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  PRELUDE

  Through the double sash of the window she could see the light beginning to redden as an evening breeze blew across the embers of the day. When she’d arrived a few hours
  earlier, the wind had been blowing impatiently, stirring the waters of the lake, but now the elements were at peace, rocking gently, like a childhood lullaby bringing the day to its close. Her last
  day. In the corner of her line of sight she could glimpse the ivy-covered ruins of the Victorian boathouse that stood sharp against the glistening water, brown on mottled silver, its hollowed eyes
  staring, its open mouth mocking. The sun was sinking behind the distant scribble of hills and by the time it was gone, she realized, she would be dead.

  He had poisoned her. Stupid, it was the drink, of course, a final whisky, he’d said, and suddenly she couldn’t feel a thing. She was wiggling her toes, so she told herself, as though
  buried in the sand of her beloved island, but nothing happened. She was paralysed, couldn’t move, except for her eyes. She felt no sense of panic, not yet, not for a few seconds at least;
  there was little more than a tremor of incomprehension that she could hear his breathing but not her own. For a moment she wondered whether this was another of his mind games, a test of her
  devotion, even though she’d never given him cause to doubt, not once, not in all the years since she’d turned up at the lecture rooms off St Giles and found him staring at her from the
  podium. Two enquiring minds of exceptional talent, two bodies of youthful needs, soon to be thrown at and upon each other.

  Theirs hadn’t been much of an affair, not in terms of weeks, little more than a medley of urgent couplings that had trussed her Catholic soul in knots, until he’d declared that he
  couldn’t both supervise her doctorate and take her to bed, not at the same time. He’d made his choice clear and she had followed it, without ever losing hope that he might change his
  mind. Ever. Even now.

  Strange, she could almost taste it once more, that breathless moment of orgasm when the body locks up, refuses to breathe, a moment that seems to last for ever before it releases everything.

  The mounds of her once youthful breasts were barely moving now; she struggled to speak but could find only one final word: ‘What . . .?’ She had meant to ask, ‘What is it? What
  have you done?’ But the words wouldn’t form. A coldness was stealing through her, she couldn’t feel her feet, no movement in her arms, fingers, no breath. Stuck in that
  moment.

  ‘It’s experimental, a derivative of snake venom. Filled with what’s called mambalgins, so no pain,’ he said, as though offering comfort. Then, ‘Forgive
  me.’

  Her lips trembled once more but she couldn’t make sound any longer. The sun was no more than a rim of fire, its light breaking up in anger as it forced a way through the thickening peel of
  atmosphere. Her eyes seized upon it, trying to drag it back into the sky.

  He watched her struggle, knowing what she was thinking; he’d always been able to read her mind. ‘Why?’ he said, posing the question for her.

  Her eyes stopped their wild flickering as she concentrated, desperate to hear the answer, to understand.

  ‘Harry,’ he said.

  The word came as a hoarse whisper, like air escaping from a long-sealed box in which so many secrets had been hidden. And now she began to panic, to scream about injustice, but only in the
  silence of her mind. Harry Jones wasn’t her fault! She’d done nothing she hadn’t been asked to do! This wasn’t right, wasn’t fair!

  She tried to drag her heavy eyes back to her killer, in this crowded room of memories, to plead with him, but she couldn’t find him, only greyness, and his picture, in the silvered frame,
  with his wife, the wife she had always hoped he would put by for her, but never had, not even after the wife had died.

  Only then did she understand what a fool she’d been, had always been. There had never been any point. To those years. To her.

  And, with a final snatch of air, the panic gave way to appalling fear. It rushed through her body, closing down every synapse, snapping every sinew, until it had consumed her completely.

  He sat and watched for a few moments, finishing his drink, until he was sure.

  The sun had gone, and had taken her with it.




  CHAPTER ONE

  Two months earlier

  It took no more than five short words to shake the world of Harry Jones to pieces. They turned out to be malevolent, sharp-edged little words, yet were intended to be an
  expression of love. And the day had been going so well for a change.

  Harry was driving to Henley on Thames and the traffic, swollen by those who were flocking to the local festival, had ground to a crawl. The fields by the river used for festival parking were
  sodden after weeks of summer rain and had turned into a biblical mire of misery that left some drivers impatient. That included Harry. He’d ducked onto a minor road that cut through the back
  lanes, only to discover that half of humanity had grabbed the same idea. Progress was rotten, getting worse, a world turned to aggravation and exhaust fumes. That’s when he saw the halfwit in
  his wing mirror, wrong side of the road, flashing his headlights, drawing closer, jumping the line of cars behind. It was a canary-coloured Porsche Boxter with hood down and sound system at a level
  set to stun. As Harry watched, it pulled in only three cars back.

  Harry’s fingers drummed on the worn black leather of his steering wheel. In the passenger seat sat Jemma Laing, his . . . What was the word they used nowadays? ‘Lover’ was
  accurate but gave rise to giggles, while the description of ‘girlfriend’ seemed too quaint. Many people used terms like ‘partner’ or ‘soulmate’ but Harry
  didn’t give a damn for many people. Jemma was what she was. Achingly cute, understanding, irreverent, sometimes even patient, very Scottish, great complexion. And unpredictable in bed, there
  was that, too. A woman who had remained at his side through everything recent months had thrown at him.

  They were approaching a blind corner, the lane squeezed between the hedgerows. The Porsche driver was laughing with his passenger, a young woman whose oversized designer sunshades were pulled
  firmly over her eyes as she pretended not to notice the stares of disapproval being thrown at them. Harry’s hand hovered over the gear stick of his old Volvo estate. He and Jemma were out for
  an elegant evening, a black-tie-and-pretty-frock affair; she didn’t deserve confrontation and road rage. Trouble was, the irritating Porsche man with bollocks for brains knew it, too, and was
  intent on taking advantage. As the traffic began to crawl slowly forward once more, he revved up and pulled out to overtake. Harry lifted his foot gently off the clutch, knowing he wouldn’t
  have a prayer of beating the Porsche for straight-line speed. But Harry didn’t do straight lines. Instead he swerved into the middle of the road, into the path of the yellow sports car as it
  leapt forward.

  A collision seemed inevitable. Harry gave the wheel another decisive twitch to force him wider.

  Porsche Man had little choice. He had no room and a huge excess on his insurance. He blinked, flipped the wheel and swerved into the only gap still available to him. It turned out to be an open
  gate leading into a ploughed field. The Porsche bounced, the engine revved, the tyres spun as its driver struggled to regain control. The wheels plastered the paintwork with mud as they dug
  themselves little graves. The driver had time for no more than a single unimaginative expletive before he found himself hopelessly stuck.

  Harry pulled nonchalantly back into the queue of traffic. Jemma pretended not to notice.

  ‘Sorry about that,’ he said as eventually they found a place to park that didn’t require them to wade.

  ‘No, you’re not,’ Jemma replied.

  ‘You’re right. Must be a syndrome or something. I just hate yellow Porsches.’

  ‘Good job you saw that open gate.’

  ‘I didn’t.’

  ‘Oh, Jones,’ she sighed, shaking her head as she swapped her high heels for more practical slip-ons until she could find firmer ground. ‘Try and remember that we’re here
  to have a good time. Don’t go killing anyone before I’ve had something to eat.’ The freckled tip of her nose waggled in rebuke. Then she burst out laughing. She’d long ago
  realized there was no point in trying to change him. Live with it or move on.

  Which was precisely the choice presented to her later that evening. The setting of the festival was sublime: a floating stage on the river with marquees along the bank where the audience could
  eat and watch the performance. It featured the Military Wives Choir and a sensational young American tenor whose voice made the night air crackle with excitement. The ripples of the stream began
  throwing back a mixture of candle flame and lasers with ever greater intensity as the natural light began to fade and the cares of the day were set aside. Men dressed in a manner that rekindled the
  elegance of an earlier age, women decorated their breasts with jewellery and, for a few hours, the gathering darkness kept the rest of the world at bay. Harry and Jemma had been invited by Costas,
  a friend of so many years that Harry had been best man at his first wedding and helped him sober up after his second. Costas was Anglo-Greek, heavily into shipping, and had organized dinner on a
  small and beautifully restored Edwardian launch named Persephone, whose wooden hull had plied the waters of the Thames for more than a hundred years. Seafood. Rare wines. Music. Moving
  gently on the river current. Just the four of them, Costas had said.

  Except that Costas hadn’t brought his wife, who was apparently summering in Greece, and instead was accompanied by a disgracefully young Estonian with a tongue-twisting name that even the
  polymath Costas had trouble with; he shortened it to Annie. She was all clinging silk and cleavage, and Costas was as bald as she was blonde. He greeted his guests from the prow of the launch with
  a glass of vintage Pol Roger in one hand and the other on the shoulder of his new friend. He explained that she was the niece of a business partner and was participating in some sort of
  work-experience programme. Her English was as limited as her eyes were wide and they all sat on deck at a fine table decorated with crisp linen and crystal. Harry tried to make conversation.

  ‘What do you do?’ he asked.

  ‘I am . . . independent business consultant,’ she replied in a thick Baltic accent, spitting out each word. ‘Self-employed,’ she added, as if it were a badge of
  honour.

  ‘What sort of business?’

  Harry watched as the lips parted, formed shapes, but words came there none. Instead, she arched an eyebrow, shook her head to send her blonde hair cascading around her bare shoulders and offered
  nothing more than a smile to feed his imagination while Costas fed her titbits of seafood from his own fork.

  Harry felt awkward. The Greek had got it wrong. It wasn’t that Harry was a moralist or had led a life of particular purity himself, but he knew Costas’s wife and liked her; he found
  himself struck by a case of divided loyalty, so, when they had finished eating and Costas dutifully suggested a stroll along the riverbank, Harry and Jemma declined. Costas assumed they were being
  tactful and gave them a wink of gratitude, grabbing his business consultant and disappearing into the throng.

  Harry and Jemma fell silent, lost in the embrace of the night. Gentle wisps of mist were rising from the river, twisting in the eddies, and Harry found himself taken back, lost in memories, old
  pains, failures, the times he’d let down those he loved and been cheated upon himself, and a few reminders of good times, too. Not recently, of course, particularly not this last year, a
  bottomless pit of time in which he’d sunk almost without trace, lost his seat in Parliament, lost his fortune, almost lost his life. He’d have sunk completely without Jemma. She’d
  held him tight, dragged him back onto dry land. Hell of a woman. His dark memories tugged at the corner of his eyes; she noticed, as she always did, and once again rescued him from himself.

  ‘I’ve got a better arse than she has,’ she said.

  ‘I beg your pardon?’

  ‘You were lost in thought. A dangerous habit in a man like you. Not thinking of hiring your own independent business consultant, were you, Jones?’

  Harry shook his head. ‘No, Jem, I wasn’t there, wasn’t thinking of that at all.’

  ‘What, then?’

  ‘Just . . . To hell with it, I don’t know. You. And me.’

  ‘Sounds pretty profound.’

  He leaned forward, took a deep breath, catching the scents of the summer night. He reached slowly across the linen-covered table, took both of her hands in his; her deep-hazel eyes turned to
  gold with the light of many candles. ‘I was just thinking . . .’

  ‘What were you thinking?’

  His thumbs were brushing the backs of her hands but suddenly they held her tightly. ‘That it’s about time. You and me. Isn’t it?’

  She knew precisely what he meant, didn’t react immediately, searching his eyes. ‘You really have to ask? Damn, but I still have work to do on you, Harry. Could take me some
  time.’ Her nose twitched, almost aggressively, then her face broke into the gentlest of shy smiles. ‘A lifetime, I hope.’

  ‘Thank you,’ he whispered.

  It was later that evening when, unwittingly yet with extraordinary precision, she destroyed all the contentment that had taken hold of him with those five short words. She was in his arms, head
  on his chest, listening to the beat of his heart, when she lifted her eyes. They were filled with a new sense of curiosity.

  ‘Tell me about your father.’
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  Johnson Eric Maltravers-Jones, Harry’s father, better known as Johnnie, had been both part icon and part enigma for his son. In translation, it meant he’d had the
  propensity to be an unremitting bastard, although in his defence he would probably have said he’d needed to be. Johnnie’s own father had blown the family’s modest inheritance
  during the Great Depression by following the advice of others, a weakness that Johnnie had sworn never to follow. By contrast and in deliberate contradiction to his father, the son was never likely
  to be orthodox. His parents had fled to Cardiff to hide from the shame of bankruptcy and it was there, during an air raid and in an Anderson shelter dug deep into the back garden, that Johnnie had
  been conceived. It was his father’s one moment of inspiration for, in almost all the other stretches of his life, he left behind little but grinding disappointment. He had hovered around the
  margins of the advertising industry and, while others had found celebrity, he had encountered little but calamity, sliding ever backwards, to the point where at school Johnnie had been known as
  Jones the Broke. That left scars, and had instilled in him a determination never to be as poor or as pathetic as his father. Money mattered. And, if that meant having little time to worry about
  those who were being trodden on in the process, it was a price he paid without losing much sleep. Johnnie Jones didn’t do victim support.

  He was bright. Won a scholarship. Got to Oxford, made his mark, then got married, and, by the time Harry came along, they lived in some style in one of those tree-lined avenues of Holland Park,
  not the best avenue but still pretty damned in-your-face. Harry remembered an eddying autumn day when he was seven, answering a knock on the door. Standing in the rain on the York-stone doorstep he
  found a nervous woman with pale face and red rims to her eyes begging to talk with his father. A little later, from behind his bedroom door, Harry heard them arguing. She was the widow of his
  father’s business partner, recently buried, and now she wanted her share, for the children. Johnnie explained that he had a family of his own, that their business was in cash, no records, no
  formal partnership agreement. Anyway, he had added, her husband had spent months dying and had contributed nothing. At that point Harry had quietly locked his bedroom door and buried his head in a
  book. He knew how the conversation would end. It was a lesson he was to see repeated more than once during the next few years.

  And yet . . . And yet, despite it all, despite the unreliability, the rows with his mother and the times he simply disappeared from their lives, his father had offered moments that Harry had
  cherished. Like the Christmas Day when Harry had woken to find the streets covered in snow. He’d been so excited until he found his mother in tears. The Aga had broken down, the fire gone
  out, their day destroyed. Harry remembered her being almost fearful of his father’s reaction, yet Johnnie hadn’t even raised his voice. He’d hauled an old wooden sledge from the
  attic, placed Harry on top wrapped in his overcoat and favourite football scarf, and they had walked through the park to the Dorchester Hotel for their dinner, his father pulling Harry all the
  while. The snow had fallen around them every step of the way, laying down memories that would last a lifetime but that would never quite manage to swallow up the darker moments.

  Harry had never been able to get to grips with how his father earned his living – the term ‘financial adviser’ covered so much ground. The family had covered a fair amount of
  ground, too, spent their holidays in Val d’Isère, Cannes, Antigua and Australia, and Harry’s life had lacked for nothing in a material sense. His father had taught him to drive
  in the South of France in a green, three-litre, 1924 Bentley with a leather strap across its bonnet and a wicker hamper in the boot. He’d been barely sixteen when he’d first sat behind
  that wheel, another sparkling father–son moment that, as so often, Johnnie had soon contrived to ruin. It was on that same trip that Harry had slept with his first woman – something
  else his father had arranged. Yet, for Harry, in hindsight, it was too much. Surely that moment of all moments should have been a private matter, not something for his father’s holiday album
  or banter in the yacht club. Anyway, Harry suspected that his father had screwed the girl, too, but it was the 1980s and the word ‘excess’ seemed to have been banned from the
  language.

  Other women had always been a feature of his father’s world. After his mother had died, alone in her large bed in her empty house in Holland Park, one woman in particular had, for a while,
  become a part of Johnnie’s life. Harry thought for a while she had driven them apart. It was about the time that Harry had applied for a place at Cambridge – he had no intention of
  following in his father’s footsteps to the other place, Oxford, as Johnnie had tried to insist upon. The son could be stubborn, too. So, when the crested letter of acceptance had arrived, his
  father stared at him across the kitchen and said Harry was now on his own, that the fountain of money would be switched off, that he had to learn to stand on his own feet – ‘just as I
  did’. A barrier was built between them. At first Harry blamed the new woman, but she eventually disappeared, was replaced, but nothing changed. His father still spent vacations in exotic
  places but no longer with his son. Harry paid his way through college by working nights at McDonald’s and weekends at a call centre. Communication with his father diminished. In his final
  year at Cambridge, Harry waited for his father to call him. He waited six months. Then he deleted Johnnie’s number from his contact list.

  ‘Tell me about your father,’ Jemma had said. Harry didn’t even want to tell himself, yet she stirred something inside him that for several days had distracted him, made him
  seem distant. He was soaking in his bath, remembering too much, when Jemma walked in. She hadn’t a stitch of clothing on her. He appeared not to notice.

  ‘Seems I need to pay a hell of a lot more than a penny for them,’ she laughed – she always laughed so easily.

  ‘What?’ he said, raising his eyes in confusion.

  ‘Your thoughts.’

  He went back to staring at his water-wrinkled toes. ‘Sorry, Jem. But you got me thinking about my father.’

  ‘I’d like you to tell me more.’

  ‘I don’t even know where to start.’

  She wrapped a towel around herself and perched on the end of the bath. ‘OK, let’s start at the end and work backwards. When did he die?’

  ‘Oh, back in 2001. Early summer,’ he replied reluctantly.

  ‘I’m sorry.’

  ‘I’m not. Left me a fortune.’ The comment was uncharacteristically callous. His father seemed to bring out a dark side in him, yet in Harry’s eyes Jemma could see a rare
  sheen of vulnerability.

  ‘Where did he die?’

  ‘On a yacht. Off Missolonghi in Greece. It was where Byron died.’

  ‘Poetic.’

  ‘Not really.’

  ‘I don’t understand.’

  ‘You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.’

  ‘I do sometimes.’

  Hell, she was persistent but she had a right to know. He sighed. ‘My father was sixty and screwing one of his women. In her twenties, apparently. Didn’t pace himself, never could.
  Heart attack.’

  ‘You Joneses, you always rush things. Still, he died in bed.’

  ‘On the sun deck, I’m told.’

  ‘I really am sorry, Harry.’

  ‘No need. He and I, we . . .’ He seemed about to add something, but trailed off. ‘It doesn’t matter any more.’

  It didn’t matter? He had lied to her before, of course, as all couples do, but nothing more than modest white lies, usually to protect her. This was the first time he had lied to protect
  himself.

  ‘Where’s he buried?’ she encouraged softly.

  ‘In Greece.’

  ‘Not here?’

  ‘It all got a little complicated. You see, the boat was owned by a Russian and registered in Panama. Flag of convenience, fewer rules, lower taxes, that sort of thing. And it was sailing
  off the Corinth Canal in international waters. So when it happened no one wanted the responsibility, not the Greeks, the Panamanians, certainly not the British consul in Patras, and least of all a
  man from Moscow who was on the make. Even when he was dead my father proved he could be a very accomplished pain in the arse.’

  ‘But what about you? You were next of kin.’

  ‘Didn’t hear about it for a while. No one could find me. It was the time when I was finishing off my days in the Army, in West Africa and very officially out of contact, doing a
  little job that even our own Prime Minister wasn’t supposed to know about.’

  There had been quite a few of those, during his military career. He’d told Jemma about them, even though she wasn’t supposed to know, either; he’d had to find some way of
  explaining the collection of scars that decorated his body. Anyway, there were little things like a Military Cross and Distinguished Service Medal that rather gave the game away.

  ‘No one wanted an unclaimed body hanging around,’ he said, hoping to finish with the story, ‘so someone decided to deal with it.’

  ‘But who?’

  ‘I’ve no idea. And frankly I didn’t particularly care. What the hell does it matter, anyway? My father didn’t deserve a state funeral.’ This was said in a tone that
  betrayed his discomfort. Harry hauled himself up from the cooling bathwater, suds meandering in sluggish streams down his body. He’d had enough of this conversation, but Jemma wasn’t so
  easily put aside.

  ‘You should care what happened to your father,’ she said, gently but insistent.

  ‘For God’s sake, why?’

  To bring closure, to cut the emotional dependency, to set old ghosts to rest, all those things that counsellors urged on the bereaved, but Jemma knew that a little cod psychotherapy would never
  be enough with Harry. So she stared at him, not letting him escape. ‘Because, Harry,’ she whispered in a way that seemed to ring an entire peal of bells, ‘our children will want
  to know.’
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  A manila documents folder. Neglected, blue, scruffy, its corners battered, its second-hand status betrayed by the felt-tipped scrawling across its cover that declared it had
  once been used for Harry’s old tax papers. That was it, all he had left to record the death of his father, and it wasn’t even half full. A passport, its corner clipped. A copy of a
  death certificate, in Greek. A brief and tautly formal note from the Foreign & Commonwealth Office expressing regret, alongside a handful of notes of condolence, mostly from people Harry had
  never met. His father always had peculiar friends – no, not friends, wrong word, but colleagues, associates in business, whatever damned business that was. Not true friends.

  And a single photograph, of Harry when he was perhaps thirteen, smiling coyly, in swimming trunks, with his father’s arm around his shoulders. They were on a beach of a distant shore, the
  photo probably taken by some unsuitable female friend of his father’s, though Harry couldn’t remember for sure. It was wrapped in a single folded sheet of notepaper from his
  father’s lawyer and executor, Robert Tallon, a senior partner in an exclusive London legal firm. The letter was dated August 2001. It summarized previous correspondence and recorded the fact
  that, due to the complexity of his father’s estate, it would take considerable time and in all probability several years before matters regarding the estate could be finalized and that, in
  the meantime, he was transferring the sum of £8,376,482.04 to Harry’s account as an initial instalment. Tallon was a punctilious ferret of a man, right down to the last four pence.

  It was in the riverside offices of the same Robert Tallon that Harry and Jemma were now sitting, the file and its contents spilling uncomfortably onto the glass-topped conference table. Tallon,
  elderly, experienced, probably close to retirement, sat peering down a red and slightly damp nose on which were perched his rimless glasses. His hands were clasped in front of him, his silk tie
  spilling above the waistcoat of his tailored chalk-stripe suit, his overcombed hair was greying, his complexion pale, but the eyes were sharp.

  ‘Mr Jones,’ the lawyer began – even after all these years and so many millions, he still clung to the formalities – ‘you ask about your father.’ There was a
  hint of Edinburgh in the slow vowels. ‘I’m afraid there’s not much I can give you. I met him only rarely – he spent so little time in this country in his last years. Your
  father always told me, with some pride, I should add, that he was a citizen of the world.’

  ‘No wonder he was never home,’ Harry muttered.

  The lawyer dabbed at his nose with a handkerchief he kept tucked up the sleeve of his suit. ‘He was cautious about his affairs. Which were, as you know, complicated.’

  Harry’s fingers brushed across the manila folder. ‘This is all I have. A ridiculously simple file for such a complicated man, isn’t it?’ Jemma thought she noticed an edge
  of both regret and self-rebuke in his voice. He turned to her. ‘Seems he didn’t own a home anywhere, just postboxes in various dusty places and a financial operation so impenetrable
  that it’s kept Mr Tallon here busy ever since.’

  ‘Well, not busy, not any longer. We wait patiently. For developments.’

  Outside the window the Thames wound reluctantly through the piers of Waterloo Bridge. In the distance the towers of the City stood beneath a glowering ozone sky of purples and browns like
  skittles waiting for the clout of the next financial onslaught.

  ‘Developments? I’m sorry, what developments?’ Jemma asked.

  Tallon turned towards her with a suggestion of reluctance: he didn’t welcome the presence of amateurs. ‘I think we have to conclude that the senior Mr Jones’s arrangements were
  deliberately obscure. He lived in several countries but didn’t have title to a residence, at least not for tax purposes. He had many investments but didn’t own a single
  share.’

  ‘Oh, I see. You mean he was a tax evader.’

  The lawyer arched an eyebrow in displeasure. ‘Not an evader as such, but he was undoubtedly efficient. He broke no laws, otherwise I would never have acted for him.’

  Jemma offered a smile of understanding, wondering if a diet of prunes might help the lawyer relax.

  ‘It seems my father buried his money so deep that taxmen would need a degree in deep-shaft mining in order to get anywhere near it,’ Harry said.

  ‘I’m sure your father had nothing but your best interests at heart, Mr Jones,’ the lawyer said in a tone that suggested he cared little for Harry’s description.

  ‘You’ll forgive me but I’m sure that was the last thing on his mind.’

  ‘You were the sole beneficiary,’ Tallon said, staring over the rim of his glasses in rebuke. ‘To this point his estate has been able to remit to you a total of fifteen million,
  three hundred and eighty-eight thousand, five hundred and twelve pounds. And eighteen pence,’ he added, peering at a neat file in front of him. ‘In time, I hope we shall disentangle
  more. Your father’s share in the landholding in Brazil could prove particularly beneficial once the authorities understand the rather complex nature of his investment trust and lift their
  embargo on its sale.’

  ‘It’s been more than ten years.’

  ‘Matters move somewhat slowly through the rainforest.’

  ‘Let’s hope it’s still there in another ten.’

  Jemma gazed at the thin blue file with its curled edges and scrawlings on the cover. Recycled crap. It was all Harry seemed to think his father was worth, despite the millions. She began to
  understand how angry Harry was, and had always been.

  Tallon’s lips moved slowly as he searched for the right words. ‘Mr Jones, I understand, I sympathize. I know how challenging this past year has been for you.’ He
  paused for some expression, some indication of what Harry felt, but got none. ‘I assure you I shall continue to do my very best to release whatever money is left in the estate.’

  ‘But it’s not really the money, you see, Mr Tallon,’ Jemma said. ‘That’s not why we’re here. We simply want to know more about Harry’s father. You
  seemed the obvious place to start.’

  ‘I can’t help you.’

  ‘How he died, what happened,’ she continued.

  ‘You have all I know.’

  ‘There must be something.’

  ‘You said . . .’ Harry interrupted them both. ‘When you and I first met, Mr Tallon, you spoke of a young woman. The cause of his heart attack.’

  The lawyer took off his glasses and began polishing them with his handkerchief while he blinked rapidly in evident discomfort. ‘It was no more than a rumour.’

  ‘Whose rumour? Where did you hear it?’ Inside, Harry felt a flicker of shame that it was the first time he’d even bothered to ask. There was so much about his father he
  hadn’t wanted to know, at least until now.

  The lawyer said nothing. He got up from his chair and moved to the window, gazing down to the dark cupola of St Paul’s. ‘I apologize, Mr Jones, I should never have mentioned the
  matter. Unprofessional of me. It was only to explain any reticence you might have detected in my handling of your father’s affairs. I haven’t mentioned it to another soul. I thought it
  right that I should try to protect not just his estate but also his reputation.’

  ‘So how did you come across this exquisite piece of gossip?’ Harry persisted.

  Tallon turned to face him. ‘It was a phone call. I can’t remember from whom – the ship’s captain, the local consul, perhaps. It was a long time ago.’

  ‘You made no note?’

  ‘It’s not my habit to record gossip.’

  ‘Just to pass it on.’ The accusation sat between them before Harry apologized. ‘Sorry.’

  ‘My fault entirely. As I said, with hindsight it was unprofessional. But I saw no point in pursuing the matter: sometimes it doesn’t pay to stir up the mud at the bottom of the pond.
  In any event, it made no material difference to your father’s estate.’ From the pocket of his waistcoat he pulled an ancient gold-cased watch that hung from a fob chain. He had already
  given them an hour. ‘Forgive me, is there any other way I can be of assistance?’

  Harry stared out through the window at the sulking sky. It had been a waste of time. ‘No, thank you. Just send me your bill.’

  ‘I wouldn’t dream of doing such a thing. Not for the son of Johnnie Maltravers-Jones.’ He stood up and extended a hand. For the first time the lawyer’s smile seemed
  comfortable. ‘I shall continue to do everything I can for you, as always.’

  ‘I hope you’ll forgive my testiness, Mr Tallon,’ Harry said. ‘My father and I never had a comfortable relationship. It doesn’t seem to get any easier, even though
  he’s dead.’

  ‘I understand, of course I do. I only wish there was more I could do to help.’

  The lawyer sat quietly once his visitors had left, staring after them. Then he grew agitated, rose and returned to his spot at the window, moving stiffly, his limbs suddenly feeling their age.
  He stood there for many minutes, gazing out but not seeing, struggling with his thoughts. It took those thoughts some time to batter him into submission, but when they had done so he turned and
  reached for the phone on his desk, only to recoil, cursing. ‘No, you fool!’ he snapped at himself. Every call made from that phone was recorded, its trace left on some log. So he
  reached for his personal mobile, buried in an inner pocket of his suit. Then he made his call.




  CHAPTER TWO

  It was always said of him that Harry Jones was single-minded, far more than most; at times it made him appear almost obsessive. It was both a strength and character flaw,
  inspiration and potential entanglement. Ruthless, some said, and not unfairly, while others saw it as arrogance and disrespect, to a degree that it had cost him the Sword of Honour at Sandhurst and
  always managed to get the nostrils of commanding officers twitching in dismay. Yet that same trait made him a scarily effective soldier, which was why they’d given Harry so many of the dirty
  jobs: Iraq, Colombia, Armagh of course, and that one in West Africa. ‘His exceptional leadership in extracting his patrol and its casualties from the chaos behind the Iraqi lines merits a
  high gallantry decoration,’ trilled one report after he’d dragged back the body of one of his buddies across desert and through several nights, ‘but his intemperate criticism of
  the personalities involved in the operation makes it unlikely that Capt. Jones will be asked to return to Special Forces.’ There were plenty more appraisals along those lines. They did,
  however, ask him back because Harry was the sort of bloody-minded bastard even they couldn’t ignore.

  Always rushing ahead of others, that was Harry. One day it would kill him. But not today, thanks to Jemma.

  ‘Harry!’ she screamed, lunging after him, dragging him back just in time from the path of the taxi bearing down on him as he tried to cross Temple Avenue not far from Tallon’s
  office. He was somewhere else in his head. The wing mirror brushed Harry’s shirtsleeve, leaving a graze of dirt. The taxi driver waved a fist of rebuke through the open
  window.‘Arsehole!’ Harry barked, but not so much at the cab driver as at himself. Damn it, this wouldn’t have happened ten years ago. Just that morning he’d noticed that the
  strand of summer-bleached hair on his head had been joined by others. The conclusion was inevitable: it wasn’t so much sun-scorch as middle age. No denying it, no matter how stubborn he got.
  Tempus fugit, waits for no man, all that shit. Perhaps that was why he was in so much of a screaming hurry. He brushed at his bruised arm and pushed ahead.

  The heat of the day was rising, the crawl of traffic thickening the air. Harry headed into the cobbled alleyways and cloisters of the Inner Temple that made up the heart of legal London.
  Barristers occupied shady corners, stripped to their white shirts, sweltering in their starched collars, mobile phones clamped to their ears, while around them tourists wandered and motorcycle
  couriers weaved. Harry ignored it all, his heels smacking into the old paving stones as he strode on.

  Jemma struggled to keep pace. She was beginning to wonder what she had unleashed. She’d been the one to push him into this chase, yet she was no longer sure it was sensible: she’d
  watched him tossing in his sleep, his lips moving but making no sound as he tussled with his dreams. The previous night they’d made love – except, unusually, there had been little sign
  of affection about it. Harry was an experienced lover, a man of many previous berths, but that side of his past didn’t bother her – use it, enjoy it, she’d always told herself
  – and they’d developed an especially intense physical relationship that sometimes didn’t make it to the bedroom but instead upturned tables and flooded the bathroom floor. Yet
  last night wasn’t Harry. It was as though someone else had thrown himself on her, demanding, impatient, intensely inconsiderate. Punishing her. Bruising her, too. When he’d finished
  he’d rolled over on his side, hadn’t said a word. A stranger.

  ‘Slow down, you idiot!’ she found herself shouting once again as he paced ahead, head down, leaving her behind.

  He turned, surprised, shocked at himself. There was sweat on his forehead. They were in a small courtyard outside a pub that claimed on its frontage to have been built in 1615 but was clearly
  Victorian. Old metal-hooped beer barrels stood on the pavement serving as tables. ‘Stay!’ she commanded, and he did so while she went inside and soon reappeared with two beers.

  ‘Why not let’s forget it?’ she suggested, putting a glass down in front of him and throwing two packets of dry-roasted onto the barrel top.

  He took a sip of his beer, pulled a face at the sourness and slowly shook his head. ‘Can’t,’ he said quietly. ‘Not now.’

  He’d spent his life leaving people in his wake: his first wife, Julia, swept away as she tried to follow him through off-piste snow; Mel, the second, lost along with a considerable chunk
  of his fortune way back in some divorce court; Martha, the American woman who’d taken the emotional wreckage that had been Harry Jones and blown the spark back to life. Martha had saved his
  life; in return he’d left her buried back on an ice-smothered mountainside in central Asia. Not his fault, but it kept happening. ‘I love you, Harry, I so do, it’s just that I
  can’t keep up with you,’ one of his lovers had said. He didn’t want to remember which one: it hurt too much to look back. But in the case of his father he couldn’t avoid it.
  He leaned on the barrel, sipping, not tasting, his father’s file in front of him.

  ‘OK, Batman, what’s our next move?’ Jemma asked.

  He flipped open the file and slowly extracted his father’s death certificate. It was in Greek, but he knew enough of the script to decipher it. ‘We start digging,’ he said, a
  cold light in his eye. He reached for his phone.

  ‘Taps, you busy?’ Harry asked when his call was answered. Simon St John Tappersley had been a fellow officer in the Parachute Regiment and was now a maritime insurance broker at
  Lloyd’s.

  ‘Of course,’ came the dry reply.

  ‘Good. You always operated better under a little pressure. There’s something I need you to do. Kapetanios Marios Kouropoulos. Master of the SS Adriana back in 2001.’
  It was the name on the death certificate, the man who had reported his father’s death. ‘I need to know where he is. Want to talk to him.’

  ‘How quickly?’

  ‘By the time I’ve finished my beer.’

  ‘You’re kidding.’

  ‘Never.’

  ‘You haven’t changed, Harry.’

  ‘I’m hoping you haven’t, either.’

  ‘Screw you.’ Tappersley hung up.

  Twenty minutes later the screen on Harry’s phone flashed into life.

  ‘What kept you, Taps? I’ve had to go get a second beer.’

  ‘Perhaps that’s because you called in the middle of my lunch.’

  ‘I owe you.’

  ‘You most certainly bloody do. Your Captain Crapulous. According to the records of the Greek Masters and Mates Union, he was born in some place called Mastichochoria in Chios in 1952.
  Earned his Master’s Certificate in 1980. Left the service in 2004.’

  ‘You mean he retired?’

  ‘In a manner of speaking, yes.’

  ‘What sort of manner?’

  ‘He died, didn’t he? On his ship.’

  ‘In his sleep or on the sun deck?’

  ‘Neither. His propeller got snared in some old fishing net, so he went over the side to cut it away. Some idiot restarted the engine just as he’d finished and was still underwater.
  Like a scene from Jaws, so the chap at the Masters and Mates said. Cleaved in two. I can think of better ways to go.’

  ‘So could my father,’ Harry muttered, before adding, ‘Thanks, Taps. I owe you that lunch.’

  Tappersley sighed in resignation. ‘In all honesty, it was nothing but a little lobster salad. I suspect it will have kept.’

  Harry’s lips twitched as he put his phone away. It was his father who had shown him how to dive for lobster in the Med, how to cook and shell them, too. Suddenly everything in his life
  seemed to be coming back to the same point: Johnnie. That morning, as Harry had shaved, he’d wiped the mirror with a towel only to find the bloody man staring back at him through the porthole
  of mist. He was everywhere. A man walks in his father’s footsteps knowing that at some point he will overtake the father and leave him behind, that was the given order. But even though
  Johnnie was dead, Harry had never caught up with him.

  ‘Harry?’

  His eyes came back to her. Gentle lines of concern were scribbled above Jemma’s nose.

  ‘You seem angry,’ she said.

  He crushed the empty packet of nuts in his fist. ‘Just thinking that lobster salad sounds a hell of a lot better than a packet of dry-roasted for lunch.’

  ‘Yes, you sure know how to treat a girl.’

  ‘Don’t worry, I’ll make it up to you.’

  ‘How?’

  Before he could reply, his phone beeped again. A text message. Details of an address from the electoral register. Harry brushed the screen to examine it and began to smile in satisfaction.

  ‘Can I suggest a little trip?’

  ‘Where?’ she asked, intrigued.

  He checked the screen once more. ‘How about the Lake District?’ he said, gathering up the file and setting off once more.

  [image: ]

  They found the cottage up a short, grass-tufted lane that cut off from the road leading into Braithwaite, an unpretentious Cumbrian village in the lee of Barrow fell. Harry
  parked the Volvo beside an uncertain stone wall that seemed to be held together by little more than lichen and moss. They had found their man and it was clear why he wanted to live here: on a clear
  day the view from this spot would stretch all the way to the peaks of Catbells. But this was the Lakes, and clear days came at a premium. Harry turned off the windscreen wipers and they clambered
  out. The cottage was small, with a roof of old slate and faded whitewashed walls. The garden gate swung in the breeze, creaking on a lazy, unoiled hinge. The paintwork was peeling, the garden
  unkempt; so was the ruddy-cheeked man in a crumpled shirt who answered the door. The rims of the eyes were of much the same hue as the cheeks, and he had a lick of thinning grey hair stuck to his
  forehead.

  ‘Hello, Mr Smith? My name’s Harry Jones. I telephoned yesterday.’

  ‘I remember. I also remember telling you to go to hell.’ The man had opened the door but a fraction, using his body to hide the clutter that was spilling from inside. ‘How did
  you find me?’

  ‘Does it matter?’

  ‘Yes, it bloody does,’ he snapped, staring defiantly though his one good eye; the other was clouded, full of cataract, and downcast, like the rest of him.

  ‘OK, you tell me how many other Euripides Smiths I’m likely to find on the electoral register.’

  Harry kept a straight face but he wasn’t being entirely honest. He’d also called the former honorary consul in Bari, a man with whom he’d got enjoyably hammered during an
  official afternoon that drifted into an alcohol-fuelled evening until they’d found themselves watching the sun come up across the Adriatic.

  ‘Smithie? Our man in Patras?’ the former honorary consul had responded when Harry telephoned to enquire about his colleague. ‘Scarcely knew him. Ran across him on a training
  course in Malta a while back, rather a waste of time – the course, not Smithie. Seem to remember he left not long after that under a bit of a cloud – well, plenty of us did back then.
  Cuts, of course. But it was more than just a cloud: in his case he left with a distinct clap of thunder, too. Yes, the brain re-engages, it’s coming back to me . . . That’s right, some
  whining backbencher had sailed into port and expected a ten-gun salute. Not old Smithie’s style. Gave him nothing but a ripe raspberry. Good for him, too. We were volunteers, not slave
  labour. But I guess Smithie had been in post just a little too long, took things for granted, perhaps. Took an occasional liberty, too.’

  ‘What sort of liberty?’

  ‘Oh, of the alcoholic kind. Nothing many of us didn’t do occasionally.’

  ‘As I remember.’

  ‘Yes, that was a good evening, wasn’t it? But Smithie didn’t choose his timing well. The politician complained, made a hell of a fuss, so, when the great god Austerity struck,
  Smithie had already laid himself out on the altar. Sacrificial lamb – or goat in his case. Made it easy for them. There was a wondrously rude valedictory e-mail to his bosses in which he kept
  misspelling the word “cuts”, and off he went into the wide blue yonder.’

  ‘In which direction?’

  ‘God knows, it’s not like we were close. But, hang on, something stirs. There’s a weasel running round inside my head whispering – Lake District. Can’t be positive,
  mind . . .’

  ‘Thanks, old friend.’

  And now, as Euripides Smith defended his doorstep, Harry reckoned that the suspicions about the man were right. He could see the wash of alcohol as well as anger in the other man’s
  eyes.

  ‘Do I know you?’ Smith demanded.

  ‘In a way, yes. You once wrote to me. Look, er, can we discuss it?’

  ‘You can’t come in,’ Smith snapped, suddenly defensive. ‘I’m in the middle of clearing up.’

  That was the moment Jemma chose to step forward. She was wearing tight-waisted jeans and a thin cotton blouse that, in the cool drizzle, was leaving less than usual to a man’s imagination.
  She allowed Smith’s good eye a second or so to grow distracted. ‘Over a drink, perhaps, Mr Smith? We passed a pub a mile or so back. I’ll drive while you two chat.’ She
  guessed that was why the lane had so much grass on it: there was no sign of a car, Smith didn’t drive, had probably lost his licence to the local magistrate and got most of his exercise
  walking to the nearest pub.

  Smith eyed Jemma for every second she allowed before making up his mind. ‘Well, I suppose, seeing as you’ve driven all this way . . .’ he muttered, closing his front door
  behind him.

  Smith said almost nothing in the car, trying to smarten himself up, buttoning his shirt a little higher, rerolling his sleeves more neatly, scratching away at a glob of breakfast that had stuck
  to the lap of his trousers. Harry reckoned he was late fifties but looked older, greyer. A few minutes later they were sitting around an old varnished table beneath the low beams and brass
  bric-a-brac at the Royal Oak. The beer was local, better than in London. When they had taken the head off it, Harry produced the letter of regret about Johnnie’s death that the former consul
  had written all those years ago.

  ‘Oh, so it’s you, is it?’ Smith said, looking more keenly at Harry.

  ‘Can you tell me about what happened to my father?’

  ‘Yes, remember it. Didn’t get too many bodies to deal with,’ Smith began, reflecting into his glass, ‘not that I really dealt with your father’s body at
  all.’

  ‘You didn’t see it?’

  ‘Good God, no. Honorary vice consuls have no power, no authority. We’re little more than glorified messenger boys. Corpses are way above our pay grade. Not that we got paid, of
  course. Did you know that, Mr Jones?’ His tone betrayed an edge of bitterness. ‘Got no expenses, no training, either, absolutely nothing, apart from a manual of procedures with an
  oversized crest on its front, and it took them two years before they even gave me one of those. I had to make much of it up as I went along.’

  ‘How wonderfully reassuring.’

  The other man shrugged and drank.

  ‘So you didn’t arrange for my father’s burial?’

  Smith shook his head. ‘All I could have done was suggest the names of a couple of funeral directors. But nobody asked.It’s usually the family, but apart from you there didn’t
  seem to be any family. And you didn’t ask.’

  ‘You were satisfied that everything was . . .’ Harry suddenly hesitated. A note of discord began to flutter through his thoughts. ‘You satisfied yourself that everything was in
  order. Due process, or whatever they call it.’

  ‘Satisfied myself? To be honest, not particularly. Wasn’t my job. As I said, I was a messenger boy. Inform the embassy in Athens and the next of kin, that was all. The rest was up to
  others.’

  ‘Who, precisely?’

  ‘The Greek authorities. And you know what they can be like, particularly in a place like Patras.’

  ‘Not really.’

  ‘Well, you know where your father is buried.’

  The statement was left hanging, as a question. Harry didn’t respond, seemed suddenly embarrassed. He hadn’t even visited the grave. Not once.

  The old consul sighed, recognized Harry’s guilt, and a layer of aggression seemed to peel away from him. He understood the pain that raking the embers of a past life could bring. ‘I
  lived there twelve years, should love the place but . . . Patras is what it is. A port, a crossroads, it’s sprawling, sometimes mucky, not particularly glamorous. I remember your father
  – his case, I mean. Yachts like that have their autopilots stuck on places like Venice and Cannes and Santorini. They didn’t stop off in Patras, and certainly not with bodies on
  board.’

  ‘So what happened?’ Jemma encouraged.

  ‘Well . . . Mrs Jones?’ he enquired, raising his eyes at Jemma.

  ‘No, not quite yet.’

  He nodded softly. ‘Wish you well, young lady. As much luck as I had with my wife. She died in Patras, too.’

  ‘Oh, I’m so sorry.’

  He blinked in gratitude, was elsewhere for a moment before he returned to his tale. ‘Anyway, I got a call from the chief of the port police. About your father, Mr Jones. Courtesy call,
  nothing for me to do, but I wandered down nonetheless.’

  ‘Why?’

  ‘Dunno. No need, not as a consul. But my wife . . . Anyway, it was a fine day. I needed the exercise.’

  ‘The consulate is near the port?’

  ‘The consulate? What sort of operation do you think Her Majesty still runs? The consulate didn’t exist, not beyond me and my mobile phone. I’m half Greek, Mr Jones, named
  Euripides after my grandfather. We’d been living in Patras for a few years, my wife and I, living off a bit of business here and a bit more there – you know what it’s like in the
  Med. One of those bits was a restaurant; I ran the consulate from one of its back rooms. Suited me, you see. Brought in the punters. Did some of the consulate stuff up at the bar, encouraged them
  to buy a round of drinks for my pains; often they’d hang on for a meal, too. Yes, suited me well, right up to the time some pompous little prick of a politician turned up and started throwing
  his weight around. Don’t you just hate politicians?’
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