gun with the other while shouting something in Greek that was meant to sound intimidating. The two plainclothesmen rounded the opposite corner. 
 At the center of the row, nearly a hundred yards from either end, two men bustled Lambros into a parked van. A third tore the wire off him and threw it on the ground. Two more men rushed out of the storage shed, guns drawn. 
 These were not little Berettas, but AK-47s. They did not look impressed by pretty boy’s display of authority. 
 “Fuck!” Heinrich said, diving for the nearest cover, which was nothing more than the doorway of the nearest storage unit. The shutters were set in from the wall a mere four inches. Heinrich flattened himself as much as he could. 
 Adonis went prone and let off three shots in quick succession. In response he got a hailstorm of semiautomatic fire that chewed up the asphalt and knocked fragments off the brick wall near Heinrich’s head. 
 Adonis fired once more, then rolled to the meager shelter of the doorway just ahead of Heinrich. 
 Heinrich dared a peek, just in time to see the two plainclothesmen dive back around the corner, chased by a spray of bullets. Lambros and the three guys who had been manhandling him had already disappeared into the back of the van. One leaped out of the back, holding a set of keys. Adonis aimed and took him down with a single shot. 
 “Nice one!” Heinrich called. He didn’t like the pretty boy, but he had to give credit where credit was due. 
 One of the guys holding an AK cut off any further conversation by sending a burst in their direction. Heinrich pressed himself against the shutter, arms up to take any bullet that would otherwise shatter his skull. A second burst kept him in that position. To his amazement, none of the bullets hit him. 
 There was a lull. Then, through his ringing ears, Heinrich heard the revving of an engine. 
 He peeked and saw both the AK guys in the front seat. The one on the passenger side had poked his weapon out the window. 
 The van peeled out, heading right for them. The gunman in the passenger seat let out a wild burst. The bullets clanged off the shutter above Heinrich’s head as the van swept past. 
 The lane was narrow and the van had to slow to barely ten miles an hour as it took the turn. Just then, the back door popped open. Heinrich had a brief glimpse of a terrified Lambros trying to jump out. A pair of arms reached from the dark interior and pulled him back inside. 
 Heinrich was up and running in an instant. The van made the turn and began picking up speed. One of the antiquities thieves tried to close the back doors to the van but in his haste he shut them in the wrong order. They wouldn’t close, one bashing against the other. He opened them a bit to fix his mistake … 
 … and ended up making a worse one. 
 Because Heinrich was on him. He leaped for the door handle and grabbed it, feet scrabbling for purchase on the asphalt as the van accelerated and the door swung open. The man who had been trying to close the door gave Heinrich a startled look, then turned away for a second. Heinrich tried to use that moment to clamber into the back of the van, but all he could do was hang on. 
 When the guy turned to him next, he was holding a tire iron. 
 “Aw, crap,” Heinrich muttered. 
 Then he got another stroke of dubious luck. The van made a sharp turn, swinging the door closed. Heinrich would have loved to vault into the back of the van and immediately kick the asses of the three guys inside, but nothing ever worked out quite the way he wanted it to. He found himself flung against the rear of the van, his legs hitting the edge and swinging him down so that he inadvertently head-butted the tire iron guy right in the groin. That gave him enough time to grab the poor bastard and crawl over him into the van … 
 … and straight into the fist of the next antiquities thief. 
 The guy gave him a sucker punch to the face. Not a bad throw, but the thief didn’t have enough muscle behind it. Heinrich had been punched so many times inside and outside the ring that it took a lot more than some middle-aged loser to take him down. 
 Because in the brief glimpse inside the van’s interior, that’s what he saw—three regular guys and the kidnapped millionaire. These must be the brains or the assistants to the operation. The two heavies were up front with the heavy artillery. 
 Yet three against one was always bad odds. Heinrich had to get this done quickly. He scrambled to a kneeling position, taking another punch from the guy in front of him, and then let fly with a right cross that laid out the idiot flat. The back of his head made a satisfying bang on the van’s metal floor. 
 Just to his left lay Lambros, disheveled and obviously terrified. The reason for his terror was obvious. The third thief crouched at his head, brandishing a wicked-looking hunting knife. 
 Heinrich had no room to dodge the knife, only to back away. He bumped into the man with the tire iron and felt a red-hot trail of pain as the knife slashed against his left forearm. 
 Ignoring the pain for the moment, Heinrich grabbed the tire iron guy, who was still moaning about his abused groin, and swung him around as a shield. That accomplished two things: one good and one not so good. The good part was that Mr. Tire Iron took the thrust of the knife in his side. The bad thing was that as Heinrich swung his human shield, he swung the tire iron into the back of his own head. He ended up on the floor as Mr. Tire Iron dropped his namesake and clutched his side, hissing with pain. 
 Heinrich grabbed the tire iron, but his head was swimming from the impact of the blow. He had no time to attack before the guy he had knocked to the floor blindly lashed out with his feet and knocked the tire iron out the open back of the van. 
 Heinrich pushed Mr. Tire Iron into the arms of the other two, followed with a punch that landed on one of them (he didn’t have time to see which), and grabbed Lambros. 
 “Jump!” he shouted. 
 Lambros glanced out the back. They were going at least thirty miles an hour and picking up speed with every second. To his credit, Lambros didn’t hesitate. He knew the better of two bad options when he saw it. 
 The millionaire jumped, landed badly, and rolled along behind the van for a moment before coming to a stop. 
 Heinrich was about to join him when he took a kick to the head. An instant later someone grabbed him. 
 He flailed out, fist hitting flesh. The knife waved in front of his face, red with the blood of two men. He grabbed the wrist and twisted. Someone punched him but Heinrich focused on the more important task of disarming Mr. Hunting Knife before he got stuck for real. Another punch made his head swim, but he had the satisfaction of twisting the man’s wrist at an unnatural angle and seeing the knife clatter to the floor. 
 He was about to grab it when the driver slammed on the brakes. The door shut with a thump, plunging the interior of the van into darkness. 







CHAPTER EIGHT

   
Heinrich didn’t waste any time. In a three-versus-one fight, being in complete darkness was an advantage. His opponents didn’t know whom to hit, and he could hit anybody. 
 He grabbed for the spot where he remembered the knife to be, only to find that it had shifted when the van screeched to a stop. Elbows and knees and bodies pushed him this way and that. One of the guys screamed something in Greek right in his ear. 
 Not in the mood for a language lesson, Heinrich began flailing out with jabs and crosses, landing nearly every one. His fist jarred against a skull once, and an elbow another time, but mostly he hit soft, inviting flesh that gave way under the force of his blows. 
 Heinrich grinned. In another three or four seconds, he’d have these idiots pummeled into submission. 
 At least that’s what he thought until the back of the van opened and he found himself staring down the barrel of an AK-47. 
 “Well, hello there,” Heinrich said, putting up his hands. “How about you don’t kill me and I’ll tell you all I know, all right?” 
 Beyond the gunman he saw the other man with the AK standing in the road. Lambros, about two hundred yards beyond, limped away as fast as he could, one arm hanging slack at his side. The gunman raised his AK to fire. 
 The wail of a police siren and the flashing of blue and red lights that illuminated the intersection not far beyond Lambros made him pause. 
 A cop car roared around the corner. Instead of firing at the millionaire, the thug fired at the car. 
 Heinrich wasn’t sure if any of the bullets hit, but they sure had the desired effect. The car swerved to the right, smashed into a trash can, and came to a shuddering halt. The gunman let out another burst. The bullets thudded off the hood and shattered one of the headlights. Lambros ducked out of sight between two buildings. 
 “Let’s go!” the man covering Heinrich shouted over his shoulder. 
 Heinrich tensed, ready to leap on him the moment his gaze slipped away, but the man was too smart. He took a step backward, then quickly returned his attention to Heinrich. 

Military training, Heinrich realized. Just like the guy who killed Professor Christodolou.

 The man gestured at Heinrich to back up. He obeyed, moving to the very back of the van, his shoe slipping a bit as he stepped in the pool of blood on the floor. His arm was really beginning to hurt, the first shock of the cut having worn off. The three guys in the back with whom he had been fighting studied him. One lay on the ground, still clutching his side. The man who had accidentally stabbed him put a reassuring hand on his shoulder. He had already picked up his knife again. The third had the beginnings of a black eye and glowered at Heinrich as he gripped the tire iron. 
 The man with the AK suddenly turned and let off three rounds of semiautomatic fire at the cop car. In the dim streetlight, the distance was too far for Heinrich to see if the cops had made a move or were just hunkering down. No return fire came. 
 The gunman flicked a switch inside the door and a light came on in the van’s interior. 
 Heinrich grinned at the guys he’d been beating up. 
 “Funny the things you forget when you’re trying to make a panicky getaway.” 
 None of them responded. 
 The man with the AK jumped in, slammed the doors shut, and pounded on the wall. The van moved forward again. 
 No one said anything. The van drove on in silence. Heinrich stared at the AK pointed at his face. The eyes of the man behind it were as dead as a shark’s. After a minute the man murmured something that sounded like “Search him.” The new Mr. Tire Iron raised his weapon with one hand and began patting down Heinrich with the other. Heinrich grinned at him. 
 “Careful,” he said in Polish just to fuck with him. “That tire iron is bad luck. The last guy who held it got stuck like a pig.” Heinrich nodded toward the bleeding bastard on the other side of the van. The loser searching him got a spooked look. 
 It was then that Heinrich realized the radio receiver and earbuds had fallen away somewhere. He didn’t see them inside the van, so they must have fallen off as he hung on to the door. It didn’t matter. You could trace only a transmitter, not a receiver. 
 Mr. Tire Iron rifled through his pockets, pulled out Heinrich’s wallet, and rummaged through it. Heinrich took it as a compliment that the man moved to the far end of the van before taken his eyes off his prisoner. 
 Still no one spoke. Heinrich got the impression they were listening for more police sirens. Where the hell was the pursuit? Sure, this town had a lot of winding roads, but a cop car had just been shot up. Didn’t the Athens police have a helicopter or anything? And where the hell was pretty boy and his two flunkies? 
 Heinrich kept a close eye on his captors. He could tell that the three he had fought were amateurs—not amateurs in crime but amateurs in fighting. The guy with the AK was in another league entirely. He had the hard features and steady eye of a military man, and he looked cold-blooded as shit. Just like Unibrow back at the collectors fair. 
 The van came to an abrupt stop. Three thumps on the side signaled for the man holding Heinrich’s wallet to open the door. The driver stood behind the van on a poorly lit street. Heinrich saw warehouses and empty sidewalks. He heard no sirens, no helicopters, only the low background noise of a city at night. The driver held his AK in one hand and a jerry can in the other. Everyone scrambled out. The guy with the knife wound required assistance. He was still bleeding a fair amount, but Heinrich didn’t think his injury was life-threatening. Pity. 
 Heinrich started getting out too. 
 “Stop!” shouted the driver. He slung his AK. While his friend covered Heinrich with his own gun, the driver unscrewed the cap to the jerry can. 
 “Oh, now wait a minute,” Heinrich said. 
 The three nonmilitary guys turned pale and looked away. 
 A calm, cultured voice called from somewhere unseen, giving what Heinrich took to be an order. The voice sounded like it was accustomed to giving orders. The guy with the jerry can paused. His friend covering Heinrich with the AK gestured for him to get out. Heinrich wasted no time. 
 As soon as he did, the driver began dousing the back of the van with gasoline. 
 Heinrich could now see two cars, a Mercedes and a Lexus, parked in front of them. An older man with slicked-back salt-and-pepper hair and a pricey-looking suit stood by the Mercedes. He looked like a more menacing version of Lambros. A gun muzzle jabbed into the small of Heinrich’s back and he was pushed into the back seat of the Mercedes. 
 Mr. Business Suit drew a small automatic pistol from his inside pocket and sat beside him, pressing the muzzle against Heinrich’s gut. The driver, who also wore a suit, turned and opened his jacket to reveal a pistol in a shoulder holster. After this silent warning, the driver turned back to put his hands on the wheel. The guy with the AK got in the front passenger’s seat and covered Heinrich from there, the muzzle of the assault rifle sticking just below his nose. The other heavy threw a flare into the gasoline-soaked van, which went up with a whoosh, the sudden light making everyone blink. 
 The others piled in the Lexus and both cars took off. At the next intersection they took different routes. 
 The guy with the AK in front tossed Heinrich’s wallet to Mr. Business Suit. The man studied the contents for a moment, pausing when he saw Heinrich’s membership card for the Association of Private Investigators. Then he pulled out the hundred Euros inside the wallet and stuffed it into his own pocket. Heinrich frowned. Back in the gritty old New York of the Eighties, Heinrich had been mugged a few times. He didn’t expect it in this situation, though. 
 Mr. Business Suit gave him an abashed smile. “You must be surprised that someone of my obvious wealth would stoop to stealing such a small amount,” he said in correct but accented English. 
 “A hundred bucks isn’t small for a lot of people,” Heinrich replied. 
 Mr. Business Suit inclined his head. “That is quite true. When I was younger, I myself was one of those people. Old habits die hard. See this poor area we are driving through?” He indicated the ramshackle houses and cracked pavement of the neighborhood. Some of the windows were covered with plastic sheeting instead of glass. A haggard streetwalker stood on the corner. A drunk lay not far off, passed out by a heap of trash. “This would have been paradise for me growing up. I came from a little village. We still had a communal pump and electricity only half the day. Actually, my family didn’t get even that. We couldn’t make the payments, you see. I wore secondhand clothing and had to quit school at fourteen to help my father on that worthless farm of his.” 
 “My heart bleeds for you,” Heinrich said dryly. 
 “Oh, I’m not saying this to make you feel sorry for me. It’s just so that you realize that I know the value of money. You see, when I was working on that farm, we uncovered a little ceramic pot. Inside were a hundred drachma, silver coins minted by our ancient ancestors when this nation was the greatest in the world. The metal itself was worth more than our family earned in a year, and of course the coins would fetch far more than that. By law we were supposed to report the find. I suppose we would have gotten some reward, perhaps two weeks’ wages and a picture in the local newspaper. But my father had children to feed and a leaky roof to fix, so he tried to sell it on the black market. Sadly, he was caught and served some time in prison. He came out a broken man, and all he had wanted to do was help his family. I never forgot that lesson. He could never give me much, but he gave me that.” 
 “If you’re looking for someone to give a shit about your sob story, you’ve got the wrong guy.” 
 Mr. Business Suit shrugged. “I suppose I cannot expect sympathy from someone in your situation. I just wanted to explain my motivations before I kill you.” 
 Despite having no illusions about his predicament, the words made Heinrich stiffen. 
 Mr. Business Suit smiled. “You didn’t really think we would let you go, did you? We will take you to an isolated location, torture you to find out why an American private detective is helping the Athens police, and then kill you and bury you in an unmarked grave.” 
 Heinrich tried to put on a brave front. “You shouldn’t have told me you were going to kill me, dickhead. Now I have no reason to spill.” 
 “Spill? What does that mean? To tell us what we want to know? Oh, my assistant in the front seat is quite good at getting information out of stubborn people. You will tell us all we want to know just to make the pain stop.” 
 There wasn’t really anything to say to that, so Heinrich said nothing. The Mercedes continued through the shantytown, which got poorer and sparser. Cinderblock houses gave way to empty lots, which gave way to open fields. There were still buildings here and there, and clusters of tents. In one field Heinrich saw a group of gypsies laughing and drinking around a bonfire. Gradually, the signs of life grew fewer and farther between. Heinrich saw almost no lights ahead and knew they were heading into open countryside. 
 Dark, empty countryside. 
 That’s where they’d kill him. 







CHAPTER NINE

   
The Mercedes pulled off the road and onto a dirt track, trundling along slowly for a few minutes before coming to a stop. 
 “Get out,” Mr. Business Suit ordered, gesturing with his pistol. 
 Heinrich obeyed. He was about to bolt but decided against it. Mr. Business Suit, who was obviously the ringleader, was just stepping out, his pistol trained on Heinrich. The guy with the AK stepped out too. The car was parked in an open field. Heinrich got a brief glimpse of an olive grove about fifty yards away before the driver switched off the headlights. After he did, the land went nearly dark, lit only by the distant glow of Athens on the horizon and the starlight from a moonless sky. 
 As the two men covered him, standing out of reach in case he made a desperate final bid for freedom, the driver emerged. He held up something. Starlight gleamed off metal. It took a moment for Heinrich to see that it was a pair of handcuffs. 
 “End of the line,” Heinrich whispered, his mouth so dry he could barely hear his own voice. 
 A wave of depression engulfed him. Here he was in his forties, healthy and with a good career ahead of him, and it was all going to disappear. And what would he leave behind? A circle of friends who were good pals but who didn’t really need him. They all had their own lives, real lives with wives and kids, not the perpetual bachelorhood he’d lived. 
 He’d fucked up from the beginning. He’d been a little hoodlum thanks to his crap parents. When Grandpa Otto had pulled him out of juvvie and taken him under his wing, things had looked better for a time. Then that whole thing about Grandpa Otto’s war record came out. Heinrich had lost a lot of friends over that, not to mention his Jewish girlfriend, and had to drop out of college just to get away from the haters. His parents and his grandfather had given his life a one-two punch and he’d never fully gotten off the mat. 
 He thought things had been getting better. His career was on the up and he’d started helping Jan get on his feet. Now that he stood in a lonely field looking down the barrel of an AK-47 as some thug approached him with a pair of handcuffs, he realized what he had been doing. He had wanted to be what Grandpa Otto should have been. 
 Instead he had become what Grandpa Otto turned out to be—a big disappointment. 
 The guy with the handcuffs came up to Heinrich, keeping to one side so the man with the AK could have a clear shot. Mr. Business Suit stood not far off, his own pistol leveled. The man with the handcuffs grabbed one of Heinrich’s wrists and started pulling it behind his back. 
 Time to die. 
 Heinrich twisted his wrist so that he could get a good grip on his captor’s own arm. At the same time, he dropped to the ground, kicking out at the man’s ankles. 
 It worked. The guy fell on him. One of Heinrich’s arms was free enough to give him the chance to get in a couple of quick kidney punches while keeping the man on top to serve as a shield. The man writhed and gasped, but the surprise and spike of pain kept him from fighting back. 
 Heinrich struggled to get the pistol from inside his opponent’s jacket, but his own awkward position and the man’s feeble resistance slowed him for a crucial second. 
 By then the thug with the assault rifle loomed over him. Heinrich stared at the dark muzzle of the weapon, the little black circle seeming to expand so that it encompassed the whole world. 
 A shot. Heinrich flinched. He did not die. 
 Instead the man who had been about to kill him spun, dropped to one knee, and let off a series of shots aimed at the edge of the olive grove. 
 Heinrich pushed the driver off him and gave the man a gut punch to keep him down. He was about to leap on the man who was firing, but the AK was suddenly facing him again. 

Didn’t forget about me, eh? Heinrich thought as he batted the barrel to one side. A bullet thumped into the earth just an inch from his ankle. 
 Heinrich tried to grab the gun, but his opponent was too quick. He swung the butt into Heinrich’s face. 
 The world spun. For a moment Heinrich had trouble seeing and his ears filled with an overwhelming ringing sound. He tried to crawl away, but he felt something burn his leg and knew he’d never make it in time. 
 But nothing happened. His vision cleared and he saw the man who had been about to kill him lying on the ground at his feet. 
 Heinrich blinked. The top half of the man’s skull had been blown away, the contents oozing onto the earth, glistening sickeningly in the starlight. The man he had pulled on top of him and pummeled had staggered to his feet and was running for the Mercedes, crouching low and using his revolver to fire at the olive grove. The crack of two pistols replied. The engine of the Mercedes roared and the vehicle did a tight one-eighty, the tires spitting up earth. Mr. Business Suit had obviously decided to do his own driving for a change. 
 At least he was courteous enough to pick up his chauffeur. The passenger’s side door opened and the guy leaped inside. Heinrich grabbed the AK lying at his feet, flicked off the safety, and aimed. 
 It turned out to be set on semiauto. The first three-round burst missed, thanks to Heinrich’s spinning head and his unfamiliarity with the weapon. He was a good shot with a pistol, but rarely had time to practice with anything else. As the Mercedes pulled back onto the dirt road and picked up speed, Heinrich took more careful aim and fired another burst. This one splintered a taillight and spent sparks flying from the rear of the vehicle. It did not slow down. 
 Heinrich let out a slow breath, focused, and pulled the trigger again. 

Click.

 “Motherfucker didn’t have time to reload,” Heinrich grumbled. 
 He didn’t bother looking for a second magazine. The Mercedes roared down the dirt road, fishtailing a little but keeping to the track. In another moment it turned a corner, drove behind a low hill, and disappeared. 
 “All clear over there?” called a man’s voice from the olive grove. It sounded like Adonis Whatshisname. 
 “One dead Greek and one beat-up American,” Heinrich called back. 
 Two figures detached themselves from the shadows of the grove and moved toward him. After a moment he could recognize Adonis and Thalia. Both carried pistols. 
 “Hey, you gave her a gun and not me?” 
 “Special circumstances,” Adonis said with a grin. He walked up and looked at the body, then pulled a phone from his pocket. 
 “There were special circumstances back at the storage shed but you didn’t give me one then,” Heinrich said. 
 Adonis turned his back, put a finger in his ear, and started talking to someone on the other end of the line. 
 “You’re welcome,” Thalia said. 
 Heinrich turned to her. “Um, thanks.” 
 No one said anything for a moment. Thalia shuddered and dropped the gun. 
 “I didn’t know you knew how to shoot,” Heinrich said. 
 “I don’t,” she replied, hugging herself and taking care not to look at the dead body. “Adonis told me to shoot away from all of you so I didn’t hit you by accident. He just wanted to make it look like more people were on the scene.” 
 Heinrich nodded. “It worked. You got them spooked.” Then he remembered the hot, sudden pain he had felt in his leg. So much pain covered his body right then, he couldn’t feel it at the moment. The knife gash on his arm burned, and his jaw throbbed from where the butt of the assault rifle had hit it. Then there were a dozen other scrapes and bruises. He looked down. A shallow furrow ran across the front of his right thigh. 
 “Aw, shit.” 
 “What?” Thalia asked. 
 “Adonis should have been worrying about his aim, not yours,” he said, pointing. 
 “The thieves gave you that.” 
 “That guy never got a chance to shoot me. If he had, we wouldn’t be talking right now.” 
 As they waited for the police to come, Adonis led Heinrich back to his vehicle, hidden on a dirt lane at the other side of the grove, and patched him up with a first aid kit. That made Heinrich even more annoyed. When Adonis saw the bullet graze and profusely apologized, Heinrich felt like punching the guy. 
 “Lambros is all right,” Adonis said as he bound the wound. 
 “Oh, right, glad to hear it.” 
 “Well, he’s alive, in any case,” the detective continued. “Sprained ankle, dislocated shoulder, and fractured wrist. Not bad considering the circumstances.” 
 “And the other car, the Lexus?” 
 Adonis shook his head. “It got away.” 
 “How the hell can two cars full of criminals kidnap a millionaire, shoot at a bunch of cops, and just get away?” 
 “We didn’t have enough backup. There was a big anarchist protest in the Exarcheia neighborhood. Idiots throwing firecrackers and setting fire to trash cans. They’re always causing trouble down there. Most of the officers were assigned to that. That one patrol car you saw, the one that went after the van, was the only backup we could get in time. At least they didn’t get hurt. Shot the car to pieces, though.” 
 “I’m thinking we’re going to get more resources after tonight,” Heinrich said. 
 “God, I hope so,” Adonis said with a sigh, packing away the first aid kit. He turned and looked at Heinrich. “So you’re still with us, even after what happened tonight?” 
 Their eyes met. “Especially after what happened tonight.” 
 Heinrich felt a tremble go through his body – a tremble that he couldn’t quite suppress. He hated the fact that Adonis saw it. When the asshole gave him a sympathetic smile he wanted to punch the grin right off the guy’s face. However, he couldn’t stop that little shiver. 
 He’d come close to death that night. He’d been close many times before, more times than he cared to count, but this time he’d seen his life all too clearly. 
 He’d seen the meaninglessness of it all, the emptiness. 
 Now he had another chance. He wasn’t going to screw it up. 







CHAPTER TEN

   
The next morning, over breakfast at their hotel, all Thalia could talk about was that damn pretty-boy police officer. 
 “Wasn’t he wonderful?” the professor gushed. Her eyes shone with admiration. 
 “He did all right,” Heinrich mumbled, stirring his yogurt and honey. It was delicious. He wished he could appreciate it more. 
 “He followed you so expertly. They never had a clue we were behind them.” 
 Heinrich nodded. “True enough.” 
 “When he gave me that gun, I thought I’d have a heart attack! I’d fired a gun only once before. My grandfather had an old shotgun he let me fire at a target. I’m glad Adonis told me to fire away from all of you, though. I don’t think I could kill someone, not even in that situation, and I might have hit you.” 
 “Yeah, Adonis hit me instead,” Heinrich grumbled. 
 Thalia looked taken aback. “He was trying to save your life!” 
 “He did, and I’m grateful. Just like Lambros is grateful to me for saving his life. Or at least I assume he is.” 
 “Well, yeah, you did that,” Thalia said in an offhand manner. 
 Heinrich looked up at her and saw the face of all those women he’d never gotten for one reason or another. All those women who went after some better-looking guy, or some richer guy, or some guy with more social refinement. There was always some damn reason to pick another man over him. 
 He opened his mouth to speak, but then realized he had nothing to say. Instead he looked back down at his breakfast, stirring his yogurt. 
 “Adonis will be expecting us at the police station soon,” Thalia said. 
 “Yeah, let’s get going. Mustn’t keep Adonis waiting.” 
 Heinrich sat glumly through the taxi ride. Jan still hadn’t emailed him. It was time for his morning phone hour and Heinrich hadn’t been able to resist sending him a text, just saying hi and adding a snapshot of the Parthenon. He wasn’t sure if reminding the kid that he was in Europe was a good idea or not. Would that draw the kid out? Give him too many expectations, like the monitors had warned? 
 Heinrich had no idea of knowing because Jan didn’t reply. 
 His spirits lifted somewhat when they spotted Lambros sitting in the front waiting room. One arm was in a sling and he was on crutches. Heinrich wasn’t quite sure how that worked until Lambros sprang out of his chair, nearly toppling over. His Polish maid, who had been sitting unnoticed beside him, caught him. The maid grabbed Lambros’ crutches and helped him cross the room. 
 Lambros put a hand on Heinrich’s shoulder. The look of profound gratitude on the millionaire’s face made Heinrich wonder if he was going to get a fat reward. 

I’ll have him donate it to Jan’s halfway house. They need a new rec room.

 “So good to see you again!” Lambros said. “I can’t begin to thank you enough for what you did. You are a true hero.” 
 Heinrich made appreciative, humble noises as Lambros went on and on. The millionaire praised him up one side and down the other, but no offer of a reward came. Heinrich began getting angry at the millionaire, then angry at himself for thinking he would be treated as anything more than the help. That got him even angrier at Lambros. 
 Just before Heinrich lost his cool, Adonis walked into the room, looking as pretty as usual. He wore a new suit and walked with a confident, erect gait. It was obvious that among the four of them, he was the only one to have gotten a decent night’s sleep. 
 Thalia’s eyes lit up. “Any news on the case?” she asked in English for Heinrich’s benefit. That did nothing to help his mood. He could have understood that question in Greek just from the context. 
 Adonis gave a wry smile. “I’m afraid the police chief has me doing so much paperwork over the shooting, I haven’t had time to do much else.” 
 Heinrich had to feel for the guy. “I know some people on the NYPD. They’re buried under paperwork on a good day. A shooting only makes it worse.” 
 “Indeed,” the detective said with a chuckle. He grew serious. “How are you feeling?” 
 “All right,” Heinrich said. His face hadn’t looked good in the mirror that morning. The knife cut had been the worst. The cops had taken him to the hospital, from which he had emerged with fifteen stitches. “Not sure how I’m going to box with an arm like this. I look like Frankenstein.” 
 “I’m sure you’ll heal quickly enough,” Adonis said, clapping him on the shoulder. Heinrich hated it when people he hated got chummy with him. The detective turned to Lambros. “And how are you?” 
 “As good as can be expected. At least I’m alive, thanks to Mr. Muller. I’ll be forever grateful to him.” 

Not grateful enough to offer me a reward, you rich fuck.

 Adonis gave them both one of his winning smiles. Thalia moved closer to him. 
 “Well, I’d be grateful to the two of you if you could look through some photos of criminals,” Adonis said. “Neither I nor my two officers got a good look at any of them. I’m hoping you can make some positive identifications. Mr. Lambros identified one of his abductors from our previous list of suspects, but it was the one whom I shot at the storage facility, so unfortunately that doesn’t help us much.” 
 “What about the guy you iced in the field?” Heinrich asked. 
 Adonis looked confused. “Iced?” 
 “Made cold. Killed.” 
 “Oh yes. We identified him. A retired soldier, but he didn’t have a criminal record. Perhaps you can help us find someone more useful.” 
 The detective led them to a room and sat them at a computer. Adonis opened a large gallery of photos of convicts. They started clicking through them while the detective took Thalia out for a coffee. 
 Heinrich settled in to focus on the work. He had been in this position on a number of cases, going through reams of photos, looking for a match. Boring, often fruitless work. Necessary, though. 
 After an hour, the detective and the professor had not returned. Heinrich was beginning to think they’d gone off to a motel. 
 At least he and Lambros had found one match. 
 Niko Marinos, the guy with the AK who had survived. Ex-infantry sergeant in the Greek army. After his service, he had gotten into a string of brushes with the law, finally doing three years for assault after pummeling some guy in a bar fight. That was a long stretch for a fistfight, so the victim must have been in pretty bad shape. The year after he got out, Marinos had been found not guilty of robbing a wealthy home, tying up the owners, and ransacking the place. He’d gotten off for lack of evidence. The assailants had been masked. He had a current address in Athens, as he was still on parole. 
 Some more help came when Heinrich’s phone buzzed. Biniam had emailed him from an anonymous email account Heinrich had. Actually “George Soros” emailed him. One of Biniam’s pseudonyms. Eritreans had a weird sense of humor. 
 “Hey buddy. Your suspicions were right. It’s easy to hack into the online antiquities database. Off-the-shelf antivirus, a firewall full of backdoors, and no regular backups. I could have hacked into this drunk. Perhaps I should have tried. That would have been a cool challenge. Anyway, would you like me to implant a bot in the system so I can track changes? Very illegal but almost guaranteed to get results. If these guys are adding fake documentation for their stuff, they’re probably doing it pretty regularly. I’ll be able to trace them.” 
 Heinrich replied. “If it’s illegal, absolutely do not do it. This is a criminal investigation and we can’t break the law.” 
 That was a code phrase to give Biniam the green light. It was best to cover one’s ass and create deniability, even on an anonymous account. Biniam had taught him that. Being a refugee who would be executed if he returned to his native land, and who lived more on the Dark Web than in the regular world, Biniam had taught Heinrich a lot about paranoia. 
 By the time Adonis and Thalia finally returned—him looking smug, her looking dreamy eyed and a bit rosy in the cheeks—Heinrich and Lambros had gone through a few hundred more pictures, all to no luck. 
 “So where have you two been?” Heinrich asked. He winced as he heard the accusatory tone in his voice. 
 “Examining the confiscated artifacts from the storage shed,” Thalia said. “I’ve determined that some of the Corinthian ware was excavated recently. I’m sure it was taken during those unauthorized diggings a few months ago.” 
 “How can you know that?” Heinrich asked. 
 “A couple of the pieces bore marks from shovels. A professional archaeologist would have been more careful. We use trowels to scrape away layers of earth bit by bit. Those pieces had been dug up in an amateurish fashion.” 
 “Yes, but they all had documentation in the national database saying they had been dug up before independence and were therefore legal to buy and sell,” Adonis said, frowning. “It looks like the gang has an accomplice in the Ministry of Antiquities.” 

Or they have a halfway decent hacker who added the records for them, Heinrich thought. He decided to keep his mouth shut, though, and let Biniam do his thing. The more of this case he solved himself, the more impressed Montaine would be. He had to get that European job. 
 “So what now?” Heinrich asked. “Pick up this perp we found in the photo lineup?” 
 Adonis’s perfect brow furrowed. “Perp? What is a perp?” 
 Heinrich suppressed a smile. “Perpetrator? Police lingo for a criminal.” 

I’ll have to throw some more words at you that you don’t know.

 “Yes, we’ll go after this ‘perp,’ as you say. If we’re lucky, he can lead us to the rest of the gang.” 
 Adonis laid the trap carefully. He sent a plainclothesman, one who had not been on the previous night’s disastrous mission, to sniff out the apartment where Niko Marinos was supposedly staying. It turned out that, as was usual with this type of criminal, he wasn’t living there anymore. A friend lived there and took in his mail, thus creating the appearance that this was Marinos’ home address. A few conversations with local informants got his real address. The plainclothesman cased the place and radioed back that Niko wasn’t at home, but at a bar just down the street. 
 By then it was early evening. Adonis was reluctant to make the collar in a public place and risk innocent people getting hurt, but he didn’t want to lose sight of Niko Marinos either. He decided to chance it. 
 “After last night, I’m amazed this guy hasn’t skipped town,” Heinrich said. 
 Adonis gave a wry smile. “He thinks he is safe with his false address. Plus, with our department so overstretched, we are lucky to have our informants to tell us what we need to know. If we had to do the search ourselves, it would have taken forever to track him down.” 
 “But they fired on some cops. They fired on you!” 
 Adonis gave a helpless shrug. “And those anarchists broke the jaw of an officer last night. And someone was murdered in another neighborhood. And a jewelry store got robbed at gunpoint last week. We are overstretched.” 
 “Sounds like you need more funding.” 
 Adonis snorted. “Tell that to the IMF and Western European governments. They are making us cut all services to pay our debt. Pensioners go without electricity while criminals run free.” 
 Niko’s neighborhood was a noisy working-class suburb of Athens. Concrete apartment blocks crowded in on one another, their ground floors given over to shops. Now that the sun had set and the temperature had cooled off somewhat, people thronged the streets. Families were out for evening strolls, teenagers were laughing and flirting, old men sat at cafes and played checkers while sipping ouzo or coffee. Music played from windows, mingling with the sound of street vendors and the babble of the crowd. 
 Heinrich smiled. This was the sort of life that New York City used to have before all the money moved in. Now the streets had lost a lot of their spark. In the evenings its was mostly hipsters and suits out for a night of conspicuous consumption, not real people enjoying their lives. New York in the Eighties had been a wonderland of diverse experiences, both good and bad. It had brought the world to him before he’d ever had the chance to leave the United States. Now it was dying. It had been dying since the Nineties and it was really on its last gasp. 
 Heinrich wondered if he would miss it, assuming he got the chance to move to Europe. He’d miss the guys, certainly, and the boxing gym, and a few old spots that the chain stores hadn’t wiped out. But would he really miss the city itself? Or was he clinging to the memory of what it had once been? He’d lived there all his life. Leaving would be a big step. But maybe he should have left years ago. A change might be just what he needed. At least Warsaw hadn’t been gentrified, although it had its own problems, like poverty and a growing far right movement. Europe had no shortage of bullshit, just like there was bullshit everywhere else. 
 He pushed those thoughts from his mind when they reached the right street. Thalia had been left behind in the hotel, and it had taken a lot of convincing for Heinrich to be allowed to come along. He and Adonis strolled along the street. The plainclothesman had radioed to tell them that Niko Marinos was still in the bar, out of sight of the street. A pair of uniformed officers stood within sight of the bar’s back door, making a show of speaking to a local shopkeeper. As long as no one else from the previous night was around, they’d be able to approach with safety, Adonis boasted, and Niko wouldn’t know what hit him. 
 After how things had gone the previous night, Heinrich didn’t share the detective’s confidence. His painkillers had worn off and the slash on his arm burned like a long, thin tongue of flame. The nick he’d gotten from Adonis’s bullet smarted pretty badly too. But he didn’t dare take any more painkillers. He had to keep his head clear. 
 They shouldered their way through the crowds and Heinrich spotted the plainclothesman from Adonis’s description—a nondescript young man reading a newspaper at a cafe across the street. As soon as he spotted Adonis, the officer put his newspaper on the table and strolled to the opposite side of the street to the bar—a low, whitewashed building with only one window, which was closed, and a doorway through which thumped rock music. 
 The idea was for the plainclothesman to make the collar just as Adonis and Heinrich came through the door as backup. 
 That was the plan, anyway. 
 The plainclothesman walked in while Adonis and Heinrich were still a few yards from the front door. For a couple of seconds all was calm. They approached the door and had almost reached it when they heard a shout and the sound of breaking glass, followed by the thump of a body hitting the floor. 
 Adonis yanked out his pistol and rounded the corner, Heinrich right behind him. 
 The plainclothesman lay on the floor just a few steps inside the door, surrounded by a halo of glass shards, his hands clutching his bloody face. Niko Marinos had just risen from a table in the center of the room. The bastard had thrown a bottle of ouzo at the cop. 
 “Stop or I’ll shoot!” Adonis shouted. 
 Considering all the excitement, Heinrich was impressed he understood the guy’s Greek. 
 Niko ducked to the side and into a tangle of old Greek guys gaping at the scene. Adonis cursed, unable to fire. The room was half full of people. He didn’t dare let loose in there. 
 Niko didn’t have such scruples. He pushed through the crowd of drinkers, gun drawn, already firing. 







CHAPTER ELEVEN

   
Heinrich did the only thing he could do in that situation—dove behind a table, then scurried past some people making a panicked rush for the door and to the cover of the bar, which fortunately had an opening right next to him. He stumbled over the bartender, who had already hunkered down, and scrambled farther along behind the bar to get around to Niko’s flank. 
 That was, assuming Niko was still where he had been. The bar was such a torrent of sound—gunshots, screams, breaking glass—that Heinrich had no idea what was going on but didn’t dare poke up his head yet. 
 When he did, he did it with two full bottles of ouzo in his hands, figuring he’d give Niko Marinos a taste of his own medicine. 
 At first he couldn’t see the guy. People had hit the deck, clustering under tables or crawling for the front and back doors. One of the old men lay on the ground, gripping his bloodied arm and letting out a sustained wail. 
 Adonis crouched behind an overturned table. The detective ducked around the side to fire. 
 A muzzle flare from behind a screeching woman told him where Niko was. He was using the chick as a human shield. His shot missed, and Adonis ducked back around the table, unable to return fire. 
 Heinrich decided this was no time to be gentlemanly. That woman was going to get it in the next few seconds if he didn’t take action, so he wound up and threw the first bottle of ouzo with all his might. 
 He got Niko in the side of the head. Unfortunately, the shards sprayed all over the hostage too, cutting her face and shoulder. Heinrich winced. Why was he such a disaster around women? 
 Well, he had probably saved her life. Niko rolled away, shaking his head, and then turned to aim at this new attacker. The woman had the presence of mind to scramble away. 
 And Heinrich had enough time to throw the second bottle. 
 He missed Niko’s head and the bottle bounced off the bastard’s shoulder. The ex-soldier grunted, aimed, and fired as Heinrich ducked back behind the bar. 
 Which turned out to not be bulletproof. The bullet tore a neat hole through the front of the bar and shattered a bottle of wine next to Heinrich’s head, spattering him with red liquid. 
 Another shot, but no new bullet hole appeared. Heinrich crawled a few feet along the bar, picked up another couple of bottles, and leaped back up. 
 The fight was over. Niko Marinos lay on the floor, choking on his own blood from a gaping wound to the throat. Adonis stood on the other side of the room, still aiming the barrel of his Beretta. 
 A door at the back of the bar burst open. The two uniformed police officers who had been guarding the back exit came through it. 
 “A little late, boys,” Heinrich grumbled. 
 What happened next was almost as ugly as the fight in the bar. More police came and sealed off the crime scene. Ambulances wailed through the crowd to take away the injured cop, the old guy who’d been shot, and the woman whom Heinrich had inadvertently cut. Then the police chief came—a scowling old man with the face of a hawk and the voice of a screech owl—and started chewing out Adonis for lousing up the collar. He did this in front of the traumatized patrons. 
 Then the chief turned his attention on Heinrich. He shouted some rapid-fire Greek at a young and obviously nervous officer who then had to translate. 
 “The police chief says you are not supposed to be here,” the officer said. “You could have gotten hurt.” 
 Adonis said something but got cut off. Heinrich decided to finish his sentence for him. 
 “I helped nail that guy. If I hadn’t hit him with the bottle, he wouldn’t have backed away from the woman and given Adonis the chance to fire.” 
 The officer reluctantly translated this and got an earful in return. 
 “My commander says that you were breaking the law to come along. He will not press charges considering the circumstances but you must leave now. The case will be given to a different detective and your help is no longer needed.” 
 “Tell your commander he’s a stupid piece of shit.” 
 The officer paled. The police chief paled. Then the police chief gave him a quick but very complete lesson in Greek insults. 
 “Guess you speak English after all,” Heinrich said to the police chief, flipping him off as he went out the door. 
 For a moment, Heinrich tensed. The bastard could probably have him arrested for that, and then he’d be screwed. Montaine would never hire him. 
 The next few steps felt like he was pushing through jelly. Things seemed to slow. He’d lost his cool, and now he’d endangered everything. Why did he always do that? 
 The police chief started shouting again, and for a moment Heinrich felt sure he was done for, but then he pieced together enough of the conversation to realize the asshole had turned his attention back to Adonis. 
 That didn’t come close to ending his problems. If the police chief didn’t want him on the case, and Adonis was out, what could he do? Solve it on his own? 
 Heinrich gritted his teeth. Yeah, he would solve it on his own, just like he had solved so many of his other cases. 
 But how? He had just lost all his resources. 
 Not all. When he got back to his hotel, he got on his anonymous email account and sent a message to Biniam. 
 “I need a trace on those hackers, pronto, my friend. If you need me to translate any Greek, I’m here for you.” 
 He got an email back within ten minutes. 
 “Hey, my man. It’s proving a bit more difficult than I anticipated. I’ve traced several security breaches to various addresses in Athens, but when I checked on Google Maps, they all turned out to be Internet cafes. Didn’t know those still existed. It’s like 1995 all over again, lol! I’m trying to find a pattern in the login times and places. So far no luck. I’ll get back to you ASAP.” 
 “Fuck,” Heinrich grumbled. “Now what?” 
 He stared at the screen for several minutes, at a loss. A knock on the door jarred him from his reverie. 
 Thalia. She looked worried. 
 “I heard from one of Adonis’ men about the fight. Are you all right?” 
 Heinrich shrugged. “More or less. I think Adonis’ career is wrecked, though.” 
 “That poor man. I should call him!” 
 “I think he’s busy getting chewed out by his boss. Oh, and we’re off the case, or at least I am. The police chief wasn’t too happy about there being a gunfight in the middle of a popular bar. At least two people got hurt, maybe more. I’m sure it’s going to be all over the papers tomorrow. It’s not Adonis’ fault. He did everything right. Sent in a plainclothesman to make the collar, but Niko Marinos recognized the guy somehow. A lot of these career criminals get to know who’s who on the street, so you’re always taking a chance no matter whom you send in. Just bad luck.” 
 “But the police chief didn’t see it that way,” Thalia said. 
 “No,” Heinrich said, glancing at his computer, hoping to see a message from Biniam. Or Jan. After that gunfight, it would be a relief to hear that kid complaining about math class or about how one of the monitors at his halfway house always farted in the rec room. Funny how that messed-up teenager had become an oasis of sanity in Heinrich’s own messed-up life. 
 But there was no salvation coming from the Internet right then. He turned back to Thalia, the pretty, intelligent woman who was far more worried about some cop ten years her junior than the man right in front of her. Ah, well. Wasn’t that always the way with him? 
 “So now what?” Heinrich asked. “Any ideas?” 
 Thalia thought for a moment. “We could check out Corinth. The illegal excavations were some time ago, and the gang won’t go back there now that we’ve taken their Corinthian ware. They’ll be sure to realize that we’ll discover it’s been illegally dug up. But they probably had some local help. They must have paid for a local guide, or for one of the security guards to look the other way.” 
 “I’m sure the cops pressured them.” 
 Thalia gave him a wicked smile. “I’ve seen how you operate. I’m sure you can pressure them more.” 
 Heinrich grinned. “Well, well, well. The academic has a bit of venom in her veins.” 
 Her features set and a flinty glare came to her eyes. “These people tried to kill us, and they are already killing our past. We have to do whatever we can to stop them.” 
 Heinrich nodded slowly. “All right. We’ll keep going. But we don’t have any resources. The cops have cut me out, and they’ll probably give you the brush off too.” 
 “You forgot about Lambros. After what he went through, I’m sure he’ll be willing to help.” 
 Thalia was correct. She gave Lambros a call and told him what had happened. Within half an hour they were sitting in his house. The millionaire looking pained and exhausted on his sofa, his crutch by his side and his arm still in a sling. 
 “I’ve transferred ten thousand euros into your account, Professor Georgiades. You can use that for car rental, hotels, and other expenses. If you need more, just ask. If you don’t need it all, don’t worry about returning the balance. Those people must be stopped. They would have killed me for sure. Here.” Lambros handed over the mug shots Adonis had given him. “Perhaps these will help. I also know antiquities dealers all over the country and I would be happy to help with introductions. Anything else you need, just ask.” 
 “Do you have a gun?” Heinrich asked. 
 Lambros paused, studied Heinrich for a moment, then nodded. “Come with me.” With the aid of his crutch, he hauled himself to his feet. Heinrich moved to help him. Leaning on Heinrich, the millionaire led him to a spare room and opened a closet. Inside, leaning against the wall, was a Remington Model 700 BDL, a fine hunting rifle. Or at least that’s what Heinrich had heard. He’d never done any hunting. 
 “You got a handgun?” he asked. 
 Lambros shook his head. “Only this. Handgun permits are difficult to get in this country. I used to do some hunting when I was younger. It hasn’t been fired in a while, but it’s in good condition and has plenty of bullets.” 
 Heinrich took out the rifle and studied it. It was a 30-.06, so it had decent stopping power. The problem was, he wasn’t familiar with longarms. His poor performance with the AK-47 had been proof of that. Plus the damn thing had only a four-round carrying capacity. 
 “If you kill someone with this, you will put me in a bad position,” Lambros said. 
 “I understand.” 
 Lambros looked him in the eye. “Kill if you need to.” 







CHAPTER TWELVE

   
The next day, Heinrich and Thalia sped down the highway through the rugged Greek hills on their way to Corinth, an hour west of Athens. Towns and villages dotted their route. Between them was open farmland or pasture on which flocks of sheep nibbled the grass. Occasionally, the terrain opened to their left and they saw the brilliant blue waters of the Gulf of Megara. The little white triangles of sailboats hugged the coast, while farther out, large container ships ploughed the waters. 
 “Beautiful,” Heinrich said. “I’ve always wanted to see Greece.” 
 “I guess this isn’t how you expected to see it, though,” Thalia said with a chuckle. She was at the wheel because she had a local driver’s license and Heinrich’s arm still ached from the knife wound. He wondered how he would be able to fire that rifle hidden in the trunk. 
 “I’m just glad to see it at all. I grew up pretty poor and figured I’d never get outside the United States.” 
 “You’re traveling a lot now, though.” 
 “Yeah, my talent with languages gets me plenty of overseas gigs.” 
 “That must be why Montaine is dangling that job offer in front of you. So what’s this about some kid you’re helping in Warsaw?” 
 “I met him on a case. You know that Nazi gold train that Montaine mentioned?” 
 “That was all over the news. I read about it. I was thrilled to meet you, knowing you were connected to that.” 
 “Yeah, I guess that story would appeal to an archaeologist. Well, I had to infiltrate a far right group that was searching for the train and that had killed my client’s husband to get some information he had about it. While I was playing the role of a neo-Nazi, I met this kid, Jan. A skinhead. Barely in his teens and sniffing glue, drinking anything he could get his hands on, and saying how Hitler was the best thing that ever happened to Europe.” 
 “Sounds like an adorable child.” 
 “He was a little shit, but his eyes opened real wide when it turned out the far right movement had murdered his favorite uncle. Of course, that just fucked him up even more. At least it got him out of the whole neo-Nazi subculture.” 
 “Where is he now?” 
 “In a halfway house in Poland. They specialize in street kids, juvenile delinquents, and kids who have been in gangs. I’ve been visiting him, trying to get him squared away.” Heinrich sighed in frustration, looking out at the stunning countryside but no longer seeing it. “He’s got these ups and downs, though. Sometimes I think he’s doing better. Doesn’t get in fights and his grades start to improve, and then … bam! Everything goes to hell.” 
 “And his parents?” 
 “What parents? The two drunks who haven’t visited him in months?” 
 Thalia bit her lip. “Sounds like you’re all he has.” 
 Heinrich snorted. “Not anymore. I thought I was helping, but it turned out every time I had to leave Poland to go back to the States, the trouble started. Jan felt like I didn’t give a shit, like I was abandoning him like every other adult in his life had done. Now the halfway house staff doesn’t want me to visit anymore.” 
 Thalia didn’t respond for a while. Out of the corner of his eye Heinrich saw her looking at him, but he didn’t turn to face her. She shifted gears to overtake a truck and then put her hand on his. 
 “You’re a good man. When I first met you I thought you were just an overgrown child, but you have a good heart. Don’t worry. You and I will solve this case and get Montaine to hire you. Then you can live in Warsaw like he promised. Now I see why you want to live there. You deserve it, and it sounds like that boy deserves it too.” 
 Before Heinrich could think of a reply, his phone rang. 
 He saw it was Biniam calling on AnonChat, a secure encrypted calling service that had a slow connection because the signal was scattered through various servers, like communications on the Dark Web. The slow speed didn’t matter because the hacker never turned on his camera. In fact, he had physically removed it from every device he owned. 
 “Hey, bro! How’s it hanging?” Biniam asked happily. 
 “Good enough. Got my ass kicked a couple days ago playing the hero.” 
 “You’re always getting your ass kicked. You need a new career, my man. You lose as many fights as you win.” 
 “Don’t I know it.” 
 “Where are you driving?” 
 “How do you know I’m driving someplace?” 
 “I turned on your phone’s camera.” 
 Thalia gave him a startled look. 
 “It’s the hacker I told you about,” Heinrich explained. “Don’t worry, he’s a friend.” 
 “Lift up the phone; I’ve never seen Greece,” Biniam said. 
 Heinrich lifted the phone and panned it around slowly. Biniam whistled. 
 “Looks like something out of a tourist brochure. The chick’s not bad, either. A real MILF. Is that the hot archaeologist you told me about?” 
 “I’m on speaker phone, Biniam,” Heinrich said, feeling himself redden. 
 “Whoops, sorry. Anyway, you asked for results and I have delivered, as usual. I found more hacks in the Ministry of Antiquities database. They’re all from Internet cafes, unfortunately. These guys are careful. But they aren’t doing it just from Athens. A couple of months ago they logged in several times from Corinth.” 
 “That was when the illegal excavations took place,” Thalia said. 
 “Right you are, my lady. And sorry for saying you’re hot. I mean, you are hot, but—” 
 “Get to the point, Biniam,” Heinrich grumbled. 
 “Sorry, no harm done. They probably don’t even know what MILF means in Greece.” 
 “Biniam!” 
 “Oh, anyway. I just found a new login. Occurred only half an hour ago. This one is from a town called Sparti.” 
 “Sparti!” Thalia cried. “Of course they would dig there.” 
 “Is that an important site?” Heinrich asked. 
 “It’s ancient Sparta. And Mistra is just up the hill, a major Byzantine site.” 
 “Is it far?” 
 “Down the Peloponnese. Another hour and a half beyond Corinth. We can be there by lunchtime.” 
 “Brilliant. Let’s skip Corinth. It was a long shot anyway.” 
 Biniam cut in. “I’ll email you the address for the Internet cafe. I couldn’t find it on the map. It’s all Greek to me, ha-ha.” 
 “Ha fucking ha,” Heinrich said, shaking his head. 
 “I’ll keep an eye out for more logins. Oh, and sorry for calling your girlfriend a MILF.” 
 “She can still hear you, dumbass.” 
 “Oh. Sorry for calling you a MILF! I meant it in a nice way!” 
 “Goodbye, Biniam.” Heinrich hung up. 
 “Nice friend you got there,” Thalia said, taking her eyes off the road to give him a withering look. 

Hm, I just lost any brownie points I earned from Jan’s story. Things were going well there for a minute.

 “Sorry about that. He’s a computer hacker. Delayed development.” 
 “You’d know,” Thalia grumbled, frowning as she passed another truck. 
 “Sorry if I triggered you, but there are no safe spaces with me.” If Heinrich wasn’t going to bag this woman, he figured he might as well be his usual self. 
 Thalia rolled her eyes. “God, safe spaces.” 
 Heinrich cocked his head. “What? I thought you’d be all for them, being a university professor and all.” 
 “Hell no. A university is supposed to be a place of free and open discussion, like the theater in ancient Greece. If you can’t deal with opposing opinions, you shouldn’t go to university.” 
 “Wow. With that opinion, I bet you aren’t popular.” 
 “I try to keep it to myself, not that I’m always successful.” 
 “OK. But don’t think I’m some sort of sexist pig because I have a bit of banter with the guys.” 
 “I don’t really care if you are. We have a job to do, and so far you haven’t been too insufferable. What I hate is people trying to push their ideas on you. One time a group of students tried to tell me the ancient Greeks were black.” 
 “Huh? That’s a new one.” 
 “New to you. That crap has been spreading for some time now.” 
 “How did you handle it?” 
 “I told them I’d get back to them later and set up an entire lecture about ethnicity in the ancient world. I told them about Greece, Rome, Egypt, and the sub-Saharan civilizations. I got the biggest pushback on Egypt. A lot of African Americans like to think they’re descended from the pharaohs.” 
 “I’ve heard that one.” 
 “It’s bullshit. Of course, African Americans come from West Africa, a whole continent away. France is closer to Egypt than Senegal is, but it would be ridiculous to say the French built the pyramids, right? I explained to them that their own ancestors had some incredibly rich civilizations, such as Timbuktu with its ancient university, and the Songhai Empire, and the Benin Empire with its fabulous bronzes. I explained that they were falling for an old white colonial mentality that ignored sub-Saharan civilizations and looked at Egypt as the only true ancient civilization in Africa, which it wasn’t.” 
 “How did they take that?” 
 “I nearly got fired. Ruined my chances for tenure for at least five years. And I had to delete my Twitter account to get rid of the haters.” 
 “Why am I not surprised?” 
 “When it comes to history, people don’t want facts. They want fable. They want a nice, neat story that makes them feel good about themselves. Ever noticed how school textbooks spend way more time on abolition and the civil rights movement than they do on slavery? Same thing.” 
 Heinrich nodded in appreciation. “So you’re fighting against that.” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Nice. I have to say, I didn’t think this whole archaeology thing was anything more than an interesting pastime, but you’ve converted me. Anything that shows up the bullshitters for what they are is a worthy cause.” 
 Thalia chuckled. “You have a weird way of looking at the world.” 
 “I just see it as it is.” 
 “Because of your grandfather.” 
 Heinrich turned away. “Oh, fuck.” 
 “Sorry.” 
 “Montaine told you?” 
 “No, the Internet. I wanted to know whom I was dealing with. Researching you, it doesn’t take long before that comes up.” 
 “Wonderful.” 
 “You never Googled yourself?” 
 “I got better things to do.” 
 “But you have.” 
 Heinrich nodded. “That son of bitch just won’t go away.” 
 “No one’s going to judge you for what your grandfather did.” 
 “Says the woman who had to delete her Twitter account because she spoke about real history.” 
 Thalia paused, then said quietly, “Well, I don’t judge you.” 
 “I’m glad.” 
 “Well, not for that, anyway. I think you’re an overgrown child with a filthy mouth and a bad attitude, but you mean well most of the time. And I can’t judge you for your family. My uncle was part of the junta.” 
 “The what?” 
 “Back in 1967, there was a military coup in this country, led by a bunch of neo-fascist military officers. My uncle was one of them. They did it because a coalition of liberals and socialists was going to win the election. The CIA backed it. They got rid of the free press and jailed anyone who protested. A lot of political prisoners were tortured. Beatings, electric shocks. Women were raped with broom handles.” 
 “Damn.” 
 Thalia shook her head. “And my uncle was part of all that. Dear old Uncle Cyrus. When I was little he would put me on his back and go on all fours around the garden like a horse. Not twenty years before, he had been doing things like that.” 
 Heinrich ground his teeth. “Yeah. You look back on those memories and know it was all a lie. That great person in your life was evil incarnate. I tried to deny it for a while, pretending he had put it all behind him. It was a long time ago, after all, and he was such a nice guy to everyone. But I knew it wasn’t true. Little things he said, the way he pursed his lips when he saw some Orthodox Jew walk down the street. Being nice to your family and friends doesn’t make up for all those crimes.” 
 “And so you’re trying to help that boy.” 
 Heinrich tensed. “Well, yeah. You got your own crusade too.” 
 He hated how defensively that came out, but Thalia didn’t take it badly. “It’s not on us to make up for the crimes of our families. However, if it spurs us to do some good in the world, that can’t be a bad thing, right?” 
 For a moment Heinrich didn’t realize that she had asked that as a question, that she wanted an answer. He nodded, glanced over at her to see that she was staring at the road to avoid his gaze, and said, “Somebody’s got to be the good guy.” 
 “And girl,” Thalia said with a ghost of a smile. 
 Heinrich grinned. “I knew a politically correct academic was hiding in there somewhere.” 
 Thalia got a call. “Hello?” she said in Greek, then turned to Heinrich. “It’s Adonis. He wants to know what we’re doing.” 
 “Don’t tell him. We don’t want him to get into any more trouble than he already is.” 
 Thalia nodded. 
 There followed a long conversation in Greek. Because Heinrich could hear only one half of it, and could understand only about a third of that half, he had to ask what had happened once Thalia hung up. 
 “He’s off the case and on desk duty until further notice. He did have time to hear some things that might help us.” 
 “I thought we weren’t going to tell him we were still following those guys.” 
 “I didn’t. He hinted that he had figured it out for himself. Anyway, he said that Interpol is done questioning the dealers at the collectors’ fair and is satisfied they didn’t know they were trafficking in stolen goods. The paperwork looked real enough, as we already knew.” 
 “So a dead end.” 
 “Pretty much. All the artifacts were sold by some intermediary, an American, who has since disappeared. The police are looking for him.” 
 “Good luck with that.” 
 “Maybe they’ll find him. You don’t know.” 
 “These guys are too professional. What else does Adonis have for us?” 
 “Nothing. Oh, he said that he looked into the records and found quite a few ex-military who have joined gangs as enforcers. They got hit by the crisis as much as everyone else, and the gangs offered them a lot of money for their skills. Too many are at large to pinpoint any individual whom we have to look out for. Adonis is going to send us mug shots, but there are more than fifty of them and he says that the man you described isn’t among them. Looks like that guy doesn’t have a record.” 
 “Wonderful.” Heinrich sighed. “You still got that gun he gave you?” 
 “No.” 
 “So we’re going into this with one gun and might be facing a platoon of soldiers? Great. That’s just great.” 
 Thalia took her eyes off the road long enough to study him. “You want to quit?” 
 “No. Do you?” 
 “Hell, no.” 







CHAPTER THIRTEEN

   
Sparti lay nestled amid rugged, rocky hills dotted with bushes and small trees. It was a small, nondescript city with tidy streets, its low houses and shops looking a bit sleepy. 
 They took a slow drive past the Internet cafe that Biniam said the hacker had used. It was on a quiet, narrow street between a fruit seller and a dry cleaner’s. The sunlight bathing the street made it too bright to see much beyond the open door, and the window was filled with a display of mobile phones and cheap radios, so they couldn’t spot anyone inside. 
 “Shall we check it out?” Thalia asked. 
 “Later. Biniam will give us the head’s up if the hacker logs on from there.” 
 “Oh, yes. It will be so good to hear from him again.” 
 “Go easy on him. He’s had a hard life. Most of my friends are much more mature.” 
 “I’m sure they are,” she said in a tone that conveyed the opposite message. 
 They checked into a modest hotel, getting separate rooms. 
 “This town is too small,” Heinrich said. “Let’s stay off the streets until evening. I don’t want to get spotted.” 
 “Agreed. I know this place pretty well, so once it’s dark we can check out the most likely sites where they would be digging. There’s the site of ancient Sparta itself just outside of town. Then about four miles away, you get to those hills we saw coming in. Go up there and you get to Mistra, one of the greatest sites in the region. It’s the old regional capital of Morea, part of the Byzantine Empire. When the Turks took Constantinople in 1453, Morea hung on for a few years before the Turks took it.” 
 “Wait. But the Byzantine Empire was just the eastern half of the old Roman empire. The Germanic tribes took the west but not the east, so that means…” 
 “That Mistra was the last capital of the Roman Empire, yes.” 
 “Whoa. I wish I was here as a tourist and not a private investigator.” 
 Thalia beamed. “It’s an amazing place. It’s basically a ghost town with a lot of the buildings still standing. Some of the churches have incredible mosaics. A nunnery is still functioning on the site, so I don’t think the thieves would dare operate from there. More likely the Crusader castle at the top of the hill, which is far enough from the nunnery to avoid detection, or the site of Sparta.” 
 “But you said that’s just outside of town.” 
 “Behind an olive grove and a fence. Nobody would be walking around there at night unless they were up to no good. When are we going to call the local police?” 
 Heinrich tensed. He had been dreading that question. 
 “We can’t.” 
 “Why not? We know they’re accessing the database from that Internet cafe.” 
 “The only way Biniam knows that is because he hacked the database himself and put a bot in the programming to trace anyone making changes.” 
 This didn’t seem to faze Thalia at all. “Then he needs to find more evidence, enough that we can go to the police without mentioning what your friend discovered.” 
 Heinrich smiled. This woman sure was up for it. The more time he spent with her, the more he realized he was falling for her. 
 They stayed in their rooms until nightfall but heard no news from Biniam. Thalia figured the antiquities thieves would probably be active that night and catalog their finds the following day. 
 “Once it’s late, let’s check Sparta first, then the castle,” she said. 
 They waited until midnight, ordering a pizza for dinner so they didn’t have to leave their rooms, and then headed out. 
 Thalia was right; the site was barely a ten-minute walk from their hotel. They passed a main square in which, despite the late hour, a few bars and cafes were still open, then traveled through some quieter streets and past a large school before emerging into a broad field. After a brief look in either direction, Thalia led him into the field and out of sight of the street. The glow of the last streetlight was soon far behind them. 
 Heinrich felt uncomfortable being out there with no weapon. He hadn’t dared carry the gun through the streets of Sparti. 
 He had a flashback to when he was seventeen and had taken a girlfriend into Central Park in the middle of the night to make out. It had been a blindingly stupid thing to do. Central Park in the Eighties was a haven for every type of pusher, hooker, pervert, and addict New York City could offer, and it could offer a lot. Amazingly, though, they’d had their fun and gotten away without any trouble. 
 Heinrich smiled. Ah, the cluelessness and dumb luck of youth. Doesn’t work so well when you’re on the wrong side of forty. Damn, my arm stings like a motherfucker. Why do knife wounds hurt more than bullets?

 They moved as silently as they could across the field, and through a wide grove of olive trees, taking care where they put their feet so they didn’t snap any twigs. 
 Emerging on the other side, Thalia stopped in the shade of one of the larger trees. Heinrich stood beside her. It was dark out there, with only meager starlight. Their position under the tree made them all but invisible. Heinrich saw little except another field, broken here and there by whitish stone, and what looked like a small, semicircular valley to their left. 
 They waited and listened. After several minutes, Thalia put her mouth close to Heinrich’s ear. 
 “This is the best part of the site to steal from. It’s out of the town’s view. The wealthy area is right in front of us. There were palaces here. To the left is the theater.” 
 Her breath was warm on his skin, and he felt a shiver go up his spine. It wasn’t a sexual thrill. While it would have been in any other situation, his reaction was due to the fact that he was seeing one of the places he had always dreamed about. 
 He loved ancient history, with its tales of battles and great heroes. It was one of the reasons he had taken up boxing—that and having a lot of aggression to work out. Uncle Otto had taught him to love literature—the Greek classics and the Old Norse sagas. Places like Sparta were engraved onto his imagination, and here he was standing right in front of it, and right near the first Classical theater he had ever seen in his life. 
 But he didn’t have time for sightseeing. Instead, he had to keep alert for any suspicious lights or sounds of movement. 
 None came. Occasionally, Heinrich checked his phone, covering it with his shirt so the light didn’t show. After an hour, he leaned in close to Thalia and whispered, “Where the hell are they?” 
 “Looks like we’re out of luck. Keep your eyes open. I want to check something.” 
 She moved off into the field. Heinrich followed. For a few minutes, she wandered seemingly at random, every now and then bending down and feeling the ground. Heinrich didn’t waste any words. He figured she knew what she was doing. What that was, he didn’t have a clue. 
 At last, she led him back to the olive grove. 
 “Just as I thought,” she whispered. “They’ve been digging at this spot.” 
 “I didn’t see any holes.” 
 “They filled them in. The earth was looser, though. I could feel it. They tried to mask it by putting grass and leaves over the spots, but I could still feel the difference.” 
 “Do you think they were here tonight?” 
 “Hard to tell. Those holes were filled in pretty recently, though. I suspect we either missed them or they didn’t come here tonight.” 
 “Want to wait here longer?” Heinrich asked. 
 “No. I have the proof I need. Plus, if they showed up, we wouldn’t be able to stop them anyway. I say that tomorrow we take a look at Mistra and that castle. I don’t want to go to the police until I know more. We don’t want them getting away this time.” 
 “All right.” 
 They returned to the hotel, both of them yawning after their long vigil in the olive grove. They agreed to go up to Mistra the next day, posing as tourists, and take a look around. Heinrich figured it would be safe. It was a tourist site and the antiquities thieves wouldn’t be operating in daylight. Thalia might find evidence of their nighttime activities, however. 
 Heinrich went into his room, locked the door, and fired up his laptop to check his email. 
 That’s when he got a bad surprise. 
 He saw a message marked “urgent” from the halfway house in Warsaw. Swearing, he checked it but all it said was to Skype immediately, no matter the hour. 
 When he did, the night monitor appeared on his screen, looking worried. 
 “Hello, Mr. Muller. Have you heard from Jan?” 
 “No. Why?” 
 “He’s run away.” 
 “What?” 
 “It happened earlier this evening, right after dinner. We had been having some discipline problems with him. Another of the boys had been making fun of him because his parents never come to visit. Jan punched him. He broke his nose, Mr. Muller.” 
 That last part came out in an accusatory tone. Heinrich frowned. How was this his fault? 

Oh, the boxing lessons. I did teach him how to throw a good right hook, didn’t I?


Jesus Christ, man. You really are a fuckup.

 The monitor went on. “We told him he had lost all his privileges. That included television time, computer time, and modelling time.” 
 “Modelling time?” 
 “He was working on that airplane model you sent him. He’s already finished the other ones you sent. Normally we don’t like to stop such creative activities but Jan had to understand he was being punished.” 
 The reality of the situation dampened the good feeling Heinrich got from knowing the kid actually liked the model. 
 “Did he take his phone?” Heinrich asked. 
 “No. We keep those in the lockup. He took a bag with his clothes and toiletries, but nothing else.” 
 “So why aren’t you out looking for him?” Heinrich demanded. 
 “We don’t have the staff to spare. The police have been informed and Jan knows he can always come back.” 
 “Come back to a place where’s he’s always dealing with bullshit? That’s what he ran away from in the first place!” 
 The monitor maintained a soothing voice. “This is a common occurrence, Mr. Muller. Most of the boys come back within a few hours. Jan is familiar with these streets and—” 
 “And so he’ll be safe? You idiot! It’s going to make him think he can survive out there. There are all sorts of dangers. Gangs! Predators!” 
 “Calm down, Mr. Muller.” 
 “Calm down? Fuck you. You tell me I can’t see my kid and then this happens?” 
 “I think this conversation is over, Mr. Muller. Please inform us at once if Jan gets in touch. We will keep you informed. Goodbye.” 
 The screen went blank. Heinrich stared at it, stunned. 
 A soft rapping at the door snapped him out of it. 
 “Who is it?” he demanded in Greek. 
 Thalia’s voice replied. “It’s me. Is everything all right?” 
 “Yeah, fine. Go to sleep.” 
 “You were shouting.” 
 “I said everything’s fine!” 
 “Let me in.” 
 Heinrich growled, sprang up, and opened the door. 
 “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 “Jan’s run away,” he said, slumping on the bed. 
 “Oh no, what happened?” 
 Heinrich wanted to tell her to go back to her room, that there was nothing she could do, but instead he found himself pouring out the whole story, from when he’d first saved Jan from the Communist protestors to Heinrich’s visits to Jan’s discipline problems and to his final break with the halfway house. By the time he was done, he had his head in his hands, trembling all over, while Thalia rubbed his back. 
 “I got to go,” he said at last. “I’m sorry, but I got to go find him. The police will track down these assholes.” 
 “Heinrich, listen to me. No, don’t turn away. Listen. You’re needed here. Wandering around Warsaw won’t accomplish anything. You don’t even know if he’s still there. And even if you found him, then what? Force him back into the group home? He’d only run away again.” 
 “I can’t just leave him on the streets!” 
 “The police are on the lookout for him. They know the streets better than you do. They have a better chance of finding him. The best thing you can do for him is solve this case and get that job in Warsaw. What Jan needs isn’t a quick fix, but long-term stability. Finding him and hauling him back to that place won’t fix anything.” 
 “But—” 
 “You know I’m right. Look. We’re here, and I think we’ve almost tracked them down. Sooner or later they’ll go to that Internet cafe, or we’ll find them up in Mistra tomorrow. Just hang on one or two more days and then you can get out of here. Jan will turn up, and then you’ll have something solid to offer him.” 
 Reluctantly, Heinrich nodded. She was right, of course. Even if he ran off now and found Jan, he would ruin the chance of giving him a stable life. And then it would be only a matter of time before the kid was on the streets again. 
 He had to keep going with the case. He had to solve it. 
 Tomorrow. 
 Jan wouldn’t last on the streets much longer than that. 







CHAPTER FOURTEEN

   
After a sleepless night and an email from the halfway house telling him there was still no sign of Jan, Heinrich was in no mood to play tourist to some medieval ghost town. The only thing keeping him there was Thalia’s reassurance that they were on the right track. Still, he soaked up a huge amount of roaming fees constantly checking his email, at least until they got out of range as the archaeologist drove them out of town, through a wide olive grove and up a steep hill. 
 Outside the right-hand window, the Grecian countryside spread beneath them—the little village clustered at the base of the hill, the flat green fields dotted with olive trees, a few pastures where sheep grazed, and the town of Sparti beyond. The air smelled clear and fresh in the early morning, and Heinrich could see for miles. He knew this view should be taking his breath away. It was just as he had imagined Greece, but he had thoughts only for the case and that dumbass kid who had gotten himself in trouble yet again. 
 “Are we there yet?” Heinrich asked. 
 “You asked that less than two minutes ago,” Thalia said. “You sound like my nephew.” 
 Beyond her, out the left-hand window, the bare rock of the hillside rose up almost sheer, topped by a formidable medieval wall. They wound their way higher and stopped at a widening of the road. Before them stood a medieval gate with an ugly prefab ticket stand beside it. 
 They parked, paid their entry fee to a sleepy old caretaker, and passed through the gate… 
 …and into the strangest place Heinrich had ever seen. 
 An overgrown cobblestone road led up the steep slope between crumbling walls of tan brick. Here and there a building still stood, with walls of patterned brick pierced by regular arches and soaring domes topped by the same brick. Many of the buildings looked like churches, but there were regular homes too. Heinrich peeked inside an open doorway and saw the humble rooms of a house that hadn’t been occupied for hundreds of years. Passing around back, he came to another little lane that led to what Thalia told him had once been a monastery. It clung to the almost sheer slope, standing atop a platform of worked stone. From the stone rose a stout brick building with a colonnaded walkway along the front and a three-story bell tower. 
 All was silent. They were miles from the city, too far to hear its sounds, and no other people walked through the ruins or appeared at the doorways of the buildings still standing. 
 “So what are we looking for?” Heinrich asked as he surveyed another building. This one had eroded to walls of only waist height. He wondered what it had once been. 
 “Anything changed. Anything out of place. I’ll know it when I see it.” 
 Heinrich nodded, looking around at the ghost town. A good third of the buildings still stood, and the rest remained clearly demarcated by the remains of their walls. 
 The archaeologist wandered around the ruins, sticking to the buildings that had fallen into disrepair. Like in the field the night before, she squatted down and studied the ground, occasionally probing it with her fingers. There wasn’t much earth there. The rock of the hill stuck through in many places, but any time she came to an area where nature had taken over and grass and weeds poked up from the old floors and courtyards, she studied the ground. 
 Thalia moved along another, wider road that was better kept. They came to a wrought iron gate. Peeking through the gate, Heinrich saw a sun-soaked courtyard with what looked like dormitories to either side and a little brick church at the end. A cat lay languidly in the sun. A door opened in one of the side buildings, and an old nun holding a broom waddled across the cobblestones, heading for the church. 
 “Nice to see some life here,” Heinrich said. The stillness of the place had started creeping him out. 
 “This nunnery has been here for centuries,” Thalia replied. “Let’s check those ruins farther up the hill.” 
 Following her, Heinrich checked his phone, hoping for a call from Jan, or the halfway house, or Biniam. Anyone. There was no signal. He held his phone high and tried it in various locations but had no luck. 
 Anxiously, he watched his companion, reminding himself that Thalia knew what she was doing. In this business, he’d long ago learned to leave the specialist stuff to the experts. Trying to rush them or even help them just slowed them down. 
 So he followed Thalia around as she poked and prodded and stared at the ruined walls. 
 He fought his mounting impatience. Damn it, why couldn’t they have a signal at this place? Wasn’t it a major tourist attraction? 
 Come to think of it, while they’d been there the better part of an hour, he hadn’t seen anybody except the caretaker at the gate and that nun. 
 After a few more minutes of searching and still seeing no one, Heinrich asked Thalia about it. 
 “The tourists all go to the big places like the Parthenon or Delphi or the islands. Most haven’t even heard of Mistra, yet it’s one of our greatest sites.” 
 “Well, the buildings are all right,” he said. Actually, they looked a bit plain. It was amazing so many still stood, though. 
 Thalia took him by the hand. “You don’t sound convinced. Follow me.” 
 She led him to one of the larger brick buildings built around two circular towers, like church towers. They passed through a narrow doorway. 
 Heinrich gasped. The building’s interior, from the walls and sides of the square columns to the interior of the dome, was painted with somber frescos depicting the saints, Jesus, and scenes from the Bible. Here and there hung silver-framed icons that looked relatively new, though Heinrich could tell the paintings were original … and old. 
 “These were done in the time of the Palaeologian dynasty,” Thalia explained, “the last to rule the Byzantine Empire, although it wasn’t much of an empire by then. Just Constantinople, parts of Greece, and a thin strip of Asia Minor. Their power was gone and it was only a matter of time before the Ottoman Turks took over.” 
 “This doesn’t look like art made by a civilization in decline,” Heinrich said, staring in awe at a beautiful fresco that covered the dome’s interior. It showed a dusky-skinned Christ with a halo of real gold. Behind him arched a sky of pale blue dotted with gold stars. Surrounding the dome was a series of windows through which the Mediterranean sun shone so brightly, it almost hid the support pillars between the windows. The effect was that the dome looked like it was hovering in midair. 
 “Yes, the Byzantine Empire was in decline. It was old and tired. No political power, no military might, almost no land, but it’s never too late to make something beautiful,” Thalia said. 
 Heinrich looked around. “So where’s the guard?” 
 “No guard, except at the gate and one guy who does the rounds.” 
 “But someone could come along and just scrape this stuff off.” 
 Thalia shook her head. “These pieces are too recognizable. They’d be hard to sell on the black market.” 
 “But people steal famous paintings.” 
 “True, but those have more prestige value. These aren’t in much danger. What I’m looking for is evidence that they’ve been digging around here. Let’s go to the palace. That would be a prime target. Byzantine jewelry fetches a high price.” 
 Heinrich reluctantly left the church, stopping at the doorway to take a final look. 
 “There are churches like this all over the Peloponnese,” Thalia said. “Especially when you get to the very south of the peninsula. Byzantine churches, monasteries, Crusader forts, old coves where pirates lived until just a century ago, not to mention all the Classic and prehistoric sites. It’s my favorite part of Greece and hardly anyone comes down here.” 
 “Sounds like it would make for a good road trip.” 
 Mentioning travel made him think of Jan and all the places he had promised to take him. That made him think of the poor kid out in the streets of Warsaw, alone. 
 “Let’s get going. Where’s that palace?” Heinrich asked. 
 Thalia led him uphill. Heinrich saw the Crusader castle looming above them. For a moment he thought he detected movement on one of the parapets, but the impression was fleeting. When he stopped and stared, he saw nothing. 
 “Come on,” Thalia urged him, moving ahead. 
 She led him to a broad, open field broken by the foundations of walls and bases of what Heinrich guessed must have been square towers. Beyond the field stood a brilliantly preserved building that looked like it was only a century old rather than the over half-a-millennium years in age that Thalia said it was. 
 It was a plain, solid-looking structure of red brick, with an arcaded front and a series of arched windows. The sight was marred by a latticework of scaffolding that covered the entire front. 
 “This was the Palace of the Despots,” Thalia explained. “The Crusaders built it in the thirteenth century.” 
 “The Crusaders?” 
 “Back in the thirteenth century they were on their way to the Holy Land and stopped at Constantinople. They saw how rich the city was and decided to conquer their fellow Christians instead. They took over part of the empire for a time.” 
 “Nice. No wonder the Greeks called them Despots.” 
 Thalia chuckled. “You’re forgetting your Ancient Greek. Despot just meant a ruler with absolute authority. The Byzantines used the term for their own rulers at this palace after they got rid of the Crusaders. It was the local ruler for Morea, usually the emperor’s second son. Later, when Morea was the sole surviving bit of the Byzantine Empire, a local dynasty ruled here.” 
 Thalia began poking around the field of ruins. Heinrich was tempted to take a peek inside the old palace but he had to stay with her. He glanced up at the castle again, feeling uncomfortable that they stood in plain view. He hadn’t been able to bring the rifle here, either. It lay hidden in the trunk of the car, half a mile away. If they got into trouble, it might as well be a million miles away. 
 Heinrich scratched the bandages on his arm. The pain had subsided somewhat, but the wound remained sore and itched terribly. 
 “I thought so!” Thalia said. She brushed aside some cut grass to reveal a circular patch of disturbed soil about the size of a dinner plate. 
 She moved to another spot. It was only after she got there that Heinrich noticed that it too was covered with cut grass. Thalia brushed it aside and revealed an even larger patch of disturbed earth. 
 “Damn it!” she said. “Right in the middle of Mistra. These guys are scanning the area with metal detectors and then digging whenever they get a hit.” 
 “What do you think they’re getting?” 
 “Coins, jewelry, even spearheads and swords. All of that would fetch a good price on the black market.” 
 “Well, we have our proof, here and down in Sparti. Let’s go to the cops.” 

Yeah, go to the cops and then we’re done. I need to get to Poland.

 Thalia stood and looked around the field, glaring. Then she turned to glance at the castle. 
 “We need to check there too.” 
 “I think I saw someone up there.” 
 “There’s a caretaker.” 
 “Then they haven’t busted in there.” 
 “Caretakers can be bribed.” 
 “Then we’ll learn nothing or get lured into a trap.” 
 Thalia turned to him, suddenly angry. She took a moment to compose herself, then said in a level voice. “Look, I know you’re worried about your kid. But we need to gather as much information for the police as possible. You’re the detective. I need your advice.” 
 “My advice is that we don’t go up there.” 
 The argument was cut off before it really got started. From across the field of ruins, they saw three hulking men walking in their direction. They were still well over a hundred yards away, but Heinrich recognized two of them. 
 One had been in the collection of mug shots Lambros had shown him. 
 The other was Unibrow, the man who had killed Professor Christodolou back in New York. 
 The third man he didn’t know, but Heinrich focused on him because he was reaching into the pocket of his hooded sweatshirt and pulling out a compact pistol. 
 “Run!” Heinrich said, grabbing Thalia. 
 The archaeologist struggled and tried to throw herself on the ground. 
 “They’ll shoot us!” 
 “They’re at long range. He can’t hit us from here,” Heinrich said, hauling her along. “He’s just trying to scare us. Plus I don’t think they’d dare fire with that nunnery so close by.” 
 Heinrich was correct. Unibrow put a warning hand on the other man’s gun arm, and the three of them burst into a run. 
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Heinrich pulled Thalia through the field and into the palace. They found themselves in a shadowy hallway. Thalia pulled him to the left, jogged to the right down another hallway, and then ran to the end where another doorway lay open. 
 Just before they emerged, they stopped and peeked out. An overgrown lane ran downhill between ruins. An intact church stood not far off. They saw no one. 
 “We have to get down to the gate where the caretaker is,” Thalia said. 
 “And the gun, more to the point. How well do you know this place?” Heinrich asked, darting a look behind him as he heard the echo of distant footsteps. Their pursuers had entered the palace. “Can you get us down there without being seen?” 
 “Maybe,” she said, tugging. 

Maybe would have to be good enough. The place was like a maze, and Heinrich had no clear idea where the front gate stood other than that it was somewhere downhill. The buildings and the steep slope kept them from seeing it. 
 They burst out of the doorway and into the open sunlight. Heinrich glanced around. Still clear. 
 Then the thug from the mug shot came sprinting around the corner of the palace, angling to cut them off as they hurried down the lane. 
 There was no way to hide, and this guy ran like a pro. 
 “Keep going!” Heinrich shouted, pushing Thalia ahead of him. 
 The thug slowed down long enough to reach into his pocket. Heinrich ducked behind the meager shelter of a heap of rubble. 
 To his immense relief, the guy pulled out a knife and not a gun. 
 His buddy had a gun, though, and maybe Unibrow did too. It must have been their footsteps that Heinrich had heard in the palace. They would appear at any moment. 
 Heinrich stood, a fist-sized rock in each hand. 
 He threw a rock straight at the criminal’s head. The man ducked to the side, then ducked again as Heinrich’s second rock came at him. 
 He wasn’t so lucky with the third. It hit him square in the chest. The antiquities thief stumbled back a step, gasping for air. 
 “I could have played for the Mets!” Heinrich mocked him, grabbing and throwing three more rocks in rapid succession. The first caught the man on the knee, sending him to the ground. The second was a miss, but then Heinrich clocked him on the top of the head. 
 The man fell flat on his face. 
 Heinrich sprinted for him, eager to get his knife. 
 A movement beyond the doorway caught his eye. The other two lowlifes were running down the hallway, barely fifty yards from him. 
 Heinrich made a quick right turn and ran after Thalia, who had gone a considerable distance downhill. Quite a good runner. He had always liked athletic women. 
 Too athletic. She was faster than he was and was beginning to pull ahead. The lane ended at a T intersection with an old brick home blocking the path. Thalia went right and disappeared behind a wall. 
 “Oh shit, don’t leave me behind.” 
 He glanced over his shoulder and nearly fell flat on his face when he tripped over a cobblestone. He’d seen enough to know the two thieves were hot on his trail. They hadn’t gained on him but they hadn’t lost any distance, either. He hadn’t had time to notice whether they carried knives as well as the gun that at least one of them had. However, it didn’t take a genius to know what would happen if they caught up with him. 
 He got to the intersection and bolted to the right. 
 Then stopped. 
 The lane ended within a few yards, with half-ruined houses on all three sides. Doorways stood open on all sides, but he saw no sign of Thalia. 
 “Thalia!” he called as loudly as he dared. 
 No response. 
 And no time to dawdle. The right-hand house led upslope. Bad choice. The one to the left looked small. A dead end? 
 He went for the house straight ahead. 
 Beyond the doorway lay a small room, shadowed from the sun by the high walls but still much too exposed for Heinrich’s liking. A doorway on the right of the far wall led somewhere out of sight, while a fallen portion of the same wall on the left-hand side allowed for another exit. 
 Heinrich decided to choose that, as it was the less likely way for Thalia to have gone. Thus, she had probably chosen it to shake her pursuers. 
 He clambered over the crumbling brick, wincing as one clattered to the ground, and ducked through a gap in another wall to his left. 
 Now he found himself in a nearly complete building. The faded fresco of a grim monk studied him from high up one wall. The monk’s mouth formed a disapproving line from behind a long gray beard. 
 “Thalia,” Heinrich whispered. 
 No response. 
 Footsteps from somewhere behind him told him he had to get going. Two doorways opened in the direction he needed to go. He picked the first and was stopped by a heap of rubble. He returned to the room with the fresco. 
 He froze. The sound of footsteps had been replaced by silence. 
 Why had they stopped? Had they come to the dead end lane with the three houses? Where they trying to figure out which way to go, like he had? 
 He crept to the other door only to find that it opened onto a zigzagged heap of ruins and waist-high sections of wall. 
 Heinrich bit his lip. Moving through that could get noisy, but he didn’t dare move back the way he’d come. 
 Two sounds met his ears, one following so close on the heels of the other as to sound almost simultaneous. 
 Footsteps somewhere behind him and the clatter of a small stone somewhere in that maze of ruins ahead of him. 
 Neither sound had been loud. If he hadn’t been standing stock-still in this otherwise abandoned ghost town, Heinrich wouldn’t have heard the sounds at all. 
 He crept forward, watching each step and placing his feet carefully. Bricks and loose stones lay everywhere, ready to trip him up or make some noise. 
 He peered around, not seeing anyone. 
 Damn it, where was Thalia? She’d panicked and gotten too far ahead. Now she had landed herself in more trouble than she’d been in before. 

All right, if I were frightened, where would I hide?


Well, I am frightened. What place looks safest?

 He moved to the right, skirting a wall that stood about four feet high. He’d rather be on the back side of it, putting yet another barrier between himself and his pursuers, but the wall had fallen downslope. Walking on that side would make so much noise, they’d hear him all the way back in Sparti. 
 The wall led Heinrich around a corner and into a little courtyard. Arched doorways opened on three sides. Whatever lay beyond was in deep shadow. The way he had come was more open, exposed. He had to get out of sight. 
 But which way? Thalia knew which direction to head, but Heinrich was moving blind. He had to find her. He didn’t want to picture what those thugs might do if they caught up with her. 
 The sound of a stone being displaced somewhere in the tangle of ruins behind him spurred him on. He took the path straight ahead. 
 The arched doorway led to a large room that led to another, smaller room from which there was only one exit. This opened into a lane and ruined buildings all around. It was far too exposed. A flitting shadow uphill, quickly gone, warned him that to go out there would mean getting spotted. Thalia wouldn’t still be uphill. She must be far ahead by now—maybe, with any luck, even down at the caretaker’s office. 
 He turned back, intending to return to the courtyard and take the left-hand archway. 
 However, as soon as he got to the main room, Heinrich withdrew to the shadows. The sound of at least two people entering the courtyard was loud and clear in his ears. 
 Two? And someone uphill? Had the guy he hit with the rocks recovered so quickly? Or were more people after them now? 
 Then they appeared, Unibrow and the other one. Both clambered over the rough area through which Heinrich had entered the courtyard. Each gripped a knife that gleamed in the bright sunlight. 
 Heinrich drew back farther, not daring to breathe. If he heard them coming this way, he’d have to run for it. They’d hear him but maybe he’d make it to the caretaker’s place before they did. 
 But then what? The thieves would be exposed, and they’d be forced to kill the old ticket seller as well as Heinrich. 
 They talked in low tones, too softly for Heinrich to pick out the words. Then he heard their footsteps moving forward. 
 Moving in his direction. 
 A call from downhill made them stop. A scream followed it. 
 A woman’s scream. 
 Heinrich heard them running away. 

Shit.

 He peeked out from the archway but didn’t see them. He heard them, though. They had taken the other archway, the one that led downhill. 
 Grabbing a brick to use as a crude weapon, he followed. 
 There was a call in Greek, and a quick response. Another female scream, cut short. He heard the footsteps ahead grow quicker, and he hurried to follow. 
 Heinrich tried to keep as close to them as possible without revealing himself. They made no more attempts to hide their movements. Instead, they called out to their companion to find their way to him through the labyrinth of ruins and empty buildings. Once Heinrich spotted them, two hulking figures going around a far corner, but they did not look back. They seemed to have lost all interest in finding him. 

That’s because if they have Thalia, they know I’m helpless.

 He heard a babble of voices up ahead, down the end of a narrow alley between two buildings that still stood up to the second story, their roofs collapsed, their empty shells open to the sky. 
 Hefting his brick, Heinrich crept to the end of the alley and peeked around the corner. 
 Unibrow and the other ex-soldier stood not far off. Both still held their knives. A third man, one of the nondescript guys from the fight in the back of the van, gripped Thalia. He held one arm around her waist and the other clamped over her mouth. 
 That didn’t stop her from fighting. She stamped on his foot, clawed at his face, and tried to knee him in the crotch. The guy swung her around, trying to keep her off balance, but he was getting the worst of it. In another minute or two she’d break free. 
 The two thugs found all this terribly amusing. They laughed and encouraged Thalia. 
 She finally connected with that knee. Groaning and swearing, the guy let go. Thalia tried to run, but Unibrow snatched her and put the knife to her throat. 
 The archaeologist froze. 
 “Let’s go,” said the other soldier. 
 Heinrich ducked out of sight as they turned back in the direction of the alley. He heard their footsteps approach and raised his brick. Three against one, and two of them had knives. 
 Worst of all, they had Thalia. 
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The first guy around the corner was the heavy whom Heinrich didn’t recognize. He got an 800-year-old Byzantine brick on the temple. The soldier dropped like a stone, and the brick crumbled in Heinrich’s hand. Briefly he wondered if that counted as damaging a historic site. 
 Heinrich dropped, scooped up the guy’s knife, and backpedaled. 
 Just in time. Unibrow had shoved Thalia aside and lunged for him. They ended up a few feet apart, sizing each other up. 
 “It’s about time we had a rematch,” Heinrich said in English. He didn’t know the Greek word for “rematch.” He never had enough time to study on these little trips. 
 “I’ve been looking forward to it,” Unibrow replied in English. 
 “Fistfight or knives?” 
 “You might win a fistfight. You’re a good boxer. But I bet you’ve never had knife training.” 
 “Um…” 
 Unibrow snaked forward, the knife creating a glittering pattern before Heinrich’s eyes. 
 Heinrich had no choice but to retreat, keeping his own knife up in a guard position as best he could. He’d never fought with a knife, and he knew that it was only a matter of time before he was cut. After that happened, it would be only seconds before he’d be gutted. 
 The first cut came a moment later. Heinrich stumbled over a loose cobblestone in the medieval alley and Unibrow dove in. Heinrich tried to block, and got a slight gash on his forearm. It wasn’t deep, but the shock of the contact made him lose his grip. 
 His knife clattered to the ground. Unibrow grinned and went in for the kill. 
 A gunshot cracked through the alley’s narrow confines. 
 Thalia stood at the entrance to the alley, a pistol raised above her head. She had fired into the air, not daring to try and hit Unibrow for fear of hitting Heinrich. A little behind her, the man with whom she had struggled lay curled up on the ground, clutching his groin. 
 “Put up your hands,” Thalia demanded. 
 Unibrow didn’t put up his hands. Instead he leaped for her. Thalia lowered the pistol, covering him with an unsteady aim. 
 Heinrich rushed up behind Unibrow and gave him a kidney punch that sent him to his knees. A hammerfist to his wrist made him drop the knife. Heinrich kicked it away. 
 He moved over to Thalia and was just reaching to take the gun from her when the man she had kneed in the balls struggled to his feet. 
 Thalia turned and shot him in the foot, sending him back down again. 
 “Was that necessary?” Heinrich asked, taking the gun from her. 
 “He grabbed my breasts.” 
 “Fair enough. Want to shoot him again?” 
 Thalia let out a great gust of air. “I think I’ve had enough of guns.” 
 A movement at the corner of his eye made Heinrich turn, gun leveled. Unibrow had gotten into a crouch, ready to pounce. He froze as the gun was trained on him. 
 “Maybe I should shoot you in the foot,” Heinrich told him. 
 The ex-soldier grinned and got back on his knees, putting his hands on his head, fingers interlaced. His companion, hair dusty with brick powder, groaned and turned over. 
 Heinrich searched him, then the man with the shot foot. He retrieved their wallets and a set of car keys but no other weapons. With Unibrow he took more care, forcing his mouth open and shoving the muzzle inside while Thalia searched him. This guy was stronger and faster and better trained; Heinrich wasn’t going to take any chances. 
 It was good that he searched because he found another knife on him. 
 By now the man whom Heinrich had hit with the brick was conscious enough to help Unibrow with their shot companion, who hopped between them. Thalia led them to the main avenue that ran downhill to the ticket booth. 
 They found the old geezer standing outside, staring up the main street, no doubt wondering what all the shooting was about. 
 “Call the police,” Thalia called to him as they came into view. 
 The ticket seller ran into his stall. 
 When they got to it, they found him talking a mile a minute into a landline. Heinrich checked his own phone. Still no signal. At least someone had phone service in this place. 
 Heinrich turned to Unibrow. He and his friend had set down the wounded man. Heinrich and Thalia kept several feet away from them. The man whom Henrich had struck with the brick sat down, cradling his head in his hands. 
 “How many others are up here?” Heinrich asked. 
 “Fuck off,” Unibrow shot back. 
 Heinrich shrugged. He hadn’t really expected an answer from someone this hard. 
 He glanced at the castle, wondering about the figure he had seen up there. From far in the valley below came the distant wail of a police siren. 
 “You’re getting a murder charge,” Heinrich told Unibrow. “Not to mention kidnapping, attempted murder, weapons charges, and who knows what else. I don’t know about here, but back in the States that would get you life with a minimum of twenty years. You can probably shave off a few years if you cooperate. Where’s your boss, the guy in the suit with the sob story about his childhood?” 
 “Fuck off,” Unibrow repeated. 
 The sirens drew closer. 
 “Now!” 
 A shout from Unibrow and the two ex-soldiers sprang into action. The one on the ground had, unseen by Heinrich and Thalia, grabbed a handful of pebbles. He tossed them at Heinrich’s face. 
 Blinded for half a second, Heinrich fired, blinking his eyes clear just as Unibrow struck his wrist and made the pistol clatter to the ground. Heinrich swung with his left, the arm still smarting from his knife wound. He landed a decent hook on the side of Unibrow’s head. 
 The soldier returned the punch, which Heinrich dodged. They ended up just outside each other’s reach. Out of the corner of his eye, Heinrich saw Thalia and the other mug dive for the gun. He also saw a streak of blood on Unibrow’s side. That wild shot had hit him, though it didn’t look like much damage had been. 
 That was all he had time to see. Unibrow rushed forward, leading with his left and sending a powerful right cross at Heinrich’s face. 
 He managed to dance out of the way, but his own counterattack was too slow to catch the Greek soldier. 
 They circled, bobbing, wary of each other. Heinrich heard a scrabbling and the thud of fists on flesh from the direction of the gun. 
 He didn’t dare look. He didn’t dare take his eyes off his opponent for an instant. 
 Unibrow rushed him again. Heinrich ducked a massive hook and landed a jab straight into the guy’s bullet wound. 
 His opponent grunted and curled up. 

Finally, I’m getting a response from this guy.

 Heinrich followed with a right cross that connected well enough to send Unibrow staggering back. However, when Heinrich moved in to finish him off, the former soldier blocked his punch and lashed out with a kick to the shin. 
 Put off balance, Heinrich was barely able to block Unibrow’s punch. 
 A shot rang out. Both Heinrich and his opponent flinched. 
 Neither looked in the direction of the shot. Seeing each other unhurt, they both dove back into their own fight. 
 Heinrich took a jab to the jaw that sent him reeling, but not before he had lashed out with a one-two that, while not connecting properly, slowed down Unibrow enough for Heinrich to slide away and recover. 
 Not that he had long. The antiquities thief was back on him again… 
 …and was dumb enough to fall for the same trick twice. When he saw a hook coming at him, Heinrich ducked and slammed his right into the guy’s bullet graze. 
 He got more force into it this time. Unibrow cried out in pain. 
 The killer was helpless as Heinrich threw an uppercut to the point of his jaw, sending his head snapping back. Unibrow fell flat on his back, unconscious. 
 Heinrich swung around, ducking, anticipating a shot. 
 He found Thalia holding the gun, shivering from head to foot as the other ex-soldier lay gasping in a pool of his own blood, his shirt a bloody mass. 
 Heinrich put an arm around Thalia, gently taking the gun. After a few minutes, the police arrived. The old caretaker emerged from hiding to greet them with a panicked monologue about bloodthirsty tourists. Heinrich and Thalia almost got cuffed before Thalia managed to explain what was going on and to convince them to call Athens police. Adonis proved that he was still on the team by getting on the line and explaining things before getting cut off by his boss, who told them the same thing with more authority. A long series of questions followed. An ambulance arrived and treated everyone’s wounds, including Heinrich’s knife graze. Thalia seemed relieved that neither of the men she had shot would die. More police cars came, and some officers were sent up to the castle. They returned an hour later with the caretaker under arrest. They had found evidence of illegal digging up there. They had also found evidence that several men had been staying in one of the towers, but the men had bolted. 
 “We’ll track them down,” the officer in charge reassured them. 
 Heinrich was not reassured. 
 During all this time, Heinrich had been struggling with his phone signal. For a minute it connected, but it was so slowed down with updates and downloading data that he didn’t have a chance to look up anything important, like news from Jan or Biniam. Half an hour later he got another tenuous connection and enough time to check his email. A message from the halfway house informed him that they still hadn’t found Jan. Heinrich snarled and kicked a stone against the wall of the ticket booth. When the police gave him a guarded look, he forced himself to calm down. 
 After another hour of questioning, searches around the site, and impatient pacing, Heinrich’s phone buzzed. He whipped it out of his pocket and saw a message from Biniam. 
 “That hacker had accessed the Ministry of Antiquities database from the same Internet cafe in Sparti as before. He’s there right now.” 
 The message was dated fifteen minutes earlier. It had just gotten through. 
 Heinrich didn’t even think. He grabbed Thalia, rushed to their car, and got them both inside, with Heinrich behind the wheel. One of the police came after them, raising his hands for them to stop. 
 “Give me the keys; they’re at the Internet cafe!” Heinrich said. 
 Thalia, to her credit, didn’t bat an eye. She shoved the keys into his hands and locked the doors before the cop had time to open them. 
 Heinrich started the car and turned it around, taking care not to hit the cop, then slammed on the gas. 
 As they hurtled downhill, Thalia said, “Do you know how suspicious it looks to flee the scene of a shooting?” 
 “Do you know how little time we have to grab the main man red-handed?” 
 “How do you know he’s going to be there?” 
 “I don’t. But we’ll get the hacker. Without him, they won’t be able to do shit.” 
 Heinrich took the winding road at top speed, screeching around the corners and hogging both lanes. Thalia didn’t protest, though she made a show of buckling her seat belt. 
 A police siren wailed behind them. 
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 “Oh, great,” Heinrich grumbled as he looked in the rearview mirror. One of the police cars that had come up to Mistra was in hot pursuit. 
 “What did you expect?” Thalia asked. “We’ll need the backup anyway. Um, you’re bleeding on the car.” 
 “Sorry. Guess that medic isn’t too good at his job.” 
 Sirens wailing, the cop car followed them all the way to town,. Once it tried to cut them off, but because there was only one pursuit vehicle, the police could not box them in. 
 “What if the guys up on the mountain warned their boss?” Thalia asked. 
 “That’s a chance we’ll have to take. I don’t think they did because Biniam sent that message after we had nailed them. If they had sent a warning before chasing us, I don’t think the hacker would have stayed put.” 
 That reminded Heinrich to check his phone before they got into the built-up area and he needed both hands on the wheel in case another cop car appeared. Checking his phone, he found a notification from Biniam from five minutes earlier. 
 “They’re still online,” was all it said. 
 “We’re in luck,” Heinrich told Thalia as he shoved his phone back into his pocket. 
 “Won’t that siren warn them?” 
 “Hmm, good point. They hear that and they’ll get jumpy. All right. We’ll stop a couple of blocks away. You slow them down while I make a run for it.” 
 “Excuse me?” 
 “You just shot two guys and you’re not up for this?” 
 “How the hell did I ever get tangled up with you?” 
 “I was trying to pick you up at the collectors’ fair, remember?” 
 “If this is your idea of a date, I can see why you’re single.” 
 “Ouch. So are you going to help?” 
 “Of course.” 
 “I knew there was a reason I picked you up.” 
 “Tried to pick me up.” 
 Heinrich shook his head. “Jesus fucking Christ.” 
 They drove into town, Heinrich slowing so as not to endanger anyone. The cop car, sirens still going, pulled up close behind them. 
 “They must be confused about what we’re up to,” Thalia said. 
 “Maybe that will keep them from Tasering me when I run for it.” 
 When they were a couple blocks away from the Internet cafe, Heinrich pulled to the curb and leaped out of the car, sprinting away. The cops screeched to a halt and, thankfully, turned off the siren. 
 Heinrich glanced over his shoulder and saw Thalia standing in front of the police car as the two officers got out. She shouted something in Greek. 
 He didn’t stick around to hear what she said. 
 A left down a side street, then a right on another street, dodging past curious passersby, and the sign for the Internet cafe came in sight. He didn’t slow down as he ran through the open door, knocking down the Chinese proprietor, who was just coming out. Heinrich spotted the rich guy from the Mercedes at one of the computers lining two walls of the small room. 
 No one else was in the room except two teenaged kids playing a video game. 

Leader and hacker all in one, Heinrich thought. It’s about time my luck changed.

 The sound of his rude entrance and the squawk from the Chinese guy alerted the antiquities gang leader, who sprang to his feet. 
 Seeing Heinrich, he turned to grab at the power cable of his computer. 
 Heinrich dove for him and slammed him against the far wall before he could turn off the machine. 
 The gang leader tried to reach into the inside pocket of his suit, but Heinrich drove a fist into his belly, doubling him over. 
 He glanced at the computer and saw a database on the screen. On the upper left corner, Heinrich recognized the logo of the Greek Ministry of Antiquities. 
 Reaching into the man’s suit, he fished out a pistol, tossed it onto the table, gave the guy another gut punch, and shoved him out the door. The astonished teens and the Chinese owner got out of the way just in time. 
 Heinrich threw the man onto the pavement, kicked him in the face, and planted a knee on his neck. 
 “Where’s my hundred euros, you piece of shit?” 
 He rummaged through the guy’s pockets and pulled out a wallet. He counted out a hundred euros—barely a tenth of what was inside—and tossed the wallet back in the guy’s face. 
 The sound of running feet made him look up. 
 Two cops, gripping their nightsticks, stopped right in front of him. 
 Heinrich suddenly saw the scene from their eyes. A foreigner was kneeling on the neck of a Greek man. The guy’s wallet lay on the ground and the foreigner was gripping a wad of bills in his hand. 
 The situation didn’t improve when the Chinese guy and the teenagers started a rapid-fire account of Heinrich’s escapades in the Internet cafe. 
 Thalia ran up. 
 “That’s him!” she shouted in Greek. 
 The cops swooped in. Heinrich leaped back. 
 And the cops began beating the living daylights out of the businessman. 
 “Whoa! Now that’s some police brutality I can get behind,” Heinrich said, laughing. 
 “Adonis gave them a description and told them he had fired on some police officers in Athens,” Thalia explained. 
 Heinrich shook his head as the businessman curled up on the street under a rain of blows. 
 “Nothing cops hate worse than a cop killer ... or a wannabe cop killer anyway.” 
 Once the police had finished “subduing the suspect after he resisted arrest,” there followed more questioning, the erasure of the phone of one of the teenagers who had tried to film the scene, a stern warning to everyone within sight, and a good talking-to for Heinrich. 
 “The way you ran off like that made us suspect you were guilty of something,” one of the police told him in heavily accented English. 
 “Only guilty of being in a hurry. Can I use one of the computers?” 
 The cop nodded. Heinrich gave the Chinese guy more money than he needed to and opened up a Skype conversation with Charles Montaine’s office. 
 A secretary tried to fob him off but Heinrich was having none of it. He told her he had cracked the case. The murderer was now in the hands of the police, as were most of the gang members. After a few minutes, he got through. Thalia sat beside him. 
 Charles Montaine’s smug, wealthy face appeared on the screen. 
 “Congratulations on another success story, Mr. Muller. I must say, you did remarkably well.” 
 Montaine stopped. A look of concern crossed his face. Heinrich was not convinced. 
 “Are you all right, Mr. Muller?” 
 “No. I got my ass kicked on numerous occasions in the past week. Par for the fucking course. Do I have the job?” 
 “If you require medical attention, of course any of that would be covered—” 
 “Do I have the fucking job?” 
 Montaine spread out his hands in a welcoming gesture. “Of course you do! I had decided to hire you even before this case, but I knew you’d be helpful on this. The extra motivation would help you solve it more quickly.” 
 Heinrich almost punched the screen. This son of a bitch had been planning to hire him anyway? All this had been unnecessary? He could be searching for Jan right now! 
 It was a titanic effort to control himself. Only the knowledge that if he blew up now he might lose everything kept him from saying what he really wanted to say. 
 “Can I be based in Warsaw?” 
 “Yes. I made that clear.” 
 “When can I start?” 
 “As soon as you’d like. I’m sure there are some matters back in New York you must attend to.” 
 “I’ll deal with those later. Get me on the next flight to Warsaw.” 
 “Is something the matter?” 
 “None of your goddam business.” 
 Montaine inclined his head. “I see that you are in a hurry, Mr. Muller. I’ll have my personal assistant get you a flight. She’ll also send you the paperwork so that you can become part of the Executive International Security Corporation family ... and we do consider ourselves a family.” 

You don’t know shit about family, bozo.


OK, neither do I, but I’m going to learn.

 Montaine was good to his word and got Heinrich on a flight to Warsaw via Paris. It was a roundabout way to get there, but it was the only way to get there by that evening. Good enough. 
 As Heinrich packed, he heard a knock on his hotel room door. It was Thalia. 
 “It’s too bad I couldn’t show you any of Greece,” she said. “I understand why you’re going, though.” 
 “Yeah, there’s still no sign of him. It’s chewing at my gut.” 
 “You’ll find him. It seems that’s your specialty.” 
 “That and getting my ass kicked,” Heinrich said, shaking his head and packing the rest of his gear. “So what are you going to do?” 
 “Stay in Athens for a little while, clearing things up. Thanks to you, it’s almost all done. There’s going to be a memorial service for Professor Christodolou at the university.” 
 “I’m sorry I’ll miss that,” Heinrich said, and meant it. Reluctantly he added, “Say thanks to Adonis for me.” 
 A smile crept onto her pretty face. “I will.” 
 “You and him an item now?” he couldn’t help asking. 
 She giggled. “No, that was just a fling.” 

So he gets a fling and I get a thank you? Just my luck.

 He faced her. “I need to get to the airport.” 
 She gave him a peck on the cheek. “You’re a good man, Heinrich. Good luck to you.” 
 And she was gone. 
 On the plane, to keep his thoughts away from horrible images of what might happen to Jan on the streets, Heinrich tried to focus on the employment contract Montaine had offered. It gave him everything Montaine had promised—a tidy salary, expenses, excellent medical and dental, danger pay, relocation allowance, and lots of extras. 
 What it didn’t give him was freedom. That was all right, though; his freedom hadn’t given him much happiness. 
 He landed in Warsaw at 10 p.m. A quick call to the halfway house confirmed that Jan had not reappeared. Heinrich was in a hotel by 11:30 and out on the streets by 11:45. 







CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

   
Heinrich wandered, having no idea where to go. He started with the bus and train stations, where a lot of the homeless hung out. From there, he moved to the seedier parts of town. Having been a young thug himself, he could sniff out those kinds of neighborhoods like a bloodhound. 
 It didn’t take long to leave behind Warsaw’s restored historic center and move into the rougher areas. Medieval walls and nineteenth-century homes gave way to cheap bars and Soviet apartment blocks. Everything was grim slabs of concrete, the colors muted, the people somber. 
 This late at night, no children were out except for roving gangs of teens. Many of them were obviously drunk or high. Heinrich scanned their faces, looking for Jan. 
 At the Internet cafe in Sparti, he had printed a photo of Jan. He now showed it to anyone he thought might help—shopkeepers and street vendors, punk teens and prostitutes. All shook their heads. He kept going. 
 By two in the morning the streets had mostly cleared out. Only the streetwalkers and the drunks remained. Shifty men, alone or in small groups, moved quietly through the darkened streets on business he’d rather not know about. 
 This was no place for a teenage kid to be out alone, but Jan didn’t have any other option. Heinrich had called the halfway house every hour and they still had no word. After a while, the night monitor, sounding annoyed, told him they’d notify him the moment they heard anything. Heinrich resisted the urge to call again and instead walked the streets alone, showing the picture to everyone he passed. All he got was shaking heads and the occasional suspicious look. 
 He searched until sunup, shining a flashlight in the faces of the sleeping homeless, exploring the dark recesses under bridges and at the ends of trash-strewn alleys. Twice he interrupted hookers with their johns. At one point, he came across a skeletal junkie shooting up heroin. However, he found no sign of Jan. 
 As the sun rose, Heinrich staggered into a cafe and ordered coffee and breakfast. He ate his meal without tasting it or even seeing it. His mind had become blank, focused on only one purpose, and yet having no idea how to achieve it. How was he to find one boy hiding in a city of three million people? 
 He felt so tired. All the stress of the fights and the sleepless nights in Greece had caught up to him. His arm throbbed; his bruises were sore. His lids lowered and he crossed his less injured arm on the chipped table, resting his head on it. 
 Some time later, a tap on his shoulder woke him up. 
 The cafe owner, a soft-bellied middle-aged man with a tired, drooping face, stood above him. “You can’t sleep here,” he said in a weary but firm tone, as if he had to say this to people every morning. 
 Heinrich held up the photo. “Have you seen this boy?” 
 The man’s expression softened. “No. I’m sorry.” 
 The man poured him another cup of coffee. 
 “It’s on the house,” he said as he walked away. 
 Heinrich finished the last of his breakfast, gulped down the coffee, and headed out. 
 All that day, he wandered, checking every abandoned building, every park. Whenever he came across street kids—and there were many, huddled in doorways, sniffing glue, and sharing bottles of cheap booze in parks—he showed them the picture of Jan. He got no leads. He did get a few threats and even a proposition. A girl with a lip piercing, who couldn’t have been older than fifteen, called him a faggot and offered to “straighten him out” for ten bucks. Shaking his head, he kept going. 
 So many. All these idle kids. Many weren’t exactly homeless. They had places to live; they just didn’t have homes. He had been one of them, way back in the New York of the Eighties. Out all night, coming back when he felt like it, leaving when he felt like it, skipping school, nobody caring. 
 During his all-night walk, Heinrich hadn’t seen any afterhours activities for these kids. No youth clubs, no midnight basketball. When he was growing up, midnight basketball had been big. Sure, there had been fights and the kids sometimes smoked weed while watching the games, but the bright lights and crowds of the courts had kept away the predators and attracted kids who might otherwise have been caught in the city’s darker shadows. 
 Morning turned to noon, and noon into afternoon. Still no luck. Heinrich knew he should get some sleep back at the hotel before the long night to come, but he couldn’t bring himself to break off the search. He downed an energy drink, ate a quick meal, and kept going. 
 When night fell, exhaustion began weighing him down. The darkness told his body it was time to sleep, and it was all his mind could do to tell it otherwise. Heinrich found a park with a large fountain at its center. It was broken and dry, and teens clustered around it, flirting and roughhousing. The smell of weed wafted through the air. A few of the kids gave Heinrich wary looks but most ignored him, confident in their numbers. 
 Heinrich walked around the circular fountain, holding out the picture of Jan, asking if anyone had seen him. Nobody had. 
 Utterly spent, Heinrich sat down heavily on the lip of the fountain. Perhaps he should just wait there and see if the kid passed through. Where the hell could he be? If Jan was inside somewhere, in a squat or some predator’s house, Heinrich would never spot him. Even if he was wandering the streets like Heinrich, there was no guarantee of coming across him in a city this large. They could be missing each other by one measly city block and never know it. 
 Heinrich’s feet throbbed. He wondered how many miles he’d walked, and how many more he’d have to walk. Checking his phone for the hundredth time that day, he saw that the halfway house still hadn’t sent any word. 
 With a groan of frustration, he struggled to his feet and started wandering again. 
 Heinrich didn’t even try to create a search pattern. Before, he had been systematically going through each of the nasty neighborhoods and checking the bus and train stations with extra care. Now he just walked. And walked. 
 Hours later, sometime in the middle of his second night when he had lost all track of time, he passed through an ugly little park of concrete and a few withered trees. There, sitting on a concrete bench amid a cluster of teenaged boys passing a plastic bag among themselves, he spotted a familiar figure. 







 


CHAPTER NINETEEN

   
 “Jan!” 
 Heinrich ran up to the kids, who backed off in sudden fear at being charged by a wild-eyed muscleman with two bandaged arms. 
 “Get away from us!” one shouted. Another gripped the neck of a beer bottle, ready to use it as a weapon. Heinrich ignored them. Jan hadn’t moved. He was rooted in place, staring in disbelief at the sudden apparition out of the shadows. 
 Jan had a fresh black eye and held a plastic bag that stank of glue. It took a moment for his eyes to focus and register what he was seeing. 
 “Heinrich? What are you doing here?” Jan asked. 
 Heinrich gripped him by the shoulders. “I came to find you. What happened? Are you all right?” 
 The teen with the beer bottle strutted up to him. “Get out of here, sicko. We don’t want your kind around here.” 
 “Beat it,” Heinrich said, barely sparing him a glance. “I’m his … foster father.” 
 “Yeah, well, you must suck at it if he’d rather live out here.” 
 Heinrich tried to ignore the sting those words carried. 
 “Come on, Jan. Let’s go,” Heinrich said. 
 Jan turned away, not wanting to look at him. The kid looked embarrassed. Heinrich pulled the plastic bag out of his hand and threw it on the ground. 
 “Don’t worry, kid,” Heinrich said. “We all mess up sometimes. It’s all over now. You hungry?” 
 The teen with the bottle shoved him. “He doesn’t want to talk with you, asshole. Get the fuck out of here.” 
 Heinrich slugged him. At the last moment he realized he was striking a sixteen-year-old and pulled his punch, but it still knocked the kid back. His beer bottle fell to the ground and smashed. 
 The kid looked at him in disbelief, blood welling out of his nose. Then he and his friends scattered. 

Shit. I can’t believe I just did that. He’s just like Jan. There are so many of them.

 Heinrich turned back to the kid slumped on the park bench. 

Jan’s not going to end up like that.

 “You didn’t have to punch him,” Jan said. His words came out slurred. 
 “You’re right. I shouldn’t have done that. What happened here?” Heinrich pointed at Jan’s black eye. 
 The kid got a hard look on his face. “Some guy with a bad temper hit me.” 
 “Sorry. I know I have a temper. I know I have a bad attitude. But I care about you. You nearly gave me a heart attack running away like that.” 
 Heinrich kicked away the bag of glue, looked around to make sure the teens had really left, and sat beside Jan. The boy edged away. 
 “Everyone at the halfway house is worried sick about you.” 
 “No they’re not. They hate me there. They say I cause trouble.” 
 “You and every other kid in that place. What have you been doing the past few days? Where did you sleep? How did you get food?” 
 Jan shrugged, still not looking at him. Heinrich decided not to press the issue. Whatever the kid had done, he didn’t have to do it anymore. 
 “You know you can’t stay out here. The police are looking for you.” 
 “Fuck the police.” 
 “Don’t quote N.W.A. at me, kid. The street is no place for you. You were doing so good at the halfway house.” 
 “What do you care?” Jan griped. 
 “Of course I care. I came all the way from Athens to find you.” 
 “You’ll just leave again.” Jan looked over at where the bag of glue lay on the pavement. 
 “Not this time. I got a job here.” 
 That got Jan’s attention. The boy gave him a sharp look, mistrust and hope mingling in his expression. 
 “A big private detective agency in the States has hired me to open a branch in Europe. Said I could have an office wherever I like. So I told them I’d set it up in Warsaw.” 
 “Why would you pick this dump of a town?” 
 “Why do you think, dumbass?” 
 Jan didn’t say anything. After a moment he turned away. Jan’s shoulders shook but he made no sound. Heinrich gave him some time. 
 When he turned back to face Heinrich, his eyes were red. 
 “When would you come?” Jan asked, a trace of suspicion lingering in his voice. He looked more sober now. 
 “Soon. I can stay for a couple of weeks right now. Then I’ll have to go back to New York and arrange things. Rent out my apartment and stuff like that. That will take a month or so.” 
 “And you’d come back after that.” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Promise?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “And how long would you stay?” 
 “Forever.” 
 Jan sat quietly for a time. Heinrich decided to break the silence. He turned and jabbed a finger in Jan’s chest. 
 “But you got to stop fucking up. No more punching people.” 
 “But he was a dickhead!” 
 “What have I told you? If I punched every dickhead I met, I’d wear my fists down to stumps.” 
 Jan grinned, the first smile he’d made since Heinrich had found him. 
 “Instead, you do that jacking off. You still can’t get a woman, can you?” 
 “Oh, shut up.” 
 Jan cackled and jumped up and down. The glue was wearing off and he was getting his youthful energy back. “Ah, I can see! You met a hot chick in Greece and she wasn’t interested in you.” Jan switched to English. “You struck out again, boy!” 
 “Where did you learn that expression? I didn’t teach you that one.” 
 “YouTube. You never teach me the good ones.” Jan switched to English again. “You are a forty-five-year-old virgin!” 
 Heinrich cuffed him playfully. “Haven’t been one since I was younger than you, wiseass. Let’s get you back.” 
 Jan’s face darkened a little. Heinrich put a hand on his shoulder. 
 “The place isn’t so bad when you follow the rules. You get three meals a day and you don’t have to sleep in doorways.” 
 “They wouldn’t even let me do my model.” 
 “Don’t punch kids and they’ll let you. Come on.” 
 Gently, Heinrich led Jan out of the park and onto the street. He had to find a cab. The halfway house was almost two miles away and he didn’t think he could make it another hundred yards. The adrenaline that had kept him going all this time had left him. 
 “What happened to you?” Jan asked. 
 “Tracking down some murderers in Greece. They tried to murder me a couple of times.” 
 “They almost did.” 
 Heinrich nodded. “Yeah. Is your head clearing now?” 
 Jan nodded and kicked an empty beer can on the pavement, sending it clattering down the road. 
 “You going to tell them I sniffed glue?” 
 “They’ll probably figure that out for themselves.” 
 “I hate that place. They say I have to stay until I’m sixteen.” 
 “That’s less than a year.” 
 “Ugh, that’s forever.” 
 “It’ll go quick. If you behave, I can visit a lot.” 
 Jan looked at him hopefully. “After I get out, can I live with you?” 
 The question took him aback. 

Of course he would ask that. What did you think? This is what you’re signing up for.

 Heinrich had been so embroiled in the case and in the stress of almost losing this kid, he hadn’t really thought their situation through. When Jan got out, he wouldn’t want to go back to his drunken, useless parents. That would just make him slip back into his old habits. And he didn’t have anywhere else to go. Coming here, Heinrich had essentially promised to take care of him. 
 And that meant a full-time commitment. 
 “Yes,” Heinrich said, after what he realized was too long of a pause. “Yes, you can live with me until you’re an adult and get a job and all that.” 
 “Promise?” 
 “I promise,” Heinrich said, looking him in the eye. 
 “Will I get my own room?” 
 “Of course.” 
 “Yeah, you need privacy for all those girls you won’t be bringing home.” 
 “Wiseass.” 
 “Do I have to go to school?” 
 “Yes, you have to go to school and you have to graduate. And you have to perfect your English. I’ll teach you a couple of other languages as well. Your German is pretty good. I’ll get you finished on that. French, too. You have a talent just like me. You don’t want to waste it. But first, before all that happens, you have to get in gear. No more trouble at the halfway house. No more fights. No more talking back to staff. Better grades.” 
 “Sure,” Jan said, suddenly happy again. He strode forward, almost skipping, almost the kid he should have already been. The glue had worn off and hope had taken its place. 
 For the rest of the way back, they talked happily about the kind of apartment that Heinrich was going to get and where they’d go when Jan got out of detention, because running away meant a long time in detention with no privileges. Jan sloughed this off with youthful enthusiasm, looking ahead at all the good things waiting for him down the line. 
 These sudden about-turns never ceased to amaze Heinrich. Perhaps Jan was a bit bipolar. Heinrich would have to talk to the monitors about that. Really, though, Heinrich suspected most of it could be put down to the fact that Jan was a naturally optimistic and outgoing kid who kept getting beaten down by life. The thuggish exterior was just armor. When he felt safe, all that dropped away. 

I should have moved here earlier, Heinrich thought. 
 The scene at the halfway house wasn’t as bad as Heinrich feared. It was two in the morning, so all the kids were asleep and only three monitors were on duty—two men and a pretty female nurse. He recognized Tanek, the head night monitor, but not the other two. As the nurse took Jan away for a checkup, Tanek sat in the living room with Heinrich. 
 “I think you could use a coffee,” Tanek said. 
 “Please.” 
 The monitor got them some coffee. Heinrich drank it with profound gratitude. 
 “So how long are you staying this time?” Tanek asked. 
 “A couple of weeks, then back to New York and then back here.” 
 Tanek shifted uncomfortably. “Mr. Muller, while we very much appreciate what you just did, it doesn’t change the situation with Jan. As we told you—” 
 “I’m moving here.” 
 Tanek blinked. “Excuse me?” 
 “I just got a job with Executive International Security Corporation to set up a branch office in Warsaw. Good pay, stable job, and I won’t have to travel too much after the first year or so. I’m here to stay.” 
 Tanek smiled. “Mr. Muller, you are a remarkable man. This changes everything.” 
 “Yes, it does,” the nurse said, smiling at Heinrich as she entered the living room with Jan. She put her hand on his shoulder and turned to the juvenile delinquent. “I don’t think we’ll be having any more problems with you, will we?” 
 “No, ma’am,” Jan said. 
 Heinrich’s jaw dropped. 

Ma’am? Since when does that little shit say “ma’am”?

 “That’s good to hear, Jan,” Tanek said, standing. “I’m afraid we’ll have to put you in lockup for the next few nights, though. House rules.” 
 Jan nodded. “I know,” he said quietly. 
 The nurse led Jan down a hallway. Heinrich and Tanek followed. 
 They came to the end of the hall, to a bedroom with nothing but a bed, toilet, and sink. No windows, no books or TV. Nothing. A small window of meshed glass in the door allowed the monitors to see inside. Heinrich’s stomach turned. It looked like a jail cell. 
 Jan paused at the doorway and took off his shoes and belt. 
 “What are you doing?” Heinrich asked. 
 “Rules,” Jan grumbled. “They don’t want me to hang myself with my laces or something. So stupid. Why would I do that?” 
 “Rules are rules, Jan,” the nurse said. “They’re there for everybody’s protection.” 
 “When can Heinrich visit?” Jan asked. 
 “We’ll see,” Tanek said. 
 “But he came all the way here,” Jan whined. 
 “Soon,” Tanek said. 
 Jan entered the room and Tanek closed and locked the door behind him. Heinrich resisted the urge to look away. Jan came to the window. 
 “Be good and you’ll get out of there soon enough,” Heinrich said. 
 “Can we go to the zoo?” Jan’s voice was a kid’s again. 
 “As soon as you’re allowed out, I’ll take you. That’s a promise.” 
 Jan grinned. “Remember last time when that fat old guy was teasing the monkeys and they threw shit at him?” 
 Heinrich laughed. “We should have gotten that on camera.” 
 “It would have totally gone viral!” Jan laughed. 
 “Maybe next time. Take care, buddy. Get some sleep and see you soon.” 
 From a switch just outside the door, Tanek turned out the light. The glow from the hallway allowed them to see the kid get into bed, looking utterly exhausted. Heinrich rapped on the door and waved. Jan waved back. 
 They returned to the living room. 
 “Feel free to finish your coffee, Mr. Muller,” Tanek said. “I have to call the police and inform them that Jan is safe. Then, thanks to him, I have a mountain of paperwork to do.” 
 Tarek walked out. Heinrich sat down and let out a long, slow breath. His eyes felt gritty as he rubbed them. 
 “You’re a good man, Jan talks about you a lot.” 
 That was the nurse. Heinrich hadn’t realized she was still there. 
 “He’s a good kid if he’s given a chance.” 
 The nurse sat next to him. She was petite, with a short blonde bob and crystalline blue eyes. 
 “You know, when he was doing that airplane model you sent him, he stopped one of the other kids from sniffing the glue?” 
 Heinrich thought of the ugly scene back on the street. 
 “But he was doing it himself tonight.” 
 The nurse nodded. “I know. He admitted it. He even said he was sorry. He’s worried what you think.” 
 “I think he needs to get his shit together.” 
 The nurse smiled. She wasn’t bad looking; she appeared to be in her late thirties. 
 She extended a hand. Heinrich glanced down and saw that she had no wedding ring. 
 “I’m Olga.” 

Ugly name. Hey, I can live with that.

 They shook hands. 
 “Do you want me to take a look at your arm?” she asked, indicating the big bandage on his forearm from where the antiquities smuggler had slashed it. 
 “No. They have decent doctors in Greece. Got this on a case.” 
 Olga looked at him with concern. “And those bruises all over your face? Were those from a case too?” 
 “Yeah. Goes with the territory.” 
 She smiled, and that smile wasn’t professional at all. 
 “Looks like you need someone to take care of you as much as Jan does.” 
 “Sometimes I feel the same way.” 
 “I’m very interested in Jan’s case, Mr. Muller, and I think it would be good to get to know you better. Actually, I feel I know all about you already. Jan has told me so much about you. And of course I read about you in the paper when you and he found the Nazi train.” 
 “That was a hell of an adventure. Call me Heinrich.” 
 “OK, Heinrich.” 
 There was a pause. Heinrich tried to think of something to say but his mind was so fogged with fatigue, it was difficult. 
 “You know, Warsaw has a lot of street kids,” he finally said. “Back in New York, there was a program called midnight basketball to keep them from getting in trouble. It really worked. You think I could set up something like that?” 
 Olga smiled. “One thing at a time, Heinrich. I think you’re going to find that you have your hands full with Jan.” 
 Heinrich chuckled. “Yeah, I guess I will.” 
 “We should talk about that. You’re going to need some help. Shall we … meet sometime?” 
 Heinrich looked her in the eye, not believing what he was hearing. Suddenly he felt a bit flustered. 
 “Well, sure. Are you working tomorrow?” 
 “I mean when I’m free.” 

Even better.

 “Lunch tomorrow, maybe?” Heinrich asked. 
 “All right. From what I’ve heard, you are a very interesting man. And it looks like you’ll be around here a lot more.” 
 She brought out her phone to take his number, moving closer than she had to. 
 “Yeah.” Heinrich nodded, feeling relaxed for the first time in a week. “I think I’m going to be around here every day.” 
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Heinrich Muller had interviewed potential clients in many strange places—under bridges, at heavy metal concerts, even in the living room of a collector of Nazi memorabilia. When one was a private detective that came with the territory. But of all the hidden corners and odd locations where he had heard clients’ stories and listened to their pleas for help, this one had to be the worst. 
 Starbucks. 
 He hated the soulless chain stores ruining his once-vibrant City of New York. Starbucks was right there at the top of his shit list. 
 Standing in line waiting for his coffee, he couldn’t count the number of square beards, ironically waxed moustaches, cat’s-eye glasses, and heads of dyed hair that surrounded him. The hipsters were an invading army, and this was their command center. 
 “I’d like a Caramel Brulé Frappuccino,” said someone in line ahead of him. 
 “I’d like a Toasted White Chocolate Mocha with soy milk.” 
 “I’d like a Chestnut Praline Latte with extra whipped cream.” 
 Heinrich shook his head and tried not to hit someone. These weren’t coffees; these were confections. 
 “Next, please,” said the guy with the nose ring behind the counter. 
 The twenty-something in front of Heinrich didn’t hear. He was too busy on Facebook. 
 Heinrich prodded him. 
 “You’re up, phone zombie.” 
 The guy turned with what was intended to be a withering stare. The effect was ruined by the fact that he was wearing a tweed vest and a bow tie. In any case, the expression died as soon as he saw the person who had poked him in the small of the back—a man twice his age and ten times his muscle mass. Heinrich boxed three times a week and pumped iron on off days. This guy’s idea of exercise was mashing an avocado. 
 Mr. Tweed Vest hurried to the counter. “I’d like a Teavana Shaken Peach Citrus White Tea Infusion, please.” 
 “With a double order of estrogen,” Heinrich added. 
 The guy behind the counter glanced at him. Mr. Tweed Vest pretended not to hear. 
 Once he left, Heinrich stepped up. “A black coffee, please.” 
 “Milk and sugar?” asked the guy with the nose ring. Heinrich remembered that the people who worked there were called “baristas.” A fancy name for a crap job. 
 “I said a black coffee.” 
 “Any flavorings?” 
 Heinrich’s fists clenched. 
 “Black. Coffee.” 
 “What size?” 
 “Small.” He wanted to spend as little time as possible in this shithole. 
 “That’s one tall black coffee,” said Mr. Nose Ring, taking some time to find the unfamiliar buttons on his touchscreen. 
 “I said small.” 
 Mr. Nose Ring looked at Heinrich like he had a mental disorder. “Tall is small. It’s our smallest size.” 
 “Then why do you call it tall?” 
 Mr. Nose Ring clicked his tongue and rolled his eyes like the teenager he was. 

Fucking hell, Heinrich fumed. Where’s Black Lives Matter when you need them? Aren’t they supposed to be picketing this place for flagrant display of white privilege or something?

 Once he got his coffee, Heinrich looked around the too-bright, too-crowded, and too-clean interior for his potential client. The guy had said he was with a baby. That made him easy to spot. 
 Brixton Murphy sat in a corner, sipping some huge pink drink in a plastic cup. Strapped to his chest in a cloth sling was a sleeping baby who looked about a year old. The guy was in his early thirties. He wore Buddy Holly glasses and a black dress shirt and slacks. Like everybody else in this damn place, He was staring at his phone. Like most parents of small children, the guy looked tired. 
 Heinrich sat opposite him. “Mr. Murphy?” he asked. 
 “Ah, Mr. Muller, glad you could make it.” They shook hands. Heinrich hoped Brixton’s hand hadn’t been wiping the brat’s nose or anything. 
 “How can I help?” Best to cut to the chase. Heinrich didn’t want to spend any more time here than necessary. 
 Brixton’s face assumed a pained look that emphasized the circles under his eyes. 
 “It’s my wife. Casey left me and took one of our daughters.” 
 “Kidnapping is a police matter.” 
 Brixton gave a little shrug. “It’s not really kidnapping, and I don’t want the police involved.” 

My clients never do, Heinrich thought. Out loud he said, “I think you need to explain better.” 
 Brixton shook his head. “Sorry, my mind’s been in a muddle. Everything’s happening so fast.” 
 “It’s all right. Take your time.” 
 “Zhe just up and left one day, taking our daughter Arizona with zir. That was a week ago. I found out only yesterday that zhe was in Amsterdam.” 
 Heinrich blinked. “I’m sorry, what?” 
 Murphy began repeating his statement. Heinrich stopped him. 
 “Who’s Zhe?” Heinrich asked. 
 “Oh, that’s Casey’s preferred pronoun.” 
 “Huh?” 
 “Casey is gender fluid. Zir preferred pronoun is zhe because zhe doesn’t adhere to any traditional gender definitions. At times zhe feels more like a woman, and at other times more like a man, but always somewhere in between.” 
 “But she gave birth to your kids. That makes her a woman.” 
 A flicker of annoyance crossed Murphy’s face. “Just because zhe has a uterus doesn’t mean zhe’s a woman.” 
 Heinrich laughed so hard, people at the other tables glanced over at him. 
 “If you’re going to be phobic, I can get another detective!” Murphy snapped. 
 That woke up the baby nestled in his sling. The kid started to cry. 
 “Aw crap, I’m sorry,” Heinrich said. 
 “Sadly, I’m used to it. But try to be a little more open-minded, OK?” Murphy said, stroking the baby’s head. 

Actually, I was apologizing for waking up your kid, Heinrich thought. 
 “Shhh, it’s OK, Serenity,” Brixton whispered as he pulled out a milk bottle. 
 Heinrich waited as Murphy comforted the baby and gave her some milk. He suspected it was soy milk, judging from the disgusted look on her face and the fact that she spat up more of it than she swallowed. Poor kid. 
 Once she had quieted down, Heinrich said, “How about you tell me everything that happened.” 
 Murphy took a moment to collect his thoughts. “Casey and I had a happy marriage, or at least I thought so. We both make good money. I have a social media startup and zhe’s a professional dominatrix.” 
 Heinrich suppressed a chuckle. Murphy went on. 
 “I thought we were happy. Then one day zhe ups and disappears. Zhe took Arizona, our eight-year-old daughter, and moved to Amsterdam.” 
 “How do you know she’s there?” 
 “Zhe. Say zhe. One of our mutual friends told me. She also cleared out our bank account. Seventy thousand dollars. Our entire savings.” 
 “Ouch. Do you think she’s run off with someone?” 
 Murphy shook his head. “Zhe doesn’t need to. Casey and I have an open marriage.” 
 “So, you give yourselves permission to cheat on each other?” This guy was unbelievable. 
 “Don’t be so patriarchal. Limiting people to only one partner is what got the world into this mess.” 

This is going to be a long case, Heinrich thought. “So, why Amsterdam?” 
 “Casey has always talked about setting up a dominatrix business in Europe. Zhe wants to live there but I need to be here in the city for my startup. Zhe has Irish citizenship thanks to zir grandparents. They were born in Dublin. That lets zir work anywhere in the European Union. Zhe always said it would be so easy. I never thought zhe’d do something like this, though.” 
 “Why take only one kid?” 
 The hipster stroked his child’s blonde hair. “Serenity is still small. Maybe Casey thought she’d slow zir down.” 
 “But your other daughter, Arizona, she’s only eight. Wouldn’t that cramp a dominatrix’s style?” 
 Murphy gave a helpless gesture. “I don’t know.” 
 Heinrich thought for a moment. He didn’t like this guy and his made-up words, and he didn’t feel like getting his freak of a wife back for him. However, a kid was involved. If Mommy was setting up shop in Amsterdam’s Red-Light District, who knew what could happen to the girl? 
 “All right, I’ll take your case. I charge $200 a day plus expenses, with no complaints about how I spend it.” 
 “Sure. Anything. You busted those Nazis, so you can’t be all bad.” 
 Heinrich nodded. That case with the neo-Nazis in Poland had made headlines and brought him a lot of business. It had also brought him a few anonymous death threats. 
 “You sure you can afford this?” Heinrich asked. “I thought your wife cleaned you out.” 
 “My dad is helping me out.” 

Yeah, I bet he’s been doing that all your life.

 “All right. I need all the information you got on your wife and daughter—a recent photo, passport number, that sort of thing—plus the contact details for the friend who told you they’re in Amsterdam.” 
 “All right.” 
 Heinrich got up to leave. There was only so much Starbucks he could take. 
 “I’ll be in touch. I’ll get her back for you.” 
 “Zir. Why can’t you say zir? Zhe’s not a woman.” 
 Heinrich grinned. “Then why do you call her your wife?” 
 He walked out of the coffee shop before Murphy could sputter out a response.
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