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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, 184449; 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 Marshals office, Calcutta, September 1857December 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
  Croakers obedient and humble reservations as to the officers 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 

        

        	
          Collge Louis-le-Grand, Paris, 18371843

        
      


      
        	

        	
          Trinity College, Oxford, 18431844

        
      

    

  


  Commissioned 19th Lancers, October 1844; Lieutenant, May 1845; Sikh Wars, Chillianwallah, etc., 184546; half-pay, 1846


  Clubs Whites, Beargarden


  Criminal Convictions None


  Died 26 July 1857, Albemarle Street, London, W. Verdict of self-destruction while of unsound mind returned by coroners 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 swans-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 days 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 others life cheaply enough. The young
  officers 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 dont care for five thousand chinkers aint 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 Jamess 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 mans 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 Temples reputation. Always provided, of course, that he was brought to justice for it.


  The Lieutenant heard the crackle of brushwood under a mans tread and then saw through the twilight the figure of Temple leading two horses behind him. Bearded and grizzled, the old
  traders face combined the sanctimoniousness of a gospel-preacher and the cunning of a horse-thief. Of the two girls mounted on the horses, Jennifers 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 Lieutenants 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, aint you got a way for keepin a fellow at a stand by the hour together? May I be cursed if its short
  of nine oclock now!


  Temple twisted his mouth and spat accurately to one side.


  You know a quicker way across that river, mister, youre 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 aint been robbed. I shall have a minute or two close with the young Khan doxy. If she answers true to form, the
  dealings done. I dont 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 hearts 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 Jennifers 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 Lucifers knuckles otherwise. I dont choose to catch Gods 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 aint 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 subalterns 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 Temples 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.


  Thats 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 shes
  stole from whorehouse or Bible School makes no odds.


  It aint 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 animals 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 Temples 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 Joeys 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 aint 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 Joeys
  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 Temples assassins
  scattered wildly, running in every direction as the yellow oil light caught the first flash of blue uniforms. Since John Browns attempt on the national armory at Harpers 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-Barhams account of the tragedy at the Baltimore and Ohio bridge. Then the young officer whinnied with laughter at the extent of the old mans
  folly.


  By God, Joey! What a fellow will do for five thousand yellow boys! Aint 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. Aint
  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 maynt drawn builders plans of the main rooms, but there aint nothing she couldnt 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. Wheres the sport in it all otherwise?


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


  The Lieutenant frowned.


  Hold hard, Joey! I aint Charley Temple to be bought and sold cheap. More than two million but perhaps not three. And no one to know that its 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. Ive 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!
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