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Why is there a photo of me in a foreign newspaper?  

Oriana stared in shock. “It is me!”  

Rob said, “what is it?” and turned his head to see where she was staring.  He only saw a man sitting at the next table, a newspaper open, hiding his face. He looked back at Oriana and repeated, “What is it?  What is the matter?” 

“Don’t you see?” Oriana gasped.  “That photo in the paper!  It is me!”  

Rob turned to look again.  Luckily, the man reading the paper was conveniently hidden behind it so they could both stare openly, unobserved by him.  

“It is a photo of a little girl,” Rob said, puzzled.  

“Yes, but it is me as a child!” Oriana exclaimed.  “It is exactly like photos of me as a child. Except for the hair. It’s longer in the photo.”

“But it couldn’t be you,” Rob pointed out reasonably.  “Maybe it’s a child who looks very like you used to look.”

“Don’t you see the resemblance?”

Rob’s blank expression told her he hadn’t.

The waiter approached unbidden and poured more coffee for them. 

Oriana gestured towards the paper. “Is there a place to get that paper?” Oriana asked, mixing the few words of Portuguese she knew with English.

“We just want to see the photo of the child,” Rob explained.

“There is a copy in the restaurant if you just want to see the picture.  I will get it, yes?”  the waiter responded in excellent English.

He returned in a moment with the paper folded so that the girl’s photo was prominently displayed.  

“Do you know about this case?” he asked.  “Such a terrible thing! A little girl was kidnapped outside her home and never found.”

But Oriana was staring at the photo, transfixed.  Up close, the resemblance was even more striking.  This was her as a child!  

The waiter appeared not to have noticed the resemblance between Oriana and the child in the paper and was responding to Rob’s question.

“I can’t read Portuguese,” Rob was explaining.  “Could you tell us what the article says?”

The waiter translated.  On June 29, 1999, five-year-old Maria Alfonso Taglia disappeared from outside her family’s restaurant where she had been playing with her young cousin.  Extensive searches and questioning revealed no clues about where she had gone.  It was suspected at the time that she had been abducted.  The family, owners of the popular Carbonara Seafood Restaurant, never gave up hope and continue to believe that Maria is alive.  As the twentieth anniversary of Maria’s kidnapping approached, the family appealed to the police and to the Lisbon newspapers. And so, today, on the twentieth anniversary of Maria’s disappearance, we are republishing the story. The case has been reopened by detective Diego Garcia, who declines to say if they have new leads.

The waiter put the paper down on the table, looking solemn.  “It is so sad, but twenty years have passed.  It happened exactly twenty years ago today.  What can they find now?  I know the family.  They are nice people.  It is still so difficult for them. They say they will never give up.”

Several people had taken seats at the surrounding tables, and the waiter went to attend to them, leaving the newspaper on the table where Oriana continued to stare at the picture with a mixture of shock and fascination.  Her own eyes stared back at her.  She knew it with a certainty that was disturbing.

Rob said mildly, “it couldn’t be you, but I can see a resemblance.”

Oriana suspected Rob was being agreeable and didn’t really see the resemblance. 

“Do you remember those photos of me from childhood?” Oriana asked.  “I wish I had them with me.” 

“I remember you showed me photos, but it was so long ago. This picture doesn’t look familiar, but then I haven’t seen your photos for a while,” Rob admitted.  

“Look at the eyes, Rob,” Oriana entreated.  “Now look at my eyes.” 

Rob dutifully complied, but clearly did not see in the photo what Oriana saw.  It was frustrating.

“This picture looks familiar. I’ve seen it before,” she said.

“They say everyone has a double,” Rob said. “It must be unsettling to find your double is a missing child.”

“I want to get a copy of the paper to take home with me,” Oriana said.  “I want you to see this photo next to the photos I have from childhood. Then you will see what I see.  I know my face has changed its shape over the years. It was rounder when I was a child. I understand why you don’t see the resemblance to this photo when you look at me.”

Rob nodded. “Yes, maybe I’ll see the similarity then.” Clearly, he thought she was overreacting.

Oriana continued. “This child is five or went missing when she was five. The photo might have been taken when she was even younger. I don’t remember any photos of me from when I was five or younger. The photos I have were all taken after we arrived in New Falls. I was seven then. I wonder if my mother has any photos from when I was younger.”

“She must have, surely,” Rob said. “You are her only child. People take countless photos of first babies.”

“Why did I never see them? She never wants to talk about those years before New Falls. I don’t even know where we lived. I know nothing about her life before New Falls.”

“You’re not seriously suggesting you are this missing child?” Rob asked, a smile on his face but something like concern or worry in his eyes.  

“No. That would be crazy. But why is this photo in this paper? And why does she refuse to tell me about my father?”

Rob had heard this before. Now he said what he had said in the past, and what he believed. “You have a right to know about your father. You don’t know if he is alive or dead. Even if she thinks he is a horrible person, you have a right to know the details.”

“Well, you know I have tried. She just clams up, retreats into some private world. When I was in my early teens, she promised to tell me when I was eighteen.”

“But she never did.”

“By then I was away at college, caught up in my new life. I didn’t bring it up. I hadn’t lost interest exactly. It was more that I didn’t want her to clam up on my visits home. She would become distant then. I didn’t want that.”

“But now we are married. And we plan to have children in the future. Maybe you can convince her you need to know about him, if only for medical reasons.”

“I’ll try again when we get home.”

Oriana and Rob had been sipping coffee at the small outdoor restaurant around the corner from their hotel when she became startled by the newspaper with the picture of the little girl.  It was a warm late June morning in Lisbon and early, only seven am, but they were still on Eastern Standard Time, still a little jet-lagged and had been awake since five. They had arrived in Lisbon only two days before to start their European vacation.

They were married a year and hadn’t had a real honeymoon, just a long weekend in Bermuda after the wedding.  This was their long-awaited honeymoon now and, so far, it was interesting, romantic, exciting - everything Oriana could have wished. 

Last night, they had had a romantic dinner followed by passionate lovemaking in their hotel room.  Life was good.  They had been sipping the excellent strong coffee, Oriana smiling happily at Rob over her coffee mug, while he raised his eyebrows mischievously at her.  

Oriana had glanced idly toward the only other occupant of the small patio, wondering if he was a tourist or perhaps a European business executive visiting Lisbon for a day or two. That was when the man opened the paper wide, and Oriana’s composure was shaken by her photo on the front page of the paper.
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Now, as she held the paper the waiter had brought, and studied the picture, Oriana admitted to herself she no longer bore a strong resemblance to her childhood self.  It was understandable that Rob was confused. In fact, she was a little confused herself. Her shock of recognition had worn off.

The child in the picture had long hair. The photos her mother had taken of her as a child always showed her with short hair. Of course, this couldn’t be a photo of her. It was ridiculous to think it was. Yet this photo stirred up something in her, some faint memory. Maybe she’d had long hair at one time. She would look through the old photos when she returned home, even ask her mother if she’d ever had long hair.

They finished their omelets and croissants, had more coffee, returned the paper with thanks to the waiter and left a generous tip.  On the street, the newsagents displayed the paper prominently and Oriana hurriedly bought a copy.

She focused on the name of the little girl and the restaurant from which she had been abducted.  

“I would like to go to that restaurant, the Carbonara,” she said.  “Maybe we could have dinner there tonight.”

Rob nodded in agreement.  

They had planned to spend the morning sight-seeing and Oriana tried to shake the image of the little girl from her mind and become immersed in her surroundings. They had been so looking forward to this trip. She wanted to enjoy it. She had overreacted to that picture, probably because it stirred up old anxieties related to never having had a father and not remembering anything about the first few years of her life. Now it was time to forget about the picture in the paper and her childhood and her life with her mother.

They visited the National Museum of Ancient Art, which Rob had been eager to see. It contained an extensive collection dating back to the Middle Ages in Portugal, and Oriana was soon lost in exploring the exhibitions, her love of history and art ignited as they moved from one room to the next in the museum.

Oriana’s love of romance languages, art and history had been nurtured at college when she studied those subjects, finally settling on art history as her major, but taking many courses in Spanish literature. She had interned one summer at the Museum of Fine Arts, in Boston in their Latin American Art section. This led to an opportunity to volunteer, which she continued to do throughout the rest of her time at Boston College. After graduating, she felt lucky to be hired at the Peabody in a junior position and had been there for the past three years.  

She had met Rob in her sophomore year. He had shared similar interests but had focused on history and had become interested in historic preservation, setting as his goal a career as a historic preservation specialist, where he would be involved in preserving and maintaining historical buildings, structures, and landmarks.  

Rob now worked with the preservation team of a Boston nonprofit agency, which specialized in maintaining and restoring historic properties. Rob's practical mindset was well suited to assessing structural needs, implementing preservation strategies, and coordinating with architects, engineers, and construction teams.  

For a couple of hours, Oriana forgot about the girl in the picture, but her image still lurked at the back of her mind and came flooding back when she spotted a small girl holding onto her parent’s hand. The girl had black wavy hair rippling down her back. Was the child about five?

Afterwards, they stopped to rest on a small bench outside the museum and Rob said out of nowhere.  “You know nothing about your father.  He could be Portuguese. You blend in well here. You could be part Portuguese.”

Oriana nodded, startled.  “Yes, that could account for the resemblance.  I always assumed I looked like my father, since I definitely don’t resemble my mother.  We don’t even look like we are related. And I really need to know about my father, now that we are hoping to have a child, I need to know about his health history.  It is ridiculous that my mother won’t talk about him, just because she doesn’t want to see him.”

“You could get a DNA test done,” Rob suggested.  “It wouldn’t tell you who your father is, but you would know more about his ethnicity.”

Oriana nodded in agreement.  It was farfetched, but she liked Rob’s suggestion that she might have Portuguese heritage, which would account for her resemblance to the girl in the paper and her sense of comfort and pleasure here in Lisbon.  

She had no siblings.  It was appealing to imagine she might discover long-lost cousins here in Portugal—or ancestors, at least. She already loved Lisbon. How magical it would be to discover she had ancestors from here. 

She hadn’t thought about her father in a few years. Marrying Rob had fulfilled her and taken away the loneliness Oriana had often felt when it was just her and her mother. Then, her mother’s detachment made her lack of a father more prominent. In the past Oriana had wondered if her mother had wanted her, if her birth was an unfortunate accident, a grim reminder of a man her mother wanted to forget?

Oriana had yet to discover a way to get her mother to reveal her secrets. For as long as she could remember, her mother had talked only about their life in New Falls. She could talk a lot about that, sometimes describing in excruciating detail the minutia of her neighbor’s lives. At such times, Oriana would block out the repetitive details.  

But now that Oriana had become interested in her lineage, she wanted to know about her mother’s family, too. Rhea would only say she had not been close to her family who lived “out west”.  She added once, “believe me, you don’t want to know them.” Once, when Oriana had been unusually persistent, she said in exasperation her mother’s name was Martha, but she was dead. There were no other living relatives.
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“The Carbonara might be crowded because of the newspaper article,” Rob warned. “People can be voyeuristic and drawn to the scene of the kidnapping,”  

“I still want to go,” Oriana said. “Maybe that makes me voyeuristic too, but I feel so drawn to that picture of the missing girl.  The guidebook describes it as a popular seafood restaurant, and we don’t know any restaurants in Lisbon.”  

But her primary motivation was her fascination with the child in the paper.  She was drawn to that face.

They returned to the hotel in late afternoon, showered and rested for a couple of hours, and then headed out to the Carbonara for dinner.  Rob had made reservations and got directions while Oriana was showering.  He said it was not far away. 

The old cobblestoned streets near the coastline housed a variety of seafood restaurants, and it was busy, as tourists and locals thronged the streets.  Oriana was fascinated, gazing through the windows of shops and restaurants.  The area reminded her of some place, but she couldn’t think of where.  

Rob had taken to using a navigator on his phone, a type of google maps, but not that.  Oriana kept forgetting the name.  Now he exclaimed, “it is around the next corner,” and as they turned, Oriana saw a sign in green and yellow, hanging on an old black wrought-iron hook, a sign that swayed slightly in the breeze, a sign that looked familiar somehow.  

“I’ve been here before,” she muttered, but Rob didn’t hear her as he had already walked ahead and was opening the door of the restaurant.

Oriana stared at the old dark wood door with its ornate metal hinges and knew it would creak as it opened, and then it did.  

Something was happening, something she didn’t quite understand, but she knew this place, just as she knew the picture of the child in the paper.  

A young man appeared from behind the large counter inside the door and, after Rob gave their name, led them to a table at the back of the room.  He kept glancing at Oriana, eyes wide. It was busy, almost all the tables occupied.  But the tables were far enough apart to allow for some privacy. 

Oriana glanced around carefully, but nothing in here seemed familiar.  She hesitated about telling Rob about her premonition about the creaking door and the feeling she had seen the restaurant sign before.  He was a kind and patient man, and had tried all day to be understanding, but he clearly thought that she was imagining the resemblance of the girl in the paper to her childhood pictures, and he would think she was now imagining the familiarity of the entrance to the restaurant.  She knew he would point out that it probably reminded her of a place in Mexico, or even California, a place she had visited but didn’t recall right now. 

She had resolved to say nothing and then the waitress arrived at the table.  Oriana was studying the menu and didn’t look up until she heard Rob’s gasp.  She looked at his astonished face.  Rob was staring at the woman’s uncomprehending face—the brown eyes, heart-shaped face, brown wavy hair.  The woman could have been her twin! She was even about the same height and general shape as Oriana.  

The waitress had been focused on Rob. Oriana’s face had been half-hidden behind the menu. Now she looked at Oriana and her eyes widened.  Oriana stared back. The resemblance was uncanny.  The two women looked at each other for a long moment, and then the waitress spoke in Portuguese.  

Rob interrupted, saying, “I don’t understand.  I only speak English.”

The woman stopped and said in English.  “I was asking if you are a cousin, maybe.  Should I know you?”  She was addressing Oriana.

Oriana found her voice.  “I don’t think so.  I have never been to Lisbon before and I know of no relatives from here. But I know nothing about my father’s family.  

“Your father is from here?” the waitress asked.  “What is his name?”

She didn’t quite understand, and Oriana realized the woman’s English was basic.  Oriana switched to Spanish.  She knew a little Portuguese, but her Spanish was quite fluent. 

“I don’t know his name and I know nothing about him,” Oriana answered.  “My mother wouldn’t talk about him.  But I never met anyone before who looks so much like me.”  

“I am Carmela Taglia,” the waitress said.  “The restaurant owner is my father.  I help here on weekends.  We have cousins in Lisbon and also in the countryside.  Maybe you know them?”  

Oriana said, “no, I don’t know anyone here.”  She realized Carmela still thought they might be related.

Somehow Rob had given Carmela their orders for dinner, and she departed with a puzzled nod.    

“That is astonishing,” Rob said, staring after her retreating back.  “She even walks like you”.  

Oriana just stared silently.  There was something very disturbing happening, something she didn’t fully understand.  Maybe she had been here before.  Carmela must be the sister of the missing child, Maria Taglia.  And Carmela looked astonishingly like her.  Would a grownup Maria Taglia also look like her?  Maria’s picture looked like her as a child.

It was a crazy notion. Of course, it was too far-fetched to be true, reminding her of fantasies she’d had about her father when she was a child. Because her mother refused to discuss her father, Oriana had retreated into wild imaginings about him. At one point, she had been convinced her father was a famous actor. Another time she thought he was a prince in some far-off kingdom, which would mean she was a princess. Her father would appear one day and whisk her away to a magical castle.

Oriana remembered nothing much from before the age of seven when she and her mother first moved to New Falls, New York.  Her mother would occasionally talk about the time “before we settled down” and vaguely indicate that they had travelled to different places when Oriana was too young to remember.  

Her mother, a self-proclaimed hippie, had lived “an alternate lifestyle”, but had never mentioned being in Europe.  As an adult, Oriana had become more cynical, believing her mother didn’t know who her father was. Now she wondered if maybe she had brought Oriana here to Lisbon when she was very young.  Maybe the father who was never mentioned was a cousin of the Taglias.  

Oriana was quite silent during dinner and Rob seemed to understand.  Carmela came back to the table once and asked for Oriana’s last name, saying she would ask her parents if they had any relatives of that name, or anyone who went to live in the United States.  

“My name before I married was Oriana Stone, and my mother’s name is Rhea Stone,” Oriana said hopefully. “Maybe they will recognize our names.”

Oriana saw Carmela talking to the young man who had shown them to their tables and saw him glance curiously in her direction.  

When they were leaving, Rob gave Carmela a card with Oriana’s email written on the back and Carmela wrote her email on the back of the restaurant’s card and gave it with a flourish to Oriana, saying “maybe we will find that we are cousins.”  

Oriana and Rob promised to come to the restaurant again before leaving Lisbon. 
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On the street, Oriana realized they were to leave tomorrow for Madrid.  There wouldn’t be time to come back to the Carbonara. She wanted to come back, even though she had felt overwhelmed in the restaurant and hardly remembered what she ate, though Rob pronounced the meal excellent.  She felt anxious, fearful, but there was something hauntingly familiar about the place.  There was the smell of the place, its mixture of garlic, spices, and fish, which calmed her, comforted her. But there was also Carmela, whose similarity to her was disturbing.  

She, once again, stared at the restaurant sign swinging over the door on its metal hooks, and finally confessed to Rob that it had looked familiar when they arrived first.  Then she told him about the door, about how she had expected it to creak before he had opened it.

“It’s like I’ve been here before, but I don’t remember being here. It’s familiar, but I don’t know why.”

Rob listened gravely. He didn’t say that it probably reminded her of some other similar place. She breathed a sigh of relief. He was taking her seriously.  

He led her to a small table in a patio outside a bar and ordered them drinks.  It was quiet and secluded here and they could talk.

“It is possible that I was here before the age of seven and don’t remember, isn’t it?” Oriana said.  “It’s not such a wild idea if you think of my mother’s lifestyle back then. Or what I imagine her lifestyle might have been. She hinted at having no roots, drifting from place to place. She never talked about being in Europe, but then she never talked about the past.”

“I remember being seven and moving into the house in New Falls with my mother.  But I remember nothing from before then.  Maybe she took me here to Lisbon as a child. Or maybe she took me from here. Maybe my father is from here and she didn’t want him to find us.  I often thought he must have been a bad guy, and that was why she never wanted to tell me anything about him.  She didn’t want us to find each other. She could have been trying to protect me. Only now, I really need to know, even if the truth is disturbing.”

“She really has to tell you about your father—and about her side of the family, too,” Rob said firmly.  

Oriana looked at the ornate clock visible on the wall of the bar. “It’s still daytime in New York. I could call her now.”

“And say what?” Rob asked. “Since she has refused to talk about it, I think you need to confront her in person. Then you can watch how she reacts when you tell her about the Taglias. If you take her by surprise, you might learn more.”

Oriana nodded. “That makes sense. But I wish there was something more I could do.”

“You could try to find out what this detective knows about the missing girl,” Rob said.

“DNA tests,” Oriana said suddenly.  “I could get a DNA test done, maybe compare Carmela’s DNA with mine.  Would that be strange? I mean, to ask her for a DNA sample?” 

“Why not?” Rob answered.  “She was the one to first say you could be related, and you said you knew nothing about your father.”

“But the missing child,” Oriana said hesitantly.  “What if asking for a DNA sample raises their hopes, and she thinks I am her missing sister?  It would be cruel.”

They stared at each other, and she was sure they were both thinking the same thing.  What if she was the missing child?

As if Rob had spoken, Oriana answered, “that would mean my mother kidnapped me here outside that restaurant, that she isn’t really my mother. That would be bizarre.”

“The child was taken twenty years ago when she was five.  You are twenty-five, the same age as this girl would be now.”

They stared at each other.  “And I look exactly like her sister,” Oriana said slowly.  “And that photo in the paper ... when I saw it first, I thought it was me in the photo. The photo is familiar, as if I’ve seen it before.”

“But my mother, would she have done that?  She is nutty and has her own moral code, but would she have kidnapped a five-year-old child and kept it a secret all these years?”

Rob didn’t answer.  Instead, after a minute, he said, “we could see this detective Garcia, the one who is investigating the case of the missing child.  We could probably get a DNA test done here instead of waiting until we go back to Boston.  We could try to see Garcia tomorrow before we leave Lisbon.”

Rob was taking this seriously.  That was both comforting and disturbing.  Rob was logical, practical, not given to flights of fancy.

“It does seem crazy,” Oriana admitted, “but if I am related to the family, then a DNA test would reveal that—if I am a cousin or ....”  She didn’t finish the sentence because it was such a bizarre possibility. 

In the end, they decided they would call the number listed in the newspaper for Detective Garcia that night and leave a message.  He might respond early in the morning, and they might see him before leaving for Madrid.

Oriana dialed tentatively, mentally rehearsing the message she would leave.  To her surprise, the phone was answered by Garcia himself.  She spoke slowly, realizing the man might not speak English. 

“Hello, Detective Garcia.  I am calling about the child in the paper.”

“Yes!”  The voice was alert, tense.  “You have information?”

“I don’t know,” Oriana said.  “The photo looks very like photos of me as a child, but it might be because I am related—that is, I don’t know if I am....”

She knew she wasn’t making sense.  He might think she was a crank, or even a prank caller.

She continued, “you see, we just arrived here for the first time a few days ago and we are leaving Lisbon tomorrow afternoon, but I was hoping to see you in the morning.”

“Are you available now?” Garcia asked.  

“Why yes,” Oriana answered, surprised.  

Garcia said he would be at their hotel in twenty minutes.  They would meet in the lobby. Oriana hung up, feeling startled.  The phone conversation and Garcia’s eagerness to talk to her made this strange story seem more real, not some wild imagining. He was taking her seriously.

Rob held her hand silently as they sat in the lobby waiting for Garcia.
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He entered quickly, a slight man with watchful eyes, and stood for a moment inside the main doors, his eyes searching. He immediately identified them.  As he approached, his eyes widened in surprise as he looked at Oriana.

He sees the resemblance to Carmela, too.  

He shook hands with them and took a seat opposite them, glancing at the three people sitting a short distance away who were engaged in a loud conversation. No one else was within earshot.  

Garcia studied Oriana’s face. He said nothing, but she saw the question in his eyes. He couldn’t seem to take his eyes from her face.  

She hadn’t intended to start this way, but she volunteered, “we were at the Carbonara tonight and Carmela was there.  All of us were startled at the resemblance.  She asked if I was related, maybe a cousin. She promised to ask her parents if they had any relatives in America.”

“But the reason we went to the restaurant is that I saw the picture of the missing child in the paper this morning. The picture looked just like me when I was a child. I don’t think Rob saw the resemblance, but I did.”

“But you say you have never been in Lisbon before and have no relatives here,” Garcia said.

“Yes, that’s true. But after we left the Carbonara, Rob and I talked about how I never knew my father. I know nothing about him. I don’t know who he was or where he came from. The thought occurred to me that maybe I could be related to the Taglias through my father–a cousin.  Maybe he is Portuguese. That is what we said to Carmela.”

Oriana broke off in confusion. “This must sound very flimsy. I have no proof of anything.  I don’t want the family to hope they have found their daughter and be disappointed.  The last thing I want to do is cause more pain to that family. I don’t have any information that would make me think I am their daughter.  It was just the resemblance and the photo in the paper...” she tailed off.

Garcia said, “I appreciate your contacting me. I am glad to follow up on any leads. Let me get some details first.” He took out a notebook.  “I asked a colleague to join us.  His English is better than mine. He will be here shortly. Perhaps then you can provide us with some background information.”

Oriana nodded. She thought Garcia’s English was excellent, but she didn’t comment, concentrating instead on answering his questions about her full name and address and where she had grown up.  He then moved on to questions about her parents.

He looked sharply up from his pad when Oriana said she didn’t know her father’s name and that her mother refused to provide any details about him.

“So, you see, it is possible he is related to the Taglias,” Oriana said.  “Or if he is not related, he is possibly Portuguese.”

Garcia’s face was impassive. She imagined he only wanted to deal with facts.  He was on a mission to find the kidnapped child.  

He continued methodically recording details of Oriana’s life.  She dutifully reported she had no siblings, did not know any relatives on her mother’s side, either.  There had always been just Oriana and her mother. 

“Do you remember your life before you were five?”  He asked.

“I have a few hazy memories, but I only know they are from before I was seven,” Oriana answered.  “At seven, we moved to a small town in New York state, New Falls, where we settled down.  I thought we hadn’t stayed anyplace for long before then and just have vague memories of places and people.”  

A young, dark-haired man wearing a gray suit had entered the lobby and was approaching them.  He introduced himself as Detective Molina.  He spoke English with an American accent.  He looked at Oriana with great interest, but not with the shock of recognition that Garcia had shown.  

Garcia spoke to him rapidly in Portuguese and then switched to English. He said, “I was asking about any memories Oriana might have since childhood.  She remembers nothing much before the age of seven.”

Rob, who had sat silently while Oriana answered Garcia’s questions, now intervened. Turning to Oriana he said, “I think you should tell them about your feelings when we approached the restaurant tonight”. 

Rob, the practical one, had taken her feelings of déjà vu seriously.

“Yes,” Oriana answered.  “First, I have no memory of ever being in Portugal before, but when we approached the Carbonara tonight, the sign hanging outside the restaurant seemed familiar.  I thought I had seen it before. Also, when Rob opened the door of the restaurant, it creaked—but I expected it to creak—I knew just before it happened that it would creak.  And even the street outside the restaurant-it seemed familiar somehow.”

“When we saw Carmela in the restaurant and saw how alike we looked, that was when I started to wonder about my father, how I didn’t even know his nationality.  I knew my mother had drifted a bit before we settled in New Falls.  I wondered if I had been in Lisbon as a child, played outside the restaurant. Maybe I even knew Maria.”

Oriana hesitated, her expression troubled. “I am just guessing at all of this, trying to make sense of it. I somehow gave Carmela the impression that we might be related—cousins. She suggested it and I agreed. I knew it was far-fetched, but not as far-fetched as suggesting I was the kidnapped child.  Even then, in the middle of my confusion, I didn’t want to raise the family’s hopes.  I let her think my father might be related to their family. She was going to check with her parents to see if they had relatives in America.” 

Garcia listened alertly, nodding from time to time.  

Rob broke in, “is it possible for you to do a DNA test, maybe get a sample from Carmela and test for a match? Wouldn’t that provide some answers?”

Garcia nodded, his expression brightening.  “In fact, we have a DNA sample from Maria Alfonso Taglia.  When she was first missing, we got a DNA sample from a hairbrush.  That is on file still.”

He nodded again.  “That would be the best next step.  If you are willing, we could compare your DNA to that of the missing girl. You would have to come to our forensics lab.  I could arrange for a test sample to be taken tomorrow morning.”

Rob said, “we are to leave for Madrid tomorrow afternoon.  We were planning to stay there for two days before going on to Seville.”  He paused, then continued, “When would we know the results of the DNA test?”

Garcia said, “I will ask them to give it priority, but it could still take two days.”  He stopped and looked at them.  “I think you should continue with your vacation.  I will call as soon as I have results, and then we can take it from there.”

Rob, ever practical, said, “it will be a complete match, a partial match or no match at all.”

There was a pause as they all pondered the implications if it was a match.

Oriana burst out impulsively, “I wish I didn’t have to wait two days.  I will not be able to think of anything else.” 

Garcia said, “maybe it is better if you are in Madrid.  It will be a distraction.”

He and Molina left shortly afterwards.  It was only then that Oriana realized that there had been no discussion about contacting her mother and trying to get information from her.  But Garcia had carefully recorded her mother’s name, address, and phone number. Surely, she would be arrested if indeed she had kidnapped Oriana.  

Oriana didn’t know what she thought about that. It was too wild an idea to entertain. She was not allowing herself to believe she really was the kidnapped child, though she quite liked the idea of being a long-lost cousin of the Taglias.  That would be the best outcome.
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Chapter 6
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The rest of the evening felt like an anti-climax.  After the two detectives left, Rob and Oriana silently made their way upstairs to their hotel room. They talked no more about the strange events of the day. As if by mutual agreement, they were going to withhold judgment until they had more information.

Oriana was tired, exhausted in fact, and went to sleep almost immediately, leaving Rob sitting in bed reading. 

It was dark when she woke up.  She was breathing hard and frightened.  She was cold and had dreamt she was on a train that made repetitive chugging sounds.  
As Oriana struggled awake, the chugging noises still reverberated in her head and the fear remained. It was just a dream, she reminded herself. A dream that had gone on for ages.  Gradually, her breathing slowed, and she was aware it was quite warm in the room, not cold at all.  Rob was breathing quietly next to her, in a sound sleep. 
She tried to remember the details of the dream, but she could only recall the feeling of anxiety, the cold, the constant motion, and the sound of the train. She thought it had been a train, but could recall no visual imagery, just the sensations. 

Well, they had been travelling, though not by train, and the events of yesterday were enough to make her anxious.  She lay awake quietly for a while, reassured by Rob’s warm presence and his calm breathing, and eventually, she drifted back to sleep. 

Next morning, they were up early, had some instant coffee in the hotel room before making their way to the police forensic lab where a sample would be taken of Oriana’s DNA. They saw on a map the lab wasn’t far from the hotel, but they called a cab, not wanting to risk getting lost and missing their appointment.  

It was all very efficient and clinical, just a medical test.  It didn’t take long. Oriana signed a form which allowed police access to the results. They were told by the calm and competent medical personnel that Detective Garcia would be in touch with the results.  

Oriana was rapidly accumulating vocabulary in Portuguese. She had studied Spanish and was quite fluent. Portuguese was easy to learn. A few more days here and she would be much more proficient.  

They left the police lab and found an outdoor café to have breakfast. By then Oriana needed the strong black coffee they were served.  

“I’m glad to have done it,” Oriana said. “I want the results immediately, which I know is impossible.”

“You have done everything you can. We should take Garcia’s advice and just enjoy our vacation now,” Rob said.

They hadn’t planned activities for their last morning in Lisbon.  After breakfast, they needed to return to the hotel to pack and check out.  They could leave their luggage there until about four pm, when they would pick it up and leave for the airport
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