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      Marcus Adler vaulted onto the stone balustrade at the eastern rim of the Trevi Fountain and twisted the zoom lens on his camera. Louis Jourdan sharpened into view as the early afternoon sun reflected off the white marble, highlighting the actor’s aristocratic face. Marcus waited for a movie-star smile and knew right away his photo was a keeper.

      Jean Negulesco, the director on Three Coins in the Fountain, had kept a sure hand through long days toiling in the relentless Roman summer. But September was around the corner, which meant that in four days the cast and crew would be boarding a Pan Am flight back to the States.

      Everybody else would be resuming their lives and tackling the next film, but for Marcus, it meant picking up his life again.

      Goodbye blacklist.

      Goodbye graylist.

      Hello Garden of Allah Hotel.

      Hello career.

      Today they were shooting the final scene where the three couples reunited around a deserted Trevi Fountain to what Marcus guessed would be the swell of the movie’s theme song—the on-set rumor was that Frank Sinatra was going to record it.

      But two rolls of film and only one usable photo was not a great ratio.

      Negulesco walked out from behind the enormous Technicolor camera and approached Jourdan with a beckoning hand. As Marcus lifted his Leica to readjust the zoom, he heard a metallic clattering at his feet. One of his cufflinks bounced off the stone and plopped into the water swirling eight feet below.

      It wasn’t just any cufflink; it was half of his favorite pair, two gold studs embedded with three tiny emeralds apiece. Strictly speaking, they weren’t his; they belonged to someone he’d been avoiding ever since he arrived in Italy.

      Not that Marcus wanted to see Oliver Trenton. Of course, he wanted to, but Marcus knew it wasn’t healthy, so he’d avoided walking past the seminary where Oliver had enrolled in the Jesuit priesthood nearly three years before.

      Filming had taken them all over the city, but never near Piazza Colonna. They were there right now, a couple of blocks from it.

      Four more days, Marcus told himself, then you’ll be out of here and you can put this behind you.

      The cufflink glinted on the concrete bottom of the fountain. He jumped down from the balustrade and skirted around the fountain’s edge until he was close enough to dip his fingers; the water was refreshingly cool in the stifling August heat. Marcus thought of the pool at the Garden of Allah, and how this time next week he’d be able to dive in any time he wanted. God, how he’d missed that.

      “Ladies and gentlemen,” Negulesco announced to the crew gathered around the Piazza di Trevi. “We have dust in the camera. Mr. Krasner and his team will need several hours to clean it all out, so I’m calling an early lunch until two o’clock.”

      Marcus turned back to the water. It didn’t look too deep. Knee height, maybe? Waist deep at most. With any luck he could slip off his shoes, wade in, collect the cufflink, and wade out again before anyone objected.

      “Marcus?” Negulesco curled a finger. “May I have a word?”

      He joined the director in the doorway of a gelato store. “I got a great shot of Louis, and another of you two just before the camera clogged.”

      “We need to talk.”

      Jean Negulesco was an urbane Eastern European who eschewed shouting in favor of expressing himself with an air of genteel authority that brooked little opposition. However, in Marcus’s experience, no pleasant conversation ever started with the words “We need to talk.”

      “Sure. What’s up?”

      Negulesco took a long pause, heavy with apprehension. “Let’s walk.” He led Marcus out of the piazza and into one of the narrow lanes that made up the labyrinth of Rome. “River of No Return has been a rough shoot. Otto Preminger and Marilyn Monroe have not gotten along very well and evidently it shows. Zanuck has decided that a number of scenes require reshoots, and he wants me to step in.”

      “For no screen credit, I assume?” Marcus asked.

      “‘Take one for the team’ is how he put it.”

      They turned onto a wider thoroughfare, Via del Corso, where a long newsstand hawked an array of European and international newspapers. The headline straddling The New York Times was about the Korean war. Marcus ached to find out what was happening back home, but Negulesco pressed on. This was no casual stroll.

      “Does this mean you want me to accompany you on the set when we get back?” Marcus asked. “Kathryn Massey wrote to me the other day. She told me that Monroe⁠—”

      “Zanuck has plans for you.”

      “Some other movie?”

      Demetrius and the Gladiators and Prince Valiant were currently shooting on the Fox lot. Did either of them have a troubled script?

      Negulesco remained silent for half a block. “He wants you to stay in Rome.”

      Marcus halted out front of a basket store. “Nope.” He shoved his hands down his pockets and rattled the loose change inside. “I took this job so that I could get off the graylist. And when we’ve finished, I get to go back to LA and start my life over.”

      “I know,” Negulesco replied quietly.

      “I’m getting on that Pan Am flight and neither you nor Zanuck can stop me.” The edges of the lira coins dug into Marcus’s fingers. He pressed them harder until they hurt. “I’ve been counting the days since we got here. He can’t snatch this away from me.”

      Negulesco wrapped an arm around Marcus’s shoulders and pulled him farther along the sidewalk. “There are worse things in the world than having someone like Darryl Zanuck owe you a favor.”

      Marcus shrugged away the director’s arm. Its intended intimacy wasn’t lost on him, but it felt like a heavy yoke. The two men veered into a side street. It was a relief to step away from the unsettling bustle. “What were his words, exactly?”

      “It was a P.S. at the end of his telegram. He said that he had extra duties for you to complete.”

      “But he didn’t say what?”

      “You’re to expect a telephone call sometime next week.”

      “Don’t those trans-Atlantic calls cost a fortune?”

      “They do, which means it must be important. And that means he trusts you. Trust is not a quality that comes easily to the Zanucks of this world.”

      “So I’m supposed to wave you off at the airport, then sit around until the telephone rings?”

      “Think of it as enjoying the Eternal City on someone else’s dime,” Negulesco advised. “And while you’re here, maybe you’ll have to run a few errands.”

      They were standing at a pasta store window that held fifty different sorts, composed like a Picasso cubist sculpture. The arrangement was astonishingly clever, and must have taken hours to assemble.

      I’m a forty-seven-year-old messenger boy.

      “You won’t be off any list, gray or black, until Zanuck says so.” Negulesco pulled at Marcus’s elbow. “Let’s take a breather on that bench over there in the shade.”

      It was noticeably cooler on the south side of the street. Marcus felt the tension slip from his shoulders. “If you were to take an educated guess about what these errands might be . . .?”

      The director watched an old lady dressed from bonnet to shoes in widow’s black shuffle past, dragging a shopping cart behind her. Every dozen steps or so, she stopped to fan herself with her purse or nod to a storeowner she knew.

      “Movie audiences are getting more sophisticated. Fake backlot versions of the Spanish Steps and the Colosseum don’t cut it anymore. For pictures like Three Coins in the Fountain, the studio is selling Europe as an authentic shooting destination. I imagine Zanuck’s going to want lots of scenic pictures of Rome.”

      “That’s not something he needs to place a trans-Atlantic call for.”

      “I know, which is why I’d put my money on Bella Darvi. She’s one of his new protégés. Her name came up a few times in that telegram. With The Robe poised to clean up at the box office, I think he’s looking at casting her in The Egyptian.”

      The Robe was Fox’s first picture in the new widescreen CinemaScope format and was set to premiere in LA the following week. In her most recent letter, Kathryn had told Marcus that Zanuck was expecting the movie “to out-DeMille DeMille.”

      But it was Marcus who had originally planted the idea for The Robe in Zanuck’s head. Hope warmed his chest as clues started to fall into place.

      “Does Zanuck want to film The Egyptian at Cinecittà?” he asked Negulesco.

      “The studio still has a mountain of frozen funds locked up over here—but that might be an excuse.”

      “For what?”

      “If they film in Italy, he might have to make a trip to ensure the cast and crew are happy.”

      “He didn’t do it for Three Coins.”

      “Ah, but our picture doesn’t feature Bella Darvi.”

      Another puzzle piece. “She isn’t just a protégé, is she?”

      “You asked for an educated guess, Marcus. And if life has educated me about one thing, it’s that men like Darryl F. Zanuck can think with only one part of their anatomy at a time.”

      Halfway down the block, a church bell announced that it was one o’clock.

      Negulesco got to his feet. “There’s a place not far from here that serves the best saltimbocca alla Romana in the whole city. Care to join me?”

      “Thanks,” Marcus said, “but I need time to think. I’ll see you at the Trevi.”

      Negulesco headed back the way they’d come, dissolving into the crowd of hungry locals emerging from doorways in search of lunch. “Ciao!” and “Benvenuto!” echoed off the walls as cafés and bars started to fill.

      Marcus stood up and pulled his shirt away from the sweat that coated his back. He thought more clearly when he was in motion, which usually meant swimming laps, but the Garden of Allah pool was 6,327 miles away, so he’d have to make do with walking.

      He turned left and headed toward the church. The bell was silent now; it had done its duty for another hour. But as he drew closer, a growing sense of trepidation rose in his throat.

      Jesus H. Christ on a bicycle built for two, you’ve got to be kidding me.

      For more than a month, Marcus had done everything he could to avoid standing in this exact place. Every time he’d found himself close by, he’d gone out of his way to steer clear of the Jesuit seminary off the Piazza Colonna. And yet here he was ten steps from the matching pair of ornately carved doors that separated him from Oliver. His fingers instinctively reached for the edge of his left sleeve to fiddle with the gold-and-emerald cufflink that now lay at the bottom of a fountain.

      A burly man wearing a dark blue suit swept past Marcus; their shoulders brushed as he marched toward the church door. He grasped the circular brass doorknocker and pounded it against the wood.

      “APRA QUESTO PORTELLO!”

      During his time in Rome, Marcus had picked up a fair smattering of Italian. Open this door!

      “ORA!”

      Now!

      The man tightened his grip and assaulted the door. “APRA QUESTO PORTELLO!” His bellowing brought no response. He pulled off a shoe and struck the door with the heel. The sharp sound made café patrons look up and pigeons take to the air.

      “DEVO PARLARE CON QUALCUNO! OGGI! ORA!”

      I must speak with someone! Today! Now!

      He struck the door again and again until a chunk of weathered wood broke off and fell at his feet. The man gathered it up off the cobblestones, took a couple of steps back, and threw it at the doors.

      “NON SIETE UN SANTUARIO! SIETE UNA PRIGIONE!”

      You are not a sanctuary! You are a prison!

      His face now flushed bright, he turned and stomped past Marcus, muttering a stream of Italian too heated for Marcus to catch. The lunchtime crowds parted for him as though his fury were a contagious disease. Soon he was out of sight and the street gradually resumed its customary hubbub.

      Marcus walked to the doors of Oliver’s seminary. The chunk of wood was an angel, about the size of his palm.

      Three years ago, when he’d first arrived in Rome to work on Quo Vadis, Marcus had been a refugee. He had seen the Eternal City as an escape hatch from the Hollywood blacklisting that had killed his career.

      But now it felt different.

      Dusty. Dirty. Decaying.

      The magazines might have dubbed it the center of the burgeoning jet set, but to Marcus it felt like a city stuck in its Roman Empire glory. It was the past, and he wanted to get on with his future. He felt like taking off his own shoe and banging it against the doors. That nutty guy was right. You are not a sanctuary. You are a prison.
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      Gwendolyn Brick sat at a worktable in the corner of Twentieth Century-Fox’s costume department. It was a vast rectangular room with a row of long windows near the high ceiling that allowed California light to stream in. Eight tables sat in two rows, each offering a luxurious expanse on which to spread a seventeenth-century wedding dress or a gypsy skirt. A wall ran parallel to them, packed with bolt after bolt of the finest fabrics Gwendolyn had ever run her fingers along: Armenian needlelace, Crêpe de Chine, worsted wool, softer-than-soft mohair. Loretta Young had given Gwendolyn carte blanche to design anything she wanted, so it was all there for the taking.

      She contemplated the sketches laid out in front of her: a floor-length ball gown in white lace; an organza shin-length tea dress; a Chanel-esque woolen suit; an ankle-length duster in shot silk. Gwendolyn didn’t know Miss Young well enough yet to anticipate what she’d say, so all she could do was wait.

      Everyone in the department said she was one of the most professional actresses in Hollywood. The woman had a television show to put together, so she wasn’t likely to be sitting at home leafing through magazines.

      Gwendolyn pulled Marcus’s latest letter from her purse. He opened with “Buona sera di Roma” in uncharacteristically wobbly penmanship—a sure sign that he had been tipsy when he wrote it.

      “So sorry!”

      Loretta Young sailed through the swinging doors looking chic in a dark plum pencil skirt and matching jacket, perfect hair and makeup. She held out her hand. “You must be Gwendolyn Brick?”

      Gwendolyn shook it. “It’s so nice to meet you in person, Miss Young.”

      “We’re going to be working closely together so you must call me Loretta.” She half-turned to the teenager trailing behind. “This is my daughter, Judy.” The girl forced a tight I-don’t-want-to-be-here smile.

      Loretta pulled off her gloves and stowed them in her handbag, which she deposited on Gwendolyn’s chair. “I’m dying to see what you’ve come up with.”

      Gwendolyn laid out the four sketches on her table and stood back to let the actress study them. Gwendolyn looked over at Judy, who’d parked herself in a chair next to the water cooler. She pulled out a paperback and started reading it with an air that fell somewhere between resigned and resentful.

      Loretta tapped a freshly lacquered nail to her pointed chin and tsked. “I’m afraid none of these will do.”

      Two days to complete four sketches for someone she’d never met was like driving at night with the headlights switched off. Not an insurmountable hurdle, but hardly the best way to get the job done.

      Gwendolyn ran her finger back and forth along her collar until she had stifled the urge to scream. “When we spoke on the phone, you said I had carte blanche to create anything⁠—”

      “I don’t think I said that,” Loretta broke in.

      Gwendolyn looked down at her sketches, unsure how to respond.

      “But you did, Mother.” Loretta’s daughter dropped The Snake Pit into her lap. “I was there when you took that call.”

      “Judy,” Loretta warned.

      “Those were your actual words: carte blanche. So you can’t⁠—”

      “That’s enough.” Loretta turned to Gwendolyn. “There’s going to be a door. I’ll open it onto the set and sweep through, make a little turn to close it behind me, and then I’ll walk directly toward the camera. What I want is something that will catch the lights, flare out as I spin, and swirl about me as I move.”

      Gwendolyn pointed to the ball gown sketch. “Ball gowns are made to sweep and swirl.”

      “The set is a cozy little den, as though I’m inviting the audience into my home. Nobody wears a ball gown in a den.”

      And that’s the sort of information that would’ve been handy forty-eight hours ago.

      “In addition to which—” Loretta flicked the swatch of white lace “—the dress can be anything but white because the door I sweep through is white, so I don’t want to be lost against it. But other than that, I want you to feel free to create whatever you wish.”

      But not a ball gown, a tea dress, a suit, or a duster. Or anything in white.

      Loretta bit down on her lower lip as her large gray eyes narrowed in concentration. “What I meant was, anything but an empire cut. I do not look good in high-waisted dresses.”

      There was nothing in Gwendolyn’s sketches that remotely suggested empire cuts.

      “And when I say anything but white, I mean nothing light-colored. Nothing pale, so no pastels, either. Any sort of neckline is fine but I’d prefer no halter necks and nothing squared. One-shoulder designs are acceptable, and while I’m not a fan of Queen Anne necklines, let’s not discount them altogether. As for patterns, polka dots are rarely flattering, in my opinion. Tiny dots might be okay, but no larger than a dime. Other shapes, like stars or leaves or feathers, can work wonderfully well. That is, of course, unless⁠—”

      “Oh, Mother, please!” Judy tossed her paperback onto her chair and started crossing the room. “Like it or not, your movie career is behind you.”

      Loretta looked around, relieved to see they were alone. “I hardly think you’re qualified⁠—”

      “Look who they paired you with on that last picture at Universal. John Forsythe is a nice guy, but he’s just a TV actor. Virtually a nobody.”

      “Must you remind me?”

      “Have you heard about Betty Grable?” Judy persisted. “I sat next to a couple of secretaries in the commissary yesterday and one of them was saying that Betty’s next movie is called Three for the Show, and they’re casting some guy called Jack Lemmon. Another TV actor.”

      Loretta pressed her lips together and scratched the back of her neck, careful to look anywhere but at her daughter.

      “You’re forty now, Mother. Your leading lady days?” She snapped her fingers. “Pffft!”

      Loretta raised an eyebrow at Gwendolyn. “My daughter, the psychic.”

      “I’m just a realist,” Judy said. “If you want to continue acting, your future’s in television. You may as well embrace it instead of putting up all these restrictions.”

      Loretta and Judy glared at each other in a way that told Gwendolyn they’d had this quarrel before.

      A trio of seamstresses entered the room laughing about Robert Wagner’s ridiculous wig, their arms filled with medieval costumes from Prince Valiant. It didn’t take them long to read the tension. They deposited the leather tunics and chainmail armor on the nearest workbench and hurried away.

      Judy returned to her chair. “They’re doing retakes for River of No Return on Stage Seven and I’m going to watch.”

      Loretta jammed her hands on her hips. “I doubt that Mr. Negulesco⁠—”

      “He told me I was welcome at any time.” Judy threw her book into her purse, and strode to the swing doors. “I’ll see you at home.”

      “I’m sorry you had to hear that,” Loretta told Gwendolyn. “And on our first day together.”

      “I’ve heard worse.”

      Loretta ran a fingertip down the side of the tea dress sketch and along the bottom. “What do you think?”

      “I think your daughter has a thing or two to learn in the art of diplomacy.”

      Loretta smiled weakly. “She’s been at a loose end since graduating high school. I thought perhaps if I brought her with me to the studio, she might find . . .” She fluttered her eyelashes and let out a little sigh. “Everything changes when an actress turns forty.” Her voice took on a fragility she usually saved for the emotional scenes in her movies.

      “It’s not fair, is it?” Gwendolyn said.

      “If you’re Gary Cooper or John Wayne or Jimmy Stewart, who cares if you’re forty—or sixty? Those roles keep on coming down the pipeline. But once a woman steps over a certain line in the sand, they’re looking at the twenty-year-old who just stepped off the bus from Omaha. They look at you and think to themselves We could get her to play the mother.”

      “This is a big change for you,” Gwendolyn said gently. You and me both.

      Not too long ago, Gwendolyn had been running her own Sunset Strip boutique, famous for its signature fragrance. But then she fell afoul of a squalid rag called Confidential. She had been relieved, therefore, when Fox’s leading costumer, Billy Travilla, had hired her to work at the studio’s costuming department. He wanted her on hand to help wrangle an increasingly erratic Marilyn Monroe, as well as assist on pieces for other movies. All this on top of designing for Letter to Loretta.

      What she hadn’t counted on was having to deal with a capricious star unprepared for the transition out of romantic leading roles in feature films and into hosting a television show.

      “May I be frank?” Gwendolyn ventured. For my sanity as much as yours.

      “By all means.”

      “I believe your daughter’s not far off the mark.”

      “I probably don’t want to hear this, but go on.”

      “I think you’ve been handed an opportunity. Look at Lucille Ball. The other day I read in TV Guide that more people watch I Love Lucy every week than saw her last seven movies combined. If this show is a hit, you could be seen by millions. And if that’s the case, you get to make a wow of an entrance every week and countless people will see it.”

      “The big entrance at the top of the show? That was my idea.”

      “And it was a good one.” Gwendolyn brushed her sketches off the table and onto the floor. “Let’s start from scratch.” She took a blank sheet and drew two vertical lines down the page, then wrote YES at the head of the left-hand column, NO in the middle, and MAYBE on the right. “We make a list of what looks good on you, and what doesn’t, and what’s up for negotiation.”

      Loretta’s shoulders slumped. “What if I change my mind?”

      “That’s what erasers are for. We’ve got ten days to create an eye-catching gown that will allow you to make such an entrance that America will be forced to tune in the following week to see what you’ll be wearing. So tell me, what goes at the top of the YES list?”

      Loretta stared bleakly at Gwendolyn’s paper. “I’d prefer my career was based on acting ability and not how I looked in a new frock.”

      And I’d prefer to be designing Marilyn Monroe’s wardrobe in There’s No Business Like Show Business, but we’ll take what we can and be happy with it otherwise we’ll go nuts wishing for a life that used to be. If I can say goodbye to Chez Gwendolyn, you can say goodbye to movies.

      Gwendolyn tapped the tip of her pencil on the YES she’d printed across the first column. “Shall we begin?”
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      The alabaster tower of the Carthay Circle Theatre blazed like a Roman candle under the four searchlights trained on its whitewashed walls.

      Kathryn handed her car keys to the parking valet. Roman candle, she thought. That’s not bad. She pulled out her notepad and jotted it down.

      When she’d first heard that the director of Roman Holiday had cast a newcomer called Audrey Hepburn, she had made the rookie mistake of dismissing the unknown out of hand. Casting nobodies in starring roles wasn’t unprecedented, but the idea flopped more often than it flourished.

      The chances of this European greenhorn making good opposite Gregory Peck, who was coming off his David and Bathsheba smash were slim at best. Kathryn had taken to calling her The Other Hepburn in her column until she’d learned that the girl had starred on Broadway in Gigi and that her mother was a Dutch baroness, so her role as a European princess wasn’t too much of a stretch.

      Chastened for her curt assumption, Kathryn had paid more attention as production photos of the movie started to circulate, showing a poised Hepburn blooming under William Wyler’s astute guidance. By the time the movie was ready for its unveiling, the entire world was primed to see what this swan was all about.

      Kathryn waved to the rowdy moviegoers installed on wooden bleachers. An usher in a black-and-red uniform pulled the door open and welcomed her with a program. She accepted it with a nod and stepped inside. The face of her beau, Leo Presnell, loomed above the heads of invitees assembling around the crowded foyer.

      He kissed her cheek. “You’re right on time.” He seemed surprised.

      “You make it sound like I’m not punctual!” She swiped him across the shoulder with her program. “I’ll have a manhattan, and make it snappy.”

      Leo pointed to the bar, where a matching pair of cocktails was set up next to a bowl of peanuts.

      “Does this mean you’re thoughtful or that I’m predictable?”

      He pressed his hand to the small of her back and nudged her toward the bar. “It means we know each other very well.”

      The manhattan wasn’t as chilled as she liked it, but the bartender had blended the bourbon and vermouth perfectly. Kathryn took a second sip and exhaled slowly with a low groan, letting the tension of the day leak out of her.

      She knew she had taken a risk earlier that afternoon when she rode the elevator to the seventh floor of 510 Spring Street, where the National Council of Negro Women kept their offices.

      A month ago, when Kathryn had stepped in front of a radio microphone to sabotage evangelist Sheldon Voss’s scam to bilk thousands of dollars from unsuspecting believers, the Council had been the first worthwhile cause that came to her mind. It was run by a formidable no-nonsense type named Mrs. Cornelia Wyatt, who welcomed Kathryn with a hug to her substantial bosom and insisted they share a cup of “the best damned coffee you’ll find west of Little Italy.” Alongside the coffee, Mrs. Wyatt had set down a slice of rhubarb pie big enough to choke the last four winners at Santa Anita.

      “It must have taken you ladies a week to count all those quarters,” Kathryn had told her.

      “The grand total came to $8,137.25—you should have seen our faces.”

      “I wish I’d been here to witness it for myself.”

      “Miss Massey, you can’t begin to know the good that money will do among black folk all over the state.”

      As heartwarming as that was to learn, Kathryn had been there to test a theory. “You should tell Sheldon Voss.”

      Mrs. Wyatt sneered. “Oh honey, the decision to donate those funds had nothing to do with that no-account hustler.”

      Kathryn swallowed a chunk of melt-in-the-mouth deliciousness. “You think Sheldon Voss is a charlatan?”

      “I know it, and I know you know it.” Mrs. Wyatt spooned sugar into her coffee and stirred it leisurely. “We don’t often receive manna from heaven, so when it comes our way, we’re not disposed to question the whys and wherefores. But between you, me, and my rhubarb pie, we knew that money was intended for the eighth floor.”

      Kathryn knew a rat when she smelled one and she’d been smelling one since she learned where Voss’s Quarter Cans were supposed to be delivered. “The eighth floor is why I’m here. It houses the FBI, doesn’t it?”

      Mrs. Wyatt closed her office door; the chatter of typewriters and telephones dropped away. “Officially, the eighth and ninth floors of our building are unoccupied, but we hear them walking around, sometimes yelling fit to wake Beelzebub himself. Those agents, they’re all cut from the same cookie mold. They think they blend in, but they don’t. When you’re riding the elevator with a Bureau boy, you know it.”

      “Do you ever speak with any of them?” Kathryn asked.

      “We ain’t nothing but a bunch of black women, but I’ll tell you something for nothing: word around the building is that the FBI’s LA office has gone rogue.”

      Kathryn pushed away the rest of her pie; she simply couldn’t finish such a huge wedge. “You don’t say.”

      “The week ahead of Voss’s broadcast, this building was swarming with Voss Vanguards mixing with them Bureau boys. They were in cahoots and ain’t nobody going to tell me any different.”

      “Has Voss ever shown his face around here?”

      The woman’s mouth flattened into a determined line. “I’m not about to let some two-faced hustler like that claw back one single quarter. Not that that’s likely, considering what’s happened.”

      After Voss’s Sea to Shining Sea March, which had culminated in a tent revival meeting in MacArthur Park, Kathryn had expected Voss would announce a new venture. Perhaps another march from California back to Washington, DC, or a radio show, or maybe he’d build his own church. But instead, the most publicity-hungry media celebrity of 1953 had disappeared like he’d been nothing more than a mass hallucination.

      Both the public and the press—Kathryn included—began to speculate whether Voss’s vanishing act was a replay of Aimee Semple McPherson’s “disappearance,” when she resurfaced a few weeks later with a patently phony kidnapping story.

      But Voss was too wily, too greedy, and far too egotistical to stay out of sight for long. Kathryn hoped Cornelia might have had a Voss sighting she was keeping to herself—Kathryn was desperate to find the guy. Minutes before she’d walked on stage to announce his “donation,” Voss had admitted to Kathryn that he’d helped frame her father’s conviction for treason. As far as she was concerned, Voss was the reason why Thomas Danford was in Sing Sing and only he held the key to getting her father exonerated.

      Voss going to ground was a wrinkle she hadn’t counted on. But nor was this information that the LA office was playing outside the FBI rule book. Could she use it as leverage?

      “Bad day?” Leo asked, snapping Kathryn back into the present. She hadn’t shared with him what she’d learned since the night of the meeting. She felt like she was wading into a murky pit of morally questionable quicksand. The more she shielded him from it, the quicker he could claim ignorance in case the situation became dire.

      “Kathryn, my darling! How are you?”

      Edith Head emerged from the crowd, her arms outstretched.

      “I hear your work on Roman Holiday is Oscar-worthy,” Kathryn said.

      “We’ll see,” Edith responded, feigning indifference. “That girl is all bones and long limbs, so it was a challenge to camouflage her flaws.”

      “If the production stills are anything to go by, I’d say you’ve pulled it off.”

      “Only if it works on screen.” Edith permitted herself an inscrutable smile. “Of course, I’ve encountered no such problems with Grace on To Catch a Thief.”

      The other big news over the summer of ’53 was how Alfred Hitchcock had lured Cary Grant out of self-imposed retirement. Cary had declared that the rise of Method actors like Marlon Brando meant that moviegoers were no longer interested in seeing his style of screen acting. Six months later Hitchcock cast him opposite Grace Kelly.

      “As soon as Grace walked into my office,” Edith went on, “I had inspiration for half a dozen outfits. If I couldn’t use them in the movie, I knew any of them could be part of her press junket wardrobe. We’re a match made in heaven. Her words, not mine.”

      The front doors of the Carthay Circle Theater swished opened and a thick knot of people marched in. At its center stood the svelte figure of Audrey Hepburn in a white strapless dress.

      “She really is like a swan, isn’t she?” Kathryn commented. “That beautiful, long neck.” Now that she could see The Other Hepburn in person, Kathryn felt bad for having dismissed her so cavalierly.

      “She’s a sweet little thing,” Edith said. “How she’ll survive the minefields of Hollywood is anyone’s guess.”

      A semicircle of flashbulbs besieged Hepburn.

      “Someone needs to hand her a cheeseburger.” Kathryn took out her notebook again and scribbled down a few observations. “Look at those collarbones.”

      “She confided in me how hard it is for her to keep the weight on. Chronic starvation during the war, apparently.”

      Hepburn caught sight of Edith and gave a little wave. She glided her hand down the white tulle and gave Edith the thumbs-up. She looked like she wanted to stop for a chat, but the momentum of her entourage propelled her into the auditorium.

      Kathryn finished off the last of her manhattan, bid Edith farewell, and took Leo’s arm.

      Paramount had allocated them seats in the eleventh row, directly behind James Mason, who was about to start work on Judy Garland’s A Star is Born remake at Warners. He was keenly aware that he’d gotten the part of Norman Maine after more than a dozen actors had knocked it back, including Bogart, Flynn, and Peck. He’d told Kathryn he was going to give the best he could to what was probably a thankless role in the shadow of a towering talent like Garland making her comeback.

      They were still chatting when the house lights went down and the credits began to roll. The travelogue of images around Rome—the Colosseum, the Forum, Vatican City—reminded Kathryn how deeply she missed Marcus. To anyone who didn’t know him better, his frequent letters told of an enchanted life: three-hour lunches of mouth-watering pasta and smooth chianti, sunset walks through the gardens of the Villa Borghese, people-watching on the Piazza Navona. But she also knew of a recent trans-Atlantic phone call. Marcus’s frustration over being trapped in Rome seeped between the lines.

      Around about the scene where Gregory Peck shocks Audrey Hepburn by pretending to have lost his hand in the Mouth of Truth, Kathryn’s attention began to splinter from the charming romantic comedy unspooling on the screen.

      A four-word phrase repeated over and over in her head.

      To Catch a Thief.

      To Catch a Thief.

      To Catch a Thief.

      Sheldon Voss was a thief. She didn’t believe for a minute that he was gone for good. Ruthless shysters like that aren’t easily thwarted. But he had hidden himself away so well that nobody could find him. If Kathryn was going to get her father exonerated, she had to do it by either luring Voss out of hiding or sending someone on his trail. A job like that took a professional.

      Her mind turned to the private eye she had employed to look into Voss’s murky past. When she’d first met Dudley Hartman, she hadn’t been immediately impressed. She’d been hoping for a bulldog, but he’d struck her as more of a basset hound. He did come up with the goods, though.

      “It’s time I paid Mr. Hartman another visit,” she muttered to herself.

      Leo leaned over. “What’s that, dear?”

      “This movie makes me want to go to Rome for another visit.”

      Maybe it doesn’t take a thief to catch a thief. Perhaps it only needs a clever trap.
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      Darryl Zanuck had called Marcus right after Fox launched The Robe, still euphoric from how his first CinemaScope movie had already grossed a record-breaking $35,000. Then he’d sobered up and told Marcus to take notes “because this is costing me five bucks for every ten seconds.”

      As Negulesco had predicted, Zanuck wanted photos of Rome. “Tons and tons. Every part of the city, every time of day; scenic panoramas, fountains, piazzas, parks, Roman ruins, as well as any old-time building you see with atmosphere. Give me local color, too. Outdoor markets, pretty girls, Italian lovers, handsome slickers—but not any of those greaseball types. Make sure they’re good-looking, like Rossano Brazzi. Beefcake for the gals and cheesecake for the guys.”

      Marcus assured him he knew exactly what he wanted. “Anything else?”

      The pause that followed set Zanuck back nearly five bucks. “I need you to find an apartment.”

      “Any specific area or size?”

      “It’s gotta be in a classy area, preferably not too far from Cinecittà. But I want a penthouse, y’understand? I can’t stand to hear people walking around above me.”

      “How many bedrooms?”

      A three-dollar pause. “Two bedrooms, two bathrooms.”

      “That might be tricky. Most places have a shared bathroom down the hallway.”

      “When money is no object, trust me, doors always open.”

      “Sure,” Marcus said. “When do you think you’ll go into production?”

      “What?”

      “Isn’t this for The Egyptian?”

      “How the hell did you figure that out?”

      Marcus didn’t want to get Jean Negulesco into trouble for blabbing outside school. “I pal around with Kathryn Massey. She gives me the inside scoop from time to time. And with your Robe success, I put two and two together.”

      Zanuck grunted. “Start shopping around for possibilities.”

      “Certainly.” Marcus let two dollars’ worth of trans-Atlantic static fill Zanuck’s ear. “And then do I get to come home, free from the blacklist and the graylist?”

      Another grunt came down the line, but it was more of a begrudging Yeah, okay.

      Marcus was midway through his thanks when Zanuck hung up.

      The next day a telegram advised Marcus that a wire transfer for three hundred dollars awaited him at the American Express office near the Spanish Steps. Three hundred bucks bought a hell of a lot of linguini. He could easily afford better accommodations than Signora Scatena’s modest pensione, but how long was this money supposed to last? A week? A month? Until Christmas?

      With this much uncertainty and very little left in his Hollywood bank account, Marcus elected to stay put. His closet was perfect for a darkroom, and nobody made stuffed zucchini flowers like the signora.

      He spent the next couple of weeks capturing the damp San Callisto catacombs on the Appian Way, the countless columns of the Vatican City, and every breathtaking vista and charming nook tucked into secluded squares in between. Each day he’d venture out with ten rolls filling his Florentine leather courier bag. If Zanuck wanted magnificent shots of Rome, Marcus would make sure his publicity department got a proverbial embarrassment of riches.

      But for all his zigzagging, he saw few signs that anybody had a penthouse for rent. The few that he found turned out to be converted attics—a far cry from the lavish penthouse where Zanuck was planning to stash his “protégée.”

      But no matter where he was—strolling the gardens of the Villa Borghese or sampling every café that dotted Trastevere—he avoided Piazza Colonna. That is, until one warm Thursday afternoon late in September when, after he’d visited every fountain, outlook, and temple worth photographing, Marcus had once again felt the magnetic pull of those ornately carved doors.

      He told himself he’d walk past once and once only. And he’d give the doors a quick glance to see if the priests had reattached that broken angel.

      The street wasn’t as busy as it had been the day he and Negulesco had wandered by. Most of the cafés had survived the lunch rush and were now catering to tourists looking to revive their spirits with a plate of cannoli.

      The angel was back in place, but fragments of wood had splintered away, allowing gobs of dried glue to dribble onto an eight-stringed lyre directly below.

      A deep longing to see Oliver overcame him.

      One more time. I need a final goodbye—no, I deserve one.

      He lifted the hinged brass doorknocker and banged it, hard as he could, three times. When that drew no response, he cupped his hands around his mouth.

      “C’è qualcuno dentro?” Is anybody inside?

      He knocked again. “Voglio parlare con qualcuno.” I want to speak with someone.

      The doors remained closed.

      “You must shout more loud to get the attention.”

      The guy Marcus had encountered the last time was dressed in the same dark blue suit, but now he wore an altogether different expression. More bemused, less furious.

      “Excuse me?” Marcus said.

      “You must make the noise with all your muscles.”

      He was more handsome when he wasn’t scowling. He possessed the full face of a man who enjoyed his fettuccine Alfredo, but was saved by a well-defined jawline and a Kirk Douglas cleft in his chin.

      “You mean with my shoe?” The guy pulled his brows together until Marcus fingered the broken angel. “I was watching when you did this.”

      “I was very angry.”

      “Two people can make more noise than one,” Marcus said.

      The guy stared at the door, the angel, then back at Marcus. He leaped the four steps that separated them. “If we are together, we can make two times more sound. If you hit the—what is this called in English?”

      “Doorknocker.”

      “Si! You bang-bang-bang with the doorknocker, and I—” he pulled off a polished black leather shoe “—bang-bang-bang with this. Together we will be very loud!”

      “Try not to break an angel,” Marcus said. “It might be bad luck.”

      The man’s face lit up. Marcus had never encountered such vibrant hazel eyes flecked with moss green. “Ha! No breaked angels today. My name is Domenico.”

      “Marcus.”

      They shook hands.

      Marcus lifted the heavy brass handle and started beating a slow, regular rhythm. Domenico grappled his shoe like a hammer and struck it against the wood in time with Marcus. After a dozen blows, he called out, “FACCI ENTRARE!” LET US IN! “Faster!” he told Marcus, and accelerated the pace.

      “FACCI ENTRARE! FACCI ENTRARE! FACCI ENTRARE!”

      They’d been going at it for a few minutes when the left-side door squeaked open and a horse-faced monk with a shaved head squinted through the crack. He whispered at them, too hoarse and low for Marcus to catch, but the GO-AWAY! tone needed no translation.

      Marcus shoved his foot into the gap. He pushed past the startled monk and stepped inside a stone foyer dense with dank, stale air. A single naked bulb lit the space; its woeful light barely reached the corners.

      “Questo è un oltraggio,” the monk protested. “Dovete andare immediatamente!”

      “Speak English,” Domenico said. “This gentleman is from America.”

      The monk sneered at Marcus and then turned back to his fellow Roman. “You are not welcome here. This is sacred ground. You must go!” He reached for the iron door handle but Domenico brushed his hand away.

      “I am here to see Jacopo Galano and I will not leave until I have. My American friend is here to see—” He looked at Marcus expectantly.

      “Oliver Trenton,” Marcus said, crossing his arms.

      The monk strained to achieve an ingratiating smile. “When our students enter this seminary, they change their names. Whoever they were out there—” he poked a bony finger over Marcus’s shoulder “—it makes no difference in here.”

      Marcus asked, “How many Americans have you accepted in the past five years?”

      Comprehension filtered through the monk’s dark eyes. “Ah! L’americano! Si.”

      “Where is he?” Marcus’s eyes had grown used to the murky light. He spotted a narrow staircase made of the same cold, gray stone curving upwards to the left. He dashed to the foot of the stairwell. “OLIVER! OLIVER TRENTON!” The heavy stillness of the place swallowed his voice.

      “Silencio! Your friend is no longer here.” The monk fluttered a patronizing eye toward Domenico. “And your friend is also not here.”

      “How can you be sure?”

      “The seminary closed at the start of summer. All students and graduates have been moved to other monasteries.”

      “But you must have a record of where each man was sent,” Marcus said.

      “The decisions come from a department within the Vatican. We receive the orders and we obey them.”

      Domenico wore a hangdog expression that Marcus wouldn’t have suspected possible a few minutes ago. “We are too late.”

      “So that’s it?” Marcus asked.

      “They could be any place in Italy.”

      “Any place in the world where God’s work is needed.” The sliver of light hitting the gray stone floor widened as the heavy door squeaked fully open. “Your friends are in God’s care now.”

      

      Marcus shielded his eyes from the bright afternoon light as Domenico drew in a lungful of fresh air. He let it out slowly as he pointed to the four-story column standing in the middle of the square. “Do you know the name?”

      Marcus shook his head.

      “In Italian we call it La Colonna di Marco Aurelio.”

      “The Column of Marcus Aurelius?”

      Domenico rubbed his palms together. “And on the other side of the square, past la colonna, do you see Café Aurelio? They serve the best zabaglione in the city. I will buy you one and you will see for yourself how delizioso it is. And we will wash it down with a macchiato—no!” He snapped his fingers and grinned. “A caffè americano! Come!”

      Marcus knew when he was in the presence of a fellow queer. He felt a sense, almost a vibration, and this guy oozed it from every pore. He followed Domenico to the café and sat down next to him in a pair of matching red-and-white chairs. Keeping his eyes on the Marcus Aurelius column, he cleared his throat. “So, this Jacopo guy you wanted to see. Is he your brother?”

      “He is my lover.”

      The Catholic Church dominated every aspect of Italian life, shaping its rhythms, guiding its habits. Its teachings on homosexuality being what they were, Marcus had noticed a stealthy furtiveness to the local queers. The exchange of intense looks was still there, lingering a heartbeat longer than was polite, but it was rarely taken further than a discreet smile and backward glance. However, this guy didn’t hesitate to state the facts, plain as day.

      Domenico smiled. “But you guessed that, no?”

      “I did.”

      “And Oliver, he is your boyfriend?”

      “Was.”

      “Hmmmm. I suppose we should use the past tense now.”

      Their waiter arrived with zabaglione served in an oversized martini glass. Domenico lifted his metal spoon. “This was Jacopo’s favorite dessert. In his honor, and in the honor of Oliver, we bid farewell!” He tapped the glass three times.

      Marcus sat up. “Why did you do that?”

      “Do what?”

      “The way you hit the glass three times.”

      Domenico’s eyes widened. “You know the word amore, yes? A! Mo! Re!” He pinged the glass stem three times again. “We did it when we were alone.”

      “Oliver and I had something similar.” He thought about the cufflink he’d lost at the Trevi Fountain.

      Domenico laid his spoon next to his coffee cup and fixed Marcus with a penetrating look. “You americanos. You take it most serious.”

      “We do?”

      “Life. Money. Food. Time.” He laid his hand on Marcus’s wrist, wrapped his fingers around it, and gently squeezed. “Love.”

      Admit it, Marcus told himself. His hand feels nice. He said, “I don’t know about that,” and immediately regretted it when Domenico withdrew his hand.

      “When was the last time you saw your lover?”

      Marcus could feel his face flush. “Three years, give or take.”

      Domenico almost choked on his coffee. “Years?”

      “I know. I must learn to let go.”

      An awkward silence followed until Domenico said, “I have made you feel uncomfortable. Please accept my apologies.”

      Marcus tasted his first mouthful of zabaglione. “This is custard!”

      “Yes, but zabaglione sounds better, no?”

      Marcus wished the guy would return his hand to his wrist but the moment had passed. “So tell me, Domenico,” he said, “what do you do for a living?”

      “I work in the movies. I am the man with the big mouth who orders extras to line up over here and spread out over there.”

      “I have a sister who does that same job.”

      “In Hollywood?”

      “Columbia Studios.”

      “Rita Hayworth and Glenn Ford!”

      The zabaglione was velvety smooth and not too sweet. “Have you worked at Cinecittà?” Marcus asked.

      “I have.”

      “I was working there this summer.”

      Domenico slowly pulled his spoon from between his full lips. “Three Coins in the Fountain.”

      “How did you know that?”

      “I noticed you around. Always with your eye pressed to your camera. Always so intent on your job.”

      Marcus blushed like a virgin at the senior prom. He’d forgotten how it felt to have been noticed from afar, and experiencing it again gave him a warm, floaty sensation.
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      Gwendolyn held up the organdy gown printed with snapdragons. “What do you think?”

      Judy Lewis nodded. “Mom adores everything you’ve made for her. But you must know that, the way she gushes.”

      Gwendolyn threaded a mahogany hanger through the gown’s shoulders. Gushes?

      When Loretta had seen the gown for week one, her mouth said “yes” but her eyes said, “Perhaps this’ll be okay, after all.”

      Week two’s gown—a full-skirted tea dress in dark apricot—had brought a smile tinged with hesitation.

      Gwendolyn’s third gown was a tight sheath in puce wool. It didn’t flurry around her like the previous two, but it displayed Loretta’s hard-won figure in all the right places. It had earned an enthusiastic nod, but no gush.

      “You’ve got a good eye for what works on her.” Judy held a stray organdy off-cut in front of her mouth like an Arabian veil. “Do I look like Mata Hari?”

      With the bottom half of your face hidden, you look like your father.

      The true paternity of Loretta Young’s “adopted” daughter had been the topic of conversation around poolside canasta at the Garden, but the discussion always ended with “But of course I’m certainly not going to be the one to tell the poor girl that her father is Clark Gable.”

      “Scheherazade,” Gwendolyn said.

      “Even better!”

      Judy twisted the organdy through her fingers. It was a nervous habit she succumbed to whenever she hung around the costuming department waiting for her mother.

      Gwendolyn started collecting loose threads. “No college for you?”

      “I don’t think it’s necessary for what I—” She caught herself with a sharp inhale.

      “What do you want to do?”

      “Promise you won’t tell her?”

      “If you can’t tell your mother what you want to do with your life, perhaps you ought to rethink your plan.”

      “I have to pick the right opportunity.” She discarded the material. “We’re always fighting, or making up, or maintaining a tentative truce until the next argument.”

      Gwendolyn rested a hip against the worktable. “My friend Kathryn and her mother are like that.”

      Judy snuck a peek at the far end of the room where a clutch of seamstresses hunched over Egyptian slave girl costumes. “You know what it’s like, then.”

      Gwendolyn bent forward, creating a more intimate space. “In a second-hand sort of way.”

      “I want to be an—actress.” She pushed the word out like it was hooker or murderess.

      “I’m guessing from your tone that your mother won’t approve.”

      “Not for a second.”

      Gwendolyn rested her chin in her palm, the way she often did whenever Kathryn came to her, wailing about Francine. “She seems to have done pretty well out of the acting game.”

      Judy frowned. “She’ll see me as competition.”

      “I doubt that,” Gwendolyn said. “She’s got this TV show now, and it’s rating its patootie off.” Loretta’s gambit to spend a sizable chunk of the budget on her entrance had proven to be astute. Each week the show pulled in more and more viewers keen to see what she wore. “And besides, you’re eighteen. You’re hardly likely to be going up for the same roles.”

      “Actresses don’t think that way. Every pair of legs in a tight skirt is viewed as competition.”

      A studio messenger rushed into the room, “Gwendolyn Brick?” He deposited a note in front of her without saying a word and left as briskly as he had arrived.

      

      Free for lunch? Please say yes. Meet me in the commissary? 12.30? Don’t be late. I hate sitting there all by myself. MM xoxoxo

      

      Gwendolyn grabbed her purse. “If your mother shows up while I’m gone, tell her the dress is nearly done but if she wants to try it on, she should watch for pins. And if you want my opinion, she might not be overjoyed about the idea of you giving acting a go, but I doubt it’ll be for the reasons you think.”

      

      Gwendolyn found Marilyn Monroe seated at a table in the middle of the bustling commissary trying to avoid spilling beef broth on her glittering red-and-gold costume.

      She spotted Gwendolyn and pointed to a second bowl. Gwendolyn was hungry for more substantial fare, but the wistfulness in Marilyn’s face made her rush right over.

      They exchanged a brief kiss.

      “It’s wonderful to see you,” Marilyn exclaimed, “I’ve been back from Canada for three weeks and we haven’t had a chance to catch up!”

      “They keep me real busy.” Gwendolyn sampled the soup. It was the thinnest broth she’d ever tasted; the bowl probably didn’t have more than twenty calories.

      “Isn’t it nutso?” Marilyn said. “You and me working at the same studio?”

      Whatever trouble Marilyn had experienced on the Canadian location shoot for her next movie didn’t seem to have left a mark. She glowed like a klieg light.

      “How’s River of No Return going?” Gwendolyn asked. “I hear you and Otto Preminger didn’t get along so good.”

      Marilyn rolled her eyes. “Frankenstein with dysentery would be a gentleman compared to Preminger. I was not looking forward to the reshoots. When I learned that he’s moved on to Carmen Jones, I almost sent his leading lady a note. ‘Good luck, Dorothy Dandridge!’”

      “What’s next for you?”

      Marilyn pushed away her bowl. She was only halfway through it. Surely she was still hungry. Or, cinched into a dress like that, maybe peeing was too hard to risk eating more.

      “That’s what I wanted to see you about. The How to Marry a Millionaire premiere is coming up and I desperately need something to wear.”

      “But surely Billy Travilla will be⁠—”

      “Word has come from high above that he’s only to work on my screen costumes. I was distraught until I heard that you were on board. Do you think I could come over to your place and bounce around some ideas?”

      Every photographer in town would be jostling to capture Marilyn’s arrival. If she wore a Gwendolyn creation, it might be enough to lift her profile inside the studio.

      “Hello!” Loretta materialized in front of them like Constance Bennett in Topper. “Sorry to interrupt, but I was so thrilled with the new dress that I had to come find you. We haven’t met yet, have we?” she asked Marilyn as she laid her tray on their table. “I’m Loretta. Mind if I join you?”

      Even in a room packed with people used to seeing stars all day long, the sight of Loretta Young and Marilyn Monroe seated together made heads turn in their direction.

      “I’m sorry that I haven’t seen your television show yet,” Marilyn told Loretta. “I hear it’s very good.”

      Loretta lifted a bowl of the same beef broth from her tray and set it in front of her. “It was a bear to get off the ground, but now that we have, it’s skipping along nicely.”

      Sitting across from an It Girl of the past trying to impress an It Girl of the future, Gwendolyn realized that, even inside the citadel, women like these two still played the game.

      Gwendolyn thought about Judy. Growing up in the shadow of a movie-star mother, surely she’d witnessed the price that Hollywood exacted from its women. At least she knew first-hand what she was letting herself in for.

      “Haven’t you?”

      Gwendolyn blinked at Loretta. “I’m sorry, what?”

      “I was saying you’ve probably already conjured a bunch of ideas for Marilyn’s premiere.”

      “Yes, I have.” No, I haven’t. See? Even I play the game.

      A twenty-year-old kid with a nervous twitch approached their table. “Miss Monroe?”

      Marilyn knitted her brows. “Ready for me so soon?”

      “Makeup’ll need you in about ten minutes.”

      “Thanks, T.J. Tell Ben I’ll be right over.” She turned back to Loretta and Gwendolyn. “Sorry ladies, but with reshoots cutting into the budget, poor Mr. Negulesco is under pressure to get them done as quickly as possible.” She made a point of shaking Loretta’s hand. “It’s been a pleasure, Miss Young.”

      Loretta smiled but did not ask Marilyn to call her by her first name. Every pair of legs in a tight skirt is viewed as competition.

      Marilyn pulled at her corset and set off for the exit, oblivious—or pretending to be—to every eye in the cafeteria following her.

      “Gracious!” Loretta exclaimed. “That lass sure is something.”

      Gwendolyn wanted to reassure Loretta that she herself was still something, but another messenger appeared at their table.

      “Can I help you, young man?”

      “I’m here to see Miss Brick.”

      “Oh.” Loretta’s gray eyes lost their focus.

      “I’m the new messenger for Mr. Zanuck,” the kid said. “He wants to see you this afternoon.”

      Gwendolyn could feel Loretta scrutinize her face for signs of surprise. “When?”

      “Five o’clock sharp. His office.”

      “I’ll be there.”

      The two women watched the messenger boy retreat.

      “Why, Gwendolyn!” Loretta exclaimed. “Is your luncheon table always this eventful?”

      “Hardly.”

      “Are you and Zanuck . . . close?”

      Loretta tinged the brief hesitation near the end of her question with bitterness.

      “We’ve met a few times, but I’d be surprised if he could pull my name out of the air.”

      Marcus had put pen to paper as soon as he’d hung up from Zanuck, detailing how he was tasked with finding a secluded penthouse where Zanuck could schtup his mistress. The mistress had an odd name. What was it? Belle? Delle? Is that why I’m being summoned?

      “Apparently he can pull your name out of thin air.” Loretta filled her face with a sweet smile. “Perhaps you could do me a favor?”

      “If I can.”

      “There’s a picture in pre-production called A Woman’s World with Jean Negulesco directing. High gloss, very classy. There’s a part I’d be perfect for. I got my agent to let it be known that I want the role, but it appears to have gone nowhere. Perhaps you could bring it up when you see Zanuck this afternoon?”

      “I don’t even know why he’s summoned me.”

      “In case you can find a way, I’d appreciate it so very much.”

      Gwendolyn admired Loretta’s refusal to be tossed aside in favor of fresher faces, but if Zanuck cast her in a movie, it wouldn’t be because some peon like Gwendolyn Brick suggested it. On the other hand, Loretta had been at this game since before The Jazz Singer. At the very least, Gwendolyn would be doing her boss a favor.

      “I can try.”
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      Darryl Zanuck was selecting a pipe from a chrome rack behind his desk as Gwendolyn walked through the redwood door that opened into the mogul’s huge office. “Miss Brick, always a pleasure.” He indicated she could take either of the chairs in front of his desk.

      She smoothed her dress as she lowered herself into the closest one.

      “I need you.” His candor made the hair on the back of Gwendolyn’s neck stand up. “You and Monroe are friends, right?”

      “We were having lunch together when your messenger⁠—”

      “I know. Here’s my problem: she’s becoming difficult to manage. River of No Return has been a nightmare.”

      “The reshoots with Jean Negulesco have gone smoothly, so I don’t know that you can hold Marilyn solely responsible⁠—”

      “She’s heading down the same goddamn road that every actress with great tits and a modicum of success heads down. She’s already started showing up late, or not at all. She stumbles over her lines or blanks on them, fusses over her hair and makeup for hours.” He lit his pipe. “I need her to quit draining the budget of every movie I put her in.”

      “You want me to give her a talking-to? I can certainly try, but I doubt⁠—”

      “I need someone reporting every move she makes as soon as she makes it.”

      Gwendolyn had played enough poker to know that Zanuck was consciously refusing to blink.

      “You want me to spy on her.”

      During the war, the FBI had approached Kathryn to inform them if the people she worked with showed signs of falling prey to Communism. After one particularly stressful encounter, Kathryn had told Gwendolyn, “You don’t know how it feels to be forced to squeal on people you love and admire.” Gwendolyn was getting a taste of it just now, and it made her chest tighten.

      “Don’t think of it as spying.” Zanuck used a gentler tone but he still hadn’t blinked.

      “A rose by any other name, Mr. Zanuck.”

      “Quoting Shakespeare now, are we?”

      The guy played with his gold cigarette lighter. He was using it as a prop to control the conversation, and Gwendolyn resented how well the tactic worked.

      He picked from his tongue a loose sliver of tobacco that she suspected wasn’t there. “Confidential magazine ran an article that was so damaging, you had to close your store. The merchandise you couldn’t sell was offloaded at a highly discounted rate, which failed to cover what you owed your suppliers. Consequently, Miss Brick, you’re in debt. Quite deeply, I believe.”

      He pulled a long draw on his pipe and blinked his eyes with infuriatingly slow deliberation.

      Everything Zanuck said was true. Her holding a regular job at Twentieth Century-Fox had helped convince Gwendolyn’s bank manager to agree to pay off a fraction of her debt each week. It was going to take years, but at least it saved her from the ignominy of declaring bankruptcy.

      Was Zanuck threatening to fire her? Or blackball her from the industry? After watching Marcus struggle for so many years, Gwendolyn knew the consequences of non-cooperation.

      “I guess you leave me no choice.”

      “Oh, come now.” He jumped to his feet again, but stayed on his side of the desk. “Don’t look at me like I’m the Gestapo and you’re the French Resistance. I’m just asking you to keep your eyes and ears open. Especially DiMaggio. If you catch wind of her marrying that wop, you tell me immediately. And I want you to talk her out of it.”

      If Kathryn could worm out of her enforced obligations with the FBI, I can get around this egomaniac without losing my job. “I’ll do my best,” she told him, “but I’m not her mother.”

      Zanuck’s eyes crinkled with victory. “I hope not—I hear she’s crazy.”

      Gwendolyn propelled herself from the chair. “I can’t make any promises.”

      “Did I ask for any?”

      It was a fair point, but Gwendolyn was in no mood to concede defeat. “By the way, Loretta Young wants you to consider her for the lead in A Woman’s World.”

      Zanuck snorted. “Her? For a theatrical feature?”

      “She’s made over ninety pictures!”

      “In the eyes of the public, she’s now just a television actress.

      “You cast Jack Lemmon opposite Betty Grable and he’s a television actor.”

      “That’s different. Jack’s on his way up. Don’t worry, Miss Brick. You’ve done what you promised. You can assure your boss that you pleaded her case.”

      Gwendolyn took a step backward. The carpeting in Zanuck’s office was unusually plush and as she turned to go, her heel sank into the thick pile. She managed to recover before she stumbled back into the chair like a messy drunk at Ciro’s. With her back now turned to Zanuck, she wasn’t sure if he’d seen the expression on her face. She made a straight line for the exit and didn’t breathe again until she closed the massive redwood door behind her.
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      It was now a week since that day in the Piazza Colonna and the idea that someone had noticed him around Cinecittà still made Marcus smile. It was thrilling to be on the receiving end of such a flattering confession, but it also made him realize how rusty his flirting skills were.

      Seeing him redden like an ingénue, Domenico changed the subject. Was Cary Grant as handsome in real life as he was on the screen? Had Marcus ever danced with Ginger Rogers? How were the thick shakes at Schwab’s? He had listened attentively as Marcus described premieres at Grauman’s, parties at the Cocoanut Grove, and Hollywood Bowl concerts. Then without warning, he announced that he must take his mamma shopping for new shoes. He shook Marcus’s hand warmly, assuring him it had been a pleasure, and set off across the piazza.

      Seven days later, almost to the hour, Marcus was in his makeshift darkroom developing a roll of film that he’d discovered in his satchel, so he wasn’t sure what might appear. Signora Scatena knocked on his door and said that a Signore Beneventi was here to see him. When he told her that he didn’t know anyone by that name, a deep voice called out, “Zabaglione!”

      Marcus cracked open the door. The pint-sized signora wore an unsure expression over her usual scowl as she kept a grinning Domenico at bay. Though towering over her by two feet, he knew that to reach Marcus, he’d have to get past the signora first.

      Marcus thanked her and asked Domenico to join him in the darkroom. It was a tight fit but as long as Domenico didn’t move much, there was enough room for Marcus to do what he needed.

      Domenico studied the contents of Marcus’s developing tray. “What is this?”

      “I’m not sure. So how did you find me?”

      “You said you lived in a pensione on the Via Anzio so I started knocking on doors until your proprietaria di casa frowned at me like I was a Nazi spy and I knew I had the correct address.” He peered more closely at the emerging photograph. “Is that Rossano Brazzi?”

      About halfway through the Three Coins shoot, Negulesco had pulled Marcus aside and told him to take as many shots of Brazzi as he could. Joe Mankiewicz wanted to cast him in The Barefoot Contessa but was having trouble convincing Zanuck. If Marcus could get some great shots “of Brazzi in his natural habitat,” Zanuck would see why he was perfect for the role of Count Vincenzo and Mank would be grateful.

      It seemed to Marcus that his professional life consisted largely of accumulating favors for people with little hope that he would be in a position to cash any of them in.

      Marcus let the solution run off the photograph and pegged it to the string rigged up overhead. The image showed Brazzi at the Colosseum. His light-colored
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