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Daniel Pitt faces two of the greatest challenges of his life . . .

London, 1913. When a brutal attack leaves Toby Kitteridge’s mother dead and his father barely alive, Toby returns to his home in Suffolk. His friend and fellow barrister Daniel Pitt steps in to defend Peter Ward, who is on trial for the sexual assault and murder of a young woman. Damning evidence points to Ward’s guilt but Daniel is convinced of his innocence, and Daniel’s wife Miriam offers her forensics expertise to expose a group of pathologists who may have withheld information from their autopsy reports.

As the case progresses, Daniel feels compelled to help Toby, who is too distraught to investigate the attack on his parents. And when Toby’s father becomes a prime suspect for murder, Daniel faces two of the greatest challenges of his life. One mistake in London and a blameless man will be hanged. One mistake in Ipswich and Toby’s father will be sent to prison for the rest of his life . . .
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Chapter One

THERE WAS A knock at the office door and Daniel looked up to see Impney, the chief clerk, already inside. Daniel was working on a complicated brief and was getting increasingly frustrated by its wording.

Impney closed the door quietly behind him and drew in his breath. His face was so white, he looked as if he might faint.

Daniel swallowed hard. “What is it, Impney?”

“Mr. Kitteridge is in court today, sir.”

“I know,” Daniel said before pausing. “Sit down,” he ordered, “before you fall over.”

“No thank you, sir. I’m perfectly all right.” Impney held up a hand to stop further comment.

Daniel said nothing and waited. He noticed a sheen of perspiration rising on the clerk’s forehead.

“Sir, we have just had a telephone call from Suffolk, where Mr. Kitteridge’s parents live . . . lived.” He drew a shaky breath. “Sir, they have both been shot. Mrs. Kitteridge is dead. Mr. Kitteridge, or I suppose I should say Reverend Kitteridge, is badly injured, but it is just possible he might live. Possible but . . . unlikely.”

Daniel sat motionless in his chair. He felt sick. It was too horrible to believe. Toby Kitteridge was senior to Daniel, but he had become his closest friend since joining the law firm of fford Croft and Gibson fresh from university. In his mind, he pictured Toby, lanky, awkward, and always looking untidy, even when he made an effort. He was shy, modest . . . and brilliant.

“Sir.” Impney’s voice broke into Daniel’s thoughts. “I’ve checked with the Suffolk police, in case it was some kind of obscene joke or a cruelty.” Impney took another deep breath. “I’m afraid there is no mistake.”

Daniel stared at Impney for a long moment before speaking. “Have you told anyone else? Mr. Hunter?” Gideon Hunter, KC, was their new chief lawyer. KC stood for King’s Counsel, a much-coveted title. But it was Toby who had been named the new Head of Chambers, since the retirement of Marcus fford Croft less than nine months ago. “Or Marcus?”

“No, sir,” Impney replied. “Mr. Hunter is leaving later today for a brief holiday, but I will tell him when he comes in. I’m not certain about Mr. fford Croft. Perhaps your wife should break the news to him? And I’m sorry, sir, but I think you should tell Mr. Kitteridge. He has to know, and best it comes from you.”

Daniel rubbed his hands over his face. “Yes, of course, I’ll go and tell him.” He returned his gaze to Impney, who remained distraught. The clerk had served chambers long enough that he considered its members to be his family. Actually, more like his children, and he was fiercely protective of them all.

“What on earth do they say occurred?” Daniel asked. “I have to be able to tell Toby something. Was it a ridiculous accident? For heaven’s sake, Toby’s father is a village priest! The local vicar! Church of England, I think. Yes, he would be. Or nonconformist of some kind, I suppose.” Again, he noticed the pallor of Impney’s skin, and his very obvious distress, and the hollow feeling inside Daniel was made even worse. “Well?” he said hoarsely.

“There was apparently no one else there, Mr. Pitt. They are saying that Mr. Kitteridge shot his wife and then turned the gun on himself. Maybe something made him stop, or at the last moment he lost his nerve. He is very badly wounded, in his head, but as of a few minutes ago, when I got the news, he was still alive. Possibly, in the circumstances, it would be better if he slipped away. I’m sorry, sir, but that is the sum of what they were able to tell me.”

“Who is they?” Daniel demanded. It was pointless being angry, but so much easier than believing news like this. Toby’s father, a vicar! Why on earth would a vicar kill his wife of nearly forty years and then himself? It could not be true, not like this—not on an ordinary Wednesday morning.

“Police from the local station, sir,” Impney replied. “In Ipswich. They said they couldn’t reveal more than that. Except that Mr. Kitteridge is in Suffolk General Hospital, in Bury St Edmunds. I’m sorry, sir. Shall I cancel your appointments for the rest of the day? And perhaps tomorrow as well? I’ll find someone to take your place, temporarily. And, of course, Mr. Kitteridge’s.” Impney closed his eyes. “And please give Mr. Kitteridge our deepest sympathy, sir. I hardly know what to say.”

Daniel understood, searching for words befitting of this tragedy. “I don’t think there is anything we can say, Impney. I’m not engaged in a case at the moment,” he added, placing his hand on the brief he had been examining when the clerk entered. “Or nothing pressing, so you’ll have to excuse me, too. I may end up taking Mr. Kitteridge to Suffolk. Of course, he’ll want to go. I think he has a right to be there. He’ll be beside himself to know what to do, or where to turn.” The thought of how Toby would react increased Daniel’s sense of feeling ill.

Impney nodded, and then ran his hands across his jacket, as if making sure he was properly attired. “Yes, sir. Don’t you worry about anything here. I assume you’ll tell your own family where you are, but if you want me to do that, of course I will.”

“No, no thank you,” Daniel replied, getting to his feet slowly, as if unsure of keeping his balance. “I’ll go to court and tell Toby. It’s the Old Bailey, isn’t it?”

“Yes, sir, a big trial, for the murder of Miss Alexandra Stanton. Very nasty business. Murder and attempted rape.”

Daniel well knew what Impney was telling him: that if found guilty, Toby’s client would end up on the gallows, probably within a week or so of the verdict. Time, it was almost always one of the elements. No room to make mistakes. Vindication was no use to the dead.

“I’ll ask for a week’s adjournment,” he said to Impney. “If Toby needs longer, and he may well do, we’ll figure it out. Sometimes, work distracts from grief, but nothing—” He stopped, searching for words powerful enough, and ended by merely shaking his head. “Someone else will have to take over, or at the very least, be there, if it’s needed.”

“Yes, sir. I dare say that Mr. Hunter would do that himself.” He did not add the reasons. The firm of fford Croft and Gibson was small, but highly thought of from the days when Marcus fford Croft had been a star of the court, passionate, articulate, ethical, a fighter who occasionally was beaten, but who never gave up. Those who took over from him must act the same.

There was a moment’s silence, then Daniel thanked Impney again, collected his jacket from the stand in the corner, and went out. He walked briskly across the street and hailed a taxi. It would be far quicker than driving himself, or even trusting the underground railway. Besides, he daren’t think how he was going to deal with this. He had neither time nor attention to give to driving.

“Yes, sir,” the cabby said. It was one of those brand-new black automobiles, neatly designed to give the driver a separate compartment of his own, and safe from the passengers, if necessary. These vehicles were a bit like square boxes on wheels, but they could turn on a sixpence, and the drivers knew the streets of London as if the maps were imprinted on their brain.

“The Old Bailey, please,” Daniel directed, as he climbed in and closed the door sharply.

“You in a hurry, sir?” the driver asked.

Was he? No. He needed time to think how he was going to tell Toby that there had been a murder-suicide in his family, and that he must leave Peter Ward and his defense to someone else. There was no good way to say that. “Not really,” he replied. “I have bad news. Nothing is going to make that better.”

“Yes, sir, I’m sorry, sir.” The driver put the car into gear and they shot forward into the traffic with ease.

Twenty minutes later, Daniel was climbing the steps of the most famous courthouse in London, perhaps all of Great Britain, still with no better idea of what he would say. He went inside. He was startled when one of the ushers recognized him.

“Mr. Pitt, sir. You look disturbed. Are you all right?”

“Yes. Yes, thank you.” Daniel shook his head as if to get rid of something that was clinging to him. “Which court is Mr. Kitteridge in? The trial of Peter Ward.”

The corridor was almost empty, nevertheless the man conducted Daniel as if he were likely to get lost on his own. Thanking the usher, Daniel gently opened the door in front of him.

The room was exactly like any other in this building: magnificent carved benches, high ceilings, the judge on a raised platform in the center of the far wall. The jury was to one side of the room, while the high witness box was to the left of the judge’s chair. The elevated dock, where the defendant remained, was directly across from the judge, on the other side of the chamber.

The gallery was packed. It would have been impossible to cram in another person.

Toby was standing up, his back to the gallery.

Daniel stood inside the door quietly, anxious not to interrupt proceedings more than was necessary.

A young man was in the witness box.

No one moved, and Daniel was careful not to be noticed. And, in fact, no one did, because all eyes were on Toby’s lanky figure and that of the striking-looking young man who was being questioned.

The witness was not traditionally handsome, there was too much bone in his face, but it was powerful, and in its own way, attractive. His hair was thick and dark, and he was immaculately dressed. He did not grip the rails of the witness box, as many frightened people did, but stood straight, respectful—or perhaps attentive would have been a better word.

“And you knew Miss Stanton, the victim?” Toby asked.

“I had been introduced to her, but no, sir, I could hardly say I knew her. I made the usual niceties, the weather, some seasonal play that I had seen, and it turned out that she had seen it also. I bumped into her later in the evening. Some fellow was annoying her—persistent, you know? Like . . . he had hold of her arm and she pulled it away. I told him to leave her alone. He looked at me, and her, then I repeated it, and he took himself off.”

“Did you know his name?” Toby asked.

The witness, Martin Flynt, who Daniel guessed must have been in his mid-twenties, shrugged very slightly. It was a graceful gesture of regret. “Sorry,” he said. “I don’t recall ever having seen him before. Or since, for that matter.”

“But you go to a lot of these parties, Mr. Flynt,” Toby insisted.

“Sir, I would help you if I could, but I am called as a witness only because my name was on the guest list. And yes, I do go to a lot of these parties, all held by the society set I know. But I couldn’t tell you the name of the young man. He was nobody I had seen before.”

“Did he stand out in your memory for that reason?” Toby asked.

“What reason? That I did not know him?”

“Yes. You seem to recall the encounter.”

The young man looked momentarily surprised. “Yes, I suppose that is the reason. I couldn’t place him . . . I’m fairly good at faces. One of the scout skills, you know?” He smiled.

Daniel told himself to be patient. The uninterrupted questioning of a witness was critical to the success of the case. But what he was about to tell Toby was far more critical. Toby’s world was about to be shattered.

Why was the gallery so full? What were they all here for? The tragedy? To see justice done . . . or justice miscarried? Was it the fact that if you know the details of something horrid, you can manage it better, can reduce the horror to human proportions? Or was it to feel gratitude that this had happened to someone else, and not you? Daniel knew that Toby dreaded what was sure to follow: the prosecution presenting forensic evidence that proved Peter Ward’s guilt. Perhaps the delay of this trial, if it was to be delayed, would allow the defense to order another look at the evidence. That would mean handing it over to Miriam and Dr. Evelyn Hall. Since Miriam was Daniel’s wife, and the daughter of the founder of fford Croft and Gibson, there would be a mighty challenge coming from the prosecution. These challenges had been overcome in the past, several with dramatic results leading to acquittals.

Daniel realized that he must have moved, because half a dozen people suddenly turned their heads to see him. One of them caught his attention because he bore a considerable resemblance to the witness currently on the stand. He had the same prominent bones in the face, a sinister balance of nose and jaw, and the same thick, dark brown hair, except his was sprinkled with gray. Or, more accurately, white. His was also a powerful face, and Daniel remembered having seen this man’s photograph in the newspaper. Sir Anthony Flynt he was, and with quite a different social status than either Toby’s or Daniel’s father. Daniel was the son of Sir Thomas Pitt, a gamekeeper’s son who rose through the police force to become head of Special Branch. Daniel knew enough about the senior Flynt to understand that he pulled the strings attached to several members of Parliament. It was all very discreet, of course, but Daniel could discern the weight he wielded over others. It was in the angle of his head, the slight smile, as if he knew that in the end all would go as he wanted it to.

Toby followed the spectators’ glances and his expression changed when he noticed Daniel. At first, he appeared to be curious, but a longer glance shifted his appearance to confusion and then worry.

The judge watched the movements of now many in the courtroom, turning his attention from Toby to Daniel. “There is no room for you, sir,” he said briskly. “And you are interrupting the proceedings. Unless you have some other purpose, please take yourself outside at once.”

Daniel did not answer. Instead, he was running words through his mind that would cause the least drama. “I do have some purpose, My Lord,” Daniel finally said, his voice louder than he had intended it to be. “With your permission, I would like to tell you before I speak to anyone else.”

“As I said, you are interrupting the proceedings where a man’s life hangs on the jury’s decision. What is it you want?”

Daniel walked slowly up the aisle, passing the gallery seats and continuing between the defendant’s table and the prosecutor’s table. Every eye seemed to be upon him. He nearly glanced at Toby, but could not.

“What is the nature of your business, sir?” the judge demanded.

“May I speak with you privately, My Lord?” He did not want to tell the whole room of Toby’s tragedy.

“For heaven’s sake . . . Mr. Pitt, isn’t it? This is a piece of exhibitionism I will not tolerate.”

Daniel kept walking, right up to the judge’s elevated bench, still meeting the man’s eyes as if there were just the two of them in the room.

The silence was ominous.

He spoke as quietly as he could. “My Lord, I have come to tell Mr. Kitteridge the news that his mother has been murdered and his father is close to death. Under these circumstances, he will not be able to continue on . . .”

The judge’s face drained of color. “My God, are . . . are you sure? If this is some grandstand—” He removed his eyeglasses and looked more intently at Daniel. “They . . . God, how awful,” he said quietly.

Daniel could barely hear the judge from just a few feet away, so he knew that Toby could not hear their exchange.

“Of course,” the judge replied. He gave a single rap with the gavel. “Court is adjourned for today. Mr. Kitteridge, sir, if you would be so good as to come with Mr. Pitt, we will deal with this matter in my chambers.” He made a gesture with his hand for Daniel and Toby to follow him, ignoring the buzz of curiosity and irritation in the crowd. Several of the men on the prosecutor’s side rose as if to protest, but the demeanor of both the judge and Daniel gave them pause.

Once the three men were in the judge’s chambers and the door was closed, the judge nodded to Daniel.

There was no point in waiting, prevaricating and drawing out the pain. Nothing he could think of would alleviate it. He sat in one of the chairs and motioned for Toby to sit in the other. The judge was already seated behind his desk, and seemed to shrink into himself. He said not one word, clearly having decided to leave everything to Daniel.

It was time.

“I’m sorry, Toby, but a very terrible thing has happened, and I have to tell you about it, and then help do whatever you think is best.”

Toby looked nonplussed. “What? What has happened? Is Marcus dead?” Daniel was keenly aware of Toby’s relationship with Marcus fford Croft, the former head of the firm. And, as it happened, Daniel’s father-in-law.

“No, it’s worse than that, Toby. I’m afraid your mother is dead, and your father is very seriously injured, and in hospital.”

Toby sat frozen for several seconds, and when he did speak, his voice was almost unrecognizable. “What . . . What happened? Were they in the car, or in the road walking? Surely . . .” He struggled and could not find the words.

His body seemed about to fold over, and Daniel feared he might fall from the chair. He reached out and placed his hand on his friend’s arm, but there was no need: Toby pulled himself upright, torment in his face.

Justin and Delia Kitteridge had been attacked, his mother dead. There was no way to soften what had to be said. Daniel cared too much for Toby to be evasive. “I’m sorry, but it seems they were both shot.”

“Shot? What on earth do you mean? Some local with a grudge . . . against my father?”

Daniel closed his eyes for a moment, preparing himself for what he was about to reveal. “The police think that your father shot your mother, and then himself. He was severely wounded, but is still alive.”

“That’s ridiculous!” Toby protested, rising abruptly and then, as if wondering how he had come to be standing, lowered himself into the chair. “They never even have a decent quarrel! I’ve never heard my mother raise her voice. It was infuriating sometimes, how she kept her temper, no matter what. Somebody’s playing a horrible practical joke. It’s—”

“Toby, no,” Daniel cut across him. “Do you think I’d come here without checking? Impney called the police in Ipswich and they said that the basic facts are correct. They don’t know yet exactly what happened, and there are no witnesses to the actual event.”

“Where?” Toby interrupted. “I mean, where did it—”

“In the kitchen of their home. Early this morning.”

Toby looked lost, his brow creased, and then he closed his eyes. “Why do they think that . . .” He opened his eyes and looked imploringly at Daniel, and then he swallowed as if there were a huge lump blocking his throat. “Why would my father do such a thing? It’s mad, insane.”

“We don’t know,” Daniel replied. “At least, when I left chambers, that was all they could tell us. I don’t know if there has been anything else—any more to report.”

Toby started to stand again, only this time he staggered a little, and Daniel caught him and eased him back into the seat.

“I need to go!” Toby protested. “I have to—”

“Of course,” Daniel agreed. “I’ll drive you.”

Toby shook his head sharply. “You’ve got to take over this case. Peter Ward is innocent, and I have a new line of proof. I can drive myself.”

At that point, the judge leaned forward, forearms on his desk. “Mr. Kitteridge,” he said.

Both Daniel and Toby turned their eyes to the judge, as if noticing him for the first time.

“I will put the case on temporary adjournment for a week. That will give you a chance to think through what you must do. As of right now, it seems very little is certain, except that there has been a tragedy. And you have had an appalling shock. I suggest you don’t drive yourself.” He turned to Daniel. “Where are they? That is, where is his father?”

“Suffolk, My Lord. And I’ll drive him.” Daniel turned to face Toby, although he was still speaking to the judge. “Of course, the firm will find someone to take over the case, if necessary. I think it would be wise to assume that will happen. Mr. Ward deserves the best defense that can be had.”

He looked directly at the judge and saw how his lips tightened and his eyes narrowed. Daniel drew a breath, and then said, “I’m sure the last thing any of us wants is for a claim to be made that he was not given a fair trial.”

The judge raised his hands above the desk, as if conjuring up an object. “All right, I take your point, Mr. Pitt. We must not only be fair, we must be seen to be fair, or justice itself is not served.” His eyes moved to Toby. “Mr. Kitteridge, I am deeply shocked by the tragedy that has struck you, and the things you will have to face in the immediate future. I release you of responsibility in this case, and I wish you the best possible outcome of your tragedy. Your family will need you. You have siblings, sir?”

“A sister,” Toby answered. “And I suppose her husband will also be of some comfort to us. I . . .” Clearly, he did not know how to continue.

“Indeed.” The judge made it a word of closure. “My clerk will bring you a cup of tea. A stiff whiskey might do more good. If you prefer that, let me know. I will go back to court and you, Mr. Pitt, will go to your client and explain to him what has occurred, and that he will not be left unrepresented.” He fixed Daniel with a sharp eye.

Toby opened his mouth, but it seemed that he could not find the words.

Daniel rose to his feet. “Thank you, My Lord. I shall return as soon as I have spoken with him.”

“My clerk will take you.”

SOME MINUTES LATER, Daniel was sitting in a bare interview room when Peter Ward was brought in manacled, but with his hands in front of him, not behind his back. The warden saw him inside, removed the manacles, then withdrew.

Ward was in his mid-to-late twenties and was dressed in his own clothes for the trial. He looked not unlike Daniel himself—they were about the same age—except for the fear in his eyes. He was a little over average height, slender, with a pleasant face and a good head of black hair. At the moment, the pallor of his skin made him look sickly. He started to speak, and then stopped, as if Daniel’s expression foretold something he did not want to hear.

Daniel could feel the man’s suspense, almost like the presence of an unexpected bomb in the room. He dismissed diplomacy in the matter as an unnecessary torture. “I’m sorry to tell you that I’ve come with terrible news for Mr. Kitteridge,” he began, watching Ward closely. Daniel knew that Toby believed the man was innocent, and he did not want Ward to misunderstand the situation and think that Toby had deserted him, or that the company had lost faith in his innocence and refused to let Toby continue. Ward had very little money, which Daniel learned when Impney had briefed him.

“His parents have met with a disaster,” he continued, looking at Ward, meeting his eyes. “They have been shot. His mother is dead, and his father is hanging on, but he is not expected to survive.” He saw a quick flash of pity in Ward’s eyes, unmistakably real. “Which may be as well,” Daniel hurried on, “because the police seem to think that he shot Mrs. Kitteridge, and then himself.” It sounded awful, being said aloud, and in a voice almost dispassionate, as if it meant little.

Ward started to speak, then perhaps took stock of what it all meant and said nothing.

“I understand,” Daniel said. He could see from Ward’s face that there was a momentary softening of his expression. “And I am sure you understand that Mr. Kitteridge has to go home to Suffolk, immediately.”

“You’ll go with him?” It was only half a question. “You can’t let him—”

“Of course I will,” Daniel cut him off. “And if he is able to return in a week’s time and resume the case, he will do.”

For a moment, Ward appeared shaken. He was facing prison, and now he was being told that the man putting forth his defense was leaving. “Yes, I see,” he said, although the words sounded trapped in his throat.

“If he isn’t able to continue,” Daniel went on, softening his voice, “then someone else will, someone from the firm. We have excellent lawyers.”

“But will they believe me?” Ward said. There was quiet despair in his voice, as if he had to force the question. “Mr. Kitteridge does! He believes me!”

“I know. I promise, we will not leave you alone.” He gave a bleak smile. “It would be disastrous for our company’s reputation to abandon a client because of our own tragedy. More than that, it’s not who we are. Ethics is important; compassion, too. Mr. Kitteridge is one of our best barristers, but Mr. Gideon Hunter is a silk, a King’s Counsel. You don’t get that far if you aren’t good,” Daniel told him. “He’s newly head of the firm, and he has to make his mark. Who would trust him if he quit, just because the going is a little rough for a while? I can assure you, we will not abandon you.”

Ward gave a slight smile, but his eyes filled with sudden tears that were clearly beyond his control. “Will you tell Mr. Kitteridge how sorry I am for his loss, and his—” He could not go any further.

For Daniel, the only decent thing was to promise to do that, then leave the man alone to try to compose himself. He rose to his feet and held out his hand.

Slowly, Ward gave his hand, too. It was a firm grip, two men shaking hands in a moment’s understanding of grief.

Daniel sensed that this was not the grip of a drowning man, as he let go of Ward’s hand. He silently vowed to take the case himself if Toby did not recover sufficiently to resume, although he had no idea how he would manage it.




Chapter Two

DANIEL WALKED OUT of the courthouse and down the steps, keeping his hand on Toby’s arm, almost as if he were leading a blind man, or someone walking in his sleep. Toby did not stumble, thanks to Daniel’s guidance, and also because this flight of stairs was as familiar to him as those in his own home. Daniel gave him a quick glance and saw a curious blankness to his face, and then he realized that Toby’s mind was far away.

Daniel understood this. Had such a tragedy happened to him, it would have been impossible to grasp. His parents were the background to everything in his life, the foundation upon which it was built, as he believed it must be with most people. He searched bleakly for something to say that would ease any part of his friend’s pain. Nothing came.

They stood at the curb and hailed the first taxi they saw. Daniel stood on the street and gave the driver Toby’s home address, a pleasant boardinghouse, no more than a couple of miles away. Toby’s family had never had a great deal of money. They had saved, gone without to pay their son’s living expenses while at university, which would never have been more than a dream without his scholarship. That had all disappeared now, like a reflection in a puddle when the water is disturbed by footsteps.

Toby climbed awkwardly into the taxi, banging his elbow on the door handle, without seeming to notice it. Daniel followed him, and the instant he settled into the seat the taxi moved off.

Daniel wanted to speak, to give his friend some comfort or reassurance, but he remained silent. Toby didn’t need platitudes, and the last thing Daniel wished was to come off as an insensitive intrusion, like mindless chatter at a graveside.

The taxi made its way through a busy intersection. A newsboy stood nearby calling out the headlines. With the windows closed, Daniel could not hear him, but the headlines spoke loudly. It was 1913, and the country was still in the throes of a labor revolt that had begun two years earlier. From the coal miners’ strike to repeated walkouts among skilled metalworkers, there had been at least a thousand shutdowns. And now warnings of the East End docks being locked down threatened to bring the country to its knees.

Seeing the boy, the raised paper, brought back the most terrible memory. It was only a year and a half earlier that the indestructible and unsinkable Titanic went down, taking more than fifteen hundred people to their grave.

Yet, none of this seemed to matter today, not with the grief awaiting his good friend only a few hours north of London. Another world, it was.

As Daniel thought this, a bright-red Model T Ford pulled up next to them. The driver undoubtedly considered himself fashionable in his pinstripe suit and top hat. Daniel could not see what his passenger, a woman, was wearing, but he guessed she was constricting her waistline with a corset, an article of clothing Miriam believed to be not only unnecessary as a fashion statement, but dangerous. Several times, Daniel and Miriam had been present when a woman suffered a loss of oxygen and fell to her knees. “Oh, she swooned!” said her husband, helping his wife to her feet as if this happened often.

“She didn’t swoon,” Miriam whispered to Daniel. “She fainted . . . This happens when your diaphragm is so constricted that you cannot breathe!”

THE TAXI ARRIVED at Toby’s house and Daniel asked the driver to wait, promising they would not be more than fifteen minutes.

Daniel followed Toby inside and straight up the stairs to his large bedroom looking onto the back garden. It was the nicest room in the house.

“Pack just what you need,” Daniel said at the door to the bedroom. “And a good coat. It will be colder on the coast. I’ll go downstairs and find your landlady. What’s her name?”

Toby looked at him blankly.

“It would be courteous to address her by name,” Daniel prompted.

“Oh, yes, of course. Mrs. Dassam.” Toby looked around him, as if seeing this room for the first time. “I’ll . . . I’ll pack.”

Daniel went downstairs and walked toward the back of the house. He hoped Mrs. Dassam was at home. He did not want to write about this in a letter to her.

She was ironing on a board in the kitchen and looked up sharply at the sound of a step unfamiliar to her. “Yes?” she said, her voice cutting. “Ow’d you get in?”

“I am with Mr. Kitteridge, Mrs. Dassam.” He did not smile, as he would normally have done. He saw her immediate worry.

“And who are you?” she asked, her face now creased with concern.

“Sorry, I’m Daniel Pitt. I work with Mr. Kitteridge. I’m afraid he received news that is very bad.” He told her in the simplest terms what he knew, and saw her face blanch with shock, and then her eyes fill with tears.

“Oh, poor lamb,” she said softly. “You’re going with him, aren’t you?” It was more a demand than a question.

“Yes, Mrs. Dassam. And I’ll stay with him as long as I can.” He fished in the small breast pocket of his jacket and pulled out a card case. He removed a card and handed it to her. “If you need me, that is my telephone number at the firm. But I will go with Mr. Kitteridge and stay with him. If there—”

There was so much pain etched in her face that he wondered if he should go on speaking. He nearly apologized, but swallowed, took a deep breath, and then released it slowly. “If you need to contact him for any reason, please call the firm and Mr. Impney, our chief clerk, will get in touch with Mr. Kitteridge or with me.”

“Thank you, Mister . . .”—she glanced at the card—“Mr. Pitt.”

He had not noticed a telephone in the hall, nor was there one here in the kitchen. Would he chance to ask if there was one in the house? He would wait until Toby was ready.

“I’ll go upstairs, if I may,” he said. “In case he can’t gather his wits together to pack. I don’t think I could remember much, were I in the same state.”

“I know I couldn’t, if it were me,” she said. “Don’t let him worry about anything ’ere. I’ll tidy up and keep it all safe.”

Daniel understood her desire to help, to do anything she could. “Thank you, Mrs. Dassam, I’m sure it will help greatly that he doesn’t have to think about it. I’ll tell him.”

He moved quickly, leaving the kitchen, going out into the hallway and up the stairs. There were other doors on the landing, but only one of them was open, and he could see Toby standing in the center of the floor, two hangers with shirts on them in one hand, and a casual pair of boots in the other, a contrast to the polished city shoes on his feet.

“Good idea,” Daniel said quietly, gesturing toward the boots. “I’d wear those and pack the ones you have on, just in case you need them.” He did not say for your mother’s funeral, but the words hung in the air. “Clean shirt, clean underwear,” he went on. He was aware that Toby was looking at him but not really listening.

“Yes,” Toby finally said.

Daniel walked over to him and took the shirts out of his hand. He folded them neatly, taking care of the collars. He packed up the other things Toby had laid out, and then checked what was already in the case. “Shaving kit,” Daniel told him. “And your hairbrush. Perhaps another shirt, casual, and extra socks. That’s about it.”

When Toby didn’t reply, Daniel gathered those toiletries, chose more clothing, and tucked them all into the case. “I’m sure you can buy whatever more is needed,” he said. When Toby said nothing, he added, “I still have to pack as well. And telephone Miriam to let her know that I won’t be home for a little while.” There was no need to say all the words. It was understood.

The taxi dropped them at the house where Daniel and Miriam had lived since their marriage. And like their marriage, their house still seemed as exciting and new as it was in the beginning, and yet as familiar as if, in some part of him, it had always been theirs.

Daniel paid the driver and thanked him. As the taxi drove away, he guided Toby, carrying his case as if his friend had forgotten what it was, up to the front door. He opened it and entered, with Toby following him mindlessly, automatically.

Inside, Daniel turned and faced him. Toby looked like a lost child, not knowing what to do next, struggling with a profound grief that was working its way through every part of his body.

The tidy kitchen with its dining table, a vase of flowers sitting on it, the range of pots and pans on the shelves beyond the cooking stove, had such meaning for Daniel. They had a maid, so the house was always clean and orderly. Miriam worked as hard at her profession as Daniel did at his. And as Toby did, for that matter.

“Perhaps we should eat something, and have a cup of tea,” Daniel suggested.

Toby shook his head, almost as if the words had no meaning.

“You’ll need your strength,” Daniel said. “You need to be alert, Toby. You must eat something. I don’t know the area; I’ll need you to guide me.”

Toby nodded.

“Fine,” Daniel said. “Then I’ll put the kettle on and pack.” He put the action to the words, leaving Toby sitting very still at the table by the window.

Daniel walked up the stairs to the furthest bedroom. He looked at the bed; it was so comfortable. He closed his eyes a moment and saw Miriam’s red hair spread across the pillow, and then shook away the distraction and put into his case clean underwear, socks, two shirts, a warm sweater, and an extra pair of trousers. Then he collected his toothbrush, shaving kit, and hairbrushes, put them into his case, and closed it. As an afterthought, he opened it again and put in a pair of more casual and comfortable shoes. There were no items appropriate for a funeral; there would be time to collect them later.

Downstairs, in the hallway, he lifted the telephone from its cradle. When the operator answered and requested the number, he gave her the number of the morgue where Miriam worked.

The call was answered by the laboratory assistant.

“Joe? It’s Daniel Pitt. I need to speak to Dr. fford Croft. It’s pretty urgent; I can’t afford to wait.”

“You all right, sir?” Joe’s anxious voice came across the line.

“I am, but I’m afraid something terrible has happened, and I have to leave London. I don’t know how long I’ll be gone. Can you bring her to the phone now . . . please?”

“Yes, sir. I’m very sorry, sir.”

The line was open, and Daniel heard a murmur of voices, and then Miriam on the other end.

“Daniel? What’s happened?”

He did not try to soften the words, or prevaricate in any way. Miriam was as direct as any man. “We just received news that something appalling has happened to Toby’s parents.” After explaining the news, he heard the intake of breath on the line, but continued. “The police seem to think it was a murder-suicide. His father is not expected to live, but if he does, then there is every possibility that he will be tried for murder. I don’t know more than that. Impney came and told me, and I went straight to the Old Bailey where Toby was defending Peter Ward. I told you about that case, I’m sure you remember.”

“I do remember,” she said, speaking quite clearly, as if she were completely composed, but he knew her well enough to hear the strain in her voice, the suppressed emotion. “Are you taking him there now, to Suffolk?”

“Yes.” Inwardly he thanked her for understanding. She was familiar with violent death, but it was only after the event itself that her vivid imagination would fill in the pain and the loss, the confusion Toby must be feeling. “I’ll stay as long as I can,” he continued. “The judge gave us a week’s adjournment.”

“Do you think that’s enough?” Her voice was filled with doubt.

“No, but it’s all we can expect. Someone else will have to take over, maybe Gideon Hunter will return in time to do it himself, we’ll see. I’m afraid Peter Ward will feel lost without Toby, but—” He ran out of words to say what he meant. Gideon Hunter, KC, was the finest barrister they had, one of the very best in England, but Toby was the new Head of Chambers since Marcus fford Croft, Miriam’s father, had finally retired, before his age, his eccentricities, and his gradual loss of memory led to an embarrassment, a blot on his almost legendary reputation. Toby was not quite used to his new position, and Daniel was aware that he was too modest to see his great value to the firm.

“I’m sorry.” He wanted to apologize for leaving her without a proper goodbye.

“You must go,” she said. “For a week anyway. You can’t let Toby face this alone. What about the rest of the family? Will they look after him?”

“Not from what I’ve heard,” he replied. “They are not close, and nothing is going to heal the shock. His father, as you know, is a local vicar.” He paused, needing to keep his voice calm, level. “Miriam, I don’t know what really happened, but we have to prepare for accepting the fact that it’s a nightmare, whatever transpired. I’m sorry,” he repeated. “I’m not sure—”

“Daniel, I understand,” she said, interrupting him, her voice soft and insistent. “You don’t know yet what happened, or what the situation is, but Toby has to be there, and you must be with him. The only thing that could make it worse is for him to have to go alone.”

“I know,” he said quickly. “Don’t worry, I’ll take care.”

“Call me when you’re there,” she said. “And Daniel?”

“Yes?”

“Look after him, and look after yourself, too. Do you want me to tell Father or not?”

Daniel thought of Marcus fford Croft, brilliant, and far more fragile than he looked. “There’s nothing he can do. But I’ll leave that up to you. Better from you than someone else. I expect Hunter will pick up the case if Toby can’t get back in time, which is very likely. Impney will see that Hunter knows all there is to the situation. But I must go now, darling,” he said. “I want to get there, or at least most of the way there, while it’s still daylight.”

Miriam drew in a quick breath, as if to say something, then let it out. “I love you,” she said.

“I’m banking on it,” he replied with a lightness he did not feel. Then he hung up the telephone and went to share a quick pot of tea and the rest of a ginger cake with Toby, and be on their way.

DANIEL DROVE HIS own car. It was far from new, but it was still a luxury, a gift from his parents. The one thing they had insisted on was reliability. He felt strongly that Toby did not need the public torment of a crowded train, the anxiety of changing at Ipswich, and then catching a small line north to the village, and then getting a taxi. Or leaving the train at Ipswich and taking a taxi to the hospital. All of this travel would possibly require going to the bank and getting more change than he usually carried. And delays. More delays, if they missed a connection. One thing he could happily offer was for Toby to sit in the passenger seat and allow Daniel to make the decisions. The drive would be around two hours, if all went as planned. It was not until they were on the road north of Ipswich that he would need directions to the hospital. And if the road signs were good enough, not even then.

It was late afternoon, a beautiful October day. As soon as they were out of the city, driving was a pleasure. The countryside opened up to fields, some with stooks of corn still standing, the lowering sun casting long shadows. Copses of trees were turning color into golds and early reds that would deepen in the weeks ahead.

Daniel wanted more than anything to comfort his friend, but every word tumbling through his head felt meaningless. And how not? Whatever happened in his own life, whether he sought the shelter of his family or forgiveness for his faults, there was always the presence of love, the protection of his parents. There were shadows now and then, of course there were. He remembered being younger and hungry for independence, occasionally resentful of things so trivial he could not name them now. He had even been afraid, particularly on those two occasions when his mother had been kidnapped and his wife taken hostage. But they were both safe now, so he could not say to Toby that he understood what he was going through. Words of misunderstanding, no matter how well meant, could only be upsetting, making Toby feel even more desolate and isolated.

They drove in silence through the golden light of the lowering sun. They nearly stopped near Chelmsford for a short break and a light meal, but it was late dusk and Toby asked that they continue. As they reached the outskirts of Ipswich, Daniel was about to ask Toby for directions. However, before he could speak, Toby guided him to the hospital.

They pulled up in front of the old building, small and plain by London standards.

Daniel inquired at Reception and they were directed to follow the nearby hallway to where it ended at a locked door.

“The Security ward,” the man at the desk explained.

Daniel and Toby exchanged glances. Was Reverend Kitteridge there to protect the world from him, or to protect him from himself?

Daniel knocked at the door.

A man opened it. “Patient’s name,” he demanded.

Toby stepped forward and identified himself.

The man nodded and held the door wide open. “Family only,” he said, blocking Daniel’s way. “Take a seat in Reception and your friend will meet you there.”

Daniel nearly argued, but Toby gave him a quick nod and stepped through the door, which closed firmly behind him.

It was nearly an hour before Toby reappeared, his face reflecting deep sorrow.

Daniel stood, but said nothing. Toby would speak
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