
		
			
				[image: Cover for Triple Jeopardy]
			

		

	
		
		
			
			Praise for

			TWENTY-ONE DAYS

			
				“Set ten years after Murder on the Serpentine, [Anne] Perry’s excellent new series launch expertly takes the Pitts into a new century and makes use of the scientific advancements of the time, fingerprints and X-rays, to add fresh drama to the courtroom scenes….[Daniel Pitt] is surrounded by an exciting cast of hopefully recurring characters. Fans of Perry’s long-running [Charlotte and] Thomas Pitt series will delight in following the adventures of a new generation.”

				—Library Journal (starred review)

				“Readers will quickly fall in love with [Daniel] Pitt, following along as he investigates a gruesome murder and chuckling as he throws those involved off kilter. Perry is a master at bringing setting to life, and readers will be taken in by the time and place as they get to know Daniel Pitt and those close to him in this engaging novel.”

				—RT Book Reviews

				“The maven of well-crafted Victorian mysteries and author of both the William Monk series and the Charlotte and Thomas Pitt mysteries introduces the Pitts’ son, Daniel, junior barrister, in this first of what proves to be an intriguing, entertaining, and character-centric new series….In a story that’s nicely tied to the characters in the Pitt series, Perry introduces Daniel and his cohort, the brilliant Miriam fford Croft, and raises the knotty question of whether some clients are truly undefendable.”

				—Booklist

				“[Anne Perry] seems just as comfortable in 1910 as she ever did back in Victoria’s day.”

				—Kirkus Reviews

			

		

	
		
		
			
			Praise for

			ANNE PERRY’S 

			CHARLOTTE AND THOMAS PITT NOVELS

			MURDER ON THE SERPENTINE

			
				“For nearly four decades Anne Perry’s riveting detective novels have played out against the backdrop of the Victorian era. Fans of British royalty will delight in Perry’s Murder on the Serpentine, which spotlights the woman this British author reminds us was ‘queen and empress of a quarter of the earth’ during her 63-year reign….Perry writes meticulously laid-out police procedurals, and Pitt’s methodical investigation sets the novel’s early, steady pace. The tone becomes darker and more urgent when Pitt bumps up against Halberd’s and Kendrick’s friends and enemies, as well as their ‘downstairs’ help—the people who always know best what’s going on in their masters’ lives. Blackmail, double agents, illicit weapon sales and the stench of treason arm this novel with the power to entertain as well as enlighten readers on matters of history, crime-solving and devotion to queen and family. In a lovely closing scene, Her Majesty bequeaths Pitt with a most satisfying gift, one that will have Perry’s fans cheering.”

				—The Washington Post

				“The mystery may follow familiar lines, but even newcomers are likely to be charmed by scenes that deepen Pitt’s family relationships. This entry’s main strength lies in the quiet, emotionally intelligent interactions among its characters.”

				—Publishers Weekly

				“[Anne] Perry returns with another engrossing read brimming with superb period details and complex characters.”

				—RT Book Reviews

				
				“Marvelous…Perry delivers once again by simply doing what she does better than anyone else—capturing the flavor, spirit and political temperature of Victorian-era London.”

				—Bookreporter

			

			TREACHERY AT LANCASTER GATE

			
				“Totally engrossing…suffused with an atmosphere that reaches the heart of the reader.”

				—Crime Review

				“Impossible to put down…The Victorian era is an intriguing time period…and there is no better tour guide to lead you through it than the great Anne Perry.”

				—Bookreporter

				“Perry seamlessly combines historical fact and fiction with a highly plotted mystery.”

				—RT Book Reviews

			

			THE ANGEL COURT AFFAIR

			
				“Brilliant, heart-warming…Perry combines the history of the period with social issues that echo our own.”

				—Romantic Times (Top Pick)

				“Be prepared for another well-deserved vacation to Victorian London with Anne Perry as the most cunning tour guide you will ever need….As always, Anne Perry is proving why she is one of the best there ever has been in this genre.”

				—Bookreporter

				“Perry melds the intellectual debates of the day with a suspenseful plot line.”

				—Publishers Weekly

			

		

	
		
			
			
				
				
					
						[image: Book Title, Triple Jeopardy, Subtitle, A Daniel Pitt Novel, Author, Anne Perry, Imprint, Ballantine Books]
					

				

			

		

	
		
			
			
				
				Triple Jeopardy is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

				Copyright © 2019 by Anne Perry

				Excerpt from One Fatal Flaw by Anne Perry copyright © 2020 by Anne Perry

				All rights reserved.

				Published in the United States by Ballantine Books, an imprint of Random House, a division of Penguin Random House LLC, New York.

				BALLANTINE and the HOUSE colophon are registered trademarks of Penguin Random House LLC.

				Originally published in hardcover in the United States by Ballantine Books, an imprint of Random House, a division of Penguin Random House LLC, in 2019.

				This book contains an excerpt from the forthcoming book One Fatal Flaw by Anne Perry. This excerpt has been set for this edition only and may not reflect the final content of the forthcoming edition.

				LIBRARY OF CONGRESS CATALOGING-IN-PUBLICATION DATA

				Names: Perry, Anne, author.

				Title: Triple jeopardy / Anne Perry.

				Description: First edition. | New York : Ballantine Books, [2019] | Series: A Daniel Pitt novel | Series: The Daniel Pitt Series ; 2

				Identifiers: LCCN 2018051690| ISBN 9780525620976 (Trade Paperback) | ISBN 9780525620969 (Ebook)

				Subjects: LCSH: Pitt, Charlotte (Fictitious character)—Fiction. | Pitt, Thomas (Fictitious character)—Fiction. | Pitt, Daniel (Fictitious character)—Fiction. | Murder—Fiction. | Police spouses—Fiction. | Police—England—London—Fiction. | Private investigators—England—London—Fiction. | BISAC: FICTION / Mystery & Detective / Historical. | FICTION / Historical. | FICTION / Mystery & Detective / Traditional British.

				Classification: LCC PR6066.E693 T75 2019 | DDC 823/.914—dc23 LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/​2018051690

				Ebook ISBN 9780525620969

				randomhousebooks.com

				Book design by Simon M. Sullivan, adapted for ebook

				Cover design: Victoria Allen

				Cover images: © Elisabeth Ansley/Trevillion Images (misty landscape), © Mark Owen/Trevillion Images (woman, gate, water), © Jill Battaglia/Arcangel (car)

				ep_prh_5.4_151269556_c1_r2

			

		

	
		
			Contents

			
				Cover

				Title Page

				Copyright

			

			
				Chapter One

			

			
				Chapter Two

			

			
				Chapter Three

			

			
				Chapter Four

			

			
				Chapter Five

			

			
				Chapter Six

			

			
				Chapter Seven

			

			
				Chapter Eight

			

			
				Chapter Nine

			

			
				Chapter Ten

			

			
				Chapter Eleven

			

			
				Chapter Twelve

			

			
				Chapter Thirteen

			

			
				Chapter Fourteen

			

			
				Chapter Fifteen

			

			
				Chapter Sixteen

			

			
				Chapter Seventeen

			

			
				Chapter Eighteen

			

			
				Chapter Nineteen

			

			
				Chapter Twenty

			

			
				Chapter Twenty-one

			

			
				Chapter Twenty-two

			

			
				Chapter Twenty-three

			

			
				Chapter Twenty-four

			

			
				Chapter Twenty-five

			

			
				Chapter Twenty-six

			

			
				Dedication

				Excerpt from One Fatal Flaw

				By Anne Perry

				About the Author

			

		

	_151269556_

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER

			 

			 

			One

			DANIEL RANG THE doorbell, then stepped back. He realized with amazement that he was suddenly nervous. Why? This was his parents’ home, the house he had grown up in. At twenty-five, he still returned quite often for dinner, for news, for comfort and pleasure in conversation. What was different this time?

			What was different was that his elder sister, Jemima, was back from America with her husband and small daughters, Cassie and Sophie. Daniel had not seen Jemima for four years, and he had not met her husband, Patrick Flannery, nor his new nieces at all. Both his and Jemima’s lives had changed radically in that time. He had earned his degree at Cambridge, then passed his bar exams, and was now actually practicing the law he had dreamed about for so long. Jemima was married and had lived in New York, and now Washington, D.C. “Idealistic and naïve” she had once called him. Of course, he had changed a little, but she might have changed a lot. Theirs was a relationship he had always taken for granted. It was comfortable; they could disagree over important things, and trivial and silly things, because they knew that underneath, everything that ever mattered between them was unbreakable. She was three years older than him. She had been there all his life.

			
			Did he resent the fact that she had married an American, and so had gone to live across the ocean? Not really, if it made her happy. She was bound to marry someone, and loyalties shifted, grew in time to include others. She had bossed him around when she was nine and he was six. He wouldn’t tolerate that now, although she would probably try since it was an old habit.

			But he had missed her. He could remember vividly the day they had been measured against the door, and for the first time he was taller. Their roles had reversed. For twelve years she had protected him, or it felt like it. Now, his father had explained, he must protect her. But that was not always necessary. His mother did not need anyone to protect her. If she was angry, she was the equal of anyone, and not afraid at all! Sometimes Jemima was like that, too.

			Nowadays one could cross the Atlantic very quickly, in a mere five days. But five days there, five days back, and the visit: it was a long time to be away. Too long for him to have visited her during exams time. And too expensive on a student’s budget.

			He was reaching out to pull the bell a second time when the door opened, but instead of a servant, his mother stood in the entrance. She was a handsome woman, quite tall, with an auburn light in her hair that he had inherited. She was over fifty now, and there were touches of gray, but her vitality had not faded in the slightest. He would find that change painful to accept, but it was far in the future, if ever.

			“Daniel!” She threw her arms around him and held him tightly for a moment, then stepped back. “Come in! Jemima is dying to see you, and of course you must meet Patrick. And Cassie and Sophie! You’ll love them, I promise!”

			He had no overcoat to hang up. It was August and London was too warm for a jacket, even at this time of the early evening. He followed his mother into the withdrawing room, where the door at the far end was still open to the evening air and the last light was shimmering on the leaves of the poplar trees. It was all so incredibly familiar. His father was there, standing with Jemima and the man who must be her husband.

			
			Jemima came forward. She was familiar, too, and yet she had changed in slight ways. Her hair was still the same, darker than his, and curly like their father’s. She was quite ordinarily dressed, slender in pale green, yet she looked lovely, with an inner happiness that gave her a special grace. He wondered if she would find him changed and in what way: still tall, of course, and slim, his auburn-tinged brown hair still unruly and his face neither handsome nor plain.

			Automatically, he held his arms out, and she walked straight into them and hugged him hard. Then, as quickly, she stepped away and turned. “This is my husband, Patrick. Patrick, meet my brother, Daniel.”

			Patrick Flannery was tall, roughly the same height as Daniel, but there the likeness ended. His hair was black and his eyes very blue. His features were less regular than Daniel’s and had not their sensitivity, but the humor and individuality in them made him attractive. “I’ve heard so much about you from Jemima. I’m happy to meet you at last.” His voice had the softness of his Irish forebears clearly overlying his American accent.

			“Welcome to London,” Daniel said quickly, taking Patrick’s hand and grasping it.

			“Thank you,” Patrick replied. “I thought New York was big, but this is…enormous.” He said it with a smile to rob it of any offense.

			“Lot of villages all run into each other,” Daniel replied. “We’ll have to show you around. Take a trip down the river, perhaps. Or up it?” He glanced at Jemima to see if she approved of the idea.

			“I’ve got it planned,” she said with a smile. “But there’s two more people for you to meet before we have dinner. Sophie’s sound asleep and Cassie’s half asleep, but she was determined to stay up to say hello to her uncle Daniel. Come with me…” She held out her hand. Her face was shining with pleasure and pride, and nervousness.

			
			“Excuse me,” Daniel said to his parents, particularly his father, to whom he had not even spoken, and followed Jemima obediently.

			Upstairs, Jemima showed Daniel baby Sophie in her cot in Jemima and Patrick’s room. The child was fast asleep, her soft downy hair dark against the pillow. Wordlessly they gazed at the baby, then smiled at each other and tiptoed across the corridor.

			In the nursery, the first room Daniel could ever remember as a tiny child, Jemima pointed to the bed. A very little girl had fallen asleep sitting up and toppled sideways onto the pillows. She had dark hair, almost black, and soft flawless skin. He would have guessed her to be three, even if he had not known.

			Jemima kneeled down beside her and woke her gently, before Daniel could tell her not to disturb the child.

			Slowly she sat up, then looked past her mother to stare at Daniel. She had not her father’s blue eyes. Hers were soft gray like Jemima’s, and like Thomas Pitt’s.

			“Hello, Cassie,” Daniel said, stepping forward. “I’m Daniel. It was very kind of you to stay up so I could meet you.” He was not sure whether to hold out his hand.

			She blinked a couple of times. “ ’S all right,” she replied. “We came all the way to see you. In a big ship.”

			“How exciting,” he said. “I’ve never been in a big ship.”

			She smiled slowly and a little self-consciously, half turning away and moving an inch closer to her mother.

			“Please will you tell me about it, one day?” Daniel asked.

			She nodded. “My daddy is a policeman…”

			“That’s funny, so is mine,” he replied.

			She looked at Jemima again. “Is that your daddy, too?”

			
			“Yes. We’re all family. Your family,” Jemima answered.

			Cassie sighed and gave a wide smile.

			“I think it’s time you went to bed, young lady.” Without waiting for argument, Jemima tucked her up and looked over Cassie’s head at Daniel. “Tell Mama I shall be down in about ten minutes. Don’t wait dinner for me. And…thank you…”

			“She’s gorgeous. They both are,” he replied.

			Jemima held her child a little closer. She was clearly asleep again. “Thank you,” she whispered, pride and relief shining in her eyes. Had she really imagined Daniel would be anything but completely enchanted, and just a tiny bit envious?

			Daniel went out onto the landing and down the stairs. Jemima had changed, but not radically. As a little girl, she had never wanted dolls, but she had held toy animals with just that same tenderness. It was strange which memories were indelible.

			He relayed to the family Jemima’s message about not waiting for her, but of course they did. The time afforded Daniel the chance to speak to his father. Now, in 1910, Pitt was in his early sixties, very gray at the temples, but it suited him. He was still head of Special Branch, that part of the services that dealt with antiterrorist activities within the country. It had been formed originally to take care of the Irish Fenian bombers. Much of his work was secret, as it had always been, from the time he had left the regular police. He had been knighted for services to the Crown in the last year of Victoria’s reign, but even his own family did not know exactly what those services had been. In spite of his openness in so many things, he kept his professional secrets close. He answered questions with silence and a smile, and Daniel tried to do the same.

			“How is it going with Marcus?” Pitt asked conversationally. He was referring to Marcus fford Croft, the head of the legal chambers where Daniel worked, as a new and very junior lawyer.

			Daniel liked Marcus. He appreciated his quirky personality—“eccentric” was almost too mild a word—but he worked with him very little, and most of the cases he was involved with were pretty pedestrian. But he could not admit that to his father, who he knew had gained him the position. It was one that could become exciting, prestigious, and highly rewarding if he proved to be both dedicated and skilled enough.

			
			Daniel smiled. “Nothing as exciting as the Graves case,” he said ruefully, alluding to the case in which he’d played a surprising role earlier in the summer. It was a double-edged remark, said with humor but also a clear memory of the very real fear the Graves case had caused. Many people stood to lose something; even Sir Thomas himself would have faced ruin if Russell Graves had been allowed to publish his false and incendiary accusations. “But I don’t need that again,” Daniel sighed.

			“Most cases are fairly ordinary,” Pitt answered. “But they are of intense importance to the people concerned. They’ll get bigger and more complicated as you refine your skill. You don’t want a case beyond your ability.”

			Daniel hesitated a moment. Was his father remembering the darkness of the Graves case? He had shown it very little at the time, but he must have felt his world collapsing around him. Daniel had let the relief of the case’s outcome carry him like a flood tide away from the pain. Perhaps his father had not? He should remember that. Cases that went wrong hurt a lot of people, and all of them were worthy of consideration.

			Jemima returned from upstairs, and they all went into the dining room to eat. Conversation became very general, pleasant but not remarkable. Jemima told them about their apartment in Washington, the neighborhood, and the climate. Patrick said little about his job, but with obvious affection described his family, brothers, sisters, warmhearted mother, eccentric father, and numerous aunts and uncles.

			Daniel listened intently, not only because the narrative was colorful and charming, but because the people of whom Patrick spoke with such love were Jemima’s new family, so different from the one she had left in England. Pitt had no family at all. He was an only child, and both his parents were dead before he married. It was a story they did not discuss. Charlotte had one living sister, and Emily was a big part of all their lives, as were their cousins. Did Jemima miss them?

			
			They touched only on happy memories at dinner, but all the way through, Daniel had the impression that Patrick had something weighing on his mind.

			He learned what it was when the two of them took an evening walk after dinner, alone in the garden, in the pleasant, rose-scented darkness. Daniel was thinking how to broach the subject, when Patrick immediately took it out of his hands.

			“There was another reason I came to England,” Patrick said after only a moment or two. It was as if he knew time would be short, and he had something to say that was very important to him.

			“Oh? Something to do with me?” Daniel asked, trying to keep his voice friendly and noncommittal. He did not mention that he had noticed Patrick’s preoccupation.

			“I want you to have something to do with it,” Patrick said, his voice already thickening with emotion. “I need to tell you the story from the beginning or it doesn’t make sense.”

			“If Jemima comes out—”

			“She won’t. She knows I’m going to tell you.”

			“She didn’t mention anything…”

			“She wouldn’t,” Patrick said quietly. “But she cares about it, I think as much as I do.”

			Daniel leaned against the trunk of one of the silver birch trees and waited.

			Patrick cleared his throat. “One of the oldest and most socially important families in Washington is the Thorwoods. Not politically, but they are very highly thought of, and philanthropists to many good causes, especially to the police.” He hesitated, perhaps to see if Daniel understood their importance.

			“I see.” Daniel nodded. “Go on. The Thorwoods…”

			
			“They have only one child, a daughter named Rebecca,” Patrick continued. It was growing darker and Daniel could hardly see his face, but he could not miss the urgency in his voice. “She’s around twenty. She’s got money, position. She’s very attractive in a quiet way.”

			Daniel wanted to interrupt and tell Patrick to get to the point, but with an effort he controlled himself. Patrick had said this would be a long story.

			Patrick went on, his voice becoming more strained. “Just over a month ago, she woke in the middle of the night, in her own bedroom, to find a strange man there. He assaulted her, ripped a valuable diamond pendant off her neck, tore her nightclothes.”

			Now Daniel was listening in horror.

			Patrick’s voice was tight. “She screamed several times and tried to fight him. He struck her pretty hard. As he was fleeing, her father met him in the corridor and tried to catch him, but he escaped down the stairs. Mr. Thorwood went into Rebecca’s bedroom and found her hysterical, bruised, with minor cuts where the chain of the pendant had torn her skin. She was terribly distressed. I…I don’t know what else he may have done to her…”

			Daniel could imagine it. It must have been terrible, unforgettable. “But how could I help?” he asked in some confusion.

			“Tobias Thorwood recognized the man, because it was someone he knew,” Patrick replied. He was standing rigid now; this much was obvious even in the darkness.

			“So, you arrested him? Or the police did?”

			“No. We couldn’t, because he was a British diplomat. Philip Sidney. He fled to the British Embassy, and we couldn’t get in there. It’s legally British territory.”

			“Oh…”

			“And he’s pleaded diplomatic immunity.” Patrick’s voice trembled with anger. “Now he’s back here in London.”

			Daniel could understand perfectly. In fact, he felt the same emotion himself. It was an appalling thing to do, outrageous. He knew all the arguments for diplomatic immunity and for protecting the countless diplomats abroad, but it was certainly not meant to escape punishment for offenses like this. He was embarrassed for his country, humiliated that such a thing should be told to him by his own brother-in-law, and he had no defense for it whatsoever. “I’m sorry,” was all he could think to say.

			
			“Of course,” Patrick said quietly. “I knew you would be. I want to do something about it, but I’m not sure how. Maybe if he could be charged with anything, and come to trial, all sorts of questions could be raised. Why did such a man have this post in Washington? Why, if he is innocent of the assault of Rebecca Thorwood, did he leave without any preparation, such as ending the rent of his apartment? He took only his clothes, eluding the police to leave the embassy at night and collect his things from his apartment. Then he went to New York, and straight on to the next ship leaving for Southampton. That looks like running away, doesn’t it? Why?” Patrick’s voice in the near darkness was tense with emotion. “Surely the accusation of assault and theft would have to arise if he were in court for any offense committed in England? We’ve just got to get him to trial.” He did not ask Daniel outright to help, but it was threaded through his words.

			Daniel thought about it. He could understand Patrick’s sense of outrage. He would have felt it, too, if an American had committed such a disgusting act in London and then fled home, pleading diplomatic immunity. “Tried for what?” he asked slowly. “He’s been in America for the last few years, hasn’t he?”

			“Yes, but the British Embassy anywhere is British territory,” Patrick said, “as is any country’s embassy. If he had done something there…” He stopped, looking at Daniel intensely.

			“I suppose it would…” Daniel wanted to be cautious. This was far outside his experience, and yet he felt the same anger, pity, and outrage at the injustice that Patrick did.

			
			“Will you help?” Patrick asked. “If there is something you can do?”

			“Yes—yes, of course I will.”

			Patrick turned toward the light from the drawing-room windows, and Daniel could see his face was lit with a wide, warm smile. He did not need to say anything.

		

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER

			 

			 

			Two

			DANIEL LEFT QUITE late and Jemima noticed how much more relaxed Patrick seemed to be. This had been their second night here, and all the old warmth and familiarity had wrapped around her. She saw that Patrick was beginning to feel it, too. She had not realized how much it mattered to her. Had she been aware of his nervousness at meeting the one member of her family who had not gone to New York for the wedding? It was not Daniel’s choice, of course, but it still left him a stranger to Patrick, apart from Jemima’s frequent references to him.

			Now they were upstairs with the bedroom door closed, and the rest of the house was quiet. Jemima had checked on Cassie and watched her for a few moments, sound asleep, her doll in her arms. Sophie, too, was quietly sleeping. She was such a good baby.

			Then Jemima changed into her nightgown, ready for bed, her hair loose around her shoulders. Patrick was standing in front of the closed curtains. She had not known when she first moved to New York that there was a certain amount of prejudice there against the Irish. It had struck her like a slap across the face that her charming, funny, and brave husband was unacceptable to some people because he was of Irish descent. She had noticed it only slowly: one incident, then another. Small signs, such as a notice in a boardinghouse window that Irish and Jews were not welcomed in the establishment. Prejudice is so much more apparent when it is not your own. He would never deny his heritage. Loyalty to one’s own people is only strengthened by other people’s attacks. In a way, you are defined by the decision to abandon your heritage, or to double your loyalty when it is attacked. Patrick doubled it. She had wanted him to; she would have been bitterly disillusioned had he not.

			
			She, too, felt a loyalty, sharply reawakened by returning to the familiar Englishness in the house in which she had grown up. There were the watercolor paintings of English scenes, her father’s books on the shelves, not in order of size, but of subject. And there were her mother’s casual, informal arrangements of garden flowers, all sorts together, but to Jemima, it always worked. She was ashamed that it was a young Englishman from the British Embassy in Washington who had attacked Rebecca Thorwood. It felt like a betrayal of all that people like her family held dear.

			Jemima clearly remembered Daniel being born. She certainly could remember him at the age Cassie was now. It startled her how protective of him she was. She would never let him know, of course. That would embarrass him, and probably her, too. It would upset the casual ease of their relationship, and the balance of power. He was the man and felt a certain superiority in that, which she would certainly not grant. She was the elder, though the difference had ceased to matter years ago.

			“Did you tell Daniel?” she asked.

			“What?” Patrick replied, not certain what she was asking.

			“About Rebecca…and the assault.”

			Patrick came over and climbed onto the comfortable bed. “Yes, of course. We need as much time as possible to act. We won’t be here more than a month. I can’t afford to be away for more than that. I’ve taken this year’s holiday and probably next year’s as well.” He leaned across and touched her gently. “I’m sorry, sweetheart, but this really matters. Have you seen Rebecca lately?”

			
			“Yes…” Jemima answered quickly. Anyone who had seen Rebecca at all must have noticed the difference in her. She was now pale, intensely nervous, speaking softly, and only if she was directly addressed. Jemima knew that she slept little and ate without appetite or pleasure. “I know,” she added, “she must feel as if nobody cares, except her own family. What did Daniel say?”

			“He’ll help.” Patrick smiled. “He’s pretty decent, your brother. A newly minted lawyer, for sure. And careful! Very English!”

			“Of course he’s English!” Patrick likely thought both her father and her brother very Establishment figures, but Jemima knew all about the unconventional background of Sir Thomas Pitt, head of Special Branch.

			Her father was so familiar to her, and she had found him comfortable as far back as her memory stretched. But at that time he had been a very ordinary policeman. A tall, gentle man, with untamed hair, which was always too long, and clothes that were always untidy, their collars crooked and the pockets full of things he might need one day: pencils, packets of peppermint bull’s-eyes, scraps of paper, small balls of string. And a woolen scarf in winter.

			Inside, he was the same man who became Sir Thomas Pitt, who looked like a gentleman and had always behaved like one. And spoken like one. Pitt was the son of a gamekeeper, but he had been educated alongside the son of the manor house to provide the wealthy boy with a spur to success. Instead, it was Pitt, the gamekeeper’s son, who had outstripped him.

			But Patrick didn’t know that. He certainly shouldn’t know that Pitt’s father, her grandfather, had been transported to Australia as a punishment for poaching, a crime of which Pitt had never believed him guilty, but which had been impossible to prove. She did not know how long ago her father had stopped trying.

			
			Maybe she would tell Patrick that, but not yet. Loyalty kept her silent. Once in a great while she had seen the sadness in her father’s face, and knew that it was from a hurt that never totally went away.

			She pushed those thoughts aside. “What are you going to do?” she asked Patrick.

			He looked at her inquiringly.

			“About Philip Sidney? What an honorable name! He doesn’t deserve it,” she answered with sudden heat.

			He looked totally confused.

			“There was another Philip Sidney,” she explained. “Sir Philip Sidney, and he was one of my heroes. About the time of Queen Elizabeth, I think. There was a situation where a lot of people were dying, after a battle. They were very short of water. Someone came to him and offered him a flask. He was dying and he said to take it to another man near him who might live.”

			Patrick was watching her; the tenderness in his face startled her. She turned away, tears in her eyes, but she reached out a hand to him and he held it too tightly for her to take it back. Not that she wanted to.

			“You’re right,” he said. “The name is far too good for him. I resent his soiling it. I’m sorry I have to expose it, but I do.”

			“I know. But how?”

			“I’ll find a way. The Thorwoods are over here, you know?”

			She stared at him. “You didn’t tell them there was any hope…? How could you? They’ll expect something, and there isn’t anything more that…is there?”

			“Don’t you ever finish a sentence?” he asked.

			“Don’t change the subject! What did you tell them?”

			“I didn’t tell them anything,” Patrick replied. They both knew the Thorwood family quite well, in spite of the vast difference in wealth and social station between them. Patrick had had occasion to help Tobias Thorwood professionally on several occasions. Jemima had met Rebecca at an exhibition of British portraiture at the British Embassy. She had seen Rebecca alone in front of a portrait of Anne Boleyn, looking puzzled. Jemima had spoken to her, offering a historical explanation of Henry VIII and his six wives, and then his three children, who had inherited his crown, one by one, lastly the brilliant and long-lived Elizabeth.

			
			They had toured the rest of the exhibition together and become friends from then on.

			“The Thorwoods being here has got nothing to do with me, or Philip Sidney,” Patrick said.

			“What, then?”

			“Aunt May Trelawny.”

			“Aunt May…”

			“Trelawny,” Patrick repeated. “She was Rebecca’s godmother. She lived somewhere in the Channel Islands and died recently.”

			“Not Cornwall?” Jemima said. “Trelawny—it’s a Cornish name. Why is Rebecca here now when you are pursuing Sidney?” Jemima was suspicious, and she knew she sounded it.

			Patrick’s smile was definitely twisted. “I suppose it could be Cornwall. And Rebecca is here in her role as heir to her godmother.”

			“I’m sorry. That’s very sad,” Jemima replied. “Whatever the estate is, if Rebecca cared for her godmother, I’m sure she would rather have her alive. It’s another blow. Poor Rebecca.”

			“I know where they’re staying in London. You could go and see her—as long as you don’t say anything about Sidney, of course. I hope he won’t dare show his face.”

			“Hardly! London’s a very big city. It’s difficult enough to find anyone if you want to, never mind if you don’t. Except if you know where they live or what parties or clubs they go to.”

			“I shouldn’t think Rebecca would be going to any parties. But it’s important they be here. If I manage to find something to charge Sidney with, and get him tried…”

			“Patrick,” she said gently, trying not to sound as frightened as she felt. “Are you sure this is right?”

			“Right?” he said with surprise. “Do you think it’s right that Sidney get away with it, Jem? He broke into Rebecca’s home, entered her bedroom in the middle of the night! He assaulted Rebecca in her own bed! Ripped her nightclothes and tore the pendant off her neck, the one that her aunt May left her, a diamond, although that’s not why it’s of value to her. It’s because it was Aunt May’s. He stole it right from around her neck and she still has the scar. Heaven knows what else he would have done, if she hadn’t screamed. He ran, and Tobias Thorwood saw him. There’s no doubt who it was. Tobias saw him quite clearly.”

			
			“I know! That’s not what I meant.” She tried very hard to keep her voice level, but she was deeply distressed for Rebecca. She could hardly even imagine how Rebecca had felt, and was still feeling—the nightmares she must still have. Jemima had never for a moment forgotten how kind Rebecca had been when she was new in Washington. She had been a stranger to America, only just beginning to find her way in New York when Patrick was offered a promotion and the corresponding raise in salary if he moved to Washington. Jemima was proud of him, and certainly pleased for him to get more. She was not used to managing on relatively little. She had tried desperately hard not to let him know that, but the financial struggle was never very far from her mind.

			But the change had been a difficult one, especially with a small and very demanding baby. It was Rebecca Thorwood who, ever since the meeting at the exhibition, had been the friend who was never too busy to help, too impatient to listen, or too full of judgment to be gentle with Jemima’s tears or forgetfulness, or the occasional bout of longing for the familiarities of home.

			Now Jemima wanted not only what was just, but what would give Rebecca the chance of healing, whether that involved punishment for Philip Sidney or not.

			Patrick was waiting, and not with a lot of patience. “What did you mean?”

			She shut her eyes so as not to see his face and be distracted. She was still very much in love, even though she knew him better and better every day. She knew his quirks; she did not see them as faults. There was still something magical in seeing him come home every evening, and hearing his laugh, waking up beside him in the morning.

			
			She chose her words carefully. “Are you sure that exposing what happened in court is really best for Rebecca? If you accuse somebody and take them to trial, they have the right to a defense. The only other person who knows what this was is Rebecca…”

			“So?”

			“So…what is he going to say? She did know him, Patrick!”

			“Are you suggesting that she let him in?” His voice was incredulous.

			“No! I’m not suggesting it, but his defense might. He isn’t going to fold up and keep a gentlemanly silence! Not if he’s the kind of man who’d break in in the first place. He could say she invited him, and then changed her mind and screamed!”

			He raised his eyebrows. “So, he tore the necklace off her throat and ran? Please, Jem, that’s hardly a defense.”

			“No, it’s an attack in return. But are you willing to take that risk? Or, more to the point, are you sure Rebecca is?”

			He looked startled. He started to speak and then changed his mind, as if realizing she was thinking of something they had not touched on yet.

			“I know Tobias wants justice for her,” Jemima tried again. “But at any price? Has he even realized anything of what she feels? I’ve tried to imagine, but I can’t!”

			“Wouldn’t you want to see Phillip Sidney punished if he’d done that to you?” he reasoned.

			“I don’t know! I might think I did, until it came to telling everybody about it.”

			“But it wasn’t her fault!” he exclaimed indignantly. “She’s utterly and completely innocent in all of it!”

			“And helpless, in her nightclothes, and lying in bed—”

			“Exactly! How could she possibly be more innocent?”

			
			“Or vulnerable, or helpless, or passive?”

			He looked at her sharply. “What are you saying? That it is somehow her fault? That she should have taken some kind of…precaution? Like what? Gone to bed with all her clothes on? You’re being unreasonable, Jem.”

			“No, I’m not! Or, yes, perhaps I am. I’m trying to put myself in her place and think what I would want,” she explained. “I’m perfectly sure I wouldn’t want to be known as the woman who lay passively while a man broke into her room and tore her clothes and ripped off her necklace and have to sit there while other people’s imaginations go…everywhere. I don’t want to be thought of as a victim!” She felt her frustration with him rising, crossing over into anger. “I’d hate it! Even if people weren’t thinking that, wondering if I was telling the truth, or if perhaps I’d let him in.”

			“She didn’t! That’s ridiculous!”

			“And people’s imaginations are never ridiculous?” she said with amazement. “We think nobody knows what we’re imagining, that it’s private.”

			“It is!”

			“Oh, please! It’s written on your face half the time. And it slips out in little remarks you think nobody understands, when there are only men present.”

			“You’ve never been there when there were only men present.”

			“I’ve been there when there are only women present!” She saw the smile melt away. “And so has Rebecca,” she finished.

			He remained silent.

			“I know Tobias thinks she’ll feel better if Sidney is punished, and he may be right. But what if he isn’t? He can’t take it back.”

			“Don’t you think he will be right?”

			“I don’t know! But if it all comes out in trial, Sidney’s going to want to deny it.”

			“He can’t. Tobias saw him there. Tobias is a very important man. Everybody respects him.”

			“In Washington. Over here, they respect Sidney.”

			
			“They won’t when they learn what he did!” Patrick said with contempt.

			“Patrick…my darling…people in London are exactly the same as everywhere else: they believe what they want to.”

			“So, you shouldn’t accuse important people, because people would rather believe them than you? No wonder they get away with it—they know they will. That’s probably why they do it and will go on doing it!”

			She saw the disgust in his eyes and it hurt. She knew the prejudice he had experienced. At least, she knew a tiny bit of it. Her name was now Flannery—obviously Irish—and she had been turned away from one or two places. It had confused her at first, then given her a curious sense of pride in being Patrick’s wife and belonging to his family, his clan, even if only by marriage. Finally, the fury had come that anyone should be treated that way. Maybe Cassie and Sophie would have it one day; then Jemima would tear the offenders to bits.

			She put up her hand and touched Patrick’s cheek, very gently. “If it was me in that position, I hope I would try to make the decision imagining I knew the price and what it might do, whether he pays it or not. I don’t know whether she’s thought it out.”

			“But you do believe her?” he insisted. “You don’t think she let him in?”

			“No, of course I don’t. But I know she knew him, and really quite liked him. That’s why it hurts so much.”

			Patrick bent forward and kissed her.

			At least temporarily she forgot about Rebecca, even though she knew that had been his intention. She would start worrying about whether anything would come of the issue tomorrow.

		

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER

			 

			 

			Three

			THE NEXT MORNING Daniel walked into the office of fford Croft and Gibson with a sense of urgency. He had not slept well after the evening at home, seeing Jemima again and finding all the old familiarity little changed. Under the new wife and mother, and all the responsibility that that brought, the old Jemima was still there, just lightly covered: the sense of joy, of adventure, the curiosity that he knew so well.

			But this morning, the weight of Patrick’s story about Sidney’s crime lay heavily upon him. The revolting nature of it was bad enough, but the injustice of his escape by claiming diplomatic immunity was worse. It was cowardly, deeply offensive, but legal. There were reasons for this immunity to exist. Diplomats in foreign countries were highly vulnerable. They could be blamed for offenses of which they were innocent, but easily convicted—in a sense, held to ransom. It was up to them to behave in such a manner that they were above suspicion. No country could afford to have its diplomats blacken their reputation.

			
			Not only did Rebecca Thorwood deserve better, but Daniel also wanted Philip Sidney punished for embarrassing and disgracing Britain and the diplomats who represented it, in America or anywhere else. It scorched him, and he longed either to find a way to disprove it or, regrettably far more likely, to see Sidney punished, even if it had to be accomplished obliquely.

			“Morning, Impney,” he said to the chief clerk.

			“Good morning, sir,” Impney replied with a deferential nod. “Mr. fford Croft is not in yet. Would you like a pot of tea, sir? I can have it ready in five minutes.”

			Daniel thought for only a second. “No, thank you, Impney. Is Mr. Kitteridge in?”

			“Yes, sir. If I might say so, there is no one with him yet. He has about half an hour before his first appointment.”

			Daniel gave him a warm smile. “Thank you, Impney, you are a jewel.”

			“Thank you, sir,” Impney replied gravely, but his eyes were bright.

			Daniel went straight to Kitteridge’s office and knocked on the door. He put his hand on the knob and then hesitated. It would be a bad start to asking Kitteridge’s advice if he walked in without waiting for an answer. He knocked again.

			“Bring it in, Impney!” Kitteridge said from inside.

			Daniel opened the door and went in, closing it behind him. “Good morning.”

			Kitteridge looked up from his desk, faintly surprised. The senior barrister was a few years older than Daniel, comfortably into his thirties. He had an odd face: not handsome, but lit by a very obvious intelligence. His hair was well cut, but still unruly, as if it did not quite fit his head. It was when he stood that one could see his unusual height. He was even taller than Daniel, who was over six foot, but in contrast to Daniel, Kitteridge had no grace at all. He seemed to be all elbows and knees.

			
			“Pitt! Sorry. I was expecting Impney with the mail. What is it? You look full of…what?”

			Daniel walked over to the chair on the other side of Kitteridge’s desk and sat down. “I’ve got something of a dilemma.”

			Kitteridge gave a twisted little smile, but it was out of amusement rather than any sort of condescension. That misunderstanding Daniel no longer had, not since the Graves case. “So, you want to share it with me?” Kitteridge asked.

			A few months ago, Daniel would have been put off by that remark, but he had seen another side of Kitteridge, or perhaps “glimpsed” would be a better word. It was there, and then gone again, self-protective. “Yes,” he agreed. He considered Kitteridge a friend, but definitely a senior friend in the law and in the company, at least for now. “I need your advice,” he began.

			“Legally?”

			“And morally. I think I know what the answer is, morally,” Daniel replied.

			A flicker of humor crossed Kitteridge’s face. “Which means the exact opposite. You are sure you know the answer morally. You don’t know how to accomplish it legally.”

			Daniel took a deep breath. “Yes, exactly,” he admitted. He decided to go on before Kitteridge interrupted. He wanted to engage Kitteridge’s sense of outrage before coming to legal difficulties. “A British diplomat in Washington is accused of breaking into the bedroom of the daughter of a distinguished family. He assaulted her physically, tore her nightclothes, stole a valuable diamond necklace off her neck, and then escaped, but not before her father came to her screams. He saw the intruder and recognized him; they had met socially.”

			Kitteridge was looking far more interested now, but he did not interrupt.

			“The intruder’s name is Philip Sidney and he ran—”

			
			“Sidney?” Kitteridge said in surprise. “You mean that? Philip Sidney?”

			“Yes. You know him?”

			“Not personally. Hardly my social sphere.” There was rich amusement in Kitteridge’s face, but also a noticeable trace of regret.

			“You think well of him?” Daniel leaped to the conclusion.

			“I did,” Kitteridge admitted. “If this is true, that rather shatters it. Pity.”

			“Tobias Thorwood, the father, swears the intruder was Sidney, and his daughter, Rebecca, bears it out, shaken as she was. He really knocked her about a bit, and ripped the necklace off her violently enough to tear her skin. He escaped back to the British Embassy and immediately claimed diplomatic immunity. Then he left the country.”

			“Horrible,” Kitteridge said, pulling his face tight with distaste and unmistakable sadness. The disillusion clearly hurt him.

			“I’m sorry…”

			“So, what do you want to know?” Kitteridge said, suddenly more sharply. “What is there to say? He took diplomatic immunity and escaped. He was not charged, therefore not found guilty. You would be betraying him if you said anything, and you couldn’t possibly prove it, especially over here. Sorry, Pitt, but if he did it, he’s got away. To his shame and I suppose our embarrassment.”

			“What if he committed a crime on British soil, and was charged with it?” Daniel asked.

			Kitteridge’s eyes narrowed. “You mean after he arrived back here? How long ago did all this happen? He must be crazy!”

			“No, not here, but technically on British soil, like at the embassy in Washington.”

			“Is that very likely?” Kitteridge clearly did not believe it.

			Actually, neither did Daniel. “Maybe not. But if he did?” he pressed.

			“Connected to the assault and the theft of the diamond? Does he have the diamond? Has he tried to sell it? That would be pretty convenient.”

			
			“No,” Daniel admitted. “I know he took it, but I don’t think anyone knows what he did with it.”

			“You know he took it?” Kitteridge said with a lift of his eyebrows. “You mean you know, or that Mr. Thorwood told you?”

			Daniel winced. “My brother-in-law told me that Tobias Thorwood told him that Sidney took it.”

			Kitteridge blinked. “Your brother-in-law?” His eyes narrowed. “Daniel, what else have you left out? What exactly is this all about?”

			Daniel realized how incoherent he had been, trying to draw Kitteridge in before telling him the more doubtful parts of the story. It had been instinctive rather than deliberate. Now he was annoyed with himself for being so clumsy. “Sorry,” he said seriously, mostly sorry to have done this so badly. “Patrick and Jemima are visiting from Washington. He’s police out there. Irish-American.”

			“Ah, I begin to see,” Kitteridge said, shaking his head. “And he is outraged.”

			“Aren’t you?” Daniel challenged him.

			“If it’s true, yes. And embarrassed.”

			“Don’t we have to do something about it?” Daniel asked.

			“No, I don’t think so. I don’t think there is anything you can do,” Kitteridge said with genuine regret. “I’d like to think the diplomatic service would get rid of him, and make sure that it becomes well known as to why.”

			“Yes, so would I,” Daniel agreed fervently. “But Tobias Thorwood can’t accuse him without any proof, not publicly. It has to come out in court. Otherwise, no newspaper is going to publish it. Sidney would have him for libel. And who knows what he would say about Rebecca?”

			“You have a point,” Kitteridge nodded. “So, what is left for you to ask me? You seem to have got it all thought out. It’s wretched. But you can’t bring the man to answer the law here, for a crime that he may or may not have committed in Washington, and for which he sought and got diplomatic immunity.”

			
			“No one will know about his crime, except if there was someone who advised him to leave, and I presume now has helped him. But even if someone has offered Sidney help, he may not know what Sidney did. He might even think he’s innocent.”

			“He might even be innocent, Pitt! No proof, no crime, in law. And from what you’ve said so far, there is no accusation, except what Tobias Thorwood has said, and if he has any sense, not publicly!”

			Daniel had come to ask Kitteridge what he thought of what Patrick had suggested, or at least implied, but now he was undecided about it. Was he in a way betraying something Patrick had not intended? Suddenly the idea of bringing Sidney to court on some other charge and then confronting him with the theft and assault in Washington looked far-fetched and bizarre.

			“Pitt!” Kitteridge said sharply. “Are you planning something about this? Don’t be a quixotic idiot. You don’t have anything but what your brother-in-law told you—Patrick, is it? Do you actually know anything at all about it?”

			“Jemima does. She knows Rebecca…”

			Kitteridge sat up straighter. “Jemima is your sister, I presume?”

			“Yes. Sorry if I didn’t say so.” Daniel was aware he was presenting this badly, letting emotion get in the way. He had seen clients do it, and he had expected better of himself.

			Kitteridge slumped again. “And you are afraid that Patrick is as quixotic as you are, and he may…help…the evidence along a bit?”

			Daniel was caught. That was exactly what he feared, but he was very loath to admit it to Kitteridge. It would be more or less going against his own family. But the fact was that he had never met Patrick before, and he had shared many cases, at one level or other, with Kitteridge. They had seen horror and tragedy, evil on many levels, courage, skill, and love, felt all the emotions that go with them, but that still did not make this completely all right. “I think…” he started out, then stopped.

			
			Kitteridge’s expression conveyed the complicated exactness of his feelings.

			“All right!” Daniel admitted. “Yes. I don’t know him. I’ve known Jemima always, but people change, especially girls, when they fall in love. Whether you believe Patrick or not, there’s no question at all that it was a wretched crime, and a cowardly way of getting out of answering for it.”

			“It seems he has been—” Kitteridge began.

			“Oh, for heaven’s sake!” Daniel lost his temper. “Stop being so…so like the vicar’s maiden aunt! It is disgusting! In every way. He has terrified Rebecca, confounded her father, and distressed her mother. And in case you have overlooked it, he has also shamed and disgraced us—Britain—in front of the Americans. We’ll all go down in people’s estimation for that.”

			Kitteridge looked startled. Then he began to laugh very quietly.

			Daniel’s voice turned to ice. “What is so amusing about that?” he said defiantly.

			“You are,” Kitteridge replied. “If your sister is anything like you, I look forward to meeting her.” Then the light and humor vanished from him. “Unfortunately, none of that is a legal argument. Which you ought to know as well as I do. For heaven’s sake, go and persuade her of it. Didn’t her husband, Patrick or whatever his name is, know that? Washington isn’t the Wild West. I know it’s actually very civilized, for a young country.” Kitteridge still looked grim, in spite of his flippant remarks.

			“Of course, it is,” Daniel agreed immediately, “but the underbelly of any city can be pretty rough. London is as bad as any.”

			“Brings some pretty revolting images to mind,” Kitteridge said with distaste. “But the Thorwood family is hardly the underbelly, nor is the British Embassy.”

			“You’re trying to evade the point!” Daniel accused.

			
			Kitteridge cast aside all pretense and became utterly serious. “Are you afraid that Sidney is going to escape punishment for his behavior, and thus blacken Britain’s reputation in Washington, and anywhere else that people know about it?” He drew a deep breath. “Or is your real fear that your brother-in-law is going to try to get round the law by creating false evidence to bring Sidney to trial here, for a made-up crime, so that you can expose the real one?”

			Daniel bit his lip. Kitteridge had read him precisely. “Yes, I suppose so, but I can’t let it go!”

			“You mean Patrick can’t?” Kitteridge amended.

			“Could you?”

			“I have to accept the inevitability. I have no choice,” he replied.

			Daniel stood up. He was more hurt than he had expected, disappointed in Kitteridge, because he had grown to like him, but even a little frightened because he needed help in his situation with Patrick and he felt out of his depth. “Accept it quite easily, it seems,” he said coldly, and went out the door, almost bumping into Impney carrying a tray of tea.

			“Sorry, sir,” Impney said, although it was in no way his fault.

			Daniel was ashamed of that. Young men, newly qualified in the law, seemed rather often to think they were superior to Impney, who, although a clerk and not a barrister, probably knew far more than most of them and carried it with more grace.

			“It was my fault,” Daniel said quickly. “I wasn’t looking where I was going. Probably because I really think I don’t know where I’m going!”

			“A difficult case, sir?” Impney inquired sympathetically. “Would you like to take your tea in the law library, sir? I might be able to point you to something there that could be of assistance. Mr. Kitteridge is very familiar with it, but I have been here even longer.” He gave a slight, knowing smile. He liked Kitteridge, but he was aware of his oddities as well. No doubt, in his quiet way, he was aware of everyone’s. He gave the word “devotion” a whole new meaning.

			
			“Yes. Thank you,” Daniel replied. “I have nowhere else to try, at least not yet.”

			“Yes, sir.”

			Ten minutes later, Daniel was sitting in the library, a large comfortable room with walls lined with
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