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      As with all of the books I’ve read by Kate Parker, I loved Deadly Manor and highly recommend it. If you enjoy historical cozy mysteries, check out Deadly Manor as well as the rest of the Deadly series!
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      I really enjoyed this wonderful cozy historical mystery set in a manor house outside of London during WWII. I loved Livvy and her husband Adam. I loved the twists and turns. I give this book a five out of five stars.
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      I love a good country house mystery and Deadly Manor executes it brilliantly. Deadly Manor brings together the theme of country house parties infused with class issues all within the backdrop of World War II. This series remains one of my favorites and I can’t wait to see what happens next!

      
        
        Cozy Up With Kathy
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        To my wonderful grandchildren and the interesting, talented people they’ve become. Lauren, Erin, John and José, I love you.

        To John, forever.
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        London, March, 1941

      

      

      A request from Sir Malcolm Freemantle, Britain’s spymaster and my part-time boss, to come into his office could not be ignored. Not in 1941 with the Nazis in control of Europe and Britain hanging on alone.

      Most of the people I passed walking along the pavement on the way were in uniform. I received a few sideways glances for wearing a prewar bright green suit, out of touch with the current drab uniforms, drab buildings, and drab weather.

      All of the windows in the elegant Edwardian brick former service flats close to Westminster that now housed the intelligence services were taped up and the doorways protected by sandbags. The protection had come in handy. Bombs had landed on nearby streets during our never-ending Blitz, and debris had landed around the building.

      I had to step over rubble to reach the doorway to Sir Malcolm’s section. I went in, showed my identity card, and signed in while the young woman in uniform behind the desk rang Sir Malcolm’s office.

      When I was escorted upstairs and into Sir Malcolm’s office by a soldier with an Enfield rifle, I found I could still see the bare branches of the trees outside through the tape. Sir Malcolm wouldn’t notice; he faced away from the windows. This wasn’t a security arrangement. He’d always faced away.

      He signaled me to sit while he finished a phone call. The only words I heard were, “Well, she’s here now. I’m sure she’ll be perfect for the assignment.”

      My stomach clenched as I wondered what I was being thrown into this time.

      He hung up and faced me across the massive wooden desk. “Mrs. Redmond. Olivia. I have an assignment for you. Any reason you can’t take it?”

      “I don’t know when Adam will get leave again, if that’s what you mean.”

      “I just had one of my agents go PWP. I’m afraid there will soon be more.”

      I stifled a giggle, hearing the driven, stuffy spymaster use the acronym for “pregnant without permission.” “Not so far, sir. Adam hasn’t been on leave in quite a while.”

      That raised his eyebrows and caused his face to redden. “Right. You have a seat on the BOAC flight from Whitchurch Airport to Lisbon, Portugal, the day after tomorrow. Once you arrive, you’ll be met by embassy personnel who will fill you in on local details for your assignment and take you to your quarters.”

      “What is my assignment?”

      “The embassy has been contacted by a Polish refugee, Viktor Erwitz, an accountant who has found employment with a German businessman. His employer is known as the banker for the German spy network in Lisbon. The Pole has something to bring us, but he will only hand it off to a female agent. A married female agent.” Sir Malcolm handed me a grainy photograph of a man of perhaps thirty-five, thin, with a scholarly stoop.

      What a strange request. I set down the photo. “What is this ‘something’?”

      “Paper records are to be stolen from his employment to be timed with your arrival. Records that identify all the German spies in Lisbon as well as a new threat to Britain having to do with saboteurs. Something that will fit in your suitcase on your return.”

      I just hoped it wasn’t heavy. Or explosive. “Why does he need to deal with a married female agent? Won’t any agent do?”

      “He won’t tell us that. He came to us and said only that he has the key to the saboteurs and their target and if we want the information, we will go along with his request and we need to act quickly. Apparently, the threat from the saboteurs is imminent.”

      “How are you and the embassy in contact with this man? Will I be in danger?”

      “No, you won’t be in any danger. He’s spoken to several of our embassy personnel in various locations around Lisbon. They’re convinced he’s the real deal. You’ll be around other people at all times.”

      “Do the saboteurs have anything to do with the identities of German spies in Lisbon?”

      “No. The records on the spies of Lisbon are pretty straightforward, I’ve been told. Anyone might have been able to get that from him. It’s the sabotage that is complicating the transfer and requires a married female agent.”

      “I don’t speak Portuguese.”

      “That’s all right. There are plenty at the embassy who do. And the Portuguese are gaining fluency in both English and German.”

      I nodded. As long as people could communicate in English, German, or French, I could get along.

      “Have you talked to Sir Henry? He’s the man who pays my salary, after all.” I was still working full-time at the Daily Premier, a London daily newspaper. Sir Henry had hired me at a very good salary before the war and then sent me across Europe to rescue his late wife’s family. I still worked as a reporter for his newspaper.

      A cobra smile crossed Sir Malcolm’s face. “He wants you to do some articles on the sights in Lisbon and how life is in a sunny, warm climate without blackout curtains or bombs falling nightly. He says it will make the readers jealous. At least it will make them buy newspapers and live vicariously through your vacation articles.”

      “Some vacation.” But sleeping through the night without getting up to go down to the bomb shelter would be nice. I looked out the window at the foggy, dreary, drizzly day and thought of warmth and sunlight. “I’ll take it, as long as this is a short trip.”

      “As always, Mrs. Redmond, that is up to you.”

      I doubted it. “And I leave the day after tomorrow from Bristol airport?”

      “Yes. You have a one-way ticket waiting for you. When you return is between you and the embassy in Lisbon.”

      “And who am I meeting at the Lisbon airport? Not Viktor Erwitz.”

      “Someone from the embassy. I think a fellow called Basil Thornham. A bit brash, but likable.”

      If Sir Malcolm thought he was a bit brash, Thornham must be a maniac.

      “Officially, he’s a cultural attaché, but he’s really one of mine.” He slid a photo across the desk.

      Oh, good. Sir Malcolm only recruited the craziest agents in Europe. I didn’t know why he wanted to keep me on.

      According to his photo, Thornham was good looking in that upper-class twit sort of way. I hoped that wasn’t why Sir Malcolm kept me on.

      “Lisbon is nothing compared to London,” Sir Malcolm warned me. “You’ll be going to parties, receptions, dinners. Everyone dresses for dinner the way we used to before this blasted war. And they dine next to the Germans. Keep your eyes and ears open and your wits about you.”

      As I rose and headed toward the door, he said, “Good luck. I’m sure you’re the right person for this.”

      Whatever “this” really was.

      I went back downstairs and outside to find I needed my umbrella. This had been an agonizingly long, cold, miserable winter, and it was showing no sign of turning to spring.

      I walked to the Daily Premier building, soaking my shoes in puddles along the way, and went straight to the top floor to talk to Sir Henry. He assured me I could send my stories uncensored through the telegraph office in Lisbon and that Sir Malcolm had promised I wouldn’t be gone long at all.

      Then we had a chat about Esther, Sir Henry’s daughter and my dear friend, and her children, John and Rebecca. Sir Henry had seen them the previous weekend and told me the children were growing quickly.

      I couldn’t wait to see them again. Johnny, in particular, as he was nearly four now, constantly asked questions and was curious about everything, while Rebecca followed around her older brother and copied him.

      We agreed Esther had her hands full in the massive house in the Oxfordshire countryside Sir Henry had bought to keep his family safe.

      I left work that day to a world that was not only dismal and wet, but also dark. It was foggy and cloudy and with the blackout, almost impossible to find your way around the streets. Thankfully, the grocer down the street was open and I bought a small loaf of bread, some cheese, and a tin of tomato soup and took them home for dinner, even more thankful to be staying in the rest of the night in my dry flat.

      Unfortunately, I wasn’t sharing my warm flat with my husband, Adam. At least he was at a training command post well north of London and probably out of the range of the German bombers. He was safe, and I felt that I didn’t have to worry about him.

      That didn’t stop me missing him.

      I wrote another letter to Adam letting him know I’d be gone for several days and then read until the siren went off and it was time to go down to the air raid shelter in the cellar of our building.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      The following night, I had to leave long before sunrise to take the train to Bristol to catch my flight. It was dark, damp, and foggy on the way to the train station, and when I finally reached Bristol, I found I might as well have still been in the same train station, from the looks of the weather. We took off in fog and rain, and then bumped along in the air over Cornwall and the Atlantic Ocean.

      In all of my previous flights, I’d flown over land most of the time. This time, until we reached the coast of northern Portugal, we’d be over the ocean in a sort of half-circle flight path. It didn’t make me feel secure.

      The trip over the water caused the plane to sway from side to side, leaving me with a queasy feeling, and then to bounce as if we rode in an India rubber ball. I was hungry, but I barely ate anything off my tray. I didn’t feel as if I’d ever want to eat again.

      Once I looked out the window and saw the mountains of northwest Portugal below us, I began to relax. The airplane stopped swinging and flew smoothly. At that point, five and a half hours of the seven-hour flight had passed and I knew we’d soon reach Lisbon airport.

      True to Sir Malcolm’s word, a man of perhaps thirty, on the tall and thin side with blond hair and quite similar to his photograph, walked up to me when I stepped out of the fog into the terminal. “Mrs. Redmond?”

      “Yes.”

      “Basil Thornham from the British embassy. I’m to take you to your hotel in the city and then pick you up later to go to a party.”

      “What party?” That hardly sounded as if it were what I should have been sent to Lisbon to do, although Sir Malcolm did warn me there would be parties to attend.

      He signaled me to lower my voice. “Too many listening ears in this city. How much do you know about your assignment?” He kept his voice at a murmur.

      “Too little.”

      “You’re going to meet a man tonight at the party who has something that we want. So far, he’s been coy about the price he wants. Your job is to get him to name his price.”

      I reached the customs desk and presented my passport. The uniformed Portuguese official stamped it. Then I pointed out my luggage to a porter who put it on his dolly and headed outside.

      Thornham followed me and then led me to the taxi he had hired. With my luggage, Thornham, and me inside the vehicle, we took off, Thornham telling the driver the name of my hotel.

      I now knew how Portuguese sounded, but I couldn’t understand a word. Taxi drivers and waiters spoke a little of everything, however, so I thought I could make it to and from my hotel in the center of Lisbon without too much of a problem.

      The closer we rode to the center of the town, the sunnier it became. I stared out the window of the taxi, mesmerized by the multi-colored buildings, the red tile roofs, the steep cobblestoned streets. Pedestrians here were dressed in lighter clothing than the heavy wool seen on London streets. They appeared calm, cheerful, and no one was looking up at the sky for bombs or barrage balloons.

      Getting the man to name his price shouldn’t be hard. I was going to enjoy a few days’ rest under a warm sun and a quick flight home.

      Thornham dropped me at the front door of the hotel and rode off in his taxi, leaving me little better informed about my assignment than I was before.

      The desk clerk spoke English surprisingly well. After I’d signed in and my cases were sent up to my room, he asked me, “What are you doing here, madame?”

      “I’m a journalist for a newspaper back home. My editor wants me to write a series of pieces on life in a sunny city without a blackout.”

      “No blackout, but we have royalty and spies from many countries to cause a sensation. And we have the biggest casino in Europe,” he told me.

      I hoped no one wanted me to hang out at the casino watching spies. “I thought the Duke of Windsor left last summer.”

      “Sadly, yes, but there are others, waiting for a chance to leave or for this war to end. Too many others. That makes it hard to find a hotel room. You are in the annex.” He handed me my key.

      I gave him a perfunctory smile and walked off. My room was out the back and across the alley in a four-story house. I went in and found my room. It was beautiful, with green fabrics and rococo furniture and ornate tile floors. The window was large and I opened it and stepped out onto the wrought-iron balcony to look at the cobblestones below. In the distance, I could see water. The sea? A river?

      It appeared as if the building had formerly been the home of a wealthy family. As in a home, the bath and the toilet were down the hall, not en suite, set up more like a guest house or a traveler’s hotel than one for the ultrawealthy.

      A knock sounded at my door, although my cases had already been delivered. I opened the door to find a bellboy with a note in his hand. I took it, tipped him, and shut the door in his face.

      It was an invitation to a party that night at the Villa São José. Sir Malcolm had warned me to expect to attend some parties or balls, so I’d brought some of my ballgowns. I hadn’t needed to wear any of them since Adam had recovered sufficiently from his injuries to go back to work in some dreary hole in the north of our country, leaving me alone in London. I was planning to enjoy the party and dressing up.

      As twilight lingered outside my window, I put on my navy-blue gown cut on the bias that I wore with my silver pumps, bag, and costume jewelry. I had forgotten how little fabric was in the top of my gown in the back, but it was flattering.

      Another knock on my door dragged my attention away from the mirror and the vision that was me in that dress. When I opened the door, I found myself facing a man in evening wear who just had to be British, from his precise mustache to his slightly worn evening jacket. My escort from the airport, Basil Thornham.

      “Did you get me the invitation?” I asked and smiled.

      “Yes, I did.”

      “Well, thank you.” We both stood there for a moment, aware there was much we each wanted to learn and feeling awkward and a little untrusting. At least I did. I couldn’t tell what Thornham was thinking.

      “May I come in?”

      “Of course.” I stood back and let him in before I shut the door. He walked over and shut the window.

      “I was enjoying⁠—”

      “There are people listening everywhere. More so since Erwitz agreed to hand over his secrets to you.”

      “Me? Why?” I was having trouble keeping my voice down.

      “We don’t know. Various of us at the embassy have offered to pay whatever he requires, but he won’t negotiate with any of us. He has told us he will negotiate with you and looks forward to meeting you tonight.”

      “Why is he being so difficult?”

      “Viktor Erwitz was a banker in some eastern European country before the war. He’s been working as a clerk here for a German- controlled company, and the same as all the clerks and waiters and maids and taxi drivers in this city, he’s been listening to conversations. We believe he heard a way to steal this something and did it.”

      “And this something has to do with the German spies in Lisbon and some saboteurs?”

      “So far as I know.” Thornham shrugged, a vague expression on his face. His eyes, however, were sharp.

      “How many people know we plan to meet at this party tonight to discuss terms?” I asked.

      “Probably too many. We’ve been trying to keep it quiet, but these things get around town.”

      “What does he want for it? And are we sure it is worth whatever price he will eventually name? Are you sure he isn’t playing with us for the Germans?” I had no idea who this man Erwitz was or what he wanted, but I was growing frightened. I knew no one in Portugal and had no knowledge of their language or politics. This could be a way to lead a British agent into trouble and then jail, enabling them to trade me for a German agent.

      And I knew nothing about Thornham. Was he working with me to get information from Erwitz or against me?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

        

      

    

    
      “Erwitz wants you to trade him for this object. We don’t know exactly what his goal is, or his price,” Thornham said. “That’s where you come in. We want you to get him to commit himself.”

      “What if I don’t see any value in what he’s offering and don’t offer him what he wants? What if I think the whole thing is a waste of time?” I put on my necklace and hooked it, shaking my head at Thornham’s offer to help.

      “Oh, we think it’s valuable. He came up to us in a café and has made various contacts with us since then without coming into the embassy.”

      “Dead drops? That sort of thing?”

      “No. Things such as meetings in bars and cafés, slipping notes written in Portuguese or hushed conversations over passing the salt.”

      I shook my head. “Doesn’t the embassy have some thoughts on this? Do you know what the embassy plan is? And how much they are willing to pay?” I was finding it hard to be dropped into a strange culture with a strange tongue and to trust anyone.

      “The embassy plan, as always, is to see what develops.”

      Oh, that was useful. I groaned. “How will he get into the party? Will he be working as a waiter or has he been invited as a guest?”

      “It could be either way. Do you have a shawl to go with that outfit? It’s the style here, and it can get cool later on.”

      I found my multi-colored silk lined shawl, thinking it would look hideous with my gown.

      “And a hat.”

      “A hat?”

      “Portuguese women wear hats at night unless they are ‘women of the night.’”

      I put on my black cloche hat, looked in the mirror, shuddered at the mismatched styles, and then we left.

      We kept to neutral subjects on the short cab ride despite the questions that kept popping up in my mind. As we drove up into what must be the hills, I saw many of the buildings toward the river had neon signs lit up on their roofs. All over, windows were open and light shone out, unencumbered by blackout regulations.

      I’d forgotten how a brightly lit night looked.

      We soon arrived at the gates of a large house with a small garden edged in bushes and planters and a great deal of decorative tilework so that the paths through the garden from the street to the door were patterned.

      As we walked forward between torches up the path, I saw it was a three-story house with tiny balconies of elaborate metalwork in front of each full-length window on the first and second floors. While the ground floor was ablaze with lights and we could hear laughter and music coming from every open window, the upper stories appeared silent and dark.

      Just before we entered, Thornham said, “Watch what you say. There will be Nazi spies here. As waiters and as guests.”

      “Our host invited Germans?” I whispered.

      “Of course. This is Lisbon. Everyone invites everyone to their parties. How else would the Portuguese learn what both sides have planned? How else could they sell the information to the other side?”

      “How will I know this Viktor Erwitz?” The photo I’d seen was blurry and at a distance.

      “Oh, he’ll let you know. Or I will.” We walked into the house and I was amazed at how beautiful it all was. Everything glittered. The lamps. The jewelry. The laughter.

      We walked down the reception line past our hosts, a dazzling older Portuguese couple dressed in black and jewels, and then we each took a flute of champagne. It was cool and wet. Perfect to carry around with me as I walked aimlessly throughout the ground floor. Thornham wandered off.

      The tile floors as well as the walls were white and the furniture was heavy and dark with brightly colored cushions. The artwork was medieval in style and a trifle primitive for my tastes, but no doubt incredibly expensive. A talented string quartet was playing Mozart in the first room I entered.

      As I entered yet another reception room, this one featuring cool blue shades from the Oriental carpet to the sofa cushions, I spotted someone across the room from me that I knew. But if everything was supposed to be kept quiet, should I admit that I knew him? Would I be destroying his cover?

      Before I could make up my mind, he walked toward me with a bright smile on his face. “Livvy, darling. How are you?”

      Since he hadn’t mentioned his name, I guessed his correct one would be all right to use. “Stewart, how wonderful to see you.” Stewart McKenzie had redder hair than I had and a thick Scottish brogue. I’d dated him briefly after university. He’d been a new hire at the Foreign Office in those days, an Oxford graduate whose father was an Edinburgh physician.

      “What brings you here?”

      “My newspaper wants a series on how life has changed in Lisbon since the war began. I drew the lucky straw. It is so warm and sunny here compared to London. You’d hardly know it’s March.” I sounded cheery and bright despite spending seven hours in the air that day, which took a great effort.

      “I could escort you around Lisbon. In fact, I’d be glad to.”

      “You must be far too busy working at the embassy to spend time with me.”

      “Perhaps I could show you the sights after dark.” Stewart sounded surprisingly happy to see me after all this time.

      “That sounds as if it could be fun. Is your wife here?”

      Stewart looked down before he looked me in the eye. “No. She stayed behind with the children.”

      “That’s probably best.”

      “I was sorry to hear about Reggie.”

      Even after all this time, I hated hearing that. At least it was only a dull ache now. “Thank you. I’ve remarried. No children, though.”

      “Lucky man.” He shook his head then. “Sorry. Not lucky about the children. Foreign Office?”

      “No. Army. Career.”

      That seemed to bring our conversation to a halt.

      I decided to make an attempt to keep my story about writing for the newspaper going. “Are there many interesting places to go after dark here in Lisbon?”

      “Yes. There’s a fabulous casino in Estoril. Biggest in Europe. Down the coast about half an hour. A lot of good Portuguese restaurants here in town. And French, Spanish, Italian. Greek. North African, thanks to the refugees. You won’t go hungry.”

      “Will you be free to take me to your favorite tomorrow?”

      “I’d love to. I’ll see you at the embassy at dinner time?” We smiled at each other and, excusing himself, Stewart walked off.

      I tried to glance around without looking lost or confused. Around me I heard German and French and English that I could understand and Portuguese and who knew what else that I couldn’t. The crush of bodies was beginning to make the rooms overheated, and the varieties of cigarette and cigar smoke made the air thick.

      Basil Thornham reappeared with a beautiful brunette he introduced as Gabriella. She was positively dripping with diamonds and spoke English with a heavy accent. When she saw me admiring her jewelry, she told me, “Eef you will be in town for a leettle while, I will introduce you to the diamond merchants. With all these refugees in town, diamonds are cheaper than water.”

      “I didn’t come prepared to make any large purchases,” I told her.

      “No. Jewelry is only a little purchase in Lisbon at the moment. We are very lucky to be here now.” She shook her head slightly, making the light dance off her dangling earrings.

      “I just want to write my articles for the newspaper and go home,” I told her. “If I go home with lots of jewelry, the next time I see my husband, he will wonder what I did to earn diamonds.”

      “Keep him wondering. It is good for husbands.”

      “Not for my husband. Adam wants to know where things such as diamonds come from.”

      “Then you will have to tell him.” She smiled with an infectious warmth as dazzling as her diamonds. “Have you seen our garden? It is beautiful.”

      “Our garden? Then you must be…”

      “Gabriella São José. This is my parents’ house. You must see the garden.”

      “Thank you. I haven’t yet.”

      “Come see,” she told me. “It’s cooler out there, with a nice breeze through the greenery. And doesn’t smell of cigars. The patio itself is a lovely tile pattern, and it is surrounded with bushes, high walls, and wonderful privacy. It is dug into the hill on the upward side, you see.” Gabriella took my arm and led me out onto the patio. Basil wandered off again.

      There was little in the way of view unless you looked up, with windows of nearby houses up the hill thrown open with light spilling out all along the hillsides. The sky was filled with stars on the cloudless night.

      There were two men and a woman on the terrace already, speaking German. One of the men was in a German army officer’s uniform.

      As we approached, the other man began speaking to the woman in a language I didn’t recognize as he guided her back into the house while Basil Thornham came out onto the garden. Gabriella, addressing the uniformed man, said, “Hauptmann, have you met Mr. Thornham from the British embassy?”

      “No. How do you do? I am Hauptmann Reichter of the Reich embassy.” A double row of medals crossed his black uniformed chest. He had a narrow face and thin nose, reminding me of a vulture.

      “I’ve heard of you, Herr Reichter,” Thornham said smoothly. “And may I introduce a fellow countrywoman, Mrs. Redmond.”

      “Enchanted,” he said, bowing slightly over my hand as he clicked his heels together.

      Even though we were at war, there was something mesmerizing about being greeted in the continental manner. “Hauptmann.”

      “Shall we go inside?” he asked Gabriella.

      “Please excuse me,” Gabriella said to Thornham and me.

      They walked in, leaving the terrace to Thornham and myself. Through the open floor-to-ceiling windows, I could see formally dressed guests inside the house as well as liveried servers refilling the buffet table and passing among the guests with trays of glasses of wine. I didn’t see anyone I’d met.

      Of course, so far I’d only met a half dozen people in Lisbon, and none of them were the man I was supposed to meet.

      I didn’t have time to grow chilled before I heard a noise I thought was behind me. I turned to look as something flew past me and landed hard on the tile patio. I shrieked and jumped backward as I realized I had nearly been struck by a falling body.

      It was horrible. A man in a black suit and white shirt lay crumpled, dark liquid creeping over the white tiles. I couldn’t look at his face, afraid of what I would see. “Who is it? Do you recognize him?” I asked Thornham.

      He nodded. “Viktor Erwitz.”
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      “Quick. Stand over there to block anyone’s view,” Basil Thornham directed me.

      I moved to the spot he indicated with my back to the house and shuddered as I watched him quickly and carefully search the dead man’s pockets. As soon as people began to come out of the house, gasping and shrieking, he switched to checking for the dead man’s pulse.

      “Should I call for a doctor?” our host asked as he joined the growing group around the body.

      “It won’t help him. I’m sorry. He’s dead,” Thornham said.

      Erwitz had hit head first, smashing his gold-color wire-rim glasses. I couldn’t look beyond that. “Who is he?”

      “That’s Erwitz. A clerk in my import-export business,” a heavyset man answered in a thick German accent. “A refugee.” When our host gave him a dirty look, he said, “I know. I know. I shouldn’t have given him a job, but he was eminently qualified, unlike the Portuguese, and I felt sorry for him.”

      “Why would he do this?” I asked. I was certain this was no suicide, he had come to the party to sell secrets to me, but if Erwitz had been murdered I couldn’t let on I suspected. “Herr⁠—?”

      “Stierer. Herr Erwitz will be missed in my office. I am sorry he chose to die, and in a way that distresses you. Distresses all of us.”

      “I’m surprised more of the refugees don’t kill themselves when they find they’re running out of money,” a man said in French.

      But if he had a job, he wasn’t running out of money. As a possible explanation, this made no sense.

      “Let me take you home,” Stewart McKenzie said as he appeared in the garden. He and Thornham exchanged a dark glance, then McKenzie gave a slight shrug.

      I studied both their faces, but their expressions were blank. Not having a clue to what they wanted, I decided to go along. “Thank you. This has been most distressing.”

      Our host tried to convey his sorrow that this had happened at his party and had upset me. I assured him, in English, that I was sorry this man had been such a poor guest and I looked forward to visiting him and his charming wife soon under better circumstances.

      We both sounded polite and civilized while a man’s broken body lay between us. I meant what I said. I wanted to return here to discover what had happened to the man I was supposed to trade secrets with for money.

      His wife came out then, gave the dead man a single, angry glance, and went into her role as hostess, shepherding her female guests into the house.

      We were the first to leave as Thornham quickly commandeered a taxi for us and escorted me away. He gave the driver an address I was unfamiliar with and we rode in silence down the hillsides.

      When the taxi stopped and Thornham paid, I saw we weren’t at my hotel. We hurried around the corner, occasionally pulling my narrow heels out from between cobblestones. We stopped in front of a building that appeared to be an apartment block or rooming house.

      Thornham glanced around to make sure we weren’t being watched before we entered. I saw a tall, thin man with a severe face in the shadows and hoped he wouldn’t stop us. We went up a flight of stairs to find no one was in the hall or had poked their heads out of their doors. He knocked on one door, and when no one answered, pulled out a ring of skeleton keys. He had the door opened in five seconds.

      The door opened into a drawing room with mismatched furniture consisting of a sofa, an overstuffed chair, and to the side, a table and four kitchen chairs. A small desk stood against the far wall.

      “Go through the desk,” Thornham told me.

      “Looking for what?”

      “You’ll know it when you see it.”

      From the quickness of his movements checking the sofa cushions, I knew time was a factor. I made fast work of the papers on top of the desk and then in each drawer. Bills, passports, pens, pencils, books in some language I didn’t recognize. I took the British passport without giving it a glance.

      And then I found a ledger with a faded red cloth cover. Each line held a name, an amount, and a series of letters. There was not a break anywhere in the series of letters. Were they random?

      I held it up and said, “I think…”

      He raised his hand, his head tilted toward the door. Heavy footsteps and then the doorknob jiggled.

      Quietly, I carried the passport and ledger with me as I followed Thornham. We hurried into the darkened bedroom, flipping off the drawing room light. All I noticed was the bed was unmade and there was a large wardrobe. Thornham opened the window wide and pushed me out onto the tiny balcony before following. The wrought-iron balcony went across three windows with a cement walkway, and we’d come out of the middle one.

      Taking care not to look down, I went to the window ahead of me and looked in. An old woman sat there knitting. I glanced back at Thornham and shook my head. He waved me to come to him.

      Walking back to the window we’d climbed out, I looked in. Men in police uniforms were in the now well-lighted drawing room, rifling through the papers on the desk. If I walked across in front of the window, they were sure to see me. Compared to London, even this side street was well lit. I leaned back against the rough wall and when I looked his way, I saw Thornham had climbed through the next window, leaving me alone on the balcony if any of the policemen looked out.

      One of the policemen chose that moment to walk to the window and glance out. Fortunately, he didn’t see me pressed up against the wall in the relative shadows before he shut the window and walked away. A minute later, the lights went out in the drawing room and the policemen left, shutting the door.

      I crossed to the window I’d seen Thornham enter and climbed over the sill.

      He glanced at me. “Ssh.”

      The door to the next room was shut, but I could hear voices on the other side. I waved toward the room we had come from, and Thornham led the way out through the window and along the wrought-iron balcony to the closed window.

      Using a small folding knife, he was able to unlatch the window and pry it open. He climbed in and I followed.

      “Did it look as if they took anything with them?” Thornham asked without lowering his voice as much as before.

      “No. They didn’t seem to have anything in their hands that I saw.”

      “Let’s look around.”

      This time we searched the front room more methodically. I had just flipped open the British passport when Thornham gave a low whistle.

      He’d turned the drawing room chair over and found files attached to the bottom. “These are files from the import-export business he works for. It appears his German boss keeps two sets of books. He’s smuggling tungsten into Spain disguised as grain.”

      “Why would he have…?” I couldn’t figure out why he’d have a British passport. Or need me to come to Lisbon just to handle business improprieties.

      “This must be what he wanted to give you. Let’s go.”

      We were both facing the door, Thornham with his hand on the knob when a little voice said from behind us, “Papa?”

      I swung around to find a girl of four or five, her hair coming loose from her braid, in a dirty shift and bare feet, holding a cloth doll, standing in the bedroom doorway. Thornham and I looked at each other and then back at the child, both our mouths hanging open.

      Where had she been hiding that neither we nor the police had seen her? I guessed in the unmade bed, keeping very still as only small children can if they want to.

      “Who is she?” Thornham demanded.

      I opened the British passport. “Anna Erwitz?”

      “Ja,” she piped up in her high, childish voice.

      “How did you get a British passport?” Thornham demanded.

      She looked at him blankly.

      I glared at him. “How would she know that?”

      “Well, we can’t take her with us.”

      “We can’t just leave her here. Who’s going to take care of her now her father’s….”

      “Papa?”

      “Your father’s dead.” Thornham’s tone was brutal. I tapped his arm and gave him a warning look.

      “Papa?”

      “Don’t you speak English?” Thornham asked.

      She looked at him blankly.

      “Why would she?” I demanded.

      “She has a British passport.”

      “Maybe her mother’s British.”

      “Where is her mother?”

      “You work for the embassy, you tell me.” I was growing as heated as he was.

      “We can’t just walk into the embassy with her.”

      “Why not? She has a British passport.”

      Thornham righted the chair and dropped into it. “I’ve been told they bring you in for odd missions, and this is becoming odd very quickly.”

      I turned to the child and asked her in French if she wanted to come with me.

      She looked at me blankly.

      Then I tried German.

      That worked. “Where is Papa?” she replied in the same language.

      “Your papa has met with an accident,” I told her gently. “I think he wants you to come with me.”

      “Papa is dead?”

      Somehow, I couldn’t lie. “Ja.”

      The girl burst into tears and I scooped her up to sit her on my lap with my arms around her. While I let her cry herself out, Thornham rose and began to pace the room.

      “We need to get these reports out of here,” he said. “We need to get out of here.”

      “Take the files to the embassy and then come back for us. Together we can take the time to find out all we can about whether Viktor Erwitz had a British wife and where she is now.”
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