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  TO DOMINICK


  with respectful admiration, admiring respect,

  and much affection


  Chapter One
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  FIRE STAINED THE NIGHT. The sky above the dying city was an obscene, unnatural crimson, as if the lifeblood of its people were pouring upward from a million wounds. As he fought through the inferno he missed death by inches not once but a dozen times. The conquerors were already in the city. Another enemy army was closing in from the west; but the horde of refugees, of whom he was one, fought their way westward with a desperate, single-minded intent. Throughout history, always the barbarian hordes had come from the east.


  Unlike the others, he was not concerned with his own survival, except insofar as it was necessary in order to ensure the survival of something that meant more to him than his own life. This city would fall to the barbarians as other imperial cities had fallen – Rome, Constantinople – and the battle and its aftermath would add more wreckage to the monstrous mound of shattered beauty – dead children and mutilated women and torn flesh, burning books, headless statues, slashed paintings, shattered crystal ... One thing at least he would save. How he would do it he did not know, but he never doubted he would succeed. He knew the city, knew every street and building, though many of the landmarks had vanished in pillars of whirling flame and heaps of smouldering rubble. He would get there first. And in the lull between the flight of the vanquished and the triumph of the conquerors, he would find his chance.


  He was more than a little mad. Perhaps only a madman could have done it.


  ***


  That’s how I would begin if I were writing a thriller instead of a simple narrative of fact. Exactly how he accomplished it will never be known; but it may have been something like that. I only wish my part of the story had started with such panache – the death throes of a mighty metropolis, the fire and the blood and the terror ...


  What am I saying? Of course I don’t really wish that. But I could wish for a slightly more dramatic start to this tale than a stupid petty argument with my boss’s secretary over a stupid petty bit of office routine.


  ***


  I love my work, and I don’t really hate Mondays. I hated this Monday morning, though, because I had a hangover. I am not a heavy drinker – I know, that’s what everybody says, but in my case it’s true. I make it a rule not to overindulge, in any fashion, on a work night.


  There were reasons – not good reasons, but reasons – why I had broken the rule that Sunday. They have no bearing on this story and they are nobody’s business but my own. Suffice it to say that I was late to work and not happy to be there. If I had been in my normal sunny morning mood, I probably would not have overreacted when I saw what Gerda had done.


  Gerda is, as I have mentioned, my boss’s secretary; and my boss is Herr Doctor Anton Z. Schmidt, director of the National Museum in Munich. The National is small but what’s there is ‘cherce,’ to quote one of my favourite film characters. The building and the basic collections had been contributed to the city back in the eighteen hundreds by a Bavarian nobleman who was as eccentric as he was filthy-rich, which is one of the reasons why our present collections are a bit unusual. For example, we have the most extensive collection of antique toys in Europe. We have a gem room, a medieval-art section, and a costume room. The noble Graf von und zu Gefenstein also collected ladies’ underwear, but we don’t display that collection, fascinating as it is to students of costume. At least the people who request access to it say they are students of costume.


  The point of all this, in case you are wondering, is that our staff isn’t large. Although Gerda has the title of Secretary to the Director, she types all our letters and takes care of most of the office work for the staff. No problem for Gerda; she is inhumanly efficient. She is also very nosy.


  Since I was late, I wasn’t surprised to see that Gerda had taken advantage of my tardiness to mess around with my things. I wasn’t surprised, but I was irate. If I had told her once I had told her a hundred times to leave my desk alone. Those heaps of debris are sacred to me. I know where everything is. If people start tidying up I can’t find anything. Gerda had stacked everything. She is a great stacker – nice neat piles, sorted by size instead of content, every corner squared.


  She had also replaced my desk blotter. The new one lay there pristine and dead; gone was the old one, with its vital store of information – telephone numbers, shopping lists, addresses of shops, and notes on books I wanted to read ... And smack in the centre of the nice new blotter was my mail. She had opened every letter and every parcel. The envelopes were stapled to the letters, which meant that in order to avoid tearing the latter, I would have to pry off the staples, breaking half my nails in the process.


  I kicked the nearest filing cabinet. Hopping and swearing. I went behind the screen that concealed the really important objects in my office – the sink and hot plate and coffee maker – and plugged in the last-named article. I fully intended to kill Gerda, but I figured I had better have a cup of coffee first. Otherwise I might stumble on the stairs and break a leg before I got my hands around her throat.


  While I drank my coffee, I glanced through the mail but found nothing that improved my disposition, especially after I broke a nail prying off a staple. It was the usual assortment: notices of meetings, circulars from academic presses offering books nobody could afford on subjects nobody knew anything about, and letters from students asking permission to use the collections or to reproduce photographs.


  The stack of mail was pyramid-style, with the largest items on the bottom. I worked my way grimly down to the base – a coarse brown envelope approximately 8 by 10 inches in size. One of those well-known plain brown wrappers? It was plain enough; no sign of writing, not even my name. The heavy tape sealing the flap had been slashed, leaving edges so sharp I cut my finger when I reached into the envelope. Gerda’s famous paper knife, honed to the keenness of a headsman’s sword. One of these days someone was going to stab her with that knife. It might be me.


  She hadn’t stapled the enclosure to the envelope, probably because her diabolical tool could not penetrate the heavy cardboard on which the photograph was mounted. It was a black-and-white photo, probably enlarged from a snap-shot; the faintly fuzzy focus suggested amateur photography. As I stared at it, a flash of memory rose and fell in the murky depths of my alcohol-fuzzed mind, but I couldn’t get a grip on it. Yet I knew I had seen a photograph like that before.


  The subject was a woman. The skin of her face had sagged and her thin mouth was set in a straight, expressionless line. She could have been any ageing Hausfrau, except for her costume. A fringed diadem several inches wide encircled her brow. From it dangled ropes and chains of some metallic substance. Her earlobes were pulled down by more chains and dangles; the bodice of her plain dark dress was almost hidden by necklaces, row on row of them.


  I turned the photograph over. The back was plain grey cardboard, with no inscription or photographer’s imprint. Why the hell had someone sent me a picture of his mother dressed up for an amateur theatrical performance? His mother the soprano? She didn’t resemble the conventional contralto stereotype; her chin sagged with the weariness of age, and her features were pointed and meagre, like those of a rain-soaked bird. But the gaudy fake jewellery suggested one of the more exotic operas, such as Lakmé or Aïda.


  I inspected the envelope again. It was still blank.


  Eventually the caffeine penetrated my brain, and I gathered enough strength to pry myself off my chair. There was a pile of work waiting for me, but I decided that first I would go and kill Gerda.


  My office is at the top of one of the towers. There are four towers, one on each corner, plus battlements and machicolations and all the other accoutrements of nineteenth-century pseudo-medievalism. The Graf was as loony as his king, mad Ludwig of Bavaria, and both of them loved to build castles. It’s fashionable to sneer at Ludwig’s taste, and I admit he went overboard on the interior décor – all that writhing gilt and those enormous Wagnerian paintings – but anyone who can contemplate unmoved the fairytale towers of Schloss Neuschwanstein framed by the misty mountaintops hasn’t got an ounce of romance in his/her soul.


  I chose my office in part because of the view. There are windows all around, looking out over the rooftops and towers of the city that I love like a native daughter – the twin green onion domes of the Frauenkirche and the lacy stonework of the Rathaus tower, the Isar winding gracefully between banks that are green in summer and snowy-white in winter, and the bustling traffic of Karlsplatz with the clock tower and the gates and the shops. You can keep your Parises and your Viennas; give me Munich any day. It’s one of the happiest, handsomest cities in the world.


  Another reason I chose to perch up in my airy eerie was for purposes of privacy. There is no lift, and people who want to see me have to want to see me very badly before they will tackle five flights of stairs. Even Gerda doesn’t do it often; I suppose the chance to pry during my absence had been too strong to resist. I keep telling myself that climbing stairs is good for the figure, but I must admit that I don’t tackle them myself unless I want something rather badly. This morning I wanted Gerda.


  The director’s office is on the second floor, but I had to go all the way down and then climb the central stairs, since the towers connect to the main building only on the first level. By the time I reached Gerda’s room, I was full of adrenaline and pent-up rage.


  She had been expecting me. I heard her typewriter start to rattle as I opened the door. She kept on typing, pretending she hadn’t noticed me, even after I stamped across the room and stood beside her desk. When I saw what she was wearing, I became even more annoyed. The turtle-neck knit shirt, in bright stripes of shocking pink and pea green, was an exact copy of the one I had worn to work the week before.


  This was a form of flattery, and it should have touched me. My hair is blond; Gerda’s is brown. Gerda is five feet and a fraction; I am a fraction less than six feet. I am a bean pole, Gerda is a dumpling. For some crazy reason, she wants to look like me.


  What woman in her right mind would want to be six feet tall? How can you look coyly up at a man from under your lashes when your eyes are on the same level, or higher? How can you find skirts long enough to cover your knees? Put a pitchfork in my hand, and I look like a farmer; put a spear in my hand, and I look like an undernourished Valkyrie. I’d much rather be cute and cuddly like Gerda – well, maybe not quite that cuddly – and it infuriates me when she tries to imitate me, especially since the clothes that look okay on me don’t suit her at all.


  I slapped the edge of the desk with the photograph. It cracked, like a pistol shot. Gerda jumped. ‘What’s the idea of opening my mail?’ I shouted. ‘How many times have I told you not to open my mail?’


  I yelled in German. It’s a good language to yell in, and I added a few expletives to my rhetorical question. Gerda answered in her meticulous, stilted English.


  ‘That is impossible to calculate. It is also a meaningless question. To open the mail, it is my duty. In order to direct each piece of mail to the proper destination within the museum, it is necessary that I should investigate – ’


  We went on that way for a while, in a mixture of languages. My voice kept rising; Gerda’s remained studiously calm, but her cheeks got pinker and pinker till she looked like a kewpie doll. The whole thing was ridiculous. Yelling was making my head ache, and I regretted having started the fight. We all knew Gerda’s habits, and we all made damned good and sure none of our personal mail was directed to the museum. I wondered why I was doing this and how I could stop.


  I was saved from retreat by Schmidt, who came barrelling out of his office and added his bellow to the general uproar.


  ‘Was ist’s, ein Tiergarten oder ein Museum? Cannot a man absorb himself in study without two screaming females interrupting his thoughts? Die Weiber, die Weiber, ein Mann kann nicht – ’


  ‘You sound like The Merry Widow,’ I said. ‘Calm yourself, Herr Direktor.’


  ‘I calm myself? Whose screams were they that interrupted my contemplation?’


  ‘Not mine,’ said Gerda smugly.


  ‘I knew that,’ Schmidt said. ‘What is it this time?’


  ‘You know,’ I said. ‘You’ve been listening at the keyhole. You couldn’t have heard us unless you were listening. That door is six inches thick.’


  Schmidt’s pudgy little hand stole to his moustache. He started growing it to compensate for the complete absence of hair on his head, and it has got out of hand. I think his initial model was Fu-Manchu, for Schmidt has a deplorable taste for sensational literature. Unfortunately, Schmidt’s moustache came out pure-white and bushy. He’s about Gerda’s height, a foot shorter than I, and that damned moustache was the only touch needed to turn him into a walking caricature of a quaint German kobold or brownie – round tummy, twinkling blue eyes, and an adorable little pink mouth, like that of a pouting baby.


  He didn’t deny the charge. ‘The post,’ he said. ‘Again the post. What is it today – a letter from, er, grr, hm, a close friend, vielleicht?’


  He leered and sidled around the desk trying to sneak a peek at what I was holding. I handed it to him.


  ‘Sorry to disappoint you, Schmidt. My er, grr, close friends don’t send passionate love letters to me at this address. If they did, they would cease to become close friends. I don’t know who sent this, because Gerda has removed the outer envelope and, probably, an enclosed explanatory letter. Now I haven’t the faintest idea what it means or what I’m supposed to do about it.’


  Schmidt’s pink forehead crumpled into rows of wrinkles. ‘Sehr interessant,’ he muttered, worrying his moustache. ‘Now where have I seen this face before?’


  ‘Something strikes a chord,’ I agreed. ‘It looks like a theatrical costume. Hardly the sort of thing we’d want for the collection.’


  ‘Nein, nein. And yet ... What is it that strikes me?’


  Gerda cleared her throat. ‘I recognized it at once, Herr Direktor. When I took the course at the university last spring – or perhaps it was summer – yes, it was the Herr Professor Doktor Eberhardt’s course in the minor arts of Asia Minor – ’


  I was tempted to lunge at her. She’d had hours to check on that photograph and make fools of her two educated bosses. Schmidt was just as infuriated. ‘Get to the point,’ he shouted, glaring.


  Gerda looked smug. ‘Surely the very-highly-expert doctors recognize the photograph. It is that of Frau Schliemann wearing the treasure of Troy. If you recall, it was in 1873 that the distinguished archaeologist found the mound of Hissarlik, in what is now Turkey, and identified it as – ’


  ‘You need not summarize the career of Heinrich Schliemann,’ said Schmidt, with heavy sarcasm. ‘Hmm. Yes. Possibly you are correct. It is not, of course, my field.’


  It wasn’t my field, either. All the same, I should have identified the photograph. Every art historian takes introductory courses, and every woman worthy of the name is fascinated by jewels. Gerda had one-upped me with consummate skill, and it was for that reason, I think, that I pursued the matter. On such low-down, petty motives does our fate depend. If Gerda had not tried to show off, and made me look stupid – if I hadn’t been suffering from a well-deserved hangover – I would probably have returned to my office, tossed the photo into a ‘pending’ file, and awaited the expected, irate inquiry from the sender. Which would not have come.


  Instead, I said sharply, ‘What did you do with the outer envelope?’


  Schmidt was still studying the photograph with a puzzled frown. Without looking up he asked, ‘How do you know there was another envelope?’


  ‘Because this one is blank – no address, no stamps, no postmark. Come on, Gerda; there had to be an outer envelope. What happened to it?’


  Gerda’s eyes shifted. Mine followed the direction of her gaze. Her wastebasket was not only empty, it was as clean as my kitchen floor. Cleaner – I have a dog. ‘You threw it away?’ I yelled.


  ‘It was covered with filth,’ Gerda said, with a fastidious curl of her lip. ‘Stained and dirty – one could scarcely read the name.’


  ‘Was there a return address?’


  ‘None that I could read. The dirty stains – ’


  ‘Postmark?’


  Gerda shrugged.


  Schmidt followed me out of the office. I asked him where he was going, and he said simply, ‘With you.’


  ‘Why?’


  ‘You are going to look through the trash for the missing envelope.’ Schmidt savoured the phrase. ‘The missing envelope ... A good title for a thriller, nicht?’


  ‘It’s been used. Probably by Nancy Drew.’


  Schmidt didn’t ask who Nancy Drew was. Maybe he knew. As I said, he has deplorable tastes in literature. ‘And,’ he went on cheerfully, ‘a good beginning for an adventure.’


  ‘What makes you think this is the beginning of an adventure? If,’ I added, ‘one can apply that melodramatic word to the unfortunate incidents that have marked my academic career.’


  ‘I hope it is. It has been eight months since our last case. I am bored.’


  Since Schmidt’s only contribution to my last ‘case,’ if it could be called that, was to be pushed into the local slammer by a group of suspicious Swedes, his use of the plural pronoun might have been questioned – but not by me. He was still sulking about missing most of the fun. I didn’t want to hurt his feelings, but I didn’t want to encourage him either. I had had enough ‘cases,’ or ‘adventures,’ or, more accurately, ‘narrow escapes.’


  Not that I expected the mysterious photograph (damn! another thriller title) would lead to any such undesired development. It wasn’t really mysterious, only odd, and if I could find the covering letter – there must be one, Gerda had simply overlooked it – the oddity would turn out to be odd only in the academic sense. Like most academicians, I had received my share of crank letters. Some were communiqués from the lunatic fringes of historical scholarship – like the woman who claimed to be possessed by the ghost of Hieronymus Bosch. Before her family got her committed, she sent me fifteen huge canvases she had painted under his spiritual direction. Some were from amiable ignoramuses who hoped to sell us some piece of junk they had dug out of the attic. This would probably turn out to be something of that sort, and my present quest was a real waste of time and effort. Possibly an explanatory letter had been sent under separate cover and had been delayed in transit. In any case, if the idea was important enough to the sender, he or she would write again when I failed to reply.


  Having arrived at this reasonable conclusion, did I return to my office and my duties? No, I did not. I was still annoyed with Gerda, and an odd, provocative sense of something not quite right about that photograph was beginning to trouble my mind. With Schmidt trotting happily at my heels, I threaded a path through the maze of corridors and rooms that constituted the basement of the museum. The plan represented the Graf’s vague idea of a medieval undercroft, complete with model dungeons and torture chambers. Schmidt had tried to set up the usual labs and studios, but the workers had gone on strike, even after fluorescent lighting had been installed and the rusty shackles and implements of torture had been removed. Von Blauert, our chemist, complained that he kept having nightmares about being shut up in the Iron Maiden. So Schmidt resignedly moved the whole lot up to the top floor, and the cellars were used only for storage of non-perishable items. There was also a door opening into the sunken enclosed courtyard behind the museum, where the trash from the museum ended up in big bins that were picked up bi-weekly by a local firm. The courtyard did double duty as a staff parking lot, which was how I knew about the trash.


  Hearing our footsteps ring in dismal echoes along the authentic-stone-paved passageway, Carl, the janitor, opened the door of his room. His face lit up when he saw me, and he greeted me with flattering enthusiasm. At least it would have been flattering if I had not known that I was not the object of his adoration. It was my dog he doted on.


  There’s an antique witticism that runs, ‘I don’t have a dog, he has me.’ Caesar is a Doberman, big as a pony and slobberingly affectionate. I had to bring him to work with me one day when the exterminators were dealing with an infestation of some strange little purple bugs in my house. Carl was in the courtyard when we arrived, and it was love at first sight, on both parts. Carl was in the habit of paying a formal call on Caesar every few weeks; he always brought presents of bones and took Caesar for a long walk.


  I had to give him a detailed rundown on Caesar’s health before he allowed me to question him. Yes, he had emptied Gerda’s wastebasket that morning. He emptied her wastebasket every morning and every afternoon. No, the trash men had not collected that day; Tuesday and Friday were their regular days. Certainly, we could prowl around in the trash all we liked. He hoped we enjoyed ourselves.


  He didn’t offer to help, and I didn’t ask, since I couldn’t tell him what I was looking for. I only hoped I would recognize if it I saw it.


  Snowflakes trickled down out of a pewter-grey sky as I climbed on a packing case and peered down into the bin which, according to Carl, held that day’s garbage. Schmidt, who would have needed a ladder to reach the same height, jumped up and down to keep warm and demanded that I toss down an armful or two so he could help me search. I was tempted to give him a bundle of the riper refuse – the remains of people’s lunches, from the smell – but controlled myself. A handful of papers stopped his outcries; he hunkered down in the lee of the bin and began sorting them, happy as a puppy with a mouldy bone.


  Cold had turned Schmidt’s pink face a delicate shade of lavender by the time I found the envelope. It should have been on the top of the heap; but in the manner of all desired objects, it had slid down into a corner, behind a soggy paper bag containing two apple cores and the crusts of a Gorgonzola-and-wurst sandwich. For once Gerda had not exaggerated. The paper was filthy. A disfiguring brown stain covered much of the envelope. It was an old stain, hardened and dark; and although I am not particularly fastidious, my fingers were slow to close over it.


  A shiver ran through me. The shiver was not one of apprehension; it was freezing out there. I only wish I did have premonitory chills when something awful is about to happen to me. Then I might be able to avoid it.


  I dragged my purpling superior from the papers he was examining. Once inside, we examined my find.


  ‘Ha,’ Schmidt cried eagerly. ‘Blood!’


  ‘Mud,’ I said shortly. ‘Schmidt, your imagination is really deplorable.’


  ‘There is no return address.’


  ‘Oh well, I tried. Now I can forget the whole thing.’


  ‘But, Vicky – ’


  ‘But me no buts, Schmidt. Don’t think it hasn’t been fun; we must meet and pick through garbage again someday.’


  ‘Where are you going now?’


  ‘To the library. I have work to do.’


  I had work to do, all right, but not in the library I stayed there only long enough to get the book I wanted. Then I took it upstairs to my office.


  The snow was falling more heavily now; it formed a lacy, blowing white curtain around the walls of my room. I felt much better. Nothing like a little exercise and a yelling match to restore a lady to perfect health after a night on the town. I spread my clues out on the desk and settled down to study them.


  The envelope first. There was no return address, at least not on the part of the envelope that had escaped the obliterating stain. After prolonged rummaging in my desk drawers I found the magnifying glass Schmidt had given me for Christmas one year. Schmidt expected me to use it while I crawled around on the floor looking for clues in the dust – something I hardly, if ever, do. I actually had used the glass a time or two in the preliminary stages of authenticating a work of art; sometimes all it takes to spot a fake is a close-up look at the brush strokes or the machine-drilled ‘wormholes.’


  On this occasion the Holmesian accessory was of no help. Under magnification, the blurred letters of the postmark were larger but no more legible. The first two letters might have been a B and an A. Bad something? There are hundreds of towns in Germany named Bad Something. The opaque dark stain covered most of the back of the envelope and a good third of the front, including the areas where one might have expected to find a return address. Even under the lens I couldn’t see any traces of writing.


  I filled my sink with water and dunked the envelope. It was of heavy paper coated on the inside with a thin layer of plastic, which had prevented the stain from spreading to the inner wrapping. I was wasting a lot of time on something that was probably a peculiar practical joke; but when I returned to my desk and opened the reference book from the library, I knew why my curiosity had been aroused. Gerda had been only half right. Superficially the photo I had received did resemble the famous photograph of Sophia Schliemann decked out in the gold of Troy. But mine was not a picture of Sophia. It was of a different woman – wearing the same jewellery.


  Not the same jewellery – a copy. It had to be a copy, because my photograph had been taken quite recently. The woman’s hairstyle, the photographic technique, and a dozen other subtle clues obvious to a great detective like Victoria Bliss proved as much.


  Besides, there was a calendar on the wall, visible behind the woman’s shoulder. It read ‘May 1982.’


  The gold of Troy had vanished, never to be seen again, in the spring of 1945.


  I felt it begin – a warm, delirious flush of excitement rippling giddily through my veins. A harbinger of adventure and discovery, of mysteries solved and treasure restored to an admiring world? More likely a harbinger of certifiable lunacy. I slammed the book shut and planted both elbows on it, as if physical restraint could contain the insanity seeping from those pages like a dark fog, inserting sly tendrils into the weak spots of my enfeebled brain. I swear the damned book squirmed, as if struggling to open itself.


  I pressed down harder with my elbows and dropped my head onto my hands. I knew what was wrong with me. I was bored and depressed and disgustingly sorry for myself, otherwise I would never have given the insane hypothesis a second thought.


  Christmas was only a few weeks away, and this year I couldn’t afford to go home to Minnesota. They would all be there for the holidays – Grandmother and Grandad Anderson, my brothers and their families, including Bob’s new baby son whom I had never seen. Mother and Grandmother, the world’s greatest Swedish cooks, would be baking, filling the house with the warm rich smells of cinnamon and cloves and chocolate and yeast; Dad would be decorating the tree and Grandad would be sitting in his favourite chair telling Dad he was doing it all wrong and trying to pick fights about politics with his ‘damned liberal grandchildren’; and the kids would be screaming with excitement and punching each other and trying to figure out how to break into the closet where their presents were hidden ...


  I was all alone and nobody loved me.


  But even as I watched a fat tear spatter on the cover of the book, my unregenerate memory was trying to recall what I knew about the gold of Troy.


  My field is medieval European painting and sculpture. However, in my line of work, it is necessary to become something of a Jack-of-all-trades, since museums can’t afford to hire experts in every specialty of art history. I had had to learn about jewellery, since we have one of the best small collections on the Continent. And the career of Heinrich Schliemann is a fable, a legend, a children’s book come to life.


  Schliemann was the original Horatio Alger hero. He began his career as a stock boy, sleeping under the counter of the store at night, and ended up a millionaire merchant. Once he’d acquired his wealth, he dumped his business interests and turned to the subject that had obsessed him since his daddy had read to him from Homer. Unlike most historians of his time, naïve Heinrich believed the Homeric poems were literally true. The credulous merchant was right, and the historians were wrong. Schliemann found Troy. At the bottom of the trench he had cut across the city mound, he came upon a disintegrated wooden chest that held the treasure of a vanished nobleman.


  Schliemann had found more treasures than any amateur deserves to find. He’d dug up another hoard at Mycenae a few years later. But it was the first one, the Trojan gold, that fired his imagination. He decked his beautiful wife Sophia in the jewels for the picture that had been so often reproduced. Perhaps the divine Helen had worn these very diadems, earrings, chains, and studs ... Actually she hadn’t. The gold didn’t come from Priam’s Troy, but from a period a thousand years earlier.


  That was about the extent of my knowledge of Schliemann’s find. I knew even less about the disappearance of the treasure, though that event was as dramatic as the circumstances of its discovery.


  Schliemann had presented the gold of Troy to a German museum, over the objections of his Greek wife, who felt it ought to remain in Greece. The Turks also claimed it, since Hissarlik, the site of Troy, was on Turkish soil. If the gold had turned up – which of course it hadn’t ... But if it had, the question of legal ownership would present an interesting tangle.


  Nowadays, excavators can’t remove a potsherd without the permission of the host government, but in the nineteenth century, archaeology was a free-for-all, and possession was nine-tenths of the law. The major museums of the world owe their collections of ancient art to methods that are at best highly dubious and at worst downright dishonest. The Greeks have never stopped complaining about the Elgin marbles and the Aegina sculptures; the Egyptians still want Nefertiti to come home. But the marbles remain in the British Museum, and the Aegina pieces are in the Glyptothek in Munich, and Nefertiti has gone back to a case in a Berlin museum after a brief vacation in a bomb shelter.


  Like Nefertiti, the gold of Troy had been removed from its museum during World War II and placed in safekeeping. Somewhere in Berlin, that was all I knew. The Russians had been the first to reach Berlin. And that was the last anyone had seen or heard of the Trojan gold.


  If I had given much thought to the matter, which I had not, I would have assumed the Russians had taken the gold to Moscow, along with other little odds and ends like factories, the Pergamum altar sculptures, German nuclear scientists, wristwatches, and the like. But surely, I mused, most of that stolen property had eventually resurfaced – hadn’t it? The factories had turned out steel and concrete for Mother Russia, the scientists had helped build lots of lovely missiles; even the Pergamum sculptures had been returned to a museum in Berlin. East Berlin, that is.


  If the Soviets had returned masterpieces like the Pergamum sculptures, why hadn’t they returned the gold of Troy?


  The book popped open again; I’m sure I never touched it. I placed the two photos side by side and picked up my trusty magnifying glass.


  The reproduction in the book was of poor quality, and my photo was grainy and blurred. I couldn’t make out the finer details. I could see, however, that there were minor discrepancies I had not observed earlier. The pieces were the same – necklaces, earrings, diadem – but they weren’t arranged in quite the same fashion.


  Since I knew that Sophia’s jewellery was the genuine article, the differences should have convinced me that the second set was a careless copy, right? Wrong. You see, the museum displays of ancient jewellery, all shiny and polished and pretty, are the result of long months of repair and restoration. The originals didn’t look like that when they were found buried deep in the earth; they were often tumbled, twisted heaps of bits and pieces, and sometimes it is anybody’s guess as to how the pieces went together. Was this flat jewelled ornament attached to that golden chain, or did it form part of the beaded girdle whose beads have tumbled from the rotted cord? Was this dangle an earring or a pendant or part of a crown? I could not remember what condition the Trojan gold had been in when it was discovered, but it was a safe bet that a certain amount of restoration had been necessary. The differences between the two sets were the sort one would expect to find if two restorers – two authorities – had disagreed.


  My copy certainly was a first-class forgery.


  Another tear plopped onto the book, spotting Sophia’s face. I scowled and wiped if off with my finger. I ought to be ashamed of myself, succumbing to self-pity and Heimweh. That’s all it was, a touch of homesickness. Nothing to do with ... anything else.
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