

        

            

                

            

        




	 


	A PREGNANT YOUNG LADY IS MURDERED. A MEMBER OF  THE FAMOUS  DUPONT FAMILY ALLEGEDLY COMMITS SUICIDE. IS THERE A CONNECTION? WAS THERE A COVER-UP?


	 


	 


	 


	“Where were you Wednesday night?”Detective Drummond asked.


	Father Milford laughed. “Why do I get the feeling that you


	suspect me of killing Miss Dugan?”


	“Did you?” my partner, Detective Adelia Bern, said.


	He smirked. “Don’t be absurd. May I ask what evidence you


	have to make such an accusation?”


	Drummond said, “We’re not making any accusations.  I’mquestioning everybody who knew Miss Dugan. She was killed by someone she knew, someone she trusted, and someone who was very angry at her.”


	“How can you be so sure?”


	“The manner of death.”


	“Are you sure her killer is a male?”


	“Odds are it’s the father of her baby.”


	“Well, detectives, I’ve taken a vow of celibacy.”


	“Priests have been known to violate it.”


	“Well, sir, I assure you that I have not.”


	“And I have to take your word on that?”


	“Yes, you do. Now, if you’ll excuse me, there are people in


	need of my comfort. Is there anything else?”


	“You  didn’t  answer  my  question. Where   were  you


	Wednesday evening?”


	 


	 


	 


	“...brilliant and compelling mystery based on an actual crime...in which a young, working-class woman by the name of Katie Dugan is brutally murdered...the trail begins to lead to the DuPont family, which results in a fateful decision...This novel has it all: historical interest, social and political conflict, drama, romance...with the ever present specter of Edgar Allen Poe applauding in the shadows.”—Preston Holtry, author of the Arrius Trilogy and the Morgan Westphal mysteries


	 


	“True crime enhances historical fiction in The Katie Dugan Case by William Francis. This well-written narrative combines with riveting dialogue as Detective Drummond and newly hired Detective Adelia Bern, the first female on the Wilmington


	police force, pursue suspects and leads in solving one of the most notorious crimes in history. Mr. Francis’ meticulous research brings authenticity to his historical account, which makes The Katie Dugan Case a must read for all historical fiction lovers and true crime aficionados.”—Carmen Baca, author of El Hermano


	 


	“The Katie Dugan Case brings you back in time to old-


	fashioned gumshoes and societal cover-ups. William Francis puts you right in the middle of a murder investigation of a young woman, a hush-hush pregnancy, and adds enough twists and turns to keep you reading well into the night.”—Susan Kotch, author of High Flier and Casey of Cranberry Cove


	 


	“Detective Drummond shines as an elegant, no-nonsense gumshoe from the gilded age in The Katie Dugan Case. A case full of murder, intrigue, scandal, and political machinations, it will keep you on the edge of your seat.”—Kellie Butler, Author of The Laurelhurst Chronicles series.
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	CHAPTER 1


	July 8, 1919


	 


	The murder of Miss Katie Dugan exploded upon the people of Wilmington, Delaware like one of the accidental blasts at the DuPont Gunpowder Mills. The first indication that her death would play a significant role in the most interesting case of my career came shortly after dawn on Thursday October 20, 1892 in a telephone call from my Chief of Police, Theodore Francis. On that fateful day I had been a widower for eight months and sleeping in the parlor of my home at 819 Jefferson Street. It was an ordinary house with squared corners and a flat roof, nothing like the newer Victorians going up on the block. My wife Jane and I moved into this home shortly after I helped preserve the Union. 


	Wearing a gray robe, I hurried to the front hall not knowing who’d be calling at this hour and quietly cussing them under my breath. I lifted the conical-shaped telephone receiver from its perch and put it to my ear. Chief Francis, normally a hard man who kept his emotions in check, said hello and then released a deep and mournful sigh that warned me something tragic was about to follow. “Are you coming back today?”


	I spent the last sixty days with my son and his family in Chestertown, Maryland in the hope that it would renew my spirit. I thought it did. My two granddaughters, ages eight and six, were delightful, my son and his wife perfect hosts. Unfortunately, I returned to the same house Jane and I shared and everything that compelled me to flee the city in the first place again reared its ugly head. The silence was unbearable, and I kept imagining I saw Jane’s ghost in every room. I worried I was losing my mind. Some people say that people living alone for an extended period of time went insane. I witnessed men locked in jail talk crazy. One habitual thief believed he had become a mole and tried to burrow his way out of his cell. He tore the flesh off his fingers scratching at the stone walls before he was removed to the former insane asylum at Third and Broom Streets. 


	“Yes,” I said, sounding irritated, which was not my intention. I had to return to work. It would be the best thing for me. It was either that or jump off the Third Street Bridge. “I’m coming back. I’ll wear my best pin-striped suit for the occasion.” 


	“That’s great, David,” Chief Francis said. He sounded like he really needed me, but I could never be too certain with my boss. I was more of a tool in his collective tool shed. If I could help him get ahead politically, such as solving a news-worthy crime, I was his best friend. If something went awry and journalists or Mayor Willey criticized him, I was his scapegoat. “But I’m warning you it’ll be one hell of a day. I need you to get out to Sycamore and DuPont, by the Bush estate. Two constables from the Tenth Ward are here in my office, and they’ve informed me that there’s been a murder that’s certain to get all the citizens riled up. The victim’s a young woman around sixteen to eighteen years old.  She was found about an hour ago and it’s a terrible and bloody mess.”  


	“Dear God. Only sixteen to eighteen? What could she have done to deserve such a fate?” Then I remembered some unfinished business. “Did you fire McDonald during my absence? If you didn’t, I’m not working with him.”


	Chief hesitated before saying, “Not exactly.”


	“Not exactly?” I repeated, fearing what he meant by such a vague response. “I can hardly wait to hear this explanation. You know I don’t get along with that drunk. I’d rather work alone.”


	Chief Francis released another sigh. “I’m aware of how you feel about him. I had to stop you from beating him to death, remember? McDonald’s not fired. He’s not here either. I’m sure he’s sleeping off another stupor at the Ebbitt. I wish I could dismiss him, but you know he’s a friend of the mayor. Instead, we had to hire someone.”


	“Had to hire someone? You mean another political appointee? How many friends does the mayor have?”


	Chief Francis feigned a cough. He was a political appointee. “No, it’s not exactly like that.”


	“Another not exactly?” I said, my temperature rising. “Maybe I should reconsider my decision to return to work. What the hell’s going on down there?”


	“Remember how the reformers were breathing down the mayor’s neck to implement some progressive ideas into city government?” 


	I remembered it all too well. A number of organized groups were promoting social reforms throughout the United States to improve the plight of the poor, working class, women and children. The noisiest were advocates for ending child labor in factories in favor of mandatory public education, better treatment of immigrants, labor unions promoting a forty-hour work week with better pay and working conditions, women’s suffrage, and banning alcohol because it was destroying the American family. 


	“Has Mr. Moran pushed through another of his initiatives?”


	On the local level, a pug-nosed journalist with a bulldog attitude named Casey Moran used the power of his typewriter and his column in the Every Evening to clean up city government. He was successful in ending the “political police force” that had plagued Wilmington until last year. The Police Commission Law of 1891 ended the practice of each mayor hiring his own police, from chief on down to constable, who then held their jobs for the duration of the mayor’s two year term. Chief Francis and McDonald were holdovers from this practice. Needless to say, most had viewed this patronage system as highly corrupt and it had made my job all the more difficult.


	“Well,” Chief said, “one of the reforms was hired four days ago. I’m surprised you didn’t read about it in the papers.”


	“I haven’t picked up a paper since I got back.” 


	“Well, Mayor Willey hired a lady detective. It’s just shocking, just shocking if you ask me, that a woman wants to do this line of work. However, they say she trained with the Pinkerton agency in Chicago.”


	I almost fell over, dumbfounded. In my twenty-three years with the Wilmington Police Department I never heard of anything so extreme. “They hired a female detective. I don’t believe it. Where did they get the money for her salary? One of the mayor’s favorite excuses for doing nothing is that the city has no funds, budget cuts, he yells.” And city government was generally conservative on social issues. “Why would they take on the controversy of hiring a woman to the police force?”


	“Trust me, David, I’m just as appalled and surprised as you are.”


	“Incredible, just like that, the mayor hires a lady detective without consulting us. But we don’t need her. McDonald and I hardly have enough work to keep us busy. So what does this mean? Are you assigning her to work with me?”


	Chief Francis took a long moment to answer, so I knew he was afraid to tell me. “Yes, you and Detective Bern are assigned to the case. It’s the best thing for her anyway. She’s done nothing except sit at her desk and read the Morning Herald. Don’t hate me for this. The mayor wants me to put her to work. The reformers want it. I have no choice.”


	I closed my eyes and rubbed my forehead, anticipating a headache, yet gradually accepting my fate. If Mayor Willey wanted the lady detective put to work, probably because of the favorable publicity it would generate among the progressives, then it had to happen. Of course if she failed at the job, the conservatives would scream that they were right in saying women didn’t belong on the police force. Like Chief Francis, I had no choice. “What’s her name again, Bern?”


	“Adelia Bern. She was born and raised in Illinois by Swedish parents. I’d really like to know her story, but that’s all I know. She won’t tell me anything. She’s very private.”


	“All right.” I said, not too pleased. “I hope this works out. There’ll be enough reporters hounding me. When they see me actually working with her, they’ll question my manhood and my ability to solve the case. They’ll probably even hint at some romantic involvement. Which believe me, is the last thing on my mind.”


	“I know. More importantly, we have to find out if she can do the job. Test her. See if she faints when she sees the victim. If she fails to do her job, or gets in your way, I’m sure with enough ammunition we can get her dismissed, despite the mayor and the progressives.”


	I groaned. “I’m not going to wet nurse her. I’m going to work her as I would McDonald. You say she has training from Pinkerton? Then hopefully she’ll be an asset. Maybe she can teach me a thing or two. Tell her to meet me at the Bush estate.”


	“Well,” Chief said, sounding apprehensive. I anticipated another problem. “Since she’s new to the city she doesn’t know anything about it, doesn’t know her way around. Can you educate her? Teach her what she’ll need to know to survive here. So in that regard, can you come to the Hall and escort her?”


	I yelled into the phone. “What?” Then I took a deep breath. “I need to get out to the Bush estate while the scene is still fresh.”


	Chief laughed. “David, you know damn well the coroner doesn’t show up for work until after nine o’clock. You have time. Oh, one other thing, as a favor to me, please clear this up before Election Day.”


	It was October 20. Election Day was November 8. The voters, men over twenty-one years of age who owned property or paid at least ten-dollars a month in rent, could choose to keep Benjamin Harrison in the White House or return Grover Cleveland after a four year hiatus. That, however, was on the national scene. Chief Francis was more concerned with local elections. Mayor Stansbury Willey was in the middle of his two year term and not up for re-election. Each of the twelve wards had two representatives in City Council. My boss needed these men to get re-elected to keep the status quo, and to keep his job. 


	I hated when politics put pressure on my duties, but that was a sordid fact of life in my hometown, and I suspect in many others. Generally, these politicians were less educated and less refined than I was and yet I had to answer to their every whim in order to stay employed.  In Wilmington a politician or “statesman” was seen as a parasite, feeding on businessmen and citizens alike for his own social and financial gain. They were generally men who had failed at every respectable profession. The occupation attracted the unscrupulous. Yet I had to bow down to them.


	“Don’t worry, Chief,” I said with little enthusiasm, “I’ll do my best to meet the deadline.”


	I hung up the phone and got dressed. Before heading out, I grabbed my black frock coat because October mornings were generally cool and slow to warm. I checked my appearance in a full-length mirror and cringed. I was only 49 years old, yet I had enough gray hair for a man a decade older. My skin was pale. I had sad and mournful eyes, with thick bags underneath. My cheeks were flat, and I had severe wrinkles on my neck and forehead. In summary, I looked like a withered old corpse wearing his burial clothes. 


	 




 


	 


	 


	
CHAPTER 2


	 


	As I walked the seven blocks to Market Street and my second home at City Hall, I greeted citizens I recognized and considered Chief Francis’ request that I bestow my knowledge about Wilmington upon my new partner. Yet how was that possible? What I knew about the city had been acquired over a lifetime of living in this town between the Brandywine and Christina Rivers. I could tell her historical facts such as the city had been founded by Swedish colonists, and that they had named the Christina River after their child queen, but how could she possibly appreciate all the intangibles that made me content to live here? Wilmington currently had a population around 60,000, but the city was expanding westward to accommodate an influx of Europeans, primarily German and Irish who came for its vast opportunities. The DuPont Gunpowder Mills employed mostly Irish labor; it produced the best black powder in the country and was world famous. Blumenthal’s made the best Morocco leather. Railroad car manufacturers and shipbuilders dominated the banks of the Christina, the largest being Harlan and Hollingsworth. Streetcars were manufactured at Jackson and Sharp. The city was bustling with industry and definitely a boom town. 


	Of course it wasn’t all good. Like other cities, Wilmington had its tenement districts and slums, patronage and corruption, but as severe as my melancholy had been I had no desire to leave. How could I convey my passion about this metropolis on a hill to a newcomer while tracking down a murderer? Playing tour guide didn’t exactly mesh with chasing down a killer.


	When I arrived at Market Street from Sixth, the bustling heart of Wilmington spread out before me. Market was lined on both sides by three-four-and-five-story brick buildings that housed retailers, service professionals, investment firms and banks. I waited to cross the street with other citizens next to a brownstone that housed the Security Trust and Safe Deposit Company, where I had an account.


	“Read more about Lizzie Borden!” Joey the newsboy yelled from his usual place on the sidewalk in front of City Hall. He held up copies of the Morning Herald, one of five daily newspapers, but the only morning issue. Joey wore the same tattered gray jacket over a dirty-white shirt, black cotton sack pants, wool cap, fingerless gloves and black shoes. He was a rare urchin in that he could read and write and made an honest living. At twelve years old he had taken on the responsibility of caring for his younger sister and brother. His unemployed parents, confronted with the choice of starving as a family or leaving Wilmington and their children behind, chose to flee the city and start a new life elsewhere. Joey never shed a tear. He took on his new role with gut-wrenching courage and a determination to keep his siblings straight and honest. 


	I was familiar with the Lizzy Borden case. The 32-year-old woman of Fall River, Massachusetts allegedly murdered her father and stepmother with an axe on August 4th. When I initially read about the crime in the Every Evening I gave the article only a cursory glance. After all, the killings took place over 300 miles away and I was fully aware that women were capable of murder. Even in little Wilmington, I have investigated cases where wives had killed husbands or lovers, even their children. Yet the citizens of my hometown surprised me with how many of them crowded around Joey, eager to relinquish their penny to obtain the latest news about the axe-wielding Miss Borden. Now more than two months after the murders, I doubt these latest articles were anything more than hearsay, conjecture, or the journalist’s imagination.


	“Welcome back, Detective Drummond,” Joey said after I muscled my way through the crowd. The boy’s smile revealed a missing front tooth. His cap shaded a black eye. “I’m happy to see you, my friend.”


	“I’m happy to see you too, son,” I said, overhearing the groans from citizens that I had cut in front of. “Have you been fighting again?” 


	“Got to fight to defend me spot from the micks,” Joey said, using a derogatory nickname for poor Irish boys. Joey had prime real estate for his business and occasionally another newsboy, some as young as five years old, challenged him for it. “You know how it is.”


	“Did you win?”


	Joey stuck his chest out. “I’m standing here, ain’t I?” 


	I reached into a vest pocket for a penny and handed it to Joey. “Here you go, son.”


	“Oh no, sir,” Joey said, shaking his head. “Molly already done buy a paper for you. She’s all excited, said you’d be back today.” He winked. “She’s sweet on you, Detective Drummond. You know she is.”


	I knew Molly Delmar was “sweet” on me, and had been for some time, but I couldn’t return her feelings. “Tend to your business, young man, and I’ll tend to mine.”


	Joey laughed. “It’s a deal, sir.”  


	I entered City Hall, a Georgian building with a bell and clock tower that has hosted United States Presidents Thomas Jefferson, John Quincy Adams, Andrew Jackson and William Henry Harrison. In all sincerity, I doubt a single improvement had been made to the Hall since Jefferson. I smelled the decay and dampness the second I stepped into the dimly lit main hall, an aroma created by a mixture of dust, crumbling plaster and water damage. The floorboards sagged, and with each step I took, the wood sounded ready to break and send me crashing to the jail in the cellar.


	“Welcome back,” Municipal Court Policeman Joseph Hinder said. The blue uniformed officer stood guard at the double-doors to the Court Room. When I was eight years old, my father dragged me to the courtroom to view the dead body of Kentucky Senator Henry Clay, whose coffin was on a national tour. My father said Senator Clay was a great man. Lying in repose, he didn’t look so great. “Did your time away refresh your body and soul?”


	“It did indeed, sir,” I said, trying my best to be cordial while lying. It wasn’t easy. I fought a strong urge to return home and bolt the door. Would I ever shake this feeling? “It was the medicine I needed. I see that the city survived without me.”


	A couple of unsavory looking gentlemen wandered in from outside and sought admission to the courtroom. Each working day a city judge handed out justice starting at 9 a.m. to law-breakers that had been captured by police in the previous twenty-four hours. Oddly enough, court sessions were theatre for the poor. They couldn’t afford a ticket at the Grand Opera House so they’d wander into the courtroom throughout the day filling the rows of benches to listen to other peoples’ woes, sometimes taking naps at their seats. 


	Officer Hinder opened the door and let the men inside. “Be quiet once the judge enters.” Then he turned to me. “Yes, the city survived just fine without you, but it’s not the same.”


	“If you’re referring to the female detective, I’ve already heard about it.”


	Officer Hinder frowned. “I don’t understand why she wants to do this work. She’s not plain. She don’t have to fend for herself. I think any man in the city would be happy to take care of her.”


	I nodded, accepting the information. Chief didn’t mention her physical appearance. “Maybe she doesn’t want to be taken care of. You know how these suffragettes are.”


	The officer shrugged. “It’s a sin, it is. Just a plain sin.”


	I excused myself and climbed the nearly hundred-year-old stairs to the second floor. I walked past the mayor’s office and Council Chambers and approached the closed door to the office of the Chief of Police, Theodore Francis. 


	“Detective Drummond,” Molly Delmar said from her desk chair. She stood and hurried to me. Her busty torso was covered by a white shirtwaist and her blue skirt scraped the floor. “Welcome back.” She threw her arms wide and gave me a good and long squeeze. “It’s so great to see you. The place just wasn’t the same without you.” She looked up with wet hazel eyes that could melt a man’s heart, but for some reason had no effect on me. I couldn’t understand why. Molly was a fine-looking widow woman, too young to be a widow, but working in Wilmington’s factories and mills was dangerous. Barely a month went by without an accident claiming a man’s life or leaving one maimed. Molly’s husband suffered a horrible but quick death after he fell into a vat of molten iron at the Lobell Car Wheel Foundry. Some say he was drunk. Nevertheless, Molly was left to raise three children on a paltry income, and compelled to live with her sister and brother-in-law to avoid being destitute.  “Did you get the rest you needed? How’s your son and his family? Did you catch a lot of fish?”


	“I caught my share. My son and his family are well. Johnny’s oyster and crab business is doing well too. They just bought another boat and hired more men.”


	“That’s great.” Molly brushed the front of my frock coat with her hands, and then stepped back to scrutinize me from head to foot. I squirmed under her gaze, knowing I didn’t look well. I usually loved the attention I got from women, although it had taken some time to get accustomed to it. I had been an awkward and shy boy, bony and uncoordinated. As I matured, however, I developed good muscle tone and sprouted to just over six feet tall. I attributed this change to laboring on the family farm and the three years spent in the Union Army. “You look good.” 


	I didn’t believe her, but thanked her. “How are you? And how’s your family?”


	Molly shrugged. “The same. My children are doing well and are in school, but my Joseph wants to quit and explore the world. I’m afraid one of these days he’s just going to hop on a ship and leave me.”


	“Well,” I said, remembering how my own son, at age six proclaimed that he was running away from home, “you can’t hold onto them forever. Is the Chief alone? I already talked to him on the telephone.” 


	“He is.” She leaned in and became sullen. “Earlier he was visited by two constables from the Tenth Ward. Something awful has happened. I don’t know what it is, but I could tell by the look on their faces that it wasn’t good.”  


	“Well, I know what it is. A young lady’s been murdered and I have a new partner. Where is she?” 


	Molly covered her mouth for a second. “Murder? Oh, how dreadful.” Then she pointed toward the open door to the Detective’s Office and whispered, “She’s in there reading the paper I bought for you. So what did the Chief tell you about her?”


	“Nothing much. Do you know anything about her?”


	Molly shook her head. “No, she’s been pretty secretive.”


	I nodded. “Well, excuse me.”


	I had to get a look at this anomaly because females were the delicate sex and men worked together to keep them from being exposed to crime and violence and the seedy realm of society. It was our sacred duty to protect them. Yet there were women advocacy groups inspired by Elizabeth Cady Stanton who wanted to break down all barriers, taking the good with the bad, in order to have greater participation at all levels of society. Primarily, women wanted a voice in politics, and to work outside the home in professions other than teacher, nurse, seamstress, secretary, midwife, or telephone operator. Yet why would any woman want to do police work? It was a physically demanding job that forced encounters with the worst examples of humanity, a job that could get a woman assaulted or killed. There had to be something mentally wrong with this lady. 


	I stepped over the threshold to the Detective’s Office.  Someone in a gray dress and a pair of high-button boots did indeed occupy a chair next to a new roll top desk, but her face was obscured behind the Morning Herald. The headline read: GROVER CLEVELAND ATTEMPTS HISTORY.  


	I feigned a cough to get the newcomer’s attention. “So, do you think Cleveland has a chance of winning the Presidency again?”


	The newspaper came down and the first thing that grabbed my attention was her sky-blue eyes.


	 




 


	 


	 


	
CHAPTER 3


	 


	Detective Bern’s eyes were somewhat feline in nature, but there was starkness behind them that signified a hard life. For that reason I guessed she was older than she appeared, maybe in her early forties. She kept her creamy-blonde hair pulled tight and pinned in a bun. The rest of her face resembled the common traits I had seen among the descendants of our Swedish colonists: a straight nose, high cheekbones, small mouth and rounded chin. 


	She smiled, revealing perfect white teeth. “God morgon, as my parents would say. Good morning.”


	Although she greeted me pleasantly, there was something about her that warned me to be careful, that I shouldn’t treat her like other ladies. “Good morning.” 


	“To answer your question,” she said in a confident tone of voice, “since Mr. Cleveland doesn’t favor women voting, I hope he’s defeated.”


	“President Harrison isn’t promoting voting rights for women either,” I said, surprised to find myself engaged in a political discussion with a woman. 


	“Not yet,” she said, placing the newspaper on her desk. “But President Harrison has shown a tendency to help the oppressed. He appointed Frederick Douglass as Minister to Haiti, did he not? He has tried to stop the Southern states from imposing voting restrictions on Negroes.”


	“Those are good points.” I was impressed by her knowledge. I then used the opportunity to give her lesson number one in my attempt to educate her about Wilmington and the First State. “I don’t know how familiar you are with Delaware, but our down-state residents, meaning anyone who lives south of Wilmington, are generally Democrats and still influenced by southern politics as they had been prior to the Civil War. Wilmington is Delaware’s enclave for Republicans. So if Grover Cleveland wins the White House again, we’re certain to hear all the fat jokes from four years ago.” I whispered. “Honestly, they weren’t that funny the first time.”


	Detective Bern shielded her mouth with a hand over a pleasant chuckle just as Molly stepped into the room and made introductions. “Detective David Drummond, I’d like to introduce Detective Adelia Bern. She just moved here from Chicago.”


	“I understand you schooled with the Pinkerton Agency,” I said.


	Adelia stood. She was a few inches shorter than me, but with her hair up and two inch heels on her boots, she was actually shorter than she appeared. The lady bowed. “Detective Drummond, I’m pleased to make your acquaintance. Going forward, however, please do not mention the name of Pinkerton again.” 


	“The pleasure is mine, Detective Bern, but why the animosity toward Pinkerton?”


	“They have betrayed their noble aspirations to fight crime,” Adelia said in an excited and superior tone, “and have instead become a force of hired thugs. At this very moment they continue to suppress striking workers at Homestead who just seek better wages and safer working conditions.”


	“I’m familiar.” Steel kingpin Andrew Carnegie hired a small army of Pinkerton men to quell a labor strike that started in June at his mill in Homestead, Pennsylvania. The strikers shot and killed some Pinkerton men, prompting violence and death on both sides and turning the steel plant into a small fortress. Pennsylvania’s governor had to call out the National Guard to keep the peace. Four months later, the stalemate continued. “Fortunately, labor unrest is rare in Wilmington. Is it because of Kate Warne that you’ve taken up this profession?”


	Adelia’s eyes widened and she grinned. “I’m impressed, Detective Drummond. You know your history.”


	Molly giggled. “Oh my yes, that’s one thing you’ll learn fast about Detective Drummond. He knows his history, and he helps out at the historical society.”


	Adelia nodded, but did not reply, so an awkward silence fell between the three of us. We looked at each other, all waiting and expecting someone else to speak. I had plenty of questions, especially in regards to Adelia’s past and what had motivated her to pursue this type of work, but I wasn’t certain how to approach the subject or phrase the questions because of protocol. I didn’t wish to offend Detective Bern or make her uncomfortable. 


	“So,” I said, just to make conversation, “do I have you to thank for the clean office?”


	A woman detective and a third desk weren’t the only changes to my second home. My roll top desk and wooden chair had been oiled to look brand new.  On each side of the tall window that overlooked Market Street brown velvet curtains had been hung.  They were separated, and the clean window glass let in sunlight that revealed swept floorboards. My spider roommates were gone, their webs ripped down from the corners. The hole in the baseboard used by visiting mice was sealed. A row of black file cabinets were no longer covered by a thick layer of dust, nor were the law books stored here because space in the building was limited. The books were available in case a lawyer or judge might need a reference. They never did. 


	Molly answered. “Chief actually spent money to get maids in here so that the place looked presentable for the public announcement of Detective Bern’s hiring. All the reporters in the city were here, along with every dignitary from the twelve wards. Detective Bern was quite popular.”


	“But not always in a good way for a lot of people,” Adelia said. “I had trouble finding a place to live because landlords refused to rent to me, claiming they don’t rent to single women. I finally found lodgings on Fourth Street with a widow lady.”


	“Well,” I said with a bow, “I welcome you to my city.”  


	“Your city?” Adelia asked with a smile. 


	“Oh,” Molly said, “he thinks it’s his city. And after you spend some time with him and he tells you all about it, you’ll be convinced that it is his city.”


	“Yes, Detective Bern,” I said. “The Swedes may have founded the first settlement here. And William Shipley and Thomas Willing are credited with laying out the original streets, but as far as I’m concerned it’s my city and I take great pride in it.”


	“I think that’s admirable. Perhaps I will come to love it as much as you do.”


	“Well, judging by your response I assume Chief Francis hasn’t informed you, but we’ll be working together starting right now on a murder case.”


	Adelia’s eyes widened. “Murder? When did it happen? This morning?”


	“Yes, this morning. Chief telephoned me at home and assigned the case to you and me. So you better be ready for this. I’ll do my best to educate you on our procedures and the people you need to know.”


	 Adelia grinned and looked ready to cry, but suppressed the emotion. “Thank you, thank you very much. I can’t tell you how bad the last few days have been for me. I’ve been treated like a leper. The Chief resents my hiring. I’ve only seen Detective McDonald once and he was flat-out rude to me. I asked a few constables if I could follow them on their duties. They laughed at me. I must say, Detective Drummond, you’re the first man in City Hall that’s been polite to me.” 


	“Well,” Molly said with a friendly wink, “Detective Drummond is a rare man. He always said he prefers the company of women.”


	“Socially,” Adelia said, “or just in the bedroom?”


	Molly blushed. “Oh, my.” 


	I too was surprised by Adelia’s candor. Men and women never discussed in public anything related to the bedroom. They could think about carnal activity. They could even imagine it, but any conversation about it was practically forbidden. “I prefer the company of women in all aspects of life.”


	Adelia sounded skeptical. “Well, it’s good of you to say so, Detective Drummond, but let’s see if you really live it.”


	The quickest way to arouse my temper was to question my integrity, so I spoke with some malice in my voice. “I assume you’re not married, no children.”


	Adelia was smug. “I was married. I have no intentions of ever making that mistake again. No children.”


	Molly sighed as if the devil had entered the room. “A divorced woman?”


	Adelia put a hand up. “Please, spare me the lectures on the evils of divorce. Marriage is an evil. However, I’d appreciate discretion. If the wrong people found out that I’m divorced, especially my landlady, I might be forced to leave town.” 


	She wasn’t wrong. Society demanded proper decorum, especially from women. What was perceived was more important than reality. I knew several high-classed ladies on Delaware Avenue who had long ago stopped sharing their husband’s bed. Yet they pretended to be happily married out of necessity. Men could be divorced, but a divorced lady was ostracized. Men could have mistresses, but society had a vocabulary of derogatory names for women with a lover. Fathers could abandon their children, but it was unthinkable for mothers to do so. Men could spend their lives single. Yet the public reacted to an older and unmarried woman as if something was mentally and physically wrong with her. 


	Adelia asked me, “Are you shocked?”


	“No, Detective Bern,” I replied. “No woman with your moxie would be subservient to any man.”


	“Moxie?” Adelia said with a perplexed expression on her face. “What is this word?”


	“It comes from a patent medicine that’s supposed to give people stronger nerves,” I replied. “It’s to help strengthen your courage, your toughness.”


	Adelia grinned. “I like this word, moxie.” 


	“You’re definitely different, Detective Bern, but I admire that. I think it’s a good thing. Chief told me your parents are from Sweden.” 


	“Correct, sir.” Then she headed for the door. “But let’s not waste any more time on personal discussions. I assume there’s a crime scene we need to get to.”


	“You’re correct.” At least she was eager. 


	Molly hurried between us and presented me with an opened cigar box. “Don’t forget to take some of these.”


	There had been a cigar box on top of my desk, but I expected it to be empty because of my absence and McDonald’s tendency to steal. However, the box that Molly presented was full of six-inch Henry Clay’s, my favorite. “Did you buy them yourself?”


	She was coy. “Yes, I did. I thought you’d like it.”


	I removed a cigar and held it under my nostrils and inhaled, savoring the aroma of the Cuban tobacco. “Oh, I do. Thank you very much. But you didn’t have to do it. I know they’re not cheap.”


	“I wanted to,” Molly said. She frowned at Adelia with an odd and almost jealous expression. “Please accept them as my gift.” 


	I thanked Molly again and put three cigars in one of my vest pockets. I heard the Chief’s door open. “Excuse me.”




 


	 


	 


	
CHAPTER 4


	 


	My boss stood in the hallway. Chief Francis had a tall frame that was usually covered in a full suit, but he was currently without his jacket, revealing black suspenders against a white shirt. He had more brown hair on his cheeks and chin than on top of his head. Like most of his predecessors, Chief Francis did not have experience as a policeman. It wasn’t required. What was necessary for the job was a submissive personality to play the political game of compromise, to swallow pride in order to keep the mayor and ward leaders happy. I could never do the job. Pride has caused me trouble in the past and I was certain it would cause me strife in the future. 


	“David,” Chief said as Molly and Adelia joined me, “so good of you to come. I see you’ve met our new detective. Let me know if this woman becomes a hindrance to your investigation.”


	Adelia’s face turned beet red and she couldn’t refrain herself. “You bastard.”


	“What did you say?” Chief said. He looked ready to slap her. I was surprised my boss didn’t fire her on the spot. However, as the mayor’s political token and darling of the progressive elements in the city, Adelia had protection. She could afford to be rebellious, but for how long? “Face facts, dear lady, this is no place for a woman.” 


	Adelia pointed at Molly. “What about her?” 


	Chief ignored the question. “I warn you, when women abandon their duties, children will run wild all over our country and we’ll have a breakdown of society and total chaos.”


	“Chief,” Molly said in a calm voice, “we already have children running wild.” 


	That was true enough. Unlike Joey the newsboy, most abandoned children lived on the streets and earned money by less honorable means. For their own survival they formed into gangs, gave their band a nickname, and defended their portion of town with stones and fists. One of the roughest groups was the Church Street Rangers. They had no fear of cops, including me.


	“David,” Chief said, switching back to compassion, “you better get going. Use whatever manpower you need. You have my full confidence.”


	I looked at Adelia. She didn’t release another outburst, but I saw the fire in her eyes. I admired her restraint, and her willingness to stand up against what had to be a tidal wave of public disapproval. Would I have such courage if I were in her place? I had fought in battle, but I had been surrounded by thousands of men who supported me. Adelia fought her battle alone.


	No more. At that moment, I picked up Adelia’s flag and spoke to my boss with added emphasis. “We won’t let you down.”


	Adelia and I returned to the Detective’s Office. I pulled the lid up on my desktop. Papers and letters that had been there prior to my absence were still in their little wooden slots. One slot was stuffed with my calling cards. Our police department was too cheap for badges, so I handed out cards. They contained my home address and telephone number as well as the phone number and address of the Detective’s Office. A new pile of invitations was next to my ink pen and blotter. Even though I was a lowly policeman, I had a good reputation, so mothers and fathers have been leaving their invites in the hope that I’d meet their daughter. My dear wife hadn’t been in her grave a month when I had received the first one. I tore it up, as well as any more that had come in after that. Molly must’ve preserved these and left them for me, which surprised me given her feelings. Should I tear these up too?


	I opened the desk’s top drawer. Fortunately, the maids hadn’t cleaned it out. I collected my notebook and pencil and handed them to Adelia. In the bottom drawer, I was relieved to find my shoulder holster, Remington revolver, box of cartridges and handcuffs. I normally kept my weapon at home, but Chief Francis confiscated it fearing that I might use the gun on myself. 


	“It makes sense to be prepared,” I said, loading the pistol. I then removed my coat and jacket and put the holster on and slipped the gun into it. “Did you train in firearms?” 


	“I did. I own a derringer.” She removed the small pistol from a pocket in her dress and showed it to me. The single-shot Colt .41 rimfire might only be deadly at close range, but it would certainly inflict damage. “A girl can never be too careful.”


	“Good,” I replied, putting my outer garments back on. “This could get dangerous. Murderers don’t hesitate to kill again if they feel threatened. Have you worked a murder case?”


	“No, I was assigned to financial crimes, such as embezzlement, but don’t let my lack of experience in homicide bother you. I had classroom training and I’m very willing to learn. I can draw on other experiences.”


	“Let’s get going,” I said, desperate to leave. 


	“Wait, Detective, does the police department own a camera?”


	“A camera? You mean one of those photographic devices?”


	“Ja. I mean, yes, it’s helpful to take pictures of the crime scene rather than rely solely on notes and memory.”


	“Well, Detective Bern that may be true, but our poor department doesn’t own a camera and I wouldn’t know how to operate one.” 


	What? Why did I admit my ignorance about cameras? 


	“Then I’ll sketch the scene. And since we’re working together, you don’t have to be so formal. You can call me Adelia.”


	I feigned a smile. I wanted to be less formal with my partner, and the fact that she suggested it first was a positive sign for our working relationship. “Well, Adelia, I appreciate that. You can call me David. We better get going if we intend to beat the coroner and the reporters. We’ll use the back door.”


	“Back door? Why?”


	“Two reasons.” I led her to the window and pointed across Market Street. “See that dilapidated two-story building, the one that looks ready to collapse and doesn’t fit in with the newer brick structures?” She nodded. “We refer to it as the Rats’ Nest. It’s where reporters assigned to cover crime and politics in the city spend their time waiting for news. It has a bar. They play cards. They smoke. However, most of the time they peer out the window waiting for a cop or politician to come out the front door of City Hall so they can ambush him with questions and hopefully get a story. No doubt the constables who came to see the Chief this morning have already spilled the beans.”


	“Why would they do that?”


	“Reporters pay for information,” I replied, exiting the office. “Our police are so poorly paid you can almost forgive them.”


	“Understood,” Adelia said, following me. We said goodbye to Molly and headed for the stairs. “What’s the second reason for using the back door?”


	“Can you ride a bicycle?” I said as we descended the creaking steps. 


	“A bicycle? I have.”


	“Well,” I said as we reached the first floor and waved to Officer Hinder, “I’m known as the Biking Detective, and it’s at least twenty blocks to DuPont and Sycamore. That’s a long walk. I’m not fond of riding horses. I don’t want to waste time hitching a rig. The trolley schedule is haphazard at best and doesn’t reach all parts of the city. So if we want to get to the crime scene ahead of the coroner and reporters then a bicycle is the fastest means.”


	“Then let’s ride bikes.”


	 




 


	 


	 


	
CHAPTER 5


	 


	After Adelia and I exited City Hall it occurred to me that we had started something historic, and something I hoped the citizens of Wilmington would embrace. My partner and I would be the first man and woman detective team in the city’s existence.  Until now, I never liked working with someone because partners slowed me down and seemed more interested in generating publicity and promotions for themselves. To do the job right, or more accurately, to do the job my way, I had to be a lone wolf. Then again, I might’ve felt differently had I worked with a capable partner. McDonald was a fool. Before him had been a string of political appointees more incompetent than the next. Adelia appeared to have the intelligence and determination to do an excellent job. However, the true test lay ahead. Could she tolerate seeing the victim, viewing the violent death, the blood and gore? Could she handle facing a crowd of onlookers and inquisitive journalists?  


	My Victor bicycle, manufactured by the Overman Wheel Company, was stored with a couple other bikes in a saltbox attached to our government-owned stable behind City Hall. The livery was easy to find, just follow the smell. It was a combination of mud, hay and manure from six horses. The animals were tended to by colored boys who were also responsible for caring for two coaches, a hansom and an open barouche. I brought my bicycle out into the sunshine. It had some rust on the frame, but its hard rubber tires were in good shape. I dusted off the seat with my hand and mounted the two-wheeler. Adelia selected a black Columbian. She mounted the seat and lifted her skirt to her calves to keep the dress from possibly getting tangled in the pedals. A portion of her stocking-covered legs was revealed above her boots. She caught me taking a peek. 


	“Mr. Shipley and Mr. Willing were Quakers from Philadelphia,” I said, using the opportunity to further educate her on my hometown, “so they laid out Wilmington streets in the same grid pattern as that city. Named streets, such as Jefferson, Adams and Monroe travel north-south while numbered streets travel east-west. Some of the roads, like Market, are paved in brick, a few are cobblestone, but most are gravel and clay, and watch out that you don’t get your tire caught in a trolley track.”


	Adelia nodded, and we set out for the Bush estate.  Wilmington’s population was spread out over ten square miles, so the streets were not crowded.  Still, Adelia and I traveled at a safe speed, maneuvering around the occasional streetcar, pedestrian, horseback rider, horse-drawn carriage, coach, supply wagon or other cyclists. On Madison, we passed through a residential area of lower class single clapboard or brick homes that were occupied by hard-working citizens who lived within earshot of the Philadelphia, Wilmington and Baltimore Railroad. Two sets of tracks paralleled the Christina River through the southern and eastern portion of Wilmington and then headed north to parallel the Delaware. 


	“I worked this area,” I said as Adelia rode next to me, “back in the days when I was a regular cop.”


	Adelia did not respond. She seemed more intent on observing the scenery and learning the streets and landmarks. She was also proving to be a strong and agile rider. By the time she and I reached Newport Pike, my leg muscles were feeling the effects of inactivity. The strain was made worse by the fact that Wilmington rose in elevation as we headed west.


	A half-hour later, we closed in on Sycamore Street, which was nothing more than a dirt strip with no houses. This area was considered “out in the country” until recently. Roads for what would become southwest Wilmington were laid out and corner signs with the street names posted, but new home construction wasn’t scheduled to begin for another year. 


	“Wilmington keeps expanding,” I said, breathing hard and straining to pedal. “It’s a boom town, Adelia, a boom town.” 


	She and I rode around Delamore Park. After we circled the property and cleared its trees, I experienced a mixture of anticipation and apprehension because I saw the grim reality of the task before us. The expected crowd of curious onlookers had gathered in front of the Bush estate and in proximity to a barren persimmon tree. Most of the citizens were female, sporting their long dresses and coats and autumn hats. A few of them had even brought their children. 


	“That’s the Dr. Lewis Bush estate,” I said of the Victorian mansion. Behind it, dense woods had some leaves just starting to turn yellow, gold or red to provide a colorful background. “Dr. Bush was a prominent physician who led the way in improving sanitation conditions in the city.  Sadly, the old gentleman passed away in March. We’ve had a few reports from citizens who swear the old man’s ghost is still on the premises.” 


	Adelia said, “I like ghost stories.”


	I spotted four saddled horses with blue blankets tied to a hitching post in front of the mansion. “The police are still here.” I also looked for reporters. They were harder to find because they dressed like citizens. “I see Max Hinton from the Daily Republican and Joe Snead from the Delaware Gazette. No sign of Casey Moran or the coroner, but they’ll be here.”


	Adelia and I dismounted our bicycles and made our way past the citizens to within view of the crime scene. The victim lay in the road near the persimmon tree. She was covered in burlap, a bad choice. The porous material absorbed the blood it had been meant to hide, and the sheet wasn’t large enough to shield all the blood that had spilled from her body. The red liquid had flowed like a stream with the slant of the road until it formed a puddle. It always amazed me how much blood was stored in the human body.  After three days of fighting at Gettysburg, the waters of Rock Creek actually flowed red. Of all the horrors of war, I remembered that bloody stream most of all.  


	Adelia looked at the victim. I expected her to faint and got ready to catch her. 




 


	 


	 


	
CHAPTER 6


	 


	Whatever Adelia felt, she hid it well, showing no emotional reaction. She coldly pulled out the pencil and notebook from her dress pocket and started sketching with a steady hand. She glanced back and forth between the victim and her notebook with such a sense of calm that she might’ve been drawing a flower instead of a bloody murder scene. 


	“Since we don’t have a camera,” she said in a firm voice, “I can at least draw what I see. It might be useful later. There was a case where a sickly old gentleman was found dangling from a rope tied to a ceiling beam in his room. Everyone was convinced it was suicide, even the policeman and sketch artist. But later, the artist looked at his drawing and realized there weren’t any tables or chairs at the man’s feet. So how did he get up there?  Turns out he was murdered.”


	“Did you learn sketching at Pinkerton? Oh, sorry, I mentioned the name.”


	“I did.” Adelia’s pencil continued to scratch out the image of a body covered in burlap.  


	I glanced over her shoulder. She was no Howard Pyle, but I understood how her drawing might be useful because memory, especially mine, was not always dependable. 


	Officer Matt Ormond approached. He wore the blue woolen pants and sack coats of the Wilmington City Police. The cop stood a few inches taller than me, and with the blue policeman’s cap covering Matt’s blonde hair, he looked even taller. He was one of the few high-ranking members of the Tenth Ward who managed to keep his job through all the patronage upheaval. Rumor was he had dirt on elected officials. So Matt ruled his neighborhood like a small tyrant, jealous and suspicious of intruders, but he and I had always managed to get along. 


	I introduced Detective Bern. 


	Matt scrutinized Adelia from head to foot, and then grimaced as if he smelled something bad. “As you can see,” he said in a cordial tone, “it’s rather gruesome, and apparently no witnesses.” 


	“Do you suspect local gangs?” I asked, testing Matt’s loyalty. Like most cops, he took money to protect gambling halls, opium dens and pleasure houses, so he might be reluctant to point a finger at anybody. “Any roving boys?”


	Matt shook his head. “There’s no way they’d do this to a young lady, nor would I tolerate it.”  He handed me a small green purse. “I found this on the ground near her.” 


	The woolen purse had a tartan design and a small strap. I opened it and looked inside while my partner continued to sketch. I found three coins equaling 31 cents and a typewritten note. I read aloud. “Meet me Wednesday night at the same place and time.”


	“She obviously had a rendezvous,” Matt said.


	“So her killer lures her with a note, and yet leaves it behind?” 


	“That note shows it was premeditated,” Adelia said, anxious to contribute her opinion.


	“It seems like an odd place for a man and woman to meet,” Matt said. “I think they’d rendezvous in a park. There’s nothing romantic about meeting in front of a dead man’s house. Do you want to hear my theory?”


	“Go on,” I said with a smile.


	“I don’t think the guy who wrote the note killed her. If he had, he’d take the note with him. Why leave it behind? I think she’d already met her lover, say in Delamore Park, left him and was followed by a jealous suitor, and he killed her in a fit of rage. A jealous suitor wouldn’t know about the note, and this crime was obviously committed by somebody very angry.”


	“How do you know it’s a he who killed her?” Adelia said. “It could be a jealous wife.”


	“Chances are it’s a man,” I said. “I like your theory, Officer Ormond, except that it doesn’t explain why she’s here. She was obviously killed here, not somewhere else and dumped here. So why leave Delamore Park and head in this direction instead of back to the city, back to where she can get a trolley or cab? There’s no streetlamps. The Bush home has been locked up for months. Too bad the note’s typewritten. Tracing the note to a specific typewriter would be near impossible.” 


	“And that’s the other thing,” Matt said. “A typewritten note is hardly romantic. What lover in his right mind would use a typewriter? He’d write it in his own hand.”


	“Unless he needed to be discreet,” Adelia said just as I was about to. “Adultery?”


	“Probably,” I said, “or it’s someone with a recognizable name who shouldn’t be seen with the young lady.”


	“Did you find any identification?” Adelia asked.


	“No,” Matt replied. “I only located her purse. But the man that found her knew her through her father.”


	“Oh,” I said, pleased to have identification. “Who found her?” 


	Officer Ormond pulled a chubby little man in a moth-eaten suit out of the crowd and introduced him as William Carswell. Mr. Carswell held his bowler hat in front of him and shook visibly. 


	“You knew the young lady?” I said to Mr. Carswell and Adelia took notes. 


	“Yes, sir,” the man said in a trembling voice. “Her name’s Katie Dugan. Her father, James, owns a barbershop on Broom Street. I deliver coal to his business, get a haircut sometimes, and I saw her occasionally when she stopped in to visit.”


	“When did you find her?”


	“Just around dawn. I walk this way to work.”


	“Where do you work?”


	“Munster Coal.” William pointed a shaking finger at a mountainous pile of coal next to a single-story brownstone two blocks north and adjacent to the Wilmington Gun Club.


	“What else do you know about Miss Dugan? Was she married?”


	“No, sir. She was popular, though.”


	“How do you know that?”


	“Just from conversations with her father. I have two daughters myself, so we talked about our concerns while I unloaded coal.”


	“What was Mr. Dugan concerned about?”


	“The usual stuff with daughters,” William said, wetting his lips with his tongue. “When might she marry? Would she pick the right sort of man for a husband? Hopefully, no babies out of wedlock.”


	“Do you know if she had a lover?”


	William appeared shocked by my question. “I can’t say for certain, sir.”


	“Did Mr. Dugan ever express any other concerns?”


	He thought for a moment. “No, sir. None that I can remember.”


	“Did he mention if she had any enemies? Any men she might’ve upset?”


	“No, sir. We weren’t that close. Most of our conversations was just idle talk to pass the time while I unloaded coal into his basement, or when I got a haircut.”


	“So Mr. Dugan never mentioned a beau?”


	“Not to me, sir.”


	“Did he mention anyone he found untrustworthy, like an employee in his shop?”


	William shook his head. “No, sir. Sorry, sir.”


	“Can you think of anything that might help me understand why someone would do this to her and why she’d be out here?”


	He shook his head. “Sorry, sir. I don’t know anything more. I was just on my way to work. I saw no one. I didn’t hear a thing. I just found her like that. Poor child.”


	“Did you touch anything?”


	“No, sir. I ran for a call box as soon as I saw her. And let me say that was quite a run. There ain’t any around here.”


	I asked my partner, “Do you have any questions, Detective Bern?” 


	William grinned. “What? A lady detective? I thought you were his secretary or something, the way you’re writing everything down.”


	“No,” Adelia said. “If you had taken the time to read a newspaper you’d know I’m a detective with the city police.”


	William stared at Adelia with a mixture of awe and revulsion, the way people looked at a strange and rare creature on display at the zoo. Adelia was aware of the scrutiny. To combat it, she stared right back. William blinked, looked away and said nothing more.


	I gave the man one of my calling cards. “If you think of anything, don’t hesitate to contact me day or night.”


	William looked at the card. “I will, sir. I certainly will.” 


	After Mr. Carswell left, I asked Matt, “Was the victim’s dress up or down when you came upon the scene?”


	It took the policeman a second to understand. “Oh, dress down, sir. I don’t think she was molested.”
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