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A sensational fraud case provides Daniel Pitt with his greatest challenge yet . . .


When a heart attack forces Marcus fford Croft to retire from his chambers, his daughter Miriam and son-in-law Daniel are relieved that he is stepping down and handing over to Toby Kitteridge. But Daniel and Toby are concerned that their new recruit, Gideon Hunter KC, a brilliant barrister with a penchant for taking risks, could jeopardise their chambers’ hard-won reputation . . .


Daniel’s old friend Inspector Ian Frobisher then alerts him to the fact that one of England’s most influential newspaper tycoons, Malcolm Vayne, is about to be arrested for fraud. Hunter jumps at the chance to prosecute in such a high-profile and controversial case, and Daniel soon finds himself assisting with a chilling criminal exploration into a murky world of power, greed and pure evil that endangers Miriam’s life . . .









To Theresa Curtin










Character List



Daniel Pitt – junior counsel at fford Croft and Gibson


Miriam (née fford Croft) – Daniel’s wife, a forensic scientist


Sir Thomas Pitt – Daniel’s father, head of Special Branch


Charlotte – Lady Pitt, Daniel’s mother


Marcus fford Croft – retired head of fford Croft and Gibson


Dr Evelyn Hall – Miriam’s boss, a senior pathologist


Impney – chief clerk at fford Croft and Gibson


Gideon Hunter KC – leading counsel at fford Croft and Gibson


Rose Hunter – Gideon’s wife, a suffragist


Toby Kitteridge – head of chambers at fford Croft and Gibson


Malcolm Vayne – newspaper proprietor and wealthy benefactor


Nadine Parnell – Vayne’s bookkeeper and personal assistant


Peter Rollins – Vayne’s personnel manager 


Richard Whitnall – Vayne’s international liaison


John Sandemann – Vayne’s acquisitions manager


Callum McCallum – Vayne’s social director


Boyce Turnbull – courier for Vayne


Geoffrey Wallace – senior minister in the Foreign Office


Lucas Standish – officer with MI6


Inspector Ian Frobisher – police officer 


Sergeant Billy Bremner – Frobisher’s junior officer


Mr Justice Abbott-Smith – presiding judge


Fergus Dalmeny KC – counsel for the defence


Agnes Ward – prosecution witness


John Alvey – minister in His Majesty’s government


Moncrieff – Alvey’s senior secretary


Johnson – police bodyguard


Minnie Maude – the fford Crofts’ maid


George – maître d’ at Gideon Hunter’s club










Chapter One



Daniel smiled at his wife. ‘Your father might forget people’s names, if he doesn’t particularly like them, or office meetings entirely, but he’s never late for dinner.’ He passed by Miriam and did not even try to resist the desire to touch her, kiss her cheek again and feel the softness of her hair before leaving to go upstairs to wash and tidy up a little before dinner.


Marriage was still a new and wonderful adventure for him, a happiness so intense he found it hard to accept. He and Miriam had known each other for some time, but only realised it was far deeper than friendship, or even collaboration of their separate skills, in the past year. He recalled the end of the last case on which they had both worked, and how, as they were standing in the torrential rain in the graveyard, he finally understood that it was love. Now they were together, and this was rich, new and infinitely sweet to him. 


As expected, Miriam’s father, Marcus fford Croft, arrived exactly on time. He was standing on the doorstep, smiling, when Daniel answered the bell. At this time of the year, it was still full daylight, and Marcus practically glowed in the slanted rays of the evening sun. He was wearing a yellow-gold velvet waistcoat under his light jacket, and his bow tie was a deep bronze. He was smiling with sheer pleasure.


‘Come in,’ Daniel invited him, standing back so that Marcus could step into the hall. 


Marcus hesitated for a moment, looking at the paintings Miriam had brought from his home, where she had lived all her life. It clearly pleased him to see her old childhood belongings here in her new home. It was a sign that she felt this was now where she belonged.


Miriam came out of the kitchen and greeted Marcus. She hugged him quickly, met his eyes for a moment, then turned and led him into the sitting room where she poured him a glass of sherry. They kept it especially for him, knowing how much he enjoyed it. The doctor had said that one glass was acceptable, but since Marcus’s first heart attack, not more than one – and definitely not the much stronger brandy he preferred. 


Miriam brooked no argument. She loved her father deeply. Her mother had died long ago, leaving the two of them together. But Miriam was strict about him obeying orders where his health was concerned. It was the only issue on which she always prevailed.


Marcus settled in his chair comfortably, glancing at his daughter, and then back again at Daniel.


Daniel could see that he had something to say. It was there, in the way he sat, a certain tension in his shoulders.


It was Miriam who broke through the pleasantries. ‘You have news.’ It was a statement. ‘Tell us, before dinner spoils,’ she said with a smile. ‘Don’t put my cooking to the test. Please.’ It was a sincere request. 


While she had lived in her father’s house, she had never concerned herself with any domestic tasks at all, including preparing meals. All her time and her passion went into her study of pathology. Daniel had learned by trial and error what to say regarding domesticity, and what to leave unsaid. But Marcus had never learned, nor, indeed, had he tried to. But then, Miriam would take a lot of criticism from her father because they adored one another, and she was secure in his acceptance of her eccentricities, as she accepted his. 


Daniel was still discovering how easily he could hurt her, sometimes without realising it until it was too late. She was older by fifteen years, and his admiration for her was immense, but admiration was quite different from love. Their marriage was new, exciting, frightening and comfortable, all at the same time. It touched emotions he had not known before.


‘I have news for you, yes,’ Marcus said, breaking what had been a few moments of silence. He was smiling, as if he anticipated their surprise . . . and pleasure.


Miriam drew in her breath, as if preparing to speak, then apparently changed her mind.


Marcus said, ‘I have decided to retire. I think perhaps, finally, it is time.’


Miriam drew in another sharp and audible breath, but Daniel saw that it was relief, not apprehension. She was only too aware of the danger of another, more serious heart attack – perhaps fatal this time. After that first one, she had come home from Holland, interrupting her studies, and she had not gone back until her father was out of immediate danger, regardless of the lectures she was missing, and the exams awaiting her.


Daniel looked at her and saw her shoulders relax. 


Whatever might happen to the chambers of fford Croft and Gibson without her father’s leadership, Miriam regarded it as secondary to his health. She was smiling now. She glanced only briefly at Daniel, then back again at Marcus. 


‘Good!’ she said firmly. ‘They will have to learn to manage without you. And you must let the new head of the chambers – whoever he turns out to be – take the lead.’ She smiled, as if to soften the words. ‘You must not lean over his shoulder and second-guess his actions. Let him make the important decisions, as if you had complete confidence in him. He will not do everything as you would, but that is not necessarily a bad thing. He must be allowed to have his own ideas, or he will not be much use.’ 


Daniel knew that she meant every word; she was looking at her father sternly, despite the gentleness in her face. He knew, too, that she was thinking about Marcus, but also about whoever took on the extremely difficult task of following the brilliant, erratic and eccentric man who had led the chambers since its inception. There had never been a Gibson. The name had been added to bolster public confidence, so people would think there was more than one man at the helm.


There were undoubtedly several extremely competent barristers, some of them well established. Daniel could not think who Marcus would choose to succeed him. Toby Kitteridge, Daniel’s closest friend in the chambers, was extremely able; he was far cleverer at the law than he realised, and he was very good in court, but he had a long way to go to develop the assurance required to lead. Maybe, one day, Daniel would take his place as head of chambers, but not for ten or fifteen years, at the very least – and possibly not ever. His chief ability was to lead in court, as well as carrying out the detective work usually done by one of the solicitors. It was an area of expertise in which he hoped to become known. 


Daniel was watching Miriam, who seemed to be waiting for her father to go on. Instead, Marcus turned to Daniel, a flicker of uncertainty in his eyes. Surely he was not going to ask for Daniel’s opinion? That would be absurd. Daniel had been with the chambers no more than a couple of years. Daniel reconsidered. Marcus might not ask his opinion regarding his successor, but he would want his support for whatever decision he was going to make. No one would be particularly surprised by his choice, with several very skilled men in the chambers, but they might be disconcerted. At the same time, his staff would be relieved. Marcus’s health was of paramount concern to all of them. 


Whoever Marcus appointed, it would be a big change. And it would be a hard job at first, no matter who took over the leadership.


The silence dragged on too long.


‘Who are you going to choose?’ Miriam asked. ‘Have you decided yet? Or are you asking Daniel’s opinion?’


‘Or yours?’ Marcus said, his smile now a little less certain. ‘Neither, as it happens. I have thought about it long and hard, and have already decided. Although it is too late for you to disapprove, I value your opinion, and your love even more. But I will not change my mind.’ He took a deep breath. ‘You may, of course, disagree with my choice. But it is a fait accompli. And – he has accepted.’


Daniel glanced at Miriam’s hand resting on the arm of the chair, and saw the knuckles were white. He let out his breath very slowly. ‘And who is he?’ he asked. ‘Do we know him?’


‘The new man?’ Marcus raised his eyebrows.


‘The new head of chambers.’ Daniel was wrong-footed. Surely he was not bringing in an outsider to lead them?


‘No,’ Marcus said quietly. ‘But we need a new barrister also. You are good, but we need a King’s Counsel, a silk! To make a splash. You will do that one day, but you are not ready for it yet.’


‘Then who?’ Miriam demanded, her face tense. ‘Who have you invited in?’


‘Oh, you will know of him,’ Marcus replied. He was smiling, his voice a trifle husky, as if his mouth were dry. ‘Gideon Hunter KC. He has been second at Mitchell Dawson for years, but he will never be a member of the family – and they are a family chambers, and a trifle stuffy. I found he was looking for something more . . . more adventurous.’ He smiled again, seeing the tension in their faces. ‘We will suit him excellently.’


‘And who will be head of chambers?’ Daniel asked. He was confused, even worried. Was that going to be someone new also? It was too much change. He liked everything as it was, and he was comfortable with the familiar team. 


‘I think Toby is ready for that,’ Marcus replied. He lifted his shoulders in a slight shrug. ‘Of course, he did not think so when I told him, perhaps he never will. Daniel, I wish for you to help him. He trusts you. Perhaps more than he trusts himself.’ His face was intensely earnest now. ‘He has the skills. He is very clever – far cleverer than he knows, or accepts – but he hasn’t the confidence or the courage that you have. Nothing in his life has yet given it to him.’ 


Marcus appraised Daniel, before continuing. ‘I expect you to take on a leadership role in future. You can, and you will! The position of senior barrister will be yours one day. When you are ready. You are an actor, a crusader! You are not an administrator.’ He stared at Daniel levelly. ‘Do I have your word?’


Daniel was stunned. Marcus leaving was one thing – he had expected that, and wanted it, for Marcus’s sake – but a new barrister, to take all the leading cases? An ambitious man. A silk. A King’s Counsel! Daniel had heard of Gideon Hunter. Everyone had. A brilliant, erratic, yet charming man. But coming into fford Croft and Gibson to take the major cases? Of course, Daniel was not yet ready for that, but he would be one day. At least, he aimed to be.


And Toby Kitteridge! Quiet, often painfully shy, Toby must have been horrified at the thought of leading the chambers. But could he do it? Was Marcus right, that he was brilliant, but lacking ambition? Toby Kitteridge was awkward, clumsy, wrists always poking out of his sleeves, hair falling over his forehead. But, yes, clever, seeing further ahead than others could, recognising details they missed; understanding their significance before anyone else did.


Marcus was waiting. So was Miriam. They were both looking at him.


‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Of course. I’ll give the new appointments my full support.’


Marcus stared back at him, meeting his eyes quite candidly. ‘Good, I want fford Croft and Gibson to retain its distinctive character. Gideon Hunter will either be a great success, in which case you will all thank me for my perspicacity, my daring and my wisdom, or he will be a disaster, in which case people will say that no one could follow me! Or, they could also say that I had lost my wits and made a catastrophic mistake.’ He smiled, and there was both humour and tension in his expression. ‘But if you help Toby, have confidence in him, and make him believe you do, then he will be rock solid. He will make mistakes, as we all do. But they will not matter. His achievements will outweigh them.’ 


Daniel forced himself to smile. ‘It could be brilliant,’ he said aloud, although he did not sound as sure of it as he wished to. ‘And the new line-up will certainly attract attention!’


Marcus nodded. Suddenly, his eyes were as sharp, as bright and forceful as they had ever been. ‘Precisely,’ he said, almost under his breath. ‘Everyone will sit up and take notice. It is up to you to make the most of it. Do your best. Take chances! Now is the moment when everyone will be watching you. Be seen! Don’t play everything safe, as if I were watching over your shoulder. Throw yourself into it!’


‘You are doing this on purpose,’ Miriam said quietly, but with certainty. ‘Striking out to where it’s roughest, to see whether you will sink or swim!’ 


Marcus nodded his agreement. ‘I’m too old to play it safe,’ he said to Daniel. ‘You are young enough to take chances. If not now, you never will. If you only do what is safe, you will eventually become boring. You must wear scarlet velvet waistcoats so people know who you are!’


‘If I wear a scarlet waistcoat, people will think I’m trying to be you,’ Daniel said immediately, with a half-smile.


‘And aren’t you?’ Marcus asked, his eyes wide.


‘Oh, yes,’ Daniel said, now smiling fully. ‘But not yet. I want to be myself first!’


Marcus hesitated a moment, then burst out laughing.


Miriam relaxed into her chair, her clenched hands letting go of the arms.


‘You will approve of Hunter’s wife,’ Marcus went on, turning towards Miriam. ‘You have much in common. She is an ardent fighter for women’s suffrage. Indeed, you will agree with her about a lot of things. And disagree on some, no doubt.’


‘I hope so,’ Miriam said fervently. ‘I shall learn nothing from anyone who already thinks as I do.’ She looked at Daniel with a smile. ‘Not that I’m in any danger of being bored.’


He felt the warmth burning his face at the memory of their rather heated differences of opinion the evening before, and the intense pleasure of making up afterwards. 


Miriam turned to Marcus, a slight blush on her cheek as well.


Daniel knew with happiness what she was remembering. He recalled it also, vividly.


Marcus relaxed even more, sinking down further into his chair, and taking another sip from his glass. ‘Good,’ he said. ‘Very good. So, are we having supper?’










Chapter Two



The following day, Miriam worked at the government laboratory and morgue as usual. She had done so since her return from studying in Holland, now accredited as a fully qualified forensic pathologist, an ambition she had held since the age of eleven or twelve. While in Holland, she had missed England, and above all she had missed her father . . . and Daniel. The time had finally come when she’d admitted to herself that she was in love with Daniel, but still dared not consider that he might feel the same about her. 


Miriam was painfully aware of the fifteen-year age difference between them. It would have been nothing, if he had been the elder: such matches were quite common and thoroughly approved of. But she was the elder, and it hurt her more than she cared to admit; it created a deep sense of futility and pain, knowing that all that was most precious to her, this source of her real happiness, could so easily slip away.


Not that she looked her age. She was often mistaken for being a decade younger, in her early thirties. She was a striking woman in her own way; some might even have said beautiful. For better or worse, her hair was the same flaming auburn as Marcus’s had been in his youth. But, of course, now his was dazzlingly white. The kindest thing she could have said about her own face was that it was ‘individual’, that it showed her intelligence and it registered every emotion, whether she wished it to or not. Daniel had more sense than to tell her she was beautiful, for she simply would not have believed him, although she had always felt she had lovely eyes. 


Before leaving for Holland, she had worked under Dr Evelyn Hall, whose guidance had not only added to her sense of confidence, but had actually enabled her to go to Holland to study further. It was Dr Hall – affectionately referred to as Dr Eve – who had insisted she pursue her studies in the one country in Europe that would grant a Forensics degree to women. 


In Holland and in Britain, Dr Eve was highly respected. Miriam knew that it had taken time for her to prove herself, but the scientific community had come to consider her a leader in her field. With her cropped hair, husky voice and rather shapeless body, she struck Miriam as the personification of the eccentric scientist. Dr Eve was forthright, candid to a fault, and brilliant. That the woman not only liked Miriam but also believed passionately in her ability, was of no importance to the British authorities, but to Miriam it was the highest possible accolade.


Since her marriage to Daniel three months ago, Miriam did not often work the long hours she had before. In those days, she had had no particular reason to hurry home to the house she shared with her father. Now, it was different. Daniel often worked long hours too, so their evenings at home – time to talk, or just sit together and watch the waning light in the small garden, hear the whispering of the leaves in the wind – were infinitely precious.


This evening, Miriam wanted to be home early to hear from Daniel about the new barrister, Gideon Hunter. They had never met him, as far as Daniel could remember, but he knew his reputation. Everyone did. There were not so many lawyers who attained the honour of King’s Counsel, the highest of honours bestowed by the Crown on outstanding barristers of fifteen or more years’ experience. Like the best of his peers, Gideon Hunter had both prosecuted and defended cases in court, as many barristers chose to do. He was spoken of as clever, unpredictable, highly articulate and, on occasion, even colourful. Which was almost exactly what had been said of Marcus fford Croft when he was in his prime. 


Miriam wondered if Gideon Hunter was anything like Marcus. She resisted the thought. No one was like her father! He was the only relative she had known since her mother’s death when Miriam was still a child.


Now, of course, there was Daniel. Please God, that would be for ever! She could hardly believe it when she woke in the morning and felt his warmth beside her in the bed. Once she had even woken him, just to make sure it was not a wishful dream. Of course, she did not tell him that. It sounded so insecure, even demanding.


Now she was coming in from the soft summer evening to make a quick supper and hear what he had thought of Gideon Hunter, on what was the man’s first day at fford Croft and Gibson. She was eager to learn how Toby Kitteridge was handling his sudden and extraordinary rise to leadership as head of chambers, a position she believed he had never dared to imagine for himself.


She must remember not to give advice to Daniel, but to listen. And not only to his voice, but to his choice of words, his intonation. And, of course, watch the expressions on his face. 


She thought of her father’s relationship with her husband. Marcus was not only Daniel’s father-in-law, but they were friends. He liked Daniel very much. He had given Daniel a position in the chambers, his first real job after university, at least in part because Daniel was the son of a man Marcus had known and liked for years. Sir Thomas Pitt was now head of Special Branch, the department of the government that dealt with terrorism within the country, rather than from abroad, tackling violence and the threat of insurrection and anarchy, which seemed to be on the rise all over Europe. Miriam felt it all around her, and read about it: civil unrest was growing, along with calls for overdue and desperately needed reform. 


But for now, her concerns were closer to home: this new barrister at chambers, Gideon Hunter, and how he reacted to Daniel, the son-in-law of the founder. She was anxious to know how Daniel had fared on this, his first day in Hunter’s presence. 


She turned in at the gate and went up the path quickly. She had her own key, of course. She was later than she had meant to be. There had been some tidying up to do at the lab. Dr Eve had said she would do it, but that was a pattern Miriam was not willing to set, as it would be all too easy to fall into. Dr Eve was her benefactor and her superior, and she should never take advantage of that. Or only when absolutely necessary. And even then, never take it for granted. 


‘Hello!’ she called from the hallway.


‘Hello!’ Daniel replied from the kitchen.


Miriam felt as if her heart skipped a beat. She was a pathologist and knew very well that her heart did no such thing. And if it did, it was a happy skip, not a lurch to be feared!


She wore no coat. It was high summer and the sun was warm. There was nothing to take off except a light jacket. She hung it on the coat stand in the hall, then hurried on.


Daniel met her in the kitchen, sunlight streaming through the windows. She walked straight into his arms and hugged him hard. It was no surprise to see him, but it still astonished her that she could walk into his arms and be hugged, deeply, softly. It was such an exciting thing to do. And always would be. Perhaps for a very long time.


‘How was your day?’ she asked, not yet willing to let go of him. ‘What about Hunter? And in particular, how did Toby deal with it?’


Daniel leaned back and looked into her face. ‘Hunter did not come in until quite late,’ he replied. ‘I think he was tidying up at his old chambers.’ A shadow crossed his face and he stepped away. ‘But Toby is pretty shaken.’ He breathed in, and then out again slowly. ‘I think he’s amazed that Marcus imagines he could possibly do this. He wants it to be true, but he’s terrified of failing.’ He smiled ruefully. ‘It’s one of those things that you dream about, and really want, but not yet. I don’t know if he will ever feel he is quite ready for it.’


‘We can’t pick the time,’ she said quietly. ‘Marcus needs to go now. He says he’s feeling fine, but I know him well enough to see through that. He smiles and comes into the office, but it’s getting harder for him.’ She gave Daniel a steady look. ‘Please, help him to believe you can all manage without him, even if you don’t really want to.’ 


She knew she was asking a lot. She was expecting Daniel, who was only twenty-seven, to build the bridge for Toby to cross, and take command before he believed he was ready. Because if Marcus did not believe his appointed successor would be all right, he would have to stay, even if it exhausted his strength and brought his death much sooner.


‘I know it will be a heavy burden,’ she went on. ‘But if Marcus has another attack, it could be fatal this time. You will feel dreadful. And so will Toby. He won’t be able to forgive himself.’ She saw in his eyes the understanding of everything that she was saying – and even beyond her words, to what was implied. She did not bother to finish the thought. There was no need to spell out the future. ‘You’ll help him. If anybody in the office gives Toby a hard time, you will rein them in, won’t you?’ she urged.


‘No,’ he answered. ‘But I’ll tell Toby to do it. I’m not going to look as if I’m the real boss. That wouldn’t help anyone.’


She knew he was right, but she wanted to protect all of them, and she felt Daniel was the least vulnerable. Was that unfair? Or wishful thinking, because she did not want him ever to be at fault? Confidence, protectiveness, vulnerability, respect, not taking away people’s courage or opportunity, their right to try, and sometimes to fail. Loving people was so very complicated.


‘And Hunter?’ she asked aloud.


He smiled a little ruefully. ‘I don’t know what I expected, but he wasn’t it. He looks . . .’ He reached for the right word. ‘Aristocratic. And bland. Until you look at him more closely, and stop noticing his pale hair, and his elegant face, but see his eyes. Dark blue, steady, and very bright. I don’t know what to make of him. He has a sense of humour, which I didn’t expect. And he’s cleverer than he sounds—’ He stopped, as if he had discovered that he was surprised at his own thoughts. ‘I don’t know,’ he admitted. ‘At least it won’t be boring.’


‘That’s what you’re worried about? Being bored?’ It was not that she believed him – she certainly did not. He was being flippant, so as not to worry her.


‘No,’ he admitted. ‘I thought he would fall into one of the categories I understand. At least mostly. But he doesn’t. And I think I might like him.’


‘That’s a start.’ She touched his cheek, then withdrew her hand. ‘Supper?’ 


They had barely finished eating, and Miriam was taking the dishes through to the kitchen, when the doorbell rang. She went to open the door and immediately recognised the man on the doorstep. 


Ian Frobisher was tall and fair haired, with a very direct stare. Miriam had met him earlier in the year, when he was pursuing a violent and frightening case. It had ended in darkness, rain, and very nearly in death. But it had also renewed the old relationship between Ian and Daniel, which was a bonus. The two men had been friends – first at school, and then at university, in Cambridge – and, in a fashion, had picked up the threads of their old friendship this February. The passage of time had not clouded their old beliefs, nor had it quietened their laughter and shared memories.


‘Ian! How are you?’ she said with pleasure. Stepping back, she opened the door wider to invite him in.


‘I’m fine,’ he said, smiling. ‘And I can see that you are, too. Is Daniel in?’ He stepped inside and closed the door behind him.


‘He is. Would you like a cup of tea, or coffee?’ she asked, leading him through to the back of the house. It was a soft, warm evening and they had not lit a fire. ‘Daniel!’ she called. ‘Ian is here to see you.’ 


Daniel came in from the garden and closed the French doors. ‘Come in. Don’t tell me you were just passing this way.’ He slipped back into the old familiarity with ease, before motioning his friend into the sitting room. 


‘No,’ said Ian, ‘I didn’t just happen to pass this way.’ He smiled. 


‘Thank heaven you’re not on your way to anywhere,’ Daniel shot back with a laugh.


‘Tea or coffee?’ Miriam asked again, enjoying the banter. 


‘Tea,’ Daniel said at the same moment that Ian said, ‘Please, coffee.’


‘How about something cool, like home-made lemonade?’ Miriam suggested.


‘Oh, yes,’ they said in unison.


She returned in a few minutes with a jug of lemonade and three glasses on a tray, as well as a dish of chocolate biscuits. She remembered that Ian liked them, and Daniel would never refuse chocolate. She set the tray down on the low table and then took a seat on the couch, which was drawn up to the fireplace. At this time of the year, the hearth was concealed by a tapestry screen. 


She passed round the lemonade and waited for Ian to explain why he had come. There was a gravity about him that made her certain it was not merely a visit of friendship.


Ian did not equivocate. He sat forward a little in his chair and put his glass down on the table. He looked very serious. ‘This is something confidential. It may become public very soon, but—’


‘Between us,’ Daniel assured him.


‘Thank you. You will have heard of Malcolm Vayne.’


‘Of course,’ Daniel acknowledged. ‘Don’t like him much – which is completely unfair, because I’ve never met him. I just don’t like the social views of his newspapers, and the way they express them.’


‘I don’t like a lot of his views,’ Miriam commented. ‘He’s got a finger in just about every public pie, but I’ll forgive him that because he supports women’s suffrage. And I mean he really supports it, not just with words, but with money.’ 


Malcolm Vayne was fabulously rich, and was generous towards many causes, most notably the right of women to vote for members of parliament. Not all women – but then not all men could vote, either. A man was required to have certain property, and a standing in the community. Until now, this requirement for property and standing applied only to men. No women could vote . . . at all. Strong feelings about women’s rights had come to the forefront of debate lately – and in clear public view – and Malcolm Vayne was one of those men of wealth who had given a considerable amount of money to the cause. Even more importantly, and despite significant public resistance, he had said he would continue to do so.


But Vayne did not limit his support to women and voting. It was well known that he also gave generous amounts to other causes, such as free clinics for the poor, heavily subsidised housing and soup kitchens. As the owner of two of the most widely distributed and popular newspapers in the country, he had the platform to paint a highly favourable picture of himself for the public. 


Miriam felt a chill run through her at the thought of what Ian might be preparing to divulge. Whatever it was, she was certain it was important enough to bring him to their home unannounced. She had come to know and respect him, and not merely because he was Daniel’s friend. Friends can change, especially during the years from childhood to maturity. But Ian had proved his worth, even though she had met him only a few short months ago. And she knew a lot about him and Daniel, and their long, shared history in childhood and youth.


Ian had been married and had loved his wife dearly, but he had lost her during the birth of their only child, a little girl. Tragedy seemed to have left him mercifully devoid of bitterness, but he was troubled by the deep knowledge of what it meant to be alone. His work schedule was demanding, and he had turned to his family to help him with his daughter. Perhaps it was his way of dealing with his own painful loss, but he had a dedication to his job that he had not shown before. It was more than ambition for himself and his career; it was an anger towards all forms of loss that could have been avoided, and all greed that made others suffer.


When Miriam had first met him, she was drawn to him immediately. But she also feared that his fierce dedication to his work might drive him to hide the emptiness inside him. She liked him not only because he was Daniel’s friend, and a loyal one at that, but because he was a passionate and vulnerable man. Now there was clearly something that was deeply troubling him. 


‘What about Malcolm Vayne?’ she pressed. ‘Do you suspect him of something?’ 


‘Fraud,’ Ian replied. ‘Very complicated. And far reaching, with one fraud designed to cover and feed another.’


‘I suppose you must be pretty sure, or you wouldn’t be bothering to pursue it,’ Daniel said slowly. 


‘How sure are you?’ Miriam asked. ‘Fifty per cent? Seventy-five?’ 


‘I assume you mean something provable – something you can trace back to him?’ added Daniel. 


‘I don’t know,’ Ian admitted. ‘Morally, I’m certain he’s crossed the line.’ 


‘Well, you’d better be at least seventy-five per cent sure, before you take it any further,’ Daniel said, with a slight tremor to his voice. ‘Be careful, Ian. Malcolm Vayne is not a man to offend. Everything I have heard about him says he doesn’t forgive easily.’


Ian took a long breath and let it out slowly. ‘Wrong, Daniel. He doesn’t forgive at all. I wish it were someone else who’d discovered this new information about him, and not me. But now that I know it, I can’t just let it go. And I certainly can’t pretend I didn’t see it. Or that I saw it, but didn’t understand its significance. My man Bremner, in particular, knows what I was told. No,’ he said, smiling lopsidedly, ‘I have to act.’ After a long silence, he added, ‘That’s the trouble with wanting to lead. When you get the chance, you have to take the bad along with the good.’ 


Billy Bremner was Ian’s second-in-command, a tough, dryly humorous northerner who pretended to despise the soft southerner that Ian was, and yet at the same time deeply admired him. But if asked, he would always deny it. Everyone who knew Ian understood that he did not mind being teased. However, Bremner was far more sensitive than he let on, so Ian was careful whenever he mocked him in return.


‘What are you going to do?’ Daniel asked. 


‘If what the witnesses say is true, and the paperwork backs it up,’ Ian answered, ‘I’ll have no choice. It’s a clever scheme. Vayne invites people to invest in his company and promises a high return. He also promises his investors that there is little or no risk, because the profits come from an already successful business.’ 


Daniel and Miriam remained silent. 


‘That successful business doesn’t exist,’ Ian said. ‘It’s no more than a series of fronts.’


‘So how do the investors get paid?’ Miriam asked.


‘The money they’re paid actually comes from the next group of investors.’


‘But if there are no new investors . . .’ said Miriam, her voice trailing off. 


‘Exactly,’ said Daniel. ‘There will be no profits. I know about this sort of scheme, and how much of the investors’ money goes into the pockets of the man running it.’


Ian nodded. ‘Yes, there are inflated promises of returns. The rub is, the returns are excellent. That is, on the face of it. But while a lot of early investors are paid damn good returns, they’re not paid from profitable investments, but rather from the pockets of later investors. It’s a financial structure that can’t be sustained. Eventually, it all comes tumbling down.’ 


‘And what about Vayne?’ Daniel asked. 


Ian shook his head. ‘So far, the scheme hasn’t failed, but some of the more experienced investors are concerned, and we’re getting more than a few queries about where the potential profits are coming from.’ 


‘Who’s asking?’ Daniel pressed.


‘Insurers, where buildings are concerned. And bankers, where investments are held against loans.’


Miriam leaned forward, closer to Ian. ‘So, if investors are paid returns on their investments, but that money is coming from other investors, it seems that eventually the whole thing has to collapse. Many people will be ruined!’ 


‘Even if Vayne can keep it going for years,’ Daniel added, ‘there is no real wealth created, no investment in something that will grow. It has to implode. Ian, is that what you’re expecting?’


‘There may be something real behind the scheme,’ Ian replied. ‘And it may be making money, but nothing even close to what Vayne claims.’


‘Men like Vayne know to get out before the collapse actually happens,’ Daniel countered. ‘He’ll take his money with him to whatever country won’t extradite him back to England.’


‘Exactly,’ Ian said grimly. ‘And the people who invested? They won’t see any of it, ever again. The money doesn’t even have to be sequestered in Europe – although it looks as if it is – it could be anywhere. The least we can do is try to stop him.’ Ian looked grim when he said this. 


The three of them knew that it would be a monstrous task to prosecute a man of Vayne’s wealth and standing, not to mention his popularity among those who read his newspapers. 


Ian was caught in a tight spot, and Miriam could see that. Even if he could not prove his case against Vayne – and it was very possible that he could not – he had to try. And what if he succeeded? He would ruin Vayne, and those who admired him would hate Ian for crushing their dreams, showing the clay feet of the man they had trusted and believed. And what if he tried and failed? Vayne would emerge from the investigation even more influential, more powerful, and Ian might find his career severely damaged. If he were extremely unfortunate, he too would be ruined.


‘You must be very careful,’ Miriam said urgently. ‘I suppose your superiors are hell-bent on pursuing this, or you wouldn’t even be considering it, just based on your and Bremner’s feelings.’ 


‘Yes. And they are right. We don’t even know who has invested money in this!’


‘You haven’t put any money into it yourself, have you?’ Miriam had no business to ask Ian, but she did anyway. She saw the shadow flit across Daniel’s face and knew that if she had not raised this question, he would have.


Ian smiled a little tightly. ‘Haven’t got anything to spare. And I wouldn’t invest right now anyway.’ He stopped and looked away.


Miriam glanced at Daniel. Was he thinking the same as she was? That there was so much uncertainty in the air. There could be a war in Europe, perhaps within a few short years. Wasn’t that a nightmare, rather than a reality? But terrible and impossible things did happen. After all, in April, the colossal, invincible Titanic had sunk to the bottom of the Atlantic, carrying God knows how many souls with it. There were survivors, but they would never be the same again. What nightmares they must have! Icebergs, vast mountains of ice floating in the sea. Freezing water stretching endlessly in every direction, sinking down to an unfathomable depth, beyond the reach of any light at all.


‘Miriam?’ Daniel’s voice cut across her thoughts. 


‘Oh! I’m sorry,’ she apologised to Ian. ‘I was thinking how hard this is for you, and for everyone involved. Vayne seems untouchable. I suppose you have to do something? That is, you can’t—’ She stopped, as if unable to continue. 


‘I suppose I would leave it, if I could,’ Ian said quietly, not looking at her but focusing instead on the curtains, and the garden beyond.


‘Be careful!’ Daniel said urgently, echoing Miriam, and then bit his lip. It was clear in his face that he regretted the words the moment they were said. There was a shadow of doubt in his eyes. ‘We’ll need witnesses in court who know what they’re talking about. That is, we need to be certain that these accusations aren’t built on envy or rivalry. Or someone’s attempt at revenge.’


Ian winced. ‘Do you suppose I haven’t thought of that?’ he asked, with some bitterness. ‘Vayne has enemies, of course. Anyone that rich and powerful always has. We’re relying on written evidence only, on things that can be proved, not just by words. We’re not there yet, but I have a sharp and rather painful feeling that we’re not far off.’


‘Painful?’ Miriam asked, with a sinking sensation inside her. 


Was Ian reluctant to charge Vayne because he liked him? Not possible, from what she knew of Ian. Did Ian admire him? That was not likely, either. But he knew what immense power the man wielded. There were so many people whose lives would buckle and fail without his generous gifts. With so many charities and public causes, he was wildly popular. If Ian were seen as the man responsible for Vayne’s downfall, he would make uncountable enemies for himself: the rich and powerful supporters, the middle-class donors who followed in Vayne’s wake, and the countless poor who benefited from the charities he supported. 


‘But his public standing does not mean he should be excused, if he committed a serious financial crime like fraud. Or, perhaps, to some it does?’ she said aloud. 


‘No, of course not,’ Daniel replied before Ian could answer. ‘That’s what the courts are for.’


‘But by the time his case gets to court, much of the damage will have been done,’ she pointed out.


‘Not if he is found not guilty,’ Daniel argued. ‘Then he is cleared, not only of that charge, and his reputation restored. The police will think very hard before they charge him again. He will be free and clear.’


She swallowed back her first words. She had so much more experience of life than her husband. Sometimes he sounded impossibly idealistic. So young. She wanted to protect him, yet knew she must not. It would hurt him to be reminded of the age difference. The relationship between them was tender, and so precious. She had never, ever imagined being so happy, or allowing one person to govern so much of her emotions. As if she could help it! But every so often came the nagging reminder that she was fifteen years older, fifteen years more experienced in the disappointments and sudden reverses of life, and the injustices. Fifteen more years written in her face!


She forced the thought away.


‘Miriam?’ her husband said. It was definitely a question.


She had been so careful to guard her secret thoughts. Surely he had not read her mind? She must not tell him the truth, but neither must she lie, ever. ‘There will always be some people who believe the charges,’ she said carefully. ‘Enemies. Opportunists. Journalists who grub around after any story that’s entertaining. They’ll be very careful not to name him, but they will skirt within an inch of it, and most people will know who they mean.’


‘Don’t worry,’ Ian answered, with a twisted smile. ‘My superiors won’t let me charge Vayne if we don’t have a very solid case, with documents, witnesses, everything necessary. For their own sakes, not mine. He has powerful friends. And powerful enemies. And a lot of people who will go whichever way they think wisest for themselves. There will be carrion crows thick on the branches of every tree, waiting for him to fall.’ His face mirrored his distaste for such creatures. ‘And God help those who guess wrong,’ he added, with a wince of pain.


‘He won’t forgive them,’ Daniel said ruefully. ‘But neither will you be forgiven by those whose dreams you destroy.’


‘Are you suggesting we refrain from prosecuting anyone who’s made ill use of other people’s dreams?’ Ian asked bullishly, but his face reflected sadness rather than blame. ‘A lot of things are built on dreams,’ he added wistfully. ‘Good things, as well as bad.’


Miriam nodded. ‘I know. Think of the poetry, the art created by those whose dreams are—’ She stopped, uncertain of exactly what she meant.


‘Beautiful?’ Ian said curiously.


‘Not necessarily,’ said Daniel. ‘Some dreams are unfulfilled. Warnings, if you like. Show me a rich poet! Or a duplicitous and profiteering playwright. I’ll show you ten who starve instead.’


‘Dreams can be dangerous,’ Miriam agreed quietly. ‘But not to dream is worse. Good poets show us beauty, and give our own dreams a voice. They understand our pain, and share it. Thieves take our money and give us nothing back but, eventually, disillusion.’ She looked directly at Ian. ‘But you’ve got to prove Vayne’s guilt, so his victims can no longer doubt the evidence. And that is going to hurt, if they actually believe you. And many of them won’t appreciate you for having done it.’


‘Would it be better to let them go on being duped and robbed?’ Ian asked, perfectly seriously.


‘No,’ she replied. ‘Just don’t expect to be thanked for it!’


Ian shook his head slightly. ‘I don’t. But thank you for listening.’










Chapter Three



The next day was Saturday, and Daniel and Miriam drove in her bright red car out of London, heading south into Kent and towards the sea. They left early, before there were too many cars on the road, and by midday they were sitting where the famous white chalk cliffs of Dover plunged into a dark blue sea below. There was silence, except for the whisper of the wind in the grass, and the faint sigh of the sea on the rocks below.


Daniel leaned back, his head on Miriam’s lap, his eyes closed, feeling the sun hot on his face, stinging a little. He had not imagined he could ever be so happy. 


He carried that sense of peace through Sunday into Monday, when he was back at work.


He was looking at the morning’s post when there was a knock on the door. Almost immediately, Toby Kitteridge opened it and came in, then closed it swiftly behind him. 


Toby was a few years older than Daniel, but he always looked as if he were still growing. His jacket sleeves were at least an inch too short, but his tie was knotted more neatly than usual, and his collar was absolutely straight. For Toby, this was a noticeable effort. Marcus had always accepted him as he was, because he valued nonconformity. It remained to be seen how Gideon Hunter would react. And more importantly, how Toby felt about being the new head of chambers in fford Croft and Gibson. Daniel believed his friend could grow quickly into the role, but he knew that Toby himself was far less sure.


‘Good morning,’ Daniel said, with a smile. ‘You brushed your hair. What’s the occasion?’


‘I always brush my hair!’ Toby said. His answering smile was uncertain, but knowing he was being teased, he relaxed a little. ‘Have you heard the news?’


‘No.’ Daniel felt a sudden sinking sensation in his chest. ‘What is it?’


‘Malcolm Vayne has been arrested! For massive fraud. Hundreds of thousands of pounds, maybe even millions.’


So, it had happened after all. And so soon! Only three days ago, Ian Frobisher had lacked the proof he needed. And now, on this Monday morning, he had made the arrest and charged Vayne. 


‘What do the papers say?’ Daniel asked, with some apprehension.


‘All sorts of things, which pretty much amount to nothing,’ Toby replied. ‘Seems that no one expected it. And no one believes the police have any firm evidence because, as far as they can see, there isn’t any. Someone must have invented the allegations. It is entirely fantastical for the man to be charged. And beyond the realms of possibility for those charges to stick.’


‘Still,’ said Daniel. ‘Won’t any suspicion of improper conduct severely harm his reputation?’


Toby thought about this, but only for a brief moment. ‘He has an entire country of supporters, many of them practically worship him. He’s not just a successful businessman, Daniel. He’s a major benefactor! How could all these people whose lives he’s bettered think ill of him?’


Daniel nodded, as he began to understand. ‘And if he’s found innocent, it only strengthens the public’s feeling that he was being hounded for showing others up by his good deeds.’


‘Exactly.’


‘And he will be able to get massive damages for his name being tainted.’ The true picture was dawning on Daniel. ‘Do you think that could be what this is really about? That he’s exploiting his arrest and trial by jury, to gain maximum publicity? And he’s certain he’ll be found innocent? That sounds . . . crazy!’ 


‘Guilty or innocent, he’ll profit from it.’ Toby added, ‘I’ve been looking him up. His investments are enormous. Businesses, import and export, a vast amount of real estate. Blocks of flats and the best gentlemen’s clubs. And at the other end of the scale, factories that employ thousands of people. In the long run, even if the police manage to dig up evidence against him, they’re unlikely to be believed. The jury will laugh them out of court.’


Daniel closed his eyes. When he opened them, he stared at Toby. ‘The Stock Exchange could go into a tailspin. And the police will be blamed for that as well.’


Toby moved his weight from one foot to the other. ‘All of that will be reported in Vayne’s own newspapers, of course. His arrest happened after the morning editions were out, so the headlines I’ve seen so far are projected for the evening papers. I’m sure they’re intended to make people rush out and buy up every copy, the minute they hit the streets!’ He shook his head with a bewildered expression. ‘Do you know anything about this, Daniel? I understand the police officer was Inspector Ian Frobisher. That is your friend, isn’t it?’ 


‘Yes . . .’ Daniel wanted to say more, but words were flooding his mind and he didn’t know where to begin. What had Ian found out this weekend that had tipped the balance so completely? What was it that he could not ignore, however much he wished to? ‘Ian came to see me this weekend and told me about the investigation into Vayne. But he said he didn’t have enough to make a charge stick, and it was all confidential so far.’


‘Well, apparently he thinks he has proof now,’ said Toby. ‘There will be wild speculation in the papers. Imaginations gone berserk. Did he tell you any of the details?’ He pulled over the chair Daniel kept for visitors and sat down on it, as if he intended to stay.


Actually, Daniel was pleased to prolong the discussion. The news of Vayne’s arrest was something he did not want to hear, and particularly not so soon. He had agreed with Ian that any arrest should wait until all the evidence was solid, and the witnesses lined up. But this was not really his problem. Let someone else worry about defending Malcolm Vayne! His immediate concern was to be there for Toby, supporting him at the start of his first full week at the helm of fford Croft and Gibson. Vayne had nothing to do with them. 


He smiled at Toby. His friend needed reassurance, a reminder that he was more than suited for this new and important role in the chambers. Better to keep the conversation light. ‘Let’s be honest, most of the major newspapers are owned by Vayne! Do they actually know anything, or will they be printing innuendo and saying how wrong the police are?’ 


‘I’m not sure. Ask Hunter.’


‘Hunter? Why?’ Daniel said. ‘What would he know?’ Then a chilling thought struck him, like ice on the edge of the wind. ‘God help us, don’t tell me Hunter is going to offer to defend him . . . is he? You’ll have to speak to him, make sure he isn’t! In fact, you’d better make sure he isn’t. Just . . . just commiserate with whoever is!’ He realised, in a rush of alarm, how little they knew about Hunter, apart from reports of his skills in the courtroom. Where was his steady core? His morality? His judgement!


Toby’s eyebrows shot up. ‘I hope not. But I think Hunter has met him on several occasions, related to his philanthropic work. Hunter’s wife is involved with several of the same organisations as Vayne.’ Then he added, ‘Vayne is a complete bounder!’ That was his new word for someone who had no saving graces at all. ‘He says vile things about other people in his own papers. Which, of course, doubles his sales. Nothing succeeds like scurrilous gossip; any demagogue knows that.’ His face creased with anxiety. ‘He can write any damn thing he likes, and loads of people will believe him. Does Ian really know what he’s doing?’


‘He didn’t mention any of this on Friday,’ Daniel replied, wondering what had happened since then to cause Ian to make such an about-turn. 


Had he been given no choice? Was Ian being used by someone else – someone who was hiding behind the police? Some political enemy of Malcolm Vayne, and clearly someone with little sense of self-preservation. Or was there something else about Vayne that the police had just discovered? 


Toby was staring at him steadily. 


‘A cat’s paw?’ Daniel mused. Perhaps Vayne was using Ian to achieve some unknown end. If so, would it fall on Ian to take the blame, if it all went wrong? It was a justifiable question, and one that made Daniel very wary indeed.


‘Is it a case of political envy?’ Toby went on. ‘Perhaps one of Vayne’s own men is trying to topple him – someone who actually hates him? I wish we knew more about Hunter. I don’t want to have anything to do with this, even temporarily.’


‘Is someone – Vayne or one of his cronies – using Ian to hide behind?’ Daniel continued his earlier train of thought. ‘It’s possible, don’t you think? But there’s nothing to be done about it, even if that’s true, considering the power that Vayne wields. Ian knows the pitfalls. He wouldn’t have got himself into this if he could’ve seen any other way out.’ He sighed. ‘Damn!’ he said quietly, and yet fiercely. ‘I can’t think of a single thing we can do to mitigate the dangers for Ian, even less to stop the case proceeding to trial!’


Toby nodded, but remained silent for a moment, as if hoping this conversation would go away. He finally spoke. ‘So, what do you think of him – our new chap, Gideon Hunter?’


Daniel smiled, sure that Toby was changing the subject to move away from all discussions of Vayne. 


‘Tell me, Daniel! Do you know anything about him, other than what we read in the paper? I assume he’s a bit different from Marcus, and—’ Toby left the thought trailing in the air, unfinished. 


‘No idea yet,’ Daniel replied. ‘You must have formed some impression of the man.’


‘Yes,’ Toby agreed, as if reading Daniel’s mind. ‘He strikes me as formal. That is, based on our one introduction. Outwardly conforming. But inwardly?’ He shook his head. ‘I don’t know. From what Marcus says, he’s anything but. I think Marcus is expecting someone colourful, even dangerous.’ He stopped. ‘Perhaps that’s the wrong word. He might mean exciting. Marcus was very much a nonconformist in his youth.’


Daniel stared at Toby. He knew this man quite well. He had seen him in times when he was so tense that he stammered and was physically awkward. Toby never seemed to know what to do with his hands. But once he got started on a subject, he was brilliant. Perhaps his greatest virtue was that he never took things for granted, and he underestimated his own skills. And he cared intensely. Daniel suspected that this adjustment was going to be hard for him. 


‘He’s new here,’ Daniel said. With more confidence than he felt, he added, ‘We are here already, and we know what Marcus expects of us. We don’t win every case, but we win quite a few. And we don’t do anything idiotic.’


Toby shrugged his shoulders, almost apologetically. ‘I don’t like change. I suppose that’s a bit stick-in-the-mud of me, isn’t it?’


‘Yes,’ Daniel agreed, with a broad smile. ‘And we knew it was coming, this retirement announcement. Better that Marcus goes while he still has quite some time left to enjoy life. We don’t want him to die before his time because he wouldn’t take it easy. He’ll complain like hell about taking a back seat. But honestly, I’m sure he’s relieved.’ 


If Toby knew that, he was more tactful than to say so. ‘Gideon Hunter is supposed to be brilliant,’ he said. ‘Even if he takes a few chances.’ He stopped. Always cautious, Toby often doubted the wisdom of voicing his opinion, and especially so soon. He took a deep breath. ‘Anyway,’ he went on, ‘I don’t expect it will make all that much difference, at least to begin with. Thank goodness we’ve got a lot of steady clients who will stay with us, as long as we don’t do anything radically different. They will be loyal to Marcus, if nothing else. And Hunter will see to it that we satisfy their needs and keep them loyal to the chambers. No doubt he’ll bring in new people as well.’ He stopped again, as if too uncertain to carry the thought any further.


‘I hope he isn’t too conservative,’ Daniel said, with sudden feeling. ‘Marcus had all sorts of qualities, and I suppose weaknesses too, but he knew what they were, and could make up for them. And he was never a bore. Ever!’


‘Be careful what you wish for,’ Toby said, with a lopsided smile. ‘I’d settle for just survival, at least to begin with.’ He shrugged his shoulders again, but this time it was less of an apology than an expression of uncertainty, the gesture suggesting that his jacket was too tight when, in fact, it was perfectly cut.


It was not a busy day, merely a matter of doing a little work on familiar cases, and Daniel was able to be home before six in the evening. Miriam, too, had had a quiet day, and she was there to welcome him.


‘Did you hear the news?’ he asked, still holding her closely after the first greeting. She was slender, but so alive, so strong. It was a feeling that was still exciting. Perhaps it would always be this good, this gentle, even when he became used to it . . . if he ever did!


She pulled away a little so she could meet his eyes. ‘About Malcolm Vayne?’ She frowned slightly. ‘When he was here, Ian didn’t sound as if he meant to arrest him this quickly. Do you suppose he was forced into it? Or has something new happened? The news I heard from Father was very vague. It was such a muddled account of the charge against Vayne that I wondered if the journalists even understood it themselves.’ 


‘I bought an evening paper on the way home,’ Daniel replied. ‘It was the first newsstand I passed, and it’s one of Vayne’s. The paper is complaining indignantly about false charges of corruption, claiming that Vayne is the victim of political lies, forgery. It’s pretty well what you would expect. They’re trying to make a martyr of him, suggesting the police are manipulating evidence to make the charges stick.’ 


‘Do you think that’s possible? That it could be a mistake?’ she asked. ‘Perhaps a frame-up orchestrated by an enemy? Vayne is powerful enough to have quite a few. And he helps some causes that many people are against.’ 


‘Like women’s suffrage?’ Daniel asked, with a wry smile. ‘I suppose it’s possible, but it seems a clumsy way of going about it. It will be far more effective to keep on saying that a woman’s place is in the home, raising children, cooking and sewing, making new things out of old. Don’t say it!’ He smiled at the look of disgust on her face. ‘I know, and I agree. Everybody should have a vote, even men who don’t own property, or pay taxes. We’ll have a better chance of our system working if we all have a say. Even if we’re only choosing between one rich man and another, when it comes down to it!’


‘But is somebody trying to destroy Vayne?’ Miriam insisted.


He let go of her, reluctantly, and followed her through to the sitting room that faced south-west. At this time of the evening, it was still filled with sunlight. It faded the carpet a little, and showed the patches of wear on the sofa, but he didn’t see them any more, and he thought neither did she. It was a home lived in, familiar, not shining new. He liked it this way, as if it had always been here, waiting for them. 


‘Probably it’s politically motivated, or there’s a financial incentive. There is a vast amount of money involved,’ he answered her question. ‘But that doesn’t mean he’s innocent . . . or guilty. He’ll have enemies because of his political views, and because of where he donates his money. If the charges are valid, there will be people – innocent and trusting people – who’ve lost their homes and income because of him. I’m glad it’s not our job to defend him.’ 


He sat down on the sofa and sank into its familiar comfort.


‘So am I,’ she agreed. ‘I just hope they don’t make his support for women’s suffrage part of the case against him, or an example of his irresponsibility. It shouldn’t be a side issue . . . to anything!’


The following morning, Daniel was at fford Croft and Gibson by nine o’clock, but as Impney informed him, he had arrived later than Gideon Hunter. 


He had just sat down at his desk and started to look at the post, which Impney had opened and placed there for him, when there was a knock on his door. Daniel had no time to answer before it opened. It was not Impney again, as he expected, but a man he had met only once before, and very briefly. 


Gideon Hunter was slender, but appeared to be strong and graceful, and he was immaculately dressed. His clothes looked personally tailored for him, something Daniel would like to afford for himself one day. This man also had a highly individual face: interesting and intelligent, not handsome. His nose was too long, his mouth a bit large. A kind person would have described it as ‘generous’.


‘Good morning,’ he said to Daniel, coming into the room as if it were also his. 


Daniel rose quickly to his feet and took the man’s outstretched hand. 


Hunter smiled. ‘Please, sit down.’ He waved his hand at Daniel’s chair, and then pulled up the visitor’s chair and sat down on it without being invited. ‘I suppose you have heard this morning’s news?’ It was a question, but the assumption of an answer was in his face and his manner.
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