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A shocking revelation from an old friend leads Claire Clairmont on a dangerous quest in this
second in a fascinating historical trilogy based on the ‘summer of 1816’ Byron/Shelley
group.1873, Florence. Claire Clairmont, the last survivor of the 'haunted summer of 1816' Byron/
Shelley circle, is reeling from the series of events triggered by the arrival of Michael Rossetti two
weeks before, which culminated in a brutal murder and a shocking revelation from her old friend,
Edward Trewlany.Stunned by her betrayal at the hands of those closest to her, Claire determines
to travel to the convent at Bagnacavallo near Ravenna to learn the true fate of Allegra, her
daughter by Lord Byron. But the valuable Cades sketch given to her by Rossetti is stolen, and
Claire soon finds herself shadowed at every turn and in increasing danger as she embarks on
her quest. Is the theft linked to Allegra, and can Claire uncover what really happened in Ravenna
so many years ago?

Ambrose's excellent sequel to 2018's Claire's Last Secret finds Claire Claremont, Mary Shelley's
stepsister, living in near-poverty in 1873 Florence, Italy, with her niece and grand-niece, though
her memories of reckless youthful passion provide solace . . . She's learned that her illegitimate
daughter with Byron, Allegra, did not die of disease in a convent as she was told decades ago.
Accompanied by friends, Claire embarks on a desperate search for Allegra across Italy, but
those offering answers are often not what they seem. The surprising revelations that populate
the book, mixed with a mood of regret and wistful longing for dead loves, imbue the story with a
seductive power. Ambrose ratchets up the suspense over the fate of Allegra and the truth about
mad, bad, and dangerous-to-know Byron. Readers will eagerly anticipate the final volume in this
trilogy. --Publishers Weekly (starred review) The second case for an old flame of Lord Byron's
(Claire's Last Secret, 2018) sends her chasing the ghosts of the romantic poets across Italy . . . -
Kirkus Review The second in Ambrose's Lord Byron Mystery series, following Claire's Last
Secret (2018), should draw and delight as many readers as the first. -- BooklistAbout the
AuthorMarty Ambrose has been a writer most of her life, consumed with the world of literature
whether teaching English and creative writing at Florida Southwestern State College or creating
her own fiction. Her writing career has spanned almost fifteen years, and she has eight
published novels. The Claire Clairmont historical mysteries build on Marty’s background as a
Romantics scholar. She loves telling a story – especially if it’s a Florentine conspiracy that
unfolds in a Downton Abbeyesque setting. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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ode squilla di lontanoche paia il giorno pianger che si more;Now – in the hour that melts with
homesick yearningThe hearts of seafarers who’ve had to sayFarewell to those they love, that
very morning –Hour when the new-made pilgrim on his wayFeels a sweet pang go through him,
if he hearsFar chimes that seem to knell the dying dayDante, Canto of the PurgatoryPurgatorio:
Canto VIIIONE‘My Paradise had still been incomplete.’The Prophecy of Dante, I, 27Florence,
ItalyJuly 1873It hardly seems possible that one’s entire existence can be completely upended in
the blink of an eye, but it happened to me, so I know it to be true.During one balmy Florentine
evening, in a moment hovering between past and present, I experienced a shift that made me
see my life anew – a vision of the future that dawned with bright and previously unimagined
chances. I cannot say for certain where all this newfound optimism would end, but my world had
changed, and I now looked toward the coming days as full of possibilities that I could scarcely
have even dreamed about a week ago.I, Claire Clairmont, dared not do so.Living in genteel
poverty in Florence with my niece, Paula, and her daughter, our lives had become a constant
cycle of budgeting our lire and scheming for new ways to keep our shabby rented rooms at the
Palazzo Cruciato from falling into complete disrepair. It took all the wily craftiness that I had
learned over a long life to maintain some semblance of respectability in this ancient Italian city,
but I was nothing if not resourceful.In my youth, I had traveled the world by my wits alone – seen
Mount Vesuvius at dawn, survived a frigid winter in Czarist Moscow, flirted with Frenchmen in my
cottage at Montmartre. Always looking for another adventure. Always seeking another way to
survive. But having entered my eighth decade, in truth the penury had begun to wear thin. My
daily existence seemed to stretch on without any promise of a new dawn, causing me to make
my will, pay for my funeral, and anticipate the time when I would see my beloved deceased
daughter, Allegra, in heaven. The next world seemed to beckon with whispers about the Great
Beyond – the sweet hope of my adopted Catholic religion.But that had all changed when I
learned that she might still be alive.Allegra.Allegrina – as she was called by her Italian
nursemaid so long ago – and the light of my life.My daughter by one of the most famous (and
infamous) literati of his era: George Gordon, Lord Byron, the Romantic poet whose reputation
had soared ever higher during the fifty-or-so years since his death fighting for Greek
independence at Missolonghi.Brilliant, charming, outrageous, and cruel.Byron could be all of
those things – and more. I had mourned his death – as I did for my stepsister, Mary Shelley,
almost three decades later when she departed this world, feted and famous, from her home in
England, surrounded by a loving family. She and I had outlived the men who enchanted and
betrayed us.Byron – my lover. Percy Bysshe Shelley – her lover and husband.Their names now
caused awed silence to descend, but I knew them when they were young and passionate and
careless. Profoundly talented, of course. But when Byron headed off to the doomed mission in
Greece, and Shelley foolhardily took his sailboat into the Bay of Lerici near La Spezia during a
violent storm, they never had a thought about those left behind.Byron. Shelley. Mary.All of them
gone.Yet I lived on.I was the last member of our magic circle from that ‘haunted summer’ of 1816
in Geneva, when we would gather each night as the thunderstorms rolled in, and the lightning



danced around us with a wild ferocity. We told ghost stories huddled around the firelight at
Byron’s Villa Diodati in the evenings – frightening ourselves with deliberate intent. For that brief
time, we shared an interlude that defined the rest of our lives: Shelley and Byron created poetry
of unparalleled beauty; Mary first penned Frankenstein; Byron’s erratic physician, Polidori, wrote
The Vampyre, and I conceived my daughter with Byron.We lived with a heated intensity that I’d
never experienced again until a few days ago when I was held at gunpoint by a killer, and my old
friend Edward Trelawny had arrived unexpectedly in Florence as part of my rescue. Afterwards,
he revealed the bare details about the truth of my daughter’s fate – she had survived the typhus
epidemic that swept through her convent school. He had kept that secret from me for many
years even as he professed to care deeply for me. His treachery cut deep. It had taken me days
to summon the strength to see him afterwards.Eventually, I relented, and he arrived at the
Palazzo Cruciato during teatime with a bouquet of white roses and a shamed expression.‘Claire,
thank you for agreeing to see me. I promised to tell you everything that I knew about Allegra, and
I am here to do just that. I have no excuse for my behavior, but I ask you to listen and not
condemn me,’ Trelawny entreated me as he strolled across my sitting room – still a handsome,
imposing figure with broad shoulders and silver-streaked hair that flowed to his shoulders. But
his bearded face bore the weathered traces of his age and days at sea with its rough, reddened
skin and feathering of lines that radiated from his piercing eyes. He also had a slight stoop from
a musket ball being lodged in his upper back, courtesy of an assassination attempt during the
Greek War of Independence.An aging corsair, still lethal in his own way – and ever conscious of
the swath he cut through the society of women with tales of his wartime adventures.Such an
intriguing mixture of courage and vanity.Irresistible in his own way.Except that he had added
‘deceiver’ to his repertoire of qualities, something not easily accepted.From my wingback chair
near the open window that overlooked the Boboli Gardens, I scanned the features of this man at
once familiar and distant to me. I, too, had fallen under his spell long ago. Trelawny. I once
believed him to be my friend and supporter – and I had not seen him in several decades, though
we had always corresponded. I first met him in Pisa in 1822 when he had presented himself to
the Shelleys and me as a retired naval lieutenant (not exactly true) who could teach Shelley the
complexities of handling a sailing boat (mostly true). A self-styled Byronic hero who edged
around honesty as if it were a thorny wood, but I had always liked him. That made his deception
even more heart-wrenching.‘You have hurt me with your lies,’ I began, trying hard to keep my
voice calm and even.‘I know.’ Just that – nothing more. What else could be said?‘It has been so
long since we have met – and much has just happened – but I will withhold judgment about your
deception until I hear what you have to share.’ I gestured for him to take the matching chair
across the tea table from me. ‘I must warn you that things have changed in the last few years; my
circumstances have been greatly reduced after my disastrous farming investment in Austria. I
am wary of those whom I cannot fully … trust.’ It had been a poor financial choice to help my
nephew, a risk that had depleted the last of my Shelley bequest. But my family could always
make me abandon common sense.‘When did a lack of money ever matter to us?’ He slid on to



the well-worn velvet cushion, stretching out his long legs encased in breeches and riding boots.
‘Possessing the richness of spirit and soul greatly outweighs actual wealth.’‘So true, but bills
cannot be paid with good intentions.’ I lifted a brow in irony as I shifted my glance toward the
kitchen where Paula was occupied in making afternoon tea. ‘I have the welfare of my niece and
her daughter, Georgiana, to consider now … and the world is not always kind to those who have
entered their autumnal years.’ I knew only too well from my mirror’s reflection that my
Mediterranean charms had faded somewhat – my olive skin bore a few wrinkles and my dark
curls had threads of gray, though I fancied the sparkle in my eyes remained undimmed.But I was
no longer a young woman.‘You will always be that spirited beauty I met in Pisa – so full of life, so
vivacious – with the voice of an angel.’I smiled, smoothing down the folds of my yellow cotton
dress with its tiny, carefully mended holes in the fabric. All of my dresses had seen better days,
to say the least. ‘The lessons of life have changed me, as you might expect. A woman of my
station is relegated to her place – no matter what – and living in Florence has taught me the
added lesson that money is both the great blessing and bane of our later existence. I cannot
afford to make … mistakes.’ My glance met his squarely. ‘You and I played with life and put
ourselves – and others – in jeopardy at one time, but no more. People connected with the
secrets about Allegra’s fate have already died, and we must not allow any further bloodshed.’Of
course, I meant Father Gianni, my priest and confidant who had been stabbed at the Basilica di
San Lorenzo only about a fortnight ago. He had been assisting me in my search for the truth
behind Allegra’s fate, researching old records from the convent at Bagnacavallo where she had
supposedly died when she was still a child. It turned out that his killer was our landlord, Matteo
Ricci – a thief and rogue – who wanted to profit from the valuable Byron/Shelley memorabilia that
I had shared with Father Gianni on my quest. After his arrest, Matteo had confessed that his
gambling debts had driven him to such an evil act when Father Gianni tried to stop him from
stealing my correspondence. Truly, I would never have involved my priest if I had known about
Matteo’s desperation, but it could not be undone.I would always feel regret for my actions.And
sadness.‘From what the police told me when I stopped by the commissariato di pubblica
sicurezza this morning, Matteo will pay – murder is punishable by death. And by God, he
deserves to be hanged for such a heinous act.’ Trelawny’s face hardened into deep, harsh
crevices. ‘He will be damned in the next world – if one believes in that kind of thing.’He did not,
as I knew only too well.My hand covered the small gold locket hanging from a fine chain at my
neck – my mother’s last gift to me, given to her by my father, whom I never knew. I treasured it,
even though my mother never approved of me – or my life. ‘Perhaps Matteo deserves no mercy
from us, but divine forgiveness may still await him.’‘Not likely.’In truth, I could not disagree. ‘Sadly,
Father Gianni was not able to receive word from Bagnacavallo, so all I know is that Allegra did
not die at the convent and, for some reason, you and Byron hid that fact from me – along with a
valuable piece of artwork that could have greatly relieved my poverty.’ Almost choking on the
words, I pointed at the pen-and-ink sketch on textured paper that lay on the tea table. It depicted
the Egyptian obelisk that stood in the nearby Boboli Gardens, drawn by the famous Italian artist,



Giuseppe Cades – given to me only recently when it was discovered by Polidori’s nephew. A
Florentine landmark, the needle-shaped granite monument had been erected in ancient Egypt
and brought to Italy, eventually finding a home behind the nearby Pitti Palace. It held special
meaning for me because Byron and I met there for the last time in 1822 – and secretly buried a
memento of our daughter at its base. ‘I would like to know why you both lied.’His face shuttered
with shades of contrition. ‘May I first say how sorry I am? I never meant to cause you harm.’I did
not reply.‘My only defense is that Byron swore me to secrecy.’ He took in a deep breath and
picked up the sketch, tracing carefully the edges of the drawing. ‘When he gave this to me, it was
with the promise that I never reveal it, or Allegra’s true fate, to you – and I followed his
request.’‘More’s the pity that you agreed to such falsehoods,’ I said sharply, feeling a mixture of
anger and bitterness. ‘It is the worst type of betrayal – separating me from my own daughter
when I was basically alone in the world and would have cherished every moment with her. To be
honest, if I did not want to know the whole story that you came to tell me, I would never want to
see you again – ever.’Wincing, he glanced down briefly. ‘You have every right to be angry with
me, but Byron made his case so strongly that I dared not go against his wishes. It seemed the
best way at the time to protect both you and Allegra …’Moments passed in silence as I
contemplated all of the time that I had missed with my daughter. Moments that a mother
cherished – the smiles and the tears. When I bade farewell to Allegra, she had been only two,
and my memories had grown hazy, though not forgotten. Time had blurred some of the past.I
never wanted to give her up, but as a woman of twenty who was alone without resources, it
made sense for her to live with Byron; he had wealth and social standing in Italy, not to mention
fame. I did not anticipate that he would not allow me to see her when he lived in Ravenna, and I
in Pisa.I had hated him for that.‘Do you still think about him?’ Trelawny’s voice threaded through
the quietness. He did not need to say his name: I knew.‘When do I ever not think of him?’
Sighing, I gazed out over the Boboli Gardens’ gently unfolding terraces, flowering trees, and
Roman statues. Its lush beauty had been my consolation for many years … and the scene of my
greatest pain.‘There has never been anyone like him before or since – brilliant and brave, yet
stubborn and foolhardy. When he said he hardly knew himself to be more than a chameleon, it
was true. He was my friend and later my comrade-in-arms but, at times, something about his
nature remained elusive.’ Trelawny spoke slowly, as if he was working out pieces to a puzzle.
‘Byron was always the shadow between us, was he not, Claire? How could I ever compete with a
ghost?’Turning from the window, I regarded him with a thoughtful gaze. ‘Perhaps the ghost was
not him, but Allegra.’‘Or both.’‘Possibly … I think he was somewhat jealous of you,’ I added in a
slightly lighter tone. ‘How often is it that a poet sees the living embodiment of his own poetic
creations? When you suddenly appeared in Pisa after fighting in the Napoleonic Wars,
seemingly more of a Byronic hero than Byron himself, he must have been quite chagrined. Or so
I have heard.’‘He was courageous, Claire,’ he said with quiet emphasis. ‘Never doubt it.’‘If you
say so.’ I shrugged. Still smarting over this conspiracy that Byron had engineered, I was in no
mood to hear anything favorable about him. ‘But here we are, speaking of him again when we



should be focused on what happened to Allegra—’Just then, Paula entered, carrying the tea
tray, complete with my beloved antique china teapot, three cups and saucers, and a little tin that
housed my favorite oolong tea. I never lost my taste for its deep and bitter flavor. ‘You two seem
rather engrossed in your conversation,’ she observed in a cool voice.Trelawny immediately rose
and took the tray from her, setting it on the small table in front of me and carefully placing the
sketch to the side.‘Grazie.’ She slid on to the settee opposite our chairs and began the ritual of
measuring out the black tea, her delicate, cameo-like features bent over her task. Scooping out
one spoon at a time into the teapot, she then poured in the hot water with efficient motions born
of long practice. ‘I hope that I did not miss anything important.’Trelawny shook his head. ‘I was
just about to tell your aunt everything I knew about Allegra.’‘Indeed?’ She kept her focus on the
tea ritual, brushing back a stray blond hair. ‘I, for one, would like to hear why you lied to Aunt
Claire for so long – she has been distressed for days over your actions. It does not seem like the
behavior of someone who cares about her, knowing how much she grieved her daughter’s
supposed death. Certainly, we intend to hear you out, but do not expect approval—’‘Or
forgiveness,’ I added.‘Once you hear the entire story, I am hoping that you will understand why I
remained silent for so long.’ He seated himself again, watching Paula with a slight smile. ‘You are
very much like your aunt – spirited and independent.’‘We have both had to fend for ourselves.’
Paula strained the dark liquid into one of the cups. ‘Milk and sugar?’‘Neither – thank you.’She
handed it to him.As Trelawny made more small talk while Paula poured the other two cups, I
watched him try to work his magic on my niece. At once both deferential and masculine, he was
an unusual blend of gentleman and outlaw. It was an attractive combination, but what truly drew
me to him was the kindness that I discovered lay behind his swagger. Never a man to trifle with,
Trelawny always protected those he cared about. Except this time …Paula and I sipped our tea,
waiting for him to begin. Time seemed to pause in that hushed room in spite of the ormolu clock
on the fireplace mantle ticking with a steady rhythm, the pendulum swinging back and forth with
a staccato clicking sound – each tap signaling a chance for Trelawny to render his
tale.Eventually, he leaned forward, his elbows resting on his thighs. ‘As you know, when Byron
left Genoa for Greece in the autumn of 1823 to join in the War of Independence against the
Turks, he asked me to join him. Of course, I could not turn him down. What man would not
welcome the chance for honor and glory, especially for the Greek cause? I set sail the same day
that I received his note and joined him in Cephalonia. Pietro Gamba had already made the
crossing from Italy—’‘Ah, yes. Pietro – the brother of Byron’s last mistress, Teresa,’ I could not
resist interjecting, a slight edge in my tone.‘He was a fine young man – loyal and strong-minded.
He fought on in Greece after Byron’s demise but, sadly, also died quite young.’ A brief
melancholy shadow crossed Trelawny’s face. Then he continued, ‘But I digress … When I
arrived in Cephalonia, the situation was dire. Military factions fighting each other, no clear battle
plans, and little money to finance an army. Byron’s presence was most welcome since he
showed surprising diplomatic skill at bringing the men together – and he also brought a huge war
chest of gold to finance the first campaign.’‘Byron? A diplomat?’ Paula said, her brow furrowed



with puzzlement as she swung her glance in my direction. ‘But that is nothing like the man you
have told me about, Aunt Claire. The poetic genius who treated people so carelessly and
roamed around Europe without clear purpose. How could he have been such a hero?’‘I suppose
my view of him has been somewhat colored by his treatment of our daughter – perhaps unfairly
when that image is placed next to the man he might have become in Greece,’ I admitted
reluctantly. But I was not ready to forgive Byron – even if he had found a late-life
redemption.‘Perhaps somewhat,’ Paula murmured.If there was a tinge of reproach in her words, I
did not hear it, though my heart beat a little faster, anticipating what Trelawny was about to say.‘I
would have laid down my life for Byron – we all would have because we fought for a just cause
and we trusted him.’ He stared off into the distance at some memory that I could not share … a
lost horizon of a soldier’s world where men took on hardships that tested their mettle and power.
‘Byron and I drilled the troops in the morning and found ourselves dining alone in the evenings.
Pietro would fall asleep, but Byron seemed oddly energized by the constant sense of danger. He
thrived on it. He was not writing then, but his conversations flowed richly about politics, his life in
England, his loves—’‘You wrote about much of that in your memoir,’ I cut in with some
impatience. Trelawny had published his Recollections of the Last Days of Shelley and Byron
about fifteen years earlier; it gave some military details of the Greek conflict, but little of the
emotional details that I wanted to hear – or the facts about my daughter. I had but skimmed it,
feeling that Trelawny had exaggerated their exploits, but perhaps he had not done so.‘Yes, but of
course I omitted Byron’s comments about you, Claire, and the guilt he felt about Allegra. He
mentioned it night after night. I heard the stories of how you met in England and found each
other again in Geneva with Mary and Shelley at the Villa Diodati, sailed the lake in between the
storms, gathered in the evenings to philosophize on life … and, later, how he learned that you
were going to bear his child.’I sighed. ‘It was a … remarkable time. We were so young and so full
of optimism that it seems difficult even to remember who I was then, except that I never wanted
the summer to end.’‘Nor did he – apparently,’ Trelawny added with a half-smile. ‘Unfortunately,
life never stands still, does it?’I shook my head.He drained his teacup in one long, deep swallow.
‘Events in Cephalonia moved rather quickly once we began training the Souliotes for the first big
offensive against the Turks; at first, we had only minor skirmishes but made plans eventually to
attack the fortress at Lepanto. I believe it was in February that Byron traveled to Missolonghi to
bring the military factions together, while he sent me to the north for meetings with envoys from
the London Greek Committee. All went well for me, but not so for him. Missolonghi was a
depressing place – a town built on a marsh, full of mosquitoes and malaria, where the sea and
sky seemed to blend into one surreal, cloudy landscape. Sieges had become commonplace and
none of the commanders could agree how to attack the Turks.’ His voice shook slightly.
‘Frustrated with the constant squabbles around him, Byron rode out from the town on horseback
and was caught in a rainstorm. Not long afterwards, he grew feverish, then weakened quickly,
with only his servant Fletcher to attend to him at first …’As Trelawny’s voice trailed off, I found
myself unable to speak. Certainly, I had read his account of Byron’s death in Greece in



Trelawny’s Recollections, but absorbing the details of my lost lover’s final days ignited a new
spark of compassion within me. Taking on the role of a warrior-leader, Byron had isolated
himself. And he had been so long out of England that he lost contact – except through
occasional letters – with those who were, at one time, so much a part of his life. I knew the latter
part only too well. Much as I loved my adopted country, there is a loneliness in being in a foreign
land that never really goes away. A bittersweet longing for one’s native soil. I could imagine his
staring out over the Adriatic Sea, thinking of his dear Newstead Abbey and wondering if all of his
English friends had forgotten him.I cleared my throat. ‘He must have known that he would not
survive Greece.’Trelawny nodded with a grim twist to his mouth.‘It sounds as if that was the way
he wanted to die.’ Paula solemnly refilled Trelawny’s cup. ‘Perhaps it redeemed him – if only in
his own mind.’Reaching out, I touched my niece’s cheek. ‘Your kind nature shames me, my dear.
I have been pitiless in my own behavior and held malice in my heart toward Byron. But now,
when I hear about his valor, I must admit that he became a different man to the one whom I
recall.’ I smiled at her blink of surprise. ‘Don’t look so shocked. I have been reflecting for the last
couple of days and realized that my lingering rancor against him will not change what
happened.’‘You may even find forgiveness … for both of us when you hear the rest of my
narrative,’ Trelawny added as he held up the obelisk sketch. ‘Before Byron left for Missolonghi,
he showed this drawing to me and said he kept it with him at all times. Then he told me what was
hidden at the obelisk’s base in the Boboli Gardens: a box with Allegra’s lock of hair that you
placed there together.’The enamel box.We buried it there.Now it was Paula’s turn to offer me a
touch of reassurance, since she had learned about it only recently. ‘It must have been difficult for
you to keep that secret for so long, but I understand why you kept it hidden. It held such a
personal sentiment for you.’‘No one knew about it – or at least I thought that to be the case.’ I bit
my lip to keep it from trembling. ‘Byron had come to Florence with the box, six months after
Allegra supposedly died, and we placed it there so something of her would survive. I suppose I
wanted to keep those precious moments to myself because it was a private moment and the last
time I ever saw Byron.’ Sighing, I remembered his parting words of love and guilt; he had looked
weary beyond his years – a man who had experienced too much in life. ‘I had no idea until I dug
it up at the Boboli Gardens a few nights ago that he had left a message in the box saying our
daughter had not died, but had been hidden for her own safety.’With dawning realization, Paula
said slowly, ‘He never meant for you to read it, did he?’‘No.’ I could still feel his cold cheek
against mine when he kissed me farewell and extracted a promise that I would never look at the
contents of the box again.‘I am so sorry, Aunt.’Leveling a glare at Trelawny, I continued, ‘But you
knew.’ It was not a question.‘Byron told me in our last conversation – along with his confession
that Allegra survived her days in the convent school—’‘Why did you deceive me?’ I demanded
as a surge of ire rose up inside of me. ‘I trusted you after those early years in Pisa when you said
how much I meant to you – and, later, when I returned from Russia and you asked me to marry
you. If I had agreed to become your wife, would you have hidden the secret from me even then?’I
heard Paula take in a quick breath.‘Yes,’ he replied.I slammed my cup in the saucer and it broke



apart, the fragile china cracking into several jagged sections that fell to the carpet. Instantly,
Trelawny knelt, scooped up the fragments, and set them on the tea table. He then took my hands
and checked them over, tracing my palm with a light touch. ‘No cuts – thank goodness.’‘It is
hardly your concern.’ Pulling back, I searched his face for the honest and true man that I had
once known. ‘It seems as if I was gravely mistaken to place my faith in you, Edward.’‘Please … I
am not finished.’ Trelawny stiffened at my indictment of his deception. ‘You must know all of it
now, though you may not want to hear it. Byron had me swear an oath not to tell you about
Allegra because he said that it would have endangered both of your lives. When he lived in
Ravenna, talk of revolution was in the air and someone tried to shoot him when he went riding in
the pine forests near Filetto – the gunman missed. Afterwards, Byron became concerned – not
for himself but for Allegra. He placed her in the Convent of Bagnacavello for her protection but,
only months later, an assassin tried to kill her. She escaped death only because the Abbess
caught the intruder by surprise: he had appeared in Allegra’s room with a knife while she lay
sleeping. The nun shouted for help, but he escaped; he seemed to fit the description of a man
who worked in the household of Ludovico di Breme. Afterwards, Byron knew it was no longer
safe for your daughter to remain there.’‘Di Breme? The man who came to visit Byron when we
were in Geneva? You told me only recently in the Boboli Gardens that Byron was alarmed by his
appearance – especially after my suspicious fall at Castle Chillon.’ I simply stared at him, trying
to make sense of his story. It was as if I could grasp only echoes of this bizarre retelling of the
past – nothing seemed to fit together, now or then. ‘But why?’

A Shadowed Fate (A Lord Byron mystery Book 2), Forever Past (A Lord Byron mystery Book 3),
A Perilous Perspective (A Lady Darby Mystery Book 10), The Other Windsor Girl: A Novel of
Princess Margaret, Royal Rebel, Treacherous Is the Night (A Verity Kent Mystery Book 2)



Lainimac, “Compelling and intriguing. The story of Claire’s relationship with Byron continues with
lots of mysterious backstory. Her dedicated search for her daughter Allegra is captivating. I can’t
wait for the sequel. I loved this  book”

LAS Reviewer, “Good Reading. Will Claire ever know the truth about Allegra’s fate?First, anyone
wishing to read this book must first read the previous book, Claire’s Last Secret. This novel picks
up exactly where the other left off and builds upon events and characters previously introduced.I
truly enjoyed getting to know Claire in the first book, and I relished the opportunity to spend more
time with her not only to learn more about her past, but also to follow her quest for the truth
about her daughter’s fate. Claire has always had a vibrant personality, and while she is less
impulsive than she was in her youth, old age has done little to dim her spirit. I’m also pleased to
say I saw a lot of character growth in Claire in this installment. In the first book, Claire seemed
like a woman still haunted by her past in many ways. She never got over Byron, and she carries a
lot of hurt regarding her relationship with him. Claire and her sister Mary did not part on good
terms either. In A Shadowed Fate, Claire begins to find some closure. As Claire travels through
Italy, she has the opportunity to reflect on various parts of her past, and in doing so begins to
forgive not only others, but herself. These glimpses into the past reveal the events that made
Claire the woman she is.Ms. Ambrose has chosen to tell this story in a slightly different format.
Claire’s Last Secret was told with sections that alternated between Claire’s life in 1816 and 1873.
This book alternates between Claire’s adventures 1873, old journal entries from Allegra, and
sections Claire reads from Byron’s confession. I enjoyed the different perspectives, and I
especially enjoyed seeing Byron through the eyes of his daughter in her journal entries.As with
the first novel, A Shadowed Fate is not a story to race through. While the danger surrounding
Claire and her mission are very real, the beauty of the scenery and atmosphere is what I’ll
remember most when I think about this book.The conclusion is satisfying if a bit abrupt given the
story’s leisurely pace. Some pieces of the mystery surrounding Claire’s daughter have been
solved, but Claire’s journey is far from over. Ms. Ambrose has again left me wanting to know
more!I’m delighted that I had the opportunity to continue reading this series. I highly recommend
A Shadowed Fate to anyone wanting to lose themselves in the Italian ambiance Ms. Ambrose
has created.originally posted at long and short reviews”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Fabulous Follow-Up To The First Book in the Series. In this second book of
the Lord Byron Mystery trilogy, Claire Clairmont has grown old but not elderly. She has lived
through the loss of Lord Byron, the man she loved even after he left her for another woman.
Many years ago, she bore his daughter but realized she could not raise her alone. It was not
acceptable in 1816. She sent her child, Allegra, to live with Lord Byron. For reasons unclear to
Claire, he sent Allegra to live in a convent where the child succumbed to illness and died. But



recent revelations have hinted that Claire’s daughter lives. She is determined to find her
daughter before she dies. So begins her quest for the truth.Claire lives with her niece and
grandniece in genteel poverty. She has personal letters from Lord Byron that would fetch a more
than generous price, but cannot let go of the writings of a man she loved so deeply. When
Trelawny, a man she and Byron once knew, brings her a valuable sketch that Byron wanted her
to have, she sees relief in their money situation. But Trelawny also brings her hope that her
daughter has not died, but had been hidden away by Byron because she was in grave
danger.Danger has touched Claire and her family before, bringing death and sorrow into their
home. Now, amidst the hope of finding Allegra, Claire and her loved ones are robbed of the
sketch that would have eased their money problems. More disconcerting is the fact that Claire
and those she loved may now be in mortal danger. Getting closer to discovering the secrets of
the past could prove fatal for one or all of them.A Shadowed Fate is a continuation of Claire’s
Secret. While I do not think anyone would be confused by reading it without reading the first
book in the series, I still recommend reading them in order. The fascinating way Ms. Ambrose
weaves the real-life drama of Claire, Lord Byron and Mary Shelly (author of Frankenstein and
Claire’s step-sister) into the plot takes the readers to a different level than most mysteries. But do
not discount the solid plot lines and twist in the mystery of Allegra’s fate and the person or
persons that are willing to do anything to obtain items associated with Lord Byron.By opening
both Claire’s Secret and A Shadowed Fate the reader must slow down a bit to appreciate the
style in which Ms. Ambrose writes. It is literary, yet contemporary and easy to read. The prose
takes readers to a different place than most current novels. Each chapter has quotes from The
Prophecy of Dante written by Lord Bryon in 1819, published in 1821, setting the scene for the
reader to settle back and enjoy. I highly recommending you do just that.DISCLOSURE OF
MATERIAL CONNECTION: I have a material connection because I received a review copy that I
can keep for consideration in preparing to write this content. I was not expected to return this
item after my review. Copyright ©2020 Laura Hartman”

Elizabeth Janvrin, “Fast paced historical mystery. Marty Ambrose quickly captures the reader
with the beautiful setting of Italy and keeps you entertained throughout trying to get information
with the characters. Claire Clairmont is a member of the Byron/Shelley clan who just found out
information about her daughter and starts on a quest for more. The relationships between the
characters kept me connected and experiencing their feelings with them; quite a few moments
had me laughing, other moments had me questioning everyone's motives. "A Shadowed Fate"
is book 2, although I felt it read well on it's own and provided enough background knowledge
pertinent to the story. I also do not know much about the Bryon/Shelley clan but this book gave
me a great starting point and I will be seeking out more.Thank you Marty Ambrose and Kate
Rock Book Tours for a copy of this story!  All thoughts and opinions are my own.”

The book by Marty Ambrose has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 13 people have provided feedback.
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