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          WASHINGTON, UNITED STATES: APRIL 1862

        

      

    

    
      Silhouetted against the window, the man was rangy with narrow shoulders and a head that seemed too large for his body. Allowing his companions to settle, he stepped forward to the table. The room crackled with tension, barely relieved by the birdsong that sweetened the humid air. The rangy man adjusted the fit of his coat and placed his tall hat on the polished table.

      When the birdsong ceased, the only sound in the room was the remorseless ticking of a long-case clock. The rangy man cleared his throat before he began to speak.

      'We are gathered here to discuss the possibility that our enemy could find a new ally.' The rangy man looked around the gathering, analysing the resourcefulness of each person in turn. Everybody met his eyes in full approval, with most nodding to reinforce their determination. One man produced a Bible, which he placed in front of him. Gleaming through the window, a beam of sunlight settled on the gold cross on the cover of the Book.

      The rangy man continued. 'We all know that the struggle has already cost the lives of tens of thousands of men as well as millions of our dollars. We are engaged in a war which is tearing the Union apart, and we cannot afford to oppose more than one foe at a time. We also know that there has been talk of Great Britain joining the struggle on the opposing side.' He halted, cracking the knuckles of his great hands together as the men shifted uncomfortably in their chairs. A cloud blotted the sun, removing the light from the cross.

      The rangy man took a deep breath. 'If the forces of Great Britain join those of the South, we will be facing a possible invasion from Canada, as well as the inevitable sea blockade and raids along the coast.' He permitted himself a small smile. 'We all know why this building is called the White House.'

      There was a murmur of agreement from the room. Everybody present was aware of the War of 1812 when a British force had burned Washington. The Capitol Building had to be painted white to mask the scars. One man fidgeted in his seat as if he had been personally responsible for that decades-old disaster.

      The rangy man spoke again. 'It is therefore imperative that we keep Great Britain out of the war. To that end, we will enhance the interests of all who support our noble cause and work against all those who oppose us.'

      One of the men at the table lit a cigar, puffing aromatic smoke around the room. Others followed his example. When a red-haired man offered the speaker a cheroot, he shook his shaggy head.

      'I propose that we use whatever methods we deem necessary to ensure Britannia pokes neither her trident nor her long nose into our domestic affairs. Whatever methods.' Again, he met the eyes of the assembled company. Not a single man flinched.

      The bird sang again loudly. One of the men sought permission from the speaker then stepped to the open window and pulled it shut. He looked outside, noting the blue-uniformed guards that paraded in the hot sun and the flag that hung limply from its pole. 'Sir, when can we start?'

      'Immediately,' The rangy man spoke softly. 'I will send each of you to a British city where agents of the Confederacy may seek to work against us.' Producing a sheaf of folded and sealed documents from within his coat, the rangy man handed one to each man in the room. 'You will all go to the destination written on the front of your document and do your duty for the Union. Inside, you will find two lists of names and addresses. The first gives details of those who may sympathise with us; the second gives details of those who may work against us. For instance, Mr F., you will work in Manchester, which is experiencing a great deal of distress because of the cotton famine. Mr H., you already know Dundee with its connections to both North and South. Each of you gentlemen has all been assigned to equally important destinations. That is all, gentlemen. Any methods, remember: the future of this great nation is at stake.'

      One by one, the men left the room, all pausing to shake the hand of the speaker before stepping out of the building and into their waiting carriages. Only when they were gone did the speaker slump into a chair. He placed his head in his hands.

      'And may God grant you strength and wisdom,' he said, 'for this country is dissolving in tears and blood.' For a second, he remained in that position then slowly stood, opened the window again, and listened to the call of the bird.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

          DUNDEE, SCOTLAND: SEPTEMBER 1862

        

      

    

    
      'Sergeant Watters!'

      'Yes, sir?' Watters looked up from his desk.

      Superintendent Mackay stood at the doorway. 'There's trouble in Brown's Street. Take a couple of constables and sort it out.'

      'Is that not a job for a man in uniform, sir?'

      Mackay nodded. 'If I had one available, I would send one. I have you, so I'll send you.'

      Sighing, Watters carefully put away his pen with its new Waverley nib, stood up, and reached for his low-crowned hat. 'Do you have any idea what sort of trouble, sir?'

      'There's a crowd gathering outside a burning mill,' Mackay said. 'Take Scuddamore and Duff; they're fresh on duty.'

      'Send them after me, sir.' Watters lifted his cane, smacked the lead-loaded end against the palm of his hand, and headed for the stairs. 'Tell them to hurry!' He took the stairs two at a time, pausing momentarily at the landing to have a practise golf swing.

      Sergeant Murdoch looked up from the newspaper he had been reading at the Duty Desk. 'Where are you off to, George?'

      'Brown's Street.' Watters lifted his cane in salute. 'It's either murder and mayhem or a missing dog; I don't know what yet.'

      'Probably murder and mayhem because of a missing dog,' Sergeant Murdoch said. 'You know what Dundee's like!'

      Watters grinned. 'That's entirely possible, Willie.'

      'See if that missing Honourable Peter Turnbull is at the back of it.' Murdoch pointed to a paragraph in his paper. 'So far, he's been seen in Paris, Cape Town, and America. He may as well be in Dundee as well. That fellow certainly gets around.'

      'He's not my case,' Watters said. 'I've much more important things to worry about than missing gamblers. I have a crowd of people in Brown's Street.'

      Murdoch shook his head. 'That sounds like a major case, George. Take care.' He returned to his newspaper and the missing Peter Turnbull.

      Watters heard the babble of noise the instant he walked into the narrow, stone chasm that was Brown's Street. On both sides, cliff-like mill walls soared sheer from the pavement. Smoke was clouding from the mill on the right with scores of people congregated around the two fire engines that were parked on the road outside. Most of the crowd worked in the mill, hard-grafting, tired-eyed women.

      'Dundee police!' Watters parted the crowd with his voice. 'Move aside, please.'

      'You're no bluebottle,' a gaunt-faced woman challenged him. 'Whaur's your uniform, eh?'

      'I'm Sergeant Watters of the Dundee Police.' Watters pushed past as a fireman appeared at the main entrance to the building. 'What's happened here? Is anybody hurt?'

      'Nobody hurt, Sergeant Watters.' The fireman tipped back his brass helmet with the embossed DFB, “Dundee Fire Brigade,” partly obscured by smuts of soot. He surveyed the damage to Matthew Beaumont's Brown's Street Weaving Manufactory and Mill. 'But it's made a fine mess of the building.'

      Water slithered slowly down the cobbled street, carrying the crisped leaves of autumn plus fragments of charred wood. Watters peered through the blue smoke that hung acrid and heavy, trapped by the high-walled buildings. The chimneys of neighbouring mills added to the smog as the now-idle workers of Beaumont's Mill clustered round, pressurising the firemen for information. Through the chatter of the mill hands, Watters could hear the unending clatter of neighbouring mill machinery; the noise seeming to repeat one phrase: 'more profit, more profit, more profit.'

      Well, Watters thought, there will be less profit for Matthew Beaumont until he gets his mill repaired.

      'How long are you going to be, for God's sake? You're blocking the road!' With his wagon piled high with bales of raw jute, a carter glared at the fire engines that blocked his passage. He cracked his whip, unsettling the horses but not the equanimity of the imperturbable firemen.

      'Any idea what caused it?' Watters watched as the firemen loaded their coiled canvas hoses into their wagons. The matched brown horses flicked their ears against the irritation of smut of soot.

      'Our job is to extinguish fires, Sergeant Watters, not to find out how they started.' The senior fireman slammed shut the hinged compartment that held the hoses, checked that the water pump was secure, and clambered onto the engine. 'That's the fire out now, so I'll leave the cleaning up to the mill manager.' Raising his hand in farewell, the senior fireman cracked his whip. The horses jerked the machine away, with the second engine following a few moments later.

      'About bloody time,' the carter said, cursing again as a group of women swarmed onto the road in front of him.

      'Can we get back to work, Sergeant?' The gaunt-faced woman was at the forefront of the crowd.

      Watters ignored the questions as he tried to peer through the charred doorway to the still smoking remains of the mill.

      'Will we still get paid? I said will we still get paid?' A shrill-voiced woman followed Watters through the threshold of the mill, plucking at his arm. 'I've got bairns to keep and a man.'

      Watters gently removed her hand. 'That's something that I can't answer. You'll have to speak to the mill manager.' Pushing open the door, Watters stepped inside the mill, coughing as smoke engulfed him. The interior was more cramped than he had expected: two storeys of closely-packed machinery that left little space to walk on the floor of stone slabs. The ground was a mess of wet ash with scraps of jute lying on top. Light filtered in from the now-open door and high, multi-paned windows.

      'You'd better be careful, Sergeant Watters.' Fairfax was the mill manager, a man of middle height and middle age. 'We don't know what problems the fire has left us with.'

      Watters nodded. 'Aye, you're not wrong there, Mr Fairfax. Are fires like this common?' Standing in the centre of the floor, Watters surveyed the mess. The damage was not as extensive as he had first supposed; the fire had swept through around one-third of this floor, putting ten spinning machines out of action.

      'Not normally, but that's the second fire in one of Mr Beaumont's mills this week.' Mr Fairfax shook his head. 'Terrible.'

      Watters narrowed his eyes. 'Oh? That's unusual. Is there some weakness in Mr Beaumont's mills, perhaps, that makes them more vulnerable to fire?'

      Fairfax shook his head. 'Not that I am aware of, Sergeant. There was a spate of such fires in the '40s and '50s, but we tightened up since then. It's more likely to be carelessness from the hands than anything else.' Fairfax spoke with a broad Dundee accent, a man who had educated himself as he worked his way up from a half-timer to mill manager. He was pale faced and shrewd eyed with specks of soot polka dotting his sandy whiskers. 'It could have been oil-soaked waste placed near heat or a man going for a fly smoke who dropped his match in a pile of paper or something similar. I doubt that we will ever know. We can only be grateful that the Lord did not see fit to take any lives.'

      Watters stirred the ash with his cane. 'Maybe so, but Mr Beaumont will not be happy to see his profits drop. Do you know where this fire started?'

      'Not yet.' Fairfax shook his head.

      'I'd like to find out.' Watters looked up as his two constables pushed into the mill. 'You lads, send the mill hands home; they won't be working here today.'

      'Or tomorrow neither,' Fairfax said.

      The constables nodded and returned outside. Watters knew them as reliable men, although Scuddamore liked his drink and Duff could be hot headed.

      'If you'll excuse me, Mr Fairfax, I'll have a look around.' Swinging his cane, Watters stepped over a charred beam as he moved deeper into the mill. The interior of any workplace was sad when the machinery was silent, but when acrid smoke drifted between the looms, the place was particularly forlorn. Watters followed the trail of devastation from the merely scorched to the wholly destroyed, from the ground floor to the storerooms in the basement, where the smoke was at its most dense.

      'Down here,' Watters said. 'It started down here.' He poked at the now-sodden remnants of jute bales. 'Mr Beaumont is not going to be a happy man when he sees this shambles.'

      Tapping his cane on the ground, Watters looked for anything that might have caused the fire. After fifteen minutes, he frowned and headed back to the working levels. 'Mr Fairfax!'

      Fairfax hurried up. 'Yes, Sergeant Watters?'

      'You seem to believe that carelessness caused this fire.' Watters was not impressed by the mill manager's actions. Rather than taking control the minute he discovered the fire, Fairfax had allowed the flames to take hold. 'It's a mercy that nobody was killed.'

      'I run a tight ship, Sergeant.'

      Watters tapped the brim of his hat with his cane. 'I heard about some unpleasant practises at this mill. I heard that the overseers were bullying youngsters, using their belts too freely.'

      'Not in my mill.' Fairfax shook his head violently. 'I don't allow any bullyragging in my mill.'

      'Good.' Having suitably unsettled Fairfax, Watters listed the improvements he had thought of while down in the basement.

      'In future, Mr Fairfax, I suggest that you do not permit smoking within the mill walls nor the use of any naked flames, such as candles or lamps, unless the needs of the business demand it.' Watters paused, knowing he was far overstepping his authority. 'I suggest that you place buckets of sand and water in convenient places, and instruct a responsible member of your workforce in their use. It would also be an idea to order your overseers to watch for any possible hazards and take appropriate action.' Watters paused. 'Plus, given the complaints I have heard, I want you to ensure nobody bullies the youngsters. In return, the youngsters can watch for any fire danger.'

      Mr Fairfax nodded. Watters watched him closely. The workers did not seem to dislike him, which was in his favour.

      'More important than all these ideas, Mr Fairfax, you should create some procedure whereby all your workers can leave the building safely in the event of a fire. We both know that you were fortunate on this occasion, but such good fortune may not occur a second time.'

      Watters saw Fairfax stiffen but rather than return with an angry retort, the mill manager nodded meekly. 'Yes, Sergeant. Will you be giving a report to Mr Beaumont?'

      Watters grunted. 'I might. Two fires in Mr Beaumont's mills within a week might be a bit more than a mere accident.'

      'Fire-raising?' Fairfax raised his eyebrows.

      'It's possible. Have you had occasion to dismiss any of your hands recently? A woman with a grudge is a dangerous animal.'

      'No.' Fairfax screwed up his face. 'My hands are happy at their work.'

      'Oh?' Watters took a practise golf swing with his cane. 'How happy are they? Are you a hard taskmaster, Mr Fairfax?'

      'I told you there is no bullyragging here. My girls are well treated, Sergeant.'

      'I hope so, Mr Fairfax; I really hope so.' Watters swung his cane again. 'If you can think of anything or anybody that may have a grudge, let me know. You know where to find me.'

      The crowd had dissipated from Brown's Street, leaving Constables Scuddamore and Duff to fight their boredom as they lounged outside the mill gate.

      'A shilling says he'll go into the mill even though it's shut.' Duff nodded to the lone jute cart that rumbled over the cobbles, with two small boys hitching a free lift at the back.

      'You'll lose your shilling.' Scuddamore leaned against the wall, stifling his yawn. 'I know that carter. Eck Milne's not as daft as you look.'

      When the boys shouted obscene insults at the two constables, Duff roared at them to the amusement of the blonde woman who sauntered along the pavement.

      'Ignore them, Duff,' Watters advised. 'If you react to every cheeky wee snipe, you'll be chasing your tail all day. Right, you lads can go back to the police office now or on to your beat, if it's your time. Keep away from the publics, Scuddamore. Remember that you're on duty.'

      As the constables marched off, the jute cart rattled into a side street, taking its attendant boys with it. Only the woman remained, watching Watters and the still smoking mill at his back.

      'That looks unpleasant.' The woman was in her mid-thirties, Watters estimated, with bright eyes in a face that was too weather-tanned to be fashionable and too fresh to belong to a mill hand. She looked on the verge of respectability, a woman whose social status Watters could not quite place, which made him slightly uneasy.

      'It was a fire,' Watters said. The woman looked vaguely familiar. He sorted through faces and names in his head, trying to place her. She was not one of his regular customers, therefore neither a prostitute nor a habitual thief. No, Watters shook his head. He did not remember who she was.

      'I can see that it was a fire.' The woman's English was perfect but with an unusual accent. She was certainly not from Dundee, but neither did she belong to any other region of Britain. 'Was anybody hurt?'

      'Would you like anybody to be hurt?' Watters turned the conversation around.

      'Good heavens, no.' The woman's protests were too forceful to be genuine, which further enhanced Watters' suspicions.

      'You're not from these parts.' Watters began his process of enquiries that would eventually strip away any pretence from the woman.

      'No,' the woman admitted frankly. Her smile was bright. 'I'm from the Mediterranean.'

      'You're from the Mediterranean, are you?' Watters filed away the information, wondering at its accuracy. Who the devil is she, and how do I know her? 'What brings you to Dundee, Miss? Mrs?'

      'Miss Henrietta Borg.' The woman gave an elegant little curtsey. Her bright smile did not fool Watters for a second.

      'Miss Borg,' Watters touched his cane to the brim of his hat. 'What brings you to Dundee, Miss Borg?'

      'A ship,' Miss Borg gave a little laugh, 'and the fortunes of fate. Do you have a name, sir?'

      'Detective Sergeant George Watters.'

      'I see.' Miss Borg's eyes widened in what Watters knew was only pretended surprise. 'You're a policeman.'

      'I am,' Watters said. 'And now, if you would oblige me with your real name, we could get along much better.' He tapped his cane against his leg.

      Miss Borg laughed. 'I see that I can't fool you, Sergeant.' She gave another little curtsey. 'I'll tell you next time. It looks as if you are in demand.' She nodded to the dark brougham that was slowing to a halt beside them.

      The brougham's door opened before Watters could reply. 'Sergeant Watters!'

      'Yes, Superintendent Mackay?'

      'You've worked with nautical crime before, haven't you?'

      'Yes, sir, down in London.' Watters guessed that he was not going home yet.

      'Jump in, then. You could be useful.' Mackay looked curiously at Miss Borg. 'Or is this lady known to us?'

      'No, sir, we were just passing the time of day.' Watters touched the brim of his hat again. 'Good day to you, Miss Borg. I'd advise you to try and keep out of trouble. Women who give false names tend not to fare well in Dundee.'

      Miss Borg gave another little curtsey. 'Thank you for the advice, Sergeant Watters. I will bear it in mind.'

      Miss Borg accentuated the swing of her hips as she strode into the fast-darkening street. 'That's trouble on two legs,' Watters said. 'We'll hear more of Miss Henrietta Borg, or whatever name she chooses to use.' He frowned as an old memory crept into his mind. 'Nautical crime, indeed; she reminds me of somebody I met on a ship, but it couldn't be. That was ten years ago.' Shaking his head, Watters slid into the brougham. 'What's to do, sir?'

      'Murder.' Superintendent Mackay was a man of few words.
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          DUNDEE: SEPTEMBER 1862

        

      

    

    
      Lantern light cast flickering shadows across the deck of Lady of Blackness as Watters stepped onto the weather-stained planking. 'What's to do?'

      'There's a blasted body in my hold; that's what's to do.' The man looked as battered as his ship, with his nose broken and twisted to starboard. The white line of an old scar crossed his barely shaven jaw.

      'And who might you be?' Watters asked.

      'I might be anybody, but I am Captain Murdo Stevenson. This is my ship.'

      'Show us the body please, Captain Stevenson.' Superintendent Mackay did not waste time.

      'It's in the hold,' Captain Stevenson said. 'Or rather, it's all over the bloody hold. Follow me, gentlemen.' Leading them to a length of knotted rope that stretched from an open hatch to the dark depths below, Stevenson raised his voice to a bellow. 'Bring me two lanterns!'

      Without waiting for the light to arrive, Stevenson swarmed down the rope.

      'I'll go next.' Mackay followed with barely less skill than Stevenson had shown. Watters descended last, plunging into a darkness that was relieved when a saturnine seaman lowered a pair of lanterns.

      'Here's the body.' Captain Stevenson led them to the furthest corner of the hold, where the bouncing light of the lanterns scared away scurrying rats. 'What's left of it after four months at sea.' He pointed downward at the smeared remnants of a man.

      'He's been flattened.' Watters looked down at the corpse. 'It looks like every bone in his body had been broken. What happened?'

      Captain Stevenson grunted. 'Ask his maker for I'm blessed if I know. We found him here, squashed beneath hundreds of bales of raw jute.'

      'I see.' Watters looked around. 'So we don't know if the jute killed him or if he was already dead when the weight of the cargo crushed him.'

      Superintendent Mackay nodded. 'Exactly so. This might be murder or a simple accident. I'll leave you to it, Watters. Give me a report of your findings. Don't waste too much time over it.'

      'Yes, sir.' Watters looked upward as Mackay swarmed up the rope. 'Could you arrange for the body to be taken ashore? I'd like the surgeon to have a look at him.'

      'I know the procedure, Sergeant,' Mackay spoke over his shoulder. 'And Watters, don't forget that you are on volunteer duty tomorrow afternoon.'

      'No, sir, I won't forget.' Watters restrained his oath. He had no enthusiasm for his position as a sergeant in the Eastern Division of Dundee Volunteers, which was a further encroachment into his time. However, with the current apprehension that the French might flex their military muscle at Britain's expense, Watters knew it was his duty to don the Queen's scarlet. Besides which, as his wife Marie reminded him, the money came in handy.

      'Has the body been moved, Captain Stevenson?'

      'No, Sergeant. It's exactly where we found it.'

      'I see.' Watters knelt at the side of the corpse. 'Do you have this unfortunate fellow's name, Captain? Was he a member of your crew?'

      'I don't know who he might be,' Stevenson said. 'He was not one of my men.'

      With the dead man's pockets stuck together with dried blood, Watters had to cut his way in to prise them apart. He questioned Stevenson as he worked. 'Is it normal for strangers to roam around your ship when she's in dock, Captain?'

      'It is not. I have a ship's husband who should prevent any strangers from boarding.' Stevenson did not sound pleased, but whether at the questions or the disruption to his routine that the body caused, Watters was not sure.

      'Is your ship's husband still on board?' Watters slipped his hand inside the dead man's trouser pockets. They were empty.

      'He lives on board,' Stevenson said.

      'I'll speak to him in a few moments.' Watters checked the inside of the dead man's jacket. Also empty. 'How many of a crew do you have?'

      'Twenty-four.' Stevenson was abrupt. 'Do you want to speak to them all?'

      'Yes, I do. Are they all on board?'

      'No.' Stevenson shook his head. 'My lads are either at home, drinking away their wages along Dock Street, or with some bobtail in Couttie's Wynd.'

      Watters felt along the waistband of the dead man's trousers. There was no money belt or anything else. 'What is the makeup of your crew? Where are they from?'

      Captain Stevenson was evidently annoyed by all of the questions. 'It's a typical south-Spain crew. As well as my Dundonians I have the usual Scowegians, Lascars, North Sea Chinamen, and a couple of Americans avoiding their country's troubles.'

      'I want their home addresses,' Watters said.

      'You'll have to ask the owners about that,' Stevenson said, 'or the boarding master for I'm blessed if I know.'

      Watters grunted again. He should have known it would not be easy.

      'Who are the owners?'

      'Matthew Beaumont and Company,' Captain Stevenson said. 'It's a wholly owned Beaumont ship.'

      'Oh?' Watters looked up. That was two incidents concerning the same company in one day. He did not believe in coincidences. 'Thank you, Captain. I'll have a look around the hold. When I come on deck, please have the ship's husband ready for me.'

      'There's nothing to see down here,' Stevenson said.

      'I want to know why this poor fellow was here in the first place,' Watters said. 'And I want to know if the cargo was lowered on him while he was sleeping or if he was already dead when the cargo was loaded.'

      Stevenson nodded. 'If you let me know when you're finished, I'll fetch the husband and any other of the crew who may turn up.'

      Watters lifted the lantern and examined the body. In all the score or so of investigations into suspicious deaths in which he had been involved, the cause of death had been apparent. In this case, bales of jute had crushed the man so that Watters found it impossible to tell if the injuries had been caused before or after death.

      'I hope the surgeon can see something I can't see.' He looked at the neck and throat for signs of a knife wound and checked the shirt for the same. 'No, it's up to the surgeon now. Now, my unfortunate fellow, why on earth were you down here?'

      Leaving the body where it lay, Watters lifted the lantern and paced around the hold talking to himself. You've no money. Were you an unlucky stowaway? Your clothes are good quality, too good for a tarry-jack; are you a gentleman down on his luck?

      All the time Watters spoke, he was investigating the hold, looking for anything unusual. He stopped and sniffed at a familiar acrid smell. What's this? Crouching down, he rubbed his hand along the rough planking of the deck, feeling the coarse grains under his fingers.

      Watters pursed his lips. I see. He scooped up a pinch of the grains and folded them inside his handkerchief. I see, but I don't understand. Lifting the lantern, he carried it carefully to the centre of the hold before taking out his notebook and pencil. After writing a few notes, he returned to his scrutiny of the hold, eventually lifting a couple of items. He examined them before putting them in his pocket. There is more to this case than a drunken man falling into the hold or a brawl gone too far. We have something of interest here.

      'I'm coming up, Captain!'

      Captain Stevenson stood at the break of the poop with a surprisingly elderly man at his side.

      'You'll be the ship's husband,' Watters said.

      The elderly man nodded. 'That's right, sir.' His voice was hoarse.

      Watters poised his pencil. 'I'm not a sir. I am Sergeant Watters of the Dundee Police. What is your name?'

      'James Thoms, sir, but everybody calls me Piper.'

      'Right, Piper, tell me about that body in the hold.'

      'I don't know anything about it, sir, not until we unloaded the cargo and found it.' Piper's hands fiddled with the ends of his coarse canvas shirt.

      'Where was the vessel loaded, Piper?'

      'Calcutta, sir.'

      'Call me Sergeant. Who was in charge of the loading?'

      'Mr Henderson, sir, the mate.'

      That made sense. The master was in overall command, decided on the course and made the big decisions, while the mate was in charge of the day-to-day running of the vessel. 'I'll speak to Mr Henderson later. Did you see anybody come on board this vessel when you were in Calcutta?'

      'No, sir. Nobody came aboard except the crew and the dock workers who loaded the cargo.'

      'Sergeant, not sir. Do you think the deceased was one of the dockers?'

      'No, sir, Sergeant.' Beads of sweat formed on Piper's forehead. 'The dock workers were all Lascars, sir. That is natives of Hindustan.'

      'Of course,' Watters nodded. 'You could not watch everything all the time.'

      'No, sir.' Piper looked guilty as if Watters expected him to remain awake and alert twenty-four hours a day. The nervous sweat was dripping from his face.

      'Did you delegate anybody to take over when you were off duty?'

      Piper nodded vigorously. 'Mr Henderson took over, sir.' He looked pleased to pass the responsibility to the mate.

      'Did you check the hold before the loading began?'

      'No, sir. There was no need.' Piper glanced at Captain Stevenson as if to confirm his words. 'Nobody ever goes down there.'

      Watters wrote in his notebook. 'Thank you, Mr Thoms, and thank you, Captain Stevenson. I'll leave you in peace now. If you can think of anything, please let me know. Send a note to the Police Office on West Bell Street.' Watters checked his watch. Marie would be wondering where he had got to.

      As he walked out of the dock, past the Royal Arch, Watters saw the woman silhouetted against the bright glow of a gin palace window. Henrietta Borg was in animated conversation with a man in a bowler hat with a feather thrust through the band.

      'Miss Borg!' Watters lifted his cane in salutation and hurried forward. A boisterous crowd of seamen and prostitutes exploded from the public house around Borg, and then she was gone. Had she been watching Lady of Blackness? Had she been watching him? Or was her presence here merely another of these coincidences in which Watters did not believe? Swinging his cane at an imaginary golf ball, Watters thought that this case might be interesting.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER THREE


          

          POLICE OFFICE: WEST BELL STREET, DUNDEE

        

      

    

    
      Superintendent Mackay looked up as Watters entered the office. 'Have you brought your report, Sergeant?'

      'Yes, sir.' Watters handed over a small sheaf of papers.

      Mackay surveyed the documents with distaste. 'Give me a brief rundown, Sergeant. Please tell me the death was an accident, and we can forget the whole thing.'

      Watters remained standing a foot from Mackay's desk. 'I don't think it was an accident, sir. Some factors make me suspicious.'

      'You are a cynical and suspicious man, Watters. That's what makes you such a good policeman. That is why I approved your request for a transfer from Scotland Yard.'

      'Yes, sir. Thank you.' Praise from Mackay had to be handled carefully. It was usually a precursor to some unpleasant duty.

      'Give me the details.' Mackay leaned back in his seat with his clear Highland eyes fixed on Watters. His fingers slowly tapped on the desk.

      'The first thing was the position of the body, sir. It was spread-eagled with the left leg at an unnatural angle, as if the man had fallen down the hatch.'

      'Perhaps he did.'

      'No, sir,' Watters shook his head. 'If the fellow had fallen, he would have been directly under the opening, or at most only a couple of feet away. The body was a good five feet from the edge of the hatch, nearly touching the bulkhead; that's the internal wall of the ship, sir.'

      'I know what a bulkhead is, Watters.'

      'Yes, sir. I think that somebody pushed the poor fellow over the edge, knocked him out, or killed him when he was inside the hold.'

      Mackay sighed. 'That poses two more questions, Sergeant. Why was he inside the hold, and why did somebody wish to kill him?' Mackay's fingers increased the speed of their drumming.

      'Yes, sir,' Watters said. 'I might have a clue as to why he was inside the hold.'

      'Tell me.'

      'I found this on the deck of the hold.' Watters unfolded his handkerchief and allowed the powder to form a neat little pile on Mackay's otherwise pristine desk.

      Mackay poked at it curiously. 'That is gunpowder.'

      'Yes, sir. Also, there was this.' Watters placed two lengths of fuse beside the gunpowder.

      Mackay sighed and leaned back in his chair. 'Give me your theory, Sergeant, if you please.'

      'I can only think of one. Somebody was trying to place an explosive charge to sink the ship.'

      'I tend to concur.' Mackay's fingers were now beating a tattoo on the desk. 'The question is: Why? Why sink a jute ship?'

      'That I could not say, sir.' Watters hesitated. 'If it happened at sea, I would suspect an attempt to scuttle the vessel for insurance money, but not in port and not with explosives. That would be too obvious. Besides which, Mr Beaumont is a respectable businessman with no need to do such a thing. His company appears to be one of the healthiest in Dundee.'

      Mackay nodded. 'Carry on, Watters. You have given this some thought.'

      'I don't know if the dead man was placing the gunpowder and fuse or if he found somebody with the explosives and was killed for his trouble.'

      'It's a bit of a conundrum then,' Mackay said. 'What is your opinion?'

      'I would suspect the former. If our man was killed preventing an attack on the ship, I can think of no reason his murderer did not continue with his plan.' Watters consulted his notebook. 'I have spoken to the shipmaster and ship's husband, and I have a list of the crew with the addresses of any local men.'

      'You'll be interviewing them, I expect?'

      'Yes, sir, and there's more.'

      'Oh, there would be with you involved, Watters.' Mackay sounded weary. 'What else, Sergeant?'

      'Matthew Beaumont owned the ship, sir. He also owned the mill on Brown's Street that was on fire, and that was his second fire within a few days.'

      Mackay's fingers recommenced their tapping. 'It's a long way from Calcutta to Dundee, Sergeant, unless you are suggesting an international attack on Mr Beaumont?'

      'I'm not suggesting anything yet. I think it's a bit queer, that's all.'

      'Well, Watters, you keep an eye on Mr Beaumont's affairs just in case.' Mackay's fingers continued their assault on the desk. 'And solve this murder for me.'

      'Could I have a couple of men, sir? I have a lot of people to question.'

      'Take Scuddamore and Duff,' Mackay said. 'They can work in plain clothes if that helps. The budget will have to cope with paying the enhanced wages of two more criminal officers.' Mackay leaned back again frowning. 'I don't like this, Watters. Mr Beaumont is one of our most prominent merchants. If somebody is attacking his business for some reason, I want to know why. Alternatively, you could be making a mountain out of two different molehills.'

      'Yes, sir.'

      Mackay sighed and stood up. 'All right, Watters. Question the crew of Lady of Blackness and look closely into Beaumont's business interests. See if there is anything that could provoke such a reaction.'

      'I'll do that, sir.'

      Mackay reached for his hat. 'I'll go over to Mr Beaumont's home at Mount Pleasant right now. He won't like this. You may know that his elder daughter is due to be married in a few days.'

      'So I believe, sir.' Watters gave a wry smile. 'My wife has kept me in touch with every detail.' Charlotte Beaumont's wedding was one of the major subjects in the society columns of the Dundee Advertiser.

      'I can imagine. I'll apprise Mr Beaumont of our interest in his situation and advise him that one of our men will be present at the wedding for security.'

      'I see, sir.'

      'That will be you, Watters.'

      'I am not the best man for the job, sir!' Watters said in something like alarm. 'I'm not a social animal.'

      'Then ask Mrs Watters for advice.' Mackay sounded vaguely amused. 'She will keep you in touch with every detail.'
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        * * *

      

      'So what do we have?' Sitting behind his desk, Watters addressed his two constables. 'We have a dead man in the hold of a ship with no identification, no money, and no possessions.' He looked at the blank faces opposite. 'We suspect the fellow was murdered. We have evidence that somebody, either the victim or an unknown party, intended to start a fire in the hold of that vessel. Mr Matthew Beaumont owned the ship, Lady of Blackness, as well as two Dundee mills in which some unknown party also started a fire.'

      Scuddamore screwed up his face in his effort to think. 'Was the murder not committed before the ship left Calcutta, Sergeant?'

      'It must have been,' Watters said. 'The victim was underneath the jute.'

      'There can't be a connection then,' Scuddamore said. 'Calcutta is thousands of miles away.'

      'Matthew Beaumont is the connection,' Watters reminded patiently. 'I want the crew interviewed.' he produced the crew list he got from the shipping office with the names and home addresses of each man of Lady of Blackness. 'There are twenty-four names there. I'll take Mr Henderson, the mate, and the first eleven men. You two gentlemen work together and question the others.'

      'They're not all from Dundee, Sergeant,' Duff pointed out.

      'Take the Dundee men first,' Watters said, 'and then try the publics, crimps, and cheap lodging houses for the rest.'

      'What are we asking, Sergeant?' Scuddamore scanned the list.

      'Ask what they know about the murder. Ask if they know the dead man. Ask if they saw anything unusual; get some notes of their movements.'

      'They're seamen, Sergeant,' Scuddamore said. 'They'll all be drunk.'

      'All the more likely to talk then,' Watters said with far more confidence than he felt. Seamen could be notoriously truculent when faced with authority, while seamen with a drink in them might react badly. However, that was all part of the policeman's bargain.

      'It will take a long time, Sergeant,' Scuddamore said.

      'Best get started then,' Watters dismissed him.

      It took two full days to track down and question the first eighteen of the crew. Two days of knocking at doors and facing suspicious men. Two days of squeezing answers out of reluctant sailors. Two days of talking to men across the battered tables of public houses. Two days of recording similar responses, of frustration, dead-ends, and insults.

      'Go to hell, bluebottle bastards.'

      'I don't know anything.'

      'I helped load the jute. I never saw nobody in the hold.'

      'I done what Mr Henderson told me to do. Nothing else. Now bugger off.'

      'We're not getting anywhere,' Scuddamore said. 'If any of these seamen knew anything, they would not tell us anyway.'

      'We've still got six men to find,' Watters reminded. 'You're the drinking expert, Scuddamore. Where's the most popular place for seamen this year?'

      'The Bird,' Scuddamore said at once. 'That's a public down the Dockie, Sergeant. Its name is the Albatross, but it's known as the Big Bird or just the Bird.'

      'We'll go there tonight,' Watters said. 'You're meant to be criminal officers, so wear civilian clothes. If you arrive in uniform, the clientele will either riot or run out the back.' His mouth twisted in a mirthless grin. 'I'll send one of my informants in there ahead of us to prepare the way.'

      The Albatross crouched unpretentiously on Dock Street with its single window facing onto the spars of the massed shipping in the docks. Watters shoved open the door and slouched through the haze of tobacco smoke to the bar. Most of the drinkers were either seamen or seamen's women with a smattering of dock workers. A man with thinning red hair glanced up, met Watters's eye for a significant second, and looked away again. He sat at a circular table, shuffled his feet, and took a sip at his whisky.

      With a pint of Ballingall beer in his hand, Watters leaned against the bar and watched Scuddamore take up position beside the front door, while Duff carried his whisky to the door that gave access to the lane in the rear. Once he was satisfied he had covered both exits, Watters put down his tankard and leapt on top of the bar.

      Only a few of the Bird's customers bothered to look up; drunken escapades were a frequent occurrence in the pub.

      'I am Sergeant George Watters of Dundee Police!' Watters shouted. 'I'm looking for the crew of Lady of Blackness!'

      There was an immediate trickle toward the exits until Duff and Scuddamore stepped forward.

      Watters tried again. 'Is there anybody here from Lady of Blackness?'

      A thin-faced woman glared at him. 'Mind your own business, bluebottle bastard!'

      The man with thinning hair caught Watters's eye, placed his hand on the table, closed it into a fist, and then extended a single finger toward the table nearest to the window.

      'I'm looking for the following men,' Watters read out the list, 'Petersen, Hughson, Rex, Banerjee, Ghosh, and Jones.' As he read, he watched his informant, who tapped his finger on the table at the name Rex.

      Watters could see that the two Lascars, Ghosh and Banerjee, were not present. He concentrated on the table that his informant had indicated. 'I only wish to ask a few questions,' he said. 'Nobody is in any trouble.'

      'So you say,' a woman in a gaudy crinoline shouted. Red and green ribbons decorated her hair. 'You're just after a man to blame for that murder.'

      One of the seamen at the table nearest the window shook his head, sliding slightly further down in his seat. Watters nodded. That's my man. 'You!' He pointed with his cane. 'What's your name?'

      Watters's bark was so sudden that the man responded purely by instinct. 'John Rex, sir.'

      'Are there any of your shipmates here, Rex?' Watters continued before Rex could recover his equanimity.

      'No, sir,' Rex looked wildly towards the door as if contemplating a quick escape. Duff moved his burly form further forward.

      'I've just a few questions, Rex.' Watters jumped from the counter, holding his cane ready to repel any attack.

      'You're no' taking him to any bloody police office.' Rex's female companion put a sinewy arm around him. 'I'll no' let you.'

      'We can ask him in the back room here.' Watters decided not to risk a riot. 'You can come too.'

      With Duff and Scuddamore remaining nearby in case of a rescue attempt, Watters escorted Rex and his woman into the back room. Lined with kegs of spirits and casks of beer, the room only had sufficient space for the three of them, particularly as the woman wore a full crinoline to counter her narrow, frowning face.

      'You know about the murder on Lady of Blackness,' Watters said.

      'The whole of Dundee knows about it,' the woman said as Rex gave a reluctant nod.

      'Who are you?'

      'I'm Annie McBurnie.' The woman sounded surprised that Watters had to ask.

      'I'm going to ask you, Mr Rex, the same questions as we have asked your shipmates.' Watters tried to reassure the seaman. 'I am not accusing you of anything, and I do not suspect you of anything.' Yet.

      'I don't know anything,' Rex said at once.

      Watters let that pass. 'Do you know the man whose body we found in Lady of Blackness?'

      Rex shook his head. 'No, sir.'

      'Did you see anybody on the ship that had no business there?'

      'No, sir. I only saw the crew and the dock workers.'

      Watters leaned closer to the shaking seaman. 'What are you scared of, Mr Rex? Did you kill the unfortunate fellow?'

      'No, sir! I never killed nobody.'

      'Do you know who did?'

      Rex glanced at McBurnie before shaking his head. 'No, sir.'

      Watters pounced on Rex's hesitation and the slight alteration in his tone. 'You don't know,' he crouched beside the seaman, 'but you think you might know.'

      Again, Rex glanced at McBurnie, who pushed her face towards Watters.

      'You leave him alone,' she said. 'He already told you that he didn't know.'

      Watters moderated his voice. He knew that if the crowd in the public bar thought he was brow-beating one of their colleagues, they could trample over his two constables and break the door down. 'You're right, Annie. So he did. Tell you what, let's have a drink instead. On the house.'

      With the walls of the room lined with barrels and kegs, it was not hard to find something to drink. Avoiding the garish labels of the kill-me-deadly concoctions, Watters poked at the upper shelves until he found a five-gallon keg. 'That will do.'

      'What's that?' McBurnie was instantly suspicious.

      'Smuggled whisky,' Watters said, 'straight from the glens, pure peat reek and the nectar of the gods.' He prised open the bung, lifted the keg to his lips, and pretended to drink. 'Here, Mr Rex, have a wee taste.'

      Rex took a drink. 'That's the real stuff.' He handed the keg to McBurnie who tilted her head back as she swallowed.

      Watters watched, fully aware that the illicit whisky was more potent than any of the watered-down spirits the pub sold over the counter. Again, he pretended to drink before passing the keg around.

      'Now, let's get back to business,' Watters said. 'Who do you think might have killed that poor fellow, Mr Rex?'

      Rex stopped with the keg at his lips and colourless whisky dribbling down his chin. His eyes were slightly out of focus. 'I can't tell you,' he said.

      'If you don't,' Watters spoke quietly, 'you'll be withholding evidence. I could arrest you for that and hold you until you speak.'

      'You wouldnae dare,' McBurnie said. 'The boys out there would tear your head off.'

      'I would dare,' Watters said. 'I could hold you for aiding and abetting and stealing drink from a public house.' He pointed to the whisky.

      'You're a bastard, Watters.'

      'I already know that,' Watters said. 'Now, Mr Rex here will tell me something I don't know or,' he pulled the handcuffs from his pocket, 'you'll both be leaving here wearing these.'

      'It's nothing to do with Annie.' Rex tried to push McBurnie behind him only for her wide crinolines to jam between two full kegs.

      Watters shrugged. 'She'll only get three months or so.'

      'I'll kill you, bluebottle!' McBurnie showed her teeth.

      'She'll get six months now that she has threatened a police officer.' Watters tightened his grip on his cane. 'Is that what you want, Mr Rex? Do you want to put your girl into jail for six months by protecting a man who might be a murderer?'

      'No.' Rex glanced at McBurnie. 'Jones. Look for Richard Jones.'

      'He's one of the crew we have not yet located,' Watters said. 'Why him? What makes you think he is involved?'

      Rex shuffled uneasily. 'If I tell you, will you let Annie go free?'

      'You have my word.' Watters knew that no court in the country would use such slender evidence as he could provide to convict McBurnie.

      'I can't really explain it.' Now that Rex was committed, he seemed determined to do his best. 'Jones was not right, Sergeant. He sounded like a seaman and knew his way around the ship all right, sir, but he just didn't ring true.'

      Watters took notes. 'Could you say anything more specific, Mr Rex?'

      Rex took another unconscious swig of the whisky and screwed up his face with the effort of thought. 'No, sir. Well, maybe, aye. His language was more like a Royal Navy man than a real seaman, and even then, it was not quite right. It's like he was trying too hard, sort of. He kept mentioning battles from the past and kings and queens and things.'

      Watters noted that down. 'Thank you, Mr Rex. Only one more thing, and you are free to go. Could you give me a description of Richard Jones?'

      Rex drank more of the free whisky. 'Why, no, sir. There is nothing to describe. He was just ordinary. He looked like everyone else.'

      'Was he tall? Short? Broad? Thin?'

      Rex shrugged. 'Neither, sir. He was about average in everything. He was a grey man; nothing stands out at all.' He frowned. 'He might have been French, sir.'

      'French?' Watters raised his eyebrows. 'What the devil makes you think he might have been French?'

      'I dunno.' Rex shrugged again. 'He was trying too hard, saying things like foreigners would think we said. God save the Queen and that.'

      'Thank you, Mr Rex. Have you seen this patriotically anonymous gentleman since Lady of Blackness docked?'

      Rex shook his head.

      'Did he mention anywhere he might go when he came ashore?'

      Again, Rex shook his head. 'He spoke about drinking the town dry, sir, and finding a baggage; that's a prostitute, sir.'

      'Normal sailor talk,' Watters said. 'All right, Mr Rex, thank you.' Watters closed his notebook. 'You have been a great help.' He opened the door to find Scuddamore and Duff still standing sentinel. The clientele of the pub looked up without interest as Rex and McBurnie sidled out.

      'What next, Sergeant?' Scuddamore asked.

      'Now we scour the town for a man of average height, average size, and average build with an average face,' Watters said.

      Duff stamped his feet on the ground. 'That should be easy, then. Do we have anything else to go on?'

      'Yes, he doesn't look quite right; he says God save the Queen, and he might be French.'

      Scuddamore looked around the room. 'Can we start here, Sergeant? None of these men looks quite right.'

      Watters grinned. 'I appreciate your sarcasm, Scuddamore; we have a difficult job before us. Luckily, we have you on our side. You start searching tomorrow, public by public, boarding house by boarding house, and brothel by brothel. Have fun.' Watters nearly enjoyed the dismay on Scuddamore's face, until he remembered he had a wedding to attend.
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      Watters tugged at his starched collar, fidgeted uncomfortably, and wished he could at least look at his watch to see how much longer he had to endure this torture. His natural dislike of weddings was not improved when he did not know the participants.

      'I could stand outside the building, sir,' Watters had suggested.

      Mackay had shaken his head. 'I've spoken to Mr Beaumont. You're down as a friend of the family and an usher.'

      'Yes, sir.' Watters knew that as a police sergeant, he could be working in the most noxious of alleys one day and guarding the queen the next. He accepted that was part of the job, but he did not have to enjoy it.

      Watters looked up as the organist began the music and Charlotte Beaumont appeared. From the long veil that concealed her face to the bouquet of orange blossom in her white-gloved hands, past the frilled white dress that enhanced her trim waist, then flounced out to hide the flat white shoes, Charlotte looked as pristine as a bride should.

      For a second, Watters nearly smiled for the gloves, from Henry Adams of Dundee, had been his present to her, which Marie had chosen with care.

      'You're going to a wedding,' Marie had said. 'You have to give the bride something.'

      'I'm not a guest! I'm on duty.'

      'I'll choose a suitable present,' Marie told him. 'You guard the guests.'

      Watters nodded; there was no advantage in continuing the discussion. Marie had made her mind up.

      The instant the ancient church doors creaked open, the bells began to ring. The great and the good of Dundee were present, together with relatives from both families. Watters saw a hundred eyes examining Charlotte as she walked down the aisle supported by her father and followed by her bridesmaids.

      Watters concentrated on the guests, searching for potential troublemakers. There was Sir John Ogilvy of Baldovan House, the local Member of Parliament, resplendent in the scarlet of the Volunteers. There was David Jobson, Provost of Dundee, together with his frowning wife. There was Bailie George Ower, sitting stiffly at attention in a soberly cut suit, and beside him was William Foggie, the Hospital Manager. Fidgeting on the nearest pew to the aisle was Charlotte's personal friend, Mrs Foreman of the Dundee Abolition Association. None of these people was likely to cause any trouble, murder stray seamen, or set fire to mills.

      George Beaumont's business associates clumped together in a solid block of Dundonian respectability, some looking as uncomfortable as Watters. The Cox clan, whose huge Lochee works was already among the largest jute factories in the world, spoke quietly with the linen and sailcloth dynasty of the Baxters. Patrick Anderson, the Director of the Dundee Banking Company, winked at Charlotte. He had been a family friend for years, as had George Welch, manager of the Tay Whale-Fishing Company. Watters slid his gaze over them. None of these dynamic and respectable gentlemen or their ladies would be any threat to the wedding.

      There were others whom Watters did not recognise but knew only by the business cards he had collected at the door. The Earl of Panmure or Joseph Holderby, the United States Consul, were unlikely to be associated with fire-raisers or murderers. Dismissing them, Watters examined the others whose names he strove to remember.

      When Charlotte nearly stumbled, Amy, her sister and maid of honour, encouraged her with a hand on the small of her back. Recovering, Charlotte looked up the length of the aisle where the old maids clustered to touch her gown for luck, and the groom's relatives studied her to see what sort of woman was entering their family. For an instant, Watters met the eyes of William Caskie, the man who was about to marry Charlotte, and then he looked away. The groom did not interest him.

      Watters glanced upward. Despite the autumn sunshine, candles were necessary to penetrate the gloom of the church, their light flickering off the profusion of late flowers that Amy Beaumont and the groom's sister Elizabeth Caskie had spent hours arranging.

      Watters shifted on the pew. He would have brought his revolver until Marie said that would be sacrilege, so instead, he had his cumbersome baton under his jacket. He heard the subdued murmur as the congregation tensed in anticipation for the climax of the ceremony. Watters shook his head, remembering that Marie had ordered him to observe the women's clothes and tell her every detail. He swept his eyes across the gathered women. What the devil do I know about women's fashions?

      He turned around as the church door opened.

      'Excuse me, sir? You seem to be an usher.' The man who had entered indicated the white ribbon on Watters's shoulder. He was about forty years old, five-foot-eight tall, dark haired, and sallow featured with a fine set of whiskers. His clothes were immaculate, yet it was the smooth drawl with which he spoke that drew Watters's attention combined with the sheer elegance of manner. 'I am sorry to be late, but where do you recommend that I sit?'

      'Could I have your name, sir?' Watters consulted the list with which the Beaumonts had issued him. Mrs Mary Caskie, the groom's mother, together with Beaumont and Charlotte, had spent hours compiling guest lists.

      'James Dunwoody Bulloch.' The man said each word distinctly as if the name should mean something. He smoothed a hand over his side whiskers.

      'I'm afraid that you're not on my list, sir.' Watters was barely aware of the minister's voice droning behind him.

      'I am a business associate of Mr William Caskie.' When Bulloch smiled, his face looked ten years younger. 'Perhaps the groom was not consulted when the bride issued the invitations.'

      'Perhaps not.' Watters deliberately moved to block Bulloch's view of the interior of the church. He kept his voice level. 'However, sir, I am afraid I cannot permit you to enter unless you are on the guest list.'

      Bulloch raised an elegant eyebrow and swung the cane that he carried. His smile did not falter, but he allowed his eyes to survey the rows of packed pews. 'You have some distinguished men here,' he said, 'and some fine-looking women.'

      'Indeed we have.' Watters refused to be drawn. 'And I am certain that you are equally distinguished, but with the greatest respect, I must ask you to leave.'

      Charlotte's voice sounded across the otherwise hushed church, 'I do,' cool and clear and low.

      When Watters nodded towards the door, Bulloch reached into his waistcoat pocket and produced his card, which he held up. 'And you have Mr Joseph Holderby too, I see. Perhaps there was a good reason for William not to invite me.' He proffered the card. 'Please present this to Mr William Caskie, sir, and inform him that I did attempt to attend his wedding.'

      'I shall do that, Mr Bulloch.' Watters placed the oblong piece of pasteboard in the pocket of his waistcoat. 'I apologise for my inflexibility, but I have instructions.'

      'Which you are carrying out admirably, I am sure.' Bulloch spoke with just a hint of irony. He bowed from the waist. 'Your servant, sir.' Withdrawing with a languid grace that Watters could only admire, he walked through a crowd of spectators to a waiting gig. Watters quietly closed the church door.

      Removing the business card, Watters glanced at it. James Dunwoody Bulloch it said with little else except the name of his city, Richmond, Virginia. Watters grunted. It was as well he had not allowed Bulloch entry. Having a representative from both the Federal and Confederate sides of the American conflict could have proved uncomfortable for the wedding party.

      The congregation was singing as Mrs Mary Caskie led the procession out of the church. She looked neither to the right nor left but moved with the same precision as she seemed to do everything. Mr Beaumont was next, and then Charlotte, with one hand resting lightly on the arm of her husband. Although the veil covered Charlotte's face, Watters was sure he saw a hint of moisture in her eyes. He nodded to the groom.

      'Congratulations, sir. You have a fine bride there.'

      William Caskie nodded, with the little imperial beard highlighting his powerful chin. 'Thank you for your approval, Mr…' he hesitated then shrugged and stepped outside the church door, his tight lavender trousers emphasising muscular legs.

      William Caskie placed the top hat back on his head, took a deep breath of the autumn air, lifted Charlotte clean off her feet, swept back her veil and kissed her soundly. It was the first time that Watters had seen Charlotte close up, and he realised that she was much the plainer of the Beaumont sisters despite her elegance of carriage.

      'Three cheers for Mr William and Mrs Charlotte Caskie!' It might have been the head gardener that raised the cry, but the assembled crowd joined in lustily to the apparent embarrassment of Charlotte, who looked like fainting until William tightened his arm around her waist.

      'Come along, Charlotte! We're man and wife now; don't let me down.'

      At a nod from Watters, two of the crowd threw showers of rice, with some oats for good measure, and raised more cheers for the lucky couple. Mrs Mary Caskie nodded her approval as Watters signalled to the driver to bring the wedding carriage closer. The dark-green bodywork had a gold trim, with high, yellow wheels that crunched smoothly across the gravel. The traces had been specially extended to allow an extra pair of horses, so four matching whites pawed at the gravel.

      'A fancy machine, Watters,' Mrs Mary Caskie commented.

      'That's Sergeant Watters, ma'am,' Watters said. 'Mr Beaumont had Mr Lewis Mackenzie build the coach especially for the wedding. It is his wedding present.'

      'So I believe.' Mrs Mary Caskie's flower-topped bonnet swayed as she nodded. 'I hope it will not be an unnecessary expense.'

      'I'm sure the happy couple will find a use for a carriage, ma'am.'

      When the driver opened the door, William Caskie handed his new wife into the leather-padded interior and drew himself after her. Shouting their destination to the driver, he waved to the crowd before slamming shut the door.

      Beaumont waved back, whispered something to Amy, and sauntered across to Mrs Mary Caskie.

      'That was an excellent ceremony, Mrs Caskie, without a hitch. Let us hope the wedding breakfast is as trouble free.'

      'Complete nonsense, Mr Beaumont.' Mrs Mary Caskie shook her head. 'All this fuss for a marriage. Of what practical use is a white dress? When will Miss Charlotte ever wear such a creation again? In my time, we wore sensible clothes that would last for years, but ever since Her Majesty married in white, all young girls think they should too. Stuff and nonsense!' She straightened her bonnet. 'Come along, Mr Beaumont, we at least are of an age when we are not afraid to walk. Give me your arm, sir!'

      Pitcorbie Parish Church stood only a hundred yards outside the stone wall that marked the policies of Caskie's Pitcorbie House. Mrs Mary Caskie had insisted that everybody walk from the church to the wedding breakfast within the house but made allowances for her son and his new bride. Now, she led by example, striding through the ornate wrought-iron gates with the lodge housekeeper bowing as they passed. Watters kept to the rear of the party, ensuring that all the guests survived the walk safely and no unwanted villagers or hangers-on entered the house. He grunted as he saw a man at the edge of a belt of woodland standing apart from the guests.

      'Do you know that man, sir?' Watters asked Beaumont.

      'I do not, Sergeant Watters.' Beaumont peered into the dim of the late afternoon.

      'Then with your permission, I will investigate.' Watters smiled to relieve any fear. 'It's probably perfectly innocent.' Lifting his cane, he strode toward the woodland, increasing his pace as the man slid back between the trees. 'Halloa! You there!'

      Tree boughs swung behind the man as he turned to run. Watters followed, wincing as a flexible bough smacked across his face. 'Dundee Police! Stop!'

      The man increased his pace, ducking beneath the branches, jinking around the tree trunks, and glancing over his shoulder as Watters gradually decreased the distance between them. When the fugitive reached the tall stone wall that marked the edge of Pitcorbie's policies, Watters leapt the final few feet.

      'Stand there!'

      The fugitive threw himself onto the wall, and for one moment, Watters had a clear view of his face. Young, with luxuriant red whiskers, he looked more scared than dangerous, and then he slipped over the far side of the wall. By the time Watters scaled the wall, the fugitive had vanished into the rapidly encroaching darkness.

      'He sported red whiskers,' Watters noted in his notebook. 'But so does every fifth man in Dundee.' He snapped his book shut. He could have been anything from a poacher to a well-wisher. Or a potential fire-raiser.

      By the time Watters returned to the front door of Pitcorbie House, hard-working servants had removed Charlotte's carriage to the stable block, and the sound of feasting was already evident.

      'I presume that you were not required?' The taller of Mrs Mary Caskie's two footmen looked down his long nose at Watters. 'There were no armed Russians or mutinous Indian sepoys attempting to disrupt the wedding?'

      'Not yet,' Watters agreed, 'only a large-mouthed servant.' Pushing past both men, he followed the sound of revelry to the wedding breakfast in the grand hall. Mr Beaumont must have spent a fortune on the flowers, with every column boasting a floral garland, the long table an arboretum of roses, and even the crystal chandeliers be-flowered. The table for the bridal party, set at right angles to the other, was hidden beneath orange blossoms and roses. Nor had Beaumont stinted on food, with the table piled high with every delicacy that Watters could conceive, and much that he did not recognise.

      'Did you catch him, Sergeant?' Beaumont spoke from the side of his mouth as he watched his daughter and her husband.

      'No, sir. I chased him away.'

      'Well done, Sergeant.' Beaumont moved on.

      Charlotte stood in one corner of the hall, arm in arm with her husband. As the principal bridesmaid, pretty Amy was in her element, talking twenty to the dozen as she reminded her sister of the names of people that she had known for years.

      After eating, the guests drifted to the great hall for the dancing. Pressed against the wall, Watters watched for the trouble that he hoped would not come. He patrolled from the door to each curtained window, scanning each face for the return of the red-whiskered man, occasionally visiting the hall to check the servants were alert.

      'Oh la, Mr Watters, are they not energetic?' Mrs Foreman flapped a fan in front of her face as she spoke. 'Is it not enchanting to see so many young people enjoying themselves?'

      Watters forced a smile. 'Indeed it is, Mrs Foreman.'

      'I believe that you are a friend of the family, Mr Watters.' Mrs Foreman was about forty with intense brown eyes and a smile that hovered at the edges of her thin lips.

      'I am honoured by the association, Mrs Foreman.'

      'Yet I have never met you,' Mrs Foreman said, 'and none of the other guests are paying you the least bit of attention.'

      'I am rather a quiet man,' Watters said.

      'You are not from Dundee, are you?' Mrs Foreman peered into Watters's face as if she was accusing him of a major crime.

      'Not originally,' Watters admitted.

      Mrs Foreman leaned closer and dropped her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. 'Nor am I. I'm from Perth. Us strangers should stick together, don't you know?'

      Watters managed another weak smile as he watched the servants glide in and out of the room and wished he had time to review their backgrounds.

      'Well, Mr Watters, I feel neglected, while you are alone. Can you think of a solution to both our predicaments?' Mrs Foreman's smile transformed her face into something quite attractive.

      Watters looked around the room, hoping for an escape that was not there. He was trapped. 'Shall we join in the dancing, Mrs Foreman?'

      'Why, Mr Watters, what an excellent idea.' Mrs Foreman gave an elegant curtsey and accompanied Watters to the dance floor.

      'I am not much of a dancer, I'm afraid.' Watters excused himself in advance, in case he should trample on Mrs Foreman's feet.

      'Oh, Mr Watters, neither am I.' Mrs Foreman proved her words by raking her boot down Watters's shin.

      Watters disguised his wince with a deaths-head grin. 'I hope that Mr Foreman will not disapprove of you dancing with me.'

      Mrs Foreman shook her head. 'Mr Foreman has been gone this last four years,' she said, taking control of the dance and nearly whirling Watters off his feet. One of her hands strayed until her fingertips rested on his right buttock. 'Are you a married man, Mr Watters?'

      'I am, Mrs Foreman.' Watters was acutely aware of the position of Mrs Foreman's hand.

      'Oh, that is such a pity.' Mrs Foreman shook her head. 'And you are such a handsome fellow.' Her hand patted lightly.

      'Mrs Watters might not agree to that,' Watters said.

      'I am sure that you are both very well matched.' Mrs Foreman broke off as the music ended. She led Watters back to the seats. 'There is nothing as happy as a well-matched marriage, although I cannot see Mrs Watters here.'

      'She is not here,' Watters said.

      'In that case, you must make do with me.' Mrs Foreman laid her gloved hand on Watters's arm. 'And I will glory in your company. Do you think that the happy couple is well matched?'

      'They seem happy enough,' Watters said.

      'I do not think they are well matched at all.' Mrs Foreman leaned closer to Watters and dropped her voice to impart her vital information. 'I think it is a marriage of convenience to patch up Mr Beaumont and Mr Caskie's business rivalries.'

      Watters refrained from the temptation to write that in his notebook. 'What makes you think that, Mrs Foreman?' He gave a slightly lopsided smile. 'Women are much better at working out such things than men.'

      'Well,' Mrs Foreman settled down to enjoy her gossip, 'Mr Beaumont and the Caskies have been business rivals for years. When old Mr Caskie died, and that was mysterious, don't you know? When old Mr Caskie died, young William Caskie took over the family business and suddenly became interested in Charlotte.'

      'How did Mr Caskie die, and why was it mysterious?' Mrs Foreman's words had aroused Watters's professional interest.

      Mrs Foreman leaned even closer to Watters so her breath was hot on his face. She put a hand on his thigh for support. 'I think it was poison.' She patted his thigh, nodding for emphasis. 'One minute, Mr Caskie was right as a thrupenny bit, and the next, he was dead. Now,' she sat back with a look of triumph on her face, 'you tell me that was natural, Mr Watters, and I'll tell you that the sea is blue claret.'

      'I did not realise there was any suspicion.' Watters looked up as the urbane figure of Sir John Ogilvy strolled up to him.

      'Do you have a moment, Sergeant Watters?'

      'Sergeant Watters?' Mrs Foreman placed a hand over her mouth. 'Are you in the Army?'

      'No, Mrs Foreman.' Watters smiled, knowing that people did not like a policeman. 'I am a detective sergeant in the Dundee Police.'

      'Oh.' Mrs Foreman's eyes widened. 'Oh, how positively delicious.'

      'Excuse me, please, Mrs Foreman.' Watters stood, bowed, and stepped away. 'Yes, Sir John.'

      Dressed in the full regimentals of the Dundee Rifle Volunteer Corps, Sir John Ogilvy saluted Watters with his glass of brandy and water. 'Mr Beaumont informs me that you served in the Army?'

      'No, sir. I was in the Royal Marines.'

      'Rank?' Ogilvy demanded. As a local landowner as well as a Member of Parliament and head of half a dozen committees and charities, Ogilvy was used to instant obedience. Watters let him wait for a moment as he watched Charlotte walk to her new husband. She did not look as if the marriage was misaligned.

      'I was a sergeant, sir.' Light from the chandelier gleamed on Charlotte's wedding ring. She smiled upwards as William took her arm.

      'She will make a perfect wife, I imagine.' Ogilvy had also been watching Charlotte. 'William is a lucky man. You have experience in training men then.'

      Watters nodded. 'Some, sir.'

      'I know that you are already a sergeant in my regiment.' Ogilvy stepped back as a press of dancers clattered across the room with a laughing Miss Amy in the forefront. 'I would like Mr Mackay to grant you more time with my Volunteers. I do not trust the French. With much of our attention on events across the Atlantic, it would be like them to stab us in the back.'

      'I don't know about the French, sir,' Watters said, 'but my work keeps me fairly busy.'

      Ogilvy nodded. 'So I hear, Watters.'

      'Yes, sir.' Watters rescued a brace of brandy glasses from a passing footman, automatically passed one to Ogilvy, and cradled the second in his hand. He refused to be intimidated by this powerful man.

      Sir John accepted the brandy as if it was his right. 'I will ask Superintendent Mackay to give you some more time. There's not just the American business; who knows what might happen with Garibaldi. Europe is in a fearful mess just now.'

      'I agree, sir.' Watters had been keeping an eye on the papers. The Courier and Argus was full of news from the war in America and the captivity of the Italian patriot Garibaldi. 'Perhaps Mr Bismarck can keep Europe stable. His proposed army reforms may have the French watching their northern border rather than bothering us.'

      Ogilvy looked surprised that a mere sergeant was aware of international affairs. He eyed Watters over the rim of the brandy glass. 'Perhaps so indeed, Watters. I can see that you are a man who bears watching.' He took a sip. 'I shall certainly speak with Superintendent Mackay about you, sir. Mark my words.'

      'Sergeant Watters!' Amy, bereft of all dignity and with her eyes bright with excitement, tugged on Watters's sleeve. 'Mrs Foreman sent me to find you! She said that she needed you to partner her on the dance floor!' All curls and excitement, Amy bobbed a small curtsey to Ogilvy. 'Pray forgive me, Sir John, but Mrs Foreman requires the sergeant.'

      Ogilvy bowed slightly. 'Who am I to stand in the way of Mrs Foreman? She may have Sergeant Watters with my compliments, Miss Amy. Off you go, Watters. We can't keep the ladies waiting, can we?'
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          BROUGHTY FERRY, BY DUNDEE: SEPTEMBER 1862

        

      

    

    
      'Right, you scruffy bunch of misfits!' Watters greeted the line of Volunteers as they stood on the broad beach of Broughty.

      Having been glad to leave the Royal Marines, Watters had swithered about joining the Volunteers, but his sense of duty had compelled him to return to the military. 'Besides,' Marie had said, 'you look smart in scarlet.'

      'So you think you want to be soldiers, do you? You think you can face French Zouaves or Russian Cossacks?' Watters paced slowly along the length of the line, staring intently into each face. Most were eager teenagers who hoped to improve their social life, with a sprinkling of mature men, only one of whom stared stolidly back. Watters noted him as a potential troublemaker and walked on.

      'Let's see how good you all are then.' He appreciated the genuine attempts of the Volunteers to stand at attention, except for the troublemaker, who seemed to deliberately slump. 'As soldiers, you have to fight, you have to endure hardship, and you have to march.' Watters glanced at the men's ill-fitting boots. 'If you can't march, you will collapse, and the Frenchies will take their bayonets and cut you from groin to throat.'

      The low winter sun cast long shadows from the walls of Broughty Castle, where the artillery garrison watched with amusement as Watters harangued his men. Lieutenant Ramsay, busily supervising the cleaning of the spanking new rifled 32-pounder Armstrongs that sat to the east of the castle, smiled in sympathy when Watters clutched his forehead at the Volunteers' attempts at marching.

      'March, boys, march! It's simple; first put your left foot forward, then your right, then your left again!' Watters swore in mock despair as the men clustered together, falling over one another in their efforts to keep in step. 'Great God in heaven, don't you know your left from your right?' Watters acknowledged the grins with a shake of his head.

      Most of these men were respectable artisans or the sons of shop owners or small farmers. There was no need to bully them into shape or treat them like the ill-or-uneducated gutter scruffs that made up a sizeable portion of the British Army.

      'Right then,' Watters pointed to the nearest man. 'You—what's your name?'

      The man stiffened to what he evidently believed was attention and grinned. 'Varthley, sir.'

      'Right, Varthley, you look fairly intelligent. Step in front of the rest, and we'll demonstrate how to march.' He pointed to the jeering artillerymen on the castle wall. 'Don't worry about them; they had to learn too.'

      Using Varthley as a model, Watters demonstrated the length of stride and how to swing the arms in time. 'Let's try again, shall we? Left, right! Left! Keep these arms swinging lads—we're soldiers, not artillerymen!' As he hoped, that raised another smile, and Watters led them along the shifting sands, with the creeping surf to their right and a handful of fishermen to their left. Fisher children kept pace with his Volunteers, laughing and making jokes at the recruits' expense. Half a dozen fishwives appeared and blasted the children into obedience, while the crew of a beached coaster lounged over the tilted bulwark, passing a bottle back and forth.

      Watters marched the Volunteers from the shadow of the castle wall, along the beach to the village of Monifieth, bellowing to keep them in step. When the Volunteers flagged with the effort of working in soft sand, Watters marched them back. Only then did he unlock the rifles from their safety racks within the castle walls.

      'Congratulations, Varthley. You are now an acting, unpaid corporal. Now help me hand out these rifles to the men.' Watters accepted the thanks of Varthley for his promotion to the most overworked and thankless rank in the British Army then allowed him to pass the rifles. Handling rifles would make the Volunteers feel like real soldiers, so he allowed them a few minutes to become accustomed to their weapons. He studied each man as they lifted the rifle. The troublemaker, Tulloch by name, did not seem as delighted as the others nor as nervous of his rifle.

      'Right, lads! Stand easy now.' Watters waited until they had lined up in front of him to the accompaniment of cat-calls from the castle garrison. He lifted up one of the rifles. 'This is a Minie rifle. It weighs ten pounds, nine ounces and fires a conical hollow-based bullet about seven-tenths of an inch in diameter. As you see,' he pointed to the lock, 'it has a percussion lock, which gives the rifle a great advantage over the musket. Why is that, Tulloch?'

      'It can fire in the damp,' Tulloch answered automatically, as Watters had intended.

      'Precisely. A percussion cap rarely misfires, unlike the old style muskets. What other advantage has the rifle, Tulloch?'

      When there was no reply, Watters moved closer, until he stood barely a foot away from the man, who overtopped him by a good two inches. 'Have you forgotten, Tulloch? Have you forgotten all your training?'

      'You haven't told us, Sergeant,' Tulloch replied, with his fellow Volunteers murmuring support.

      'Silence!' Watters adopted his sergeant's voice. 'I'm asking you, Tulloch, if you have forgotten your training! I've been watching you, Tulloch, and I know all about you. You're no recruit but a trained soldier, Tulloch, are you not?'

      This was the moment of fate when Watters had to impose his personality on his platoon. He had to subdue Tulloch and be seen to do so, or these men would never fully accept his authority. In that event, discipline would be fragile, so if ever a real emergency arose, they would question his orders rather than obeying without thought, leading to unnecessary hesitation, possible defeat, and certain casualties.

      There was silence on the beach, broken only by the passing whistle of a brace of oystercatchers and the raucous scream of a herring gull.

      'Which regiment, Tulloch? If that's your real name. Time served, are you? Or maybe you're a deserter?'

      Watters allowed the accusation to hang in the air for a minute, knowing that the suggestion of desertion was a threat of years in the military prison at Greenlaw. He glared into Tulloch's eyes until the man nodded.

      'Time served, Sergeant. Forty second; Crimea and Mutiny.'

      'Good man!' Watters relaxed into a smile. He held out his hand in a gesture of conciliation. 'We need a second corporal, and who better than a man of the Forty-twa, the famous Black Watch?'

      Watters felt the atmosphere lift, as he had intended, and knew that he had gained command of these men. He continued his explanation of the merits and faults of the Minie rifle, ordered Tulloch to demonstrate the best firing positions, and ended with an overview.

      'You now know that rifles are more accurate than muskets, and percussion caps lessen the chances of a misfire. You know that the Enfield rifle is now issued to our line infantry, but this Minie was excellent in the Crimea and a step up from the smooth-bore Brown Bess. The Minie bullet has three angular grooves filled with tallow for lubrication, and it fits into rifled grooves inside the barrel of the weapon. It is small enough to slip easily down the barrel, but when the powder charge explodes against the cone in the base of the bullet, the grooves expand to tighten the fit which, together with the spin created by the rifling, increases the accuracy.' Watters stopped to see the impact of his words. Most of the men were listening, but a few looked dazed at the deluge of information. 'The Minie can kill at nine hundred yards and with the eighteen-inch bayonet fitted can also kill at two yards. You will be trained killers.' He saw Varthley finger the lock of his rifle.

      'Right! Enough theory. Now, we'll actually fire the thing, eh? See how it feels to be a real soldier!' Watters knew that the thrill of firing a rifle would more than compensate for all the painful tedium of learning. By morning, the men would remember only a quarter what he had said, but constant repetition would drive the essential facts into their heads. They would be full of themselves for having fired a rifle, which would keep their enthusiasm alive.

      When the echoes of the rifles were still echoing across the Tay, Watters addressed his men. 'All right, gentlemen. I know that you want to remain friendly with your kind sergeant, so I will give you all another little job to do. I am looking for a man named Jones. He is a seaman from Lady of Blackness, and he is missing. If any of you hear anything about him, it is your duty to tell me all you know.'

      Two rows of blank faces stared at him. Watters allowed the request to sink in.

      'All right, clean your rifles, replace them in the racks, and dismiss.'
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        * * *

      

      'So why did you come back to the ranks, Peter?' They sat in the Royal Arch in Broughty, Watters, Tulloch, and Varthley, sharing a quiet pipe and a glass or two of Fowlers Ale.

      Tulloch shrugged. 'There are no jobs for men such as me, Sergeant. I was bored doing nothing, and I might meet somebody that can offer me work. You know what it's like when you've been a soldier; nobody wants to know you.'

      Watters nodded. 'Very well.' He wondered if Tulloch would consider the police as a career. The man was morose but seemed handy enough. 'How about you, Billy?'

      Varthley was younger, slim, with fair hair and intense blue eyes. Alone of all the Volunteers, he had insisted on washing immediately after training. He studied Watters for a few seconds before replying. 'I want the training, Sergeant Watters. I want to be taught how to fight.'

      'Oh?' Tulloch glowered over the rim of his glass. 'If you want to fight, why not join the real army? You'll get all the fighting you need there—India, China, Africa, Russia. You'll fight in every God-forsaken cesspit in the world with the bloody British Army.'

      'I only want to fight for good causes,' Varthley explained, his eyes earnest over the rim of his glass. 'Once I am fully trained, I intend to ship across the Atlantic and join the armies of freedom.' His voice rose slightly. 'I want to help eradicate the evil of slavery from the world, and this is my first step.'

      Tulloch raised his eyebrows. 'Eradicate the evils of slavery? You? God save us all, man, you've still got crib marks on your arse.' He took a noisy swallow from his glass. Watters winced; if Marie had been born a man, she might have done the same as Varthley. For a second, he imagined Marie in the blue uniform of the United States Army. God forbid.

      'Don't you agree, Sergeant Watters? You must agree that slavery is a cardinal sin!' Placing his glass on the scarred wooden top of the table, Varthley stared unblinkingly into Watters's face.

      Watters nodded. 'I don't agree with any form of slavery, Billy. Not the Negro slavery in America or the slavery of enclosing children in factories or the slavery of poverty.' He stopped then for his Chartist ideas were not always accepted. Superintendent Mackay and the respectable folk of Dundee were no friends of such radical thought.

      'Sergeant Watters!' Varthley touched his arm while Tulloch sneered into his glass. 'You are one of us! I thought that I saw the light of truth in your face. Join us, Sergeant; help us free the poor black slaves in America.'

      Watters withdrew. 'I already have a position, Billy. I am a police officer and a Sergeant of Volunteers.'

      'The slaves won't thank you for their freedom.' Tulloch finished his glass and stood up, preparing to leave. 'Get yourself a good woman, Billy; that's your sort.' He nodded to Watters. 'See you at the next parade, Sergeant.'

      'Philistine! I don't deserve a lass yet, not with so many wrongs to right.' Varthley spoke softly, 'But Sergeant Watters, we need men like you.'

      'Wait, now.' Watters held up a hand. 'You speak of “us” and “we.” Who is us?'

      'We are the Dundee and Forfarshire Anti-slavery Alliance!' Varthley spoke as if he expected Watters to recognise the name.

      'Ah.' Watters nodded. It was exactly the sort of organisation of which Marie would have approved. 'I'm curious to know where I should fit in, Billy.'

      'You have military experience, so you can train us even before we get to America. Imagine, Sergeant Watters, what a fully trained body of men could do with you to lead us!'

      'I'm leading nobody.' Watters quenched the youth's enthusiasm. 'If the Frenchies or the Russians invade, I'll fight them, but apart from that, I'm for the quiet life in Dundee, sleeping in my own bed and drinking Dundee beer in a Dundee pub.' Watters grinned. 'Besides, from what I've heard, America has tens of thousands of trained soldiers, all busily slaughtering each other. One more small band would not make much difference.' Swallowing the last of his beer, he slid the glass along the counter. 'I'll give you one piece of advice. Don't put yourself in the way of trouble, lad, for there is always plenty of trouble in the world looking for you.'

      'We cannot just leave the world to its evils, Sergeant Watters.' Varthley sounded so sincere that Watters nearly patted his shoulder. Instead, he smiled.

      'Join the police, Varthley, if you want to fight evil. And now, I'll bid you good night.'
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        * * *

      

      'Tell me what you've found out.' Watters sat at his desk as Scuddamore and Duff stood in front of him.

      'Nothing much, Sergeant,' Duff said. 'We interviewed the two Lascar seamen.'

      'And?' Watters raised his eyebrows.

      'They say they don't know anything, Sergeant.' Duff consulted his notebook. 'The fellow Ghosh was the most talkative; the other fellow could hardly speak English. Ghosh has been sailing with Beaumont's ships for three years now. He said that he always gets treated decent and the food is edible.'

      'Did he see anything useful?' Watters asked.

      'He said he didn't, Sergeant.'

      'How about you, Scuddamore?'

      'I've been looking for this fellow Jones, Sergeant. I've gone through all the publics,' Scuddamore read out a list of the Dundee public houses, 'and the usual houses of ill-repute without any luck. I spoke to all the seamen of Lady of Blackness that we could find and asked about Jones. They all gave the same sort of answer. They worked with Jones, they liked him well enough, but nothing stood out. They thought he was from Wales, some said Cardiff.'

      'I was told he was foreign, maybe from France.' Watters grunted. 'Well, that's a little bit more.' He looked up. 'Right, gentlemen, Jones remains our chief, indeed our only, suspect for the Calcutta murder. It may have been nothing to do with him of course. It could even have been a local man with a grudge. I checked with the shipping company for details, but Jones signed on in Calcutta. Mr Mackay telegraphed the shipping agents in Calcutta; they have him as Richard Jones, nothing else.'

      'He's a bloody ghost,' Scuddamore gave his considered opinion.

      'Keep looking,' Watters said. 'We have a description of sorts. I've telegraphed the police at all the main British seaports with instruction to look out for him, plus all the harbour masters who have a telegraph connection and the major shipping lines.'

      'Do you think we'll catch him, Sergeant?' Duff asked.

      'I can't say. Most small shipping companies would take a stray seaman without questions, whatever name he chooses to use,' Watters said. 'Now, I have other items that may be of interest. There was an unknown man at young Miss Beaumont's wedding reception.'

      'Did you get a description?'

      Watters shook his head. 'I glimpsed him in fading light at a distance. I can tell you he was a youngish man with a splendid set of red whiskers.'

      'It might have been Jones,' Scuddamore said.

      'That thought crossed my mind,' Watters agreed, 'although I can't think why. If the murderer in Calcutta killed a man who was trying to destroy Lady of Blackness, then he may have been friendly to Mr Beaumont. If so, why hide and run away?'

      Scuddamore and Duff looked as blank as Watters felt.

      'I'll leave you to think about that,' Watters said. 'I have more information, which might be very important or mere gossip. I heard that the Caskies were business rivals with Mr Beaumont, and the recent marriage may not have been a love match, although I have no evidence either way.'

      Scuddamore frowned. 'What are you suggesting, Sergeant?'

      'I'm not suggesting anything, Scuddamore. I am ordering you to investigate the Caskies. Check William Caskie in particular, the young man who sits on the Caskie throne. Duff, I want you to find out particulars of the late Mr Caskie's death. See if there was even a hint of anything suspicious about it.'

      'Do you think—' Scuddamore began.

      'I don't think anything,' Watters said. 'All we are doing is gathering facts. While you two are checking on the Caskies, I am going to talk to Mr Beaumont again.' He reached for his hat. 'One more thing, check the Caskies for any connection with France. The French seem to be mentioned a lot just now.'
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          SEPTEMBER 1862, DUNDEE

        

      

    

    
      The newly installed gas lighting hissed quietly in the background, giving an unusually bright glow that Watters found strangely disturbing. 'Are you sure that these precautions are necessary, Sergeant Watters? They seem quite extreme and will cut into my profit.' Beaumont studied the paper that Watters had handed to him. 'Guards at every door of the factory and hourly patrols for the mills would mean extra hands, which would incur more wages to pay.'

      'I am aware of the expense, sir,' Watters agreed, 'but that's two attacks on your mills within a week, plus a murder and possible fire-raising on one of your ships. There was also that red-whiskered fellow at your daughter's wedding. It would be foolish not to take precautions.'

      They were in the drawing room at Mount Pleasant House, with the fire throwing warmth toward them and Morag the maid clearing away the remains of a light tea. Cattanach, Beaumont's clerk, stood at Beaumont's side, his face expressionless and his shoulders bowed in fawning servility. In the opposite corner, Amy Beaumont and Elizabeth Caskie discussed the latest fashions over their embroidery. Their voices intruded on the silence as Beaumont read through Watters's list again.

      'White muslin is so fashionable, Elizabeth.' Amy plied her needle with speed, intending to complete her work faster than her friend.

      'No, no, Amy, it is clear muslin that is the thing nowadays, or perhaps ratlatane, but not Indian cotton stuff in which the poor people disport themselves. Look in the window of Neil's of Reform Street; they have all the latest fashions straight from London, I declare.'

      'Oh, Elizabeth! I wouldn't be seen abroad in Indian cotton! The very idea!' Amy put the back of her hand to her forehead as if she would swoon at the thought.

      Watters hid his smile. He wondered if the histrionics were intended for his benefit or if they were fashionable for teenage girls.

      'And talking about Neil's, did you see that delicious ball robe that they had displayed? And the blue Louisa crepe bonnet? Oh, Elizabeth, I could have died to have worn it!'

      'Blue, Amy? Not quite my colour. No, no, grey is more seemly. Grey crepe grooved and adorned with fresh vernal roses. I saw an absolute gem of a bonnet in that same shop. All decorated with ribbon and field flame and finished with a muslin burnous. Quite lovely.' Elizabeth paused for a second as Amy leaned forward in agreement. 'Of course, Charlotte will have the very best of Paris fashions now, with William's good friends over there.'

      'Oh, Elizabeth,' Amy touched her arm, 'I will be surprised if poor William has much time to spend with Charlotte, the number of letters you write to him.' She laughed, covering her mouth with her fan. 'Scribble, scribble, scribble, all day long.'

      'He has time to write back,' Elizabeth said, with her tone slightly tart, 'so I am sure he will have time for his new bride.' Leaning forward, she whispered something that made Amy giggle, and they resumed their embroidering.

      Watters paid more attention, wondering if he could learn anything about William Caskie. Did William Caskie have friends in France? Here is that French connection again.

      Beaumont put down the list. 'Precautions against what, Sergeant Watters? Do you seriously believe that somebody has a grudge against me?'

      'That is a possibility, sir,' Watters said.

      'One of my business rivals, you mean?' Prosperity had given Beaumont a pronounced paunch without detracting from the sharpness that had made him one of Dundee's leading businessmen. He examined Watters's proposal again, querying every entry. 'I don't believe that is the case, Sergeant Watters. The business community in Dundee is not of that ilk. Mr Cox is a gentleman of the finest water, as are the Baxters. No, no, you must be mistaken. I have given this matter some thought, and I believe it is a coincidence. Only that.'

      'Perhaps so, sir.' Watters thought it would be tactful to give ground. 'And I sincerely hope that you are correct. But in case you are not, we must ensure that your people are aware of the dangers of fire. As you see, I have suggested that you disallow any smoking with the men handing in their pipes and tobacco when they enter the mill.'

      'Oh, this is too much, Sergeant Watters! Damn it all, man; I have a business to run, and now you expect me to nursemaid my staff? It won't do, Sergeant. It won't do at all!' Beaumont threw the papers to the floor, which caused Amy to look up in pretended alarm. She rose from her seat in a whisper of petticoats and rushed across the room.

      'Papa! Don't fret yourself so!' Adjusting her crinoline, she knelt at his side. 'You're just upset because Charlotte is away. I am sure Sergeant Watters would not suggest anything to do you harm, would you, Sergeant Watters?' Her hazel eyes laughed at Watters.

      'We are discussing business, Amy, my dear.' Beaumont's voice changed when he spoke to his daughter. 'It is a minor disagreement, nothing more. Come, Amy, leave this sort of thing to the men. We understand it so much better. You remain with your sewing and piano lessons.'

      'Yes, Papa.' Amy agreed so readily that Watters knew she was about to ask a favour. When Beaumont met his eye and winked, Watters realised that her father also understood his daughter. The crusty businessman had revealed his tender side. 'Papa?' Amy pressed herself against her father and smiled into his eyes, the elfin face as innocent as any child.

      'Yes, Amy?' Mr Beaumont asked.

      'May I crave an indulgence, Papa?'

      'Another, Amy?' Mr Beaumont looked over to Watters in mock despair but could not hide the affection that crinkled the corners of his eyes. 'What do you require of me this time?'

      'I only require your permission, Papa, and perhaps a little something from your wallet.' When Amy widened her eyes in such a manner, she would have melted the heart of a gargoyle.

      'More from my wallet? Amy, you are set to ruin me! Only last week you accompanied Elizabeth to Alyth on the railway at five shillings each for tickets!'

      'Yes, Papa, and what a time we had! It was as fine an autumn day as you ever saw.' Amy widened her eyes even further to emphasise the wonder of that occasion. 'Papa, the waterfall at Reekie Lynn was so majestic! We had to picnic there and be thrilled by the splendid sight!' She lowered her head, eyes closing. 'I was so grateful to you for allowing that indulgence, Papa.'

      'We both were grateful, Mr Beaumont.' Elizabeth slid gracefully over to add her weight to Amy's request. 'It was such an adventure.' She was not as tall as Amy and adopted a superior air that spoke of her twelve months advantage in age. 'But Mr Beaumont, you will never know what Mama said when she heard we were travelling on the railway, quite unescorted.'

      'No, Elizabeth, what did your mother say?'

      Elizabeth giggled and then composed herself as a young lady ought. 'Mama gave us both a long hat pin and told us to be sure and place in between our teeth the second that the train entered a tunnel! She said that some men would take advantage of us and attempt to steal a kiss!'

      'Mmm,' Beaumont shook his head, 'perhaps I should ask Sergeant Watters to accompany you in future.'

      Both girls threw an anxious glance at Watters, who ensured that his face remained without expression. He guessed that they were quite happy to travel unescorted, despite, or possibly because of, the threat from any unknown kiss-stealer.

      Beaumont nodded. 'Just so. And just two days since you were at the Corn Exchange Hall to see some performing artiste?'

      'She was a female Blondin! Quite remarkable. Papa, she wheeled a loaded barrel across a rope that extended from the stage of the hall quite to the ceiling.' Amy opened her mouth in wonder. 'She did not tumble off once!'

      'Not quite the pastimes I would prefer for you, Amy.'

      Watters said nothing. He and Marie had sat at the back of the audience. Amy was correct; the female Blondin had been an outstanding acrobat.

      'So now what favour do you wish, Amy?' Beaumont asked. 'You seem to have quite exhausted the attractions of Dundee.'

      'Elizabeth and I would like to visit the pleasure gardens in Newport, Papa. They are only five minutes from the landing stage, and all the fashionable world of Dundee visit. There is a pavilion for teas and strolls among the lawns with delightful views of the river.' Amy waited hopefully, while Beaumont pretended to consider.

      'All right then, Amy, but you take care on the passage. I'm not sure that all this to-ing and fro-ing is good for a girl.'

      'Yes, Papa.' Amy agreed dutifully until her fingers closed on the two silver crowns that Beaumont extracted from his wallet. 'We are not going until tomorrow forenoon.'

      'I will accept your proposals about the fires, Watters.' With Amy out of the room, Beaumont dropped the formal “Sergeant.” 'In future, I will build, or purchase, only fireproof, iron- framed factories. I'll order my managers to go through each of my premises, ensure that the managers, and even the mill girls, understand the seriousness of fire hazard. I will ensure the hands leave nothing combustible lying around and the mill managers place buckets of water handy.' He glanced at the door, presumably to make sure that Amy was not listening. 'I can't think that the unfortunate death on Lady of Blackness was anything to do with my company. Are you any further forward with your investigations?'

      'Not much, sir,' Watters admitted. 'We are still searching for this fellow Jones.'

      'A lone seaman can vanish quickly,' Beaumont agreed.

      'Before I forget, sir, I would like to congratulate you on your elder daughter's wedding.' Watters started his gentle probing. 'Mr Caskie seems an eminently respectable gentleman.'

      'I would like to think so.' Beaumont was immediately suspicious. 'I presume you mean in contrast to his father.'

      'Was Mr Caskie senior less than respectable?' Watters turned the question.

      'What Mr Caskie was no longer matters,' Beaumont said. 'Let's not speak ill of the dead.' Beaumont's geniality had all but vanished. 'I will say this, Watters, Caskie senior and I did not see eye-to-eye about very much.'

      'I hope that you rub along better with the present William Caskie,' Watters said, 'especially now that you are family.'

      Beaumont stood up. 'William is a different man from his father in every way. He is astute at business and honest in his dealings. I hope you are not suggesting that he is behind the fires in my factories.'

      'I am suggesting nothing, sir,' Watters said.

      'Good.' Beaumont nodded. 'William Caskie is family, and I take my family extremely seriously. Now, Sergeant, I am sure we both have duties to perform.'

      'I'm sure we do, sir.' Watters lifted his hat and cane. 'Please remember what I said about the factories. It may save your business both money and lives.'

      There were more than 120 factory chimneys in Dundee, from the tall, brick constructions whose ornamental summits spoke of urban pride to the old, squat, smoke-blackened structures that belched out black fumes barely ten feet above the tenement roofs. Some chimneys leaned drunkenly to one side; others seemed as solid as the law, but all hinted of the prosperity that had made one section of Dundee society among the wealthiest in Scotland.

      Watters's Chartist leanings came to the surface when he contemplated Dundee's industry. It was because of the factories beneath these chimneys that middle- and upper-class Dundonians could saunter along Reform Street or the High Street, gazing at the splendid shops, or buy the solidly comfortable houses of West Ferry or the Perth Road. The owners ran pony-chaises and travelled first class in the railways, while the workers worked a sixty-hour week of ceaseless labour to earn their keep and precious little else.

      Watters spent the next day asking mill managers about recent fires. There had been no spike in alarms elsewhere in the city; only Beaumont's mills had been affected. In the evenings, Watters toured the docks and public houses asking for Richard Jones with no success at all.

      'What have you found out about Beaumont?' Watters sat at his desk in the police office with his two constables standing in front of him.

      Scuddamore spoke first. 'Beaumont owns five factories and mills through Dundee, but unlike the Cox and Baxter families, they are not concentrated in any single area. Two are near the Scouringburn, one in Lochee, one is on Brown's Street, and one is off the Dens Road.'

      That much Watters knew already. He drummed his fingers on his desk, realised he was aping Mackay, and immediately stopped. 'And Caskie?'

      'The elder Caskie was a bitter man,' Scuddamore said at once. 'Nobody liked him. His foremen drove the hands hard, and he undercut his rivals by paying low wages.'

      'How did he get hands for his mills if he paid badly?'

      'He recruited in Ireland,' Scuddamore said. 'The poor girls didn't know what they were coming to until it was too late.'

      'And the younger Caskie?'

      'William Caskie raised the wages as soon as he took over the company,' Scuddamore said. 'He has business interests in France; something to do with shipping, I believe.'

      Watters noted that down. 'France again,' he said. 'I know that William Caskie has taken his new bride over there. Did you make out a list of the hands who Beaumont's mills have released recently?'

      'Yes, sir,' Duff said. 'There are only three. Two young girls, one aged fourteen who fell asleep at her work, one seventeen-year-old who swore at the supervisor, and a forty-year-old man with a history of drunkenness.' Duff looked up. 'He was named Alexander Mitchell; you might know him.'

      'I know the name,' Watters said. 'I arrested an Alexander Mitchell three months ago for a drunken assault on a prostitute. I'm surprised that Mr Beaumont even employed him. Scuddamore, bring him in for questioning, and Duff, you talk to the young girls. I doubt they are involved, but it's best to make sure.'

      'There is one more thing, Sergeant.' Duff consulted his notebook. 'The day after Lady of Blackness sailed from Calcutta, one of Caskie's ships, Godiva, also sailed. She arrived in Dundee six days earlier than Lady.'

      Watters lifted his head. 'Did you get her crew list?'

      'Yes, Sergeant. All Caskie's vessels have log books that include a list of the crew. I took a copy.'

      'Good man.' Watters glanced at the list that Duff gave him. 'Round them up and question them. I'll speak to the master and mates.'

      Police detective work was like that, Watters thought as he knocked on Captain Bremner's door. From the outside, it looked glamorous and exciting, waging war against crime, protecting the respectable from rogues and blackguards, but most of it was routine and tedious. For every fifty men and women that he questioned, perhaps two would be guilty of some crime, and mostly, it was petty theft or drunkenness.

      Captain Bremner of Godiva was young, vigorous, and helpful. He listened to Watters's questions and responded directly.

      'Yes, I was aware of Lady of Blackness berthed alongside, and yes, I knew of the rivalry between the two companies.' He grinned at that. 'Old Mr Caskie always paid us a bonus if we beat a Beaumont ship to port.'

      'Are you aware that there was a murder on board Lady of Blackness?'

      'I am.' Bremner nodded.

      Watters instinctively liked this man. 'Are you aware there was an attempt to set fire to Lady of Blackness?'

      'I heard the rumours,' Bremner said at once. 'The police found gunpowder and fuses in the hold next to the body.'

      'I'll come straight to the point, Captain Bremner. We think it is possible that somebody working for Mr Caskie may have wanted to damage or sink Lady of Blackness.'

      Bremner was equally direct. 'Why would he want to do that? Godiva is a much faster ship built to young Mr Caskie's French design. Lady of Blackness is the oldest and slowest of the Beaumont fleet; she is no threat to Godiva or any of the Caskie ships.'

      French design? 'The two companies are business rivals,' Watters prompted. 'Perhaps somebody wished to remove the competition.'

      Bremner shook his head. 'No, Sergeant. I am a shipmaster, not a merchant, but as far as I can see, business is sufficiently brisk to ensure profit for everybody.'

      'Do you think it is possible that a member of your crew may have killed the victim?'

      Bremner screwed up his face as he considered his reply. 'Seamen have been known to brawl, Sergeant, particularly after a drink or two, and the crews of different ships sometimes fall out on shore. I won't say that did not happen, but I can't see why one of my men should have boarded Lady of Blackness. There would be no reason for it.'

      'Can you vouch for your hands, Captain?'

      Again, Bremner screwed up his face. 'No, Sergeant. They were a decent enough bunch, the usual mixture of experienced Sou' Spainers, Lascars, men looking for a passage home, and keen youngsters.'

      'Were they the same men you had on the outward passage?'

      'Mostly,' Bremner said. 'We always lose a few men in Calcutta, some Lascars return home, and some men don't leave the brothels in time. We contact one of the crimps—that's the boarding masters—and make up the numbers that way. I use three-fingered Ned normally.'

      Watters nodded. That was a fair answer. Boarding masters, or crimps, were the usual port-of-call for shipmasters desperate to get crew. The boarding master or his women would welcome any stray seaman into his den, offer them drink, food, and female company for as long as their wages lasted. The moment the money ran out, the boarding master would hand the seaman over to any shipmaster that paid the required amount.

      'We do what we have to do,' Captain Bremner said.

      Watters's liking for this uncomplicated seaman intensified. 'Thank you, Captain. You have been very helpful.'

      What had he learned? He now knew that William Caskie had no pressing commercial reason to attack Beaumont's ship in Calcutta. Was there a personal reason? He would have to dig deeper. He had also confirmed William Caskie's French connection. It was not much of a step forward after a full day's labour, but it was something.
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      Doctor Musgrave looked up as Watters entered the chill chamber. 'You'll be here about the body.'

      'I am.' Watters looked around the mortuary. It was clean and smelled of soap with three oil-filled lanterns casting a gentle light.

      'Your man was too badly damaged for me to ascertain the exact cause of death.' Doctor Musgrave smiled through his beard. 'I'm sorry, Sergeant; I know that is not what you wish to hear.'

      'No, Doctor,' Watters said. 'Can you tell me anything that might help my enquiries?'

      'Not much.' The doctor lifted a thin sheaf of notes from a shelf and leafed through them. 'This unhappy fellow was five-foot-eleven, well made, brown-haired, and about thirty years old. He was muscular enough but with soft hands.' The doctor lifted the body's arms and ran his fingers over the palm of the hand. 'You see? There are no calluses; your victim was no seaman.'

      'No seaman? I wonder what he was doing on board a ship then.'

      'That is hardly my province, Sergeant Watters.' Doctor Musgrave replaced the hand.

      'I know that, Doctor. Do you have a list of his injuries?'

      'Yes.' The doctor turned over the pages in his notes and read out a long list of broken, splintered, and crushed bones. 'And finally, one deep and very narrow puncture wound in his neck that might have been caused by a loose spike in one of the bales.'

      Watters stored that information away for future reference. 'Thank you, Doctor.' He glanced at the fragmented human mess that lay face up on the marble slab. 'Do you have his clothes? I'd like to examine them.'

      'The pockets were empty,' the doctor said.

      'Yes, Doctor. Do you have them, please?'

      As Watters had already discovered, the man's clothes were of good quality but well used. 'It's as if he was once a wealthy, or at least a comfortably-off, man who has fallen on hard times,' Watters said.

      Doctor Musgrave nodded without interest. 'Hard times indeed.'

      'Thank you, Doctor.' Watters nodded. 'That's one more mystery in this very mysterious case. Lifting the sleeves of the man's shirt and jacket to his nose, Watters sniffed. 'Gunpowder,' he said. 'I found gunpowder on the deck of the hold, so now I know this unfortunate fellow put it there, or at least was involved in some way.'

      Again the doctor expressed supreme indifference.

      Watters checked the lining of the jacket, feeling nothing. Using his penknife, he slit the lining and turned the material inside out. 'Empty,' he said. 'Sometimes professional thieves conceal items inside the lining, or the odd coin or personal belonging slips through a hole in the pocket. Not in this case. There is nothing here. This fellow has nothing to help identify him.'

      'Is that not usual if he's been robbed?' Doctor Musgrave asked.

      'Maybe that's all it was, Doctor,' Watters said. 'Maybe this was a simple case of robbery, and the gunpowder was coincidental.' He looked up with his lip curled in a half-smile. 'Except that I don't believe in coincidences, especially in cases of murder.'

      'You have work to do, Sergeant.'

      'I have. Could you have these forwarded to the police office, please?'

      'I'm a doctor, not a letter carrier,' Doctor Musgrave said. 'If you want them, send a man to collect them.'

      Watters nodded, knowing that the doctor was correct. 'I'll send one of my criminal officers,' he said. 'Now, Doctor Musgrave, I have another question to ask you. Do you remember the manner of Mr Caskie's demise?'

      Doctor Musgrave frowned. 'Yes, I remember Mr Caskie's death,' he said. 'It was a terrible thing; a man struck down in his prime.'

      Watters held Musgrave's gaze. 'Was there anything suspicious about the death, Doctor?'

      'Suspicious?' Doctor Musgrave's frown deepened. 'No, there was nothing suspicious. The poor fellow's heart gave out on him, probably due to nervous exhaustion. These businessmen have a terrible life with all the burden of responsibility they carry.'

      Watters thought of Mount Pleasant and the luxurious Pitcorbie Estate. 'They must suffer dreadfully,' he said. 'Did you perform an autopsy?'

      'An autopsy on Mr Caskie? Indeed no, there was no need for such a thing.'

      Watters grunted. 'Was there no suspicion at all of foul play? No suggestion of poison perhaps?'

      'Absolutely none!' Doctor Musgrave shook his head. 'Mr Caskie was a respectable and much-loved businessman, one of Dundee's finest.'

      'Thank you, Doctor.' Watters lifted his hat; he would make no progress here. He stepped into the street, took a deep breath of the smoky atmosphere, and coughed. Now he had more complications, more questions, and no answers. The dead man had soft hands and quality clothing. He might have been a gentleman down on his luck or an office clerk who played with gunpowder. Taking a practise golf swing with his cane, Watters tried to make sense of everything. The murder victim had certainly not been a seaman with a grudge. Lining up a stone, Watters hit it against the wall and frowned. He sighed, realised that two women were watching him with expressions of curiosity, straightened up, and marched away with as much dignity as he could muster. His golf would have to wait until he had solved this case.
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      The roads in Dundee seemed busier than usual as Watters travelled to Lochee to interview Mr Milne, the mate of Godiva. Coal carts clattered at every junction, a string of Cameron's wagons pulling away from Thomas Moodie's hotel at Hood's Close, beside the Murraygate, and jute carts everywhere, with pieces of the brittle material breaking off and littering the streets. Beaumont had told him that the war in America was good for business, with the Union army demanding as many jute horse blankets, sandbags, and gun covers as Dundee could ship out. Watters had heard one of the Baxter clan describing his factory as “better than a gold mine” and had raised his eyebrows at the profit figures that were quoted. With so much wealth being generated, he thought, the mill owners could perhaps pay their hands a decent wage.

      By the time Watters reached Lochee, two miles outside Dundee proper, the onset of darkness seemed to increase the unceasing racket from the mills. Nodding to the Lamplighter, who was just beginning his evening work, Watters fumbled in his pocket for his pipe, stuffed down tobacco with his thumb, and swore when he realised that he did not have a match.

      Watters did not know Lochee well. He looked around for a shop he could buy a match. He found fleshers, bakers, general stores, and even a music teacher but no match seller.

      'Blasted Lochee,' Watters said as his craving for tobacco increased. 'Normally, I am plagued by wee lassies selling the damned things, and when I want one, there are none to be seen.'

      Watters stomped down the street, coughing as the reek of the sewage-choked Lochee Burn caught the back of his throat. He waved a hand to try to clear the smoky atmosphere. There were mills everywhere, with East or Burnside Mill, Pitalpin Mill, Cox's huge Camperdown Linen Works, West Mill, and Beaumont's own Bon Vista Mill. Like Dundee, Lochee was noisy with carters carrying their loads of jute, others with building materials, lime, and the essential coal for the steam-powered works, while the railway trains also rattled past, spreading smoke smuts into the air.

      At last, Watters saw a shop standing snug at a corner of the High Street with gold lettering across the window announcing Foote's Tobacconist: quality tobacco and cigars.

      'A packet of Lucifers, please.' Watters threw a copper half-penny down on the shop counter.

      The shopkeeper shook his head. 'Sorry. We've sold out.'

      'Sold out of Lucifers?' Watters wondered what sort of shop could sell out of such an essential commodity. He shrugged; with so many mill workers in the area, maybe they needed the solace of tobacco. 'A box of Palmer's Vesuvians then.' He did not really like these matches, which were too quick burning and unpredictable for pipe smokers, but beggars could not be choosers; he desperately needed a smoke.

      The shopkeeper shook his head. 'Sorry again. None left.' He was a tall, calm-faced man with a bald head that shone under the smoky lantern.

      Watters grunted and left without another word. He wondered if the drizzle had driven the match sellers off the street, entered another tobacconist, to be told the same sad tale. 'Sorry, mate. I've just sold my entire stock, not an hour since.'

      'What was it? A mad rush by the quarry workers?' Watters was not in the best of temper, and being deprived of his tobacco made him worse. 'What sort of place is this Lochee anyway?'

      'It's the sort of place where people work hard for a living and don't ask stupid questions!' The shopkeeper was clearly not a man to be easily subdued. 'No, one fellow bought all my matches.'

      'All of them?' Watters shook his head incredulously. 'In God's name, why?'

      The shopkeeper shrugged. 'How should I know? Maybe he collects them. Maybe he wants to sell them on the streets. Maybe he's scared that he runs out. Who cares?'

      Watters started. 'Or maybe he wants to start a fire.' He hesitated for a second, thinking of the mysterious blazes in Mr Beaumont's mills. 'Did he say anything to you? Anything at all?'

      'Of course, he did. He said: “give me all the matches you have.” What do you think he was, a bloody mute?'

      'No, I didn't think that. What was this fellow like? Tall, short, fat, thin?'

      'He was like a customer.' The shopkeeper leaned closer. 'Look, are you going to buy anything or just ask questions? I've got a business to run.'

      'I'll come back later.' Watters was already leaving as he spoke. 'When do you shut?'

      'Midnight and not a second later!' The shopkeeper shook his head and wiped his hands on his already stained apron as his door banged shut. Watters hurried away; Mr Milne's interview would have to wait. A man buying hundreds of matches might mean danger for Mr Beaumont.

      One of the smallest mills in Dundee, Beaumont's Bon Vista was a converted water-powered mill hard by the Lochee Burn. Watters heard the refrain of the machinery before he reached the plain, near-windowless walls. More profit, more profit, more profit. Again and again, the looms repeated the same phrase, more profit, more profit, so that Watters wondered how the workers endured the ceaseless racket yet still retained their concentration.

      There was an enclosing wall of massive sandstone pierced by iron gates, which were swung wide open to permit the passage of the jute wagons. Those coming in carried bales of raw jute straight from the ships in the dock. Those leaving carried sandbags and sacking, wagon covers, and rough canvas for half of Britain and most of the developing world. Mr Beaumont would have these items loaded onto ships for the war in the United States and the expanding colonies of Australia, Canada, and South Africa.

      Watters dashed into the Bon Vista. 'Where's the manager?'

      The watchman barely looked up. 'Through the door and up the stairs, mate.'

      Watters glanced at the man and pushed into the mill where the bustle was worse. Rows of cop winders in the spinning department kept their heads down as they worked. Their hair was tied up to keep loose strands from falling into the fast-moving machinery, their hands busy as young children darted beneath the machines to retrieve any loose pieces of material. The noise was deafening with moving belts spiralling at an appalling rate amidst the constant grind and rattle of the machines. Yet all the time, the exhausted-looking women spoke in high-pitched, nearly nasal accents that could be heard even above the noise.

      Watters flinched at this reality of Beaumont's wealth. The labours of these women created the fortune that had built Mount Pleasant House and allowed Miss Amy to indulge herself in pleasure trips to Reekie Linn and Newport. The sweat and toil of these children made the profit that paid for straw bonnets and the most fashionable clothes from London.

      More profit. More profit.

      'Hi! Who are you?' An overseer approached Watters. Stocky and bold, he pushed past the women. 'Who said you could come in here?'

      Well done, Watters thought and said, 'I am Sergeant Watters of the Dundee Police. Where is your manager?'

      The overseer's manner changed at once. 'The manager is this way, Sergeant.' He led Watters up a flight of wooden steps to the upper level, where the mill's offices provided a view of the shop floor.

      The manager was a Mr Cosgrove, weary-eyed, smart in a dark jacket, and with hair long enough to be fashionable in an earlier age. He greeted Watters squarely but listened with growing concern as Watters explained his suspicions.

      'Fire-raising in my mill?' Cosgrove looked down at his workers. 'We must evacuate. I'll get the girls out at once. I won't risk any of them getting hurt.'

      'But Mr Cosgrove,' one of his assistants protested, 'we'll lose money. We might jeopardise the orders.'

      'I'd rather jeopardise the orders than risk the lives of my people.'

      'If you'll excuse me for saying, Mr Cosgrove, I have another suggestion.' Watters knew that a police sergeant had no authority to give orders to a mill manager, but he hoped that Mr Cosgrove would listen to what he said. 'Rather than send the women outside, could you not use them? Nobody knows the mill better than you do, but these women will know their own areas well enough. They could help search for anything suspicious, such as a pile of matches.'

      Cosgrove shook his head. 'Some would panic, and panicking workers amidst moving machinery?' He paused to allow Watters time to picture the results. 'I won't hazard my hands. The women furthest from the door will be released first,' he looked at Watters and hardened his voice, 'with no loss of pay. The overseers and managers will search the premises. And Sergeant Watters,' the friendly approach was gone, 'you had better be correct. This is a competitive industry, and Mr Beaumont will not appreciate a drop in profits. He will be only too happy to inform Superintendent Mackay if your warning has lost him income.'

      The women grumbled as they filed out, some because they did not understand 'what all the fuss was about,' others because they 'wanted to finish their shift,' but most because complaining was virtually the only entertainment that they had. Not until the women had clattered into the smoky rain outside did Cosgrove begin the search. He was systematic, dividing his mill into areas and sending each man to scour the section that he knew best.

      Cosgrove glanced at his watch. 'Thank the Lord it's Saturday,' he said. 'Early finishing; the girls would be lousing in an hour anyway. We're not losing too much working time.'

      Watters could only follow the searchers as they peered in dark corners and swung lanterns to illuminate the normally hidden spaces beneath machinery. There was something almost uncanny about the emptying mill, with sounds echoing and the slow ticking of machinery as it cooled down. The smell of jute permeated everything, together with hot oil and the perspiration of fifty female bodies.

      'Anything?' Watters was unsure whether he wanted to be proved right or to find that he was mistaken and Mr Beaumont was not the target of some unknown arsonist.

      'Not yet.' Cosgrove shook a tired head. 'We've only the yard to check now and the loading bays where the jute arrives.'

      Watters followed. He must be sure that everything was done correctly, for if there were another fire at this mill, he would now be held responsible. If there was anything wrong, he had to locate it.

      The loading bay was a gloomy place, thick with the smell of jute. There were machinery parts stored in obscure corners, kegs of whale oil, spare leather belts for the weaving shop, and coiled rope for attaching bales of jute to the flat carts.

      'Aye, Sergeant Watters,' the stocky overseer said, 'this is where it all happens. This is the most important part of the mill.'

      'This is where the carters have access.' Watters looked around. 'So this is probably the place where a visitor would plant his combustibles. I want everybody down here, Mr Cosgrove, and I want every corner searched. Every corner! If there is anything wrong, it will be here.'

      Watters could sense the resentful glares of the overseers behind his back as he drove them on. 'Come on, lads! This is not just extra work; this could be your livelihood or even your lives!'

      'There had better be overtime for this,' one thin-faced man grumbled. 'We're well past lousing time.'

      Ignoring the moans, Cosgrove signalled to Watters. 'We're nearly done, Sergeant Watters. Only the boiler room now, where the coal is stored.'

      Watters nodded. 'Lead on, Mr Cosgrove!'

      Knowing his mill, it did not take Cosgrove long to search out the most likely places for a fire to start. 'Sergeant Watters! Here!' Cosgrove lifted a strong hand. 'Look at this!'

      Somebody had emptied hundreds of matches into two wooden boxes. Each box had been soaked in whale oil and then placed beneath the massive piles of coal that waited to be shovelled into the boilers.

      'This is our reserve supply,' Mr Cosgrove said. 'We won't be using this unless all the other coal is gone.' He shook his head. 'Anyway, they won't cause a fire like that.' He looked to Watters for an explanation.

      'Indeed not,' Watters agreed. 'But I'll wager whoever put them there will return tonight and set light to them.' He looked at the coal, which seemed to rise forever into the gloom of the building. 'How much of this stuff do you use, for goodness sake?'

      'This was a water-powered mill, Sergeant, until Mr Beaumont converted it only a few years back. He uses one large chimney so that the smoke is high above the buildings. You'll have heard about the Smoke Act, of course?'

      Watters nodded. Mr Beaumont had complained about the Government Act that ordered as little smoke as possible in the belief that it was harmful. As if smoke could hurt anybody.

      'Yes? Well, this mill chimney has sixteen boilers, each with two furnaces. They work for sixty hours a week, from six on Monday morning until three on Saturday afternoon. That is the same hours as the girls work, of course, and in that time, the boilers consume 200 tons of coal.'

      'Does the coal arrive by wagon?'

      'Yes, we have a constant stream of coal wagons bringing it in.'

      'Do you have a single supplier? Or do you use multiple suppliers?' Watters looked around the boiler room. 'Are the cart drivers employed by Mr Beaumont or merely contractors?' He wondered how many people had access to this mill. Between mill girls and carters, engineers and coal carriers, it seemed that half of Dundee could come and go as they pleased.

      Cosgrove shook his head. 'The carters are contracted. The ships bring coal from Tayport, or the Tyne, and carters carry it here. We have our regulars, but if somebody offers it cheap, we'll take their offer. We can hardly get enough coal.'

      'So I see.' Watters shook his head, trying to imagine a fire amidst all this fuel. With the coal and combustible whale oil together with the inevitable mill waste, the building was an invitation to any fire-raiser.

      'But who would do this? Why would anybody wish to burn down a mill?' Cosgrove wondered.

      'That is something I would like to know,' Watters said. 'We believe it might be a business rival or somebody with a grudge against Mr Beaumont.'

      Cosgrove looked genuinely surprised. 'Why that should be I cannot imagine. Mr Beaumont is the kindest man imaginable, charitable to a fault and paternalistic to a degree. Why, Mr Watters, only last year he allowed my mill girls a day trip to Broughty Ferry by rail and paid for it himself! Out of the profits of this mill! And every Christmas, he has the mill managers and some of the staff to his house for lunch. Surely nobody would dislike Mr Beaumont.'

      Watters nodded. What Mr Cosgrove said made sense. He had never heard anybody say a bad word against Beaumont. Within the limits of profit, he was a conscientious employer who cared for his workers. The seamen on his ships were as well fed as any British sailor, while his factory workers enjoyed wage levels that equalled anybody in the industry. Even his business rivals seemed to respect him.

      'There must be some other reason for the attacks, Mr Cosgrove, but we'll find out what later.' Watters thought for a moment. 'Dismiss the men. Tell the watchman to have an early night. I will remain here and wait for the fire-raiser.'

      Marie will hate me being away on a Saturday night, but it can't be helped. As long as I'm with her for the church tomorrow.

      'I'll do as you wish,' Mr Cosgrove said at once. 'I'll see the wife will find you some food. It could be a long night.'

      Mrs Cosgrove did better, sending along great hunks of bread and cheese to sustain Watters in his vigil.

      'Thank you.' Watters settled into the darkest corner of the loading bay to watch the spot where the matches had been left. It was a dismal wait, listening to the churning of the nearby Lochee Burn and the drunken yells of a few revellers, but by eleven, the night was quiet, with only the patter of rain against the windows. Twice Watters heard movement, but the first alarm was the gatekeeper's wife trudging to her outside toilet, and the second was a squabble among the resident rats. Apart from that, the night was uneventful.

      When the dark gradually faded, Watters knew that his night had been wasted. Scribbling a short note in the pocketbook that he carried, he stretched his legs with a walk to Lochee High Street, handed the note to a beat constable, and resumed his position within the loading bay. It was entirely possible that the fire-raiser had been scared off, but Watters was determined not to leave his post until he was quite satisfied. Settling down, he allowed the hours to pass.

      Marie will know I am working. She won't like it, but she will understand. It's Sunday, the mill is empty, a perfect day for a fire-raiser to come. I will be here, waiting.

      At about noon, the gatekeeper's wife brought him another welcome hunk of bread and cheese. He thanked her, wishing that Duff or Scuddamore would relieve him, closed his eyes, and failed to fight off his fatigue.

      'Sergeant Watters?' Scuddamore looked as if he had been running hard. He loosened the buttons beneath the leather stock at his neck before he spoke. 'Mr Mackay sends his respects, Sergeant, and says I have to take over from you here.' Scuddamore lowered his voice. 'Mackay says you've to go to Beaumont's house at Mount Pleasant. Miss Amy Beaumont has been attacked.'

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER EIGHT


          

          MOUNT PLEASANT HOUSE: SEPTEMBER 1862

        

      

    

    
      'Sergeant Watters!' Mr Beaumont grasped Watters's hand. 'Thank God you've come, man. It's Amy!'

      Beaumont was dishevelled, with no tie at his neck and his waistcoat incorrectly buttoned. He held a bandana handkerchief in his hand, which he alternately squeezed and wrapped around his knuckles.

      'Is she badly hurt?' Watters asked. 'Where is she?' Watters instinctively fingered his neck for there was a great spate of garrotting attacks across the country. It was common practice for a pair of assailants to approach their victim from behind, and while one slipped a noose around his or her neck, the other would bludgeon them into submission.

      'I sent her to her bed, Mr Watters, as soon as she arrived, and she lies there still, all a-swoon; I shouldn't wonder. Oh dear Lord, I wish her mother was still here!'

      'May I see her?' Watters hesitated for only a second. 'Morag can remain in the room at the same time.'

      'Morag? What has my maid to do with this?' Beaumont looked confused for a second until he realised that Watters was asking to visit his daughter in her bedroom. 'Oh, of course.' He gave Watters one hard glance then shook his head. 'I trust you, Sergeant, of course, I do. Dammit, man, you're a married man and a police detective!'

      Beaumont led Watters up the stairs to Amy's bedroom, tapped gently on the door, and turned the floral-decorated china handle. He peeped in. 'Amy, here's Sergeant Watters to see you. Are you fit and decent?'

      'Yes, Father.' Amy's voice was weak. 'Send him in.'

      Amy lay beneath a pile of covers with her head propped on three pillows. Her dishevelled hair covered half her face. She looked up as her father and Watters entered. 'Oh, Sergeant Watters, I'm so glad that you've come.'

      A confusion of clothing covered the only chair in the room, so Watters knelt awkwardly beside the bed. He noticed the smelling salts on the bedside table and the crumpled cloak that lay discarded on the floor. 'Can you speak, Amy?'

      'Yes.' Amy struggled to sit up. When Watters put out a hand to help her, she gripped his arm. 'It was quite exciting really, Sergeant Watters, but a bit scary.'

      'Exciting!' Beaumont exploded the word. 'Exciting! You could have been killed! My God, Watters, I'll never let her out of my sight again! I'll never forgive myself, allowing her to traipse around the countryside unescorted.'

      'Father, don't distress yourself so!' Amy said. 'Nobody got hurt, and it was only one man.'

      Watters waited until she was settled. 'Tell me exactly what happened, Miss Beaumont. Start from the beginning. Don't leave anything out.'

      'Well.' Amy patted the outside of the coverlet with her hands, smiled to Watters, and straightened her hair so it fashionably covered the left side of her face. 'Goodness, I must look a mess. Could you pass over my hairbrush, Father, and a mirror?'

      'Later. Tell us what happened now, Amy.'

      'All right.' Amy contented herself by clawing her fingers through her hair. 'Well, after church, Elizabeth and I caught the Newport Ferry; the river was a little choppy, and the weather was damp, so we had to shelter a bit, but that was all right. I thought Elizabeth would be a better sailor than me, with all her travelling experience, but she was not.' Amy looked pleased with the frailty of her friend.

      'And then?' Mr Beaumont was a patient father, but there was a slight edge in his voice as he prompted Amy.

      'I'm coming to it, Father!' Amy threw him a cross look before continuing. 'We went to the pleasure gardens to admire the views. We both had a cup of tea and some delicious cakes, but then we walked to the far side of the village so that Elizabeth could show off her new parasol. That was when we saw the man watching us.'

      'What sort of man?' Watters asked. 'Could you describe him, please?'

      'Oh, I don't know; he was just a man. He was not tall, quite handsome in a weak-faced way, if a little, well, common.' Amy shrugged. 'He was just a man, really.'

      'And then?' Beaumont looked towards Watters. 'Did he touch you? Threaten you? Or anything else?'

      Amy's eyes opened slightly wider, and her mouth began to tremble. When Watters saw the marks where she had been biting her lips, he reasoned that Amy's casualness was only a front. He saw the tracks of fresh tears down her face and knew she had either been genuinely frightened or was a superb actress.

      'I know this must be hard, Miss Beaumont, but we're here now. Please tell us everything that you can remember, and I'll do all that I can to make things better. Now, tell me what happened?'

      Amy began to cry; great tears rolled slowly down her face to drip from the end of her elfin chin. She dashed them away with her right hand, apologising for her 'silliness' until Beaumont wiped her face with his neckerchief.

      'Come now, Amy. I'm not angry with you. Please tell me. Tell your old father, who loves you dearly.'

      Taking a deep breath, Amy looked away. 'We were just walking, looking at the view up the Firth, and Elizabeth was twirling her parasol when a man appeared from the shrubbery.' She hesitated for a second and looked at Watters. Her eyes filled again, so her father leaned forward. He gently dabbed her tears with his handkerchief. 'There, I'm all silly again.'

      'Nonsense. You take your time,' Watters said.

      'He came right up to me, and said, “Are you Beaumont's young lass?” '

      Watters said nothing.

      Amy continued. 'I said, “Yes, that's me,” and smiled to him. I smiled nicely, Father; I did not do anything to make him angry.' Amy looked worried.

      'I believe you, Amy.' Beaumont touched her shoulder. 'Carry on now, Amy. What did the man do next?'

      'Well, he walked toward us, and suddenly, he sort of lunged. Like this!' Amy jerked forward in bed, her hair flopping loose and her hand reaching out. 'He grabbed at me, swearing. Oh, Father, his language was horrible! Then he slapped me.'

      Watters kept all expression from his face. 'Did he indeed? He slapped you?'

      'Yes. Here.' There were more tears as Amy pushed back her hair to reveal a red mark on the left side of her face. 'He said, “Creatures like you should not be allowed to walk, not when your father is encouraging so much suffering in the world!” Then he ran away.'

      Now Amy began to cry in earnest, deep sobs that shook her entire body so that Beaumont roughly pushed Watters aside and took her in his arms.

      Watters waited until Beaumont had comforted her. Only after a full ten minutes did he again kneel at the side of the bed. 'I know that this is hard, Miss Beaumont, but try to describe the man that attacked you. Tell me everything that you can: face, height, speech, anything.'

      'There was nothing, Mr Watters. He was so ordinary.'

      'Height?'

      'About the same as you.'

      'He was about five-foot-eleven, then. Build? Was he fat, thin, normal?'

      Amy shook her head. 'I don't know. Normal, maybe thinner than you.' She fought another bout of tears. 'Except, he smelled strange. Like a woman.'

      'Like a woman? What do you mean?' Beaumont stared at Watters. 'Could it have been a woman in disguise?'

      'No, nothing like that. He had a man's voice and face. But he smelled,' Amy struggled to remember, 'clean. He smelled of soap. Not of tobacco and leather, like you both do. He was soapy.'

      'He smelled of soap.' Watters rose slowly. 'And he said that Mr Beaumont was encouraging suffering.'

      Amy nodded.

      'I won't keep you long now, Amy. This man, could you tell me everything you remember about him. Any little detail would help. Take your time.'

      'Yes, Sergeant.' Amy looked at her father as if for inspiration. 'He was not old. Not really old.'

      Watters nodded. 'About fifty, then, would you say? Or about forty? Or maybe the same age as your father?'

      'Oh, no!' Amy shook her head, looking like a dog emerging from a puddle. 'He was nothing like as old as Father. He was maybe twenty-eight or thirty at most.'

      'About ten years older than you then, Miss Beaumont.' Watters wrote the details in his notebook. 'What colour was his hair, would you say?'

      'Dirty,' Amy shook her head. 'I would be ashamed to have hair like that.'

      'I am sure you would be,' Mr Beaumont said, 'but that was not what the sergeant asked.'

      'Blond,' Amy said at once, shaking her head. 'I don't like blond-haired men. I hope my husband is tall and dark and…' she looked at her father, flushed, and closed her mouth.

      Watters frowned. 'Late twenties to thirty, blond-haired, and smelling of soap, you say?'

      'Yes, Sergeant Watters.'

      'Thank you, Miss Beaumont.' Watters stood up. 'I am not sure I understand this man's comments about you, Mr Beaumont. Amy told us that he said, “Creatures like you should not be allowed to walk, not when your father is encouraging so much suffering in the world.” Do you have any idea what he might be referring to?'

      Beaumont screwed up his face. 'I cannot think of anything, Sergeant Watters.'

      'Do you think it may be because you are trading with the Confederate States of America, the Slave States?' Watters prompted.

      'I am a merchant,' Beaumont said. 'I trade for profit. I don't know anything about slavery.'

      'Of course not, sir. Thank you.' Watters snapped shut his notebook. 'Thank you, Amy, you have been a great help.'

      Beaumont followed Watters out of Amy's bedroom. 'I think you know who this blackguard is, Watters?'

      'I believe I might,' Watters said. 'I am not sure. If I am right, I am going to make sure that he does not bother Amy, or any other young girl, again.' Watters came to a sudden decision. 'Mr Beaumont, I have some arrangements to make. Could you keep Amy indoors for the next day or so?' He waited until Beaumont nodded before continuing.

      'Good. Tell Amy that I will send in a policeman to speak to her again. Until then, keep your servants alert for strangers. Don't allow anybody into Mount Pleasant unless you know them well.' Lifting his hat, Watters marched out of the house, fighting his tiredness.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER NINE


          

          LOCHEE: SEPTEMBER 1862

        

      

    

    
      'Anything happened?' Watters asked as he returned to the Bon Vista mill. He felt better after taking a detour to speak to Marie. He had eaten, shaved, and picked up his revolver.

      Scuddamore tried to hide his pipe as he stood up from his chair. 'No, Sergeant. It's as quiet as the grave here.'

      'I'll take over again,' Watters said. 'Go back to your normal duty.'

      'Yes, Sergeant.' Scuddamore hurried away.

      Ignoring the pipe smoke that Scuddamore had left in his wake, Watters sank onto the chair. He checked his watch; the hours were slowly ticking past. Night again fell, accompanied by a light, chilling rain.

      This attack on Amy was a worrying new development. If the murder on Lady of Blackness, the attempts at fire-raising, and the assault on Amy were related, then somebody undoubtedly was pursuing a feud against Beaumont. Waiting for the fire-raiser was insufferably tedious, but it might provide the key to the entire case. Watters considered that if he were lucky, the fire-raiser might also be the murderer. He checked his watch. It was nearly three in the morning, the hour when people were at their lowest ebb.

      Watters heard the slight click somewhere in the dark. Had that been a rat? Or had it been the mill cat chasing a mouse? Or had the rising wind knocked something against one of the windows? Gripping his cane more tightly, Watters felt the reassuring weight of the revolver inside his coat.

      Come on in; I'm waiting for you.

      The click sounded again, followed quickly by a thin beam of light. Watters nodded; somebody had entered the mill with a bull's eye lantern fitted with a shutter. The shutter could be moved to regulate the light the lantern emitted. Watters kept still, allowing the intruder free range. He watched the light play along the heaps of coal and the immaculate machinery until it paused on the broken match-heads.

      Time to move.

      Rising quietly from his chair, Watters took two steps forward, halting when he heard the murmur of voices.

      There was more than one intruder. That could make things awkward. Flexing his grip on his cane, Watters took another three steps. The rasp of a Lucifer was followed by the sudden flare of a match. Wavering orange-yellow light reflected on the grimy faces of two boys.

      'Stop right there!' Watters shouted. He saw the flame fall as the nearest boy dropped his match. The lantern light swung round to focus on Watters's face. 'Dundee Police!'

      The second boy swore. 'Run! It's a bluebottle!' He dropped the lantern, which rolled onto its side, casting its thin beam of light across the floor.

      'Not so fast, you little blackguards!' Watters strode forward, cursing as he saw a burst of flame from the pile of match-heads. Taking a running kick, he scattered the combustibles across the floor and stamped out the fire. By the time he looked up, the two boys had fled, each in a different direction.

      'Not so fast!' Chasing after the nearer of the two, Watters grabbed a handful of the boy's shirt. 'Got you, you little devil!'

      The boy wriggled free, leaving Watters with his shirt as a prize. Swearing, Watters lunged forward, taking hold of the boy's greasy hair. The boy yelled, struggling in Watters's grip.

      'Now where's your friend.' Dragging his foully protesting prize behind him, Watters was in time to see the second boy clamber swiftly up the inside of the door to a tiny fanlight and wriggle half-way through. Swinging his cane, Watters caught the boy a smarting cut across his backside. The boy yelped shrilly as he vanished outside.

      You'll remember that, my fine little fellow. I wish I could have given you more.

      Retaining his grip on the first boy's hair, Watters lifted him bodily off the ground. 'Right, my lad,' he said. 'You're coming to the police office with me, and you're going to do a lot of talking.'

      'I never done nothing!' The boy wriggled, both hands holding his hair. 'I never done nothing.'
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        * * *

      

      'What's that you have there, Watters?' Sergeant Anstruther was tall and blond with a scar across his chin.

      'A young fire-raiser,' Watters said.

      'A fire-raiser, is he?' Anstruther shook his head. 'You've spent two nights and half the police resources, and all you can catch is a ten-year-old boy? I could pick up half a dozen young tykes down the Overgate within half an hour.'

      'Oh, he's more than just a fire-raising little tyke.' Watters gave the boy a none-too-gentle shake. 'He's the key that's going to unlock my whole case. Come on, my lad, and we'll have a talk. We have a fine cell just waiting for you.'

      The cells were stark, clean, and cold, with a tiny, barred window set high in the wall and a peep-hole in the door. Watters bundled the boy inside.

      'Is that the fire-raiser?' Duff had followed Watters to the cells.

      'This is he,' Watters confirmed.

      'He doesn't look like much.' Duff banged the cell door shut.

      Watters released the boy, who crawled onto the plank bed and sat there with his arms folded across his knees. His big eyes were half-pleading and half-defiant.

      'Seven years transportation they get for fire-raising.' Duff planted his back against the door. 'Seven years in Australia with the snakes and tigers and murderers. Do you think he'll survive that, Sergeant?'

      'Not for a minute,' Watters said. 'They eat little blackguards like him over there. They skin them alive and eat them raw.' He forced what he hoped was an unfeeling laugh. 'What's your name, boy?'

      The boy looked from Watters to Duff and back. He said nothing.

      Duff laughed. 'He's another of the suddenly silent ones,' he said. 'Are you going to torture him, Sergeant? The rack or red-hot iron?'

      Watters grunted. 'We'll try asking him nicely first. What's your name, boy? I won't ask you a third time.'

      'Willie.' The boy looked as if he was trying to burrow into the brick wall behind him.

      'Right, Willie.' Watters stood over him. 'What's your last name?'

      Willie shrugged. 'Dunno,' he said. 'I'm just Willie. A'body calls me Willie.'

      'What's your father's name?' Duff asked.

      'Dunno,' Willie said. 'I never met him.'

      'Your ma, then. What's her last name?'

      'Dunno. I never met her.' Willie's head was down as he mumbled his replies.

      Watters killed his instinctive stab of sympathy. 'Right then, Willie. We know you were going to start a fire in the mill. Why?'

      Willie shook his head. 'Dunno.'

      'Come here, you.' Duff took a single stride into the cell, grabbed hold of Willie's ankles, and lifted him upside down. 'Let's have a look.' He shook the boy back and forward until two silver half-crowns fell from his pockets. 'Now where did a wee tyke like you get five shillings? Don't tell me you earned it.'

      'Set him down.' Watters picked up the silver coins. 'Answer the constable, Willie. I don't believe that you set these matches and planned to burn down the mill all on your own.' He jingled the coins. 'I'll keep these.'

      'They're mine!' Willie made an ineffectual grab for the coins. 'Give me them back!'

      Watters tossed the coins in the air and caught them again. 'I'll tell you what I think, little Willie no-name. I think that somebody paid you five shillings to go into the mill and start a fire. Is that right?' He showed the silver coins again.

      'Yes.' Willie held out his hand. 'Now gimme.'

      'What was he like?'

      'What was who like?' Willie made another ineffectual grab for the coins.

      'The man who paid you to start a fire,' Watters said patiently.

      'What man?' Willie was gaining a little confidence. 'You ken nothing, you.'

      'You watch your lip, you cheeky little bugger.' Duff stepped forward. 'You need a thick ear!'

      'If it wasn't a man, it must have been a woman. Was it a woman?' Watters put out a hand to stop Duff from grabbing Willie again. 'Did a woman pay you to start a fire, Willie?'

      Willie nodded. 'Aye. Now give me my money.'

      'Not quite yet, Willie.' Watters sat on the edge of the bed. 'What was the woman like, Willie?'

      'She was all right.' Willie grinned. 'Not bad looking for an old woman.'

      'What was her name?' Watters asked.

      'She never told me. She was a foreigner, though.'

      'A foreigner? Are you sure?' Watters glanced at Duff.

      'Of course, I'm sure,' Willie said. 'I'm no' a daftie! She came up to me at the bottom of the Wellgate Steps and asked if I wanted to make ten shillings. I said aye, and she sez go into old Beaumont's Mill and set fire to it. How do I dae that, I said, and she sez that there would be a pile of matches and oil ready and all I had to do was set fire to it and run.'

      'You said ten shillings,' Watters said. 'There's only five shillings here.'

      'She said she would give me the rest later. I was to meet her on the Wellgate Steps.'

      'When?'

      'Eight o' clock on Wednesday night.' Willie said.

      'Seven years transportation,' Watters said as he stepped out of the cell. 'That's what you'll get if you lied to me.'

      'What will happen to him?' Duff asked when Watters closed and locked the cell door.

      'If he's got no parents to look after him, the magistrate will give him sixty days in jail and then send him to an industrial school until he's sixteen,' Watters said.

      'Poor wee bugger,' Duff said.

      'Maybe,' Watters agreed. 'But he'll be fed and watered and clothed and washed. The school will teach him a trade and give him a chance in life. If he continues to live on the streets, I reckon he will end up transported or worse.'

      Duff nodded. 'How about this foreign woman?'

      For a moment, Watters thought of Henrietta Borg and her bowler-hatted companion.

      'We're going to wait at the Wellgate Steps with young Willie on Wednesday. I have a notion I know who she might be.' Watters checked his watch. 'Now, Duff, I have to get home. Marie is already fuming at me.' He grinned. 'Besides, I need some sleep.'
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        * * *

      

      'You want permission to what?' Mackay stared at Watters across the width of the desk.

      'I want permission to have Mr Caskie's body exhumed for a post-mortem,' Watters repeated.

      'Why?'

      'There is a suggestion he was murdered.' Watters explained what Mrs Foreman had told him.

      Mackay shook his head. 'No, Watters. I am not allowing such a desecration on the suppositions of a foolish woman.'

      Watters had expected nothing else. 'As you wish, sir. I would be obliged if you would give the idea some thought.'

      'Your job is to see if the murder on Lady of Blackness links to the fire-raising at Mr Beaumont's mills, not to delve into the death of a respectable businessman. Please remember that. If you wish another case, Sergeant Anstruther is more than capable of continuing your investigation. I need a sergeant to close down all the shebeens in town. If I take you off the Lady of Blackness case, you will be free.'

      'Yes, sir.' Watters realised the gloves had come off. 'It was only a thought.'

      'It was a foolish thought, Watters. Now get about your duty.'

      'Yes, sir.' Watters stepped outside. So far, his attempts at investigating Mr Caskie senior's death had failed as dismally as his investigations into the murder on Lady of Blackness. He would keep the possibility of foul play in mind but concentrate on his primary duty.
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        * * *

      

      'Right, gentlemen!' Watters addressed his platoon. He had sent a runner to round up a dozen picked men for an impromptu pre-dawn parade on the hard sands beside Broughty Castle. He glanced over them, from Tulloch with the cynical glower to fair-haired MacPherson from Badenoch who had enrolled in the Volunteers because he thought it the right thing to do. 'We are one man missing.'

      The Volunteers stared at him, not yet disciplined enough to remain expressionless. 'We are going on a wee march through Dundee to pay a call on our missing man. Corporal Tulloch!'

      'Sergeant.' Tulloch stepped forward, his face set hard.

      Watters spoke quietly to him for a few minutes. 'Have you got that?'

      Tulloch nodded. 'Aye. I've got that.'

      Watters led them from the Broughty sands to the eastern suburbs of Dundee. Carts already crowded the road plus an occasional carriage and a horseman or two out for exercise, but Watters stopped for nobody and nothing. After the forced march, the men were flagging when they reached the new Gas Works at Peep o' Day. Watters turned into the narrow close that led to Foundry Lane. It was now seven on the dark autumn morning, with the air crisp and the sun a dull gleam behind the gas works. Checking the address with his pocketbook, Watters stopped outside a tenement flat.

      'Right, lads. It's time for a sing-song.' The Volunteers looked at him in confusion.

      'You heard the sergeant!' Tulloch reinforced the order with all the power of his lungs. 'Sing! Bonnie Dundee!' None of the inhabitants of the close looked out. They had more important concerns than the actions of a bunch of eccentrics playing at soldiers.

      The words were well known, for Walter Scott's poetry was recited throughout the civilised world, from the dirtiest Dundee close to Balmoral Castle itself.

      The tenements here were stone built, each with a single entrance door that led to a common passage, from which four or more doors opened to the individual houses. Entering the first passage, Watters approached the nearest door, lifted his fist, and hammered. The sound echoed hollowly along the passage. He knocked again, and when the door cracked open, booted it wide.

      'Varthley! Come out here!'

      Without waiting for a reply, Watters thrust inside. The single room had scrubbed wooden floorboards, a pile of books, and a table with yellowing newspapers in place of a table-cloth. Clothes were piled neatly on a hard-backed chair. Naked as a new-born baby, Varthley retreated to his bed, goggling up as Watters thundered in. 'What? What's this, Sergeant?'

      'Sergeant be buggered! Come out of that, you bastard!' Reaching out, Watters grabbed Varthley's hair and hauled him upright.

      'What's the matter?' Yelling, Varthley clawed at Watters's hand. 'What's this? Sergeant Watters? What is it?'

      Before Varthley could cover himself with the single thin blanket, Watters dragged him through the narrow close to the street outside, where the Volunteers were still singing.
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