PART |
THE GOAT

1

ROVE It struck ne, as the cell door clanged shut, that the road to hell is
paved, not so nmuch with good intentions, nor even a single violent, murderous
act, although that too occurred. No, the road is a series of small choices,

al nost inperceptible rents in the noral fabric, that taken together, over tineg,
like drops of water on stone, erode our sense of right and w ong.

In ny case, the journey began with a beast that could not possibly have lived,
much | ess taken human form and a man sone still say didn't exist. The creature
was a chinmera, the kind of nonster that lurks in your subconscious, rising up to
haunt your sleep. The man was Crawford Lake.

Lake was one of those people, who, like former Presidents and Hol | ywood | egends,
are saddled with a two word descriptor permanently attached to their names. In
Lake's case, those words were reclusive billionaire.

I will leave the explanation of the latter word to the financial analysts, who
have of |ate enjoyed sonmething of a feeding frenzy over the carcass of Lake’'s
once powerful enpire, a rather hydra-like conglonerate with tentacles

i nsinuati ng thensel ves throughout the so-called global econony. | can, however,
speak with sone authority on the first word, and | can assure anyone who wants
to know that reclusive doesn’'t half cut it when it conmes to describing the nman.

I ndeed, when | first met himin his apartnment in Rome, Crawford Lake had not
been seen in public in at least fifteen years. The nmedia was reduced to using
phot os taken, | swear, by the sane people who purport to have spotted Bigfoot
and the Loch Ness nonster, grainy snaps of a shadowy figure disappearing in the
di stance, or, if not prepared to pay the price the paparazzi demanded for these
pi ctures, suspect though they m ght be, to reproducing Lake's school yearbook
portrait. Even in those youthful days, Lake exhibited a tendency to secrecy,
but perhaps, being the sixties, the scraggly hair that pretty nuch hid his eyes,
was nerely a fashion statement. Wy he would want to live that way | didn't
know at the time, but | suppose | assuned that anyone as rich as he was coul d be
as antisocial as they pleased.

Still, fromnmny perspective he took it too far

“Surely this isn't necessary,” | told nmy escort, as he beckoned ne to turn
around so that he could tie a dark scarf across ny eyes.

“No, | suppose not,” he said, smling not at ne, but at his own reflection in
the car mrror. He was an attractive young man, and he knew it, with perfect
teeth, dark skin and eyes, dressed in a runpled linen suit and shirt, with a
flash of gold chain at his chest, one of those young Italian nen who find

t hensel ves rather fetching and think the women of the world should too. “But
then,” but he added, placing the cloth over ny eyes, “if you knew where ny
enpl oyer lives, I'd have to kill you.”

I wasn’t entirely sure he was kidding. The scarf securely in place, he tapped
the gl ass between the us and the driver, and the |linmousine pulled away. M
hotel was on a side street off the top of the Spanish steps, and | tried to
figure out -- what else was there for me to do, sitting there blindfol ded? --
where we were going. | gave up, however, after several turns, and stops and



starts in the traffic. After about ten mnutes or so by ny estinmation, the car
stopped, and | felt nyself being led up a couple of steps, then into an el evator
whi ch runbl ed slowy upwards, then just a few nore steps and, as a door closed
behi nd ne, the blindfold was renoved.

I was standing in a roomthat al nost defied description, filled as it was with
so much to | ook at. Heavy dark green curtains were drawn across the |arge

wi ndows and securely fastened in a way that prevented ne from seei ng outside and
t her eby gaining sone clue as to where | was, but still allowed a bright shaft of
sunshine into the roomnear the top of the window. There was a junble of
furniture, nost of it ornate but rather worn, and al nost every inch of the

pl ace, walls, tables, even the floor, was covered with objets d art. The nost
striking feature was two | arge frescoes, faded in spots, probably nineteenth
century, depicting bucolic Italian scenes. There were gold cupids, dozens of
them all over the place, and piles of old books on the floor and on every
table, lovely old ones with | eather covers and gold titles enbossed on the
spines. On top of sonme of these piles rested small scul ptures, npst of them
bronze. A coffee table was awash in vases -- urns in black and red, possibly
Greek, but also perhaps Etruscan, and several in a burnished black materia
cal |l ed bucchero, and a couple of very nice marble busts of em nent Roman
citizens.

It was al nbst as good as a nuseum |In just one glance | could see Greek, Roman
and Etruscan objects, Missen porcelain figures, what |ooked to be a stone head
from Canbodi a, several oil paintings on the fewinches of wall not covered with
frescoes, baroque nmirrors, a wooden horse, probably |ate eighteenth century,
and not one, not two, but three chandeliers, not in Mirano gl ass, as one m ght
expect in this part of the world, but rather crystal, probably eighteenth
century Bohem an.

Two things surprised nme about the room First was that there was just way too
much of it. And I'’mnot a neatness freak. As anyone who has seen either ny
antiques shop or my house can tell you, less is nore is hardly my decorating
credo. | like a certain anount of clutter, different objects and styles playing
of f each other. This, however, was just over the top, the marriage of a

compul sive collector with a bottom ess pot of cash.

Secondly, nost of it was what people in my |ine of business rather
condescendingly call stuff, which is to say that there were no really
exceptional, by which we normally nmean breathtakingly expensive, pieces. There
was a painting over the mantel piece that was clearly a copy -- the original was
well known and in an art nuseum The other pieces were good, but there were few
that woul d have cost hi m much over $25,000, not one that would have cost him
over $75,000. 1'd have been happy to sell Lake just about anything in the room
but there was nothing there that would indicate the kind of financial resources
a man |ike Lake would have, and not the collector that | knew Lake to be. He
regularly made the news in collector’s nmagazi nes, and was clearly prepared to
pay mllions if he had to for sonething he wanted. None of it was in evidence
her e.

As | struggled to take it all in, a handsone nman of about fifty, with a nice
head of dark hair sprinkled with gray and the kind of perfect tan that nakes you
thi nk tanni ng beds or extended holidays on a private yacht, briskly entered the

room | searched in vain for vestiges of the rather retiring young man of the
year book photo. Lake’s self confidence had evidently soared in the intervening
thirty years or so. No doubt acquiring a net worth of six billion dollars wll

do that for you. He also |ooked young for a man who' d conme of age in the



sixties, but | put that down to the fact that he had the resources to take good
care of hinself.

“Lara McClintoch,” he said, extending his hand. He was standing in the shaft of
sunlight, which gave a kind of halo-like quality to himwhich I found anusing.

“1"m Crawford Lake. Thank you for conming. | apologize for all the drama, and
for keeping you waiting. | hope you will forgive ne. Unfortunately |I find such
secrecy necessary. | was attending to sone business when you arrived, and given
| amso rarely here in Rone, | needed to get it done. Now, tea? O perhaps

somet hi ng stronger?”

“Tea would be lovely,” | replied, thinking that the fact that Lake used the
apartnment so infrequently explained both the art and the rather airless quality
the place had. He rang a bell, and a naid appeared instantly, as if she’'d been
hovering in the hall, awaiting a sumons.

“Tea, please, Anna,” he said. “And sone of that |ovely | enon cake of yours.”

“Ri ght away, M Lake,” the woman said, inclining her head slightly, as of bow ng
to | esser royalty.

“Well, what do you think?” he said, waving his armaround the room “Do you see
anyt hing you I|ike?”

“The al abaster vases are exquisite,” | said carefully.

”

“Fourteenth century,” he said. “Not very old, but yes, lovely aren’t they?
VWhat do you think of the paintings?”

“The frescoes are superb,” | said. “I have been admring the oil over the
mant el pi ece,” | added, choosing ny words carefully. “I’m wondering where |’ ve
seen the original. The Louvre, perhaps?” It had surprised ne, indeed, to see

what was obviously a copy anongst all this exceptional art, and | wanted Lake to
know | knew a copy when | saw it.

i

He frowned. “This is the original,’
respect. The copy is in the Louvre.”

he said. “But you are correct in one

“Oh,” was the best | could nuster. To ny relief, tea arrived, in a stunning
silver tea service, and, as prom sed, slices of |enpbn cake on a Sevrés porcelain
pl at e.

We engaged in small talk for awhile, he pointing out a nunber of objects in the
roomand telling nme how he’d acquired them while | nade appreciative sounds.
knew that Lake was South African originally, but his accent was what | think is
called md-Atlantic, a slightly British, slightly American sound that he nust
have worked hard to acquire. Everything about himwas very polished, in fact,
whi ch cane as something of a relief, given my sleepless hours of the night
before when 1’'d i magi ned a cross between a Howard Hughes type recluse with | ong
hair and toe nails, and a pathol ogically shy conputer nerd of sone kind.

“Now to business,” he said at last, struggling for a nonent to find a enpty
pl ace on which to set down his teacup. “No doubt you’'re wondering why | asked
you here.”

I nodded. | was delighted to be invited to be sure, but perplexed as to why.



“l need you to purchase sonmething for nme,” he said. “A work of art. Very old.
From soneone in France. You'll get a conm ssion, of course, and I'll cover al
your expenses. WIIl you do it?”

“I"mflattered to be asked,” | said cautiously. “But if you will forgive nme for
being so blunt, why me? Wy not send a nenber of your staff?”

“They don't know antiquities,” he said, with a dism ssive wave. “lI’mtold you
do.”
“Mondragon, then,” | said, referring to a well known art dealer. “He often buys

for you, does he not? And he knows antiquities rather well.”

Lake | ooked inpatient. “You will no doubt understand that when ny nane is
associated with an inportant purchase, the price invariably rises,” he said
slowmy. “Way beyond it’'s true value.”

“The Apollo,” | said.

“The Apollo,” he agreed. “Aplu or Apulu to the Etruscans. Regrettably, yes. |
see you do your homework, Ms McClintoch.”

| did ny homework all right, mldly patronizing though his comment m ght be.

Not that research on Lake was difficult to do. H's financial escapades were
regularly featured in just about any newspaper you'd care to nention, as were
some rather aggressive art purchases. There was no question he was very rich
But he couldn’t buy everything. He' d gone after a 2300 year old statue of
Apol |1 o, a gorgeous piece of work, Etruscan as he'd indicated, and he’d lost to a
California collector who probably didn’'t have Lake s resources, but who had
proved adept at outflanking himon this particular acquisition. Before that,
Lake had been on just about every art magazine’s one hundred top collectors |ist
on an annual basis. Post Apollo, however, he seened to pretty nmuch have
abandoned the field to others.

“1t wasn’t worth half what Mariani paid for it,” Lake said, referring to the
proud owner of the Apollo. “I still have regrets. Having said that, you will
understand, | think, that | did not reach this rather enviable financia

position by paying nore than anything is worth, even for sonething as wonderfu
as that. | need someone who will not be linked to ne in any way to purchase the
object | wish.”

“Whi ch is?”
“We' |l discuss that in a nmonent.”
“You’ ve explained why you want to deal with sonmeone new, but not, | think, why

you chose ne.”

He shrugged ever so slightly. “lI do ny research. You' ve just denopnstrated you
do yours. I"mtold you' re honest, know your stuff, and that you' re persistent,
if not stubborn. | admre persistence. It is a quality we nay share.
Furthernore -- | hope | do not offend you in saying this -- your business is not
wel | known internationally. MC intoch & Swain is not,” he hesitated, “ the
kind of firmwith which | would normally do business.”



I could hardly disagree, being reasonably certain that McClintoch & Swain, the
shop | co-own with nmy ex-husband Clive Swain, was pretty much unknown beyond a
t wo- bl ock radius of the shop, let alone internationally.

“Do you know what a chinera is?” he asked, abruptly.

“A mythol ogi cal creature, isn't it? Part lion, part snake, part sonething
el se.”

“Goat,” he nodded.

“Coat,” | agreed.

“You do not disappoint me, Ms McClintoch,” Lake said. “You could have said it
was a termused by scientists for any hybrid, plant or animal, or you could have
said it was a nane for a creature that changes its appearance at will. But you

pi cked the right one, as far as |I'mconcerned. Now, do you know the Chinera of
Arezzo?”

“The bronze Chinmera in the archaeol ogi cal museumin Florence, you nean? The one
found in Arezzo in Tuscany?”

“Yes,” he said, reaching for a | arge envel ope on the table beside himand then
pl aci ng a photograph in front of me. “Lovely, isn't it? Bronze, late fifth or
early fourth century BC. One of the truly great pieces of Etruscan art. W owe
its discovery to Cosinp de Medici. He rather fancied hinself as an
archaeologist. It is said that he cleaned the finds hinself, a painstaking bit
of work. He found the Chimera in 1553, and also the Arringatore, the Orator, in
1566, both Etruscan. | expect he undertook the work because he loved it. But

it also suited his political aspirations. Hi s successor was decl ared Dux Magnus
Etruscus, Great Etruscan Leader, did you know that? Not enough that Cosinp was
decl ared Grand Duke of Tuscany in 1569. Silly really, the Dux Magnhus Etruscus
busi ness, given that the Etruscans had been defeated by the Romans nore than two
t housand years earlier, but | suppose it speaks to the power the glorious past
has over us. Magnificent work of art, is it not? Look at the power in the head
and haunches of the lion, the nenace in the serpent tail, and the intractable
nature of the goat, so evident.”

No question about it, the Chinmera of Arezzo was indeed a showpi ece of Etruscan
bronze work. It was a beast with the head and haunches of a |lion, a second head
of a goat, and a tail ending in a serpent’s head that curved around and | ooked
about to bite the goat.

I nteresting, though, that Lake was goi ng on about Cosinp de Medici. Like the
Medici fam |y, Lake had made his fortune in banking -- conventional financia
services at first, but then nmoving aggressively and early into internet banking
-- and he shared with Cosinp both aspirations to enpire and a rather ruthless
way of dealing with his adversaries. Were Cosinp had expelled all his rivals
fromhis city of Florence, and had annexed the nei ghboring city of Siena,
sending his enemes to be beheaded or inprisoned in terrible dungeons, Lake had
initiated, and successfully conpleted, a couple of really hostile takeovers of
rival conmpanies. Lake, allegedly a fan of all things Italian, had called his
conpany Marzocco, after the heraldic lion of Florence. It is said that the
defeated enem es of that city were once required to kiss the rear end of a
statue of the animal, and figuratively speaking, that was pretty nuch what
anybody who canme in conflict with Lake eventually had to do.



On a nore positive note, both Lake and de Medici, although separated by al npst
five hundred years, were significant patrons of the arts. Still, it was
difficult to see where this conversation about art and enpire was going. There
was no way the Arezzo Chinmera was up for sale, and |I sincerely hoped he wasn’'t
thinking 1'd break into the Archaeol ogical nuseumin Florence to get it for him

“It’s so life like, isn't it?” he nused. “Even if it could never really exist.
| nean, look at it. Doesn't it seemto be about to strike at sonmething, a fight
to the death?”

“Somet hi ng or soneone,” | agreed. “Bellerophon, wasn't it, the hero who killed
t he chi mera?”

“Brava,” he said. “Again, you do live up to your advance billing, M

McCli ntoch. Bellerophon, indeed. Honmer’'s Iliad, book six. The creature, a
horrifying beast that breathed fire, was said to live in Lycia in Asia M nor
and yes, she -- have you noticed how many of the nonsters of ancient nythol ogy
were fermale? -- was killed at last by the hero, Bellerophon. A Persian St
George in sonme respects. | suppose the chinmera could be an early version of a
dragon nyth. Do you recall how Bell erophon managed this rather daunting task
his enem es had set for hinf

“Didn"t he fly over the creature on a wi nged horse and shoot an arrow with a
plug of sonme kind on it that was nelted by the chinmera’s breath? Sonmething |ike
that, anyway.”

“That’s correct. | see you know your nythol ogy as well as your antiquities.
Bel | erophon was given the wi nged horse Pegasus, by his father Poseidon, god of
the sea, and flew over the chinera. He put a plug of lead on the tip of his

arrow and shot it down her throat. It nelted and seared the entrails of the
chimera, killing her. She would have died in agony. Rather ingenious, wouldn't
you say?”

“No doubt,” | replied. There was sonething about his tone that bothered ne, the
rather gleeful spirit in which he recounted the tale, and his enphasis on the
fact that the chinera was a she. Could it be that the billionaire had a

m sogyni stic streak? “Look, this is all very interesting, M. Lake, but | stil
don’t know what you want from ne.”

“Why, Bell erophon, of course,” he said to nme, placing a second photo in front of
me. It showed a rearing winged horse, with a man astride it, about to shoot an
arrow. The photo was not as clear as the first, nore of the home rather than
the professional variety, but | could see it was an inpressive piece of

scul pture. Lake noved the two photos together, and it did, indeed, |ook as if
the Arezzo Chinera was snarling up at the rearing horse and rider

“What about the dinensions?” | said. “I can’'t tell fromthese photographs.”
“Perfect,” he replied. “The Arezzo Chinera is only about 32 inches high, rather
smal | for nonunental scul pture, really. The Bell erophon is about six and a half
feet. Towers over her.”

“l don’t recall any indication that there was a Bel |l erophon statue with the
Chinera,” | said, rather dubiously, but | could feel nyself getting excited.

“Ah, now this is where it gets interesting,” Lake said. “I searched the city
archives of Arezzo for that tine period, the 1550's,” he said, then paused



abruptly as if he’d m sspoken hinself. “Rather, to be nore accurate, | should
say | had the archives searched for me. There is a reference to a | arge bronze
i ke the Chimera being discovered outside the city gates on Novenber 15, 1553,
along with several smaller bronzes. There's a |later notation to the effect that
the tail was m ssing.

“Gorgio Vasari -- Cosinmo de Medici was his patron and Vasari recorded many of
his exploits -- witing in 1568 says it was found in 1554, a year later than the
archival records. He also nentions the missing tail. Sonme say Benvenuto
Cellini replaced the tail -- Cellini was an artist supported by de Medici -- but
| doubt that’s true. In any event, the Chimera is not ny interest. The

Bel | erophon is. | believe there are enough indications that there was nore than
one | arge bronze found in Arezzo, and given the |legend, and this photo, | think
there’s a good chance |I've located it. | want this one, Ms McClintoch, and

want you to get it for ne. Are you up to the chall enge?”

“Well, I.... Wat would you want to do with it once you had it, M. Lake?”
asked.

“What would I do with it? ©Oh, | see what you nean. My intention is to turn it
over to the nuseumin Florence. The Chinmera, while magnificent, is not all that
i npressive by itself, I'"’msure you'll agree. A question of scale, really. But
wi th Bell erophon, the two pieces as they were neant to be will be truly

astoundi ng. They deserve to be together.”

“That’s a very generous gesture, M. Lake,” | said. It was not unheard of, in
Lake's case. | did recall he d donated sone very fine antiquities to various
nmuseuns over the years, but still, | was on ny guard

“Yes and no,” he said, with a rather disarmng smle. “To be honest, | am

| aunching a new high tech fund here in Europe, and I want to nake a positive

i mpression, sonething that will nmake people sit up and notice, and then, of
course, buy in. | think finding the Bellerophon and then donating it to the

archaeol ogi cal nmuseum m ght do that for me. Wealthy philanthropi st spends ten
years tracki ng down nissing Bellerophon, buys nmasterpiece for Italy, etcetera,
etcetera. Then a couple of days later | |launch the fund. Not entirely

unsel fish, of course, but still worth doing, | hope you agree.” He spoke with
the authority of someone who expects everyone to agree with him and | found,
somewhat to ny surprise, that | did. VWhat did it matter what the notivation?
The i nportant thing was that the Bell erophon be reunited with the Chinera, and
that everyone have an opportunity to appreciate them

“l ask you again. Are you up to the challenge?” he said. “I’'Il pay you and pay
you well. You'll get a commission on the purchase -- we can di scuss how nuch --
and | will cover all your expenses. | have taken the liberty of opening a Sw ss
bank account for you, electronic, and ny bank, of course, and if you agree, then
$10,000 US will be deposited in it to defray expenses. Now, "’ he said, namng a
commi ssion rate, “would that be worth your tinme?”

|"ve never actually figured out what ny tine is worth, believing that dividing
the rather paltry profit McClintoch & Swain turns fromtinme to tine by the
nunber of hours | put into the business would just depress ne. However, while
prefer not to discuss noney in general, and nmy comrission in particular, | wll
say that there was no question that the sumwould be nore than nmy time would
normal |y fetch.



Still | hesitated, and he, poor man, took that to nmean the ampunt wasn’'t enough
“If you can keep the selling price under two mllion, I'Il up your conm ssion
anot her percentage point. Under a mllion and a half, one nore.”

“I"’msure that will be satisfactory, M. Lake,” | replied, in as neutral a tone
as | could nuster. M heart soared |like a hawk, actually. Even if no one ever
knew that Lake had been the purchaser, this would be ny entree into a |l evel of
the art world I'd never thought |1'd see. And for a good cause, too: uniting the
Chinera with the m ssing hero.

“Good,” he said, handing nme a piece of paper. “Anything el se?”
“What if | can’t get the Bellerophon, for whatever reason?”

“l reward success, not failure, Ms McClintoch. However, | do try to be fair

The ten thousand | will deposit in your account should nore than cover your out-
of - pocket expenses, and | will consider it non refundable, no matter how rmuch or
how little of it you spend. |Is that satisfactory?” | nodded.

“Then, here is the account nunber and password. | suggest you nenorize both and
t hrow away the paper.”

| looked at it. The bank was Marzocco Financial Online, and the account number
was | 4M24S -- one for the noney and two for the show. The password was easy,

too. It was Chinera. | tore up the piece of paper and handed the scraps back
to Lake. “Got it,” | said. “Now, who has the Bell erophon?”

“l believe, on fairly good authority,” he said, “that it’'s in the hands of a
collector in France by the name of Robert Godard. 1’ve never net the man, but |
think he’s had it for a few years now. It may even have been in his famly for
a generation or two. |I’mnot sure Godard knows what he’s got, the missing half
of the Arezzo bronzes, | nmean. |1’'msure he knows it’'s good. He's a collector
after all, but he may not have put two and two together, as it were. Probably
thi nks he has a rather unusual equestrian statue. 1'd like it to stay that way.
It will keep the price down.”

I nodded. “I’mnot entirely sure nyself that the two pieces go together,” Lake
went on, “But | believe they do, and when we see them side by side, |I think it
will be clear they do.”

“You say Godard has had the bronze for a long tine. Wat nakes you think he'l
sell it now?”

“My sources tell nme he's ready to sell. Financial hardship, is, | think, the
termthat cones imediately to mnd.” He nust have seen sonmething in ny face.
“1’ve heard you have a sonewhat suspicious nature,” he said.

VWho, | wondered, had he been talking to about ne? | wouldn’t characterize
mysel f as suspicious, just cautiously skeptical, that’s all, what 1'd call a
healthy attitude in a business that occasionally appeals to people with baser
notives and where the phrase caveat enptor, buyer beware, is a useful phrase to
remenber. What |'mtrying to say is that fakes abound in the antiques trade.
like to think |I haven't been had very often

“l had nothing to do with his current situation, | assure you,” Lake said. “He
brought it on hinself. | nmerely hope to profit fromit. Godard is a collector
who doesn’t know when to stop. | do.” He |ooked about the roomfor a nonent,



at the junble of art and artifacts, and then permtted hinself a small |augh
“Although I'll grant you this may not be apparent at first glance.” | | aughed
too. | rather liked the man.

“Do you know where | can find hin®”

“The best way to contact himis through a dealer, a freelance type -- he doesn't
have a retail operation -- by the nane of Yves Boucher. You can get in touch
wi th Boucher in Paris. Antonio will give you his nunber,” he added. | gathered

Antonio was the rather pretty young man who' d acconpanied ne to the house. “I
suggest you go to Paris right away, as early as tonorrow norning if possible.
Antonio will give you some cash to cover your expenses until the noney is
transferred. It will be there this evening. You can check any tinme tonorrow.
Antonio will also give you a phone nunber where he can be reached. He'|ll be our
go- bet ween. When you’ve gotten in touch with Boucher and then Godard, and have
sonme idea of the price range, you can call Antonio. Once we' ve agreed on the
price, I'll transfer the noney to your account. You understand | don’t want ny
nanme associated with this in any way, do you not?”

“l do,” | replied. *“You have my word that your name will never be nentioned.”

“Thank you,” he said. “And you have mine in this matter.” 1’d heard that Lake

was one of those people who closed nmultimllion-dollar deals on the strength of

a handshake. | decided if it was good enough for him it was good enough for ne.
Heaven knows |’ d had occasion to discover fromtinme to tinme how worthl ess signed
contracts coul d be.

“You'll have to arrange the bank transfers,” he went on. “It will all be in
your name. But 1’Il ensure the noney is there. Don’t worry about that. You’'l
probably have to give thema deposit on it. Just let Antonio know Now | nust
get back to work, although this is much nore interesting, and I’mafraid you
will have to submt to the rather theatrical device of the blindfold again. |
do apol ogize for it,” he said, extending his hand and smling rather engagingly.
“Anna will see you to the door.”

“Do you mind if | use the facilities before | go?” | said, trying to | ook
enbarrassed. “All that tea...... ”

“But of course,” he said. “How thoughtless of me. Anna will show you the way.”
He rang for the maid. “I will get it, by the way,” he said, as we awaited

Anna’' s arrival
“The Bel | erophon? O course you will,” | said.

“The Bel | erophon, yes. But | neant the Apollo. Mariani finds hinself in sone
financial difficulties. | confess this time I had a hand in sonme of them

He’'ll have to sell it any day now, at nuch less than he paid for it, and rather
closer to what it’s worth. It's a matter of tine. 1'Il be there.” The tone
was mld, but there was no doubt in nmy mnd that there was a ruthless mnd
behind it. | found nyself feeling a little sorry for Mariani, and, for the
first tine, nore than a little apprehensive about ny own dealings with Lake. |
didn't think he’d brook failure on my part. It also occurred to nme that at

| east where Etruscan statuary was concerned, Lake, |ike Cosinm de Medici before
him rather aspired to the title of Dux Magnus Etruscus hinself.



The feeling |lasted for only a monment, however. “It’s been a pleasure, M
McClintoch,” he said. “lI’mglad we'll be doing business together.” He gave ne
another lovely snmile, and despite my misgivings, for a fleeting second or two, |
found nysel f hoping our relationship would be a |ong and nutually rewarding

one. He nodded in my general direction, then disappeared down the hall

Anna not only acconpani ed ne along a rather gloony hallway, the doors on either
of it shut tight against prying eyes like mine, but also waited outside the
door. The wi ndow was frosted glass on the bottom but not on the top, and as
qui ckly and quietly as | could, | stood on the toilet seat and peered out. |
found nyself |ooking out on to a rather spectacul ar roof top garden, with
cascading flowers and shrubs, a small table with two chairs, and off in one

corner, the dom nant feature, a statue of M chelangelo s David, life size. |
smled to nyself. | was sure if | asked Lake about it -- which I couldn't, of
course, given ny subterfuge -- he'd tell ne the David in the Accadenmia in

Fl orence was the copy, the one on his roof the genuine article. Craning ny
neck, | could see down the street a little to sonme café unbrellas and the
letters FECIT on the edge of a high building. | was alnpbst certain | pretty

nmuch knew where | was.

| stepped down carefully, flushed the toilet and ran the water for Anna’s
benefit, then opened the door. It was tinme to check out of my hotel and get
nyself to Paris to pick up the trail of Bellerophon



