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			CHAPTER

			 

			One

			Daniel was worried. Toby Kitteridge was almost an hour late, which was extremely uncharacteristic of him. He was untidy, no matter how hard he tried not to be. His hair never lay flat. He found it difficult to buy a shirt whose sleeves were long enough to cover his bony wrists, and occasionally he wore odd socks without noticing it. But he was meticulous about time. He was never late. He considered it to be not only rude, but incompetent, a fatal flaw in a lawyer.

			Daniel looked at the office clock. It said eight minutes before ten.

			There were two light taps on the door. He knew who it was: Impney, the chief clerk at the legal chambers of fford Croft and Gibson.

			“Come in,” Daniel said quickly.

			Impney entered and closed the door behind him. Normally his face was completely professional, polite but unreadable. However, this morning he looked decidedly grim.

			“What is it?” Daniel asked, his voice sharper than he meant it to be.

			“There is a policeman outside, Mr. Pitt, and he is asking to see you.”

			“Me, or just someone?” Daniel asked.

			“You, sir, quite specifically,” Impney replied. “He has one of your cards.”

			Kitteridge. Something had happened to Kitteridge. Daniel swallowed hard and kept his voice steady. “Ask him to come in, please,” he instructed.

			“Yes, sir.” Impney withdrew and a moment later opened the door again. A young, profoundly unhappy policeman came in.

			“Mr. Pitt?” he asked.

			Daniel found his voice hoarse. “Yes?”

			“I’m sorry to ask you, sir, but they found this card.” He fished in his pocket and produced a calling card.

			One glance told Daniel it was his own. “Where did you find it?” Daniel asked.

			The policeman shifted his weight from one foot to the other. “In the pocket of a man who is unfortunately dead, sir. At first, we thought it might be his own, but one of our officers knows you by sight and said it wasn’t you.”

			“You don’t know who it is?”

			“No, sir. If you would come and look at him, sir? It appears that he is someone you know.”

			Daniel stood up a trifle unsteadily.

			“Are you all right, sir?” the constable asked with concern.

			“Yes, thank you,” Daniel answered. He straightened his shoulders.

			The young man gave a sigh of relief. He glanced at the coat rack. “It’s already quite warm outside; you won’t need a coat.”

			“It’s a long way,” Daniel pointed out. The morgue was well over a mile from Lincoln’s Inn Fields, which housed the most prestigious law chambers in England, including that of fford Croft and Gibson.

			“I have a taxi waiting, sir.” The policeman opened the door and stepped out into the passageway.

			Daniel left the coat and followed him, explaining to Impney that he was going with the constable to help him in an urgent matter. He did not want to put it into words. Impney was anxious enough already.

			“Yes, sir, I’ll inform Mr. fford Croft.” Impney inclined his head slightly.

			“Thank you,” Daniel acknowledged, and followed the constable out of the front entrance, down the few steps to the pavement, and into the waiting taxi. It was one of the new shiny black automobiles that were slowly taking over from the horse-drawn hansom cabs. It was May 1911, well into the new century, not even Edwardian anymore, now into the reign of King George V.

			At another time, Daniel would have enjoyed riding in the black taxi. He thoroughly approved of them. But this could have been a vegetable cart for all the pleasure it gave him. He stared out the window at the street. He did not want to talk to the constable. He was choked with fear, emotion, memories of Kitteridge, who had been in the law chambers several years longer than Daniel and knew so much more. He was excellent in court. Once he began to argue a case, all his nervous tension was mastered and he had flashes of positive brilliance. Only Daniel knew he probably had odd socks on and had been too absentminded to eat breakfast. They had solved cases together, complicated and emotional ones as well as simple legal arguments. They had shared successes and failures, long hours researching into the night. There had been one or two dangerous and tragic cases, and people he would never forget.

			The last thing Daniel had felt toward Kitteridge was anger because he was late. And now he felt fear. What was the final thing Daniel had said before parting? Please heaven it was not something he would regret forever, now that it was too late to take it back.

			They were caught in traffic, as if to illustrate his fears, stuck amidst a mix of automobiles, horse-drawn vehicles, barrows, drays, and hansom cabs. He was in a hurry, impatient to get there. And yet he had to endure crawling through the mass of engines, the shouting of insults. He fidgeted in his seat. The constable glanced at him but said nothing. He made as if to say sorry, then changed his mind. This must be one of the worst parts of this man’s job: having to fetch people to identify the dead body of someone they knew, even loved.

			At last they were there. The cab stopped, and the constable paid the fare and led Daniel across the pavement and through the doorway of the morgue. The smell of it enveloped him immediately. The carbolic and lye caught in his nostrils and the back of his throat. He could still smell death here. It lingered long after the corpses were removed.

			A morgue attendant appeared from behind one of the doors, closing it softly behind him.

			“This way, sir,” the constable said, glancing at Daniel anxiously.

			Daniel nodded without speaking, knowing the poor man was doing his best. He looked about twenty-five, near Daniel’s own age. They walked side by side and passed through a doorway at the end of the passage and into an anteroom. And then Daniel saw it. It was like a blow that knocked all the air out of his body. There was a boldly checked coat hanging up on a railing. There could not be two coats so ugly in exactly that loud, clanging check. Kitteridge had just bought it, and Daniel had been very rude, calling it an eyesore. And so it was. But he would give anything now to be able to take that back. It had been meant carelessly, teasing. Kitteridge had little sense of style and had trouble getting decent clothes that fit him.

			Daniel felt a pull on his arm. It was the constable, gripping him as if to hold him up in case he collapsed. Daniel wanted to shake him off, but the grip was too firm.

			Unprotestingly, he was led into the morgue itself. How could people work in a place like this? Everybody had once been living, somebody’s child, or brother, or wife…or friend.

			The police surgeon smiled at him grimly. Daniel had seen the man before but couldn’t remember his name. It did not matter now.

			“Thank you, sir,” the man said gently. “Just look at his face, if you don’t mind. Are you ready?”

			No, he was not ready. He never would be. He steadied himself. He must not give in to emotion. “Yes…”

			The surgeon pulled the sheet back. It was stained with blood in patches all the way down. Daniel forced himself to look. He knew the face, in spite of the knife slashes across the cheek and nose, and another over the neck, dark with congealed blood. It was not Kitteridge—although he was about the same height, as well as Daniel could judge of a man lying down—but Jonah Drake, one of the senior lawyers in his own chambers, one of the cleverest in court. Not a particularly likable man, but one with skills Daniel could not deny. In fact, reluctantly, he had admired him.

			Daniel was ashamed of himself for the wave of relief he felt that it was not Kitteridge. It was as if a physical pain had vanished, to be replaced by mere discomfort.

			“Sir?” The surgeon’s voice broke through his thoughts.

			“Yes…” He paused as a wave of relief flooded over him. “This is not Kitteridge. It’s his coat on the rail, but that’s Jonah Drake, a senior partner in our chambers.”

			“Are you sure, sir?”

			“Yes. Kitteridge is in his mid-thirties; Mr. Drake is sixty, at the very least. It’s Mr. Drake. I don’t know why he had Kitteridge’s coat. He must have borrowed it…” His voice sounded awkward, far away.

			“Jonah Drake. Has he any relatives we should inform? A wife, perhaps? Or children?”

			Daniel tried to clear his mind of the violence and the reality of death, to think clearly. “No. No, I don’t think so. I’ll tell Mr. fford Croft, the head of our chambers. He’ll know.”

			“Would you like us to do that, sir?” the surgeon asked.

			“Thank you, but I’ll go straight back now and tell him.” He swallowed hard. “What happened? Do you know?” He stared down at the face again. It was misshapen with the violence of what had been done to him, but he was still recognizable. Jonah Drake had an unusual nose and a small, dark mole on his cheek, just to the right of it. His neck was usually covered by a shirt collar and an old-fashioned cravat. That neck was unusually ugly now, with sagging skin, unshaven. Daniel knew that hair and nails go on growing for a little while after death, as if they had not received the message that the heart had stopped. There was no one there anymore. Drake had been a very clever man, had won most of his cases, even when they seemed impossible. He knew the law as Daniel knew the alphabet. The vanity of covering an ugly neck made him somehow human…and vulnerable.

			He dragged his eyes from the dead face and stared at the surgeon.

			“Someone attacked him with a knife—a long one,” the surgeon replied. “Or possibly even a sword. I should think it was all over in a matter of seconds, if that is any comfort. I’m afraid he was found in a pretty bad part of the East End. I don’t know precisely where, but the police will tell you. They are looking into it, of course.” As he spoke, he lifted the sheet to cover the face again. “You are quite sure of the identity?”

			“Yes, I am,” Daniel answered. “How…how tall is he?”

			“I measured him at six feet two inches.”

			“Yes, that’s about right,” he said aloud. “That is Kitteridge’s height, too. May I speak to the police? Do they know what happened? Who did this?” He turned to look at the constable.

			“No one knows yet, sir,” the constable replied. “Delivery man found him this morning. Or someone like that, up and about early.”

			“So, it was a residential street? People’s houses?” Daniel asked quickly.

			“Not exactly, sir. The man was taking a shortcut through an alley. His horse stopped suddenly: animals smell death.”

			Daniel had a sudden vision of the animal shying away from the corpse, possibly scaring the man out of a daydream.

			The constable’s voice was shaky. “He must have been lying there a good while.” He looked at the surgeon for confirmation.

			“Died about two o’clock in the morning, but that’s only an estimation,” the surgeon replied. “He was found at about six. Well daylight by then, this time of year.”

			“Nobody saw him before that?” Daniel said curiously.

			“Nobody reported it, sir,” the constable said, shaking his head. “Not the same thing as not seeing it.”

			“Where, exactly?” Daniel asked.

			“Mile End. Little alley off Anthony Street. Not a very healthy neighborhood. Any idea what he might have been doing there at two in the morning, Mr. Pitt?”

			“None at all. I don’t know where he lived. But it won’t have been in Mile End or the Whitechapel area.” Daniel realized as he said it that he knew nothing at all about Jonah Drake, except for his professional skill and his sharp, rather twisted sense of humor. He would have to tell Marcus, of course. And Impney might know Drake better. Not that the police would get a great deal out of him. Impney was always courteous, even pleasant to people, and he managed to speak very freely, without ever giving anything away. He was one of the best legal clerks in the business, discreet without ever appearing to be so.

			“If you’re feeling well enough, sir, I’m sure Inspector Letterman would like to speak to you,” the constable said. “You might know something as could help us.”

			Daniel jerked himself back to the present. “Of course,” he agreed. He could not reasonably refuse. He said goodbye to the surgeon and followed the constable out into the street and the fresh air. Even the horse manure was a living smell, relatively sweet compared with the sourness of disinfectant and death.

			They walked to the police station in silence. It was only a few streets away. Daniel did not want to talk, and the constable was tactful enough not to try to make idle conversation. Daniel wondered briefly how many times he had had to do something like this.

			They went inside and the constable left him with the desk sergeant, who took him up to the inspector’s room. “Like a cup of tea, sir?” the sergeant asked.

			Daniel was about to refuse when he realized his mouth was dry, and a cup of tea was about the only thing he could imagine drinking. “Yes, please. No sugar.”

			“Right you are, sir.” The sergeant disappeared and came back ten minutes later with an enamel mug, steam rising from it. “Mind the handle. It’s hot.”

			Daniel accepted it and thanked him.

			Five minutes after that, Inspector Letterman came in and introduced himself. He sat down on the other side of the desk. He was a smart, self-satisfied man, with well-groomed hair, graying a little, and a deceptively mild manner. “Understand you identified our corpse for us? Fellow from your chambers in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, fford Croft and Gibson, eh?”

			“Yes, sir,” Daniel agreed. “It is Jonah Drake, one of our senior lawyers.”

			Letterman grimaced. “I’m sorry. Nasty shock. Did you know him well?” There was a professional pity in his voice. He must have had to do this many times.

			“No, sir,” Daniel replied. “He was…not particularly sociable. Worked extremely hard, most of the time in court.”

			“Good, was he?” Letterman asked with a sudden flicker of interest…more than just the normal degree of courtesy required.

			“Excellent. He very rarely lost a case.” That was the truth.

			Letterman pursed his lips. “Any idea what he was working on at the moment, specifically, that might take him to Mile End, or thereabouts? Whitechapel, perhaps? It could be very important, sir.”

			“No, I haven’t. I expect Mr. fford Croft will know.”

			“If it was legal business,” Letterman qualified, with a ghost of a smile.

			“I don’t know what else would take him to Whitechapel at two in the morning,” Daniel answered, then immediately thought how naïve that sounded. And yet the assumption annoyed him, reasonable as it was. Drake was dead and could not answer for himself.

			Letterman gave a twisted little smile. “Then you are a singularly unimaginative young man, Mr….?”

			“Pitt.” Daniel felt himself coloring. “I would have thought Drake could do better for himself than that.”

			Letterman let out his breath. “Any relation to Thomas?”

			“My father.”

			“Ah. Worked with him once, when he was a mere policeman. Maybe you’re not so unimaginative, then,” Letterman grunted. “What do you know of Drake? I’m afraid this was a very violent attack, as if it was personal, not just a robbery gone wrong.”

			“If I knew, I would tell you,” Daniel said a little more sharply than before.

			“Would you indeed? Rather than keep the name of fford Croft and Gibson out of any nasty gossip? That’s a little disloyal of you, isn’t it? Got a grudge against him, have you?” His face still wore the same pleasant expression, but there was a sharp glint in his eyes.

			“My first loyalty is to the law,” Daniel replied, and then realized how pompous he sounded and spoke a little more softly. “And if Drake was doing anything he should not have been, we would be better advised to admit it now than lie about it and look as if we were part of it, when it all comes out…and it will. If you do your job.”

			“So, you bite, Mr. Pitt.” Letterman appeared amused. “Son of Sir Thomas Pitt, head of Special Branch. Are you trying to follow in his footsteps, by any chance?”

			Daniel felt the color rise up his face. “I’d like to do as well, but I’m not in the police. I’m a lawyer.”

			Letterman changed his tone. “Well, we’ll do our best to find out who killed your Mr. Drake, but I can’t promise anything. In that area, people don’t talk to the police much. I understand you’ve undertaken to inform Mr. fford Croft? He will have a record of Drake’s family, if there is any. And no doubt one of you is his solicitor for other affairs, distribution of property, et cetera.”

			“Yes,” Daniel answered flatly.

			“We’ll come by to question everyone who knew him. See if they have any idea what he could have been doing there. And we’ll ask around the neighborhood. But don’t raise your hopes too high. He was probably investigating something that turned out worse than he realized. Although, why in God’s name he did it at that time of night, I’ll never know. Some people just don’t realize what risks they run.” He stood up, signaling that the interview was at an end. “Thank you, Mr. Pitt.”

			Daniel rose also. Letterman clearly wasn’t going to tell him any more. “Yes, sir. I’ll inform Mr. fford Croft. I dare say he will be in touch with you.”

			

			—

			Daniel took a taxi back to Lincoln’s Inn Fields and went inside. Impney met him in the hall, his face expectant. He was too professional to ask outright what had happened. “A cup of tea, sir? And perhaps a lemon tart?”

			“Yes, that’s exactly what I would like. Get the taste of the morgue out of my mouth,” Daniel said, thanking him.

			“Yes, sir. Would you like it in your office, or perhaps in Mr. Kitteridge’s room?”

			“Is he in, at last?” He had almost forgotten his anxiety about Kitteridge.

			“Yes, sir, about a quarter of an hour ago.”

			“Then bring it there, thank you.”

			Daniel walked down the short corridor to Kitteridge’s rooms and knocked abruptly on the door. Then, without waiting for an answer, he flung it open and walked in.

			Kitteridge was sitting behind his desk with a sheaf of papers in one hand. He looked startled, and then indignant. He drew in a sharp breath to say something, but Daniel preempted him.

			“So, you’re alive and well, then?” Daniel said, more acidly than he had intended. He had been so distressed to think that Kitteridge was dead. Now he found him alive and completely unaware of the fear he had caused, and it made him unreasonably angry.

			Kitteridge looked startled, then offended. “Of course I’m all right. Where have you been? You look dreadful.”

			Daniel found he was shaking. He pulled out one of the visitors’ chairs and sat down abruptly. “To the police morgue,” he replied. “To identify a corpse wearing your god-awful coat!”

			Kitteridge looked at him sharply. “What are you talking about? I lent it to Drake…”

			“And he was wearing it when he was killed,” Daniel said grimly. “I’ve just come back from identifying his body.”

			“What?” The blood drained out of Kitteridge’s face.

			“Do you need me to say it again?”

			Kitteridge slumped against the back of his chair. “No. No, I don’t. But how did this happen?” His voice was suddenly hoarse.

			“I don’t know. The police are investigating it. One of my cards was in the pocket of your coat, but nothing of his own to identify him. That’s why they sent for me.”

			“Why would Drake have one of your cards?” Kitteridge looked puzzled, as if he were struggling with a problem that mattered.

			Daniel could understand that. They had neither of them worked much with Drake, but they had known him as long as they had been with their chambers, and for Kitteridge that was more than five years, even if it was only two for Daniel. The death of anyone they knew would affect them; a violent death like this would leave a deep and ugly mark on the memory. It was unimportant that they had neither of them particularly liked Drake. In fact, it was irrelevant now. It was a sudden death, frightening and unforeseeable.

			“More to the point,” Daniel replied, phrasing it as if it were important, “why did he have your damn coat? It’s enough to scare the crows!”

			“He took it without asking me,” Kitteridge said with puzzlement. “He was pretty rude about it, too. I dare say he meant to return it…”

			“You won’t want it back,” Daniel told him, this time avoiding his eyes. “Even if they could clean it up and mend it. He didn’t—” He stopped. He had been going to ask if Drake had been mistaken for Kitteridge. They were the same height. Now he regretted the clumsiness. He looked at his friend apologetically, but it was too late to take it back. He could see in Kitteridge’s eyes that he understood what he was thinking.

			“I don’t want it back,” he said forcefully. “He wasn’t working any case with me. I’ve got nothing going on right now that is of any interest. Just estate stuff, not even a contested will. Poor old Drake. Didn’t like him much—miserable soul, in my opinion—but I wouldn’t wish that on anyone.”

			Daniel stood up. “I suppose I’d better go and tell Marcus.” He would like to have been relieved of that duty, but there was no honest way of achieving that.

			“Want me to come?” Kitteridge asked, without moving.

			“Do you know what might have happened?” Daniel responded. “Do you even know where he was going? The police think it happened about two o’clock in the morning.”

			“Where?”

			“Mile End, Whitechapel way.”

			Kitteridge’s face creased in puzzlement. “What the devil was he doing at Mile End?”

			“No idea in the world. Hardly be deposing a witness, especially not at that hour. I’ll go tell Marcus…”

			“I’ll come with you, if you want me to?” Kitteridge offered again.

			Daniel gave a brief smile. “Thank you, but it might look as if I can’t do it myself.” He went out the door and closed it softly, then made his way along the corridor, meeting Impney halfway. He was carrying a tea tray. “You’d better bring that with you for Mr. fford Croft,” he suggested.

			Impney turned around and followed him to the big office with Marcus fford Croft’s name on the door.

			Daniel knocked and, as soon as he heard the answer, went in ahead of Impney and held the door open for him.

			Marcus fford Croft was not a tall man, but he had a remarkable presence. His face was ordinary enough, at first glance. He had a mane of white hair that had been auburn in his youth and the unblemished fair skin that often went with such coloring. He wore a wine-red velvet waistcoat that strained its buttons to fit around his middle, a pristine cream shirt, and a meticulously tied cravat of a softer shade of plum than the waistcoat. He glanced at Impney as he set the tray down. The clerk gave a little inclination of his head and left the room without speaking.

			“Well?” Marcus demanded of Daniel curiously.

			“I’m sorry, sir, but I’ve got some very bad news,” Daniel said gravely, still standing upright and a little stiffly.

			Marcus frowned. “Bad news about what? You’re not even on a case at the moment…”

			“No, sir. I…” Daniel stopped. He was getting ahead of himself. With an effort, he kept his voice level. “Sir, I was called to the police morgue this morning to identify a body. The man had my card in his pocket. Well, in Kitteridge’s coat pocket, actually—”

			“Stop!” Marcus banged his hand on the pile of papers in front of him. “You’re talking nonsense! What is the bad news?”

			Daniel straightened up a bit. “Mr. Drake is dead, sir.”

			Marcus froze, his eyes wide. “Our Mr. Drake? Jonah? My God! Poor fellow. I didn’t even know he was ill.”

			“He wasn’t ill, sir. He was stabbed. That’s why he was in the police morgue. Wearing Kitteridge’s coat. Which is why they came to see me, because my card was in the pocket, and apparently he wasn’t carrying anything with his own name on—” Daniel stopped, because he realized what he had just implied. “He must have been robbed of his wallet, sir.”

			Marcus looked pale, his face almost bloodless. He shook his head slowly. “Poor fellow. How on earth did that happen? Are the streets getting so dangerous? I…” He was lost for words. He looked mystified, confused, and suddenly older and vulnerable.

			Daniel bent forward and lifted the teapot, pouring a cup. Adding a dash of milk, he passed it to Marcus.

			Marcus took it and drank at least half of it without looking up. It was a moment’s respite.

			“It happened in a bad part of Mile End, sir…” Daniel spoke again. “An alley just off Anthony Street.”

			“Are there any good parts of Mile End?” Marcus asked. “For the love of heaven, what was he doing there?”

			“I don’t know, sir. It appears he was robbed and any papers on him were taken.”

			“We must see that he has a decent burial. I don’t believe he had any close relations.” Marcus shook his head. “But what on earth was he doing there?” he repeated. “He has no cases that would require him to be in Mile End first thing in the morning.”

			“It wasn’t first thing, sir. More like two o’clock. I think he must have gone last night. Maybe there’ll be a record in his office about what he was doing that might have taken him there.”

			“Maybe. Yes, maybe.” Marcus drank the rest of his tea, then looked up at Daniel. “Thank you. I must think about this. It is very sad. Very disturbing. What do the police say they think it was? A chance robbery?”

			An idea ran through Daniel’s head—a way to soften the blow—but then he realized he had no right to take away from Marcus the opportunity to act with full knowledge of the facts. “Quite possibly,” he answered. “But it was a very vicious attack, sir, far more violent than was necessary to kill him. He…he was slashed several times with a very sharp blade, like a sword…”

			Marcus stared at him. “Are you quite sure? You’re not being…melodramatic, are you?”

			“No, sir, but you can always ask the police their opinion.”

			“I shall. I shall. Do they have any idea which gang was responsible?”

			“No, sir. In fact, they would be very glad of any assistance we can give them. They are bound to come here to look into whatever Mr. Drake was working on. That seems the most likely explanation.”

			Marcus stared at a point on the far wall. “I suppose so. I will go and take a look at his desk. His files…”

			“Kitteridge and I can do that, sir.”

			“No, you can’t! I’ll go and see exactly what he was doing. Drake didn’t always tell me what he was working on…not exactly.” He rose to his feet, a little stiffly. “Poor fellow.”

			Daniel tried to offer some comfort. “The police said that he probably didn’t suffer for more than a few moments, sir.”

			Marcus looked very pale, even a little dazed. “What?” He looked at Daniel uncomprehendingly.

			“It was very quick,” Daniel explained.

			“Oh. Yes. Thank you for that. At least there was some mercy to it.” Marcus shook his head. “Get on with your own work. I’ll handle this. He has no family, poor man. I must speak to everyone in chambers, but I’ll tell his clerk, Hobson, first. He must be properly told, not hear it casually. And, of course, I need to assign people to take over whatever he was working on.” He shook his head. “Whatever took him to Mile End? Mile End, for God’s sake! What on earth are we coming to? Thank you, Pitt. I…thank you.”

			Marcus stepped out from behind his desk, skirting around Daniel and stumbling a little as he bumped into the door. Then he opened it wider and walked unsteadily along the corridor, leaving Daniel alone with the images in his mind of the terrible wounds inflicted on Drake’s dead body, and a wave of anxiety for Marcus himself.

		

	
		
		
			CHAPTER

			 

			Two

			By nine o’clock in the evening, Daniel was exhausted, first by his fear for Kitteridge, then by the horror of seeing Drake’s almost unrecognizable body. When he had looked closely at the injured body, it was familiar enough to jar him with the reality that someone he had known alive was now dead—someone full of sharp intelligence, opinions, and probably emotions. And then it had been his duty to tell Marcus, and to deal with the anxiety of his very natural reaction.

			It would have been easier if Marcus’s daughter, Miriam, had been at home. The thought of her name brought her sharply into his mind: her bright auburn hair, the tilt of her chin, the swift changes of expression in her dark blue eyes. She would have looked after her father, been there to see that he did not indulge in too much brandy and helped with any number of other practical things. But she would have been there mostly just to share his grief, ease the shock of it, comfort him.

			But she was in Holland studying. She already knew most of the things they would teach her about medicine, chemistry, and forensic science in general. But England did not recognize women in the field of forensic medicine, so she was not accepted by the scholastic bodies required to give her professional standing. She could testify in court, and had done so on occasion, but was considered only an amateur. The Dutch were more enlightened, and Dr. Evelyn Hall, perhaps the most brilliant forensic scientist in Britain, had advised Miriam to get her qualifications in Holland, where she had obtained her own. In spite of himself, Daniel smiled at the memory of Dr. Hall’s determination, her insight. To say she was eccentric was an understatement. When Miriam had agreed, Dr. Eve—as she was called—had sponsored her.

			Miriam could not afford to miss a single lecture, and particularly not examination papers. If Marcus were ill, of course, she would have come home immediately. Daniel had finally admitted he was glad she was following her dream and able, at last, to find a path to recognition of her remarkable abilities. But he also admitted to himself that he missed her. He missed her dry humor, her insights, and her sudden, startling vulnerabilities, which he usually affected not to have seen, as he now realized she had turned an equally blind eye to some of his.

			This evening he was grateful for the frequent invitations to go to his parents’ home for dinner. He arrived at Keppel Street, still the same house in which he had grown up, despite his father’s knighthood and leadership of Special Branch, the department outside the police that dealt with terrorism and violence against the state.

			His mother answered the door herself, perhaps knowing it was Daniel, or hoping it was. She looked as she always had—or so it seemed to him—but, of course, she had gradually changed over the years. She still stood straight, head high, and her mahogany-colored hair had not lost its shine. She smiled with pleasure to see him, and her eyes were full of happiness. He went into the familiar hall quickly, closing the door behind him, and then turned to put his arms around her in a quick hug.

			She returned his embrace, then pulled back and looked at his face. “What is it?” she asked.

			He was not yet ready to tell either of his parents what he realized was his deepest anxiety, but he did not want to lie either. A deliberate misdirection would destroy something between them. A straight-out refusal to speak would be better, and more honest. “I’ll tell you about it,” he answered, with an effort at a smile. “But I think it’s quite a long story. I’m hungry. At least, I think I am.”

			“Then come in and sit down,” his mother offered, turning and leading the way to the sitting room.

			The room had barely changed in as long as he could remember. It was actually two rooms knocked into one. It began with the bay windows that looked onto the small front garden, and stretched all the way to the back of the house. There, French doors gave a view over the long garden, with a lawn and flower beds on either side. There was also a small sandpit where he and his sister, Jemima, had played as children. He smiled briefly and thought of the excuses they had made for not filling it in. Jemima was in America now, married with two little girls of her own. And Daniel had finished at university and was a practicing lawyer, living in a very comfortable boardinghouse. The sandpit was a memory from childhood, slightly incongruous, and infinitely comforting.

			Charlotte came and stood immediately behind him.

			His father was sitting in his favorite armchair, hair tousled as usual, now liberally sprinkled with gray. Years of leadership had forced a certain formality into his dress but, given the chance, he still had too much in his pockets, and he could not keep a tie straight. He rose as Daniel came in, his eyes searching Daniel’s face, clearly understanding there was something wrong. It was both frightening and almost intrusive to be known so well and read so easily. But it was also a tangible reminder of being loved always by people who knew the worst of you, the vulnerabilities and the faults, the mistakes, and yet still believed in all your possibilities for good as well as—perhaps more than—you did yourself.

			Daniel had intended to tell them the truth slowly, but his good intentions vanished when he felt his father’s firm grip on his arm, leading him to sit down on the sofa. There were two armchairs, on opposite sides of the fireplace, even though at this time of the year it was warm enough to do without the fire itself. Thomas sensed his son’s need to talk, and sat down with wordless inquiry, clearly waiting for him to speak.

			“One of the senior lawyers in chambers was killed last night,” Daniel said bluntly. “I was called to the police morgue to identify the body this morning. He had borrowed Kitteridge’s coat and it had one of my cards in the pocket. That was all the identification he had on him.”

			Pitt went straight to the point. “An overcoat? Then he was outside, not at his home? And his wallet was gone.”

			“In Mile End,” Daniel replied. “And a bad part of it. An alley off Anthony Street.” He took a deep, rather shaky breath. “He had been knifed…savagely. There was a lot of blood.”

			Charlotte reached forward and put her hand on Daniel’s arm, but she did not say anything.

			“So, it was clearly murder,” Pitt concluded grimly. “Senior partner, you said? Who?”

			“Jonah Drake,” Daniel replied.

			Something in Pitt’s expression changed very slightly, as if a shadow had crossed his face. “Do you know why he was in Mile End?” he asked.

			“Not yet. He wasn’t dealing with a case you would expect to end up there. But what else would he be doing in a neighborhood like that? And at two in the morning?”

			“Either following a case, or indulging a private taste,” Pitt replied, with a wry twist of his mouth. He had begun his career as a constable on the beat and progressed upward through the ranks, solving many murders, the majority of them in high society. Even, at times, the aristocracy. A professional enemy had driven him out of the police, and he had been immediately taken up by Special Branch. Now most of his work he could not discuss with anyone, not even his own family.

			“How is Marcus doing?” Pitt asked. As Daniel was aware, he had known Marcus fford Croft for many years. They had each done favors for the other, as opportunity and necessity arose. In fact, Daniel himself owed his position at fford Croft and Gibson to one of those favors, and he was well aware of it, even though it was never referred to.

			Pitt was waiting.

			“I think he’s pretty badly shaken,” Daniel replied. “I…” He did not know how to phrase what he had been going to say. In fact, he was not even sure whether he wanted to say it at all.

			“Do you know what Drake was working on?” Pitt asked.

			“Yes. Marcus said it was a pretty ordinary, if complicated, case of embezzlement,” Daniel replied. “Nothing that would have taken him to Mile End. More like the opposite direction: Eaton Place, Park Lane, Mayfair. And not at two in the morning.”

			“You haven’t been given his cases, have you?” Charlotte asked, with concern in her face.

			Daniel smiled. “No, Mother. He was dealing with big, complicated cases in the field of finance, and neither my mathematics nor my knowledge of banking stretch that far, never mind my reputation. One of the other senior partners will take over.”

			“Then what is Marcus worried about?” Pitt asked, watching Daniel closely. “He and Drake were close, at one time. Whether you liked him or not, Drake was an extremely clever lawyer. He brought in a big part of the chambers’ income…”

			“Thomas, even if you really don’t like somebody at all, you are still devastated if they’re stabbed to death in the back streets of Mile End!” Charlotte chided softly.

			“You are grieved,” Pitt conceded, looking back at Daniel. “But not unduly worried. And certainly not afraid.”

			“I didn’t say he was afraid,” Daniel pointed out, a little too quickly. “I…I think that an unexpected blow like this has made him worry. We all are reminded how nothing should be taken for granted.” He tried to frame what he felt in words. “We none of us liked Drake all that much, but we were used to him—and, honestly, we admired him. And now, suddenly, he’s gone. That could happen to anyone, it seems. Of course, that has always been true, I suppose, but continual safety makes you forget it—”

			Charlotte interrupted, glancing first at Pitt and then at Daniel. “Do you find yourself at Mile End often, at two o’clock in the morning?”

			“No, of course not! But…”

			“Then what you really mean is that it has forced you to look at certain aspects of the people you work with a great deal more closely than you would have chosen to. You must reconsider your assumptions. And that includes Marcus fford Croft and—”

			Pitt interrupted. “Marcus is…” he began.

			Charlotte shook her head. “Very charming, very likable,” she finished. “But we all have faults, weaknesses, things we would rather other people didn’t know about us. The more private they are, the more important it is to us that we keep some…secrets.”

			Daniel looked at her in surprise.

			“As you know, I first met your father when he was investigating the murder of my elder sister,” she said quietly. “Of course, that was long before you were born. But I discovered then how little we know about other people, even members of our own family. The people we love most make their own mistakes as well. As do we ourselves, under pressure.” The color crept up her cheeks, but she did not move her gaze from his face. “We idealize those we love, and very often expect too much of them. As perhaps they do of us. In truth, real love takes account of our failings, and our weaknesses as well. You may discover a few things about Marcus, and about other people, too, that you don’t like. Isn’t that what you are really afraid of?”

			For several seconds, neither of them answered her.

			Daniel’s mind raced. He remembered now that there had been a third sister. His mother, his Aunt Emily, and also Sarah, whose murder had brought together the young policeman Thomas Pitt and the much wealthier, and socially very acceptable, Charlotte Ellison. They seemed so natural together, so comfortable, that he forgot most of the time how different their beginnings had been. It seemed totally irrelevant to the life he knew.

			And yes, that was the truth. He was afraid of the changes Drake’s death would bring. Even sharper than the knowledge of that death was the awareness of how it would affect the chambers of fford Croft and Gibson, and Marcus himself. Daniel liked him, his personality, his eccentricities, at times his startling kindness and, lately, his vulnerability. But in truth, Marcus had become increasingly absentminded and occasionally forgot details.

			Pitt glanced from Daniel to Charlotte, and then back again. “It probably has to do with one of Drake’s cases,” he observed. “It would be a good idea if you investigated them again, before the police do. He’s had some very prominent ones. Have you looked into them yet? You and Kitteridge, at least. You trust Kitteridge, don’t you?” It was barely a question, more a restatement of fact.

			“Yes.” That was acknowledged. “Actually, we looked at the last half dozen this afternoon.”

			“Did Marcus tell you to?” Pitt asked curiously.

			“No, not really. He told us to see what cases were outstanding and then take them to him so he could reassign them. Fortunately, there is only one major case. But it’s big, and it involves both embezzlement and fraud—and a very great deal of money. It’s not the sort of thing either of us does. It needs an understanding of economics. We might have to pass the case on to other chambers. And that’s bad, because we’ll lose the client. But no lawyer is going to kill another lawyer in order to get a mess of a case like this one.”

			“And the others?” Pitt asked. “What else was he working on, or had been in the past? Or do you think it was part of his personal life? Who would ever go to Mile End—and alone? Was it a matter of revenge? An outstanding debt? Or perhaps he knew something that endangered someone. Blackmail?”

			Daniel concentrated with all the attention he could muster. So many questions! And always in his mind was the image of the hideously slashed body of Jonah Drake lying on the morgue slab, naked under an anonymous white sheet, for decency’s sake. But there was nothing decent about his wounds. And those repeated injuries had not been inflicted on him in the course of a casual robbery.

			His mother was staring at him. Her face was his earliest memory, but how often did he really look at her carefully, and listen to her words—whether they were what he wanted to hear or not? “Do you really want to talk about this?” she asked softly.

			He weighed his reply. “Thank you, but I’ll be thinking about it, whether I talk or not. I see Drake’s body in my head, no matter what I’m actually looking at. We’ve got to deal with it—and rather us than the police. If his death is connected to one of Drake’s cases, we’d better find out about it before speculation ruins the reputation of the chambers.”

			Pitt glanced at Charlotte, then turned to Daniel. “Yes, you had better be the first to know. So, what cases of his did you find controversial?”

			Daniel thought for a moment before answering.

			“We went back a couple of years,” he began slowly, recalling the pattern of the day as he and Kitteridge went through Drake’s records, searching for cases that seemed in any way unresolved, or not to have ended with the expected outcome. Drake was clever, and he knew the law. He specialized in cases involving money, but every so often he defended in other trials as well. There were two that involved murder. Daniel repeated the details, as exactly as he could remember.

			“The earlier trial was a man named Lionel Peterson.” He pictured the sheet of paper with Drake’s own notes. “He was accused of murdering the wife of one of his rivals in business. She was a woman of poor reputation, according to several eyewitnesses.”

			“What kind of poor, Daniel?” Pitt asked. “Be a bit more specific. If you leave it unspecified, we will presume she was promiscuous.”

			Daniel gave a twisted little smile. “People are very circumspect in court. But Drake’s notes said she was a high-class whore. I expect the truth was not quite so grubby, but definitely along those lines…” He remembered the curiously vivid little picture Drake had drawn beside his notes. It had depicted a woman’s body, with the lower half a fish’s tail. It was harsh, and funny, and probably accurate. He had not thought Drake so perceptive! Those few lines conveyed far more than a page of writing ever could have done.

			“Would he know firsthand?” Pitt asked.

			“I hadn’t thought of that,” Daniel admitted. “I don’t know. I couldn’t even imagine Drake…” He stopped. It was absurd. Drake was flesh and blood underneath the formal clothes of his profession. Why had Daniel not even thought of that? Because the last time he had seen Drake, the man had been a pathetic corpse lying utterly helpless, unable to defend his dignity, let alone act with any kind of appetite, or passion. “I don’t know,” he admitted aloud. “Someone strangled her. Peterson was suspected, largely because he knew both the business rival and his wife socially, but also because some of the evidence suggested that he was more than just an acquaintance. That perhaps he and the man’s wife were lovers. But even if that were true, Peterson was only one of many, and he surely knew what she was like. He would hardly have expected her to be exclusive.”

			“The verdict?” Pitt asked.

			“Hung jury,” Daniel replied. “I think Peterson was damn lucky to get that. He avoided the rope, but his reputation never recovered, either professionally or personally. He blamed Drake for not getting him completely exonerated.”

			“Did you think Drake was remiss in any way?”

			“I thought he was brilliant to get him off at all,” Daniel admitted. “I’m not sure anyone else could have done that. I confess, I took Drake a lot more seriously after reading as much as I could of the trial. We can go back and read it in detail if you wish.”

			“Not yet.” Pitt shook his head. “Was there a retrial? Or was anyone else charged?”

			“No. Again, Drake must have done some pretty fancy footwork to get them not to retry the case. I’m beginning to see why Marcus respected him so much.” He felt the impact of that as he said it. No wonder Marcus looked so shattered. The loss to the chambers might be deeper than they could easily absorb.

			Pitt was watching him, waiting.

			“Peterson felt a lot of ill will toward Drake,” Daniel went on. “At least, according to the letters in Drake’s file.”

			“Then you’d better follow it up,” Pitt advised. “What else?”

			Daniel hesitated. “The issue of Peterson’s guilt seems to have been a bone of contention between Marcus and Drake. As long as you don’t know any different, you have to assume your client is innocent, if they tell you they are. It was a messy case, and Drake was very good—in fact, brilliant—at raising doubts you could not just disregard.”

			“Then why was Marcus not convinced?” Pitt asked. “You’re missing something.”

			“I know,” Daniel admitted. “I’ll ask him, when I can. At the moment, he’s up to his neck in trying to find people to take over Drake’s current cases. I think it’s pretty serious for the chambers to lose Drake so suddenly. Even if people didn’t really like him, and, I think, sometimes didn’t trust him. But we can’t turn business away because someone might be guilty—after all, if there were no chance of them being convicted, they wouldn’t have been charged. A lot of the financial cases needed Drake’s special skills; such things are the backbone of our income.”

			“Nobody wants to lose business,” Pitt said, with a small grimace. “The chambers’ reputation is good enough to survive this, as long as Drake’s death is solved satisfactorily, and reasonably quickly. And, of course, assuming that he wasn’t doing anything unprofessional.”

			“I know,” Daniel replied. “We have no choice, we’ve got to solve it, find out who it was and why. If we don’t, people will make up their own answers, and we’ve got enough rivals as it is…who
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