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Act I

Setup

CHAPTER ONE

The Plaza, Manhattan — Friday, November 7th

The Plaza was lit like a reliquary, all gold leaf and Bohemian crystal and the soft murmur of money pretending it was something else, and across the ballroom Marco Deluca watched his wife laugh for the first time in eleven months. It was not a laugh meant for him. He registered this the way he registered everything—coolly, completely, without comment. Lucia stood beside the silent auction tables with a flute of champagne held loosely between her fingers, her head tilted slightly back, her throat exposed in that particular line he had once kissed so thoroughly she had had to cover the marks with foundation for a week. She was speaking to Salvatore Conti’s son—Matteo, twenty-eight, fresh from Stanford Law and stupid enough to think charm was the same thing as competence—and whatever the boy had said had pulled a real laugh out of her. Not the practiced one she used at fundraisers. Not the cool one she gave the press. The one with teeth in it. The one that creased the corners of her eyes. Marco set his bourbon down on the bar without breaking stride and did not allow his face to change. He had taught himself, in his twenties, to keep his face still under any provocation. It was the first thing his father had drilled into him after the bones, before the philosophy. A man who shows what he feels gives the room the gun. The face he wore now was the face he wore at funerals and at negotiations, the face that had once made an old don piss himself across an oak desk in Bensonhurst, the face that the Times style section had described as “carved.” He liked that. Carved. As if some craftsman had spent years removing everything soft. Across the ballroom, Lucia laughed again. Smaller this time. Genuine. He made himself stop looking. “Mr. Deluca.” The Mayor’s chief of staff had appeared at his elbow, a thin woman in oxblood silk with the specific too-bright smile of someone about to ask for money. Marco gave her his attention—all of it, the way he gave everyone his attention, because that was the second thing his father had taught him. Look at them like they’re the only person in the room and they will do anything for you. It was a cheaper lesson than the first. It worked just as well. “Counselor,” he said. He did not know her name. He never had to. “How are the numbers?” “Twelve million pledged. Your foundation’s table alone—“ “Two of that.” She blinked. Recovered. “Generous.” “It’s a children’s hospital,” Marco said. “The generosity is theirs.” She laughed, charmed, and moved on, and Marco lifted his bourbon again and did not look at his wife. The chandelier above his head was a Czech antique, eight feet across, and worth more than the apartments most of these people had grown up in. He could feel its heat on the crown of his head. The room smelled of lilies and Chanel and someone’s overpriced cigar smuggled in from the terrace. Somewhere a string quartet was murdering Vivaldi for the amusement of three hundred people who had stopped listening to music in 1997. Eleven months. It had been eleven months since he had heard his wife laugh like that. He could date it precisely because he had been keeping score, the way a man keeps score on a war he is steadily losing. The last time had been at her mother’s name day, in Dolores Ferraro’s overheated parlor in Brooklyn Heights, and Lucia had been telling some story about a horse she had ridden as a girl, and Isabella had said something tart, and Lucia had thrown her head back and laughed, and Marco—standing in the doorway with a glass of grappa he didn’t want—had thought, I will buy her a horse. I will buy her ten horses. I will buy her the goddamn Kentucky Derby. And then his phone had gone off—Tomas, about the harbor—and he had gone out to the porch to take it, and when he came back in she had stopped laughing. She had stopped, generally, around then. He took a measured sip of bourbon. Across the ballroom, his wife caught his eye. For a moment—half a second, the length of a breath—something passed between them. He could not have named it. He would not have named it under torture. It was the look two people give each other when they have been married for fourteen years and one of them has just remembered the other is in the room. There was no warmth in it. There was no anger in it. There was only a kind of recognition, weary and unbeautiful, the way you recognize a song you used to love when it plays in a coffee shop and stops you for half a second before you remember you have somewhere to be. Then Lucia smiled—that other smile, the public one—and lifted her glass an inch in his direction, and turned back to the Conti boy. Marco let her go. He let her go because he had been letting her go for five years, and the muscle memory of it was perfect now, and because Tomas was waving at him from the side door with his phone in his hand, and that meant something had happened and someone needed deciding about. He nodded once at Lucia’s averted shoulder—a nod she could not see and that was not for her anyway, but for himself, for the part of himself that needed the gesture—and crossed the ballroom toward Tomas. Three people stopped him on the way. He gave each of them precisely what they wanted. A handshake for a senator who had once helped him with a permit. A laugh for a Greek shipping magnate whose daughter had been in Lucia’s debutante class. A long, considered listen for a woman from the Wall Street Journal whose questions he had no intention of answering. By the time he reached Tomas his bourbon was gone and his jaw was beginning to ache. “What.” Tomas was forty-four and built like a refrigerator that had once played college football. He did not waste words. He had been with Marco for nineteen years and had killed at least four men on his behalf, and he handed Marco the phone now without speaking. It was a photograph. A truck, on its side, in an alley somewhere—Marco recognized the brick, the particular bricked-up window halfway up the wall, the angle of the fire escape. Red Hook. The truck’s container was open. The container was empty. “When,” Marco said. “Forty minutes ago.” “Manifest.” “Three point two.” “Million?” “Yes.” Marco looked at the photo for another two seconds. Then he handed the phone back. “Find out who knew the route.” “Already on it.” “Who’s on the truck?” “Vincent. Concussed. He’ll live.” “Tell him I’ll see him in the morning.” Tomas inclined his head a quarter inch. “There’s something else.” Marco waited. “It wasn’t Albanians.” “Russos.” It wasn’t a question. Tomas did not answer questions that weren’t questions. He simply stood there, expressionless, and that was an answer. For the second time that evening, Marco did not allow his face to change. Three point two million dollars in pharmaceutical product, gone out of the back of one of his own trucks, on a route that only six men in his organization knew about. On a Friday night, while he was at a charity gala raising money for sick children with a quarter of the New York political class, while every reporter in the city knew exactly where Marco Deluca was and was not. Bold. Public. Look at me. That was not a robbery. A robbery wanted the money. This wanted the headline. This was a calling card. “Bring the car around,” Marco said. “Yes.” “Quietly.” “Yes.” He turned, finally, and looked once across the ballroom at his wife. Lucia had moved. She was standing now near the orchid arrangement that flanked the south doors, in conversation with Isabella, his sister, who was wearing emerald green like she had been poured into it. The two women had their heads bent together. Lucia’s free hand rested briefly, lightly, on Isabella’s wrist. Isabella laughed. Lucia did not. Lucia was watching him over Isabella’s shoulder with the cool, level, unsmiling attention of a woman watching a fire she had decided not to put out. She had seen Tomas come for him. She knew exactly what it meant. She had been the daughter of a capo before she was the wife of a king. Of course she knew. For a moment Marco considered going to her. Crossing the room. Telling her—what? I have to leave. Three million dollars, I have to leave. The Russos, I have to leave. Don’t take a car alone tonight, I have to leave. He had not crossed a room for her in three years. He inclined his head, the smallest possible acknowledgment. I’m going. Lucia inclined hers in return. I know. Then she turned back to Isabella as if he had already left. In the car—a black Maybach with armored doors and a driver named Rocco who had been with the family longer than Marco had been alive—Marco loosened his bow tie and let his head fall back against the leather and for one ugly, unguarded second allowed himself to feel the thing he did not let himself feel. Then he stopped. He took out his phone. He opened the encrypted line. He started typing. By the time the Maybach hit the FDR northbound, Marco Deluca was the Mafia King again, and the ballroom and the chandelier and the woman in the dove-gray gown by the orchids were gone, packed away with the other things he could not afford to think about while there was work to do. It would be a long time before he was anyone else.

❖   

CHAPTER TWO

The Penthouse — Saturday, November 8th, 5:47 a.m.

Lucia had been awake since four. She lay on her side of the bed—the side she had chosen, fourteen years ago, the morning after the wedding, with a sleeping new husband at her back and the early winter sun coming through the blinds of a Roman hotel—and watched the clock on the nightstand turn over from 5:46 to 5:47, and listened to the silence on the other side of the mattress, and did not turn her head to confirm what she already knew. He had not come home. This was not new. This was not even unusual. It had not been unusual for thirty-one of the last forty nights, by her count, and she had not been keeping count on purpose; the count had simply accreted, the way dust accretes on a piano nobody plays. What was new, what was unusual, was that this morning she found that she did not care. Or—she corrected herself, because she had been raised by a woman who valued precision in language above almost any other virtue—she cared, but the caring had moved. It had relocated. It had set up shop somewhere new in her chest, somewhere lower and harder, and the new place did not produce tears or anger or even the dull ache she had grown so accustomed to that she had begun mistaking it for weather. The new place produced something quieter. It produced calculation. She sat up. The bedroom was very large and very cold. They kept it at sixty-three degrees because Marco ran hot at night and could not sleep otherwise, and Lucia had said once, several years ago, that she would prefer it warmer, and he had said of course, mia stella, whatever you want, and the temperature had not changed. She did not think he had done it to spite her. She thought, charitably, that he had simply forgotten. That was almost worse. She got out of bed. The penthouse occupied the top two floors of a 1929 limestone tower on Central Park West, and the master bedroom faced east, and the windows were full of the bruise-colored sky over the reservoir. Lucia stood at the glass for a moment in her silk robe—gray, like everything she wore now, like the wallpaper, like the marble in the bathroom, like the inside of her head—and watched a single jogger move along the bridle path in the grainy half-light and thought, with a clarity that surprised her, I do not want to die here. It was not a dramatic thought. She did not mean it dramatically. She meant it the way a woman means it when she has been living in the wrong apartment for too long and has finally said it out loud to herself in the kitchen at six in the morning. She went to the bathroom. She washed her face. She looked at herself in the mirror—thirty-nine, still beautiful, still in the body that had been her mother’s currency and was now becoming hers in turn, the hair the deep mahogany of her father’s people, the eyes the cool gray of her mother’s—and tried to remember the last time she had looked at herself and felt anything other than appraisal. She could not. She brushed her teeth. She thought about the Conti boy. He had been twenty-eight and very stupid and almost charming, and he had looked at her last night the way a man looks at a woman he has decided he could have if circumstances were different, and the part of her that had registered that look had registered it not with flattery and not with insult but with a kind of grim, accountant’s interest. So I am still visible to other men. Good. Note it. Move on. It had been so long since her own husband had looked at her like that, she had forgotten the look was a thing men did. She rinsed. Spat. Watched the water cycle down the drain. In the kitchen, Donatella—their housekeeper, sixty-one, widow of one of Marco’s father’s old soldiers, the only person on the staff that Lucia trusted absolutely—was already there, already in her gray uniform, already arranging fresh figs in a small ceramic dish. She looked up when Lucia entered, took her in—the robe, the bare feet, the un-made-up face—and said, in Italian, “Coffee or tea, signora?” “Coffee. Strong.” “He didn’t come home.” It was not a question. Donatella said it the way a doctor reads a chart. “No,” Lucia said. “Tomas called the desk at two. He said the signore was at the office.” “Of course he did.” Donatella made a small, eloquent, faintly Mediterranean sound, and turned to the espresso machine. Lucia sat at the marble island and pulled a fig out of the dish and held it without eating it. The flesh was almost obscenely red against her palm. “Donatella.” “Sì.” “What was your husband like?” Donatella did not look up from the machine. “When?” “At the end.” The espresso hissed. The kitchen filled with the smell of it—dark, oily, alive. Donatella was very quiet for a moment, and then she said, “Tired.” “Tired.” “Of being a man like that.” Lucia turned the fig over in her hand. “Did he know? That he was tired?” “No,” Donatella said. “Men like that, they don’t know. They just keep doing the thing. And then one day they stop, and they don’t know what to do, and that is when it kills them.” She set the espresso in front of Lucia—a small white cup, perfect crema, a single sliver of orange peel on the saucer the way Lucia had liked it for a decade—and stood with her hands folded on the counter and looked at her, and Lucia met the look, and there was a long, mostly unspoken thing that passed between them, and then Donatella said, very quietly, “Signora.” “What.” “You are not your mother.” Lucia looked down at the espresso. “I know,” she said. “Your mother stayed because she had three children and no money and a brother in the ground. You have neither children, nor poverty, nor a brother in the ground. Signora. You do not have to stay.” Lucia did not speak for some time. Then she said, “I am not staying.” It was the first time she had said it aloud. She had thought it, in fragments, for months—in the shower, on airplanes, in the back of a car coming home from a dinner where her husband had not touched her hand once—but she had never put the sentence together and let it out into a room. Now it was in the room. It sat on the marble island between her and Donatella and the figs. It was true. She had not known it was true until she heard it. Donatella nodded, very slightly. The nod of a woman who had known the truth before Lucia had said it, and who had been waiting only for Lucia to catch up. “How long?” she asked. “I don’t know. Soon.” “You will need a lawyer.” “I have a lawyer.” “Not Marco’s lawyer, signora.” “Not Marco’s lawyer.” Lucia’s mouth turned up at one corner. It was not quite a smile. “I have known I would need a lawyer for a long time, Donatella.” The older woman said nothing for a while. Then she touched Lucia’s wrist, very briefly, the way she sometimes touched the flowers when she was checking if they needed water, and then she moved away to begin the day’s work, and Lucia drank her coffee in silence and watched the sky over the park go from bruise to brass. She had been twenty-five years old when she married him. Twenty-five and educated and bored and dangerous to herself, and her father had said, There is a boy. Marco Deluca. Antonio’s son. He’s going to run everything when his father goes, and she had said, I don’t want a husband, and her father had said, I’m not asking. Meet him. If you hate him, I’ll find you another. But meet him. And she had gone, sullenly, in a black wool dress, to a little restaurant in Carroll Gardens that Antonio Deluca owned and never went to anymore, and Marco had been waiting at a corner table with a bottle of Barolo already breathing, and he had stood when she walked in—really stood, all the way, the way men her father’s age stood, not the half-stand boys her own age had learned in business school—and he had pulled out her chair, and he had looked at her the way he looked at her last night across the ballroom at the Plaza, except completely. And she had thought: Oh. Oh, no. Because she had felt, in the first thirty seconds of meeting him, that this was a man she could love so badly it would ruin her, and she had decided, in the next thirty seconds, that she would marry him anyway, because if she did not she would spend the rest of her life thinking about the man she did not marry, and she had been raised by a mother who lived in a house full of regrets, and Lucia Ferraro—as she still was then—had decided very young that she would not. She had married him eight months later. For three years it had been the kind of marriage that other people noticed. Not for the money, though there was money. Not for the danger, though there was danger. For the way he looked at her when she walked into a room. For the way she finished his sentences in three languages. For the way they fought—gloriously, viciously, wittily, and made up so completely that the staff had learned to stay out of the apartment for at least an hour after either of them raised their voices. She had been—astonishingly, against everything she had been raised to expect—happy. And then, sometime around the fifth year, something had begun to leak out of him. She had not known what to call it, and she still did not. It was not another woman. She had checked, more than once, with the quiet thoroughness her father had taught her, and she was almost completely certain that there was no other woman, and the fact that almost completely still left a doubt was its own diagnosis. It was not boredom. He was never bored. It was not unhappiness. He was, in his own opaque way, content; he liked his work, he liked his city, he had begun to like the sound of his own command. It was simply that, somewhere along the way, he had stopped letting her see him. The lights had gone off in the windows of the man she had married. There was still a man in the house. He was still her husband. He still—on the rare nights he came home—turned to her in the dark and put his hand on her hip and pulled her against him with the same possessive certainty he had had the first night, and her body, traitor, still answered. But something else, something more important, had stopped happening. He had stopped asking her what she thought. About anything. About the business, about the world, about the weather. He had stopped asking. He had begun, instead, deciding. And when she pushed back—because she had been raised to push back, because she was Dolores Ferraro’s daughter and Renato Ferraro’s daughter and she did not know any other way to be—he would smile that small, fond, infuriating, impenetrable smile of his and say, Mia stella, I’ve already taken care of it, and he would mean: You are not going to be touched by this. I have arranged it so that you are not going to be touched by this. You are loved. And she would feel—for a moment that grew longer every year—as if she had been asked to live in a glass box. He had built her, lovingly, expensively, a coffin. And he had come home every night and tapped on the lid to make sure she was breathing, and he had told himself, the whole time, that he was a good husband. She was, and had been for some time, suffocating. She finished her coffee. The brass had gone out of the sky. It was full daylight now, gray and ordinary. Somewhere in the apartment a phone was ringing—Donatella’s, probably—and a moment later Donatella appeared in the doorway with her hand over the receiver and her face very neutral. “It’s the signora’s mother.” Lucia took the phone. “Mamma.” “Lucia. Vieni a trovarmi oggi. Come see me today.” “Why.” “Because I am old, and I want to see my daughter, and because there are things on the news this morning that you should not be hearing about from the news.” A pause. “Has he come home?” “No.” “Bene. Then come. Now. Bring nothing. Wear something that is not gray.” Lucia laughed. It was the first time she had laughed all morning, and it was, like everything else this morning, not the laugh she had been laughing for years. It was something newer. “I’ll be there by ten,” she said. She hung up. In the bedroom—still cold, still empty, still smelling faintly of her husband’s soap—she dropped the gray silk robe onto the chair and went to the closet, and she stood for a long time in front of the rows of careful, expensive, monochromatic clothing she had worn for the last three years like the uniform of a woman in mourning. At the very back, behind everything else, was a dress she had not worn since the second year of her marriage. It was red. She took it out.
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CHAPTER THREE

Deluca Holdings, Tribeca — Saturday, November 8th, 9:14 a.m.

The conference room on the forty-second floor of Deluca Holdings was the kind of room that had been designed by a Swiss architect to convey, in every line and surface, the message that the people who used it had so much money they no longer needed to prove anything to anyone. The walls were poured concrete, hand-finished. The table was a single slab of black walnut from an Oregon estate sale. The view through the floor-to-ceiling windows was the Hudson, the harbor, and—on a clear day—Lady Liberty’s green back. It was not a clear day. The river was the color of a steel bucket. Marco had not slept. He was sitting at the head of the table in last night’s dress shirt with the cuffs rolled twice and a fresh espresso in front of him and three hours of intelligence reports on his tablet, and he had been staring at the same page of the same report for forty-eight seconds. The page was a satellite image. The image was of a long-haul container ship called the Karelia, seven days out of Riga, currently 412 nautical miles off the coast of Long Island, scheduled to dock at Newark on Tuesday morning, and carrying inside one of its lower-tier containers approximately fourteen million dollars’ worth of pharmaceutical-grade fentanyl precursor, which Marco’s organization had been planning, for nine weeks, to receive. Six men in his organization knew about the Karelia. Five of them were in this room. He looked up. Tomas, at his right hand, was reading something on his own tablet and pretending not to be watching the others. Across from Tomas: Salvatore Greco, Marco’s logistics chief, sixty-one, Sicilian, the kind of man who could wire a customs official in Rotterdam at three in the morning and have the favor returned by breakfast. Beside Salvatore: Joseph “Joey Ledger” Marchetti, the books, who was already on his second espresso and looked like he had been awake for a week. At the foot of the table: Paolo Ricci, Marco’s youngest captain, thirty-six, ambitious, clean, the only man in the room who had never killed anyone and was always faintly embarrassed about it. And to Marco’s left, in the chair Marco’s father had occupied for thirty-one years before him: Dante Sforza. Dante was forty years old and looked thirty. He had black hair he kept shorter than fashion called for, a runner’s body under his shirts, and the dark, level, slightly amused eyes of a man who had stopped being surprised by anything around the time he turned twenty-five. He had been Marco’s best friend since they were nine years old. He had been Marco’s underboss for the last eleven. Marco had once watched him execute a man in a Hoboken parking garage at four in the morning and then stop on the way home for a bag of clementines from a Korean grocery, because Dante’s mother had asked for clementines, and the grocery was on the way. Dante caught Marco’s eye now, and very faintly, almost imperceptibly, lifted his chin. Talk to them. Marco talked to them. “Three point two million dollars walked out of the back of one of our trucks in Red Hook last night,” he said. He did not raise his voice. He did not need to. “The route was known to six people. The driver, the dispatcher, and the four of you. The driver is in Brooklyn Methodist with a concussion and no memory of the last eight hours. The dispatcher is in a chair in the basement of the Bensonhurst office, where he will remain until I have decided what to do with him. That leaves four.” The silence in the room was complete. “I am going to say this once,” Marco said. “I am not interested in what you did. I am not interested in why. I am not interested in what they offered you, or what they threatened, or whether your wife is sick or your son is in trouble or your accountant has been gambling on horses you don’t know about. I am not interested in your reasons. I am interested in your name.” He looked at each of them in turn. Salvatore. Joey. Paolo. Dante. Dante did not look away. None of them did. They had all been raised in this work, and they all knew that looking away in this moment was the same as confessing. “You have until end of business Monday,” Marco said, “to tell me yourself. If you tell me yourself, you will live. You will not be in this room anymore. You will not be in this city anymore. But you will live. If I have to find you—and I will find you—you will not.” He let that sit. “Get to work.” They got to work. The meeting moved on. Salvatore briefed on rerouting the Karelia. Joey briefed on the books. Paolo briefed on the soldiers. Marco listened with one part of his mind and watched with another, the way his father had taught him to do everything in his life—half on the work, half on the room, that’s how a man stays alive—and the watching part of his mind was working. It was not Salvatore. Salvatore had a daughter at Sarah Lawrence and a co-op on Sutton Place and exactly the kind of life that ended the moment he crossed Marco. Salvatore was incapable of stupidity at this scale. It was not Joey. Joey was the books. Joey did not move money he did not know was clean, did not breathe air he did not know was safe, and had an actuarial mind that would have calculated the survival odds of selling Marco out and arrived at a number rounding to zero. It could be Paolo. Paolo was young and ambitious and had taken a long lunch with a man named Carmine three weeks ago that Marco had not yet asked him about. Paolo was watchable. It could be Dante. The thought walked across the surface of Marco’s mind like a man crossing a frozen pond. He let it walk. He did not chase it off. He did not lean on it. He simply observed that it had been there, and he marked the place, and he turned his attention back to Salvatore, who was explaining a port-of-call substitution in Halifax. Marco asked two questions, approved the substitution, and dismissed the meeting. Dante stayed in his chair. The others filed out. The door closed. The HVAC hummed. Forty-two floors below, a tugboat was nosing a barge toward the Battery. “You looked at me like I might be the one,” Dante said. “I looked at everyone.” “You looked at me longer.” Marco said nothing. Dante leaned back. He did not seem angry. He did not seem hurt. He looked, if anything, faintly relieved, the way a man looks when a thing he has been dreading turns out to be smaller than he feared. “Okay,” he said. “Okay?” “It would’ve been an insult if you hadn’t.” “Yes.” Dante was quiet for a moment. Then he said, “I’m not the one, Marco.” “I know.” “You don’t know. You hope. I’d hope too. But you don’t know, and you shouldn’t, and the day you stop being able to look at me like that is the day someone gets to me.” “Noted.” “It’s Russos.” “Yes.” “Victor.” “Yes.” “That’s not a heist, that’s a flag.” “I know.” Dante pushed his espresso cup an inch to the right, an inch to the left, and watched the dark surface tremble. “He’s been quiet for two years, Marco. He’s been quiet ever since the Atlantic City thing went sideways. Why now?” Marco did not answer. He did not answer because the answer had been sitting in the back of his head since one in the morning, when he had first opened the file Tomas had built for him on Russo’s last six weeks of movement, and the answer was: Because he thinks I’m distracted. And Marco was distracted. He did not know how Victor Russo knew. Maybe Victor didn’t know specifically. Maybe Victor was just a predator with good instincts, and predators with good instincts could smell an old lion who had stopped sleeping in the same bed as his queen. Maybe it was as simple as that. The mafia had always been a small town, and small towns talked. They talked at funerals and weddings, they talked at fights and christenings, they talked at hairdressers and butchers and over backyard fences in Bay Ridge, and the news that Marco Deluca and his beautiful wife had not been seen sharing a meal in public for nine months would have made it from the right ear to the wrong one eventually. Probably had. He should have been at home last night. He should have been at home, in fact, every night for the last three years. He looked at Dante. “Where’s Lucia,” he said. It came out flatter than he meant it. Dante did not blink. “I had Mickey put a car on her at six. She left for her mother’s at nine-fifteen. He’s parked across from the brownstone.” “Tail?” “Two cars. One blue, one gray. Civilian plates. They’ve been on her since the Plaza last night.” “Russos?” “Probably. We’re running them now.” Marco closed his eyes. For a single, unguarded second, he saw his wife stepping out of a Maybach onto a Brooklyn sidewalk in a red dress—he didn’t know it would be red, he hadn’t seen it in years—and being unaware that there were two cars on her. Two cars on the woman he had failed, every single day for the last five years, to deserve. Two cars on the woman who had laughed last night for another man, for a Conti, because Marco had not made her laugh in eleven months and other men had begun to notice. Two cars on Lucia. He opened his eyes. “Pull her in,” he said. “Marco.” “Pull her in, Dante. I want her in the building, or I want her in the penthouse, and I want our people on every door.” “She’s not going to like it.” “I’m not asking her to like it.” “Marco.” Dante’s voice was very quiet now, and very careful, the voice of the only man in the world who could speak to Marco like this. “She’s going to ask why.” “Tell her—“ “You tell her.” Marco looked at him. “You tell her, Marco. You owe her that much. You don’t put a wall around a woman like Lucia and let me deliver the news. You tell her yourself. You go to Brooklyn, you stand in front of your wife in your mother-in-law’s parlor, and you tell her yourself. And while you’re there, you maybe also tell her some other things you’ve been forgetting to tell her.” The room held its breath. Marco said, “Are you finished.” “Yes.” “Get the car.” “Yes.” Dante stood. He paused at the door, one hand on the frame, and did not turn around. “You’re losing her, Marco.” “I know.” “You’ve been losing her for a long time.” “I know.” “Then for the love of God, do something about it before someone else does.” He left. The door clicked shut. Marco sat for a long time in the empty conference room and looked at the satellite image on his tablet and did not see it. He saw, instead, his wife at twenty-five, in a black wool dress in a restaurant in Carroll Gardens, looking at him across a bottle of Barolo and telling him, very seriously, that she had read the prenup three times and that she had no objection to the financial provisions but that she would be adding a clause of her own. A clause? he had said. He had been amused. He had been thirty-three and newly his father’s underboss and the fact that this self-possessed girl had brought a notarized addendum to dinner had charmed him so profoundly he had nearly proposed before the antipasti. A clause, she had said. If you ever lie to me about something that matters, the marriage is void. No divorce. No settlement. Void. Like it never happened. I walk out the door and you owe me nothing because I owed you nothing and we were never anything. He had laughed. You think this is funny, she had said. I think you’re terrifying, he had said. I’ll sign it. Bring me a pen. She had brought him a pen. He had signed it. He still had it, in a safe in the floor of his office, behind a Modigliani he had bought because she liked it. The clause was not legally enforceable. He had had three lawyers tell him so. It didn’t matter. It had never mattered. She had written the rules of their marriage on a single sheet of paper at the age of twenty-five, and he had agreed to them, and he had been breaking them, in small and well-meant and absolutely deliberate ways, for five years. He picked up his phone. He called the garage. “Bring the car. I’m going to Brooklyn.”

❖   

CHAPTER FOUR

Brooklyn Heights — Saturday, November 8th, 10:32 a.m.

Dolores Ferraro lived in a four-story Greek Revival brownstone on Willow Street that she had bought in 1979 with cash she did not explain, and she had never lived anywhere else, and she did not intend to. She was sixty-five years old. She was five foot two. She had buried a husband, a brother, two cousins, and a son-in-law of someone else’s who had once made the mistake of putting his hand on her wrist at a wedding and had been politely informed, by a man with no neck and excellent manners, that he was leaving the reception. She drank black coffee with two sugars. She had read every novel Elena Ferrante had ever written. She did not, as a rule, embrace people she loved. She had embraced her daughter exactly twice in the last decade, both times at funerals. She did not embrace Lucia now. She opened the door, looked her daughter up and down—red dress, red lipstick, no coat, the kind of pearl earrings a woman wore when she had gotten dressed to make a point to herself—and said, in Italian, “Madonna mia.” Then: “Come in. I made taralli. Don’t track your shoes.” The parlor was the same parlor it had been Lucia’s whole life. Dark green velvet sofa. Mahogany side tables. A photograph of her father on the mantel, in a silver frame, taken at a wedding in 1991, holding a glass of wine and laughing at someone off-camera. The room smelled of furniture polish and almond cookies and the particular brand of Sicilian coffee Dolores special-ordered from a man on Court Street whose son had been at Princeton with Lucia. Isabella was already there. She stood up from the green sofa as Lucia came in, six feet in heels and built like a Caravaggio, dark hair piled up, a coffee cup balanced precariously on one knee, and said, “Oh good. The cavalry. Or are we the cavalry? Mama, are we the cavalry?” “Sit down, Isabella.” “Yes, Mama.” Isabella sat. Lucia stared at her. “How long have you been here?” “An hour.” “You drove from Manhattan at nine in the morning on a Saturday to my mother’s house.” “Yes.” “Why.” “Because my brother is being an idiot,” Isabella said calmly, “and because your husband is being an idiot, and because they happen to be the same person, and because someone has to do something about it before it becomes everyone’s problem, and because your mother is the only woman in the tri-state area I am afraid of, so I came to her first.” “Grazie,” Dolores said dryly, from the sideboard. “You’re welcome, Mama.” Lucia sat down. She sat down because her knees had stopped being entirely reliable, and because her sister-in-law—who was, in fact, the only person in the world Lucia would have allowed to call her husband an idiot in her own mother’s parlor—was looking at her with the specific, no-nonsense, slightly furious affection that Isabella had been giving her since they were twenty-six and twenty-seven and Isabella had taken her aside at Lucia’s bridal shower and said, Listen to me, Marco is the better of us, but he is not the easier of us, and if you ever need anyone you call me first, do you understand, and Lucia had understood, and had called, twice, and Isabella had come, twice, and they had been sisters from that day forward. Dolores set down the taralli and the espresso. She sat in her father’s old chair. She crossed her ankles. She said, “Tell me what you have decided.” Lucia drew a breath. “I’m leaving him,” she said. The parlor was absolutely quiet for ten seconds. Then Isabella said, very quietly, “Good.” Dolores did not say anything. Dolores leaned forward, picked up a single tarallo from the dish, broke it precisely in half, and ate one half. She watched her daughter while she ate. When she had finished the first half, she ate the second half. Then she dusted her fingertips on a small linen napkin and said: “Why now.” “Because last night I laughed at a joke a stranger made, and I realized I had not laughed at a joke my husband made in eleven months. And because I came home to an empty apartment, and I sat on my own bed at five in the morning, and I realized I have been living next to a man for three years instead of with him, and the difference—Mama, the difference between next to and with—“ Lucia stopped. She pressed the heel of her hand against her sternum. “I do not want to die next to him. I want to live with him, or I want to leave.” “And you have asked him to live with you.” “I have asked him every way I know how.” “Have you used the words.” Lucia looked up. “What words.” “Marco. I am leaving you if this does not change. Those words. In that order. Out loud. Have you used those words.” Lucia did not answer. Dolores, very quietly, ate another tarallo. “I thought not,” she said. “Mama—“ “Lucia. Listen to me. Your husband is not a stupid man. Your husband is, in fact, a frighteningly intelligent man, which is part of his problem and most of yours. But he is not a man who reads silence, because he was raised by a man who could not be silent in front of and lived to see the next morning. He was raised to read words. Speech. Threat. He was raised in a world where if a thing is not said, it does not exist. You are a woman who was raised by me, which means you were raised to communicate in glances and pauses and lifted eyebrows and the specific angle at which I poured your father’s wine on a Sunday.” She paused. “You are speaking different languages, you and your husband. You always have been. For thirteen years it didn’t matter, because there was so much else between you that the language did not need to do all the work. Now there is less else, and the language is doing all the work, and the language is breaking down, and you are both standing on opposite sides of a river shouting at each other in two different tongues and wondering why nothing crosses.” Lucia stared at her. “You knew,” she said. “Of course I knew.” “For how long.” “Three years.” “And you didn’t say anything.” “It was not my marriage.” “Mama—“ “It was not my marriage, Lucia.” Dolores’s voice was very firm now. “It still is not. I am telling you now because you have decided, and I want you to decide with all the information, and the information is this: you have not yet said the words. If you leave him without saying the words, you will spend the rest of your life wondering whether you might have stayed. If you say the words, and you say them honestly, and he hears them and does nothing—then you go, and you go with my blessing and Isabella’s blessing and the blessing of every woman in Brooklyn who has had to make this decision before you, and you do not look back. But you say the words first.” Isabella had not spoken. She was looking at her coffee cup. “What do you think,” Lucia said to her. “Don’t.” “Isabella.” “Don’t ask me. He’s my brother.” “You said he was an idiot.” “He is an idiot.” Isabella looked up. Her eyes were a little bright. “He’s an idiot, Lucia, and I love him, and I love you, and I have been watching you both kill this thing for three years and I haven’t been able to do anything about it because every time I open my mouth Marco shuts a door and you smile that polite smile of yours that I want to slap off your face sometimes, and I—“ She stopped. She set down the coffee. “Mama’s right. Say the words. He deserves to hear the words. And then if he does nothing, I will help you carry your boxes.” Lucia laughed. It was a wet, complicated laugh. “All right,” she said. “All right what?” “All right, I’ll say the words.” “When.” “Today. Tonight. The next time I see him.” Dolores nodded once. “Bene.” Then, almost as an afterthought: “There is something else.” “What.” “Your husband is
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