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  Francis Selwyn and The Murder Room




  ››› This title is part of The Murder Room,

  our series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers.




  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are

  obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.




  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent of

  digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for

  decades.




  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid

  twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. ›››
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  FROM: Inspector of Constabulary, Private-Clothes Detail, ‘A’ Division




  TO: HM Commissioners, Metropolitan Police, Whitehall Place, SW.




  

    IN CONFIDENCE


  




  WILLIAM CLARENCE VERITY, Sergeant, ‘A’ Division (Private-Clothes)




  Born 8 November 1832, Redruth, Cornwall, eldest son of Luke Verity (deceased), tin-miner and Wesleyan class-leader




  Educated Hebron Chapel School, Redruth




  Married Arabella Sophy, daughter of Julius Stringfellow, cabman, Paddington Green, 8 August 1857




  

    

      

        	

          Issue   


        



        	

          William Albert Verity, born 24 May 1858


        

      




      

        	 



        	

          Victoria Sophia Verity, born 3 September 1859


        

      


    


  




  Previous employment Page and footman to the Dowager Countess Linacre, Royal Crescent, Bath, 1844–49; private, 23rd regiment of foot, 1849; corporal, 1852; sergeant,

  1854; present at battles of the Alma, Inkerman, and the Redan; invalided to England and discharged, 1855




  Divisional Record Sergeant, Metropolitan Police ‘A’ Division, 3 January 1856; Private-Clothes Detail, 1 October 1856; South Eastern Railway bullion robbery

  inquiry, July 1857; suspended on suspicion of complicity, 19 July 1857; suspension lifted, 30 July 1857; seconded Provost Marshal’s office, Calcutta, September 1857–December 1858;

  Kaiser-i-Hind diamond inquiry, 1858; services hired by Jervis family following death by shooting of Lord Henry Jervis, May-July 1860; present at attempted sinking HMS Hero, July 1860




  Paraded Twice for assaults upon members of the public; twice for insubordination; eight times for private reprimand by Inspector H. Croaker, officer commanding

  detail




  Current Duties Assigned to bodyguard of HRH the Prince of Wales during tour of Canada and the United States, by request of HRH the Prince Consort. Inspector

  Croaker’s obedient and humble reservations as to the officer’s fitness for this duty are herewith appended.




  

    H. Croaker, Inspector of Constabulary


  




  21 August 1860




  

    SUSPECTED PERSONS 1249/Dacre/1857


  




  Not to be taken from the file




  VERNEY MAUGHAN DACRE




  Born 12 May 1825, only son of Charles Delaune Fox Dacre, of Faring Abbey, Gloucestershire, and Carlos Place, London, W. (deceased)




  

    

      

        	

          Educated   


        



        	

          Collège Louis-le-Grand, Paris, 1837–1843


        

      




      

        	



        	

          Trinity College, Oxford, 1843–1844


        

      


    


  




  Commissioned 19th Lancers, October 1844; Lieutenant, May 1845; Sikh Wars, Chillianwallah, etc., 1845–46; half-pay, 1846




  Clubs White’s, Beargarden




  Criminal Convictions None




  Died 26 July 1857, Albemarle Street, London, W. Verdict of self-destruction while of unsound mind returned by coroner’s inquest




  On suspicion (see also subject-file: perjury, extortion, forgery)




  

    

      

        (1) Robbery of five cwt gold bullion from South Eastern Railway ferry-train, ex-London Bridge for Folkestone, 16 July 1857




        

          (2) Murder of Charles Baptist Cazamian, railway guard, between 17 and 20 July 1857 (post-mortem report appended)


        




        (3) Inflicting grievous bodily harm with a horse-switch on the naked person of a young woman known professionally as ‘Miss Jolly’, 24 July 1857 (medical report

        under ref. Jolly)


      


    


  




  Remarks Lieutenant Dacre remains the most dangerous and determined criminal with whom the Private-Clothes Detail has dealt. Contemptuous of his own safety and that of

  others, he combined scientific ingenuity and moral ruthlessness. His unique skill with locks and safes led to the removal of five cwt of gold from a sealed bullion van and double-locked safe with

  no indication of the method used. His delight in cruelty is shown by the manner of drowning his accomplice Cazamian and by the evident amusement afforded him by the whipping of Miss Jolly.




  





  PART ONE




  The Judas Caper




  Chapter One




  The English Lieutenant lit a long El Sol cigar and stared broodingly across the dark river gorge to the Loudoun heights of Virginia on the far side. At some distance behind him

  one of his servants held the reins of a pair of sleek geldings, their hides the colour of dark smoke. The animals stood between the shafts of an open carriage, a swan’s-neck Pilentum in olive

  green, the most elegant four-wheeler that Clapps of Boston had ever built. In his cream suiting and dark silk hat, his gold-topped cane under his arm, the Lieutenant seemed as much out of his

  element as the freshly-painted carriage. The Pilentum and its owner summoned up images of the procession of fashion in Pall Mall, the first day’s racing at Royal Ascot, the shimmering

  brilliance of the Marine Parade at Brighton.




  Down to the tips of his white, fine-boned fingers, the Lieutenant appeared as a man born to command others. Even when murder was necessary to his schemes it was carried out, as a rule, by other

  men. He brooded now on the destruction of a creature who was no more admirable than himself. Under the circumstances, each would have rated the other’s life cheaply enough. The young

  officer’s lips moved in a thin quiver of distaste, blowing the first mouthful of acrid smoke into the autumn dusk. On either side of him the woods of the Maryland height were already stripped

  to black skeletons of their summer glory.




  Tall and narrow as a clock-case, he stood with his back against the trunk of a holm-oak, crossing one foot over the other in a manner which instantly conveyed the leisured boredom of a Hussar

  dandy. He smoked with a petulant impatience, his free hand brushing compulsively over the limp blonde whiskers which adorned his spoilt face. That face was a study in arrogant self-possession. Its

  one physical flaw was betrayed by the manner in which the Lieutenant from time to time touched a silk handkerchief to the corners of his pale blue eyes, which seemed to water gently but without

  respite. The complaint was trivial but incurable. Certainly there was no softness in the tears. The pale blue eyes had watched men die and women scream without reflecting the least emotion beyond

  an occasional brightening of satisfaction.




  The bare cliffs fell away before him to form a magnificent river gorge, where two streams joined as they emerged from their mountain courses and began to cross the broad tidewater plain. Between

  them, as they converged, an ugly little town stood on a tongue of land. In the late autumn twilight, the two principal streets were easily picked out by the yellow glimmer of regularly spaced oil

  lamps. Equally distinct were the lights burning on the great iron span of the covered bridge, raised on stone piers, which carried the Baltimore and Ohio railroad across the Potomac, on its way to

  Washington.




  The Lieutenant raised a pair of small field-glasses to his eyes and scanned the shabby conglomeration of railroad offices, hotels, stores and eating-houses which made up the main street of the

  little town below him. He turned slowly, taking in the drab sequence of warehouses and machine-shops, the tall brick chimney, the terrain of railroad tracks, puddles and mounds of iron pipes. At

  last his gaze came to rest on the iron span of the bridge, and then he slid the glasses back into their case. From the deep pocket of his long coat he took a small bag of wash-leather. Its weight

  moved to the metallic shuffle of coins as he shifted his grip. The Lieutenant patted it impatiently, his eyes still watching the railroad bridge.




  ‘Dammit, Charley Temple,’ he said softly to the man he could not yet see, ‘a fellow that don’t care for five thousand chinkers ain’t to be trusted with a fourpenny

  bit in the china dog kennel!’




  His drawl and intonation would have sounded almost as odd in London as on the Maryland height. It was the voice of 1809 rather than 1859, echoing the slangy supercilious tone of a Regency buck

  rather than the conscientious precision of a sober Victorian gentleman. With his way of saying ‘goold’ for ‘gold’, ‘vartue’ for ‘virtue’, or

  ‘faller’ for ‘fellow’, the Lieutenant hinted at long acquaintance with the stubbornly preserved exclusiveness of mess-rooms in fashionable cavalry regiments, select

  club-rooms in St James’s or Piccadilly, and the hunting aristocracy of the Pytchley or the Quorn.




  The mimic thunder of hooves on leaf-mould reached him from the lower slope of the woods. A bridle path led upward from the river bank, at the nearer end of the Baltimore and Ohio bridge, almost

  to the spot where he stood. The Lieutenant pitched away his cigar and stepped back into the shadow of the holm oak.




  ‘Well now, Charley Temple!’ he said to himself with a soft satisfaction. ‘Well now!’




  He never doubted that Charley was moving as quickly as the need for silence allowed. Stealing another man’s slave, a fancy-girl at that, was not in itself a hanging matter. But selling her

  across the state-line to a new master in a free territory was a bad business for an old rascal of Temple’s reputation. Always provided, of course, that he was brought to justice for it.




  The Lieutenant heard the crackle of brushwood under a man’s tread and then saw through the twilight the figure of Temple leading two horses behind him. Bearded and grizzled, the old

  trader’s face combined the sanctimoniousness of a gospel-preacher and the cunning of a horse-thief. Of the two girls mounted on the horses, Jennifer’s Asian or Indian beauty made her a

  slave by colour as much as by descent. Her sheen of black hair lay in a pretty tangle between her shoulder blades, her high-boned olive-skinned face and almond eyes warm with a challenging

  sexuality. She straddled the horse in tight denim breeches, the slight fullness of her hips and seat suggestively displayed.




  It crossed the Lieutenant’s mind that the owner of the Richmond whorehouse would have more reason to pursue Temple with a posse of ruffians for the theft of the second girl. Maggie was a

  slave in practice, but not in theory. She was a pale-skinned, hazel-eyed young woman, the curtains of her blonde hair sweeping loose to her shoulders. She had, of course, been broken to the bondage

  of the brothel as completely as Jennifer. The limit of her ambition to be free was merely that she should be traded with the Asian girl, to whom she owed her only attachment in the world.




  The Lieutenant stepped out of the shadow and greeted these arrivals. Temple helped the two young women to dismount.




  ‘Dammit, Charley,’ said the young officer genially, ‘ain’t you got a way for keepin’ a fellow at a stand by the hour together? May I be cursed if it’s short

  of nine o’clock now!’




  Temple twisted his mouth and spat accurately to one side.




  ‘You know a quicker way across that river, mister, you’re sure as hell welcome to try it.’




  The Lieutenant laughed good-naturedly at this rebuke. It cost him nothing. He patted the wash-leather courier bag.




  ‘Take the chinkers, old friend. Count ’em and see you ain’t been robbed. I shall have a minute or two close with the young Khan doxy. If she answers true to form, the

  dealing’s done. I don’t choose to stand idling where dogs and trackers can find us.’




  ‘Not a whimper, not a yelp,’ said Temple confidently. ‘Hear ’em a mile off on a calm night.’




  He took the bag of coins, loosing the string at its neck. Taking up a dark lantern and opening its shutter, the Lieutenant crossed the path to Maggie. Her golden blonde tresses had a childish

  look in the way in which she wore them loose to her shoulders. In the oil light he surveyed the hazel eyes with their dark lashes, the pale firm features and the outline of her nineteen-year-old

  figure. She was a little too short to be a beauty, though her body seemed to him coltish rather than stocky. As he turned her chin to and fro, the Lieutenant promised himself that the young woman

  would prove to be an earner in a thousand before he had done with her. In this matter, at least, his expertise was universally acknowledged. A blush warmed her pale face at his voice.




  ‘You may top and tail your tawny Jenny to your heart’s content, missy, my word upon it. Only remember, if you please, that all pleasures have a price and a bill of

  reckoning.’




  As the Lieutenant had promised, it was Jennifer’s sullen, tawny skinned appeal which formed the greater attraction. He led her aside and questioned her expressionlessly for several

  minutes, his thumbs braced against the gold-topped stick which he held across his chest, as though he might strike her with it at the least provocation. Instead, he handed it to her and watched the

  Asian girl draw a square with it upon a smooth patch of damp earth. Within the four furrows she traced out a design, hardly speaking or looking up at him as she did so. The Lieutenant surveyed the

  completed pattern, put two more questions to the girl, and nodded at her replies. Then he turned back to the carriage once more, twirling the stick in his fingers like a band-master.




  ‘This is all a great bore, Charley Temple. Count the chinkers, old fellow, and have done. Take the gold and leave me the horseflesh. They shall put themselves about for my profit or taste

  the back of Lucifer’s knuckles otherwise. I don’t choose to catch God’s own plague out here!’




  Temple glanced up at the impeccable arrogance of the young man.




  ‘All done,’ he said ungraciously. ‘Five hundred tens.’ Then his face relaxed and he came towards the Lieutenant, extending his hand as though in a sudden gesture of

  goodwill to seal the bargain. The young man laughed and ignored the proffered hand.




  ‘Dammit, Charley,’ he said reasonably, ‘I ain’t that anxious to have the rings filched off m’ very fingers! Be off with you, y’ damned old

  scoundrel!’




  Joseph Morant-Barham, more familiarly known as Joey Barham, heir to the heir of Earl Barham, stood in the shadows of the trees, a dozen yards from the beginning of the

  Baltimore and Ohio bridge. A frown of concern marked the fierce young subaltern’s face, its black moustaches and sun-reddened cheeks suggesting several years of service in one of the Indian

  regiments. The frown was caused by the sudden reappearance of Charley Temple, riding his own horse and leading the mare on which one of the two girls had been carried half an hour before.

  Morant-Barham had not expected to see him return so soon and he felt a pang of apprehension in his throat at the thought that the plan was about to miscarry. But he underestimated his own ability

  as well as that of his partner. Joey Barham had laid his information well, and the men to whom he had given it were not about to lose their advantage. Apart from which, it was not in the nature of

  plans laid by his partner, the English Lieutenant, to miscarry.




  The hooves of Charley Temple’s horse woke the first echoes of the planking which formed the surface of the bridge on either side of the railroad track. With a hollow resonance, the sound

  rang back from the iron trellis-work whose span enclosed the sides. Before him, Charley Temple must have seen a safe and open road to follow home. Even Morant-Barham thought the bridge was

  deserted, his apprehension rising as Temple trotted his horse close to the Virginia end. He was almost across when a murmur of voices rose in the stillness of the evening and several horsemen

  cantered forward from the shadows which had concealed them, beyond the far end of the bridge. The murmuring came from twenty or thirty men on foot who now rose from the ground on either side of the

  further embankment and pressed forward behind their mounted leaders. Charley Temple, encumbered by the horse he was leading, hesitated a moment too long before attempting to wheel round and ride

  for the Maryland bank.




  It hardly sounded as though he were in any danger. The tone of some of the voices calling his name was more that of his saloon companions recognizing their crony. Morant-Barham caught the

  derisive greeting.




  ‘Charley Temple, you goddam horse-thief! Where away so fast, Charley?’




  The bonhomie of the crowd on foot would seriously have worried Morant-Barham, had it not been for the silent resolve of the leaders mounted on horseback.




  ‘That’s him!’ said one of the followers impatiently. ‘Rode across the slave-line with a dark-skinned girl not an hour since and come back without her! Whether she’s

  stole from whorehouse or Bible School makes no odds.’




  ‘It ain’t the first time, Charley Temple,’ said one of the riders. ‘You had this coming to you a long while!’




  The softer, more assured voice was the one which caused Temple to panic. At the best he could hope for a back laid raw by the whips of the riders, but the coiled rope on one of the saddle-bows

  suggested that the best was too much to hope for. He turned his horse about, spurred hard for the Maryland side of the bridge, and bowed his head over the animal’s neck. But somewhere in the

  darkness of the mob which followed him, the first shot rang clearly in the cold air. Morant-Barham watching from the shadows had waited his chance, never expecting that the confusion would provide

  one so propitious. Joey Barham had unslung his rifle at the first sight of Temple. The gun was a Baker muzzle-loader, proved by the British army in the Crimea as the most accurate of its kind.

  Temple was going to pass within ten yards of him but Morant-Barham knew there would be time for only one shot.




  When the moment came, several of the pursuers were firing after Temple, though without much hope of hitting him at such range and speed. It was the riders who would overtake and bring him to

  justice in the end. Before that happened, Joey Barham knew he must finish the business. Revising his plan and his aim, he sighted down the barrel of the Baker at a more distant gap in the iron

  trellis-work of the bridge, the last which Temple might pass before the leaders of the mob seized him. With the assurance of a marksman, he stood very still, shutting out from his mind the shouting

  and confusion, watching the lamplit space between the girders with as much detachment as if he had been observing a theorem in geometry.




  He aimed low, at the chest rather than the head, knowing that it would offer a fuller target. Charley Temple’s shape flashed briefly behind the further struts and then came into full view.

  Morant-Barham, in a long five seconds, followed steadily with his aim and then, just as steadily, brought an even pressure to bear on the trigger. The rifle barked, deafening as a cannon at such

  range, and left Joey’s ears singing with the shock. But Charley Temple had thrown up his arms in a pantomine gesture of despair and was now at the feet of his hunters. No one, in all the

  uproar, would question that a lucky shot from one of the pursuers had brought him down. Joey Barham kept very still among the trees, not even attempting to reload the rifle for his own defence.

  Then his heart seemed to stop and his throat to tighten as he heard someone on the bridge say with mingled impatience and amusement: ‘Why, the cunning old rat ain’t even dead

  yet!’




  There was no more that Joey could do, but Charley Temple was in safe hands. While he shrilly and blasphemously protested his innocence, his body arching convulsively with a fear that was greater

  than pain, half a dozen men had hoisted him level with the iron parapet of the bridge. Morant-Barham looked for a rope round the scraggy neck as they lodged Temple above the swirling waters of the

  Potomac, but there was none. With a great communal howl they heaved him over, the body falling spread-eagled through the air while a stutter of small-arms fire opened on the moving target.




  Joey Barham slung his rifle on his back and prepared to move gently away through the woods. Temple had hit one of the stone piers and was lying there motionlessly. Then, to Joey’s

  surprise, the old thief raised his head, shook it, and began to crawl awkwardly like a broken insect. There was a yell from the men on the bridge, partly of hatred and partly of delight at finding

  that their vengeance could be further prolonged. Another patter of shots followed. The body on the stone pier jerked spasmodically under the impact of several bullets and then, at last, lay

  still.




  Almost at once, there was a stillness in the crowd and Joey Barham was able to hear the crunching tread of a regiment on the march, approaching the far bank. Charley Temple’s assassins

  scattered wildly, running in every direction as the yellow oil light caught the first flash of blue uniforms. Since John Brown’s attempt on the national armory at Harper’s Ferry, a

  militia company had been kept permanently on the alert. Even the mounted brothel bullies and the mob which followed them had barely time to despatch Charley Temple. But they were keen to set an

  example to other traders and emancipationists alike. They made it time enough.




  A militia captain had halted his men on the far bank and was rapping out orders to various details. As the company broke up into smaller units, each with its allotted duty, Joey Morant-Barham

  turned away. He walked softly through the Maryland woods, climbing the obscure path by which he had come. His horse was still tethered to the trunk of a silver birch, not half a mile from the road

  which led across the narrow neck of Maryland and into Pennsylvania. His rendezvous with the Lieutenant, an hour later and five miles further on, was easily kept. The Pilentum stood by the roadside,

  its dark hood raised and its carriage-lamps flickering.




  The Lieutenant listened to Morant-Barham’s account of the tragedy at the Baltimore and Ohio bridge. Then the young officer whinnied with laughter at the extent of the old man’s

  folly.




  ‘By God, Joey! What a fellow will do for five thousand yellow boys! Ain’t it justice, though, truly speaking?’




  ‘And the girl?’ asked Morant-Barham, unamused. ‘What of her?’




  The Lieutenant rested a polished boot on the foot-board of the carriage and sighed.




  ‘Joey, Joey, there was never a word of a lie in it. When she was fifteen the cove that owned her left Richmond for Philadelphia. By a stroke of fortune the missioners never got to her and

  the young fool never took her liberty. Our Miss Jennifer chose a full belly before starving in freedom. For a year or more, the cove put her naked up chimneys to clean ’em. She worked for him

  and he pleasured her, until she fancied herself in love, Joey! Then he gave up the sweepin’ concern and took her back south. Cured her of love by selling her to a bawdy-house. Ain’t

  remarkable she should look a bit surly, old fellow, is it?’




  ‘And the rest?’ asked Morant-Barham. ‘Is it bono?’




  The Lieutenant laughed.




  ‘Oblige me, Joey, by giving a fellow a little credit! When our Khan doxy was a sweep, she was in a state that might have been black or white, boy or girl. She was put up chimneys in the

  great buildings of Philadelphia and the small. She mayn’t drawn builder’s plans of the main rooms, but there ain’t nothing she couldn’t tell you about chimneys. Now, Joey, I

  know enough of ground plans. While you were galloping after us just now, Miss Jennifer drew a sketch in the dust of the one thing lacking.’




  ‘Oh yes?’ said Morant-Barham nervously.




  ‘She has cause to remember it, Joey, from torn skin and raw joints. The stacks and flues of the United States Federal Mint.’




  Joey Barham whistled appreciatively.




  ‘And the locks? Vault doors and strongroom?’




  ‘Come now, Joey,’ said the Lieutenant reasonably, ‘a man must do something for himself. Where’s the sport in it all otherwise?’




  ‘A million,’ Morant-Barham said thoughtfully, ‘a million in gold!’




  The Lieutenant frowned.




  ‘Hold hard, Joey! I ain’t Charley Temple to be bought and sold cheap. More than two million but perhaps not three. And no one to know that it’s been done.’




  Morant-Barham chortled and the Lieutenant turned to another topic.




  ‘Joey, old fellow, take Miss Mag and ride the horse with her a bit. I’ve a mind to put the tawny doxy on her back in the carriage. Curse Charley Temple, but these Newgate japes do

  leave a fellow feelin’ frisky!’




  





  Chapter Two




  Department of the Treasury




  Pennsylvania Avenue




  Washington




  District of Columbia




  

    18th of November 1859


  




  

    Captain Jefferson Oliphant, of the United States Treasury, presents his compliments to Inspector Henry Croaker, of the Private-Clothes Detail, Metropolitan Police, London.

    Captain Oliphant presumes, on the basis of their meeting two years ago, to solicit Mr Croaker’s advice in a matter of some delicacy and confidentiality.


  




  Mr Croaker may have read, in the latest exchange of intelligence, of an unfortunate incident at Harper’s Ferry, Virginia, where pro-slavery feeling was already roused by the attack of

  Captain John Brown and his conspirators on the national armory. Captain Oliphant refers to the subsequent murder by lynch law of a known thief and trader in slave-women, Charles Temple, alias

  Samuel Edge. Having stolen a young woman, Jennifer or Jenny Khan, from her master, Temple sold her across the slate-line to a brothel trader in Maryland. Being watched secretly, he was seized upon

  his return, gravely wounded by a shot during the struggle, and thrown to his death from the Potomac railroad bridge. A company of militia arriving soon after put the mob to flight and recovered

  Temple’s body from the stone pier of the bridge.




  Captain Oliphant has since had occasion to interview Major Eliot, the first officer to reach Temple’s body. Though mortally injured by the fall and by loss of blood, Temple was still

  conscious and lived for several minutes longer. During this brief period, he swore repeatedly that he had been betrayed by the man for whom he had stolen the young woman. She was not bought for her

  physical beauty but for having in her head the plan of one of the great bank-vaults of the United States.




  Captain Oliphant cannot see how this could be the case. Yet Temple’s dying words were emphatic and urgent. He was also in possession of five thousand dollars in gold coin, a sum far in

  excess of the price generally paid for a ‘fancy-girl’ used for immoral purposes.




  Finally, Temple named the villain who had betrayed him and was to employ the girl’s information. He was, in Temple’s words, a disgraced British army officer, Lieutenant Verney

  Dacre, late of the 19th Dragoon Guards.




  When Captain Oliphant had the pleasure of meeting Mr Croaker in London, during the autumn of 1857, Lieutenant Dacre’s name was often mentioned. He was then credited as the intelligence

  of the great bullion robbery on the South Eastern Railway of London. Five hundredweight of gold at twenty-two carat had disappeared while held under maximum security and had then not been accounted

  for.




  Though Temple’s story of a plot against an unspecified bank-vault must be treated with caution, Mr Croaker will appreciate the concern of the United States Treasury if Lieutenant Dacre

  were at large in this country. At the same time, Captain Oliphant understood that the bullion crime had been brought home to Dacre by the pertinacity and zeal of Mr Croaker himself. He further

  understood that Dacre had taken his own life by shooting himself, almost in the presence of the arresting officers, and that a coroner’s inquest was held upon him.




  Captain Oliphant would be immeasurably obliged if Mr Croaker were able to confirm the view of the Metropolitan Police that Lieutenant Dacre died in 1857 and to state briefly the circumstances

  of his demise.




  In conclusion, Captain Oliphant offers to Inspector Croaker his best respects and begs to remain Mr Croaker’s obedient servant.




  Inspector Henry Croaker




  Metropolitan Police ‘A’ Division




  Scotland Yard




  Whitehall Place




  London, W.




  England




  





  Chapter Three




  Metropolitan Police




  ‘A’ Division




  Whitehall Police Office




  London, W.




  2nd January 1860




  

    Inspector Henry Croaker, of the Whitehall Police Office, presents his compliments to Captain Jefferson Oliphant and is in receipt of Captain Oliphant’s communication

    of the 18th of November last.


  




  At the outset, Inspector Croaker must say how deeply he deplores the late incidents at Harper’s Ferry, Virginia. Ever an enemy to social unrest in all its forms, Inspector Croaker views

  most strongly the wholesale evils which must result from conferring arbitrary freedom upon those whose status and education ill-equip them to receive it.




  In the matter of Lieutenant Verney Maughan Dacre, late 19th Dragoon Guards, Mr Croaker is happy to assure Captain Oliphant that this officer cannot now be in the United States, having been

  certified dead by a coroner’s inquest in 1857, upon Mr Croaker’s own information. Mr Croaker must emphasize that Lieutenant Dacre is not, in law, a criminal, having no indictment or

  conviction against his name. However, Mr Croaker sees no injury to protocol in revealing those details of Lieutenant Dacre’s death known to ‘A’ Division, Metropolitan

  Police.




  Strong evidence, implicating Lieutenant Dacre in the bullion robbery, had been amassed by the following month. Sergeant Albert Samson of the Private-Clothes Detail, under Mr Croaker’s

  orders, confronted Lieutenant Dacre at the latter’s rooms in Albemarle Street, London, W. Also present was Sergeant William Clarence Verity of the detail. This officer was not on duty,

  however, and therefore not to be credited with apprehension of the suspect.




  Sergeant Samson questioned Lieutenant Dacre and was then obliged to go down to the street and send for a constable to carry a message to Scotland Yard. During his absence a shot was heard. On

  returning to Lieutenant Dacre’s room, he found the suspect sitting in his chair, still dressed in the same russet suiting and yellow waistcoat. He had evidently shot himself through the mouth

  with a Manton duelling pistol which then lay in his lap. The wound was extensive, at such close range, devastating the skull and causing severe general injuries. Of the manservant, Oughtram, there

  was no trace, though immediate search was made by way of an internal door in the room, leading below stairs. Oughtram eluded all pursuit by the constabulary authorities, who sought him as a witness

  to the tragedy. There was, of course, no evidence implicating him in the bullion theft.




  Mr Croaker therefore takes the greatest satisfaction in assuring Captain Oliphant that Lieutenant Dacre died three years since in Albemarle Street. This has been legally established by a

  coroner’s inquest. In addition, Mr Croaker is prepared to add his own formal assurance of the fact to Captain Oliphant, upon the authority of his own constabulary rank and reputation.




  In conclusion, Mr Croaker remains, etc.




  

    Captain Jefferson Oliphant


  




  Department of the Treasury




  Pennsylvania Avenue




  Washington




  District of Columbia




  United States of America




  Captain Oliphant handed the letter across his desk to Sergeant Thomas Crowe, who stood plain-suited on the far side. The Captain folded his hands behind him and walked slowly

  to the tall sash window. He stared, without noticing the view, down the long tree-lined avenue towards the unfinished dome of the Capitol building at the far end. His eyes rested briefly on the

  litter of builders’ scaffolding and blocks of stone. Then he turned back and took the sheet of paper which Crowe had finished reading. Captain Oliphant glanced at it again and then looked up

  at his subordinate with an audible sigh.




  ‘Right!’ he said softly. ‘I guess this tells us everything we need to know. Take Stevens. And take Hamilton. And go out there, and find Lieutenant Dacre!’




  





  PART TWO




  Blood Royal




  Chapter Four




  Beyond the rippling surface of Plymouth Sound at full tide, placid as an inland lake, the waters of the English Channel glittered like copper tinsel in the dying summer day.

  The storm clouds, gunpowder grey, which had hung over the Western Approaches earlier in the afternoon, had passed overhead harmlessly and had now almost vanished beyond the Dartmoor slopes.




  Packed closely on Plymouth Hoe and on the high ground of the Citadel, a crown of men and women murmured as though in long expectation. Just out to sea, beyond the breakwater, the ships of the

  Channel Squadron lay at anchor in two lines. The wooden hulls, with their rows of square ports on the gun decks, their black shapes topped by acid-yellow and by the creamy-grey billows of their

  sails, were indistinguishable at this distance from the ships which had sailed with Nelson to Trafalgar, or with Lord Howe on the Glorious First of June. The setting sun was behind their sails,

  suffusing them with a reddish gold, concealing the short squat funnels which rose by the mainmast and indicated the new power of Her Majesty’s fleet.




  The crowd was made up of grave-looking men in long-tailed coats and tall hats; women in broad crinolined silks and triple flounces, the patterned stripes running vertically down the dresses,

  since Paris had decreed that horizontal bands were now irrevocably out of fashion. There was a score of red-coated and gold-braided gunners from the Horse Artillery battery at Mount Edgecumbe,

  gaping lantern-jawed at the scene with their tunics unbuttoned. The gunners were vastly outnumbered by the parties of sailors in their dark broad-brimmed hats, the royal blue of their short

  jackets, and their white breeches. Bearded and sun-freckled, they watched the pageant before them with professional curiosity. At a trestle table set down on the grass of the Hoe, a row of

  frock-coated and bare-headed men with papers before them waited philosophically. These were the reporters of the London dailies whose accounts would be telegraphed within the hour for the next

  edition of The Times, the Globe, or the Morning Post.




  It was a little after seven o’clock when the murmuring in the crowd rose in intensity and a flurry of hands pointed and gestured. Rounding Great Mew from the east was a paddle-steamer, a

  trim little vessel with its dark hull and white paddle-boxes, its two buff funnels. In the stillness of the evening and the quiescent sea, the rhythm of its wheels carried as an audible

  pat-pat-pat to the watchers on the Hoe. Two flags flew from its mastheads. One was the White Ensign with the Cross of St George boldly marked. The other, recognized with a cheer by the

  onlookers, was the Royal Standard of England, the gold lions on their scarlet ground streaming bravely in the evening light.




  Conversation on the Hoe was obliterated by the sudden outburst of a Royal Marine band.




  

    

      

        

          

            Come, cheer up, my lads, ’tis to glory we steer,




            To add something new to this wonderful year . . .


          


        


      


    


  




  This in turn was submerged in the booming of royal salutes from rival batteries, like so many clocks striking the hour in competition. The battery of the Citadel set off first,

  in reverberating billows of white smoke, then the Horse Artillery guns of Mount Edgecumbe. But most splendid of all were the salutes of HMS Hero, accompanied by the Ariadne, St

  George and Emerald. Beflagged and dressed overall, their cannon smoke rolled from one gun-port after another with successive precision. At the same time there was a well-drilled movement

  in the rigging. The crews who had manned the ships’ yards brandished their hats and roared three cheers for the Victoria and Albert, as the royal yacht dropped anchor in the Sound

  after her voyage from Osborne.




  An ornamental barge, rowed by sailors of the fleet, pulled out of the inner harbour and began to negotiate the armada of little yachts and pleasure vessels which filled the Sound. It drew

  alongside the gleaming black hull of the royal yacht and a file of senior military and naval commanders was helped over the paddle sponson, followed by the Mayor, the Recorder of Plymouth in wig

  and gown, and the city fathers with their address of welcome.




  In the crowd itself, every pocket spy-glass was trained on the Victoria and Albert. The Prince of Wales was not only on board but must show himself sooner or later. The young man’s

  father, the Prince Consort, was also on board and might, perhaps, be glimpsed. It was said that Her Majesty, too, had come to see the eighteen-year-old heir to her throne on his way to the New

  World.




  The last of the evening sky faded, somewhere over the Cornish moors. Riding-lights and the oil-lit squares of open gun-ports illuminated the Channel fleet at anchor. On the royal yacht itself

  the grand saloon showed a curtained brilliance. Then the ornamental barge returned to shore with its cargo of dignitaries. The admiral’s barge from HMS Hero crossed the harbour to the

  Victoria and Albert to take on its precious cargo and ferry him back to the towering hull of the flagship. The crowd began to drift from the Hoe and the ramparts of the Citadel. Late that

  night, the paddles of the royal yacht went astern, bearing the Prince Consort back to Osborne. In the dawn light, to the thunder of salutes from the Citadel and Mount Edgecumbe Park, the

  Hero put to sea under full sail and with smoke trailing from her black stumpy funnel. The ports were closed for safety over her ninety-one guns as she passed with her escort, the

  Ariadne, between the two lines of the Channel Squadron. Then, taking the lead, she remained at the head of the mighty fleet until the watchers on the ramparts saw that the last sails had

  dipped below the western horizon.




  The novelty was more than a passing wonder. Eighty-four years earlier the American colonies had won their freedom from the mother country in bitter battle. Now the young man who would one day be

  king of England was undertaking the first royal pilgrimage to the land which his great-grandfather had lost.




  Sergeant William Clarence Verity, of the Metropolitan Police Private-Clothes Detail, sat on his wooden travelling-box among the sooty brickwork and granite-rimmed breakwaters

  of Liverpool’s Waterloo Docks. To one side of him, barefoot girls with dirty legs and women nursing babies at the breast, huddled with their shabbily dressed menfolk. The surplus population

  of England awaited shipment by steerage to the new cities of North America. At the opposite end of the quay, protected from proletarian intrusion by a pair of stalwart dockyard policemen, groups of

  gaily-dressed women in pink or turquoise silks, and spruce family men with trim whiskers, chattered and guffawed self-confidently. Many of them clutched little tins of ‘The Sea-Sickness

  Remedy’, thoughtfully purveyed by Thomas Thompson, chemist of Liverpool.




  Sergeant Verity, in rusty and threadbare frock-coat, shiny black trousers and tall stovepipe hat, glowered at them all. His pink moon of a face, black hair flattened and moustaches waxed for

  neatness, grew a shade redder with portly indignation.




  ‘It ain’t right!’ he said furiously. ‘It ain’t never right. And you know it, Mr Samson!’




  Sergeant Albert Samson, red-whiskered and pugilistic, turned his eyes reluctantly from those of a dark and dimpled pauper-girl with whom he seemed on the point of reaching a distant

  understanding.




  ‘There’s a lot in this world ain’t right, but what happens just the same, Mr Verity.’




  He spoke with the nonchalance of one unaccustomed to letting other men’s troubles bow his spirit. Verity swung round on his lacquered box.




  ‘I saw it, Mr Samson! In Superintendent Gowry’s office. It was signed “Albert”, in the Prince Consort’s own hand, plain as I sit ’ere! He chose me for

  guard to the young Prince of Wales for the American visit. Mr Samson, ’e been gone a week, so have the rest! And ’ere I am!’




  ‘You was needed for the Volunteer Review in Hyde Park,’ said Samson cheerily. ‘The detail was short-handed as it was.’




  ‘Mr Inspector-bloody-Croaker!’ said Verity through his teeth. ‘He was in the room when I saw that letter. Sick as the kitchen cat he looked when he knew it was me and not

  ’im that was asked for!’




  Sergeant Samson looked noncommitally across the chocolate-coloured waters of the Mersey, surveying the little boats and barges, with their wine-red or ochre sails. Busy paddle-tugs fussed round

  the red-funnelled Cunarder at her moorings, where smoke and steam already seeped from her in thin drifts. Samson clapped a hand on Verity’s shoulder.




  ‘Well, my son, you’re going now, ain’t yer? With me to see you safe and snug on board!’




  Verity was not so easily placated.




  ‘It ain’t the point, Mr Samson! If this boat should get itself delayed now, I’ll be at the other side just in time to meet ’em all coming back. I was to ’ave gone

  from Plymouth in the flagship. Mrs Verity, and her old father, and the whole boiling of Stringfellows was coming special to see the show. A right fool I been made to look!’




  ‘Draw it mild, old fellow,’ urged Samson sensibly, seeking the gaze of the barefoot girl again. Verity snorted.




  ‘It’s Mr Croaker behind all this, don’t think I don’t know it! I tell you, Mr Samson, I gotta eye for ’im. Let him put one foot wrong, that’s all, and

  I’ll have him – by his privates!’




  ‘Here!’ said Samson, in genuine alarm. ‘Don’t you go talking like that round Whitehall Police Office. Not unless you want Mr Croaker to have you by your whatsits, and

  dangle you so high your feet won’t even reach down to touch old Lord Nelson’s statty.’




  Having delivered this advice, he resumed his survey of the girls, while his friend brooded in silence. Presently Samson looked about him. His eyes brightened.




  ‘I just got to run a little errand, old fellow. Shan’t be ’alf a twinkling.’




  ‘Huh!’ said Verity, still nursing his indignation.




  Scowling, he looked round at the huddle of ragged men and women waiting to be ferried out to a wallowing pauper ship. They had been joined by a group of Irish emigrants, soaking wet after their

  crossing from Dublin on the little packet-steamer with its open decks. The sounds of a fiddle and a hand-organ filled the warm August afternoon. A mellowing sun fell on granite wharves and the

  brick walls with their placards for lodging houses and their fading government bills, headed by the words ‘Notice to Emigrants – Cholera’, issued by the Colonial Office.




  Even in his indignation and misery, Verity had been vaguely aware of Samson’s overtures to the barefoot girls. But there was no sign of Samson among them. As an afterthought, Verity

  glanced towards the brightly-dressed women and the elegantly suited men at the other end of the quay, where they waited for the first-class tender to take them out to the Cunarder for New York. His

  eyes widened and his cheeks bulged as though with a sudden eruption of wind.




  ‘You gone ravin’ silly, ’ave you, Mr Samson?’ he said softly and incredulously.




  Samson was standing on the edge of the group, in close proximity to a girl in pink silk, her bonnet worn fashionably well back from her face, showing her features in the latest style.




  ‘Jolly!’ said Verity with throaty indignation.




  There was no mistaking, even at this distance, the warm gold of her complexion, the slight seductive slant of her almond eyes, the dark hair combed back from the clear slope of her forehead.

  Even without a facial view, he would have recognized that neat little figure, the delicate whorls of her ears, the slim grace of her neck, the straight slender back and the trim young legs. Her

  very walk gave her away. Her legs were perhaps a little too short, causing her to move with quick, diminutive steps, producing a swagger of her rounded hips which was both absurd and at the same

  time cheekily provoking.




  The thought that Samson, with his predilection for taking a series of ‘common law wives’, should have chosen this one filled Verity with dismay. Miss Jolly’s appearance on the

  scene had been the unfailing prelude to murder, extortion, robbery, and the most grievous forms of bodily harm. He struggled to his feet and stood by the travelling-box, gesticulating with the

  entire length of his plump right arm.




  ‘Mr Samson!’ he roared. ‘Mr Samson! If you please!’




  A few of the fashionables turned to look briefly at the red-faced man who was making all the noise. He was standing at the embarkation point reserved for servants of first-class passengers and

  it was necessary to assure themselves that it was not one of their own domestics who was causing the disturbance. Samson approached self-consciously. The girl followed at a distance, recognizing

  Verity and halting just close enough to exchange glances. Miss Jolly’s face was inexpressive as the Sphinx, except for her eyes which met Verity’s with the stony immobility of

  distaste.




  Verity addressed his colleague in a furious whisper.




  ‘Mr Samson, you lost your marbles, ’ave you? You any idea, ’ave you, what’ll be done to you at the Whitehall Office for this little a-moor of yours?’




  ‘Yes,’ said Samson impassively, ‘I got a very good idea.’




  Verity became persuasive.




  ‘Mr Samson, I ain’t never interfered in your private business, you know that. I’ll allow that Fat Maudie might be a good sort – only except her language being a bit

  Billingsgate and on the loud side. Whether you married her Church of England fashion or not is between you and her.’




  ‘You leave Fat Maudie alone!’ said Samson sharply. ‘She never done you harm!’




  ‘All right, Mr Samson, but this one here is another matter. She been a notorious criminal and the only reason she ain’t gone to the gallows is her singing Queen’s evidence

  sweet as a linnet every time she was caught.’




  ‘Be quiet,’ said Samson wearily.




  ‘’ave you forgot,’ Verity hissed, ‘how many of the kings of the swell mob she been spreading her legs for? You forgot how she helped to empty the night ferry to Paris of

  half a ton of gold, and kill two men, and still twist her pretty neck out of the noose? You forgot how a few weeks ago she was party to blackmail in that Bond Street stew? She’d have lured

  the poor young Prince of Wales there, if we hadn’t stopped her! Imagine him photographed gaping, while Miss Jolly’s bare backside was wagging at him over the footlights!’




  ‘Be quiet!’ said Samson threateningly, and Verity was quiet. ‘I ain’t left Fat Maudie, not even for this tight little tit. I met her here from the Euston train to see her

  safe on the boat.’




  ‘What boat?’




  ‘New York packet, same as you. But seeing as she’ll be first-class and you’ll be with the superior servants, it’ll save you the distress of having to associate with

  her.’




  ‘Hang on!’ said Verity triumphantly. ‘Hang on! This got a real ripe smell about it! Two weeks since, this little bitch was working out her time in Mrs Rouncewell’s

  washhouse, down the Elephant and Castle. And now, all of a sudden, here she is! Dressed up like a fourpenny hambone and going to New York in a first-class state-room. Who’s behind this bit of

  villainy Mr Samson, eh?’
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