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Prologue
Berlin – 1938
In 1933, Hitler became chancellor of Germany and a year
later commander-in-chief of the army. His first objective was to
rearm Germany in preparation for his conquest of Europe. It was
a great year for the German people, so it seemed, but it unleashed
a storm over Europe in which over fifty million people were to die.
So began the implementation of his social theories and the
final solution of the Jewish problem— Hitler’s dream of total
annihilation of the Jews. The world’s darkest hour had begun—
the monstrous atrocities of the Holocaust.
Samuel Grossman and his wife Gertrude knew little about
politics, but it was common knowledge among Jews that all
was not right in their homeland. Nevertheless, they continued
with their lives in the hope that the gossip among some of their
Jewish neighbours was over-exaggerated.
When they heard the doorbell of their little jewellery store
ring they looked up in alarm and then smiled when they saw it
was Mrs. Klinsman, one of their Gentile customers, and a friend.
She was looking for a diamond ring her husband had promised
her and she had come in to choose one she liked. She was
examining a selection in a tray under the glass counter when
a commotion outside drew their attention to the window.
Outside, across the street, they saw a Nazi officer dressed
in a black uniform wrestling with a woman. She was trying to
protect her two children from the man in black who was
shouting at them. From inside the shop, they heard the officer
screaming at the mother.
“I’m taking one of your children. Which one is it to be?”
As the mother was clutching her daughter at the time, the
Nazi officer took that to mean that the boy was to be sacrificed.
He withdrew his revolver and without further thought shot the
boy in the head in front of his mother. Afterward, he calmly
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replaced the revolver in his leather holster as if he had drawn
it merely to admire it.
Suddenly he looked up and saw the Grossmans peering
out of the shop window. Without any hesitation, he began
walking toward the store.
Mrs. Grossman called her three-year-old son to her side.
“Please say the child is yours, Mrs. Klinsman,” she begged.
She had already discussed this eventuality with her husband.
Too many of their friends had been taken away and sent to
concentration camps, and the Nazis had no sympathy, even
for children.
The Nazi officer burst into the shop. He walked up to Mr.
Grossman and said, “You have a very nice store.”
Grossman remained silent.
The Nazi officer turned to the customer. “And who are you?”
he asked.
“I’m Mrs. Klinsman and this is my son,” she answered. “I
am here to purchase a ring.”
The officer stooped down to have a closer look at the boy.
“Ah, what beautiful blue eyes he has – the true sign of an
Aryan.” He looked at the woman. “What piece have you chosen?”
he asked, with a smile on his face.
She pointed to one of the rings under the glass counter.
The officer removed his revolver once again and struck the glass
top with the butt of the gun. The glass shattered. With his
gloved hand, he delicately brushed away the fragments of glass
and extracted the ring Mrs. Klinsman had shown him and
handed it to her with a click of his heels. “This is for you,
madam,” he said, “with the compliments of the Third Reich.
Now you and your son had better be going,” he added. “I have
business with these Jews.”
“Wait!” said Mrs. Grossman. “I have a present for the boy.”
She opened a drawer and brought out a wooden box. It had
been set aside for an eventuality like this. She opened the box
and withdrew a golden crucifix inlaid with ivory. She slipped it
onto a gold chain and fastened it around the boy’s neck. It was
one they had specially prepared. Behind the cross was engraved
a small emblem which looked like an upside-down horseshoe.
She and her husband knew it to be a secret sign resembling a
chai, the Jewish symbol of life. It would help identify their son
as a Jew one day when the horror was over.
“Remember us,” she whispered in her son’s ear.
“Seize them!” the Nazi officer barked at his men.
6

Chapter 1
Rome – May 2010
The heavy rain that had fallen all night stopped at the first
light of dawn. The sun made its first appearance at midday when
the thick cloud began to dissipate. The streets were wet with
rainwater and there was a chill in the air that still belonged to
winter. However, the weather did nothing to deter the thousands
of tourists from swarming into Saint Peter’s Square to visit the
Vatican.
Tony Stendardi, attorney at law, raised his coat collar
against the cold air as he left his fashionable office suite
situated on Via Nazionale on the other side of the Tiber River.
He had never visited the Vatican; not because he was Jewish,
he told himself, but merely because he was averse to crowds
in public places. Instead of crossing Saint Peter’s Square and
walking past the 85-foot red granite obelisk standing in the
centre of the piazza, he skirted the inner edge of the Colonnade,
marvelling at the symmetry of design in which the inner column
of each row concealed the other three. The columns towered
above him as he walked toward the bronze doors where the
colonnade joined the north portico.
He was pleased he didn’t have to walk to the other side of
the square to the main entrance under the Arco delle Campane,
the Arch of Bells, where the largest throng of people was
gathered to view the eighteenth-century clock in the belfry. He
went directly to the smaller gate, where he was stopped at the
security desk by an officer of the Surveillance Corps.
“Documenti, per favore,” the guard said as he held out his
hand.
Stendardi handed him the document and reference
number giving permission to enter, faxed to him by Vatican
security beforehand. The guard consulted his clipboard to check
if the name matched the daily visitors list and, after ticking the
appropriate place, directed Stendardi to pass through the
electronic scanner. When it remained silent, the guard smiled
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and let him pass through.
“Entrare,” he said, and stepped smartly aside.
Stendardi crossed the Courtyard of Saint Damasus, the
central element around which the three wings of the papal
residence are built, and carefully negotiated the five steps
leading into the Sistine Palace. His heart was beating rapidly
as the time grew closer to his audience with the pope. He had
gone over in his mind a hundred times what he would say, but
like an actor stepping onto the stage for the first time, he was
convinced he’d forgotten his lines. He was escorted by a Swiss
Guard to the second floor and allowed time to admire the lavish
decorations and wooden ceiling of the Appartamento Nobile where
the pope received delegations and other important visitors.
Stendardi was ushered through the hall into an unadorned
reception area outside the pope’s private study, and told to
wait for the general secretary of the Pontifical Commission for
the State of Vatican City to appear. The usual practice was to
first submit any matter that was to go before the pope to the
president of the Pontifical Commission for approval, but on
this occasion, the general secretary had approached the Holy
Father directly. He decided discretion was the wisest option so
that the deputy secretary, Cardinal Vittorio Albertini, would
not be able to interfere in what seemed to be business of a
personal nature.
Stendardi did not have long to wait before a tall, thin man
emerged from the office. The cardinal looked at him with piercing
eyes as if trying to look into his mind. Stendardi clutched the
folder he was carrying tightly to his chest as though there was
the possibility of the cardinal possessing x-ray vision; the
documents inside were for the pope’s eyes only.
“His Holiness will receive you now, Mr. Stendardi,” said
Cardinal Pollini with a smile.
The office was plain and neat, without a single sheet of paper
out of place on the large wooden desk. A large crucifix hung
on the wall behind the pope’s desk, but Stendardi’s gaze was
fixed on the imposing figure dressed in a white cassock sitting
on the other side of the desk.
Pietro Bandini, now Pope John Pietro I, enormously popular
within the church and with the College of Cardinals, had been
elected to the seat of Saint Peter by an electoral process that
had been one of the quickest in recent history. In spite of his
kind disposition, Bandini realised that, as pope, he had to
tinge his humility with a little bit of toughness in order to deal
successfully with the political infighting that sometimes occurred
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within the ranks of the Holy See. The pope had many advisers
concerning matters outside theology, but the man he loved
and respected the most was the General Secretary of the
Pontifical Commission, Cardinal Angelo Pollini. That is why he
had agreed to a meeting with the man who now stood before
him.
“Forgive me for not rising,” said the pope, “but my joints
have been troublesome lately. I keep telling myself it’s the
dampness in the air responsible for the discomfort and not the
cartilage degeneration my physician insists I’m suffering.” He
extended a hand with the fisherman’s ring facing upward.
Stendardi had been briefed to kiss the ring and not shake
the hand in deference to the pontiff’s reverence. After
straightening, he looked directly into the pope’s radiant blue
eyes and knew immediately that the information contained in
his folder was true.
“Thank you for granting me an audience, Holiness,” said
Stendardi.
“What is the nature of your business?” asked the pontiff. “I
believe you indicated to Cardinal Pollini that it was of a personal
nature. I hope you’re not here to sue me, Mr. Stendardi.” The
pope had a warm, gentle laugh and Stendardi began to like
him.
“Of course not, Your Holiness, but what I have to say is
rather confidential,” Stendardi said, glancing at the pope’s
secretary.
The pope dismissed Cardinal Pollini with a quick flicker of
his blue eyes. “Please sit, Mr. Stendardi.”
“We thank you for the sympathetic and understanding
attitude you have toward the Jews.”
“You are Jewish, Mr. Stendardi?”
“Yes. Does that make a difference?”
“Not at all; we are all children of the same God.”
“It took great courage endorsing the belief of your predecessor
that the Jews are blameless for the death of Jesus.”
Pope John Pietro I looked uneasily at Stendardi and fiddled
nervously with the beads of his rosary. He glanced down at
the partially open drawer of his desk to make sure the ivoryhandled gun lying harmlessly on a square of velvet was still
there. The weapon had been placed there at the insistence of
the cardinal as a precaution against the possibility of some
religious fanatic with a grudge against the pontiff accidentally
being granted an audience without being thoroughly investigated.
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He prayed silently that this was not one of those moments!
“But that is not the reason for my visit,” announced
Stendardi.
The pope closed the drawer and leaned back in his chair,
feeling somewhat relieved. “Then pray, tell me the reason,” he
said calmly.
Stendardi shifted uneasily in his seat. It was a delicate
matter he was presenting to the pope and he did not know
what kind of reaction to expect from the holy man. “You have
heard about ‘Kristallnacht’?” asked Stendardi.
“Night of Broken Glass?” replied the pope, perking up at the
strange question. “Yes, unfortunately I know about that dreadful
time.” He wondered what that event had to do with him; he
was only a young boy at the time.
“Yes,” said Stendardi, pensively. “The shattered store
windows of Jewish owned businesses turned the streets into
shiny rivers of glass. The pogrom in Nazi Germany took place
on the ninth of November, 1938. On a single night, ninety-two
Jews were murdered and thirty thousand arrested and deported
to concentration camps. The discussion between Reinhard
Heydrich, Joseph Goebbels, and Herman Goering in the
aftermath of that event made it abundantly clear what the
Nazi hierarchy wanted—the extermination of the Jews.”
Stendardi paused to wipe his brow with a folded handkerchief.
“But I digress.”
“The world’s darkest hour,” murmured the pope.
“It was common practice among Jewish parents who feared
that fate,” continued Stendardi, “to farm out their children to
Christian families who were compassionate enough to take
them into their own households and raise these Jewish children
as their own. Most of the Jewish parents were rounded up and
sent to the death camps, where they perished. The main
objective was to save the lives of their children, even if it
meant that they would be brought up in a different faith,
never knowing their true heritage.”
“Sad times, indeed, but many children were spared in this
way,” said the pope.
“After the war,” continued Stendardi, “some children were
traced by their parents who had survived the catastrophe and
were then re-united with their families. Most, however, remained
assimilated in the German society, although, thank God, still
possessing their Jewish souls.” Stendardi bit his lip; he did
not wish to insult the pope through the discourtesy of a
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disparaging remark against another religion.
“Why are you telling me all this, Mr. Stendardi?”
“It will become apparent in a moment, Your Holiness,” said
Stendardi. “One such Jewish child, a small boy, was in his
parents’ jewellery store the day preceding Kristallnacht, when
a woman from a wealthy German family entered through the
front door. She was looking for a diamond ring and knew the
Grossmans, the owners of the store, well enough to trust their
honesty. She saw three rings she liked and was looking at them
closely in order to arrive at a choice, when a commotion outside
drew their attention to the window.” Stendardi continued to
relate the story of the event. He had to pause to wipe the tears
from his eyes when he reached the part where the young boy
was shot. “Can you imagine that, Your Holiness, asking a
mother to choose which child should live and which one
should die?”
“What happened next?” the pope asked. He could feel his
throat tightening in sympathy.
Stendardi continued with the story of how they had placed
a golden cross around their son’s neck before Mrs. Klinsman
left the shop with the boy.
The pope had turned ashen. His hand involuntary went
up to his throat and he fingered the chain under his robe.
“I urge you to examine your cross more closely, Your
Holiness,” said Stendardi softly.
With shaking hands, Bandini removed the crucifix from
under his shirt. He picked up his reading glasses from the
pouch on his desk and slowly put them on. He held the cross
in his hand and looked straight into the eyes of the lawyer as
if waiting for the devil to pronounce a curse. Then, slowly, he
lowered his eyes to the object in his hand. He turned it over
and examined the back of the cross. The chai was where the
lawyer had said it would be—at the base of the golden cross.
The cross fell from the pope’s hand and clattered onto the
wooden desk.
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Chapter 2
Portofino – August
When the sun rose over the rooftop of the ancient
battlements of Castello Brown, it seemed to pause momentarily
to greet the quaint little fishing village of Portofino with a
generous dose of summer warmth. The gentle breeze blowing
across the Golfo Marconi carried with it an unusual chill for
that time of the year, but the day promised to be bright and
sunny. As the sun oozed through the entrance of the harbour,
the town suddenly began to fill with early risers, and the aroma
of espresso from the coffee bars in the town square permeated
the air. The white topsides of moored fishing boats shone in
bold relief against the backdrop of dark green pines running
up the mountainside.
It was time for the shutters of the shops to swing open,
and through their old-fashioned portals, a multitude of Italian
designer names could be seen in strange juxtaposition with
the architecture of old buildings that hadn’t changed in
centuries.
The sheer face of the coast makes it possible for large
boats to ride anchor close to shore. Two medium-sized pleasure
yachts were moored at the quay-side at the end of the row of
buildings on the south side of the harbour. On the foredeck of
the smaller vessel, the marinai, the boatman, began his
morning chores. He was dressed in a dark blue t-shirt and
long white trousers rolled up to his knees to prevent them
from getting wet as he mopped the deck. A party of six
passengers was boarding in two days’ time for a five-day
cruise along the Italian Riviera, and the captain was making
sure that the wealthy Italian banker from Milan who had
chartered the Bella Mare would find no fault with the ship’s
cleanliness and comfort.
He looked up at the deck of the bigger vessel moored next
to his and envied the large crew who were gathering on the
poop-deck for their morning briefing. His own boat berthed six
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in three comfortable suites, and had three smaller cabins for
the crew: his own, one for a cook-cum–chambermaid, and
another for the multi-task deck hand, both of whom were due
to arrive the next day.
“Buon giorno, Michael,” the captain of the bigger vessel
yelled in greeting. “If you would only offer decent wages perhaps
you’d attract a crew!”
“The feeble wages you offer is the reason you employ a
trawler crew to mess up your pleasure boat,” retorted Michael,
followed by loud jeering from the men on the other deck.
“When do you set sail?”
“This evening.”
“Good, then I’ll have all the young maidens in Portofino to
myself.”
“Even the old ones don’t look at you anymore, my friend.”
“We’ll see about that.” He turned back to his work.
Michael had bought the yacht four years previously, and had
relocated from London to Santa Margherita Ligure, a short
distance south along the coast from Portofino. He had a small
apartment there, but was happiest during the summer months
when he lived mostly on the boat. He had closed his law
practice in London shortly after his wife’s death and sold the
mansion for less than he should have, according to his agent,
but he wanted to get away from the city and all its memories
as soon as he could. His friends, critics really, labelled him crazy
for giving up such a successful law career in the prime of his
life, and blamed the decision on the influence of depression
resulting from his wife’s untimely demise. They told each other
that, after a healthy recovery period, he would soon come to his
senses and return to a proper job.
The yacht had become his life and the sea his refuge. He
thought he would tire of it after a few years but never did. His
only responsibility was the yacht and his only concern was
with the weather. There was no shortage of charter, and
business found him without even having to tout for it.
He wiped away a trickle of sweat running down his brow
before it could run into his eyes and irritate them. It was then
that he noticed a stain on the deck and knelt down to examine
it. He dipped a cloth in the bucket of water and rubbed
furiously at the blemish until it disappeared. Suddenly a shadow
drifted across his body, diffusing the strong sunlight.
He raised his eyes and saw a pair of red sandals planted
firmly on the deck in front of him. He stood up quickly and
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looked at the woman. She was wearing a gauzy, soft, white
dress. It clung and highlighted every curve of her body. Her
full breasts, wide hips, and slender, shapely legs, plainly
outlined through the fabric of her dress against the sun
shining directly behind her, held his immediate attention. She
was stunningly beautiful, and her sharp features were framed
by black hair hanging down to just below her shoulders. Her
nose was narrow and a little too long to be perfect, but it didn’t
detract from her loveliness.
The woman sensed that it was the transparency of her
dress which had rendered the deck hand mute. “When you’re
finished ogling, perhaps you will tell the captain I wish to
speak to him,” she said.
“Who shall I say it is?”
“Just take me to him.”
Michael held the door open and gestured for her to enter
the deck lounge. “Wait here, please,” he told her. He descended
some steps to the sleeping quarters and, when he got to his
cabin, he quickly changed into clean white pants and a shirt
to match, and perched his braided captain’s cap at a slight
angle on his head. A quick glance in the mirror reflected the
grey hair of his sideburns beneath the brim of his hat and he
made a mental note to have them dyed at his next visit to the
hairdresser. He loosened the top button of his shirt and was
ready to face the woman who had appeared on his deck like
an angel from heaven.
When he reappeared in the deck lounge, he couldn’t be
sure if her lips parted in a grimace of surprise or annoyance.
“Captain Michael Frost at your service, signora,” he said
with a casual salute.
“You could have introduced yourself in the first place,” she
said, “instead of letting me make a fool of myself thinking you
were nothing more than a deck hand.”
“Ah, it is the modesty of my nature,” he replied. “How may I
help you?”
“I am Isabella Rochi. My husband has chartered your boat.”
“Forgive me for not knowing you, Signora Rochi, but you
are two days early.”
“I came to ensure the itinerary has been followed correctly,”
she said. “We are entertaining important guests and I want to
make sure that nothing can possibly go wrong.”
“The vessel is ship-shape and I have navigated these waters
for many years. What could possibly go wrong, signora? Your
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beauty will repel any possible mishap.”
“Using charm on me, captain, is a waste of effort,” said
Isabella without smiling. “We have hired you only to do your
job.”
“But of course.”
“Can you show me to my cabin?”
“But, signora, it is not yet ready for occupation,” said Michael
in alarm. “The linen and toiletries are only arriving tomorrow
morning. Sleeping on board tonight is impossible.”
“Then what do you suggest?” she asked. “I am here and
not going to sit on the wharf until your boat is ready.”
“There is a quaint hotel on the square,” he said. “I will
arrange a room for you. You should first absorb the atmosphere
of Portofino before sailing away. There is a unique charm
about this place which you should spend some time seeing.”
“Very well,” she said abruptly. “Thank you.”
He dialled a number on his mobile phone and after a heated
argument which lasted nearly five minutes, he snapped the
phone shut and smiled. “It is settled then,” he said. “Come, I
will take you there. It’s only across the square.” He picked up
her two cases and walked down the companion ladder. She
followed obediently. He never saw the trace of a faint smile
forming on her lips as he led the way. He had threatened the
manager of the hotel with dire consequences if he didn’t find a
room for her and she wondered what poor patron had been
forced to find alternative accommodation.
She was walking a couple of paces behind him. He had a
strange elegance of posture for a sailor. He walked tall and
had a good physique for a middle-aged man. He was ruggedly
handsome, but there was something about him she just couldn’t
make out. He seemed a little out of place in his role as captain.
His pants were tailored perfectly, and his polo shirt hinted an
aristocratic taste. He looked more the boardroom executive
than a sailor. Finding out more about him would at least pass
the time until the others arrived.
“You speak Italian quite fluently for an Englishman,” she
said.
“I’ve been here nearly four years and have a flair for
languages.” he replied. “As a matter of fact, I speak French and
German as well.”
“Aren’t you a little over-qualified for a mariner, Mr. Frost?”
“Please call me Michael.” He ignored her question.
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“I’d rather stick with Captain or Mr. Frost, whichever you
prefer,” she replied. “If we’re on a first-name basis when my
husband arrives, he’ll suspect there’s something between us.”
“Why is it that beautiful women are regarded as licentious?”
“Perhaps it’s because they are the most vulnerable—to the
advances of flirtatious men, that is. A constant irritation, I
might add.” She paused to carefully consider her next words.
“Sometimes an impulsive indiscretion allows resistance to slip
through the net, and they succumb.”
He smiled at her use of third person plural, plainly indicating
that she was not one of them. “You certainly would qualify as
the catch of the day,” he said.
She ignored his remark but smiled inwardly at his feeble
attempt at Latino flattery.
They crossed the busy piazza in silence and had to wind
their way between the sidewalk tables of a bistro which had
spread itself across the approach to the hotel. A floral canopy
over a doorway identified the entrance.
They entered and went directly to the front desk. The
concierge, a bald man with a neatly trimmed moustache, greeted
Michael with a scowl before turning to Isabella and welcoming
her with a broad smile.
“I’m afraid I only have a side room, signora,” he apologized.
“The reservation was such short notice, and the season has
already begun.” He frowned at Michael again. “It has a grand
view of the mountain and is less noisy than the rooms
overlooking the square.”
“Nice try, Luigi,” said Michael. “You make it sound like the
side room is a first choice.”
“I’m sure it will be suitable,” said Isabella, putting an end
to the squabble.
The boutique hotel had its own gracious character and
style; luxury combined with the romance and history of
eighteenth century architecture. The floral wallpaper and
subdued lighting softened the ambience to suggest that this
was an establishment of quiet refuge.
“I have to return to the Bella Mare, Mrs. Rochi,” said
Michael, now that she was comfortably ensconced in her side
room. Since the loss of his wife, this was the first woman he
had met who caused his pulse to race, and he looked for an
excuse to be with her again. “Portofino is not a setting to be
wasted on an early night,” he heard himself say. “Permit me to
take you to dinner this evening—as captain and host, of course.”
16

The Papal Secret
“Thank you,” she accepted gracefully.
***
Isabella was quite looking forward to dinner with the
captain. His role as ‘chaperone,’ as he euphemistically called
it, would not tarnish the sanctity of her marriage. After all,
she had been sent ahead by her husband to prepare the
vacation and he hardly expected her to wander around on her
own. What better companion than the man entrusted with
their well being during the voyage. Her conscience cleared,
she turned her attention to her wardrobe.
She wasn’t dressing particularly for him—she always liked
to be chic—but something in the way she chose her underwear
went beyond overt elegance. She selected a pair of black bikini
panties and a lacy half-bra to wear under her black, sleeveless
dress. When she slithered into her dress, she felt comfortable
that the hemline fell to a respectable, if somewhat tantalizing,
length a little above her knees. The low neck-line revealed a
wisp of lace and a prominent cleavage: Isabella Rochi had
come to town and wasn’t going to go unnoticed!
Michael Frost was aroused the moment he saw her. She
descended the stairs with such stateliness that he almost
bowed. Instead, he took her arm. “You look lovely, Mrs. Rochi,”
he said. “I will be the envy of every man on the Riviera di
Levante.”
“And a dead one if any of my husband’s people sees us
together.”
He let go her arm and ushered her through the door. As
they walked, he told her something about the place. “The origin
of the name Portofino stems from the Roman ‘Portus Delphini—
Port of the Dolphin.’ They say dolphins used to leap from wave
to wave in the alcove, but another theory is that it was named
because of the dolphin-shaped peninsula that forms the
harbour. Would you like to walk up to the Church of Saint
George? There’s a magnificent view of the town from there.”
They walked up the steeply sloped path shaded by purple
bougainvillea and Michael threw caution to the wind by taking
hold of her arm again. Her shoes were not meant for stone
paving and he didn’t want her to stumble and sprain an
ankle. In fact, she did falter moments later and fell against
him. He could feel the softness of her breast as it pressed
against the back of his hand.
17

Stan Miller
“Sorry,” she said, and quickly restored a respectable distance
between them.
When they reached the top of the hill, they stopped in the
small piazza in front of the tiny stone church. The cliff on the
one side dropped straight down to the Mediterranean; the other
side overlooked the town.
“It is a lovely setting,” said Isabella, “but I fail to see any
resemblance between a jumping dolphin and the shape of the
peninsula.”
“You require imagination and a keen sense of romanticism
to do so,” said Michael. “That’s why Italian artists are the best
in the world.”
She smiled and her face brightened. “You are quite
perceptive for an Englishman.”
“Do you think the English are unromantic?”
“On the surface, yes—stiff upper lip, as they say.”
“James Bond is an English gentleman and the most
romantic spy in the world.”
“Fiction, Michael,” she said his name. “That doesn’t count
in our debate.”
“I wish I could prove it to you some other way.” Straight
away he regretted saying it.
“It’s a little chilly up here, captain. Perhaps we should go
back down.”
By the time they got back to the piazza, the sun was
setting behind the vineyards of Camogi. The shops were still
busy and visitors strolled along the quayside taking pictures
of the boats, window shopping, or making plans for dinner.
Waitresses darted back and forth carrying platters of food for
patrons already seated at tables under umbrellas.
“I have reserved a nice table on the patio,” announced
Michael. “We can take in the ambience of the village while we
eat—unless you’re still feeling cold; we can change it for one
inside?”
“No, Michael,” she said softly, touching his arm. “This
table is perfect.”
The trattoria was full and the steady hum of voices filled
the air with vitality. They started the meal with a plate of
lasagna al pesto, covered with a sauce of herbs, cheese, olive
oil, and crushed nuts. The main course which followed was
the house speciality, king prawns on a bed of steaming rice.
He watched her as she tore the flesh from the shell with her
18

The Papal Secret
teeth and dared to lean across the table to wipe away a trickle
of juice that was running down her chin. She did not pull away,
but smiled in appreciation. Finally, there was a mountain of
empty crustaceans piled on their side plates, and they leaned
back, satisfied.
He touched her hand which was resting on the table.
“Coffee?” he asked.
Neither of them saw a man standing in the doorway taking
pictures of them.
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