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FOREWORD


(i)


T his is a novel of the late nineteenth century. For authenticity, some characters may reflect attitudes of misogyny and other social prejudices prevalent at the time.


(ii)


Throughout the reign of Queen Victoria, the Establishment was always under threat. Originally from Chartists wanting electoral reform and Irish Republicans, but as social turmoil tore through Europe, there were even more radical elements – anarchists and nihilists who were prepared to go to desperate measures to achieve their aims. From Fenian bombs exploding in Glasgow to anarchist cells not only in the large cities but also in smaller towns such as Walsall, government agents sought to protect British society. Some extremists were to use methods later employed by the suffragette movement, such as breaking windows and setting fire to postboxes. Others would go further… much further.


The following prologue is based closely on the real events of September 1896.




PROLOGUE Boulogne, September 1896



‘No. I would never object to using it. I believe in dynamite as a weapon of war, and we Irish Nationalists are at war with Great Britain.’


The speaker, well-dressed and clean-shaven apart from a small, neatly trimmed moustache, spoke with an educated Irish accent.


‘Waiter! Another glass of champagne, and one for my fellow countryman here, s’il vous plaît.’


‘Oui, Monsieur Gordon,’ replied the passing waiter, eager to please the large-tipping guest.


‘There’s no need, Patrick. I’m fine with the one I have,’ said Gordon’s companion. ‘It’s been good to run into you. How many years has it been?’


‘Too many, but you know why I had to go to America, and I won’t be going back to the old country until we’ve ousted those English bastards.’


‘You need to watch what you’re saying, Patrick, even here.’


Gordon waved a hand dismissively. ‘The Frenchies dislike them as much as I do. It’s quite safe.’ Pausing to take a fresh glass of champagne from the waiter’s tray, he gave a smile as he continued, ‘If I had my way, I’d lease a building close to Marlborough House, dig a tunnel until I was right underneath it, stuff as much dynamite as possible in there, then wait until the Prince of Wales was in residence—’


‘Say no more!’ hushed his acquaintance.


‘Fear not, my friend. Now is not the time for such a thing. I will be crossing secretly to England in the morning on a private matter, but Marlborough house is perfectly safe… for the time being.’


‘I still think you need to be more discreet. You don’t know who might be listening.’


Gordon finished his champagne, then frowned at his acquaintance. ‘You haven’t been drinking yours.’


‘I’ve had enough and it’s late. It’s been good to see you, but please take care!’


‘I’ll bid you goodnight then, but for me the night is still young. I’m off to the casino,’ announced Gordon, signalling to the waiter for the bill.


***


Three hours later, Gordon walked onto the quay and looked across at one of the South-Eastern Railway Company’s steamers, which was berthed on the far side of the harbour.


‘I’ll be on you tomorrow morning, then it’s a quick bit of business in England and back to the States,’ he muttered to himself.


Tapping his jacket pocket to ensure he hadn’t lost his wallet, full as it was with his winnings from the roulette table, he entered the quayside hotel.


‘Chambre 201,’ he demanded, as the bleary-eyed night clerk shook himself awake.


Taking the proffered key, Gordon went up to his room, locked the door and sat on the edge of the bed in the darkness. It felt too much of an effort to get undressed and, as the night’s excess of alcohol started to finally take an effect, he started to doze.


***


Barely thirty minutes later, he awoke with a start, shaken by a loud bang as the door of the hotel room burst open, sending splinters flying across the room.


‘What the hell…?’ he exclaimed, trying to stand.


‘Sit back down, you Fenian bastard,’ shouted a voice from the darkness.


Gordon sensed there were several intruders in the room and he could hear one of them scrambling around, trying to light an oil lamp.


There was an exclamation of ‘Voilà!’ as the light flickered and the room’s occupants could finally see each other clearly.


‘What’s the meaning of this?’ demanded the Irishman.


‘Patrick Tynan, I have a warrant for your arrest in connection with the murder of Lord Cavendish fourteen years ago, and for being involved in the manufacture of dynamite bombs for use in England.’


‘I don’t know what you’re talking about, man. My name is Gordon, not Tynan, and I’m not staying here to be falsely accused. I shall take myself elsewhere!’ Getting to his feet, the Irishman took in the roomful of French police with the hard-faced Englishman at their head, and made to push through them, towards the broken door.


He stopped when he felt the cold metal of a gun barrel against his temple.


‘Non, Monsieur Walsh! Non!’ interrupted the panicked local Police Commissioner, before switching to heavily accented English.


‘Remember that you are on French soil, Inspector.’


Walsh kept the gun pressed against the captive’s head. ‘Tynan, we know it’s you. Your intentions were discovered weeks ago when you were still in America. You’ve been closely followed since you landed in Genoa. Everyone you subsequently met in Turin and Paris has been identified and will be rounded up in due course. Our Continental colleagues will take care of your foreign co-conspirators, but you and your three countrymen will come with us.’


‘Three countrymen?’ the Irishman asked innocently.


Walsh smiled. ‘We took Bell back in Glasgow last night. Haines and Kearney will be taken at dawn. You may as well admit to your involvement.’


‘It seems you have the better of me for the moment. Yes, I am Patrick Tynan of the Irish Invincibles.’


‘Then come with me quietly or I’ll have no alternative other than to put a bullet in you,’ said Walsh calmly. ‘We can take the next ferry back to England.’


‘I think you are mistaken, Inspector. Your warrant is useless,’ scoffed Tynan, his head clearing from the night’s earlier excesses.


‘I don’t think so. You’re coming with me.’


‘What you seem to be unaware of, is that although I am proud of my heritage, I applied for and obtained American citizenship. Whereas I am sure the commissioner here would be quite happy to let you take a fellow Briton back across the channel, I doubt he would be prepared to risk an international incident. If he lets you take me, the American consul will no doubt raise the matter with President Faure himself.’


‘If this is so, then he is right. I am sorry, Inspector, but this will have to go before the public prosecutor,’ explained the French police commissioner.


‘Quite right too!’ added Tynan. ‘Seeing as I have not committed any offence on French soil and have merely been a sightseer.’


Inspector Walsh’s facial muscles tightened as he kept the muzzle of his pistol pointed at Tynan’s head; then with a sigh of exasperation, he eventually lowered it, his eyes glowering at the Irishman.


‘At least we’ve stopped your plans. The Czar of Russia can now visit England safely and your fellow Fenians will hang. Hopefully, in time, so will you.’


Tynan smiled as he held out his hands for the French police to handcuff him and take him away.


Berchem, Antwerp


‘Get ready, men!’


The Englishman who spoke was tall, grim-faced and wore a long black overcoat with black leather gloves. The policemen he addressed were local Belgians, except for two London detectives. Technically he had no direct authority over them, holding no official post in either service, but the political persuasion of his masters had been all that was required.


‘Third house from the left. Two of you with sledgehammers first, then all in as fast as we can. Do not let any of the occupants get away. Is that understood?’


A Belgian police inspector repeated the instructions to those of his men who did not speak English, then gave a nod of confirmation.


‘Very well, let’s waste no more time,’ said the man in charge, indicating with his arm that the raid should begin.


The policemen advanced quickly with the two bearing sledgehammers leading the way. The door of the property was securely locked, but after four tremendous blows the timber frame splintered, the door falling back on its hinges. A great commotion ensued as the police poured in, rousing the occupants from their slumber. Two men, quicker to respond than the rest, ran towards a door at the back of the property.


‘Get them!’ shouted one of the London detectives, trying to aim his pistol.


Despite their head start, the Belgian police were hot on their heels, and neither of the two fugitives made it beyond the garden wall. They were hauled none too gently back into the house to face the black-clad man, who stood with a satisfied expression.


‘It’s Haines and Kearney,’ he confirmed to the detectives. ‘Take them to the local cells with the other prisoners and I’ll interrogate them later.’


Walking into an adjoining room, he looked for, and found, a door which led to a cellar. ‘Bring a lamp!’ he ordered. A few minutes later, two Belgian policemen and one of the detectives followed him as he descended the wooden steps.


In the cellar they were presented with the sight of two workbenches on which stood a number of ceramic utensils and clay moulds. The Belgians remained at the bottom of the stairs as the Englishmen walked into the centre of the room


‘It’s a complete dynamite factory, Inspector Harris,’ explained the man in black to his fellow countryman.


‘So it seems,’ replied the detective. He didn’t know his temporary colleague’s name, but was aware of his influence and authority. ‘What’s that in the corner?’


Harris stepped across to a metal bucket in which was a leaden container that had been packed in ice.


‘Don’t touch it!’ shouted his companion.


The warning came too late as the lid of the container was removed and a noxious vapour nearly overcame the detective before he was able to close it again.


‘It’s called a receiver and there’s a mixture of acids inside used to make nitroglycerine,’ advised the man in black, as Harris coughed into a handkerchief. ‘The ice is to keep the contents below zero degrees. Let’s see what else we’ve got.’


‘Look over here,’ spluttered the detective. ‘There’s an old pair of trousers that’s been burnt by acid, hanging on the back of this chair. It’s a dangerous business.’


‘There’s another three containers of acid over here. Good God! I’ve just found phials of nitroglycerine. There’s enough here to blow up the whole street. Keep that lamp away, just in case.’


‘They’ve left a drawer open in this cupboard. There are papers inside, and they’re in English,’ said the detective.


‘Let me see!’ Striding across the room, the other man snatched the papers, took the lamp and began to read. After ten minutes of reading in silence, he stuffed the papers inside his coat and led the way back upstairs.


‘Monsieur, we found the owner of the house trying to burn these…’ said a police sergeant, handing over an assortment of charred documents.


The sergeant looked in anticipation as the mysterious Englishman turned the papers over in his gloved hands, trying to decipher the contents.


‘Merci, Sergeant. These are most valuable. It seems the danger is not over. Take the prisoners to your cells and my colleague will interrogate them later. I need to return to London immediately. If prompt action isn’t taken, there’s going to be a catastrophe!’




ONE


T hat’s our man. Bring him to me!’ The gloved hand indicated a man in his mid-thirties, with neatly-trimmed sideburns and moustache, heading towards Shrewsbury station. Slightly stocky and not markedly tall, he carried a small suitcase in one hand whilst the other held the lead of a Staffordshire bull terrier that padded obediently alongside.


Unaware he was being observed, Thomas Chard entered the station and waited on the busy platform for the train which would take him back to South Wales.


The impending journey weighed heavily on his mind. He knew that he should feel elated about returning to his recently adopted town of Pontypridd; instead he had a feeling of apprehension which he just couldn’t shift.


Caught up in a scandal eighteen months earlier, Chard had left Shrewsbury and started a new life as a police inspector in South Wales. Just a matter of weeks ago, he’d been accused of a double murder back in Shrewsbury and sent to the feared Dana prison. He had escaped from his cell, uncovered the true killer and cleared his name, but there had been casualties. Two people he cared for had come from Pontypridd to help his endeavours, and both had suffered as a result. Facing them would be difficult but necessary.


‘I don’t suppose you’re in the least concerned about going to your new home, are you boy?’ Chard asked of his recently acquired dog.


In response, it just lay down on the platform, totally ignoring its master.


‘Mr Thomas Chard?’


‘Yes?’ responded the inspector, turning to face a tall, stern-faced man.


‘Come with me please, Mr Chard. I’m afraid you’ll have to miss your train.’ The man spoke quietly, so as not to be overheard by other travellers.


‘I beg your pardon?’


‘This is a matter of the utmost importance. My instructions are to take you to my superior. He’s waiting outside the station.’


‘Then he can bloody well wait a long time. And it’s Inspector Chard by the way.’


‘We know exactly who you are. My instructions are to bring you willingly, if possible.’


‘Is that some kind of threat?’ demanded Chard, feeling his temper rise.


‘Just lower your voice and do as I ask please, sir.’ The stranger discreetly opened his coat to reveal a pistol holster strapped to his belt. ‘This is a matter of national importance and I’m sure Superintendent Jones would rather have his inspector oblige us.’


Chard was taken off guard. Whoever seemed to be intent on meeting him clearly knew he was an inspector and the name of his senior officer. After a moment’s hesitation he nodded an assent.


‘You can oblige me by carrying my case. I’ll keep the dog.’


The stranger’s face remained expressionless as he picked up the case and indicated with a nod of his head that Chard should head for the exit. Their departure was accompanied by a loud rumble as the train for South Wales came into the station.


‘You’ll be on the next one, don’t fret yourself, sir,’ said the stranger as Chard gave the train a wistful look over his shoulder.


Outside, they headed towards a two-horse carriage and as they approached, the door was opened and a black leather-gloved hand beckoned Chard inside. The inspector handed the dog lead over to the man carrying his case, warning him as he did so, ‘Be careful what you say in front of the dog. If you accidentally say the attack command, Barney will rip your foot off.’ A glance at the man’s discomfited face looking at the dog’s powerful jaws made it necessary for Chard to suppress a smile. The docile animal gave a yawn and sat on the stranger’s foot.


‘Welcome, Inspector Chard. Take a seat, please,’ said the person inside the carriage.


‘I hope you’ve got a damn good explanation for this,’ said Chard, taking in the man’s appearance. He was craggy-faced and bore the same stern expression as his subordinate. The most striking thing about his appearance, though, was his dress. He was attired completely in black, even his shirt. Chard didn’t know it was possible to get starched black shirt collars, but evidently this man had his especially made.


‘Indeed I do, Inspector. Though I have probably spent too much time on your involvement than is really justified. It may turn out to be unnecessary, but there is too much at risk not to cover all eventualities. Hopefully, this will be the only time we shall meet. I have more pressing business elsewhere.’


‘Perhaps we can begin by you telling me who you are?’ suggested Chard.


‘My name is Farrington. Here is my card, and this document will verify my authority.’


Chard took the card, which had the man’s name on it, a London address and a telephone number. The document held more interest, and the inspector raised an eyebrow when he saw the signature.


‘Sir Matthew White Ridley, the Home Secretary,’ Chard read aloud.


Farrington took the document back, but indicated that Chard should keep the card. ‘I’ll get right to the point, Inspector. I am aware you have been somewhat preoccupied recently. However, I must ask if you have read anything about the arrest of Patrick Tynan?’


‘The papers have been full of the attempts to get him extradited, but I’m afraid my understanding of the whole business is rather cloudy,’ admitted Chard, curious as to why the affair had anything to do with him.


‘I’ll be as brief as possible. Our contacts in the American police uncovered a devilish plot involving Tynan. He was already wanted by us as the sole survivor of the so called ‘Irish Invincibles’, who planned and executed the murder of Lord Cavendish in Dublin some years ago. However, that deed would have paled into insignificance in comparison with their new plan, if they had managed to carry it out. It involved an unholy alliance with Russian nihilists, facilitated by Belgian anarchists; the target being the Czar and Czarina of Russia.’


‘Good Lord!’ exclaimed Chard.


‘The intention had been to blow up the Czar on his way back from Balmoral after his meeting with the Queen. There were four Irishmen involved. Two of them went to Antwerp to liaise with the bomb makers. Another went to Scotland to make preparations, whilst Tynan travelled to the continent to oversee arrangements and meet with the Russian malcontents. Having caught wind of the plan reasonably early, we worked with our overseas counterparts and tracked their operation through America, Italy, Belgium and France. The intention was to catch everyone involved.’


‘I understand you were successful,’ ventured Chard, noticing that Farrington had an expression of discontent. ‘Apart from Tynan, that is.’


Farrington shrugged. ‘Forget him. He’s out of the picture. The French won’t give him to us so he’ll return to America as a hero to his Fenian friends. The fact that he failed won’t matter. He’ll write a book no doubt, and live on the fame for the rest of his life. However, he may yet have something additional to crow about, and that’s the problem.’


‘May I stop you there?’ interrupted Chard. ‘There’s something I don’t understand. Why on earth should those Irishmen want to kill the Czar of Russia? What’s in it for them?’


Farrington gave a sardonic laugh. ‘You are indeed an intelligent fellow, aren’t you? That is exactly the point. When we searched the bomb factory in Antwerp, we found a number of papers, and they gave us most of the answer. It was a case of quid pro quo. Killing the Czar requires more than one assassin, since he’s so careful with his security. The Russian secret police know everyone back in their own country and he cannot be targeted. The nihilists realised he would be an easier target on his visit to Queen Victoria, but a group of Russian peasants suddenly appearing in Scotland would be extremely noticeable. As I said, one man wouldn’t be enough.’


‘Hence the reason why they enlisted the Irish. Because they could move around England and Scotland with relative ease,’ said Chard ‘They are also experienced in the use of explosives, and it would take a bomb to guarantee a kill. But where is the quid pro quo?’


‘We’re not entirely sure,’ sighed Farrington. ‘We found a certain name which is very unsettling. Someone who at some time was called Lucheni, but that doesn’t get us very far, other than we know he’s an assassin and he has killed at least half a dozen people. On this occasion he’s been hired by the nihilists to pay their debt to the Irish. We were able to ascertain from the papers found that he’s been settled over here for up to a year, planning his kill.’


‘Who is his intended target?’ asked Chard.


‘I regret to say we don’t know Lucheni’s current name, his nationality, where he is, or his intended target. The only clues we have are a charred piece of paper with the name Lucheni, a missing burnt section, then a name Edward. We also have a list of anarchist sympathisers and locations which we presume is where we might find our man.’


‘Could the target be the Prince of Wales? His middle name being Edward,’ suggested Chard.


‘That’s a possibility. Heaven knows he’s difficult to keep protected, but it could just relate to Lucheni’s alias. The Czar and Czarina are enjoying themselves in Balmoral at the moment and are due to leave soon, but the royal residence will soon be used for a meeting of the Privy Council. Plenty of targets there, of course. As for the Prince of Wales, he will be in County Durham visiting Wynyard Park in the near future.’


‘So, you have an assassin on the loose that you can’t identify or locate, who is planning to kill an unknown target, at a location you can only guess at. Quite a pickle.’ Chard frowned. ‘But what on earth has all this got to do with me?’


‘Patience, Inspector; all will become clear. I mentioned we found a list of anarchist sympathisers. They are our only lead to finding the assassin. Nearly all of the names were already known to us and our agents have infiltrated several of their groups. They are located mainly in London, Glasgow and the major cities in the North of England. All of them are under surveillance, but we aren’t going to rush in without having identified Lucheni first. The only name not known to us was one Sean Padraig MacLiam.’ Farrington noticed the recognition in Chard’s eyes as he continued. ‘We subsequently found a police record for him in Manchester. Further investigations revealed he’d been a student at the university until he was thrown out. Apparently, he’d been more or less friendless there, with one exception.’


‘Myself,’ volunteered Chard.


‘Exactly! The chancellor of the university mentioned you had joined the Manchester police force as a detective. They referred us to Shrewsbury where we’ve heard all about your recent exploits. You’re quite a resourceful character, Inspector.’


‘That’s as may be, Mr Farrington, but I’ve not seen Sean for years, and I’m on my way back to South Wales to resume my duties there.’


‘So we understand. The fact of the matter is that the location alongside MacLiam’s name reads Glamorganshire. No doubt he is using a different name, but at least you should be able to recognise him.’


Chard frowned. ‘Where in Glamorganshire? It’s a big place.’


‘Wherever he’s most likely to find people he can infect with his anarchist views. The coalfields of the Rhondda, the docks of Cardiff; we just don’t know. Realistically, it’s unlikely that the assassin will have gone to him. It is far more likely Lucheni has gone to one of the anarchist groups in the north, near to where we assume he’ll strike. Nevertheless, it’s incumbent on me to try and cover all possibilities. Therefore it’s imperative that you make every effort to locate MacLiam and establish whether he is aiding the assassin.’


‘My duty is to my superior, Superintendent Jones,’ replied Chard. ‘I’ll take the matter up with him.’


‘No,’ said Farrington firmly. ‘Discretion is all. We don’t want anyone involved in this delicate affair who doesn’t need to be. This is a matter of national security and the fewer people who know about this the better. You are now under direct orders from the Home Office.’


‘Even if I agree, the restrictions of my duties would prevent me from searching for MacLiam unless I had permission from my superintendent.’


‘I will take steps to ensure you will have sufficient freedom to do what I ask; but the essential details of the matter must remain secret. If you are successful then you will be rewarded,’ stated Farrington with what passed for a smile.


‘And if I refuse…?’


‘The last man to refuse me was called Caldwell. Do you know what happened to him?’


‘No,’ admitted Chard.


‘Neither does anyone else. You have my card, Inspector. Call me if you find out anything. I understand you will be reporting for duty at Pontypridd tomorrow. When you get there, you’ll find that certain changes will have taken place. I suggest you take time to consider my proposal in the station’s waiting room. It will help to pass the time until the next train arrives. Do enjoy your journey.’ With that, Farrington made it clear the conversation was concluded.


Feeling confused, intrigued and angry at the same time, Chard left the carriage, retrieving his case and canine companion from the man waiting outside.


‘Why me?’ he asked the heavens as he headed for the station once more.




TWO


I t seemed like an age since Chard had last been in the town of Pontypridd, even though it had only been a matter of weeks. As he went to insert the key in his front door, he was taken aback as it swung open.


‘Oh! Mr Chard, I’m so pleased to see you!’ exclaimed Lucy, his young housemaid.


The inspector couldn’t help but smile in response to the warm welcome. ‘Lucy! I hadn’t expected you to be here at this time of day.’


The maid blushed. ‘I’m afraid I have something to confess, sir.’


‘Take the dog through to the back yard and then you can tell me when we are settled inside,’ said Chard, aware that Lucy was clearly troubled about something.


‘Is he yours, sir?’ she asked, taking the lead.


‘Unfortunately, I’ve acquired him. He’s called Barney and he’s a Staffordshire bull terrier,’ answered the inspector, curious as to why Lucy was calling him sir, which she rarely did unless she had done something wrong.


‘My uncle used to have a Staffie, so I know what they’re like. I’ll take him out, then make you a cup of tea, sir.’


As the docile Barney let himself be led away, Chard walked into his sitting room and gave a sigh as he relaxed into his favourite armchair. Moments later the maid re-appeared and stood before him, averting her eyes.


‘Well, spit it out, Lucy. I know something is troubling you.’


‘It’s like this, sir. I haven’t been paid by you these last few weeks and when word got round that you were imprisoned, my mam told me to leave this house and get my old job back at the pub. I told her that you couldn’t have done what they said, but she wouldn’t listen. It was either get my old job back or she would rent my room out to a lodger for some income. The problem was that the pub wouldn’t take me back, so I was stuck. True to her word my mam threw me out, so I’ve been staying here and eating what was in the pantry.’


Chard frowned. ‘Staying here?’


‘Not in your room, mind, sir. I’ve made myself a bed out of some spare blankets and been sleeping in the spare room at the back. I hope you aren’t too angry.’


‘It’s my fault,’ sighed Chard. ‘I should have sent you some money somehow. I’ll see to it this very afternoon. As for having a maid living here, I suppose I can put up with it. It is quite a normal thing after all, but given it’s such a small house, you’re so young, and the things which have probably been said about me…’


‘Oh!’ interrupted Lucy. ‘You mean that you’re a womaniser, an adulterer, and—.’


‘Yes, that’s enough, thank you…’


‘Don’t you worry, Mr Chard. If anyone says anything untoward then I’ll give them a piece of my mind.’


The inspector looked at the fierce expression on the girl’s face and found it hard to suppress a smile. She was young, inexperienced in her duties and had a tendency to speak out of turn, but he trusted her. It would be a small sacrifice to give up a little privacy for her loyalty.


‘Very well, I’ll employ you full time and pay you accordingly for the next month. We can review matters then. Now, I’ll have that cup of tea you mentioned and a bit of a rest before going to visit someone rather important.’


***


It was only a short omnibus journey to the mining village of Hopkins-town. There, in the middle of a terrace, Chard found the home of Constable Morgan.


‘I’m sorry to disturb you,’ Chard apologised, as Idris Morgan opened the door. For a moment there was an uncomfortable silence as if neither man knew the right words to say. Constable Morgan was a solidly built young man of medium height who, although in his early twenties, looked much older due to his mutton-chop whiskers. The other noticeable thing about the police officer was the absence of his left ear, the skin in that area being puckered from extensive stitching.


‘You’d better come in,’ said Morgan after an awkward pause.


Chard followed the younger man into a small living room where a newly lit fire crackled as the kindling caught the sticks of firewood in the grate.


‘How are your injuries?’ asked Chard.


‘Healing well, all things considered,’ Morgan answered, indicating that the inspector should take a seat.


Chard took one of the two chairs which stood either side of the fireplace, as Morgan remained standing.


‘I spoke to the superintendent today,’ Morgan continued, ‘and I’ll be returning to duty next week. Just on light duties though. My ribs aren’t fully mended yet, Inspector.’


‘You needn’t call me by my rank. Not after all we went through.’


‘I’d rather keep to things as they were before I came up to Shrewsbury, if you don’t mind.’


‘If you insist,’ agreed Chard, feeling slightly uncomfortable. ‘I assume you’ll feel glad to return to duty?’


‘It’ll be good to be with the lads again, but the demotion hurts.’


‘Demotion?’ exclaimed Chard in astonishment.


‘Reduced from constable first class to constable second class,’ Morgan answered grimly.


‘Why? What reason could there possibly be?’ demanded the inspector.


‘Word got around about how I helped you in your escape from prison, and then aided you in evading the Shrewsbury police, when in theory I was supposed to be up there helping them.’


‘But I was innocent and without your help I might not have been able to clear my name!’


‘Conduct unbecoming of a law officer, Superintendent Jones called it,’ said Morgan, finally taking the other seat.


Chard’s heart sank. ‘I will do everything I can to rectify matters. I’ll speak to the superintendent first thing in the morning.’


‘I don’t think that’ll do any good. From what I’ve heard you’ll have enough to deal with on your return to duty, sir. You’re hardly in the superintendent’s good books.’


Both men fell into silence, the crackling of the fire sounding unnaturally loud. Eventually it was Chard who spoke. ‘Before coming here, I went to May’s house. Her father said she’s gone away.’


‘So I heard.’


‘The last time I spoke with May she said that she intended to accept your proposal of marriage. Her parents may have arranged for her to go to Bristol, but she’s twenty-one and can make her own decisions. You can still marry her, you know,’ advised Chard with a friendly smile.


Morgan gave a little cough and looked uncomfortable. ‘When May got back from Shrewsbury, she asked me to repeat my proposal.’


‘And…?’


‘I refused.’


Chard felt his jaw drop open in shock. ‘But you’ve been chasing her for ages.’


‘When we were in Shrewsbury, you said I didn’t know the real May Roper, and after what happened to me, I realised you were right. She had become so headstrong and reckless. May was no longer the person I really wanted to share my life with.’


Chard nodded his understanding. The young woman had been seriously injured by a killer about eighteen months earlier, and her feisty character had been subdued for months as she coped with the trauma. It was the quiet, vulnerable May who Morgan had fallen for, and when the adventures in Shrewsbury had re-awakened her true personality, it had come as a shock to the young constable.


‘I am then to blame for your injuries, your demotion and also the loss of your relationship.’


Morgan shook his head. ‘No, Inspector. If anything, you saved me from a life of matrimonial unhappiness. My injuries were caused by May’s reckless actions and my demotion was my own bloody fault for deciding to get involved in the first place. Wait there a moment.’


The constable got up from his chair and went out of the room, only to return shortly with a bottle of ale and two glasses.


‘Let’s drink to the hope that things can only get better!’


***


Ada Quill wrapped her shawl tightly around her shoulders and walked out of her house, onto the street. She gave a sigh as she anticipated what would happen at the meeting. Men! Bloody stupid men! It would be yet another quarrelsome gathering. Why couldn’t there be more women? There were some who contributed to the cause, even from amongst the better-off, but no others who would share in the leadership or take practical action. I suppose I can’t blame them, Ada told herself. What would happen to their children if they were arrested and sent to gaol? Who would raise the little ones? Not the husbands, that’s for sure. Most working men just wouldn’t have the time or patience.


‘Damn you!’ she shouted at the driver of a cart which had sped through a puddle, causing mud to splash against her skirt.


Not all husbands were the same, she corrected herself. Her Billy would have found time, had she been arrested, and if they had been blessed with children. But now he was gone, and she had nothing much to lose. Fortune had been kind, to an extent. She owned her own little house and managed a living as a seamstress. Although she missed her husband deeply, another man had shown her affection recently, despite her fading looks.


An omnibus stopped just ahead, but determined to save her precious pennies, Ada walked past regardless. ‘I hope we make some progress this time,’ she muttered to herself. Wilson was right about doing too much too soon, but they surely needed to move their efforts away from Cardiff and up into the valleys. There were tales of people starving in some parts, with unaccompanied children as young as five or six turning up at the workhouse door, asking for food. Things had to change. Her Billy had wanted change, to make things safer in the quarry, but what happened? The owner didn’t want to slow production so they hadn’t had time to ensure the blasting would be safe. The rich make their profits and the poor die. Damn society! Damn it all to hell! She cursed as she hurried to the rendezvous.


***


‘Come now, everybody, let us not bicker!’


‘It’s Ted’s fault, he started it!’ grumbled Charlie Janssen.


‘He was just saying what most of us think!’ argued Frank Edwards.


‘I said stop this bickering!’ demanded the man seated at the head of a long wooden table, which had seen better days.


Sean Padraig MacLiam, or John Wilson as he now called himself, waited as the squabbling slowly subsided. ‘That’s better,’ he declared, as everyone finally came to order. Sometimes the behaviour of the group troubled him. Their activities would at some point lead to at least some of them being arrested, that was inevitable, but imprudent action by some of the hotheads in the group would no doubt bring the day closer than it need be. The Irishman looked around the room. It was a disused workshop, damp and dusty with an unpleasant odour of decay, but it was safe from prying eyes and large enough for the core members of his following to meet. Slightly built, with fair hair and a pallid complexion, he hardly had the appearance of a leader of anarchists. In truth he preferred his own company and being responsible for his individual actions, but when he’d been asked to lead this disparate group, he’d understood the sense of it.


It was ironic in its way. They were all anarchists, deploring the corruption and inequality of governments, believing that the people should organise their lives as they saw fit, yet they were unable to organise themselves without someone telling them how to do it. It was partly to do with their backgrounds and personalities. Victor Blandford, a young bespectacled man, had, like himself, been thrown out of university for his ideological beliefs and actions. James Eden had expressed an interest in helping those less fortunate, whose lives were ruined by an oppressive government. Ted Schwartz had been raised in the London slums, where he had experienced extreme poverty. Frank Edwards had come from North Wales where he had seen his family’s health ruined by the business practices of the hated Lord Penrhyn. Ada Quill was the only woman present. Taller than most men and fierce in her passion for change, she had lost her husband in a quarrying accident only two years earlier. Of the remaining members of the group, Charlie Janssen worked at the docks whilst Eddie Ward had a small business in Cardiff. The latter was a printer whose commitment was perhaps a little suspect, but he did make money printing their pamphlets, and was by now implicated in all their actions. Finally, there was Willy Rabinovitz, not really part of the group as such, but a bedraggled waif of a man, less than five feet tall, who they’d adopted after finding him homeless.


‘Do you all know the parts you need to play for our plan to be a success?’


‘Yes John,’ answered Ted, ‘we’ve all got our own target.’


There was a murmur of agreement from the others.


‘But we need to be doing more than this.’ Frank spoke out. ‘A damn sight more.’


‘And we shall,’ Wilson said, his tone placatory. ‘More active recruits are needed and we must take our campaigns beyond this town. In our discussion last week, it was agreed we will start by moving our protests north to Pontypridd and Merthyr. Ted and Victor have already given us some ideas and we’ll discuss them at our next meeting. First things first though, let’s concentrate on what we have to do here in Cardiff. Work in pairs. Victor and James; Frank and Ada; Ted with Charlie…’ Wilson hesitated as he noticed the pasty, fat-lipped Eddie Ward slowly shaking his head. ‘And finally, I’ll take Willy with me,’ he decided, glancing at the sad, scruffy figure who gave a hesitant nod. ‘Any more questions?’


‘No. We know what we’re doing,’ responded Ada, her face a mask of grim determination.


‘Good. In which case a drink is in order,’ declared Wilson, gesturing with his arm.


Willy fetched a bottle from a table at the back of the room and placed a glass in front of everybody, into which he poured a shot of cheap whisky.


‘A toast then,’ announced Wilson. ‘To anarchy, and may fire always be our friend.’




THREE


C hard looked at his reflection in the mirror and adjusted his uniform jacket. He gave a grunt of satisfaction and then put on the matching cap with polished silver badge. Once he was convinced that his appearance was absolutely immaculate, the inspector left his bedroom and went downstairs to the hallway, where Lucy was waiting to see him off.


‘You do look dashing, if I might say so, Mr Chard,’ she said as she opened the door.


Chard warmed to the compliment, aware that the military cut of the navy-blue, black-braided uniform did help to present a particularly smart image.


‘Thank you, Lucy. I hope the superintendent thinks so. By the way, remind me to order you a proper bed for your room. I’ll get one delivered by Monday at the latest.’


Lucy beamed a smile as the inspector went into the street, not noticing the worried expression on his face. His main concern was how Superintendent Jones would react. Chard knew him to be a good, honest man, who cared about his officers. He did however, have very high standards. That was why Chard had taken so much care over his appearance. In Superintendent Jones’s opinion an inspector should be a paragon of virtue, someone the men could look up to as an exemplar of strong leadership, model appearance and impeccable morals. Before coming to Pontypridd, Chard had been a detective, first in Manchester and then in Shrewsbury, and had only worn a uniform on ceremonial occasions. The superintendent, however, had different ideas. The Glamorgan County Constabulary had yet to set up a detective department and in Jones’s opinion an inspector was employed to inspect the work of those beneath him. The role of inspector was one of leadership and dealing with the higher levels of society encountered during their investigations. That meant a smart uniformed appearance and it was something that Chard had been forced to accept. Today there would be no problems on that score, he told himself. The difficulty was that by now the superintendent would have heard more or less everything that had happened over the past few weeks, and some of it would hardly show him in the best light.


***


‘Good morning, Inspector,’ said the sergeant at the front desk of the station. There was no warmth in the words, nor did Chard expect there to be.


‘Good morning, Sergeant Jackson,’ replied Chard with no warmth in his voice either. Jackson was a despicable individual, the one rotten apple amongst the station’s complement. ‘I assume the superintendent is expecting me?’


‘He said to instruct you to go directly to his office,’ answered the sergeant with a smirk.


Chard went past the desk and into the main body of the station. As he entered, he was aware of heads turning and the whispering of comments amongst the few constables present. Paying them no attention, Chard went straight to the door of the superintendent’s office and knocked. His knuckles barely had time to leave the woodwork before Superintendent Jones acknowledged his arrival with a barked order to enter.
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