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			Praise for death with a double edge

			
				“Timely…and engaging…another terrific mystery.”

				—Bookreporter

				“[A] veritable page-turner…Perry is a skilled craftsperson, and she delivers an exciting and satisfying resolution.”

				—Historical Novel Society

				“Brava Anne Perry—long may we continue to follow the exploits of the Pitt family.”

				—Criminal Element

				“Tying family connections with intrigue is one of Perry’s strengths…. [This is a] fast and fresh story that will satisfy readers of the series.”

				—Mountain Times

			

			Praise for one fatal flaw

			
				“One Fatal Flaw is at once a courtroom thriller, a psychological-suspense tale, and a novel of manners (with Ms. Perry being especially sharp on class distinctions).”

				—The Wall Street Journal

				“Reliable Edwardian legal suspense, liberally flavored with contemporary feminism, from an old pro.”

				—Kirkus Reviews

				“Characters are rich and multi-faceted, and their development skillfully merges details from the past with hints of the future. Young women, in particular, are fleshed out in unexpected-of-the-times ways…. [One Fatal Flaw] captivates with both major and minor characters that readers will look forward to following.”

				—Historical Novel Society

				“One Fatal Flaw is like a set of Russian dolls…. Anne Perry is a masterful writer and this series just gets better and better.”

				—Criminal Element

			

			Praise for triple jeopardy

			
				“Readers may find themselves smitten with Daniel and with the dauntless Miriam fford Croft…. [Anne Perry is] primarily identified for her authentic period sets and well-rendered characters…. This book is an excellent example of her craft.”

				—Booklist

				“Veteran Perry dials back the period detail and the updates on the lives of the continuing characters to focus on one of her most teasing mysteries, this time with a courtroom finale that may be her strongest ever.”

				—Kirkus Reviews

				“Another deftly crafted and original mystery by a true master of the genre, Triple Jeopardy…is ideal reading for all dedicated mystery buffs.”

				—Midwest Book Review

			

			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…. 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

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

				—Kirkus Reviews
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			Chapter

			 

			One

			“Come in.”

			Daniel answered the swift, light tap on his office door. He knew it was Impney, the chief clerk at the fford Croft and Gibson chambers. Daniel had been here for three years now, and it was all familiar.

			Impney came in and closed the door behind him. He was a middle-aged man with immaculate appearance and manners. “There is a gentleman to see you, Mr. Pitt. His name is Professor Nicholas Wolford. I believe modern European history is his subject. He says he knew you at Cambridge, sir?” There was doubt in his voice.

			Daniel had studied law, or else he would not have been here, in this excellent position. The firm of fford Croft and Gibson did not employ anyone without both a first-class degree from a reputable university and a personal recommendation.

			Daniel did not have to think for more than a moment or two: he remembered Wolford clearly. The man was striking in appearance, moody in nature, a fine scholar, and beyond that, a brilliant teacher. For Daniel, he had made history seem more alive and urgent, more compelling, than any current affairs. Modern history was considered to have begun about the year 1500, and Wolford was interested in all of it, but he was especially passionate about the French Revolution. The 1789 one, before the uprisings all over Europe—with the exception of Britain—fifty years later. In the France of 1848, it was a revolution born and then crushed.

			Impney was waiting patiently.

			“Yes, yes, I remember him,” Daniel answered. “What does he want?”

			“He has a case that I believe he wishes you to take, sir. A matter arising from an instance of…plagiarism.” He said the word as if it were the name of some obscene minor disease.

			“Someone has plagiarized his work?” Daniel was not surprised. Wolford’s style was unique and, in its own way, brilliant.

			“No, sir. I believe the matter is somewhat more complicated than that,” Impney answered. “It concerns a new book he has written. Something to do with the French Revolution. He wishes you to represent him. But I believe there is more.”

			“Really?” Daniel was startled. “What do you mean by more?”

			Impney’s face was impassive. “I am not certain, sir, but Professor Wolford is very clear that he wishes you on the case. He says an old friend recommended you, an Inspector Ian Frobisher, whom he says you know.”

			Daniel was surprised. He had not thought of Ian for so long. They had been to the same prep school together and then both gone up to Cambridge, Daniel to study law and Ian to read modern history. After graduation, their paths had gone in different ways. As for Wolford, he remembered the man only from the single year he had taken modern history. “Well, you had better send him in, if you please?” he requested.

			“Yes, sir.” Impney withdrew.

			A few moments later, Nicholas Wolford strode through the door and closed it behind him. He was exactly as Daniel remembered, but then it had been only five years since Daniel had last seen him. Wolford still had his magnificent mane of black hair, now touched with silver at the temples and forming a bright streak at the front. He retained those strong features: a wide mouth and dark brown eyes, almost black. He was of average height, but he appeared taller.

			Daniel rose to his feet, more from habit than courtesy. He held out his hand. “How are you, sir?”

			“I’m well,” Wolford replied, “but angry.” He spoke with the same strong, precise voice he had used in his lectures as he related fascinating and terrifying stories to the roomful of students—true stories that made the days of yesterday seem far more alive than today. Daniel knew that many of Wolford’s students found his lectures life-changing, opening up their eyes to the past. Wolford had a devoted following among his ex-students, many of whom stayed in touch for years after they left Cambridge.

			Daniel indicated the chair on the other side of the desk. “Please, sit down and tell me the salient points. Details can come later.”

			“The salient point is that the man accused me of having copied his work,” Wolford said between gritted teeth. “But the actual charge I am facing is one of assault,” he added, before sitting down and leaning his elbows on the desk.

			His manner irritated Daniel. It was too close, too familiar, but he could see the rage building inside Wolford. He remembered the man more and more clearly as the moments slipped by, and he believed in his sincerity.

			Wolford’s arrogance had always been as clear as his passion for the drama of the past. Daniel could not imagine him borrowing words from anyone else, much less stealing by imitation. He listened intently, memories flooding back of the classroom, the hush of enraptured silence as everyone was caught up in Wolford’s stories.

			Wolford laid out the specific passages that formed the body of the plagiarism accusation. “He used exactly the same words as I did to describe Charlotte Corday,” he said angrily. He was speaking of one of the heroines of the Revolution who had gone to Paris specifically to murder Jean-Paul Marat in his bath. Of course, she died on the guillotine. “ ‘She was tall and she walked with a grace that verged on arrogance,’ ” Wolford recited from memory. “ ‘Her features were not beautiful, but she had a clear and radiant complexion. Not surprising. She was a country girl. And she had beautiful hair.’ ” His hand clenched into a fist on the desktop. “Exactly what I had written. But I got it from the words of those who were there, who saw her as close as I am to you! And I can prove it.”

			“So can we presume that you and your accuser have got it from a common source?” Daniel asked, realizing that there was no point in asking about the physical assault Wolford was charged with until he knew the whole story.

			Wolford’s black eyebrows rose. “I can see you’ve not forgotten everything I taught you! Of course we got it from a common source.” His fist on the desk opened and clenched. “Except the bit about her complexion. But then, we all know she came from the country, so it is a reasonable deduction. I did not copy that oaf!”

			“What is the oaf’s name?” Daniel asked. “I had better know.”

			“Linus Tolliver.”

			Daniel wrote it down. He had not heard of the man. “Young?” he asked.

			“Why do you ask?”

			“It seems rather a juvenile thing to do,” Daniel replied. “To copy someone else—possibly someone whose work you admire—and then, when you think you are going to be caught, blame them before they can blame you. Since you are charged with assault, I presume you hit him?”

			“Yes,” Wolford said.

			“Before he struck you?”

			Wolford smiled. It changed his face completely, taking years off his age. “Yes,” he replied. “He tried, but he missed. I’m wondering if anyone put him up to it. His editor, maybe?”

			“Any reason to suspect his editor?” Daniel asked.

			“Yes. Slimy little toad. Looking for publicity for Tolliver’s book. A nice, juicy case, true or false, would make the newspapers. Especially with the added titillation of violence. That was stupid of me. Now he can trade on my name in the worst possible way.” He drew his brows together in a frown. “Some men will do anything for money—and perhaps do even more for a few weeks of fame.” The contempt in his voice burned like acid.

			“It’s a high risk,” Daniel pointed out. “Your style, your choice of words, are unique. If Tolliver is copying you, it might well be apparent to anyone who studies the subject.”

			“Hardly the general public!” Wolford snapped. “Passion, injustice, violence, slaughter, and betrayal are the stuff of great drama! The more so if it is based on truth! Think, man. What would Shakespeare have written if he had not plundered history to draw his inspiration? A few comedies, perhaps.” He shrugged his shoulders dismissively. “Fairies. Mistaken identity. Love stories of mere infatuation. But the great dramas, the giants among all the works of literature, were drawn from history, true or false. Hamlet, Macbeth, Caesar, Lear, Richard III, Titus Andronicus.” His voice shook with emotion. “What would Shakespeare have made of Charles I and Cromwell? The immovable king and the irresistible puritan! How I would love to have seen his art reimagine the trial of the king, which was in fact as much a trial of Cromwell. Think of it, Pitt! What a work that would have been. Any trial is a test of the judge, as much as of the accused…”

			He stopped, staring at Daniel with brilliant eyes, as if he could see the drama playing out in real life, contained within the bounds of the room they were in.

			Thoughts raced round Daniel’s mind. He drew breath, ready to argue that the accused was charged with a crime, while the accuser—through the representation of their lawyers—was charged with seeking the truth of it. But then he glimpsed what Wolford was getting at. Yes, in a way, the accuser was as much on trial, in that their legal team conducted the proceedings. They set the rules. They chose what to present and what to leave out. And perhaps the jury was in the same position. How much did their own fears and prejudices decide the verdict they returned?

			Wolford must have read Daniel’s thoughts on his face, because he smiled slowly, as if the young barrister’s understanding of his supposition was visible to him. As if all he had wanted was for the breadth of the issue to be understood by Daniel.

			“I will get all the information for you,” Wolford said. “My publishers will send you the original draft, with editing details, of course. And my sources, although I don’t have all the books in my personal possession. Some of them are in reference libraries.” He shrugged. “Many are in Paris, as you might expect, but I can name them all, even to the page number. One would need to speak French to understand them. But you can get expert witnesses for that, if you need to. Some documents are sitting in museums. But these, too, are verifiable.” He gave a brief smile. “Since Tolliver is accusing me of plagiarism, he will have to prove his sources first!”

			“Thank you. They would all be most helpful.” Daniel accepted the professor’s offer. “But as you say, Tolliver is making the accusation, and he will have to prove his case. With a copy of your manuscript, and the reference works you used, I should be able to prove the originality of your work. But that doesn’t vindicate you from the charge of assault. It merely serves to explain the cause of it. Anger, even righteous anger, is not a justification for violence.”

			“He hit me first, or at least he tried to,” Wolford repeated.

			“Then why is it that you are being charged?”

			Wolford shrugged very slightly. “I hit him harder. I broke his nose.”

			“But he did hit you?”

			“Like I said, he missed.”

			“Then you admit to actually striking him first?”

			“Yes, with just cause.”

			“And you will apologize?”

			It was a long moment before Wolford responded. “I suppose so. But only for hitting him, not for refuting the accusation of plagiarism.”

			Daniel smiled.

			Something in Wolford’s stance eased. It was a very slight movement, as if a shadow had passed from him. “Then you’ll take the case?”

			“Yes, of course,” Daniel agreed.

			He had never felt comfortable enough with Wolford to like him. The man was brilliant, and he knew it only too well. Despite his overly confident manner, Daniel had always found him interesting, and more alive than any other teacher. Nicholas Wolford was passionate about his subject and his students’ pursuit of that passion; he had a way of bringing the past to life and making it pulse with vitality.

			Sometimes, in the excitement and bustle of the new century, with its amazing innovations, the giant steps of the past were forgotten, as was the price others had paid for the privileges of today, even laying down their lives in the pursuit of their ideals. It was already 1912, a modern era filled with new ideas. There were motorcars in the street, along with horse-drawn vehicles; London was crisscrossed by stations for the ever-expanding underground railway; new notions of medicine were being espoused, not only for the body, but for the mind. Women were clamoring for the right to vote. Their voices seemed somehow passive beside the foment of revolution so vividly described by Wolford. Daniel thought how English it all was—leaden-footed, even unimaginative, compared with the French. A blessing or a curse? He wasn’t sure.

			Wolford was watching him. “I’ve sparked your interest, haven’t I?” he said quietly. “You’re a good man, Pitt. Using your brain. Up to a challenge.” He stood up slowly. “I’ll send a messenger with the materials you need. I’ll speak to your clerk on the way out.”

			Daniel stood, too. “Yes, sir,” he replied firmly.

			Wolford was right: this was an interesting challenge.

		

	
		
		
			Chapter

			 

			Two

			Two days later, Daniel walked quickly along the city pavement, with nothing further from his mind than Nicholas Wolford’s case of assault. His speed was not because it was late in the afternoon, or because the wind was rising with an edge of ice to it. That was normal for London in early February. His step was fast because he was looking forward to where he was going, which was the laboratory attached to one of the city’s morgues.

			He crossed the street, dodging his way between horse-drawn carts and motor-driven automobiles. The gutters were already filling from the rain that had been falling, on and off, all day. The gas lamps made everything appear shiny and sharp-edged, and in the mist, they were haloed with light.

			Miriam fford Croft had come home two days ago, and Daniel had not yet managed to see her. At the firm, he was currently doubling for his friend and immediate senior, Toby Kitteridge, who was taking a walking holiday in France. So Daniel was spending long days in chambers, where he worked all the hours he was awake. Added to that, he had received Nicholas Wolford’s papers, and had stayed even later to begin studying them. Now, at last, he felt he could spare some time to focus on other matters.

			Miriam had been away for well over a year, studying forensic pathology, the subject closest to her heart. She had previously studied as much as she could in England, but however excellent her examination marks, and despite completing all of the course work, she would not be granted the professional status to practice. Not in England, nor in Scotland or Ireland. Or, for that matter, anywhere in Europe…except Holland.

			The magnificently eccentric Dr. Evelyn Hall, the only woman pathologist in Britain, had earned her credentials in Holland and encouraged Miriam to continue her studies there. She believed in Miriam’s passion and skill and had given her every help she could—including urging her to pursue her final degree and certification and assisting her to secure a place in one of Holland’s most prestigious science institutes.

			The move to Amsterdam had not been easy, but Miriam was determined. None of the subjects were new to her, but it had taken over a year to sit all the examinations and return with her credentials. Now that she was home, and working with the woman they called “Dr. Eve,” Miriam was a fully accredited pathologist in her own right.

			In pursuing her own career, Dr. Eve had taken advantage of the fact that Evelyn was both a man’s and a woman’s name, so her applications were not questioned. The head of the institute where she currently worked had been prepared to give her a chance, and she proved herself beyond qualified.

			Dr. Eve chose to assume masculine attire, and her manner was more outspoken and braver than that of most men; she also smoked stronger cigars than any of them. Daniel had learned that the vile-smelling cigars were a defense against the overpowering odor of some of the bodies she was called upon to examine, not an uncommon practice among those working around death.

			Dr. Eve was also brave, open-minded, and a patron of lost causes. Daniel would have liked her just for how she’d helped Miriam, but he also liked her for herself. She was utterly honest, and that was a welcome change from the law, which seemed always to be about equivocating and finding one more argument.

			The morgue was only one crossroad ahead. Daniel leaped over a swift-running gutter and hurried along the pavement, avoiding the chipped edges of uneven stones.

			He was soon there. He went in through the heavy door and was aware of it closing behind him. The smell enveloped him immediately, carbolic and lye not quite masking the odor of death. What could not be covered up was the way Daniel’s imagination dwelled on everything his mind did not perceive but knew was there: memories of other visits, bodies to identify, the dread that it might be someone he knew. Perhaps, worst of all, the knowledge that he might have to take the news to parents, families, friends. Knowing there was an empty space where a loved one had been only a short while ago.

			Daniel stopped at the desk of the attendant, gave his name, and asked for Dr. Hall. He was directed to her laboratory, thanked the man, and found himself quickening his step along the bare passageway.

			At the door he stopped, gathered his composure…and then knocked.

			“Come in!” The voice was deep, hearty, but a little rough-edged—whether with weariness or emotion, it was hard to tell. But it had to be Evelyn Hall.

			Daniel took a deep breath, turned the handle, and pushed the door open. The white light hit him immediately, hard and brutal. He saw Dr. Eve first. She was tall for a woman and heavy-shouldered, but curiously shapeless. She was wearing trousers, a man’s shirt and waistcoat. Her sleeves were rolled up, baring muscular arms and strong, curiously beautiful hands, supple and graceful. Her hair was gray, and she wore it cut short and ragged, like a man who had forgotten his barber’s address. Her face conveyed a burning intelligence, and there was nothing in it willing to compromise. The emotions displayed there were naked: pity, anger, horror. All the theory and knowledge in the world could not mitigate the darkness of death, whether by accident or illness. And if that death had been caused by murder…doubly so.

			“So, you’ve shown up at last,” Eve observed. “Thought you were never coming!”

			Daniel ignored her, and his eyes went to Miriam. She was exactly as he remembered her. First, the bright auburn hair, now pulled back tightly and secured with a woven net to keep it under control. Her face was paler than he recalled. Was his memory at fault? She stood very straight, a little stiff, as if defending her new position. Or was she too tired for any pretense at all?

			He smiled at her, a sudden, wide smile that he knew lit all his face, the warmth of it coming from deep inside him.

			Her face softened and she smiled back, her eyes bright and gentle.

			“Well?” Evelyn interrupted the silence. “Are you here to see one of us?” Her face wrinkled with unhappiness as she looked down at the naked corpse on the table between them. “Poor little beggar,” she added, almost under her breath.

			Daniel did not want to look, and yet he could not help it. Against every instinct, he stared at the white and bloodied body of the woman on the table.

			“We’ve hardly begun,” Eve said quietly. “Sorry, Daniel. It won’t wait. It’s…” Her face was bleak, all expression drained from it now.

			“She just came in,” Miriam spoke for the first time. “I’m…sorry. It’s good to see you.” She looked straight at him.

			He had forgotten that her eyes were so blue—not the lighter color he would have expected, but deep, almost navy blue. He found himself smiling, even though, looking at the unknown woman on the table, stripped of her clothes and daubed with her own blood, what he felt was a mixture of pity and horror at what had happened to her. Still, warmth welled up inside when Miriam looked in his eyes.

			“Got time?” Eve challenged him.

			He turned to her blankly, no idea of what she meant.

			“It must be dinnertime,” she went on, as if that were an answer.

			“I thought you were too busy,” he began.

			“Rubbish,” she answered. “Go to the pub along the street. To the left. And get us some sandwiches. Roast beef. Light on the mustard.”

			“Oh…” He had been about to blaspheme, and only just stopped himself.

			“Get cheese for yourself, if you’d rather,” Eve said with weary patience. “You can have a cigar, if you want.”

			“Cigar?” he said with disbelief.

			“Best thing I know to overcome a smell you’d rather not know about,” she said, staring directly at him. “This poor girl just arrived. She was”—her voice was suddenly tight in her throat—“killed earlier this afternoon. Just after dark.”

			Daniel did not know how they could deal with such violence and tragedy. It was not by dismissing it, he knew that. Even a glance at their faces, in this harsh white light, would have told him that they were moved. Some people imagined that women were weaker than men, but Daniel knew better. Perhaps it was what people wanted to think? Or needed to?

			“Roast beef,” he repeated, then looked at Miriam.

			“Ham and cheese,” she answered. “And apple cider, for both of us. And…” Her face softened into a half smile. “Bring some for yourself, if you don’t mind eating here?”

			He smiled back, a little crookedly. “Not at all. Just put a sheet over her, poor soul.” He nodded in the direction of the dead woman, but still did not look at her. He turned to leave.

			“Hey!” Eve said peremptorily.

			He turned back.

			She was holding out money. “We are not entirely barbarous. We invited you to dine with the corpse, but we don’t expect you to have to pay for it yourself.”

			He did not know what to say. Things had gone well for him lately, with several excellent cases. He could easily afford it. But this was not about money, it was about friendship. And professional respect.

			He took the money. “I’ll be back soon,” he promised.

			

			—

			When he returned twenty-five minutes later, the body was covered with a sheet. It could have been anything under that blank white cotton. In his absence, Eve and Miriam had washed their hands. They were drying them now, and taking off the aprons that had protected their clothes.

			“Excellent,” Eve said. She accepted the paper bag and opened it, exposing three thick and crusty sandwiches, three fresh oatcakes, and three fairly large bottles of cider. “Thank you,” she added, with evident satisfaction.

			The question flickered through Daniel’s mind of when she had last eaten. He sat down at the makeshift dinner table, a surface normally covered with instruments and now cleared for the occasion. There was another white sheet over it, but this was spread as if it were a tablecloth. Daniel tried not to think what it usually covered. They had very thoughtfully invited him to sit on the stool that positioned his back to the corpse.

			He ignored the hard, white light, the stacks of jars and tins of various chemicals, the pieces of equipment, the sinks with their metal taps, the containers holding God knew what! He concentrated on the food, with an occasional glance at Eve and Miriam.

			Eve Hall’s features were strong, bold, her expression almost blank, as if she had washed all the tragedy from her mind.

			Miriam’s was so different. Grief was sharp in the lines of her cheeks and jaw, the muscles she could not control.

			Daniel understood the fine line between her emotions and her scientific knowledge. The theory she knew to perfection: she could answer even the most complex questions in her mind, recite not only facts but also formulae. But the silent presence of a real woman, younger than she was, dead and naked in her final vulnerability: that was a different matter. In truth, all the examinations in the world were different from this. It was a test he knew no one was ever prepared for; if they were, perhaps they should not be doing the work.

			They ate their sandwiches in solemn silence. At first, Daniel found his a little difficult to swallow. It seemed indecent to eat in the presence of a woman who had been alive only a few hours ago, and who now lay silent and hideously injured a few yards away. But not to eat was pointless. None of them was of any use if faint with hunger.

			Besides, the young woman was oblivious to anything now. If she could care, she would want them to find who had done this to her. Did she have family? Did they even know she was dead? Or how she had died?

			“Do they know who she is…was?” he asked, and then wished immediately that he had thought of something else to say. Should he apologize?

			It was Miriam who answered quietly. “She had a small purse with her. There was a note inside it, with the name Lena Madden.”

			“She looks to be about twenty-eight or -nine, at a guess,” Eve added.

			Daniel wanted to ask if the woman had been sexually assaulted, but he did not know how to approach such an appalling subject with any tact. Since they had found her purse, it did not seem as if the intent had been robbery.

			“No, she hadn’t,” Eve said, looking straight at him and meeting his eyes.

			He could feel a warmth spreading across his cheeks.

			“You were wondering if she’d been violated, weren’t you?” she correctly surmised.

			He thought of evading her question, then realized how childish it would be—and ineffectual. Miriam would think he was such a boy! “And she wasn’t robbed,” he said instead. “Unless she had something of value that we don’t know about?”

			“Precisely,” Eve agreed, taking the last of her sandwich in one bite. “Thank you,” she said, chewing. “Very good.” She picked up one of the oatcakes and bit into it hungrily, then took a long drink from the cider bottle.

			Daniel wanted to stay. Not to watch the post-mortem examination of the young woman, but to spend a little more time with Miriam before he had to leave. He had seen her only once in the last year, when she had returned home for a very brief spell, during her father’s illness. As soon as Marcus had recovered enough to expect a good outcome, he had insisted she should not miss any of her time in Holland, particularly not her exams.

			Now Daniel felt her watching him. Had she missed him, too? Or was that just a touch of impatience, waiting to see if he realized he was interrupting them?

			He turned a little in his seat and looked directly at Miriam. She caught his movement and returned his gaze, her dark blue eyes curious, with a faint light in them that was surely a smile.

			He wanted to say something, at the very least something intelligent, if nothing more constructive. “Could it have been an accident?” he asked, glancing indirectly at the body.

			“No,” Miriam answered. “The only decent thing about it is that it must have been quick. A moment’s terror, then pain, then nothing.”

			He wondered if she might be trying to hide her feelings for his sake.

			“The first blow killed her,” she added. “The others were either a kind of signature, or a hatred so deep he couldn’t help himself.”

			“How do you know that?” He hoped she would give him a definite answer, not just hopeful conjecture that the woman’s death had been mercifully swift.

			“The first wound bled badly,” she answered. “It was fatal. The others were inflicted afterward.”

			He was puzzled. “Why would anybody do that?” he asked. “And why was she killed, anyway? She wasn’t assaulted and she wasn’t robbed—at least, not of her purse.”

			“A good question,” Miriam said quietly, her face puckered a little. “There’s no obvious reason. Personal enmity? Revenge for something? Something she knew about her attacker, dangerous enough that he had to silence her? A rival of some sort?”

			“So many possible reasons,” Daniel mused. He shook his head.

			“It’s the police’s job, not ours,” said Eve, as she drank the last of her cider. She put the empty bottle on the table and looked at Daniel quizzically, as if she were going to add something but was weighing up how to phrase it.

			He looked at Miriam. She seemed a little thinner than before. Knowing her, she had been working very hard indeed to get the best possible marks in her exams. He had seen how it had grated on her when she had acquired so much knowledge, after years of study, but not the actual certification. People had condescended to her, as if she had been a silly young woman imagining herself on an equal footing, and at the same intellectual level, with men. She had been thirty-nine when she started her studies, so it followed she was over forty now. He was twenty-seven. A boy, to her. But he did not think of himself that way at all.

			“Isn’t it your job to help them, if you can?” he asked. “The police, that is.”

			Eve gave a short bark of laughter. “If they ask, which they seldom do.” She looked straight at Miriam. “You don’t know this yet, but this is the second one.”

			The last crust of her sandwich slid out of Miriam’s hand and fell onto the piece of paper she was using as a plate. “What did you say?”

			Eve’s face was blank, almost shadowless in the white light. “I said that she is the second one like this.” She did not turn to glance at the corpse under the sheet, but they both knew what she meant.

			“How…like this?” Daniel asked.

			“As far as I can see, exactly like it,” Eve answered, meeting his eyes. “The first victim came in six days ago.”

			Miriam froze. “You didn’t tell me!” she protested, as if denying the connection could somehow make it untrue.

			“My dear, you’ve just arrived! So I’m saying it now,” Eve replied. “The first was a young woman, Sandrine Bernard. She was wounded exactly like this. Not certain yet if it was the same kind of blade, but I think so. This woman seems to have been stabbed with a curved knife, very sharp indeed. Perhaps using the same instrument as before. Stabbed more than once, but the first wound deep enough to prove fatal. Nevertheless, they were both slashed afterward, and it seems it might have been done simply to vent emotion. Completely pointless. The first wound killed them. It’s like…” She paused for a moment. “Either it was a cruel and deliberate signature, or he was out of control.”

			There was a moment’s silence before Miriam spoke. “Left to right? Right to left?” She leaned forward a little over the table. “I mean, was it a right-handed person who attacked from the front?”

			“Left to right, both of them,” Eve replied.

			“So…” Miriam moved her right hand in a slashing arc, right to left. “It would have been like this—a right-handed person standing in front of her, or a left-handed person standing behind her.”

			“Probably,” Eve agreed.

			“So, someone she was not afraid of,” Daniel observed.

			“Exactly. If the attacker was in front,” Eve agreed.

			“So,” he asked, “did the attack come from behind, or was it from the front? Can you tell?”

			“Not definitively,” Eve replied. “It poses some interesting questions. And it was also raining like Noah’s flood the night the first victim was found.”

			Without thinking, Daniel glanced back at the door he had come in through. It had not been raining all that hard, not much more than a drizzle.

			“Not here,” Eve observed. “Where she was found, poor little soul! We’ve had showers here, but torrential rain further east.”

			“Does that have any importance?” Daniel asked.

			“I don’t know. Might be just a coincidence.” Eve lifted her shoulders a little. “If you go out in weather like that, what do you wear? What do you see? Who else is out? And what are they wearing?”

			Daniel thought for a moment. “Raincoats,” he began. “The longer, the better. Collar turned up. A wide-brimmed hat—”

			“To protect yourself as much as possible,” Eve concluded. “From getting soaked…or being recognized.”

			“A disguise,” Miriam said slowly, realization dawning. “Behind a broad brim, or even a sou’wester, if you’ve got one. Maybe a thick scarf or an umbrella. You look like everybody else, and no one suspects you of anything, except trying to stay dry.” She looked at Eve. “Do you think that was intentional, or just the way it happened?”

			“Don’t know,” Eve admitted. “The first killing, of Sandrine Bernard, was four wounds, as I described them. She was killed between seven in the evening and midnight just off Chalk Farm Road, less than half a mile from the Chalk Farm Railway Station.”

			“Who was she?” Miriam asked. “What do we know about her?”

			Eve bit her lip ruefully. “A twenty-eight-year-old. Pretty, dark hair, slender. Half French, apparently. Came over here from Paris to visit her grandparents. Been here a month. Differing accounts. Some say she was smart, independent-minded, plainspoken. Others say opinionated, too free with her comments—and with her favors to gentlemen of uncertain reputation.”

			“She sounds rather nice,” Daniel said, with a wince of pain. “Poor girl. Even if she was a little liberal with her affections, she didn’t deserve to end up like this!”

			Eve looked at him curiously. Then, with a sad, almost bitter smile, she went on. “This second victim was found on College Road, a few blocks away, and actually closer to the Chalk Farm Station.” The fleeting expression on her face was both sad and angry.

			“Any witnesses?” Daniel asked, turning to Eve. “I suppose everyone was hurrying, looking only in the direction of where they were going and trying to avoid stepping in deep puddles.”

			“No one of any use,” Eve replied. “Everybody had their heads down. The people they passed were little more than shrouded figures in the early darkness. And in such driving rain, they couldn’t see a thing!”

			Daniel felt a sort of hopelessness overwhelm him. It all sounded so forlorn, and yet so rational. Figures bent and shrouded, soaking wet, looking only where they were going, seeing nothing. Outwardly, the street appeared as usual. Only this time, one of those hurrying shadows was carrying a knife of some sort. And killing with it. Leaving behind a dead body and blood, much of it washed away by the rain. Death, blood…and fear.

			“Is he selecting his victims? Killing women he knows?” he asked. “Or just anyone in the street? Is there any purpose in looking for a connection?”

			“I don’t know,” Eve said honestly. “We can’t hide the murder of this poor creature. But when the newspapers get hold of it, which of course they will, some people will panic. And who can blame them?”

			“I suppose it is a man killing them, not a woman killing other women?” he asked.

			“It’s possible,” Eve said grimly. “Not likely. Women are more disposed to kill a husband or lover. They don’t stalk people in the streets. And they usually use poison rather than knives. But there’s always a first…”

			Daniel said nothing, but he sensed that there was something he was not being told. He looked from Miriam to Eve, and then back to Miriam, hoping to find something revealing in her face. Finally, he said, “Miriam?”

			She pressed her lips together, as if wishing to hold back the words.

			Daniel glanced at Dr. Eve, who was giving him a narrow-eyed look.

			“It’s the finger,” she explained.

			When Daniel seemed confused, she crossed to the table and pulled back a bit of the sheet covering the victim. She pointed to the hand. Daniel leaned closer. Where there had once been an index finger, there was now only a bloody stump.

			“Both women are missing part of the index finger,” Eve explained. “And no,” she added quickly, “it is not a coincidence. These fingers were severed at the time of death.”

			Daniel turned to Miriam. “Why would you rather I not know this?”

			The look of determination on her face did not soften. “Some things must not be known by the public,” she said. “If the newspapers learn of this, it will explode in the press.”

			“And you think I would reveal this fact?” he asked, a challenge in his voice.

			“We can’t take the chance,” Eve intervened. “Let the public know and we’ll have mass panic.”

			Daniel nodded. There was nothing he could say to argue that point. “You have my word,” he told her.

			Dr. Eve nodded abruptly, and then gave Miriam a little smile. “We can now proceed,” she said.

			Daniel saw profound relief cross Miriam’s face.

			As the two women worked, Daniel looked from one to the other. Two women, very much alone. If this was done by a madman, then who was safe? He himself had no wish to go out into the darkness alone.

			He turned to Miriam. “Can I take you home?”

			“We haven’t really finished here,” she replied.

			“Do as you’re told,” Eve said sharply. “Go now! I’ll stay here. There’s a place to sleep upstairs.”

			“I can wait a little longer,” Daniel offered.

			Eve gave him a hard yet strangely sweet smile. “And you will do as you are told as well! Take her home.”

			Daniel did not argue. Eve would work long enough to tidy everything, put all the notes away. He knew that Miriam felt as if she should not leave until everything was finished—whatever the hour—but what Miriam wanted did not matter to him. Her safety did. He stood up. “Come on,” he said, making it very nearly an order.

			Miriam looked at him steadily, without blinking, then smiled. “Thank you.”

			Staying close together, they walked out of the morgue and along the footpath in the dark toward the main crossroads, where the lights were brighter. After a few minutes, they found a horse-drawn taxi. They jumped across the deepening puddles, climbed in, and rode off through the increasingly heavy rain.

			He wanted to say something about how pleased he was to see her, but it seemed out of place now. In truth, he was more than pleased, but he was not yet ready to tell her that. The violence and tragedy of the bodies on the table, and the horror that had brought them there, made polite trivialities more than absurd. They were like an evasion, a denial of what he had seen in the morgue. And he did not dare reach across and take her hand. It could be misunderstood.

			They stopped first at Miriam’s family home, where Daniel saw her to the door. When she was safely inside, he went back to the taxi and directed the driver to take him to his lodgings. As the taxi navigated the increasing downpour, he could not shake the thought of the woman’s hand…with her index finger missing.

			

			—

			It was horribly early, even before delivery of the morning mail, when there was a knock on Daniel’s office door. “Come in,” he answered, assuming it was Impney. Who else would call at this hour?

			Impney came in, looking apologetic. “There is a police inspector here, sir. He says he knows you. In fact, he said he is a longtime friend. His name is Ian Frobisher. Shall I let him in, sir? And would you like a tray of tea?”

			Daniel was startled, then immediately realized that he should not have been. It was nearly a year since he had last seen Ian, but he had known him for as long as he could easily remember. “Yes. Thank you, Impney, that would be excellent.”

			“Certainly, sir.” Impney withdrew.

			A moment later, Ian Frobisher came in.

			Ian and Daniel were both in their late twenties now, filled out a little from the schoolboys they had once been, but easily recognizable to each other. Ian was an inch taller than Daniel, still on the lean side. His fair hair dropped forward, as it had so long ago, and covered his brow.

			“Sorry,” said Ian, advancing into the room. “I apologize for sending Wolford to you,” he said, looking contrite, “but you are probably the only decent lawyer who’ll have the patience to work with him. He’s in serious trouble.” He frowned. “He really hit that fellow Tolliver a wallop. Broke his nose. And several of his teeth. At least the nose will mend…probably.”

			“Fortunately, I am not saving a beautiful woman’s reputation, or prosecuting some dastardly thief,” Daniel replied lightly.

			If Ian chose to be lighthearted, even flippant about it, Daniel would do the same. He knew to let Ian set the tone. It was only a year since his wife had died, leaving him with an infant daughter and an overwhelming legacy of grief. They could both take it for granted that Daniel cared how Ian was doing. If he asked, his friend would reply that he was fine. It did not need to be put into words. Daniel would always care, and Ian would never be fine.

			“He’s guilty, of course,” Ian said, sitting in the chair on the other side of the desk, crossing his long legs a little awkwardly. “It’s really a matter of saving what you can out of the situation. The best thing would be if you could get the fool to apologize, without dragging it into a courtroom. And with all the best intentions in the world, he won’t keep his temper for long. One word out of place and he will erupt like a damn volcano. You’ll be picking up the debris for a week.”

			“He’s not guilty of plagiarism, even unintentionally, I suppose?” Daniel asked.

			“Good God, no!” Ian looked startled. “He’s not being charged with it. They quoted from the same sources, so of course they used the same words, and the publisher was a little careless about attribution, that’s all. An hour’s research would have told any competent researcher that it was a mistake—and not Wolford’s.”

			“Then why mention it at all?” Daniel asked.

			“Academic rivalry, I suppose. New young writer trying to draw attention to himself. Seeking a bit of publicity, perhaps?”

			“And Wolford, like an idiot, hit him,” Daniel concluded.

			“Not quite as simple as that, but close,” Ian agreed.

			“Honestly, how serious were the injuries? Who struck first?”

			“That depends on who you listen to. According to Tolliver, he called Wolford something offensive. General opinion seems to be that he called him a liar and a plagiarist, and an intellectual hack.”

			Daniel winced. “I assume he was looking to provoke a fight?”

			“Looks like that to me,” Ian agreed. “Then he swung his arm, but nowhere near making contact. Actually, I think it was likely he overbalanced.”

			“And fell onto Wolford’s outstretched fist?” Daniel tried to hide his smile and failed.

			“You’ll have to work hard to make anyone believe that,” Ian said, giving a sharp laugh. “Perhaps you could say that Wolford overbalanced, pitching forward, at the same time? With his fist outstretched. Frankly, I think you’d do a lot better being honest and repeating what Tolliver called him. Hopefully, he’ll accept the apology and not make more of an ass of himself than necessary.”

			There was a knock on the door, and Impney came in with a tray. On it were a silver teapot and porcelain cups with matching saucers.

			Daniel thanked him and murmured something appropriate. Impney nodded and withdrew discreetly.

			“I am duly impressed,” Ian observed. “Not like the stewed tea at the police station, served up in an old enamel mug!”

			“Yes, Inspector,” Daniel called Ian by his title. It was in gentle fun, indicating both friendly teasing and professional respect. “Any more ideas as to how I should conduct this case?”

			“Not at the moment,” Ian replied, watching as Daniel poured the tea. “But I’m always available, if you wish.”

			“So, Wolford…he struck me as difficult…yes?”

			Ian shrugged. “Sorry,” he said again, and then shifted his attention to the tray. “Are those ginger biscuits?”

			“Of course,” said Daniel with a smile. “Help yourself.”

		

	
		
		
			Chapter

			 

			Three

			Miriam had been home a few days now. She had gone to work almost immediately, and the responsibility was both exciting and frightening. The work itself, however, was familiar, and she was more than qualified.

			She closed the front door and walked across the parquet-floored hall. The drawing-room door was not quite closed, and there was a beam of yellow light shining through. She smiled, walked over, and pushed it open. “Good evening, Father,” she said. “How was your day?”

			She entered the room, closing the door behind her. The warm, slightly aromatic air wrapped around her. She knew immediately that the fire was burning applewood again.

			At first, Miriam had believed she would miss her fellow students, who were able to talk interestingly about the finer details of the day’s study. Instead, she found that after a day’s work with real victims—the newly dead, people who only yesterday she might have seen, or even spoken with—the last thing she wanted was to relive any of it.

			The aroma of burning applewood was a fragrant contrast to the antiseptic smell of lye and carbolic—and, of course, Eve’s cigar smoke that permeated the air in the morgue.

			Her father, Marcus fford Croft, was looking at her intently. “Well?” he asked, trying to hide his concern. “You look tired.”

			“Thank you,” she said, smiling a little ruefully. It was kind, but hardly flattering.

			“Feeling touchy?” His white eyebrows rose.

			She tried to smile. “Sorry. It’s different when it’s a real case, rather than an old one that’s wheeled out to be learned from.” She saw his face crease with anxiety and she knew she had made a mistake. She should not have told him the truth, but it was too late to take it back.

			He had been there all her life, from her very first memories to seeing her off to Amsterdam. She had been able to slip certain things past him—or she thought she had—but there were others that, try as she might, she could not hide. And he had read her like an open book, even if he did not say so.

			Miriam forced herself to smile. “It is real, Father, and that’s what my work is about. Not an exercise, but real murder, with real victims on the table. What would be a tragedy is if it didn’t upset me—then it would be the time to walk away.”

			He nodded slowly and his smile was very gentle. “I’m proud of you,” he said softly, his eyes bright, his voice a little husky. “Have you seen Daniel yet?”

			Suddenly, she was self-conscious. “He came by the morgue today.” She smiled, feeling her cheeks warm a little. “It was nice to see him, even if it was over a sandwich dinner on a table for cadavers.”

			“But you enjoyed it?”

			It sounded to her half a question, half an assumption. She knew what he wanted her to say. “Of course I did.” And it was the truth.

			He thought for a moment or two, took a deep breath, then let it out again. Without saying anything, he leaned forward and put another log on the fire.

			That was something she would address one day; this weight of silence could not sit indefinitely between them. Her father had suffered a serious heart attack in early summer. One of his concerns now was that his only child should be able to earn her own living, no matter what happened to him. Well, she had always been able to do that. But there was something more. He wanted to know that someone would look after her in the ways that mattered; someone who believed in her abilities, that what she did was important—not only to others, but most of all to her. He wanted her to be with someone who would look at her and see the reality: acknowledge her failures as well as her successes, understand how hard it was for her to deal with death, taking responsibility for other people’s grief or fear. He wanted someone to love her. Which also meant curbing her, now and then, but gently.

			Miriam knew all of this, but she was not ready to face it just now.

			She must speak of something else, so the silence did not have time to become an obvious evasion. “It is quite different when it’s a current case,” she went on, setting herself firmly back in the laboratory again. “I think I know things, I can see what we have in front of us, but Dr. Eve always sees something more in the evidence. She sees deeper meanings. I don’t think she’s ever said anything boring in her life.”

			“Would you wish to be like her?” he asked, his face puckered very slightly, as if he were not certain if he wanted an answer.

			But he had asked. An evasion would be a sort of lie, and there had never been that between them. With every second, the answer grew more important. There was no sound in the room except the flickering of the flames. Her father reached for the fresh applewood. There was silence outside. It must have stopped raining.

			“Yes, and no,” she said at last. “I would like to be as diligent, which is up to me. And as brave. I’ve never seen her flinch from anything. And hardworking. That is up to me also.” She was watching his face. He was listening, but she could not read his emotion. “Whether or not I have it in me to be as brilliant,” she went on, “I don’t know. But I will certainly try.”

			She gave a rueful little smile. She knew that what she was about to say was what he was waiting for. “But I don’t think I wish to be as eccentric. And I either will be, because I can
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