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PROLOGUE
Jubal Slidell finished the last of his kippers, enjoying the metallic taste of herring in the back of his throat. It was a taste he had acquired since coming to England. He pushed the plate of his false teeth against the roof of his mouth with his tongue and wiped his lips with a serviette. Then he pushed back his chair and began the process of standing. It took a while, but he had nothing pressing. Ninety was just a memory to him and a dull one at that. The week before, he’d stumbled a little in the dining room of his pension hotel and even now the waiters eyed him carefully. Once standing, he puffed out his chest and raised his head in line with his spine. He took posture seriously. No one could say he wasn’t ramrod straight. Nor that he needed a cane at ninety-two.
Slowly, he crossed the lobby to the doors and turned to the concierge.
“What’s the weather, Ainsby?” he asked.
“A bit warm, sir,” came the reply.
Slidell nodded. “Excellent. I’m going to take my morning constitutional.”
“Good day, Senator.”
He tottered out the door. The London sun was warm, but the April air still had a breath of winter. He felt it in his bones, but then he seemed like nothing but bones these days.
He felt at home here in Grosvenor Street, having been exiled here for the last twenty years. After the war, he had escaped into Canada and then finally reached the English shore. It hurt that he had to sell his plantation. His wife was buried there, but the sale had afforded him all that he needed in his later years. When one is on the losing side, there is no pension.
When he reached Park Lane, he walked into Hyde Park and sat on his customary bench. He’d saved the crusts from his breakfast in his coat pocket and the pigeons cooed around his ankles. Tearing the bread into pieces, he dropped them in front of his private flock. Finished, he wiped the crumbs from his tweed coat. He looked like a retired British colonel now with the requisite mustache. There was nothing to suggest he was American, Confederate American at that. Of all its colonies around the world, only the Confederacy genuinely understood and appreciated Great Britain. He should know. He had been a U.S. senator and later a Confederate envoy to England. Such a good people, the English, he thought, no matter what the colonies say.
His pockets empty, he pushed himself to his feet again, and the pigeons flapped away. He took a deep breath of the crisp air and only coughed a little. Slowly he left the park and stepped around the corner into the bustle of the West End. Traffic was heavier here, much heavier. It wasn’t like this when he first came to London. It had been a quiet street then and he still had Jacques, his terrier. Dear old Jock. One never had to leash him because the passing carriages were few.
By now his bad leg was aching. It always did as his walk ended. He’d been slashed by a sword when the Union navy had boarded and attacked a Royal Mail vessel to arrest the South’s new diplomats, and one of their young officers had become agitated. It had become an international incident known as the Trent Affair. The Yankees never apologized, but Slidell and his fellow envoy Mason were released. Now practically no one could recall the incident. Everyone involved was dead. Almost everyone, that is.
Slidell’s walk was three-quarters finished now and he was slightly winded. He wouldn’t admit to himself that he was shuffling along at a snail’s pace. If pressed, he’d say he was taking the air.
A whip cracked nearby, then he heard the pounding of hooves. The cabmen these days drove too fast, too carelessly.
There was a scrape behind him, a shudder of metal wheel as it jumped the curb. The vehicle landed on the pavement just as Slidell turned. The front wheel struck him, knocking him against the wall of a stationer’s shop. The horses and carriage righted themselves and dropped into the street again. Slidell looked up. The driver glanced back at him, a neckerchief over his mouth and nose as he cracked the whip again.
The senator’s bones shattered like glass. He felt his heart beginning to fail. He knew it because it was his third attack. Decompensatio cordis. That’s what his physician had called it. Here it was again, like a wave coming at him.
Slidell cried out as pain washed over him. He felt the familiar burn in his chest. He was dying, he knew, but it didn’t hurt as much as he expected. He was leaning against the base of a balustrade, but he let go, rolled himself off, and lay on the pavement, as strangers ran up to help.
“Ramrod straight,” he murmured to himself.
He passed quickly. No one could help or revive him. They wouldn’t know how. What they also couldn’t know was that the final witness to the Trent Affair was gone.



CHAPTER 1
“Did you see it?” I asked my partner as we entered our offices in Craig’s Court, Whitehall, that morning.
“Aye,” my partner, Cyrus Barker, rumbled.
“A closed brougham at the curb in front of the Silver Cross at eight o’clock in the morning,” I said. “The Cross won’t open for hours. It must be someone here to see us.”
It was the second day of April 1894. Barker had removed his bowler hat and hung it on a hook. He put his stick in the stand, then continued into our chambers. There he went ’round his desk and settled into his green leather chair, the center of his universe.
“They have a right to do as they wish, do they not?” he asked. “This is a place of business. Are we to chase off everyone who stops near our door?”
“No,” I argued. “Only the ones who arrive in broughams. What have they got in there? A Gatling gun? Rifles or pistols, at the very least.”
The Guv stood, moved to his smoking cabinet, and selected a white meerschaum pipe with a yellow stem from among its brethren. He stuffed it with his custom tobacco while speaking over his shoulder.
“You’re in a mischievous mood this morning,” he remarked. “If they brought guns, they would have been wiser to have shot us on our doorstep. We have all manner of weapons here ourselves.”
“Still,” I cautioned.
“Why should you be concerned about a closed brougham?” he asked. “People ride in closed broughams every day. We’ll see if they come to our offices before we make a judgment.”
“I’ll have my hand on the pistol in my drawer all the same,” I warned him.
“If it makes you feel better, Thomas.”
The door to our waiting room opened just then and I heard more than one person enter. I clutched my pistol, but no one shot our clerk, not yet anyway.
“May I be of service to you, gentlemen?” our clerk, Jeremy Jenkins, asked in his East End accent.
“We’d like to see Mr. Cyrus Barker, please,” one of the visitors said. “Here is my card.”
From my desk I cannot see much of the waiting room. I saw a sleeve put something in front of Jenkins and he looked pleased. I glanced at Barker. He showed more interest in his pipe than in our guests. Our clerk entered with the silver salver he uses to bring calling cards to the Guv. There were no fewer than four in it now. He prized the delivery of such a treasure, four cards at once.
“Jeremy, would you bring two chairs from the outer office?” my partner asked.
Four men entered the room, as I helped Jenkins bring in two chairs in addition to the pair of yellow visitor’s chairs in our chambers. One of the visitors reached over the desk to shake Barker’s hand. I recognized a secret Masonic handshake. I took out my notebook and began to write.
“Mr. Barker, I presume?” the man said.
He was an impressive fellow in his late forties, well-built, with dark hair and a short beard. His eyes were a piercing blue. Something about him, his deportment and assurance, made me think he was a military man.
“You are General Woodson, I presume?” Barker asked, studying the man’s card.
“I am, sir.”
“Your card gives an address in Havana. Are you a member of the Cuban army?”
“No, sir,” Woodson replied. “I was a proud member of the Confederate States of America. I am now living in Havana as a tobacco planter and cigar maker.”
“You are a Mason?” the Guv asked.
“We are members of the Knights of the Golden Circle.”
“I thought your organization had dissolved,” my partner remarked.
“Far from it, sir,” the man replied. “We have never been more active.”
“Sit, gentlemen,” Barker said. “I can offer cigars, but I cannot promise they will be as fresh as the general’s.”
“Allow me to introduce my colleagues,” Woodson said. “This is Brigadier David St. Ives of Rio de Janeiro, Colonel Zebedee Beaufort of Juarez, Mexico, and Captain Manuel Cortes of Bogota, Colombia.”
“Are you all expatriates?” I asked.
“Forgive me, gentlemen,” Barker said. “This is my partner, Thomas Llewelyn.”
“Not expatriates,” Woodson replied. “Merely patriots. We could not abide the Union crowing over the graves of our beloved comrades, so we moved further south for a time. We Confederates have colonies across Central and South America. Some of us have married into the native populations. There are many thousands of us who are exiled.”
“I see,” Barker rumbled. “How can a pair of London enquiry agents be of service to you?”
“You likely can’t, but the head of the Knights Templar can.”
My partner was the current leader of a secret society with hundreds of members, many of whom were wealthy and powerful. This was known to practically no one. That someone who had recently come from the Americas knew this fact was astounding.
The general reached into his pocket and retrieved an unsealed envelope, sliding it across the desk toward my partner. The Guv took it and removed a letter, which he opened and read. I watched as Barker’s brows rose above the black-lensed spectacles he wore, and his dark mustache bowed into a smile.
“Albert Pike?” he asked. “I never expected to hold a letter of his in my hand.”
“He was the leader of our order and a fine general of the Southern cause,” Woodson explained. “He passed away not long after writing this.”
Barker put the letter back into the envelope and moved it to the edge of the desk where I could reach it. I opened it and read:
To Whom It May Concern,
It is my wish that you will treat General Woodson with respect and favor as the new leader of the Knights of the Golden Circle and will aid him and his followers in their endeavors.
Yr. obdn’t servant,
General Albert Pike
March 20, 1891
Carefully, I put the letter back into the envelope and laid it on the desk. I had no idea who Albert Pike was, or how Barker had been aware of his name.
“Very well, gentlemen,” my partner said. “I am inclined to help you with your mission, whatever it is. How may we be of service?”
Woodson cleared his throat. “We wish to speak to the prime minister.”
“You do not need my help to do so,” Barker said.
“Ah, but we do,” Woodson answered. “We have already been denied entry to Downing Street.”
“For what reason?”
“The prime minister does not believe the Confederacy exists any longer as an entity, and if it does, he does not believe we represent it.”
“Those are valid points, both of them,” the Guv said. “What was your response?”
Woodson gave an assured smile and pulled a second envelope from his pocket, placing it again in front of Barker. My partner opened it and read.
“Thomas,” he asked. “Who is Jefferson Davis?”
“He was the president of the Confederacy,” I answered, looking at Woodson. “I am correct, am I not?”
The men nodded as one. I took the second letter from my employer. It read:
Let it be known that I pass on the title of President of the Confederate States of America to General James Woodson on this date, March 18, 1889.
Jefferson Davis
“Jeremy!” Barker called.
Our clerk entered the room with a question in his eyes. “Sir?”
“We need your expertise,” he said. “I have two papers for you to examine.”
“Yes, sir,” Jenkins replied. “I’ll get my loupe.”
I heard him rummaging around in his desk before he returned. I vacated my swiveling chair and pushed it over to the side of the desk. Our visitors were puzzled.
“Our clerk was the son of a famous forger, both of documents and paintings,” Barker explained. He gestured to a painting on the wall. “Mr. Jenkins has inherited his father’s gifts. That painting is his. It’s the Battle of Culloden.”
Jeremy lifted the first note.
“Vellum, octavo sized,” he pronounced. “The watermark is from the Lucas Brothers Paper Company of Baltimore. The writing was done by an older man, with what we call a spidery hand, which means it shook as he wrote. It stutters here as it starts, you see. The ink h’aint expensive. Of course, I haven’t an original to compare the signature to, but there are no breaks in the writing and no obvious attempts at forgery. It’s dreadful hard for a younger man to duplicate an older man’s weaknesses. Who was this gentleman?”
“Mr. Pike was a famous general of the South during our Civil War,” Woodson supplied. “He was also the most famous member of the Masons and author of Morals and Dogma of the Ancient and Accepted Scottish Rite of Freemasonry. Lastly, he was Grand Master of the Knights of the Golden Circle. He passed three years ago. It had been his intent to come here himself, but Death finally took him, as it will us all.”
“And the other?” Barker asked our clerk, sitting back in his chair. He pressed his fingers together and swayed his green leather swiveling chair from side to side.
“Again, it’s vellum and not an old document,” Jenkins said. “It was done within the last four years. The watermark is from Crane Stationery. The ink is much blacker, of a higher quality. The signee was near death. It’s a scrawl and he did not finish the line. See here? It fades out. The last few letters are just a blot of ink. The first name appears to be Jefferson, and the last name begins with a ‘D,’ but I can’t decipher it. The letter was written by one man and signed by another. I suppose the first was a secretary. It has an assured hand, and the lettering was taught in America.”
“I wrote it myself,” St. Ives said. He was a colorful-looking fellow with a mustache and gray in his dark curling hair. A green silk tie was wound about his throat. He reminded me of another American, Edgar Allan Poe.
“I cannot take that at face value,” Jeremy said. “I’ll need a specimen.”
I took a sheet of foolscap from my desk and a pen and inkwell. The fellow changed places with the general and copied the letter. When it was finished, Jenkins examined it.
“It is similar, but not exact,” our clerk said. “Have you been ill as well?”
“No, sir,” St. Ives answered. “I am currently drunk.”
Jenkins nodded. “That would explain it. Yes, I’d say both of these letters are genuine, Mr. B.”
“Thank you, Jeremy,” the Guv said, nodding.
“It is interesting,” St. Ives said, raising a brow, “that you should keep a forgery expert about like a dog.”
“I have the dog as well, but he is guarding my home,” the Guv said. “Tell me, General, why do you think I have the ability to snap my fingers and let you speak to Lord Rosebery? That is quite an assumption.”
“I infer it, I confess,” Woodson answered. “A man does not reach your position without accumulating powerful friends. I assume they are either members of the Masonic or Templar organizations. Possibly both. You are the head of the latter organization.”
“How did you come by that information?”
“General Pike confided it to us before he died.”
Barker was making abstract shapes on his glass-topped desk with the tip of his finger. He said nothing. Woodson watched him with those sky-blue eyes of his. He did not appear nervous in any way.
“I had hoped to meet the author of Morals and Dogma someday, but alas…” the Guv said.
“We are leaders of the Knights of the Golden Circle in our respective countries,” Woodson stated. “We are also prominent businessmen. I own a tobacco plantation. St. Ives here grows rubber, Beaufort is a military advisor to the Mexican government, and Captain Cortes’s family grows coffee.”
“You are all to be commended for your industry since you left the United States,” Barker stated.
“We would not characterize it in that manner,” General Woodson said. “No matter where we live, we are sons of the South.”
“What is your purpose in speaking to Rosebery, gentlemen?” the Guv asked.
“Alas, sir,” Woodson continued. “We would speak with the prime minister only. It is a private matter.”
“Is it?” Barker purred. “How intriguing. I will consider the introduction on the condition that I attend the meeting and Mr. Llewelyn with me.”
“Is he a Mason or Templar?” Woodson asked, looking at me.
“I fear not,” I said. “I promised my mother, who has no respect for secret societies. She’s a good Methodist.”
“Mr. Barker,” Woodson said. “Your associate cannot join us.”
Barker tsked. “Then I cannot come, either, sir, and I’ll make no introduction. The choice is yours. I’m sure you realize the risk is mine. One of us might anger His Lordship and that could set back my work in London. In fact, it almost certainly will. I must be present if my reputation is to be sullied and I demand a witness.”
“May we step aside and discuss your terms?” Woodson asked.
“You may and remember this,” Barker said. “You ask me to endanger my business for no remuneration in a situation I fear may sacrifice my reputation. I do not know you gentlemen, merely that you claim to belong to a society, which as far as I know is defunct, along with your government. You are asking a large favor of a perfect stranger.”
“You are a fellow Mason,” Woodson protested. “You lead a branch of a Masonic organization, as do I.”
“Interesting,” Barker replied. “So, you are not merely a member of the Knights of the Golden Circle. You are in fact the leader. Is this for all the Americas?”
The general nodded. “And Europe, as well.”
“That is intriguing, sir. You may step into the front room if you wish. If you desire more privacy, there is a courtyard through that door.”
The men stood and filed out to the courtyard. I turned to Barker.
“Quite an interesting conundrum on both sides, don’t you think?” he asked, as if the matter were academic.
“I advise against his request, sir,” I told him. “We don’t know these men or their plans. They could be scoundrels.”
“I suspect they are, but what brings a deputation to my door?”
“To our door,” I corrected. “And I am still against taking them to the prime minister. He might refuse to see them, anyway. Who knows who sent them or what their plans are. But I know that look. You intend to accept.”
“As I said, I am intrigued,” he admitted.
“There must be an ambassador for this sort of work.”
“There might be one for Brazil, but not the other countries.”
The delegation returned and sat again. They appeared determined and solemn, save for St. Ives, who seemed to find the situation droll.
“We accept your conditions, Mr. Barker,” General Woodson said. “If your partner promises to hold our secrets.”
“He does,” Barker rumbled. “I shall see if I am able to secure an appointment with His Lordship. He has not been prime minister long and I have not met him. I may have to call in some markers. Where are you staying?”
“In the Holborn Hotel in Russell Street.”
“I will send a telegram the minute I receive word.”
The men stood and bowed to Barker. They donned their top hats and trooped out the door like guardsmen.
“They have excellent manners for Americans,” I noted.
“Lad, do me a favor and follow them,” the Guv said. “I’d like to find out what those rascals are planning.”



CHAPTER 2
I followed the quartet to a photographic studio in Oxford Street. The four of them entered the shop and were inside for at least half an hour. They were having their photographs taken, I gathered, an official portrait of the delegation. However, when they returned the youngest was holding a large, flat bag of black canvas by its handles, the sort used for carrying paintings. General Woodson had a second package under his arm. He was in such a jolly mood that St. Ives slapped him on the shoulder. For a moment, they both looked ten years younger. What were they up to, these earnest and mysterious men? What were they after and how did they think we might get it for them?
From Oxford Street, they were driven to the Holborn Hotel. I’d never been inside it before. Its appearance was grand and attractive enough, but it was not where I expected them to stay. The Savoy seemed more their style if they intended to impress whomever they had come to see. This address was twenty years past its prime, but one might say the same of the men themselves. As they entered the premises, I held the cab across the street for five minutes and then let it go. I’d stay for an hour but no longer.
Enquiry agents understand that not every situation works out to our advantage. It is the nature of the beast. No one works for our convenience. While I waited, none of the men came out again. They could be having lunch, or perhaps conferring in their rooms, or even celebrating in the hotel’s grill. I’m sure that was where St. Ives was.
I am a good lounger. I’m not especially noticeable and I can look disinterested enough to not need a prop, such as a newspaper, to hide behind. My peripheral vision is excellent, so I can keep an eye on a front door while seeming to look away. I’ve learned to keep notes with a short pencil and notepad in my pocket, so that no one would notice I was doing anything but idling. I didn’t know I had such inherent abilities, but Barker claims he saw them on my first day in his employ.
“They’re staying at the Holborn as they claimed,” I told him when I returned to our offices. “They stopped at a photographic studio in Oxford Street and were in there for a good half hour.”
Cyrus Barker was in the bow window looking out into our court.
“Explain,” he said.
I described what the men were carrying when they left the shop, as well as my impressions of the hotel. Barker grunted in return.
“You talked to someone while I was gone,” I noted. “The telephone cord is looped.”
“Aye,” he replied. “I called Pierce. We have an appointment in a quarter hour.”
Hesketh Pierce was an agent for the Home Office, with whom we’d spoken several times. I should have known there was no way to reach the prime minister directly.
“Is anything happening out there?” I asked my partner, who was looking out the window. “You look diverted.”
“There is a singular-looking fellow in the street watching us.”
“Singular?” I asked, turning in my swivel chair.
“Very much so,” Barker said, nodding. “He appears to be an Indian. An American Indian.”
I stood. “Can I look?”
“Not yet, but I’m sure we can’t avoid him. He’s wearing a morning coat with no tie or collar and a bowler hat, though his hair is down his back.”
The Guv turned from the window and walked to the bookshelves that lined our walls, taking down a volume from a set of three called the Cyclopedia of Universal History. He opened it on his desk and turned pages while still standing. I watched him reach a page and begin following sentences with his finger.
“Albert Pike was given command of three Confederate regiments of Indian cavalry, who fought the Union Army at the Battle of Pea Ridge in 1862,” he said. “From what I see of our voyeur across the street, he is not young. Perhaps he was a survivor of one of those regiments.”
“I’m sure that’s not something one sees every day,” I said. “Certainly not in London. I can’t think of one since Pocahontas.”
Barker slapped the book shut. “I admit I’ve never seen one in my life before, only photographs in stereoscopes, and those wore feathered headdresses. There are traveling shows hiring Indians, I understand, Buffalo Bill and the like, but I’ve never seen one.”
“Where are we meeting Pierce?” I asked. “In the Houses of Parliament?”
Barker shook his head. “No, by the Buxton Memorial Fountain. Are you ready?”
The Guv always assumes that when he is ready to leave, I must be as well. We took our sticks and left our offices, making certain not to glance at the man watching us from the west side of the street. We turned east and headed deeper into Craig’s Court. I must admit I savored the thought that when the man crossed the street to follow us, he would find the court empty.
There is a nondescript door to a vacant-looking building in the court itself. It seems to have no purpose, and yet it has a very definite purpose, indeed. Should the Houses of Parliament or Downing Street ever be attacked, as they nearly were in the days of Guy Fawkes, the officials would evacuate through a Y-shaped tunnel into Craig’s Court. Conversely, we could use it to get to the Palace of Westminster or Downing Street directly underground.
The tunnel snakes through storm drains but avoids the sewers. I’ve never been comfortable underground, but I understood the necessity of it, so I bit my lip and followed along. At one point in the tunnel, there is a fenced branch going to Downing Street, which is kept locked, though the key that Barker had to the building unlocked that, as well. We’d never taken it to the palace before and didn’t know where the tunnel would end. As it turned out, it opened into a pantry by the Westminster Palace kitchen. We passed through the building and stepped out into the April sunshine, looking about. We recognized no one, and no one recognized us as we headed to the memorial in Parliament Square.
The Buxton Memorial Fountain commemorated the abolition of slavery in Britain in 1834. It’s an odd-looking little structure, far too ornate and important-looking to guard something so pedestrian as a drinking fountain. It looks as if someone had plucked a spire off one of the nearby august buildings and set it atop the fountain like a hat.
“Why are we meeting here?” Hesketh Pierce asked us when he arrived in front of the memorial. He is slowly approaching forty and is built along the lines of a greyhound. If I wanted to know what his duties entailed, which I didn’t, I’m certain he wouldn’t tell me. He and the other johnnies in the Foreign and the Colonial offices shared digs nearby. It would give me a headache trying to work out which department or branch handled what problem.
Barker grunted. “It seemed apropos.”
Pierce took out his watch and glanced at it. “Not to be rude, gentlemen, but my schedule is very busy today. What has happened this morning?”
“Four men who claim to be members of the Confederate Army of America came to our offices this morning,” the Guv said. “They asked me to arrange a meeting for them with the prime minister based on our mutual connection to the Freemasons. They brought letters of introduction from General Albert Pike and Jefferson Davis, the late president of the Confederacy.”
Pierce ran a hand across his chin and then over his lank blond hair. His mind was formulating questions.
“What did they want?” he asked.
“They would not say, save for the request for an introduction. Apparently, they are convinced I can provide it for them.”
“Which you can,” Pierce remarked. “Or we wouldn’t be here.”
“I don’t know,” Barker admitted. “I haven’t met Lord Rosebery.”
“Gladstone liked us,” I said.
Pierce ignored the remark. “Tell me about these men.”
Barker reached into his pocket and retrieved the list I’d just typed for him. Pierce read it through carefully.
“General James Woodson,” Pierce read from the list. “I haven’t heard the name, but the war was before my time. What sort of fellow was he?”
“Impressive,” I said.
“Aye, he was,” the Guv agreed. “He had a military manner and commanding way of speaking.”
Pierce looked at the list. “I see. Was the brigadier actually drunk?”
“He appeared to be, but he may have been acting.”
“Very well,” Pierce continued. “And Colonel Beaufort?”
“He seemed ill-tempered,” I said.
“They all left the United States and moved to different countries in Central and South America,” Barker stated. “There’s no obvious connection between them other than their past military history.”
“The general claims they have all been successful in their lives after the Civil War,” I noted.
“That is suspicious in itself,” Barker remarked. “Four comrades moving to far different countries, none together. It’s as if they were assigned.”
“What can you tell me about the Knights of the Golden Circle?” Pierce asked.
“Not much, I’m afraid, apart from the fact that it was a popular Masonic order in the southern half of the United States during the American Civil War. I had assumed it was defunct, but sometimes lodges can disappear from view for a generation or more. Even if one were to publicly shut its doors there can be no certainty that a rogue group isn’t hiding in the bushes somewhere.”
“What do you know about this society?” Pierce asked. “Was it founded in America?”
Barker shook his head. “I’m sorry, Mr. Pierce. I don’t know the answer to your question. I have no idea how or when or where it was formed. I don’t even know if it still exists. It’s a group I’ve only heard of but know precious little about.”
Barker climbed the steps and bent over for a drink in the fountain, while Pierce and I found a bench. When the Guv returned, he sat on a bench beside me.
“I’m inclined to refuse the meeting,” the Home Office man said. “I don’t see what matter a handful of former American businessmen can have with Lord Rosebery.”
“Nor I,” Barker admitted. “But they came here from South America specifically to see the prime minister. They’re obviously not gadabouts. On the other hand, I wouldn’t trust them any further than I can toss this fountain.”
Hesketh Pierce gave a subtle grin at the thought.
“I don’t trust them in the least,” he stated.
“They’re up to mischief, I suspect,” the Guv replied. “But we won’t know what sort of mischief until there is a meeting with Lord Rosebery.”
“The government could expel them,” Pierce said. “We need not give a clear reason.”
“Aye, you could,” Barker replied. “But they are very serious. Deadly serious, I suspect. Let the prime minister decide what to do about this matter.”
Pierce pulled a case from his pocket and lit a cigarette. “You’re right. The choice isn’t mine to make. You’re sure the brigadier was drunk at nine in the morning?”
“He said he was,” I responded. “However, I couldn’t tell. He looks a character.”
“Tell me about the last one,” Pierce ordered.
“Young, South American,” I said. “Thirty at most.”
“He wasn’t even alive during the American Civil War,” Pierce scoffed. “And he’s not even from the United States. How did he become a captain?”
“It appears to me that this league of men, this private army, believes the war you mentioned is still being fought,” Barker answered. “I’m not certain how they are assigning these ranks since no army as we know it exists.”
Pierce tapped his ash on the pavement in front of us. “The question is how many men are involved? Are we talking about a few small militias in the hills of Colombia or are they conscripting soldiers piecemeal from the Amazon? Barker, tell me this isn’t a joke someone is playing on us.”
“Mr. Pierce,” the Guv rumbled. “Do I look like the sort of person who plays pranks on the government?”
“No, Mr. Barker, you most certainly do not.”
The Guv crossed one ankle over his knee. “Do you intend to tell the American ambassador?”
Barker meant Robert Todd Lincoln, the current ambassador, son of the famous president who was killed by a Confederate bullet.
“Good heavens, no!” Hesketh Pierce exclaimed. “We don’t know what these men want. We’ll inform the American embassy eventually, but not until we know more about their identity and the reason for their visit. If it was a single fellow, I’d think him mad, but a group of them is entirely different. Do you believe their claims? According to these notes, one has a tobacco plantation, another is a rubber king. It’s far-fetched, to say the least.”
“More concerning is the idea of ex-soldiers in Cuba, Brazil, Colombia, and Mexico all working in concert toward a specific end,” Barker said in his basso voice. “If they are playing soldiers, that is one thing. If they are serious, that’s another matter.”
I nodded. “Perhaps that’s what they wanted, to worry us over how many they represent.”
“May I assume,” Barker asked, “that you will write a report which will go to your superior, who in turn will decide whether to relay the information to the prime minister?”
“It may pass through a few more hands,” Pierce admitted. “So, Barker, tell me about this organization of yours, the Templars. I take it that it’s rather extensive.”
“Ask your supervisor, Mr. Pierce,” the Guv answered. “Or his. Or his. The Earl of Rosebery might be a member himself. I haven’t researched the matter.”
“And here I thought you were just a common detective.”
“Private enquiry agent,” I corrected. “And most definitely not common.”
Hesketh Pierce bowed his head. “My apologies. And you’re right, Llewelyn. Not common at all. The Home Office has several unresolved questions about your partner. You we can read like a book.”
“War and Peace, perhaps?” I asked.
“More like The Newgate Calendar.” Pierce rose from the bench. “As I said, I have a lot of work to do today, more so now that I’ve spoken to you both. I assume this group of exiles are awaiting an answer imminently?”
“Yes, sir,” Barker replied. “Being Americans, they are most impatient.”
“I’ll make certain you will be the first person informed. We’ll also put a few men on the Holborn Hotel. I want to know what these fellows are after.”
“No more than we, sir,” the Guv replied.
Hesketh Pierce bowed and left. We watched him head along Whitehall in the direction of the Home Office building.
My partner frowned. “I wonder what the prime minister will decide?”
“I have no idea,” I answered. “I voted for the Tories.”



CHAPTER 3
“Will we take the tunnel again?” I asked as we left the fountain.
“I’m not going to cower underground because of one glowering Indian,” Barker said. “We’ll walk along Whitehall Street and pass him by. It will confound him.”
We both knew there would be someone watching for our return to our chambers. I considered mentioning that we had already cowered underground on the way to meet Pierce, but the truth was Barker wouldn’t cower in front of anyone. It wasn’t in his nature.
We passed along the west side of the street, Barker with his hands clasped behind him. At one point we reached the Home Office building and glanced at Number 10 Downing Street. It appeared to be a normal day there. That might change in a day or so.
When we breasted the entrance to Craig’s Court, I happened to glance at the man in question. He was gone, but in his place was the fourth member of the delegation, Captain Manuel Cortes of Colombia. The man was a well-built Latin with shiny pomaded hair and a vulpine look about him. As Pierce said, he was too young to have been alive during the American Civil War, and like the Home Office man, I wondered who had promoted him and how. Did Woodson have the ability to raise military ranks like this? He must, else the fellow would have been a private, if that. A country that doesn’t exist did not have the right to assign ranks of any sort.
As we crossed the street where he was watching our chambers, we kept our backs turned away from him as if we hadn’t noticed his presence. It is the sort of moment Cyrus Barker savors. I didn’t see Cortes’s expression, but I was certain he would relay our reappearance quickly to General Woodson.
An hour later, we received a telephone call. Lord Rosebery sent his compliments and invited us to visit him that afternoon at three thirty for a quarter hour only. He did not have time to waste on the matter, it was clear. Barker agreed to the meeting, assuming Woodson was free.
“Satisfactory,” he said into the receiver. “I shall let the general know at once.”
I summoned a boy outside to deliver a message. The Guv tapped his teeth with the ferrule of his pen while the lad twitched and watched him compose a note. Finished, Barker folded the stationery, placed it in an envelope, and gave it to the boy along with a shilling. The fellow shot out the door like a Roman candle.
“Things are happening apace,” my partner said. “Rosebery is intrigued or concerned or both. I suspect he has reason to be.”
“Do you have any notion yet of what these fellows want?” I asked.
“Offhand, I would say they want legitimacy,” Barker replied. “They have not crossed the Atlantic to see Nelson’s Column or Buckingham Palace. Woodson looks very serious. Did you happen to notice his throat?”
“No, I didn’t,” I said. “What’s wrong with it?”
“There is scarring just above his collar. The man has been hanged at some point in the past.”
“How can one be hanged and still draw breath?” I asked.
“Perhaps he was tortured to get information or for some other deviltry. Whoever he is, General Woodson appears to be in earnest.”
“I don’t see any incentive Rosebery might have for legitimizing the so-called delegation,” I argued. “Surely the late Messrs. Pike and Davis must have been aware that the Confederacy no longer officially existed. I don’t see what these men can hope to accomplish.”
“At the moment, neither can I,” Barker replied, leaning back into the depths of his winged chair. “Presumably whatever he has to show the prime minister will itself prove the group’s legitimacy or they would not have come.”
Two hours later, the Confederate delegation appeared in our anteroom again. This time, Cortes carried the flat black bag he had brought from the photography shop under his arm. The men looked serious and though they had that bravado I’d seen in many Americans, I suspected they were nervous. All save St. Ives, who looked as bland as ever, but that might be due to his drinking habits.
“It is a short distance, gentlemen,” the Guv said, taking up his stick. “I suggest we walk if you have no objection.”
We stepped out into Craig’s Court, heading toward Whitehall Street.
“Is your package heavy, sir?” Barker asked Cortes. “Perhaps you would care to take a hansom?”
Cortes did not appear to speak English, and no one bothered to translate, but the party split in two, St. Ives and Cortes hailing a cab. It felt strange walking with a group of men in Whitehall who weren’t Scotland Yard constables marching us to a cell. There was no conversation during the walk, just measured steps two abreast. Beaufort still glowered and Woodson had a serious expression on his face. We looked like a procession of undertakers.
We reached Number 10 and stood before two burly constables. A lantern hung from ornate tracery overhead. Our names were newly scribbled on the guard’s list, and we were ushered inside, along with St. Ives and Cortes, who had arrived first.
Barker and I had been here before. One would think the building held insurance offices were it not for a proliferation of flags, portraits, and items of historical significance. The treasures were suspended from the ceiling or on walls, while national business was transacted in front of people who probably didn’t bother to look overhead. There was too much occurring below.
We were led to a door I recognized and ushered through it. In front of us stood the Earl of Rosebery, the new prime minister. He looked far too young for the position but then I couldn’t help comparing him to his predecessor. The earl was barely forty, if that, a sleek fellow with a melancholy eye and chubby cheeks. As we entered, I saw Hesketh Pierce sitting in a chair at the back of the office, which looked more like a library.
“Good afternoon, gentlemen,” the prime minister said, neither cordial nor hostile, more like someone in hospital expecting a bad diagnosis.
Chairs had been set out for everyone present.
“Which of you is Cyrus Barker?” Lord Rosebery asked.
“I am, sir,” the Guv stated.
“I recognize you, I think,” the prime minister replied. “These gentlemen with you are members of another Masonic organization, as I understand it. May I have your names?”
“General Woodson of Cuba,” the leader said.
The rest answered in kind and the prime minister shook each of their hands. Then he went behind his desk and sat. It was politic to act politely at first. The hammer would come later.
“My,” he remarked. “Cuba, Brazil, Mexico, and Colombia, but most of you are former members of the Confederate States of America.”
“You are well-informed, sir,” Woodson said. “Yes, we represent a Masonic organization known as the Knights of the Golden Circle. The order was well-known in the South, and many are members there still, but most of us are part of the Confederate diaspora.”
“Are you a large band?” the prime minister asked.
“Thousands, sir,” the general replied. “Perhaps tens of thousands. We have dozens of chapters around the Americas. We were chartered by General Albert Pike and the president of the Confederacy, Jefferson Davis.”
“These gentlemen have shown me letters from both men,” the Guv agreed. “Both are now dead, but the letters claim that these gentlemen represent the last vestiges of the Confederacy. I have taken the liberty of having the letters authenticated.”
“You gentlemen claim to represent the Confederacy?” Rosebery asked.
“We do, sir,” St. Ives said politely, but there was mirth in his voice, perhaps even sarcasm.
Rosebery stood. “Forgive me, gentlemen, but beyond a few letters, what proof do you have that the Confederacy still exists? I’m ready to believe that you are veterans of the American Civil War, but that’s a far cry from saying you represent the Confederate states themselves. That would make you—”
“The president, sir,” Woodson broke in. “I am the current president of the Confederate States of America. Of the Americas, actually. We represent many citizens from North and South America and the Caribbean islands, those that are not owned by Britain. We have great respect for our treaty countries, since so many of our citizens have their origins here.”
“Treaty countries?” Rosebery asked with a chuckle. “We have no treaty between us.”
Woodson turned. “Manuel?”
The youngest member of the delegation reached into his leather portfolio and lifted a heavy glass plate. Some sort of document was sandwiched between two sheets of glass. The young captain laid it down carefully across the desk, which necessitated pushing an inkwell and a few other objects to the side. The prime minister bent over and began to read the document to himself.
From where I sat, it appeared to be official. It was perhaps eighteen inches wide and two feet long. The paper was browned with age and there was a gold seal affixed to it.
“Impossible!” Rosebery laughed. “This is a joke, a forgery!”
“You may bring your experts,” the general said. “But I must be here to watch them. Oh, and I have already shown this treaty to the French ambassador for our safety and have taken several photographs of it just in case.”
“In case of what?” the prime minister asked, flushing.
“In case it should be accidentally damaged or lost. It is a cruel world, and the treaty is one of a kind.”
Rosebery sat down in his chair again, the color receding quickly from his face.
“Where did this document come from?” he asked.
“It was the property of Albert Pike, sir,” the general answered. “He put it in my hand shortly before he died and charged us to come here to give it to you.”
“You cannot prove this is real or that your country exists!” the prime minister burst out.
“Don’t think we won’t try,” St. Ives said. He was comfortably ensconced in the seat farthest from the desk.
“What’s your place in this business, Barker?” Rosebery snapped. “How are you involved?”
“These gentlemen came to our chambers asking for an introduction to you concerning this treaty. He brought a letter that appears to be from Albert Pike himself.”
“You must remind me who that is,” our host replied.
“He was the leader of American Masonry,” Woodson said. “As well as author of the rules and regulations of the orders by which all Masonic orders live. There are hundreds of thousands of us. Millions around the world.”
“He was also a general of the Confederacy,” St. Ives added.
I was watching him. The rest of the party wore somber black ties, but his was a flamboyant cravat of purple silk. Woodson was intent and focused, but the brigadier now looked slightly bored. He must be coolheaded to appear so lackadaisical in front of a prime minister, unless of course he was drunk again.
“May I see this letter?” Rosebery asked.
“Letters,” Woodson corrected. “There are two.”
He removed the envelopes from his pocket and set them on top of the glass containing the treaty. The prime minister snatched them up and read them.
“General,” he said at last. “What is it that you want? I assume you want something.”
“I only want what we have already bought and paid for,” the general said, waving for St. Ives to come forward. The latter pulled an envelope from his pocket.
“Not another blasted letter!” the prime minister growled. Barker and I leaned forward. The envelope was yellowed with age.
“This is a bill of sale for a ship!” Rosebery cried, perusing it. “A warship!”
“Yes, a blockade runner,” Woodson replied. “You built it, but General Lee signed the surrender papers before it was delivered.”
“This is damnable blackmail!” Rosebery sputtered.
“No, it isn’t, sir,” Woodson answered, self-contained and confident. “We bought the ship. You promised to deliver it. It is anchored in the Royal Navy Dockyards in Portsmouth as we speak. I understand it is currently being used as a training vessel. We want our property. Just that. Our ship, legally purchased as you can see, but never delivered. There are no hard feelings. We understand that you didn’t know where to deliver it. We’ve simply come to collect it.”
“That’s easier said than done,” Rosebery argued. “The navy is using it.”
“We could take a newer battleship in its place,” Woodson suggested, a smile on his lips.
“That you most certainly will not do,” the prime minister said. “This is ridiculous! Absurd! The answer is no. You no longer have a navy to receive it.”
“Oh, but we do, sir,” Woodson parried. “If you prepare the ship, we’ll take it with us in the morning.”
The earl sat back in his chair. “What will you do if we refuse your request?”
“We are not savages, sir,” St. Ives said. “We are gentlemen. We hope you will be gentlemen, as well. We’ll take you to court. Then the press will get hold of the news, and the American ambassador will read about it in the newspapers the following morning. Then the president of the United States will get wind of it and heaven help you then.”
“This is absurd,” Rosebery repeated, but not as confidently as the first time.
Woodson shrugged. “Either you make an arrangement now and give us our ship, or the United States will learn that you made a treaty with us before the war ended. It’s legal, sir. You are technically in the wrong and you know it. However, we are forbearing. We bear you no rancor. Let us leave the country in our little boat and you can light this document on fire if you wish. We are patient men. We’ve waited nearly thirty years, have we not, Colonel?”
Beauford had been silent and glowering through the entire meeting. He grunted and nodded.
“I don’t believe the United States will be as forgiving,” Woodson continued. “We bear you no animosity, but I shouldn’t be surprised if President Cleveland breaks off relations with your government. If so, you may wish to continue the treaty between us.”
The last sentence was pure bravado.
“A ship,” Rosebery said. “What are you going to do with a ship?”
“That’s our affair, Your Lordship,” the general responded.
“I’m not going to give a group of private citizens from four separate countries a warship. The thought is insane.”
“Very well,” James Woodson replied. “The choice is yours. We’re staying at the Holborn Hotel. You’ll let us know if you make a decision by tomorrow. You may even borrow the treaty if you don’t already have a copy of your own stored somewhere.”
The delegation stood and began to leave.
“Mr. Barker,” the prime minister ordered, “please stay for a few moments. I have some questions for you.”
“Yes, sir,” Barker answered. He turned to the members of the delegation. “Gentlemen, the Clarence public house is near my office. We’ll meet you there when we are done.”
Woodson nodded and they left the room, looking jubilant.
Rosebery sat and looked at us seriously. Then his eyebrows sank. “Barker, what the deuce are you about? Who are these men and why have you brought them to my door?”
When I awoke that morning it did not occur to me that arguably the most powerful man in the world would be cross with us. Generally speaking, one would have to be the kaiser or head of the Tory Party to receive such animosity.
“I was requested civilly by a fellow Mason, and I was convinced that you should hear their claims and see whatever they had in evidence so as to stop them,” the Guv replied.
“Whatever?” the prime minister sputtered. “You didn’t know what it was?”
“I did not. However, the two letters they showed me were genuine enough and they looked so satisfied with themselves I thought it important enough to inform Hesketh Pierce.”
“This is very troubling,” the prime minister admitted. “General Woodson was correct when he said the American embassy would be beside themselves if they saw this bloody treaty. The ambassador is Robert Todd Lincoln, for heaven’s sake! The man has more than a casual interest in the matter. We’ve got to discover if this treaty is legitimate.”
“I can vouch for the letters,” Barker rumbled. “I had them verified by an expert on forgery.”
“I won’t ask where you found one,” Rosebery remarked. He looked at me as I was writing in my notebook. “I want a copy of those notes, Mr. Llewelyn.”
Barker sat back and crossed his limbs as if talking with a prime minister was something he did every day. “Woodson’s had a long time to plan this operation, possibly even decades.”
Rosebery snorted. “They’re mad if they think the English government will give a group of rogue Americans an ironclad battleship without a by-your-leave.”
“I was looking through a book about the American Civil War in my library,” the Guv said. “Many Confederates left for Central and South America, threatening to return. These men represent displaced Southern colonies, many of whom must be of the same opinion.”
“Are you working with them?” Rosebery asked. “Against your own country’s interest?”
“Of course not, sir,” Barker rumbled. “I requested an invitation to bring their claim to you, and now I have fulfilled any obligation to them. I suggest you hire my services immediately. I’m in a position to befriend them and learn what deviltry they are planning.”
“You believe I’d hire you after this?”
“If not, I’ll have a new case by five o’clock,” Barker stated with certainty. “Will you have anyone as well-placed as we are by then? I assume not. My associate and I are going to see them now. The longer I tarry, the more suspicious they will become.”
“What is your fee?”
“Nothing the chancellor of the exchequer will frown over,” my partner replied. “This is an international matter.”
Rosebery rubbed his chin. “Very well. You are hired.”
Barker stood immediately. “I shall get back to you as soon as possible. Come, Thomas.”
Once outside Downing Street, the Guv adjusted his bowler.
“That was easy,” he murmured. “Let us see what trouble we can get ourselves into next.”



CHAPTER 4
“Did that go well?” I asked Barker.
He was striding along the pavement on the closer side of Whitehall Street, bound for the Clarence public house. He is a head taller than me, and I was struggling to keep up.
“Well enough,” he rumbled. “We are employed again.”
“We are going to see that the treaty is not carried out, aren’t we?” I asked.
“We are,” he answered. “The best way to do that is to convince them we are on their side. We might be able to persuade General Woodson, but Beaufort will always be suspicious of our motives.”
“What of that other fellow, St. Ives?”
“He appears to be eccentric,” the Guv said. “Perhaps we can make use of that.”
We plunged into the Clarence, glanced about the ground floor, then went upstairs. We found the four of them by the window with a bucket of champagne at hand. The Clarence is a large, ornate building in front of Scotland Yard, more restaurant than public house.
“Gentlemen,” Barker said. “That appeared to go well, though Rosebery had several choice words for us. May we join you to discuss the matter?”
“No,” Colonel Beaufort growled. He was drinking Irish whiskey instead of champagne.
“Nonsense,” the general said. “You are welcome. You did as we requested. Pray send a bill to our hotel.”
“Keep your money, sir,” Barker replied. “Or rather, give it to the cause. I have a brother in the South and I am inclined to support you.”
“As a matter of fact, we know your brother,” Woodson said. “It was Caleb Barker who suggested your name to us.”
“Where is that old reprobate?” the Guv asked. “The last I heard he was drifting about Indian Territory.”
“He’s in Kentucky now,” Woodson answered. “Lexington, I believe.”
“A capital lad,” St. Ives remarked, downing his champagne in one swallow. “The man can both rope a steed and quote Shakespeare. Can you?”
The latter question was directed at me.
“Rope a steed?” I echoed. “I fear not. However, I can and do quote Shakespeare. I read classics at Oxford.”
“Excellent,” St. Ives said. “What is your favorite play?”
“That’s a fair question. I suppose I like the Scottish play, but I do enjoy Twelfth Night.”
“‘Some are born great, others achieve greatness,’” he quoted, replenishing his glass.
“‘Better a witty fool than a foolish wit,’” I replied.
“Land sakes,” St. Ives said. “A literate detective.”
“We are private enquiry agents, sir,” I answered. “There is a royal warrant on our door.”
“My mistake, sir.”
“Did the meeting with Lord Rosebery go as well as you hoped?” Barker asked. “The prime minister didn’t exactly sue for terms.”
“We are patient, sir,” the general replied. “Mr. Llewelyn, have you any relatives in the South?”
“Not I,” I said. “All my relatives are currently digging in a mine in Wales. I haven’t anyone in America.”
Casual as it was, we were being cross-examined. I must admit I didn’t expect the Americans to be so suave. St. Ives’s heavy accent dripped with honey.
“The prime minister fairly flinched when we mentioned Lincoln,” he said.
“We’ve met the ambassador,” Barker said.
“Mr. Barker did not get on with him,” I explained. “The two had words.”
“He was insufferable,” the Guv replied. “He is as much a sinner as his father was a saint, apparently.”
As it happened, we had misstepped but only mildly.
“Believe me, sir, the father was no saint,” St. Ives said. For once he appeared fully awake. “He was a tyrant.”
“You must forgive my partner,” I said. “What we know of American politics would fit in a thimble with room to spare.”
We ordered a meal. When it arrived, the Confederates tucked in. Beaufort looked dubiously at the food, poking it with his fork.
“What’s your next move, General?” Barker asked.
Woodson paused his knife and fork over his plate. “One of your English gentry has been kind enough to throw a ball for us in a few days. I’ll see that you and your wives receive invitations, as well.”
“How kind of you to invite us, General,” my partner replied.
“Oh, yes, Mr. Barker,” he answered. “We have many friends here: cotton merchants, tobacco and coffee growers. Even bananas. In fact, we are heavily involved in the West India trade, as well, and we have many friends among the merchants in London. We do not come with our hat in our hands. We have many resources.”
“Why present the treaty, then, if I may ask?”
“Our plans are quite extensive, sir, and every dollar counts. Besides, we demand the ship we paid for.”
“Forgive me, General Woodson,” I said. “But what can you do with one ship?”
“Not much,” he admitted. “But the brigadier has a shipbuilding business in Rio de Janeiro. We can duplicate the ironclad thirty times over by the end of the year. We learn from our mistakes.”
“If I didn’t know better…” Barker said, leaving the sentence unfinished.
“Why, Mr. Barker,” St. Ives crooned. “Whatever do you mean?”
“Let’s just say you don’t require an ironclad warship to sail about the Caribbean.”
“Nonsense,” St. Ives said. “We might want to collect seashells or catch ourselves a nice bonefish in the Bahama Flats. They are very good eating.”
“David,” Beaufort warned.
St. Ives put his hands in the air as if in surrender. He seemed to not take matters very seriously. The colonel, on the other hand, was a savage. I could not read General Woodson, however. He let the others talk while remaining a cypher.
“I’ll not pry, General,” the Guv said, standing. “Your plans are your own. I wish you well with them.”
“Now see, Zeb,” the brigadier said. “You’ve insulted the gentleman after he risked his reputation and possibly his relationship with the prime minister. Stay, gentlemen, I insist. I reckon that our little contretemps with Lord Rosebery over blackmail put the colonel in a temper.”
General Woodson set his champagne flute back in the saucer. “It isn’t blackmail, David. We paid for that ship ourselves. We have a contract.”
Behind us a sturdily built man in a disreputable-looking top hat stood and left the remains of his meal. Beaufort eyed him as he left. It wasn’t only us, it seemed. The man didn’t trust anyone.
Woodson cleared his throat. “If you can, gents, meet us tomorrow about three. We were fitted for new uniforms a couple of days ago. They should be ready by then. We can discuss matters more closely.”
“Over my dead body!” Beaufort exclaimed.
“Oh, don’t be an oaf, Zeb,” St. Ives snapped. “We should have left you in Mexico City.”
“We’ll see you tomorrow at three,” Barker said.
We paid our bill and left by the stairs.
“Thoughts, Mr. Llewelyn?” Barker asked as we walked up Whitehall Street toward our offices.
“That was quite a performance,” I replied. “I don’t believe any of it. Beaufort is not the stage villain he pretends to be, Woodson is not gullible enough to reveal all his plans, and I imagine the amiable St. Ives has a stinger he has not yet shown us.”
“Very good, lad,” the Guv said. “I agree with all your deductions. However, in my opinion, matters are not black and white, either. From what little I have read, the South had a few legitimate reasons for seceding. Not many, but some.”
We left the Clarence, only to turn in a couple of doors later at the Shades. Barker ordered coffee when we found a table. Then he turned to a man who was sitting near us. The fellow was stockily built and in his middle sixties. He had a red face, a short beard, and a round nose, which made him look like Father Christmas. He came over to us and Barker stood, a sign of respect.
“His nibs!” the man cried when he saw me. “How have you been, young fellow-me-lad?”
“It’s Henry Cathcart!” I laughed. “Good to see you, old man! How have you been?”
“Oh, can’t complain, and it never does any good.”
“Henry, good to see you again,” Cyrus Barker said, settling into his chair.
Cathcart nodded. “And you, sir.”
“Did you learn anything?”
I realized then that he had been the man sitting nearby who had left while we were talking with the Confederates.
“It was worth your while hiring me, sir, I trust you’ll find.”
“It always is,” the Guv answered, smiling.
Henry Cathcart had a singular occupation and an even more singular talent. He could not have survived outside of London, but inside the old town he did quite well for himself. In a way he was a professional spy. He listened to nearby conversations, often appearing to be drunk or even asleep. He did drink, true, but he was able to memorize long conversations nearly verbatim. No one would suspect that the old lush at the next table, asleep by his pint glass, was sucking in your conversation word by word, with both inflections and mannerisms. His nickname in detective circles was the Sponge, and even Scotland Yard has hired his services from time to time.
“What have you got for me, sir?” Barker asked.
“Wait,” I said, putting out a hand. “You hired him? Of course you did! You suggested the Clarence for lunch and had the staff put our visitors at the table next to Henry.”
“Aye,” the Guv admitted, turning to Cathcart. “How did you fare, Henry?”
“Well enough, I think,” he said. “Although that one with the black beard was highly suspicious of everything.”
“That’s Beaufort,” I remarked. “He would be.”
“They arrived in a pleasant enough mood,” Henry continued. “The flashy one ordered a bottle of champers and they called for menus. The young one didn’t say a word. What was the leader’s name?”
“General James Woodson,” Barker supplied. “The flamboyant man is St. Ives.”
“‘Good,’ Woodson said. ‘That went as well as could be expected. We weren’t thrown out on our tails. I’ll thank Barker for that, I think.’
“‘I don’t trust him,’ Beaufort said. ‘For one thing I can’t see his eyes.’
“St. Ives said, ‘Zeb, you wouldn’t trust your own grandmother.’
“Beaufort replied, ‘I wouldn’t. She was a mean old sow.’
“Woodson said, ‘I don’t trust Mr. Barker, either, but if he helps us with our plans, it was worth the effort to hire him.’
“St. Ives agreed and said, ‘As a rule, prime ministers don’t meet with Southern rebel riffraff like us.’” Cathcart imitated the Southerner’s drawl perfectly.
“‘I don’t trust the little one, either. He’s suspicious-looking,’ Beaufort added. Then St. Ives chimes in again. ‘Come on, Zeb, all he did was scribble in a notebook. Can one scribble in a notebook suspiciously?’
“Beaufort said, ‘He can. He looks like a gypsy.’ St. Ives countered, ‘You haven’t seen a gypsy in your life.’ ‘I have!’ Beaufort said. ‘Went to a fortune-teller in N’Orleans once.’
“Then Woodson jumped in. ‘Just stick to the plan. We’ve been working on it for decades. It’s foolproof.’
“Beaufort started grumbling. ‘Ain’t nothing foolproof.’
“‘Trust me,’ Woodson muttered. ‘Here they come.’”
Barker had tilted his head back and was scratching his chin. I considered the conversation as well.
“At the risk of sounding like Colonel Beaufort,” my partner said, “I don’t trust them, myself. I don’t know what their plans are, aside from the trade of the treaty for the ship. Either they have more extensive plans, or this is mere trickery. What do you think, Thomas?”
“I don’t like Beaufort,” I answered. “He’s vicious and it’s likely Woodson can barely keep him in check.”
“Continue.”
“The general speaks little, but I believe he accomplishes whatever he puts his mind to. If I had my guess, I’d say this plan of his is audacious, but at any step it could fail. If we can push a single wheel off the track the entire train may derail.”
Barker nodded. “I agree. Henry, as usual your memory has provided valuable information. Would you prefer cash? Thomas, give him a tenner.”
I counted out some notes and passed them to the old gentleman under the table.
“They’ll be suspicious, but what of it?” my partner continued. “They’d be fools to think we’d trust perfect strangers on blind faith. I’m not concerned that they learn we’re watching them. All the same, let us be more circumspect. Oh, and Henry, if anyone follows you, let me know. I have no intention to see you harmed in any way.”
“I’m glad to hear it,” the old gentleman said, standing. “I’ll be on my way, then. If you need me, you know where to find me.” He clapped a hand on my shoulder. “Keep your eyes open, Mr. Llewelyn. You don’t want to make your wife a widow.”
“No, I most certainly do not,” I agreed.
Henry Cathcart left the public house. The Guv and I continued to our offices. Both of us had gone quiet, thinking of what had transpired over the past hour. Had we really just watched a nonexistent country attempt to blackmail the United Kingdom? Was it a stunt or were they a group of inmates from an asylum escaped to British shores? Whatever they were, I didn’t want to be tarred with the same brush. I didn’t share their cause. I wasn’t even sure I understood it. The group had left the United States for South and Central America and if their story was true, they had done well for themselves. Why then would they uproot their lives to pursue an old, romantic dream?
“Hello again, gentlemen,” a man said, as we entered our chambers twenty minutes later.
“Mr. St. Ives,” Barker replied, unruffled by his sudden appearance. “Won’t you have a seat?”
“Thank you,” he replied. “Don’t mind if I do. I actually wanted to speak with Mr. Llewelyn, although you are welcome, also, of course.”
St. Ives sat, crossed his legs, and settled back in his chair. I’ve rarely seen so relaxed and content a man.
“How can I help you, sir?” I asked.
“Mr. Llewelyn, you strike me as a cultured fellow. You dress well. You know your Shakespeare. You seem to be at least a moderately intelligent man.”
“You flatter me, sir,” I replied.
“Gentlemen, my companions are cretins,” St. Ives continued. “I am in London, one of the most beautiful and historic cities in the world. This is my first visit. I need a guide, a companion. I’d like to see a play, a symphony. I’d like to visit a few sights before we leave your fair city. I do so hate to attend the theater alone. May I prevail upon your good graces to join me?”
Before I could answer, he turned to Barker. “Sir, of course, you may join us, as well. I was not excluding you.”
“There was no insult, Brigadier,” the Guv murmured.
“Certainly,” I told the American. “I would be pleased to act as your guide. What did you have in mind?”
“There must be a production of Shakespeare somewhere in London. I’d like to see it performed in his native country. Oh, and I’ve heard of something I’ve always wanted to see: a gin palace.”
“Is that all?” I enquired, laughing. “The one night?”
“Well, I have a few other ideas, but that would certainly be an excellent beginning. I don’t wish to monopolize your time, and of course, we are all busy men. Let’s see how the one night turns out.”
“Beerbohm Tree is doing Hamlet at the Comedy Theatre,” I ventured. “I’ve missed his performance so far.”
“I’d like nothing better. Is tonight too soon?”
“No, tonight is fine,” I said. “I’ll inform my wife.”
“I had no idea you were married. I do not wish to exclude her.”
“Thank you,” I replied, “but she is not enamored of gin palaces.”
St. Ives laughed. “I reckon not. I’ll need to ask her permission to borrow her husband. Mr. Barker, are you interested in seeing the play?”
“Sir,” Barker rumbled, “I enjoy a production of Shakespeare now and again, but I am a deacon at a local Baptist church. Being seen in a public gin palace might damage the good work I am doing. You gentlemen enjoy yourselves.”
“Done, then,” St. Ives exclaimed. “Mr. Llewelyn, where and when shall we meet?”
“We live at Number Three Lion Street,” I said. “You can meet me there at seven.”
“Excellent!” St. Ives answered, clapping his wide-brimmed hat on his head. “Good afternoon, gentlemen!”
We watched him leave.
“You realize he’s going to get you drunk and badger you with questions,” my partner said, raising a brow.
I nodded. “Of course. He knew better than to try it with you. I’m going to have us eat after the play and before the gin palace.”
“Good thinking, lad,” Barker said. “Watch him all the same. I suspect he can swallow a bucketful of gin.”
“What would I tell him, sir? We’ve made no real plans yet. I’m sure you have some ideas, but you haven’t revealed them to me so far.”
“Given your evening plans, then,” he answered, “it’s good that I haven’t.”
“I’ll make reservations with Etienne.”
Etienne Dummolard borrowed our kitchen each morning to test recipes for his restaurant. He had begun his relationship with Barker as the galley cook of the Guv’s ship the Osprey in the China Seas. He and Barker were fast friends.
The Guv looked at me from behind his dark-lensed spectacles. “You understand you’ll be questioning him while he’s questioning you.”
“Of course, sir,” I said. “I’m not a tyro. I’ve been doing this for ten years.”
“No criticism intended, Thomas. You’re up to the task. Just be careful. St. Ives seems a canny fellow. He’ll be difficult to outwit.”
“You can still come if you wish,” I pointed out. “He invited you himself.”
“No, lad, I trust you.”
“Good.”
“But be careful.”



CHAPTER 5
The brigadier arrived promptly that evening at seven, armed to the teeth. His weapon of choice was a large bouquet from Covent Garden, his victim, my wife Rebecca. She fell like a shot.
“Mr. St. Ives, you are too kind,” she said as he handed her the flowers. “Too generous indeed.”
“I could not help it, madam,” he replied. “I had no idea how worthy you might be. As it is, I have miscalculated the situation and underestimated Mr. Llewelyn greatly.”
She curtsied and handed the flowers to me as if I were the downstairs maid. Then he took her hand and bowed over it. He didn’t kiss it, but his mustache tickled the back of it. Rebecca is not swayed by flirtation, but she endured this sudden swain on our doorstep with politeness and not a little curiosity.
“Mrs. Llewelyn,” he said, a serious look on his suave face. “I hope you don’t mind my borrowing your husband for the evening. I promise to bring him back in one piece.”
“Mind that you do,” she replied. “Are you married, sir?”
St. Ives’s face fell and took on a sorrowful look. “Alas, I’ve led a peripatetic life, even a pathetic one. I’ve roamed the earth like Cain, and the Seven Seas like the Flying Dutchman. I would not inflict such a fruitless life on a gentlewoman, nor would I marry any other kind.”
He turned and clapped me on the shoulder, startling me, but I think that was the point, to keep everyone he met off-balance.
“You are a lucky man, sir,” he said. “Luckier than you deserve. Your wife is not only pretty but charming.”
I wasn’t going to be outshone. “Those are her most obvious traits, Brigadier. She has many more.”
“Of that I have no doubt,” he answered, looking up as the Guv entered the hall. “Ah, Mr. Barker. It’s good to see you again.”
“And you, sir,” my partner replied. “I’m meeting General Woodson for dinner. I called your hotel by telephone.”
“I’m sure you’ll have much to discuss,” St. Ives said. “You look as if you’ve knocked about the world a bit yourself.”
Barker nodded. “Here and there.”
“You two should get along well, then. You could swap tales long into the night.”
“We intend to.” The Guv turned to Rebecca. “Mrs. Llewelyn, will you be able to cope on your own?”
“Mac is taking me to temple,” she said. “I fear the house will be unguarded for tonight, save for Harm.”
The latter, Barker’s coal-black Pekingese, came forward at the mention of his name. He sniffed our visitor’s heel with suspicion.
“Zounds!” St. Ives exclaimed, looking at the small dog. “What a curious creature it is! What breed is it?”
“An Imperial Pekingese,” Barker replied. “A gift from the Empress Dowager Xixi.”
“As I said, sir, I suspected you have led an interesting life, Mr. Barker.” The brigadier leaned toward the dog. In turn, Harm bristled.
“Have a care,” I warned. “He’s nothing but teeth and fur.”
“I can see that,” St. Ives answered. “Come, Mr. Llewelyn. They won’t hold the curtain for us. I’m charmed to meet you, madam, and hope to see you again before leaving your shores. Mr. Barker, a pleasure to see you again.”
“And you, sir.”
We stepped out into the foggy April evening. The thought occurred to me that I might be in deep waters. Our house was unguarded and as I followed the brigadier out to a waiting cab, I noticed a bulge in his brown coat. He had a pistol secured in the waistband at the small of his back. I noticed because I had one of my own. Theater or not, I didn’t intend to go about unarmed.
Once in the cab, St. Ives rubbed his gloved hands together. “This will be quite a treat. From time to time, entertainment comes to Rio. Even the divine Sarah Bernhardt visited once. But it’s not often enough for my taste. I am fortunate that business brought us here.”
“Business?” I asked.
St. Ives broke into a rascally grin. “I know what we did may have put you in a bad position with the prime minister, Mr. Llewelyn, but it had to be done, I’m afraid. The ship is ours. The Confederate government paid for it thirty years ago, and your navy has no right to it or need for it. We know it’s out of date for the finest navy in the world.”
“We’ve made an enemy of at least one prime minister,” I remarked. “I don’t see why this one should be any different.”
“That’s the spirit!” he cried. “All politicians should be hung.”
At that moment, we arrived at the old theater and took our seats. I’d seen Herbert Beerbohm Tree before and was not highly impressed. I found him too bombastic and from the old school of acting. It was hard to believe he and his brother, the suave bon vivant and wit Max Beerbohm, were related. St. Ives sat in our box overlooking the stage, matching the actor line for line under his breath.
“I much prefer the old school of acting over the new myself,” he remarked, as if reading my thoughts. “I want to hear the lines spoken, not mumbled. Again, I thank you for coming, sir. Our good colonel has a knack for radiating ill-temper, and the general is business all day and night. One needs a bit of entertainment at times.”
“What of the youngest member of your quartet,” I asked, thinking of Captain Cortes. “The silent one?”
“Manuel is nervous about his English. As you can tell from his age, he was born after the war with the Union.”
“How did he become a captain, then?” I asked.
“Rank didn’t end with the war, Mr. Llewelyn,” St. Ives replied in the darkened theater. “Otherwise, all the old fellows like me would still be noncommissioned. Not that many attain our level, of course, or there’d be generals walking about as wagon men.”
“Shhh!”
The latter came from a neighbor in the next box trying to hear the play. We were suitably chastened, and the play continued. Tree was a burly fellow, too heavyset and old to play a young Danish prince. In his defense, they could certainly hear him in the cheap seats, possibly in the street beyond.
At last, the play ended, and St. Ives applauded enthusiastically. I pretended I’d had a fine time, complimenting the performance. We worked our way through the crowd, what little there was. Tree had been doing Hamlet for six months and most everyone who was interested had seen it already.
“Where do you suggest we eat?” my companion asked.
“Do you care for French food?”
“I’ve only had it a few times in New Orleans, but it was quite satisfactory.”
“Then I know the perfect spot,” I told him. “Let’s go.”
The cabman took us to Soho and the entrance to possibly the best restaurant in all England. There was a queue of people outside, but I told the maître d’ that I was a personal friend of Etienne Dummolard and had brought a guest. Within five minutes we were seated, leaving behind us a sea of angry and envious faces.
“I insist upon paying, Mr. Llewelyn,” St. Ives said.
“That would be bad form here, Brigadier,” I told him. “You are a guest in our country and in our house. Therefore, Mr. Barker would thrash me twice if he learned you had paid and as far as I am concerned, I would deserve it.”
The meal, a duck confit served with a cassoulet and lentil ragout, was one of Etienne’s best, served with buttery brioche rolls and a bottle of burgundy. I only sipped the wine, knowing what was ahead.
“You do realize that gin palaces no longer exist,” I remarked to my companion. “Those were popular in Regency times.”
“Damn,” he said. “I was looking forward to it.”
“Still, I know of one public house with a full selection of gins, both neat and flavored. As luck would have it, it’s just been redecorated, and I hear it’s something to experience. It’s called the Flying Horse in Oxford Street.”
“Then let’s go there by all means!” he replied. “The play has left me parched, and worse, sober.”
After we dined, I hailed a cab, which took us to Oxford Street. When we arrived, St. Ives jumped down and disappeared into the building while I paid the cab. More sedately, I passed through the ornate doors of the public house.
The Flying Horse is the last public house in fashionable Oxford Street. The exterior was built in the Flemish Renaissance style. Inside, it had an adult atmosphere; I’d even say a male atmosphere. There were paintings on the walls of half-clothed nymphs and an ornate painted mural on the ceiling overhead. There were mirrored panels on the back wall and in front of them bottles of gin in every color of glass bottle one could imagine. The semicircular bar gleamed as if it had just been polished. In my opinion, it beat the Clarence hands down. Gentlemen wore all levels of dress, from sack suits to full evening kit. It was very definitely the closest thing to an actual gin palace in all of London.
“Tallyho!” the brigadier cried, rubbing his hands together as he launched himself toward the bar like a bird hound at a duck.
I sat and waited. Frankly, I was a bit concerned. I’m not much of a drinker, save for the occasional ale at lunch. I didn’t want to have one drink too many and reveal to St. Ives that we were hired by the government to watch them. There had to be thirty types of gin there, as well as Scotch and Irish whisky, port and sherry, and a dozen ale taps on hand. Triumphantly, the American returned with a tray of small tumblers and set them before me.
“There’s Old Tom, sweet, London Dry, Plymouth, and Dutch Genever, which I’m told is malted,” he explained, pointing to each one as he named it. “Here we have sloe gin, botanical, fruit-flavored, and this one is hot pepper. After this, if you like, there is gin and tonic, gin and cordial, and vermouth wine.”
I chose Old Tom, while my companion took the London Dry.
“What’s that?” St. Ives asked, putting down the first empty glass. He was pointing at a black cage in the far corner of the room.
“That’s a cage for prisoners,” I told him. “This used to be the site of the St. Giles gallows back in the sixteenth century.”
“That lends spice to the place,” he murmured. “If that doesn’t, the nymphs overhead do. Do you suppose their images were painted from life?”
“I should imagine so.”
“You’re not drinking, Mr. Llewelyn,” he admonished.
“Sorry,” I replied. “I was deciding. I believe I’ll try the botanical next.”
I squeezed a lime slice into it and took a sip. I don’t dislike gin, but I only need a little to grow tired of it. I suspected that I wouldn’t want another for several years after this night.
Meanwhile, my guest had downed three glasses so far and was reaching for a fourth. He tossed them down his throat with the casual experience of a seasoned drinker.
The doors opened then, and a crowd streamed in from the local theaters. There they ignored the signs dividing the room into classes. The upper class took all the tables. I’d like to see third class try that. There’d be hell to pay. The Horse would be full of constables in three minutes.
I felt that first wisp of cobweb in my head. It was necessary to postpone drunkenness as long as possible, and I stopped a harried-looking waiter as he passed.
“We’d like some bread and cheese, please,” I said.
The man gave me a weak nod, then hurried away.
“I’m not much of a drinker, I’m afraid,” I remarked. “Methodist family and all that.”
“I wondered why you were lagging behind,” St. Ives observed, with a wolfish air of sympathy. “I can’t drink all of these myself.”
I raised a brow. “I sincerely doubt that.”
He grinned. “Try this one. It’s fruit-flavored. It’s sweet.”
I sipped the drink and put it down, trying not to gag.
“Mr. Barker seems an interesting fellow,” he said.
“Oh, yes,” I answered. “Very interesting. Very mysterious. He grew up in China, you know. He was a ship’s captain there and lived in Canton and northern Japan.”
“Now he’s a member of the Templars,” St. Ives said. “What is that, precisely?”
“A Masonic organization,” I replied. “I’m not a member, so I can’t tell you much about it. Also, it’s a very secretive organization. I understand a lot of government men are members, as well. It’s been around for years. Centuries, perhaps.”
I swallowed another drink.
“Do you think he’d be willing to continue to help us?” the Confederate asked. “We don’t want to trespass on him.”
“If his brother likes you, then he will,” I answered. “They’re very close.”
In fact, the opposite was true. They barely knew each other and hardly spoke. Caleb Barker worked as a Pinkerton agent, traveling around the United States, clandestinely joining one group or gang after another. He must be watching these plans unfold in the American South.
“His brother has influence over him, then?”
“Oh, yes.”
Our bread and cheese arrived, and we set to. St. Ives had asked me a number of questions. It was time to turn the tables.
“How is everything going, in your estimation?” I asked. “Is the general satisfied with what he has accomplished so far?”
“He is,” St. Ives said, downing his gin and cordial.
I was nursing the sloe gin and put it down. No, I decided. I was not a gin man. I ordered an ale. It’s wise to know one’s limits.
“Good,” I continued. “It must be an ambitious plan, whatever it is. If there’s anything more we can do, don’t hesitate to ask.”
“As it happens, there is one thing you can do,” the brigadier answered. “General Woodson mentioned the ball that is given to raise funds and all that. You must come and bring your charming wife.”
“I’m sure she’d be delighted,” I replied.
“I must insist on a dance,” he drawled.
“Very well,” I said. “But I’ll lead.”
St. Ives threw back his head and laughed. “I walked into that one, didn’t I?”
“Up to your ankles.”
“Is Mr. Barker married?” he asked.
I shook my head. “No, but I’m certain he can find a companion.”
“Excellent,” he purred, setting his glass down on the tray. I’d had three glasses and he’d had six, at least. I wasn’t sure if I could stand, while he looked fresh as a daisy and in control of all his faculties, as if he’d been drinking weak tea.
“Why don’t you meet us in Savile Row tomorrow, Mr. Llewelyn?” he asked. “We’ve been fitted for new suits, and they should be ready. The shop is called Ede and Ravenscroft. Do come.”
“I shall if Mr. Barker doesn’t need me,” I replied.
“Why, bring him along, by all means. The more the merrier.”
“I’ll ask him.”
“Do that. Tell me, Mr. Llewelyn—”
“Thomas,” I corrected.
“I am honored. Tell me, Thomas, if one wanted to try one of your sporting houses, where might one go?”
It took a moment to understand what he was asking.
“I suggest you take a cab. Every cabman will know where to take you. You’re something of an old dog, aren’t you?”
“Yes,” he replied. “But I’m always hoping to learn new tricks. Do you have plans for tomorrow evening?”
“You want to go out again?” I asked.
“My dear sir, we are merely getting acquainted, and there is so much city to see. But I’m paying next time! I insist!”
We stood and I took out my wallet. My limbs felt like rubber from one of the brigadier’s plantations, but I made it successfully to the door. Outside the fog had come up, which delighted my companion. We said goodbye and took separate hansom cabs.
“Follow that fellow ahead of us,” I told the driver. “But at a discreet distance.”
The cab did indeed take him to a house of assignation. He jumped up the steps like a man of twenty-two, as sober as a deacon. I saw him enter, then gave the driver my address in Newington.
Back home, I mounted the stairs to Barker’s aerie and sat in one of the leather chairs by the grate. My head was spinning, but I was able to tell the Guv most of what occurred and what was said.
“Mr. St. Ives appears to be a roué,” Barker pronounced in his black-and-gold Asian dressing gown.
“He is,” I replied. “I suspect he goes through most of his day half drunk and yet his mind is keen as mustard. I’m sorry that I’ve come back with such little information.”
“Nonsense, lad. You told me we’re meeting the delegation tomorrow in Savile Row and that they are eager for us to attend this ball. I don’t believe St. Ives would have let any more information escape his lips. He seems to be a canny fellow, rather than the sot he contrives to be.”
“And yet, I believe he genuinely wanted to go to the theater and the gin palace, and he didn’t know that I followed him to the brothel.”
“Oh, he probably did,” Barker argued. “I don’t think much escapes the man. I also believe his flamboyant personality diverts people’s attention away from the general. That is intentional. I shall consider wiring my brother. I’d like to get his impressions. I must ask one of them about Caleb and where they met.”
“Not St. Ives,” I advised. I rubbed my temple, which was starting to throb. “Sir, how did you find the general this evening?”
“The man was tight-lipped about their plans,” Barker said. “He bombarded me with tales of the War of Secession. Don’t call it a Civil War in his presence. He is anything but civil about the American government. He feels that having officially won the war, the Union has been given the ability to write the history books in order to suppress dissent. However, there is an uprising of Southern pride afoot, led by a group known as the Daughters of the Confederacy, with chapters in every city.”
“That’s canny,” I said.
Barker poured himself another thimbleful of tea from a cast-iron pot. “Yes, and they are led by the wife of a famous general. Her name is LaSalle Pickett. As I see it, there are many remnants of this movement, some well skilled, but they have not become fully organized until now. Whatever spanner we can throw into the works would be critical.”
“Are we on the side of the United States, then?” I asked. “Are we totally committed to them already? I’m afraid I don’t know enough information yet to make a proper decision.”
Barker’s mustache bowed, a sign of mirth. “Let’s begin with the one who is trying to blackmail our country, shall we?”
“Sorry,” I replied, shaking my head. “My brain feels spongy. What else did you learn about General Woodson?”
“Merely that he could hold his own at cards and that it would require more than one evening to make him show his hand. I also found it interesting that he speaks of the war in the present tense. As far as he is concerned, he is fighting the same war against the United States government that he had fought as a boy in Missouri.” Barker lifted his cup. “Get some rest, lad. It is late.”
I went down the stairs and opened the door to our chamber.
“How was your night at the theater?” Rebecca asked as I entered.
“I’ve seen better performances,” I admitted.
My wife rose and donned a robe. Then she kissed me on the cheek.
“Mr. St. Ives is rather roguish,” she said, curling up in a chair next to me. “Have you been debauched?”
“No, but not for lack of trying,” I admitted. “I have had my share and yours of gin, however. My brain feels like a peat bog. He’s said he wants to go out again tomorrow night.”
“You mean tonight, don’t you?” she asked. “It’s nearly one.”
“It is?” I exclaimed, looking at the clock. “My word.”
“Did you learn anything to help Mr. Barker?”
“Some,” I said. “We’ll go over everything in the morning. I’m very sure the entire exercise was to get me sozzled and then to pry answers from me.”
“Wasn’t that your plan, as well?” she asked.
“Well, yes,” I admitted. “I hope I’ll be more successful next time.”
She returned to bed. “Really, Thomas, coming in after midnight in an unfit state. I despair of you.”
I removed my coat and stretched.
“Despair of me in the morning,” I answered. “My head is thumping, and my fingers seem to belong to someone else. Help me with this tie before I choke myself.”



CHAPTER 6
It was nearly eight o’clock in the morning and we had been in our offices for no more than half an hour, when the telephone set jangled. Barker lifted the receiver to his ear and spoke into the mouthpiece.
“Ahoy, Barker speaking,” he said. “Good morning, General … Certainly we’d be delighted. What time shall we meet … Yes, we’ll see you then.”
He hung the receiver on the stalk and returned it to the desk. “Woodson has extended the invitation to meet them at Ede and Ravenscroft in Chancery Lane.”
“It’s only the oldest and most expensive tailor in all London,” I remarked. “St. Ives said they are being fitted for the ball.”
“Apparently so.”
He stretched his arms and yawned. Big Ben began to chime the hour down the street. I consulted my watch out of habit. It was eight o’clock on the dot.
One would think so prestigious a men’s tailor would be located in Savile Row, but one would be wrong, though the two streets are close enough to walk from one to the other. Liberty’s is close, as well, where I often get my ties. Chancery Lane has many shops, though the street is generally quiet. There isn’t one particular industry that it can claim. Money changes hands and a good profit is made, especially at Ede and Ravenscroft. For all its history and reputation, the store was new and well-appointed, which I preferred. So many of the classic merchants of London are stuffed into poky, dark corners with ancient stains, poor plumbing, and the charming allure of must. We found the three older members of the delegation trying on their new suits. I did some arithmetic in my head, always a dangerous proposition, and worked out that if their clothing was ready now, they must have been fitted at least five days before they arrived at our door. Why had they waited so long before speaking to us, I wondered, and why pretend they had just arrived on our shores?
“What think you, Mr. Llewelyn?” Brigadier St. Ives asked in front of a triptych of mounted mirrors.
“Very smart,” I told him.
As it happens, they weren’t wearing suits at all. They wore military dress uniforms of the Confederate Army. The color was a medium gray, while the collar and cuffs were what is called butternut yellow. I had to say they were very striking. Woodson’s was a work of art, with swirling designs rising from his cuffs almost to his elbows. Each had a rank insignia, and the decorations became more spartan as their rank decreased. The trousers had a stripe on the outside of the same yellow color. The boots were black, and their coats came to their knees. I didn’t see how any Yankee uniform could best them.
“Do you care for the cut, Llewelyn?” St. Ives asked, turning to me. “Should we nip the waist a bit?”
The tailor, his mouth full of pins, frowned but said nothing.
“Don’t change a thing,” I replied. “The tailors here know what they are about.”
“Very well,” he said. “I’m afraid I am overly fastidious.”
I’ve compared him to Poe earlier, but now he reminded me of that dandy, George Armstrong Custer, posing in his uniform for photographs and souvenirs, unaware he’d be brutally cut down by the Sioux Indian uprising he was certain he could stop. The brigadier knew how to buy a suit, and with his dark mustache and hair curling behind his ears and over his collar, he cut a dashing figure.
“Do you have any thoughts about our meeting with the prime minister, gentlemen?” Cyrus Barker asked, eyeing the men one by one. Beaufort was his usual truculent self, and Woodson had been silent until the question was put to him.
“Very much so, sir,” the general replied. “I know you took a browbeating by the man afterward on our account.”
“You had a legitimate reason for being there,” my partner stated. “The treaty was signed. I merely facilitated the meeting. I’m sure you could have found an MP or a solicitor willing to support your case.”
“Perhaps,” Woodson agreed. “But would Rosebery have seen us?”
I didn’t like that, Woodson referring familiarly to our prime minister by his title. Granted, they were adversaries at the moment, but that could change at any minute if matters improved. The situation with the treaty was complicated. I was certain the men were on pins and needles to see whether or not the government would agree to their terms. One doesn’t simply give away a ship of the British Royal Navy with the snap of a finger.
Barker shrugged his wide shoulders. “We were not disinclined, perhaps because my brother recommended you.”
“Nonetheless, you did us a service,” General Woodson said. “Tell me, Barker, are you a married man?”
Barker was nonplussed, and so was I. It was the last question we expected to be asked.
“No, sir,” the Guv responded. “I have not that pleasure.”
“If you can bring a partner to the ball, we would be glad to have you both. If not, there shall be partners aplenty.”
St. Ives turned to me and winked. “Naturally, Mr. Llewelyn has someone to attend the ball with him.”
“Of course,” the general said.
“I do not dance, sir,” Barker stated.
I couldn’t determine whether he meant he did not know how or he chose not to do so.
“Come anyway,” Woodson said, looking at his image in the set of mirrors. He was less flamboyant than his junior, St. Ives, but a more handsome man with his unlined skin, brown hair, and sky-blue eyes. There was also a quiet magnetism about him. He attracted people to his side, possibly even prime ministers.
“There will be a chamber for brandy and cigars and a little yarn spinning,” the general said. “Colonel Beaufort has a number of remembrances of the War of Northern Aggression, haven’t you, Zeb?”
The colonel smiled, but Woodson took the expression as an agreement.
“When shall the ball be?” the Guv asked.
“This Friday,” Woodson answered.
“And where will it take place?” the Guv continued.
“At Lord Benham’s estate,” the man replied. “The event is being given by the Cotton Merchants Association.”
Cyrus Barker brushed his mustache with a finger. “So, you have supporters. I’m glad to hear it.”
“Oh, yes,” St. Ives drawled, cutting in lest he become irrelevant. “Everyone is interested in us. The cotton merchants, tobacco growers, coffee plantations…”
“Brigadier,” Colonel Beaufort warned.
“Oh, Zeb, you old bellyacher,” St. Ives said. “If a bag of gold fell in your lap, you’d complain about the weight of it.”
“I’m not much for cities,” the colonel explained. “They are no place for a fighting man.”
“You should visit our boxing school in Glasshouse Street,” Barker remarked. “We’d enjoy your company and learn a thing or two.”
The two men eyed each other, or rather, Beaufort glared at the black discs of the Guv’s spectacles.
“Perhaps,” the colonel answered. “If I can find the time while we are here.”
“Excellent,” Barker said, as if that settled the matter.
Challenge made and accepted, I thought. I have an innocent face, I’m told. Or maybe it’s just vacant. Anyway, I can get away with asking questions that would sound overly inquisitive had they come from my partner. Nevertheless, he could not stop himself from issuing a challenge to the surly soldier.
“Where is the captain this morning?” I asked.
“He came here first and is already gone,” the general answered. “He had a few errands to run.”
“He’s awfully young,” I continued. “How did he become involved with the cause?”
There was a pause and an uncomfortable look passed between the general and the colonel. Beaufort even cleared his throat.
“He’s my son,” St. Ives explained. “I met his mother after I escaped to Brazil in 1865. He’s a good lad, and old enough to run his own coffee business in Colombia now.”
“I congratulate you all on your successful business endeavors,” I remarked. “It’s good that you’ve prospered after leaving your country behind.”
St. Ives posed in the mirror, with one hand on his bosom in the manner of Napoleon.
“We’ve done what we could with what we had,” he replied.
The general reached into his pocket and retrieved a large tin. He passed it along to St. Ives and it circulated around the group until it reached me. The legend on the box was written in Spanish and it had an unfamiliar flag on the lid.
“‘Estrellas y Barras,’” I read. “‘Puras.’ Ah, cigars!”
“My own brand,” Woodson replied, with pride in his voice. “They’re called the Stars and Bars.”
We lit our cigars, to the disapproval of the tailor. Woodson began to go into detail about the tobacco-growing industry in Cuba during the year, the harvesting, and the complicated methods of processing it. I didn’t retain the information, nor did I take notes during any of it because it would look suspicious.
I couldn’t say whether the cigar was of good quality or not. Cigars are wasted on me, which Rebecca says is an asset. I can’t tell the most exquisite one from one half full of wood shavings. Still, I knew how to look appreciative. I’ve been offered many a cigar over the years and am now adept at appearing to savor one.
“What about you, Brigadier?” Barker asked, looking at St. Ives. “How is the rubber business these days?”
“We’ve had ourselves a little revolution recently,” he replied, finally done admiring himself in the mirror. He sat and crossed one long limb over the other, as at home here as he was anywhere, puffing on the cigar with ease. “But things appear to be well in hand at the moment, I hope.”
No one turned and asked Beaufort about his activities in Mexico. I certainly wouldn’t dare. When we had finished our smoke, we bade them our adieus and found a cab in Chancery Lane.
“They don’t trust us,” I told Barker once we were in the cab.
“Of course, they don’t trust us,” he answered. “We are as we appear, ravening wolves howling at the door. We are their enemy and the ones who try to show us they are friends are the ones we should mistrust the most. Currently, we hold no interest for Beaufort. We are a mere irritant. Even St. Ives is suspicious of us. One can tell because he feigns none. What’s the word for it?”
“Bonhomie?”
“Precisely.”
“And Woodson?” I asked.
“Woodson is a pot without a handle,” the Guv said. “One doesn’t know how to grasp or turn it.”
“What will you do?”
Barker raised a brow. “I’ll clap a pair of pliers on the fellow and see what he does then.”
I glared at him. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”
“Immensely,” he replied. “Can’t you see it? He thinks he is in command.”
“And you are?”
The Guv chuckled, a rare thing. “Who can say, but I’ll give it my best.”
I looked at my partner, turning something over in my mind. “How long does it take to tailor a uniform, would you say?”
“Of the sort they were wearing?” he asked. “The material and the embroidery would take a few days to acquire. Then there’s the initial measurement. I imagine the boots were handmade, as well. I would think a week or more, at least.”
“I agree,” I answered. “That reminds me, we must place our evening kit into Mac’s capable hands and see if it passes muster.”
“This sounds like an excuse to purchase a new top hat,” Barker grumbled. “As if you require an excuse.”
“If you recall, there’s a bullet hole in my best topper from our last enquiry, and one cannot patch fine silk.”
“A fine way to treat silk that’s traveled all the way from China,” he said, as our cab rattled along Oxford Street.
“An inch lower and it would have spoiled more than the hat.”
We returned to work and two hours later we were let out of another cab in front of our door. Mac informed us that dinner would be ready in an hour, so we retreated to the bathhouse on the property, discussing various aspects of the case. Then we dressed for dinner. Rebecca was feeling under the weather and was lying down. The Guv and I were halfway through the meal when she made an appearance at the table in time for dessert. It was then that I made an innocent request of my wife.
“Would you like to come to a ball with me?” I asked. “We’ve been invited by the Southern delegation. It’s being given by the Cotton Merchants Association.”
“Of course, darling,” she replied. “When shall it be?”
“Friday, I believe,” I said, spearing a potato deftly.
“Friday?” Rebecca said, dropping her fork. “This Friday?”
“Yes, I believe so,” I said, looking at Barker. “Sir, is the ball to be this Friday?”
“Aye, it is,” he answered. “I must ask Philippa by telephone tomorrow.”
Lady Philippa Ashleigh was a close friend of Barker’s who lives on the Sussex coast, overlooking the chalk cliffs by Seaford, an hour’s train ride from London. I was starting to realize that we had made a blunder.
Rebecca did not recover her utensil. She merely rose and looked at us both.
“You gentlemen must understand that it takes close to a month to prepare a woman of any discernment for a ball.”
The Guv and I stared at each other blankly.
“We didn’t know,” I replied. “In our defense, we were asked only today.”
“Yes,” she rounded. “But what could we have accomplished in those hours? I must call Philippa immediately. I don’t know if the thing can be accomplished in less than a week. I will make no promises.”
She left and we watched her go.
“Your wife is excitable,” Barker stated.
“Yes, well, Mrs. Ashleigh is no piker, either.”
“No, she isn’t. I believe the two of us must accept what’s coming to us. Pass the pearl onions, would you, lad?”
It would not be long before Mrs. Ashleigh roared in like a gale from the Channel.



CHAPTER 7
That night, Brigadier St. Ives arrived, not with a bouquet for my wife but a bottle of fine Napoleonic brandy for us all. As he looked at the label, Cyrus Barker wrinkled a brow. As far as he is concerned, brandy was a restorative. I’ve seen him pour many a glass for his clients in distress, people who had just lost a loved one, for example, or been bilked of their life savings. This consumption of the beverage merely for the taste or to accompany an equally expensive cigar perplexed him. Therefore, he reacted as he always does to something he does not understand, he docks the anomaly away in that odd brain of his and shrugged his shoulders. C’est la vie, c’est la guerre, c’est la something.
“What are your plans for tonight, Brigadier?” I asked, after he’d brushed the back of my wife’s hand with his mustache.
“If I may beg your tolerance in watching a performance by an American, I’d like to see Richard Mansfield’s Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.”
Rebecca took my arm and patted it. “There you are, then, Thomas. You’ve been wanting to see that beastly play since it opened and now you have the opportunity. I was sure it would give me the vapors, Brigadier.”
“Why, I’ve never had such a novel experience, Mrs. Llewelyn,” he replied. “I’d like to try it sometime. I find novelty exhilarating. I’d like to experience all I can in my short number of years.”
The man was making love to my wife. However, I doubted she would throw me over for a man approaching sixty, charming as he was. Perhaps that was the point. St. Ives could get away with romancing in front of a husband because of his age, which allowed him to flirt outrageously with whatever woman he chose, probably the younger the better. The man was impressive. He even wore an opera cape this evening, and a jaunty soft hat with a wide brim, one side pushed up. His tie was a pale green, the lapels of his waistcoat velvet.
We said good night to Rebecca and stepped into the waiting brougham.
“Where do you plan for us to go afterward tonight?” I asked.
“Please, sir!” he said, raising a finger. “One experience at a time! Driver!”
Richard Mansfield was performing Stevenson’s masterpiece at the Variety. I had indeed been keen to see it, especially since it had been held over twice due to popular demand. He’d toured as far north as Aberdeen and was now back in London. Barker had no interest in seeing the performance, Rebecca feared she’d faint, and my friend, Israel Zangwill, declared it “silly.” I’d even considered going alone, but there is nothing so pathetic as visiting a theater by oneself. This is why, I suspect, all critics are pathetic. I’ve never met anyone who attended the theater with a critic.
“You must rate Mansfield’s attempt at proper English,” St. Ives warned as we took our seats.
“Believe me,” I replied. “I shall.”
The play began subtly. Nothing was particularly gothic, or appalling, save for an infamous scene where Mr. Hyde deliberately steps on a young girl in the street. The newspapers had discussed this, however, so I was prepared to see it.
“What do you think?” I murmured to St. Ives after a few scenes.
“First rate. How is Mansfield’s English?”
“Not bad,” I answered “Better than I expected.”
Then the transformation began. At first the actor postured, and I feared I’d be disappointed, but then somehow, he became a completely different person, a terrible brute with hollow eyes and disheveled hair. The rest of the show was pure melodrama, but melodrama at its best.
“How?” I asked as we left at the end of the performance. “How was it done?”
“I suspect subtle lighting changes, both in the footlights and overhead,” St. Ives answered. “They were in addition to the standard gas lamps, so you didn’t notice. Also, there was solid acting. It was all very impressive. In fact, I’d like to step backstage and thank the actor for his performance, one American to another.”
I followed the brigadier backstage. As I said, Mansfield had toured the country with this play and now there was no crush as had been reported in the newspapers years before. The actor was pleased to meet another American with an appreciation for theater, so the two held an animated discussion on it that extended to drinks at Gattie’s, which the actor actually paid for. Like everyone else, he was entranced by our flamboyant companion, and I wondered if he was taking impressions for a new character.
As we left the restaurant, we passed under a gaslight and for a mere moment St. Ives’s face was illuminated. His face was blanched, his eye sockets hollow. It set my mind racing. He reminded me of Dr. Jekyll, who at any moment could become a monster. If I were proven to be working against the Confederates, would he have any compunction about putting a bullet through my head? No. It would be all for the cause. The man believed himself a patriot. Patriot, I thought, a stirring term for the willingness to kill another human being.
Exhausted by his performance of the evening, which I knew was quite taxing, Mansfield left us to our coffee and tortes. St. Ives lit a cigarette by the candle on our table and sat back, momentarily content.
“Fine show,” he pronounced. “And the man himself is intelligent. It was good of him to pay for our drinks.”
“I’d call it remarkable,” I said. “So, are we for home?”
“Not on your life,” St. Ives replied. “I must see the Whitechapel district, where your so-called Ripper plied his trade.”
“Did you know we got him?” I asked. “The news was quashed by the Palace itself.”
His brows knit and he leaned forward. “Was it? Scotland Yard caught him?”
I nodded. “In a manner of speaking. Barker and I did, anyway. But they were working with us, not against us that time.”
“Were you?” St. Ives looked impressed. “You must tell me immediately. No, better yet, we’ll get a cab, and you can show me all the sights while you tell me everything. Soup to nuts!”
We did just that. It took almost two hours. We visited the sights of the murders and even the wretched hovel in Goulton Street where the insane man lived. Meanwhile, the brigadier seemed as enthralled as he had in the balcony of the Variety.
“Sensational!” he boomed. “If you get permission from the Queen, you should take this information to the States. You could give lectures across the country like Mr. Dickens. You’d return a rich man, you know.”
“I’ll consider it,” I told him, knowing I would do no such thing. “Where would you like to go next?”
“Limehouse and the Docks,” he replied. “I do love Chinatowns! They help shake off this wretched ennui. Sometimes I feel as if I’ve seen everything!”
I looked at his silhouette by the light of a gas lamp.
“Is that a challenge?” I asked.
I saw the flash of his white teeth in the darkness. “Why, sir, I do believe it is. In fact, I’ll wager a five-pound note you can’t show me something I’ve never seen before.”
“I’ll take that wager,” I replied. “Driver! Narrow Street!”
The cabman agreed, but reluctantly. He feared for his cab in that godless district. Eventually, we came to the battered door that leads to the tearoom of Barker’s closest friend, a Chinaman named Ho who had been his first mate in the China Seas. St. Ives was happily mystified when we stepped into a long tunnel under the Thames and came up into the tearoom. When we were seated, I asked to speak to the owner.
“You know the man?” my guest asked, looking about. The décor was not interesting, but the clientele was.
“He is a friend of Barker’s,” I said. “He served aboard Barker’s sea vessel, the Osprey.”
“Your partner was a ship’s captain?”
Once again, St. Ives was delighted with this information.
“Yes, it was a tramp steamer plying the China Seas.” I glanced up. “Here comes the owner now.”
Ho came to our table, looking the same as usual, his hair shaven into a thick queue he wore down his chest, the lobes of his ears weighted down with gold rings which one day would pay for his funeral. He looked out of temper, but then he always did.
“Where’s Barker?” he demanded.
“At home sleeping the sleep of the just,” I replied. “This is our guest, Brigadier St. Ives, of the Confederacy.”
“Ni hao,” the American said, bowing his head.
“Why I do declare,” Ho responded. “A gentleman of the South.”
St. Ives looked at him, then reached into his pocket and wordlessly handed me the five-pound note we had bet.
“We’ve dined,” I told Ho. “We didn’t yet know we’d be coming. I am hereby requesting a small plate of your most exotic fare, which I challenge my guest to eat, without knowing what it is.”
“I will bring it for free if you eat it as well,” Ho stated.
“Done,” I said.
“Done,” St. Ives agreed.
Ho nodded. “And done.”
“We’re in for it now,” I muttered. “I’m already as stuffed as a Christmas goose.”
“It’s your fault, Mr. Llewelyn,” St. Ives drawled.
The meal arrived a quarter hour later. There were fried chicken’s feet, sea snails, Szechuan food hot enough to satisfy Virgil, thousand-year-old eggs, a favorite of Barker’s, and several dishes Ho had made to confound me. Some I couldn’t tell if they were animal, vegetable, or mineral.
My guest, or rather, Ho’s guest, picked up a pair of chopsticks as if he had just arrived from Peking and we began. There were two portions of each item, but many and flavorful, to be washed down with plum wine. I recalled a rumor that no cat lived within half a mile of the place. I’ve also heard they eat rats in China, but that may be only a rumor. Regardless, St. Ives ate like a trencherman, and in spite of a full stomach, I wasn’t going to be outdone. When the plates and the bottle of wine were empty, Ho threw us out. I explained to St. Ives that this was how I normally left the premises.
I marched the American past the Grapes and the Prospect of Whitby, two classic pubs I recommend, and down the Old Stairs of Wapping. I showed him the Thames police dock and the table where the bodies lie after being fished from the river.
“No bodies today?” my companion complained, as if we could pull one from the wings for his edification.
“No, sir,” the night sergeant told us. “Better luck tomorrow night. But then, I’m sure you’ve seen your share of bodies and mysteries, sir.”
“Mine and someone else’s,” he replied.
We stepped out onto the docks. By then it was nearing midnight.
“What’s that building there?” he asked, pointing to a three-story structure hard by the river.
“That’s the Inn of Double Happiness,” I said, cocking my head. “It’s a gambling house and opium den.”
“Opium den,” St. Ives repeated with delight.
My heart sank. I’d had my own encounters with opium in the past. I was once shanghaied and given a steady diet of laudanum during a case. That incident took weeks to get over, weeks of trembling and pain. It can take as little as two days together to become addicted to the stuff. Once hooked, you’d be willing to give up your occupation, your money, and your blessed mother to possess it.
“Very well,” I said. “We’ll look around, but I won’t partake. I don’t care for it.”
“Have a single bowl with me, and then be on your way,” St. Ives urged. “I’ll hail a hansom in the morning.”
“You’re staying all night?” I asked, incredulous. “Are you up to it?”
“Oh, the pipe and I are old friends. New York, San Francisco, even Rio de Janeiro. It doesn’t have much effect on me the following day.”
I thought it bravado, but I wouldn’t argue with a guest. We walked to the inn. It was near the river, and the night was cool. I’d overeaten and was afraid I’d be ill once we encountered the fumes. The brigadier, however, was like a child at a country fair. I’d never seen a man of mature years having such a rollicking time. He exhibited boundless energy.
We passed through an ornate set of doors, and by a large plaster dragon that projected from the wall in bas-relief, to the front desk, where three young and beautiful Chinese women stood in traditional costume. Their expression was indifferent, as usual. They were there to provide service but would not feign interest in the guests.
“The den is downstairs,” the oldest one said.
“I plan to gamble first,” St. Ives informed me.
I shrugged. “As you wish.”
I’ve never asked Barker how Mr. K’ing, the owner, was able to hold his doors open when all the licensed public houses nearby were forced to close at midnight. I’m sure baksheesh was involved. St. Ives played whist for an hour, betting heavily. He lost twice at baccarat afterward but seemed undisturbed by his losses. I’m the sort that considers the loss of twenty pounds to be a catastrophe, no matter how much I make for a living. He acted as if his pockets were bottomless pits. Perhaps they were, thanks to the donations his organization received.
An hour later St. Ives stood, the victor by thirty pounds at least. He declared himself satisfied and did not give the house a chance to earn its money back.
One of the women led us to the den downstairs. There is no room in London more elegant or suited for the vice. There are numerous couches with pillows and brocade quilts. A bar at the end of the room was overseen by a Chinese guard who glowered at the clients while another filled the pipes. A boy in a silk suit and cap carried the pipe to the customer and helped light it. Opium smokers are not the most coordinated lot after two bowls.
“Two, please,” St. Ives said at the bar as he set down some bank notes. We took a seat on a low divan. There were no Chinese men there apart from those who worked at the establishment. Mr. K’ing will not allow it. England had successfully addicted a tenth of China to the drug in exchange for tea, a terrible crime, and K’ing was evening the score one foreign devil at a time. He, too, considered himself a patriot.
The boy lit a pipe for me, but I shook my head. I needed as clear a head as possible. The brigadier sucked the smoke down like it was a delicacy. I coughed once or twice from his fumes as the man behind the bar glowered at me. Amateur, he was probably thinking. One of the women from the entrance appeared behind us in her hobbled dress and bowed to me.
“Mr. K’ing wishes to speak to you,” she said in a singsong voice.
I turned to St. Ives.
“I’ll return in a few minutes,” I told him.
He waved me away, being at the Threshold of Dreamland, where beautiful women beckoned, and fantastic dragons flew overhead.
I climbed the stairs and was led into K’ing’s presence. He is an unusual creature, ascetic looking, and very thin. His head was shaven, and he had a small mustache. He wore a pillbox hat and there was a web of scar tissue across half his face from a fire that had occurred a few years earlier. He used to be a handsome fellow who preferred an English suit, but now he dressed only in native garb. His purpose in life, as far as I could work out, was to bring down the Manchu government and restore the Chinese to power. Destroy the Q’ing and restore the Ming, it was said. The English were merely tools to reach his objectives.
“Why are you here?” he enquired. Unlike some, he did not flatter.
“I brought a guest,” I replied. “I hoped to drag some information out of him. He’s being primed as we speak.”
“Anything for my benefit?” he asked.
“Probably not,” I answered. “He’s an American.”
“North or South?”
“Both at once.”
K’ing raised a brow. “How is Mr. Barker?”
“Well enough,” I said.
“If anything of interest occurs in my line,” the Chinaman said, “I hope you will mention it to Mr. Ho.”
“I shall.”
Ho worked for K’ing, or rather, they shared the same interests and were members of the Blue Dragon Triad as well as several other Chinese societies. Secret societies, that is. It is the same the world over. All the important plans and decisions are made behind closed doors.
“Go,” he instructed. “Or your quarry will be senseless.”
When K’ing tells one to go, one goes. I returned to the den, realizing that I might be too late already. St. Ives was in his shirtsleeves. His tie was undone, and his collar opened. I noticed a chain about his throat, but whatever hung from it was obscured by the collar of his crisp white shirt.
“What have you got about your neck?” I asked.
St. Ives closed his eyes and lifted something from inside his shirt, a very small glass vial attached to a gold chain containing some kind of white powder.
“What is that?” I asked. “Cocaine?”
“Strychnine, old man.”
I gasped. “You carry strychnine about your throat? Why?”
“Sometime, I will have sucked all the juices out of life and be left with nothing but the pulp,” he replied. “I cannot abide the pulp, Mr. Llewelyn.”
The boy brought another pipe and replaced the brigadier’s with it. The latter took another puff. I could see the drug was taking its effect.
“How long have you known the general?” I asked.
“I don’t discuss business during my leisure hours,” he answered. “We shall talk of such things at a more convenient time.”
There was unexpected mettle in his voice. I was getting closer to the real character of David St. Ives. The pulp, if you will.
I shrugged. “I was just making conversation.”
“Well, don’t.”
Barker, Ho, K’ing, and now St. Ives. I am surrounded by prickly men. He stopped talking completely, so I rose and paid the bill. I gave him one final look and left the inn.
I arrived in Lion Street at two o’clock reeking of smoke and looking disheveled. I reported to Barker, then went upstairs. Rebecca, however, wasn’t pleased. No amount of explanation could convince her that my duties sometimes took me to places where proper citizens never go.
“Gin palaces?” she demanded. “Opium dens? Houses of ill-fame?”
“I didn’t go in the last one,” I said in my defense.
“That hardly matters,” she replied. “What would your mother say?”
I had to admit my mother would be aggrieved.
“You recall the lengths Mr. Barker went to wean you from opium the first time?” she continued. “Now you walk right back into the dragon’s den. I’m putting my foot down, Thomas. Charming though he may be, St. Ives is a devil. You are not to go out cavorting with him anymore, charming or not.”
I could do nothing but obey.



CHAPTER 8
A mere four hours later, I was out in the garden doing exercises with Barker again. I admit I was having trouble finding both the energy and the motivation together. The fact that someone else expected me to do anything at that moment meant less than some might think. Certainly, I would do whatever Rebecca asked, even on a whim, and of course, any task Barker required I would do. Other than that, for the most part the rest of the world could go hang. I’m busy, especially at six o’clock in the morning.
We were in our shirtsleeves on a bit of lawn by the bridge that spans Barker’s stream. He’d step out and make a move, and then I tried to follow his example, generally with poor results. Some moves made perfect sense from a defensive point of view. Others seemed quite ludicrous. Even I couldn’t work out how they could be utilized for my safety or benefit. We were performing dozens of defensive moves put together so they could be memorized. I understood that, I did, but after only four hours of sleep, it seemed less immediate.
Somewhere in that house, I told myself, there is a slice of pie or a pain au chocolat in the larder that I staked a claim on. There is coffee steaming on the hob and fresh cream in the icebox. Such is the staff of life.
One more stretch, I told myself. One more posture and I’ll be done. You don’t have to like this, I thought; you simply have to do it. Act as if you enjoy it and it will all go away. That’s generally my credo in life.
“Ah, that’s fine, lad,” Barker said at last. “We’ve done enough for today, I think.”
“Already?” I asked. “Yes, sir.”
I walked to the bridge and over it. It wouldn’t do to seem too eager. All the same, I’m sure the Guv knew what I was thinking. He usually did.
Inside I found lemon curd tarts cooling on a wire rack. I reached out to take one and Etienne smacked the back of my hand with a ladle. I glanced about. It looked as if he were cooking a small banquet. Baking would be the correct word. The kitchen was full of eclairs and madeleines, each perfect, warm and sweet.
“Please,” I asked. “Are you going to make me beg?”
He gave me a sour look but nodded. I seized a tart and poured a cup of coffee.
Ten minutes later Barker entered the house, having inspected the garden. He could do that for hours, I knew, but he keeps to a schedule, and we had an office to go to. I stood, finished the last of my coffee and wiped my mouth with a serviette. I met the Guv in the hall and we proceeded to the front door. Just at that moment, it burst open. A very handsome woman arrived with a man in tow. In fact, she hadn’t even knocked.
“Good morning, darlings,” Lady Philippa Ashleigh said to all of us, Mac included.
We all made way for her, and as she passed, she pecked my partner on the cheek before stopping at the stair.
“Rebecca?” she called.
“Philippa!” I heard my wife answer, and she came quickly down the steps. They kissed the air on either side of the other’s head, while the Guv and I continued out the door.
“And just where do you gentlemen think you are going?” she demanded.
Barker and I froze, and looked back.
“This is all your fault, you know,” she continued. “You can’t tell a woman she has only a few days to prepare for a ball. There are dresses to be made at twice the price on such short notice. There are shoes to be fitted, jewelry to be purchased. I was able to learn a few names of the women attending from Lady Benham and I’ve invited them for a fitting.”
Barker looked alarmed.
“Here?” he asked, aghast.
“No,” she answered as if he were a simpleton. “Then we’ll go to Camomile Street.”
“What?” I asked, looking at Rebecca.
Number 9 Camomile Street was our home, though we only visited it a few days a week. It had been purchased by Rebecca’s late husband, Asher Cohen. It seemed strange that we should live in two houses, but my wife had her family and friends, her crowd, and I’d always felt somewhat superfluous being the only Gentile among them. Rebecca spent her days there visiting family and friends she’d known all her life, and then came to dine and spend the night here. Saturdays and Sundays we stayed there and attended a church for Christian Jews and believers, a compromise we made together. It was an odd arrangement, I knew. I had to admit that the house in Lion Street could be dangerous at times, because dangerous people knew where Cyrus Barker lived. There were skirmishes every now and then. Something would have to be done about a permanent residence for my wife and myself sooner or later.
“What’s going on?” I asked, not to Philippa, but to Rebecca.
“I hope you don’t mind,” she said with a smile. “Philippa has a dressmaker coming to measure us for ball gowns. We’ll have a little party of sorts.”
“Of sorts?” I repeated.
“We will have a light repast, which Etienne has so thoughtfully arranged.”
“For just the two of you?” I pressed.
“Well, no,” she admitted. “Not just the two of us. We’ve invited a few acquaintances who shall also be attending the ball.”
“How many friends?” I asked, curious.
“No more than six or seven,” she assured me.
Barker cleared his throat threateningly. He had a schedule. Seven thirty: arrive in Whitehall Street.
I turned to my wife. I wouldn’t ask how much we would be spending, because I would get a hostile look, not from one, but both of the women, as if it were my fault for being asked at the last minute. We hadn’t even received an invitation yet.
“It sounds jolly,” I replied. “Have a wonderful time.”
“We intend to,” Philippa said. “You gentlemen will be carrying the hampers.”
“Hampers?” Cyrus Barker spoke up. “I’ve got an agency to run!”
“Piffle,” she stated with finality, like a judge passing sentence.
Barker swiveled his head in Mac’s direction, but she herded him off.
“No,” Philippa Ashleigh replied, anticipating what he was about to say. “Jacob can’t bring the hampers because he will be bringing the fabric bolts for the dresses. I shudder to think what would happen if the two of you got your hands on fine silk. I assume your evening kits are respectable?”
“Yes, ma’am,” we agreed. “Quite respectable.”
“Order new shirts, anyway,” she replied. “Everything must be crisp and spotless. Have you got your dancing shoes ready, Cyrus?”
I raised a brow and saw that Rebecca did, as well. We shot each other a look.
“Dancing shoes?” the Guv demanded. “I can’t dance!”
Lady Ashleigh tutted. “You know very well you can. I sent you for lessons and Maître Fournier claims you successfully passed his course, though you tried to bribe him to get out of it. Really, Cyrus, you know it’s useless to resist. Besides, Mr. Jenkins is a clerk, of sorts. I’m sure he can help someone make an appointment for later.”
My partner turned his head in my direction. On one hand, he wanted to show he is a man who can best any other. Her Ladyship was not a man, however, and she follows no one’s rules but her own. The fact that such a beauty, and a wealthy, titled one at that, should remain unwed after all the years since she had met Barker was proof of that.
“Very well,” he muttered, with a rolling of his r’s. Stress always brought out his native Perthshire accent.
Philippa smiled. “Excellent.”
Just then Etienne backed through the door, his arms full of the first hamper. If they ate all that, I thought it likely they could not fit into their dresses after lunch. Etienne grumbled in a low voice. Immediately, Philippa beleaguered him as well in the same gutter French he had used. The taciturn Frenchman tried to remain stony faced, but finally broke into a laugh and thrust the hamper into my arms.
“My word!” I complained, staggering under the weight. “What’s in here? Cannonballs?”
“Chafing dishes,” Philippa replied. “I’m giving them to you. You need to entertain, Thomas. You have such a marvelous gem of a wife, yet you never show her off. If you have, I certainly haven’t received an invitation.”
I opened my mouth to speak but thought better of it.
“You’re right,” I replied. “We really should. I have no excuse beyond curmudgeonry, Rebecca.”
My wife smiled at me. That didn’t mean she would take advantage of the situation. It also didn’t mean she wouldn’t.
“Wonderful,” Philippa said, clapping her hands. “This will be marvelous. Would you gentlemen care to stay after you deliver the hampers?”
Barker’s hackles rose. I stepped in to head him off.
“We’d love to,” I answered. “However, we are in the middle of a very serious case that must be tended to every minute.”
Barker’s lady friend gave a slight pout, then broke into a smile. “I understand, of course. Do you think those Southern gentlemen scoundrels? I’ve heard such charming things about them.”
I knew better. I suspected she knew as much of politics as she did society. She would not trust them just because they were charming.
The Guv was about to speak. In fact, he was more likely to protest. Again, I forestalled him.
“Here,” I said, putting the hamper in his arms. “I suspect this is the heavy one. Etienne will have his joke.”
Barker gave us a thunderous look, then turned and carried the wicker basket outside. I took the second from our cook and followed after him.
There were two open landaus at the curb, and I climbed into one. Barker’s normally sallow cheeks were near crimson. We each sat with a hamper in our laps. I said nothing while the Guv tried to master his temper. We sat in silence for a good five minutes. Finally, Mac came out to our carriage.
“Her Ladyship says you may take the hampers to Camomile Street and then—”
“Camomile Street!” Barker bellowed, disturbing the driver. The man lifted his whip, and we were off.
There was dead silence in the cab the entire journey. We finally reached the City and our little bit of it in the shadow of the Bevis Marks Synagogue. As we unloaded the hampers, the second landau arrived, and we all went inside together. Rebecca was giving instructions to our maid, Lily, and Mac, after he had seen the fabric safely secured, looked about wondering how a house could look so immaculate without a butler. The heavens were spinning out of control. I detected a potential animosity between the two domestics and any thought that I might have to convince him to come to Camomile Street permanently was crushed.
Barker was put to work moving furniture about. Lily put the hamper contents in the pantry, while Mac set the tables. Six or seven people, I thought. It looked like they were seating thirty. I must have looked idle, so they soon had me removing anything from the room which might be considered masculine. Any trace of myself or my position as head of the house was eliminated, and me with it.
The room was soon arranged to Rebecca’s liking. Before I knew it, I was kissing her goodbye, and Philippa was shooing us with a tea towel as if we were errant moths. I suspect Mac would soon find himself sitting on the curb.
There was only one way to get us into sorts again, to gain our equilibrium as men. We went to get a proper haircut and shave. I hailed a cab and we went to Truefitt and Hill of 71 St. James’s Square. It was founded in 1805, the day the Duke of Wellington took Waterloo, and it is said that a man becomes a gentleman after a shave at Truefitt and Hill. Neither of us particularly needed either one, but we needed the experience of it: the murderously hot towel upon the face, the scrape of razor against the strop, and the first prickle of the deadly sharp blade across the tender skin under the chin. The commonplace questions, the same each time. The stinging slap of bay rum. The powdering of the neck, and the final inspection. Does sir require anything? A handmade comb or the latest hair cream? No? Very good, sir. It made me wonder why Mac doesn’t say “Very good, sir,” on a daily basis. It would do us both a world of good.
Afterward, Barker directed the driver to go to the other great bastion of masculinity, the pipe shops in Jermyn Street, Astley’s and Charatan’s. However, they were not yet open. No matter. The two of us had successfully removed any sign of domesticity from our persons and were ready for more manly pursuits. Someone might need to be shot at or wrestled to the ground, which would be preferable to spending our morning preparing a tea party.
We bowled into Whitehall Street and the cab pulled to the curb at Craig’s Court. Barker jumped down and harrumphed as if daring any woman to tell him what to do. I paid the cabman, and we went inside.
As it transpired, no one had come to the door, and somehow Jenkins had got wind of where we’d been for the last two hours and had not been in the least inconvenienced by our tardy arrival, having smoked innumerable cigarettes and read all five of the newspapers, and The Illustrated Police News twice.
“’Morning, Mr. B., Mr. L.,” he said.
At least something hadn’t changed in this madcap world. The day, the real day, had begun.



CHAPTER 9
A short while later, Cyrus Barker took a nautical brass spyglass from a desk drawer and extended it until it was open. He went to stand in the bow window looking across Whitehall Street, with the lens trained on something out of my line of vision.
“There’s a new fellow across the street,” he rumbled. “I don’t recognize him. I believe the Confederates are still sending men in shifts to keep an eye on our movements.”
I pulled my notebook and a pencil from my desk. “Description?”
“Five foot nine, thick ginger hair with a jaunty sailor cap. He’s clean-shaven, if he can grow a beard at all. I doubt the lad is twenty.”
He watched the sailor in silence for a minute and then grunted.
“Wait,” he said, placing the spyglass on his desk. “They’re changing guards. Here’s what we’ll do. I’ll step out and proceed down Whitehall Street without seeming to notice him, then I’ll circle about and return. Meanwhile, you shadow the first man and see where he’s going. With any luck he’ll lead you back to his barracks.”
“Barracks?” I asked, rising. “An odd choice of words.”
“Not at all,” he replied. “I’m sure the fellow, young as he is, considers himself a soldier for his cause. I’m off. I’ll meet you back here in a while.”
I moved into the alcove, hoping for a glance at the men in question. The younger one began to leave, and a second later Barker stepped out of our door and proceeded down the street, looking down at the cobbles as he walked. The fellow who had come to relieve the first sentinel was swarthy and foreign. He flattened himself against the wall as the Guv passed. He waited a moment and then followed Barker, while I slipped out the door and went in pursuit of Mr. Ginger Hair.
It took a few minutes for me to find my quarry. I caught sight of him two streets away. He wasn’t in any obvious hurry from what I could see, glancing in windows, looking at trinkets. Bits and bobs for a sweetheart at home, perhaps. He was distracted and it did not occur to him that he himself might be followed. That’s just how I preferred my quarry.
We’d passed a few cross streets when something happened. It was subtle, but then, Barker had trained me to be subtle. A third man had shuffled his feet and got in step beside me. We both acted as if we hadn’t noticed the other, but if he thought a trained enquiry agent wouldn’t notice him, it was an insult. We proceeded down Whitehall Street but were nearing an alley. If anything were to happen it would surely be there. I waited for him to make a move and he finally did.
His plan was to bump me into the alleyway with his shoulder. Goodness knows what mischief he intended there. Anyway, he propelled himself sideways, but I stepped back abruptly, and he sailed past into the alleyway. To add insult to injury, I kicked his remaining foot out from under him and he fell, landing in the alley and upsetting a dustbin.
“Sorry, old fellow,” I said, bending down to lend him a hand, aware that the young man I was following was already gone by now. I wondered to myself how many soldiers General Woodson had brought with him and if there had been three men circling our office at the same time.
I pulled him to his feet. He was young, but not as young as the first lad I had been following. The fellow was a few inches taller than I, give or take, and thin but muscular. He seemed a cut above not only the young man I was following but the one Barker had engaged, as well. He had green eyes and dark hair, and his face was red, which I didn’t think was his customary shade.
“Clumsy,” I said. “Let me help you up.”
I took his arm, but he pulled back and raised a revolver. I followed suit. Suddenly, we were at an impasse.
“I’ve got one, too, it seems,” I told him. “What’s your name?”
“Carter,” he replied. “Nick Carter.”
He sounded American.
“Ha,” I replied. “I’ve read those dime novels. What are we doing here? Are we going to shoot each other or be civilized about this? You’re not in America now, you know.”
We paused, each of us with a pistol in his hand, pointed at the other’s breast.
“Well?” I asked.
“I’m thinking,” he answered.
“We’re attracting attention,” I replied. “Scotland Yard is just down the street. Shall we step in and have a chat or wait for them to find us?”
My new friend smiled. Then out of nowhere a thick arm came down over my shoulder and snatched my pistol away. In doing so, he nearly broke my finger, which was caught in the trigger guard. I cried out and turned.
There was another stranger in front of me, well over six foot tall, and built like a footballer. He wore a hat like a Canadian Mountie, only brown, and trousers and a tunic in a sand color. He had a cartridge belt around his waist and brown boots, with a rank insignia on his shoulder. He was a sergeant. I didn’t know what country he was from in North or South America. They had two large continents for themselves to rattle about in.
“You nearly broke my finger, you oaf,” I told him. “And I’ll want that pistol back when you are done.”
I knew better than to call large men oafs, and never demand a pistol back if you don’t know what will happen. In my defense, I was hotheaded about being caught out. I straightened my finger with a sudden yank and tried not to shout. He took hold of my arm and dragged me along.
“Where are we going?” I asked. “I assume we’re going somewhere.”
“Just come along,” the sergeant ordered, and the two bracketed me and marched me along through the crowd.
“I could yell my head off,” I said, conversationally.
Carter chuckled. “You’re welcome to try.”
“There’s a constable across the street,” I told him. “Shall I tell him I am being abducted?”
The young man put his pistol in my ribs.
“If you did, I’d be obliged to shoot you,” he replied. “And the copper. I’d rather not, but I will.”
“I believe you. I’m Thomas Llewelyn. Your real name is…?”
“John Flynn, Treasury Department.”
“And this fellow?”
Flynn raised his arms and hailed a cab. “He’s a United States marine. Get in.”
I complied. They had three pistols and I had none, and my Barjitsu training wasn’t going to get me far in a moving cab between two men, one of whom looked capable of biting my head off.
I slapped my knees. “This is jolly. Where are we going?”
“To see the boss.”
Boss. Cyrus Barker hated American slang. The first time we heard the word was in a letter sent to the Whitechapel Vigilance Committee by Jack the Ripper. It wasn’t an agreeable introduction.
It came to me then. Boss. Or rather, “the Boss.” The head of the American embassy was Robert Todd Lincoln, who had strong reason to dislike the Confederates. After all, they had assassinated his father. At this moment, Barker was heading back to our offices wondering when I would return, while here I was with a Treasury agent on one side and a marine on the other, on my way to see the American ambassador against my will.
I was about to say something sarcastically crushing when suddenly the hackney cab was rocked and without warning a fist came through the open window, caught the marine square in the jaw, and pulled him out into the street. The Guv swung himself in and took the man’s seat, then closed the door behind him.
“Where are we headed?” he asked me.
Flynn stared at him, astonished.
“The American embassy,” I told him. “This is Mr. Flynn of the Treasury Department.”
“Treasury?” my partner asked. “You must be here about the Confederate delegation. Are they counterfeiting, as well?”
“Not yet,” Flynn admitted. “But we expect them to.”
“Resourceful beggars, aren’t they?”
“That they are.”
Barker nodded. We rode for a time in the direction of the embassy.
“I hope you know you’ve just started an international incident by striking a marine,” Flynn said.
“He would never admit to it,” the Guv replied. “Would you embarrass him further by doing so?”
John Flynn said nothing for a moment, deep in thought. My partner was a dangerous man, and the American was beginning to realize that.
“That was quite a punch,” he finally said.
“Thank you,” Barker responded. “You’re fortunate I came from the other side.”
When we arrived at the embassy, we were met by two marines nearly as big as the one Barker had pulled from the cab. Flynn waved us through the gates, and we passed an emblem of a giant gold eagle carrying a shield. Inside the building, we were ushered up the stairs, where we attracted little attention until we reached a desk where a secretary was typing. The man gave us an annoyed look.
“We need to see him,” Flynn said.
“He’s occupied.”
“He’ll want to see these two.”
“He—” the secretary began, but Barker was already opening the door. I’m not saying that Barker believes he is better than other men, but he certainly thinks faster than most. The secretary gave a cry, but the Guv was already inside and standing in front of the ambassador’s desk as we followed him inside.
“Barker!” Lincoln said, not looking especially pleased. He turned to John Flynn for an explanation.
“We followed this one, sir,” Flynn said, indicating me. “We were nearly here when that one hopped on the buggy and decked a marine.”
“Yes, I apologize for that,” Cyrus Barker told Mr. Lincoln. “It seemed the only way to help my partner, who was being menaced at gunpoint.”
Lincoln sat back in his chair and regarded us. He didn’t look at all like his father. The man was stockily built and had a white spade-shaped beard and a mustache. He regarded us, glowering, then turned to Flynn and sighed.
“I presume the guards did not relieve Mr. Barker of his weapons,” he said.
In answer, Barker opened his coat and revealed the butts of two Colts. Lincoln turned his scathing eye on Flynn, who looked deflated.
“What’s this all about?” the ambassador asked. “I have reports to write.”
“The rebels were watching Barker’s door,” Flynn said. “Then Llewelyn turned the tables and was following one of them. I stopped him and brought him here to find out what he knows.”
I shot Flynn a look. He dared me to say that I’d embarrassed him, but I let it go. It’s bad form to humiliate a fellow in front of his superior.
“You know about Woodson and his men?” Lincoln asked, looking at Barker.
“I do,” the Guv said, sitting in a chair. He settled back, crossing one leg over the other. The menacing enquiry agent was now hail-fellow-well-met, but I’m sure a shrewd man like Lincoln would not fall for such a ruse.
“Tell me what you know,” Lincoln said.
“General Woodson and his men came to our door, using a mutual connection to the Masonic Order to request my services.”
“For what purpose?” the ambassador demanded.
“We are not at liberty to say.”
“Balderdash.” Lincoln frowned. His brows were black and bushy, and he did it well. “You must tell us.”
“We can’t,” Barker countered.
“Is your brother mixed up in this matter?” the ambassador asked.
Barker shook his head. “Not directly. He is in America at the moment.”
“That’s a mercy.”
Lincoln had ordered Caleb Barker back to America for several offenses he had perpetrated when he was last in London. I believe he would have put him in jail if he could have found a way to do it legally.
“I assume you helped Woodson and his gang in some way,” he said.
“Yes and no.”
“The matter is open, then.”
“Very much open, sir,” the Guv replied. “And progressing swiftly.”
“Tell me, Barker,” the ambassador continued. “It appears this group has the British government over a barrel. There has been activity in Downing Street and even in the House of Lords. Messengers have been noted almost running between the two buildings. What is happening?”
“I cannot say, sir.”
“You cannot say!” Lincoln exclaimed. “You mean you will not say!”
“Very well, Your Excellency. I will not say. To do so would make a traitor of me.”
“Can you tell me the names of these men?”
“That I can supply, sir, being a matter of public record,” my partner said. “The leader is named General James Woodson of Cuba. The second in command is Brigadier David St. Ives of Brazil. The third is Colonel Zebedee Beaufort of Mexico and the fourth is Captain Manuel Cortes of Colombia.”
“That’s quite a group,” the ambassador remarked. “We’ll look into their particulars. Tell me, if you will, are these men claiming to be representatives of the Confederate government of the United States?”
Barker looked at me. I wasn’t sure what he wanted to ask. He turned back to Lincoln. “Yes, they are.”
Robert Todd Lincoln lay down his pen. “I’m asking if these men believe they are members of a government that no longer exists.”
“They claim to believe it,” Barker said.
“But they do not live in the United States?”
The Guv gave a ghost of a smile. “I’ve given you enough. I am sympathetic to your country, if for no other reason than that so many of my own countrymen have emigrated there.”
My partner meant the Scots. But for all I knew he had not been to Scotland since a lad, though it is a half day’s train journey there.
“I’m pleased to hear it,” Lincoln said. “Also, I understand your desire to be loyal to your country. We Lincolns are descended from English stock ourselves. However, I need to know what the Confederates are saying.”
“I must be circumspect and cannot give you that answer at this time.”
Lincoln made a sound of disgust. “The Confederacy, that pack of scoundrels, is dead. ‘Dead as a doornail,’ to quote Mr. Dickens.”
“Aye, but they are giving a good imitation of being alive, wouldn’t you say, Mr. Llewelyn?”
“I would,” I admitted. “I don’t know if there is a precedent for a country, or the rebels of a country, re-forming after being defeated and then swearing the movement never died, but that’s what appears to be the case. It might be in your government’s best interests to see if the surrender documents are ironclad.”
“I do not need your advice, Mr. Llewelyn.”
Lincoln leaned back in his chair and studied our faces. “The two of you appeared at Downing Street in the company of these spies. I presume they spoke to the prime minister. They were then followed to a restaurant near Scotland Yard, shortly afterward joined by you. Then they went to the Holborn Hotel and spent the night. This is an expensive hotel. The next day they were seen purchasing uniforms. It is Mr. Flynn’s opinion that these were also expensive.”
“It appears that they’ve come to London well-heeled,” Flynn said.
“Jackals,” Lincoln pronounced.
“We are watching them,” Barker stated.
Ambassador Lincoln cleared his throat. “Watching them or abetting them?”
He leaned back and tapped the desk with a finger. Barker did not reply.
“I would like to hire you gentlemen.”
“I’m afraid we already have a client.”
“Are you working for the Confederacy?” Lincoln asked.
“Sir, you’ve just told me the Confederacy is dissolved. Pray be more precise with your speech.”
“You took Woodson and his associates to meet the prime minister,” the ambassador said. “Had you fulfilled your obligation to this group at that point?”
“We had,” my partner assured him.
“There is more to this,” Lincoln growled. “Perhaps much more.”
“I have no doubt, sir,” Barker replied. “But I’m not the one with the answers. I am a private enquiry agent, not a diplomat. The prime minister is the one you should speak to.”
“I will,” Lincoln answered. “Mr. Flynn, please see these gentlemen out.”
We filed past the secretary, passing the young marine Barker had knocked unconscious who was standing in the corner, watching us as we left. His eye was swollen and red. Like Lot’s wife, I looked back. John Flynn was regarding us with crossed arms. There was no doubt we would meet again.



CHAPTER 10
We went back to the offices and hung our hats on the hooks. When we were seated, we noted a sealed letter on Barker’s desk. He reached for the Sicilian dagger he keeps on his desk and cut open the envelope.
He read. He tends to read slowly, with no hurry, trying to glean every inference or clue in the words. It drives me mad. I’d rip through a letter and digest the pertinent matter and have done with it, while he’s still contemplating the introduction.
“What is it?” I ask, straight to the point.
“It’s a letter from my brother.”
He read through it as I waited impatiently. How long was it, I wondered? How much did he reveal? How did the Pinkerton agent get involved in the matter? When he finished, he passed the letter to me. I read the way a parched man guzzles water.
Cyrus,
There is a group of varmints I am sending your way. They claim to be the one and only true Confederate States of America, back from the grave, like a vampire resurrected. They’ve got a treaty that claims to be an alliance between the Brits and the Confederates. I can’t prove or disprove it, though it looks real enough. I believe they’re going to use it to try to get some money out of Old Queen Vicky if they can.
“Old Queen Vicky?” I asked.
“You’ve called her worse,” Barker answered.
“She supplanted my family as ruler of Wales.”
“About a thousand years ago,” he rejoined.
“Still,” I said. “Let me read.”
I don’t know much about General James Woodson or his subordinate David St. Ives, and I was unable to verify any one of those names in Washington, although a colonel named Zebedee Beaufort is known for his atrocities during the war. He also is head of a secret Confederate society called the Ku Klux Klan. It is claimed that the private army was disbanded after the war, but I have my doubts. It is very hard to exterminate a secret society; they merely go underground. There may be a few men with him. In fact, there may be many. I’m not sure. The group is based out of Havana.
Keep an eye out for someone named John Flynn. He’s a Treasury agent. Good man.
Sorry to send this mess your way. I’ve heard from various sources that the rebels are stashing weapons and money in the U.S. for another revolt. There are
rumors, but I haven’t had any confirmation.
Stay alive, Little Brother,
Caleb
P.S. There’s a woman with them. She’s like having a rattlesnake in your bed. Keep watch for her. Her name is Bella Boyd, and she was a spy during the war. She works for Woodson, I suspect.

I looked up over the top of the note.
“Bed?” I asked.
“I wouldn’t put it past my brother’s ability to help himself to just about anything. I don’t think he’d be good at any other occupation save a private police officer with few restraints. It’s just the sort of work he was born for.”
“Two brothers separated for decades, and yet both have the same occupation.”
Barker frowned. “I would not compare what we do with the work he does as a Pinkerton. To me, he is the lowest form of officer, little more than a hired gun. The man has no scruples.”
“I’m sure he thinks you have too many,” I replied.
“Therein lies the difference between us.” He stood and began to pace the room. “Let us parse this letter. Caleb does not verify the existence of either Woodson or St. Ives, although he doesn’t go so far as to claim these men are imposters.”
“Do you think that’s the case?” I asked.
“It’s possible,” he admitted. “It’s also common sense. Ambassador Lincoln might have the right to arrest Beaufort as a spy if he is revealed to be an American citizen. He could potentially be charged with sedition.”
“Provided he hasn’t become a legal citizen of another country,” I argued. “Mexico, didn’t he say?”
“Aye.”
“And now there’s a woman involved,” I added.
“You need not say it with such intrigue, lad. Fully half the human population consists of them.”
“I wonder what sort she is,” I said. “A wealthy Southern woman perhaps, being duped by these charlatans? A woman of bad morals or the daughter of a soldier who died in the Civil War, hoping to honor her father?”
“She could even be married to someone in the delegation,” Barker replied. “This situation is dangerous. We must be cautious and circumspect.”
“Our lives may depend upon it.”
“Tell me, Thomas,” Barker said. “Have you any new observations of Mr. St. Ives?”
“Several. First of all,” I said. “I don’t trust anyone with the word ‘Saint’ in his surname. It sounds fanciful.”
“It does,” the Guv admitted. “But some people have it.”
“Yes, but he’s too theatrical,” I argued. “And only more so with that name. His hair is dyed, and his face is so smooth he must get himself shaved every morning. I’ve never seen a man of his age so fastidious.”
“You’ve been accused of being a dandy yourself,” my partner said. “Even Mrs. Llewelyn has noted it.”
“Yes, but not to that extent,” I argued. “He’s certainly doing everything to conceal his advancing years.”
“Advancing years?” Barker echoed. “I’m in my sixth decade as well.”
“Yes, sir, but you do not conceal your age. If anything, you are proud of it.”
He nodded. “I never expected to reach fifty. I was certain I’d die by ball or blade.”
“Or bomb,” I added.
“Precisely.”
“Being a dandy is not a crime, but it shows a certain duplicitousness.”
“Not all men are satisfied with growing older, Thomas,” the Guv said. “They’ll fight to the death to turn back the clock for a few years in the name of vanity, St. Ives included.”
“I rather like the fellow,” I said. “But he is one of the oddest clients I’ve ever encountered, and we’ve had some prizes.”

Jenkins entered our chambers around one o’clock that afternoon. He looked tired and drawn. He carried a leather portfolio under one arm and balanced a cup of tea in his hand. In all our years together, I’d never seen him drink anything but ale. I gave him a look and he grinned. Then he swallowed the contents in one gulp and set the cup on the edge of his desk. I recognized the china. It came from the Silver Cross at the entrance to Craig’s Court.
“No jokes,” he remarked to me. “I’m knackered. Mr. L., I’ve been seeing people and tearing through papers since the Public Records Office opened.”
“What did you find out?” Barker asked.
Jenkins came into our office with a few items which he placed in one of the visitor’s chairs.
“First, I went to Edward Reeves in Lewes High Street, the photographic studio General Woodson mentioned, and was able to obtain copies of the Confederate’s treaty,” he said. “They had a new method of enlarging parts of the photographs of the treaty and so I commissioned several. I hope you don’t mind. Wonderful thing this new science, but hard on forgers. You can see the signatures clear as day and three times their normal size. It’s astounding!”
“Do you have it?” my partner asked.
I came ’round the desk and looked over Barker’s shoulder as Jeremy lay down a half dozen photographs in front of the Guv, some of which were of signatures enlarged to a full-sized sheet.
“How did you manage this?” Baker asked.
“I claimed to be Woodson’s private secretary. Then I asked to see the prints the colonel had ordered. Then I asked him to enlarge several images from the original. He didn’t seem in the least suspicious, sir, and was happy for more work. I don’t believe his business gets a great deal of trade so early in the morning.”
Barker grunted, sitting back in his chair and lacing his fingers over his waistcoat. “Good thinking, Jeremy.”
“The document was signed on the third of April 1865,” Jenkins continued. “The prime minister was Henry John Temple, Lord Palmerston. I was not able to acquire a personal schedule or memoranda book in my research, but according to a court circular he was in London that afternoon and met with some kind of American organization. The information was vague. Nothing implied that it was a Confederate delegation, but that could have been a mistake on the recorder’s part.”
“Where is the signature?” Barker asked.
Jenkins bent over the document and pointed. “Here, Mr. B. Quite a good hand, he has. An even stroke. I have compared it to his other signatures, and though I’ve never seen the original I feel certain that it is genuine. The viscount died later that year. I was able to track down the calligrapher who scripted the document. He is in his late eighties. He has confirmed that he did create such a document and delivered it to Downing Street, but was not present when it was signed.”
“Good work,” Barker replied.
“Here are the signatures of the Confederate envoys, James Murray Mason and Jubal Slidell. Both were involved in the Trent Affair.”
“What’s that?” I asked.
“From what I found out, the two envoys were traveling to England on a British mail ship called the RMS Trent in 1861, which was stopped and boarded by the United States government,” Jenkins said. “Mason and Slidell were detained, but not arrested. However, the Americans had no right to seize a British ship. Lord Palmerston’s government claimed there were neutral rights, and it was an insult to our national honor for the United States to board one of our ships and detain any of its passengers.”
“Quite right,” the Guv murmured. “Was President Lincoln involved?”
“Yes, Mr. B.,” Jenkins answered. “He knew they were after diplomatic recognition, and the last thing the Union needed was for Great Britain to concern itself with the American Civil War. However, the Confederates were counting on attracting British and French sympathy in hopes of getting finances for their own war effort.”
“What happened then?” I asked.
“Lincoln ordered the envoys’ release, blaming the captain of the American ship for being overzealous, but he didn’t actually apologize to Great Britain, which I suspect angered Palmerston, not to mention the English landowners and merchants, many of whom had business with the South.”
“I see,” Barker replied. He peered at the document for a few moments. “What is this squiggle?”
“It is Slidell’s signature,” Jenkins replied. “I’ve got the parliamentary archives and the Public Records Office looking for anything that might have their names on it. Truthfully, I’m not optimistic that we’ll find anything, sir. The records were probably discarded when the envoys were tossed out.”
“Jubal Slidell,” the Guv said. “It seems to me I’ve heard that name before. Search for it, if you get the chance.”
“I will,” Jenkins replied. “Mason, too?”
“No, that won’t be necessary.”
I stood back for a minute, looking at Jenkins. A year ago, I would have called him a sot. Often, he came in at seven thirty in the morning having already drunk his breakfast. He’d do as little as possible until a public house lunch and then shoot out the door at five headed for the Rising Sun Public House.
This wasn’t the same man. This was a useful member of our staff. He had opinions, information, even inspiration. Granted, he still smelled of stout, but no one had asked him to be teetotal. It occurred to me that perhaps we had asked too little of him in the past. His mind required stimulation like the rest of us. He might become more competent if we needed him to be. Barker’s expectations had changed all of us. Mac, Jenkins, and I all had scraps with the law and were essentially unemployable until the Guv gave us a chance.
“That’s very good work, Jeremy,” I said.
“Thank you, sir,” our clerk replied.
I saw it. He deflected the compliment. It had become part of his character to do so, as if any compliments were undeserved.
“No, I mean it,” I pressed. “Top-drawer work. I’d never have thought of it.”
“I’m sure you would have, Mr. L.,” he responded. “Most everyone’s signatures go through changes throughout their lifetimes so that one can look at a random signature and know what decade or period of his life it came from.”
“That’s a form of detection,” I said.
He nodded. “I suppose it is, though not as important as your work.”
“On the contrary, Mr. Jenkins,” Barker rumbled. “We would have been lost without it. We had neither of us thought of enlarging a photograph and had no idea how to tell one signature from another. Tell me, gentlemen, what might cause a document such as this to not be used for its original intent?”
Cyrus Barker was being headmaster now, something he did from time to time to keep us on our toes.
“It hadn’t been ratified,” I said. “I don’t know how Woodson and his men got hold of the treaty. I’d presume it would have been safe in the Parliament archives or destroyed.”
“Agreed,” my partner stated. He turned to Jenkins. “Jeremy, I want you to investigate whether it was ever housed in the archives and try to find out when it was last seen.”
“Yes, sir,” our clerk answered.
“Thomas, I want you to keep an eye on the delegation. Discreetly, of course.”
“I will, sir.”
“Excellent,” the Guv said. “I think it fitting that if they are watching us, we should be watching them, as well.”



CHAPTER 11
The day of the ball arrived. Barker and I had gone to our offices and delayed the inevitable for as long as possible, but at last, it was time to go home.
“There’s nothing for it now, lad,” Barker said to me as we locked the door behind us. “We must face our fate like men.”
We arrived at home at a quarter to six. Rebecca was upstairs dressing and had been doing so for most of the afternoon. Philippa had appropriated Barker’s black and gold kimono, which meant she had actually climbed the stairs to his aerie and stolen it. I’d have cut my own throat before daring such a thing. She is fearless, however, and merely shot him the gimlet eye.
“Out saving London again, are we?” she asked when we arrived. “Was it assassinations or gangs this time? Thievery or secret societies?”
“The latter,” I informed her. “The very Confederates who are being feted tonight, in fact.”
“If you need any help, don’t hesitate to ask.”
She leaned forward and kissed Barker’s cheek. The Guv hates displays of affection, especially in front of others. Of course, she knew this. I suspected she knew everything there was to know about him. As Barker has often said, she is a canny woman.
“Philippa,” he warned, but he understood he was fortunate to get the peck. It was better than the court-martial he anticipated. She was getting her way, of course, but Barker allowed it just the once. Perhaps he was nervous. He could wrestle a man to the ground, but society was another matter.
I nipped upstairs and changed into my evening kit, including a new shirt and white bow tie I’d purchased for the event. I inspected my black Inverness cape and my shoes critically, and then I dragged a brush through my gypsy curls until I was satisfied. I was downstairs in fifteen minutes. Barker still hadn’t changed, and Lady Ashleigh had gone upstairs to finish getting ready.
I caught up with Jacob on the stair. He looked harried. I’m sure Philippa and Rebecca had kept him busy for hours.
“What will you be doing tonight?” I asked.
“I intend to soak in the bathhouse until I look like a sultana.”
When I turned, Rebecca was waiting for me at the foot of the stair. Her dress took my breath away, and that feeling returned from when I first met her that someone as wonderful as she could not possibly be mine. I had done nothing sufficient to earn such a jewel. Her dress was black and studded with rows of shiny jet beads. A thin choker with a teardrop pearl was fastened about her throat. In every way she scintillated.
“You look marvelous,” I murmured.
“I like your new tie,” she said, adjusting it. “Tell me you’re not working tonight.”
“I am,” I conceded. “But only in a general way. I can dance all I like.”
“You’d better,” she said. “And don’t dare ask what obscene amount of money I paid for this dress.”
She deserved to have a good time, I knew. The best time, in fact. I couldn’t count the number of public events I’d missed due to work, but I was certain she could. It isn’t easy being married to an enquiry agent. Most men in my profession remain bachelors.
“Have you been waiting long?” my wife asked, inspecting me carefully.
“Ages,” I replied in a teasing tone. “What do you women do up there, anyway? Alchemy?”
“In a way,” she answered, glancing at the Guv. “Oh, dear. Mr. Barker has not changed into his evening suit.”
“I’ll see to it.”
I marched him upstairs and settled into one of the chairs facing the empty fireplace. We were on opposite sides of the garret that spanned the house, he behind the Asian folding screens he uses to create a dressing room. To call his quarters a garret would not begin to describe it. Along the walls below shoulder height were bookcases and above them on the slanting red ceiling were weapons from various countries of all description. It was bloodthirsty, but that was the intent. I fancied he knew how to use every weapon.
“Is there anything in particular we should be watching for tonight?” I called over my shoulder.
“I’m looking for anyone from this delegation that we haven’t met thus far,” he replied. “I’d like to know how many enemies we face, and how skilled they are.”
I heard him brushing back his hair with a pair of beaver brushes. When he came out from behind the screens, he looked resplendent in his evening kit. The black spectacles with brass frames had been replaced by a gray pair of an oval design. The features behind the lenses were ghostly but I assumed he could see through them. The final touch was a watch fob with a cloisonné cross inside a crown, the seal of the Knights Templar. Those who didn’t know what it was wouldn’t notice it. Those who did knew better than to remark upon it.
Having passed inspection, we opened the front door to find a white landau at the curb. The night was warm, if a trifle damp, and Lady Ashleigh did not really need the short ermine jacket she wore over her pale turquoise silk gown. She was stunning with her flaming red hair pulled back and a large pair of aquamarine earrings.
The ball was to be given at the Benham estate by Lord John Benham, a cotton merchant and speculator who had bought up many of the plantations after the War Between the States. The property was built beside the Thames, eight miles west of our offices. When it came into view, I recognized it as being one of the largest private properties in suburban London. I could not imagine what sort of monthly upkeep would be required for such an expansive estate. I looked at the Guv and he nodded.
The landau rolled to the door and the footmen helped the ladies disembark. One could feel a charge of excitement in the air. There was chattering everywhere, and the din was appalling. It seemed as if everyone knew everyone apart from us. Well, three of us, that is. Philippa knew everyone and they all wanted to talk to her.
“Why is everyone staring at us?” I murmured in Rebecca’s ear as we followed them inside.
“Don’t you know?” she asked. “This is the first time Lady Ashleigh and Mr. Barker have appeared together in society.”
The Guv stood out, elegant but faintly menacing. The smoky spectacles were not as unusual as the round oriental ones he generally wore, but they were unusual enough. He was taller than anyone there, attracting some attention. His snowy shirtfront seemed as broad as a tablecloth and was studded with onyx buttons. Everyone studied the scar that bisected one eyelid, while pretending not to notice it.
“I wonder if Rosebery will be here tonight,” I said in a low voice.
“I think not,” the Guv replied. “This is a purely Confederate event, from what I can see. The delegation is tolerating us, but if we think ourselves their comrades, we are fools. Woodson and Beaufort have been watching us closely by day. St. Ives has been questioning you by night. No one trusts us, especially not Woodson. We’re here to keep our eyes open and take impressions.”
I held out an arm and Rebecca took it. Barker offered his and Philippa did likewise, both aware that they were being watched by anyone who had ever heard either of their names. I wondered about the vagaries of Man, or rather of Woman, that of all the men in London—rich men, handsome men, famous and important ones—Lady Ashleigh should choose the most rugged and impassive of us all. I couldn’t explain it, and I’m not sure if anyone else could, either.
We stepped through the ornate entranceway into a dining room. Dozens of servants flitted about like bees and there was the accompanying hum of hundreds of voices.
Suddenly Rebecca balked, squeezing my arm.
“I don’t know if I can do this,” she whispered.
“Why not?” I asked. “We’ve danced before.”
“Thomas, I am a Jewess,” she murmured. “We are not normally permitted to attend society balls. If I am found out, there will be a scandal.”
“Your name is Llewelyn now,” I told her. “If I have been mistaken for a Jew in the City now and then, you can pass as Welsh here.”
“But no one here knows my family. People must be curious.”
“Chances are you’ll never meet these people again,” I said. “Ignore them. Lady Ashleigh has the matter well in hand. She knows what she is about. In her own way, she is as powerful as the Guv.”
Still, Rebecca was nervous. The hand that draped across my arm was tense, as if she didn’t want me to get away. She watched the other women, their deportment and style. She was accustomed to smaller soirées amongst her own acquaintance and did not wish to put a foot wrong.
Barker came up beside us, Lady Ashleigh at his side.
“We will be dining first,” he rumbled.
He spoke to a footman, who led us to our seats. We were not directly beside the members of the delegation, but they were nearby. The volume of conversation was lowered as everyone began to take their seats, enough that I heard a small orchestra that had been fighting for control and losing. I took a breath, feeling nervous myself, wondering what turn this evening would take.



CHAPTER 12
I don’t know what I was expecting vis-à-vis the ball. I’d been looking at the situation through the eyes of a professional enquiry agent, but it was impossible to know how Woodson and his men would behave in such a situation.
“I’m curious about our seats,” Her Ladyship said as we approached the long, elegant table. “I do hope we are seated together.”
As it happened, when we found our place cards, we were not. There was a woman’s name on the card between Barker’s place and mine, whom I saw was Mrs. Bella Boyd, the very woman Caleb had warned us about. Philippa was put out but admitted the fault had been hers. A communication with the hostess earlier might have solved the problem, but then, she hadn’t the time, having been informed of the ball too late, which meant it was Barker’s fault, and shouldn’t he be ashamed of himself? Lady Ashleigh took the Guv by the arm and steered him away.
“She’s introducing him to her acquaintances,” Rebecca whispered in my ear. “I gather a number of people have been waiting to meet him, if only to gawk.”
I pulled out Rebecca’s chair and helped her be seated. Philippa’s seat was on my left, my wife two chairs beyond her. I took my own, relieved that Mrs. Boyd had not yet appeared. The Guv returned to the table and was almost instantly trapped into conversation with the woman to his right, a plump lady in her sixties who would talk to a wall if she had no other company, and in Barker had met the human equivalent thereof. My partner is polite, however, and answered her questions civilly, though he was aware she was fishing for information about him. Scotland Yard could have taken notes from her interrogation. Her name was Lady Rathbone, and Philippa told me later that she was one of the biggest gossips in London.
The dinner began. Lord Benham, the host, made a speech lauding their guests, the Confederate delegation, who looked politely uncomfortable. He spoke about the good they were doing, not only for England and the Board of Trade but for America, as well.
A toast was made after the first drinks were brought out, and then General Woodson stood to speak. He gave a short speech, but it was a good one, too good to have been done off the cuff. He must have given it before several times, it was clear.
“Thank you all,” he said. “We are grateful for the outpouring of support. It has been a long struggle, one that has taken us to places we never thought we’d be. In their wisdom, and they have much of that, the Knights of the Golden Circle have launched an ambitious plan to reclaim our homeland. Even more, to find land elsewhere suitable to provide cotton for your great country. I’m delighted to say that we’ve done it. And not just cotton! We now have plantations in South America growing rubber, sugarcane, coffee, and cocoa beans.”
There was a polite round of applause.
“It all comes at a cost, however,” he continued. “We have been exiles for an entire generation. Frankly, good people, we are tired and want to go home, but to do so we shall have to fight for our country again. We have explored every other possibility, including petitioning the various countries who have hosted us.
“But cotton will soon be king again, and it will no longer be in the hands of Yankee carpetbaggers hoping to make a profit at your and our expense. We are going to take back the land we fought and died for. To do so, we covet your prayers.”
He sat down again, almost bashfully, while enthusiastic applause broke out. He waved them down.
“You covet more than that, General,” I muttered to myself. At that moment, I understood what the purpose of the evening and this glittering ball had become: an opportunity to raise money for the cause.
Then St. Ives got up to speak. I had not seen him until now. He mounted the dais and looked about at the audience. The man was in his natural element. He wore a tie and gloves of silk that at one moment were white and the next the color of quicksilver.
“Ladies and gentlemen!” he called so that everyone in the room could hear his voice. “I am more than honored, we are more than honored, by your kindness and generosity. We have struggled for many years in Brazilian jungles, on lush islands, even on the sides of steep mountains in Colombia, in order to restore our honor. We have been toiling for so long, I cannot begin to describe what it means to be dressed in formal attire and surrounded by such a bevy of beautiful guests. It is too much! Too much satin, glittering jewels, silk dresses, and dainty shoes. We feel like parched explorers finding an oasis in the desert.”
He looked across the room. Every eye admired him, every ear waited for his next remark. Then he shocked society by opening a silver case and choosing a whiff, a small cheroot, lighting it with a vesta. From where I sat, I could see the cigar’s wrapper. Oscar Wilde had lit a cigarette on stage before a performance of Lady Windermere’s Fan two years before, which caused a sensation. It was less so now, but scandalous enough that everyone began talking again. They were delightfully scandalized. Only a man as charismatic as St. Ives could get away with such a thing.
“Where was I?” he asked, letting a cloud of smoke encircle his head. “Oh, yes! Your lovely event here reminds me of the many balls I have attended in Charleston, Richmond, New Orleans, and Atlanta. That was a lovely time ago, a golden age. Now every one of those plantations has been razed to the ground. Shantytowns now occupy the remains of noble houses, and pig farmers run their animals through what remains of ballrooms such as this. You can ask Lord Benham, who was once feted in every home in the South.”
Benham knocked on the table. “Hear, hear!”
St. Ives puffed again. “We have been beaten and humiliated, ladies and gentlemen, yet we rise. We are outnumbered and poorly armed, and yet we stand defiant. We’ll take up arms to recover our homeland, if you are willing to help us arm ourselves. Our soldiers carry thirty-year-old rifles, sometimes cap and ball and black powder.”
There it was, I thought. The request for money. The entire ball was arranged for this purpose. Looking around, I could see that most everyone had come prepared to contribute to the cause.
“We go to fight, my dear and wonderful friends of the Confederacy, whether armed or not,” St. Ives continued. “We shall throw ourselves on live cannons if it is required. My comrades and I would die for our country. Patrick Henry once famously said, ‘Give me liberty, or give me death.’ To that, I say: ‘Death and glory before tyranny!’ Thank you, and may God bless the Confederacy!”
There was a tumult of cheers. The general was upstaged, but he knew he would be. A gaggle of people, mostly women, charged the stage and actually thrust banknotes into St. Ives’s hand. Then straw baskets were brought out by the footmen and passed down the rows of dining tables. From where I sat, no one looked put upon. They gave willingly. I put five pounds in the basket and it was the smallest denomination I saw.
I turned to Rebecca, who had just finished clapping. She seemed to take matters at face value, having not been involved in our enquiry until then. Lady Ashleigh looked about, talking to the people around her. Meanwhile, my partner sat forward in his chair, his pugnacious jaw set, watching every move Woodson made. His hand rose to his chin, where his nails stroked the skin under it. It was a gesture common to him when he was thinking furiously.
Sitting back in my chair, I noticed Philippa speaking to her neighbor, and so I followed the Guv’s example and searched the room with my eyes for the men from the delegation. Woodson was talking to Lord Benham and being introduced to a young woman.
“That’s Lord Benham’s daughter, Beulah,” Lady Ashleigh said in my ear. “She’s a sweet girl, and completely unspoiled. I’m sure her father will see that she marries a loyal Confederate.”
“Not that one, surely,” I replied. “He’s more than twice her age.”
The thought amused her. “I don’t think His Lordship will go that far. However, the general is sure to know which young men would be suitable for her to meet.”
I nodded.
“It’s sad,” she continued. “I like Beulah. She’s being offered like a prize horse to the highest bidder. Like many men, His Lordship cannot keep his professional interests separate from his private life.”
“Poor girl,” I said, glancing about the room.
Near the far end of the table, Brigadier St. Ives was enthralling everyone within ten feet of his chair with some incredible tale. The young women on each side of him and the two across were looking admiringly at him, while the lone male involved in the conversation had a skeptical look on his face.
“That’s him, isn’t it?” Philippa asked me. “Brigadier St. Ives.”
“It is,” I answered. “Not a trace of diffidence in the man.”
“I’ve never trusted a man who was not at least a little afraid of me,” she remarked. “He’s quite good-looking. I imagine many a woman has thrown herself at him, yet he always manages to escape.”
“That’s a jaundiced attitude,” I told her.
She gave a broad smile. “Yes, isn’t it?”
“Do you see that young man there?” I asked, nodding toward Captain Cortes. “That is his son.”
“No!” Philippa exclaimed. “How exciting. Is his mother alive?”
“Goodness knows.”
My eyes wandered about the room until I finally spotted Colonel Beaufort. He was alone, as alone as a man could be who is surrounded by people. He sat in front of a plate full of beef and mashed potatoes, looking distrustful as if someone might steal it from him. His neighbors seemed to have given him up as a conversationalist.
“Whom are we regarding now?” Philippa asked, raising a brow.
“Colonel Beaufort,” I said. “He’s the fellow with the beard like a beaver pelt.”
“He’s alone and with good reason,” she replied. “His table manners are atrocious.”
“I thought he hated me by the scowl on his face when we first met. Now I suspect he hates everyone, or at least everyone who isn’t a Southerner.”
“I must ask Rebecca something,” she said, suddenly leaving her seat.
I turned my attention to my plate. The food was first-rate, I admit, but I had been too preoccupied to notice. Also, aspic was very much on the menu that year, and I’ve never fully appreciated boiled tendons as a delicacy. Apart from that, I ate the food without complaint. Meanwhile, Barker worked his way through his pommes aligot as single-mindedly as the colonel.
“Pardon me,” an unfamiliar voice said in my ear.
A woman was speaking to me, while a footman pulled out her chair. She was perhaps fifty, more striking than beautiful. Her hair was dark, but one curling finger of white worked its way through it. Her figure might have belonged to a woman half her age, the dark blue of it causing the pearls sewn into it to sparkle. Her fine eyes were the same azure shade as her gown.
“Mrs. Boyd?” I asked, rising.
“Yes, I’m Bella Boyd.”
I introduced her to Barker, and he stood and bowed. She sat, then I sat, then Barker took his place on the other side of her.
“Tell me, gentlemen,” she said, after introductions had been made. “Your reputation precedes you. What is an enquiry agent? I’m not familiar with the term.”
I smiled. “We help people with their problems. One could call us the final court of appeals.”
“You live by your wits, then,” she said.
“We do, ma’am,” Barker rumbled.
“Then you are men of action, like the gentlemen we are celebrating tonight.”
“Madam,” Barker said. “Is your dance card full?”
“It is completely empty, sir, for I have just arrived.”
“May I request the second dance?” he continued.
“The second?” she said. “Why not the first?”
Barker frowned, then nodded his head.
“The first it is, then,” he stated. “It is settled.”
“I would ask for the second, if you feel so inclined,” I added.
“I do declare, gentlemen,” she said, laughing. “And I thought you English were shy.”
“Not men of action, if I may say it,” I told her.
She pulled a small ivory fan from her reticule and fluttered it at herself. “Goodness me.”
Bella Boyd leaned over to say something to the Guv. At that moment, something ran across my arm near the elbow, then clamped itself onto it like an adder. It was Lady Ashleigh.
“Who is your charming companion, Thomas?” she said. Her voice was polite but flat, with an arch tone.
“A friend of General Woodson and his men,” I murmured.
“Did I hear Cyrus ask her for the first dance?” she continued.
“You did, but he was trapped into it,” I said. “He’s working, you know.”
“What is the name of your bewitching new friend?”
“Her name is Bella Boyd.”
Philippa glared at her as the woman held a spirited conversation with my partner. Eventually, she turned back to me.
“So that’s Bella Boyd,” she said.
I frowned. “You know her?”
“I know of her,” Philippa replied. “I heard she moved to England with her husband, but I don’t believe they reside in the same house. She wrote a thrilling book a few years ago. Our paths haven’t crossed until now, but I’ve been aware of her. She has caused a few … shall we say, domestic rifts in her time.”
“What sort of book was it?”
She slapped my hand. “It’s always books with you, isn’t it? If you must know it was about the time in her youth when she acted as a spy for the Secessionists.”
“Spy?” I said, surprised.
In reply, Lady Ashleigh raised a gloved finger to her lips. “I’m sure Cyrus has the matter well in hand. If I were you, however, I would look further down the table. I suspect someone else is hoping for you to ask for the first dance.”
I looked over her shoulder. My wife was studying me. Philippa may be accustomed to the vagaries of society, but as sophisticated as Rebecca was, she was not expecting to see her husband sign another woman’s dance card before hers. I had no interest in any woman but my wife, and certainly not someone twenty years my senior, but my duties did sometimes place me in complicated situations. I hoped the ball would not end with a silent cab ride home.
I excused myself and made my way to my wife’s side. She rose and we stepped into the lobby, where there was an empty corridor. Rebecca’s cheeks were red.
“She’s very pretty,” she said.
“The woman is probably a grandmother,” I answered. “Lady Ashleigh says she was once a spy. I’m certain she was placed between us at the request of General Woodson. He’s no doubt wondering if we can be trusted.”
“I wish I could believe you.”
“Why would you think I’d be interested in that harridan, when I have you?”
“That was not gallant,” she said, crossing her arms. “She is not a harridan.”
“I cannot win this argument,” I said. “You cannot accuse her and then defend her simultaneously.”
“Of course I can,” she replied. “I just did.”
I took her by the elbows, pulling her closer. In doing so I scandalized one of the footmen, who gave me a look of concern.
“Do you want to go home?” I asked.
“No,” she answered.
It’s discomfiting when a wife won’t look you in the eye. Her cheeks were red, and the color was slipping down her throat. I offered her my elbow. She refused and swept back into the dining room again. Life is harder than enquiry work. Sometimes there is no solution. I followed her into the room and sat again.
“I assume that didn’t go well,” Lady Ashleigh observed.
“I believe that is an understatement.”
“Oh, dear,” she said. “I’d better take her to powder her nose. She’s looking decidedly flushed.”
She stood and stepped behind her chair.
“Keep an eye on that woman, Thomas,” she said. “If she becomes too familiar with Cyrus, do let me know. I’ll take great pleasure in boxing her ears.”



CHAPTER 13
Rebecca and Philippa left the room, while I returned to the table. I was irritated with Bella Boyd, who had just engendered two arguments, one of which had yet to occur, but which would come as surely as day followed night. I’d known the woman hardly five minutes and she had upset two relationships and we hadn’t even danced with her yet.
“Is everything all right?” Mrs. Boyd asked brightly. Looking at her a second time, she was not as attractive as I had first thought. She had a Roman nose and cold eyes. Her hair was a mass of curls like a fortune-teller.
“Yes,” I replied. “My wife was just a little overcome for a moment.”
“Is she the beauty in the black dress?” she asked. “You are a fortunate man. Who is the woman seated beside you?”
“Lady Philippa Ashleigh.”
“No!” she exclaimed, slapping the edge of the table. “So, that’s the famous Lady A. I’ve never met her, but of course, I’ve heard of her. She’s frightfully independent, isn’t she? Almost scandalously so.”
“She’s entitled to be,” I quipped. “And the gentlemen you’ve been speaking with is her longtime companion.”
“Thank you for the warning, then,” she said with a wry smile. “I’ll be sure to keep my distance.”
“From whom?” I asked. “Lady Ashleigh or Cyrus Barker?”
She laughed. “Her Ladyship is not on my dance card.”
We finished our meal, or rather, the meal ended. I’d picked at my food and missed a course entirely. The meal was first-rate, but I was both working and dealing with a marital crisis. I barely tasted anything. Animals had been slaughtered, cooks had slaved for hours so I could wave a fork over my plate and nibble a bite or two.
My dessert arrived, peach crumb cake, and I pounced on it. I needed the sustenance. What I did not need was the wine. I had to have a clear head if I was going to learn anything else about Woodson and his men.
“Oh good,” Mrs. Boyd said, clapping her hands together. “I hear the orchestra tuning their instruments.”
I finished the last of my cake and rose. Thank heaven it wasn’t I who had signed the dance card for the first dance. I had chosen a dance with Rebecca, Mrs. Boyd, Lady Ashleigh, and our hostess, Lady Benham. I stopped there. I was at the ball to study the delegation, not to display myself.
“My word,” Philippa Ashleigh muttered in my ear when she returned to the room. “Look at Cyrus. He’s actually dancing!”
I looked over my shoulder. The first dance was a Viennese waltz. Barker, all crisp in his white linen shirt with onyx buttons, held Mrs. Boyd carefully in his arms, as if in fear he would crush her. So far, he had not stepped on her toes.
“I didn’t know he could really dance,” she remarked with wonder as she took my arm. “He’s been so reticent about it, even after his lessons. Rebecca will join you for another dance. Perhaps you can squire me for this one.”
“I’d be delighted.”
We stepped onto the ballroom floor and began to dance. David St. Ives swept by with a young woman in his arms, the very picture of grace and charm. To some men, dancing is a chore or even a torture, but St. Ives looked in his element. Across the room, by the orchestra, I saw General Woodson dancing with our hostess of the evening, Lady Benham. He was precise but perhaps too much so. He held her out as if he feared she would muss his uniform. I glimpsed the South American captain dancing with a woman of like age. He was so in step with the general that I wondered if they were taught by the same instructor.
The dance came to an end, and Barker and I changed partners. Mrs. Boyd gave a smile as if she had come to the ball just to see me. The music began and we began to move.
“What an interesting man your partner is,” Bella Boyd exclaimed.
“He is that,” I admitted. “To my knowledge, there is no one like him.”
“How long have you worked together?” she asked.
“Ten years now.”
The second dance was a schottische. I was trying to recall the steps: two sidesteps to the left, two to the right, then a full turn in four. Balls were considered old-fashioned in my generation and many of my friends wouldn’t know a polka from a galop. I suppose I only learned to dance because it put me in front of young women my own age.
“Do you favor our cause, Mr. Llewelyn?” Mrs. Boyd asked, studying my face.
“I see no reason to do otherwise, madam. It sounds as if your people were subjected to dire conditions both during and after the war.”
“We were,” she agreed. “I myself was banished to Canada. I’d be there now if I hadn’t heard General Woodson was coming to England.”
“He seems a competent fellow and a fine leader,” I said.
“He is,” she answered. “He’s a brilliant strategist and can be ruthless when he has to be, but as he says, ‘In the end, one does what needs to be done.’”
“No doubt,” I replied.
“Did your partner really live in China?” she asked. “I can hardly believe it.”
“Yes, ma’am,” I replied. “He was the captain of a merchant vessel in the China Seas.”
“What happened to his eye, if I may ask?”
“A samurai happened to it during a battle in Japan.”
She laughed. It came to her easily, but then if she were truly a spy, it would.
“I thought James led a storied history, Mr. Llewelyn, but your Mr. Barker takes the cake!”
The dance ended and when I turned, Rebecca was waiting. I bowed to Mrs. Boyd, and she twirled off with another partner.
“How was she?” Rebecca asked when I took her in my arms. “Exciting? Alluring?”
“Inquisitive,” I said. “She was questioning me about Barker. I promise you she had no more designs upon me than the butler. It’s the Guv she wants to know about. He’s the man with the power here in London, and they want to be assured he’s on their side.”
“Philippa’s ready to tear the woman’s wig off.”
“Does she wear a wig?” I asked.
“I hope so, for her sake,” Rebecca said. “Otherwise, it shall be strand by strand.”
“Your cheeks are still a trifle pink,” I said, studying my wife. “Are you feeling all right?”
“I think it’s been too long since I’ve been to a dance,” she answered. “I’m out of practice.”
“I feel the same.”
Rebecca smiled. “I’m here to warn you that if Mr. Barker runs off with Mrs. Boyd tonight, Lady Ashleigh will hold you responsible, on general principle.”
“I wouldn’t expect otherwise,” I admitted.
“Who is your next partner?” she asked.
“Our hostess, Lady Benham. I don’t think she’ll be likely to grill me over a brazier, but the entire room appears to be very much interested in the Guv.”
“Most people are,” she replied. “I’ve got your new friend, Brigadier St. Ives, next.”
“Tell him if he isn’t a gentleman, I’ll thrash him,” I told her.
“Who’s being jealous now?”
Lady Benham was cordial when I asked her to dance. She had no idea who I was and no interest in finding out, which I found refreshing. She was either crushingly bored or crushingly boring. I imagine she was looking for an important man whom she could cajole into contributing to the cause. That’s what they always called it, as if there were no others.
I was glancing about when I saw Colonel Beaufort cross the room and disappear into another. A couple of men joined him, and then by dribs and drabs, men detached from their partners and wandered inside. I was keen to see what was going on. I wandered casually toward the closed door. As I did, I noticed the eyes of several women following me. They wanted to know what was going on inside as well as I. Were some of the men forsaking their duties as partners? Was I to take the blame for what shortcomings other men had revealed? No. I am a hardened private enquiry agent. As far as I was concerned, the blighters could fend for themselves.
The first thing I spied as I opened the door was a knot of men standing or sitting in chairs around a large fireplace. Cigars had been lit and a decanter was being passed around. In the center, with a foot upon the brick of the fireplace, was Zebedee Beaufort. The man was animated. In fact, he was the only animated figure in the room. All the others were in rapt attention as the colonel spoke.
“That demon, General Rosecrans,” Beaufort said, “was determined to sweep our noble boys out of Chattanooga, with the aid of the newest weapons of warfare, the Spencer repeating rifles. Our magnificent General Bragg was determined that we would keep the city at all costs, fighting to the last man if necessary. He said, ‘I’ll fight them alone, if it comes to it!’ We cheered him on and vowed that he wouldn’t fall, because we would not fail!”
There was a murmur of agreement. Beaufort was telling stories about the War of Secession. The man had no power over the fair sex, but he could be a leader of men. His craggy face and thick beard were outlined by the glow of the fire. The crowd was lapping up the information like dogs. Each man seemed to be reliving a moment from the old battle all over again. Beaufort revealed his tale element by element, far more eloquent in storytelling than he was in ordinary speech. He could capture men’s hearts and stir their patriotism. He could also empty their pocketbooks to fill the Knights of the Golden Circle coffers in preparation for the coming war. I had underestimated his abilities.
Over his shoulder, I saw General Woodson, leaning against the wall, arms crossed, watching the crowd. He looked at me when I entered. For a moment I suspected that those clear eyes of his would pierce my subterfuge in a second, and I would fail at keeping our intentions to ourselves. I nodded to him, however, and he at me. All’s well and nothing to see here. I smiled and stepped out the door and returned to my seat, not even noticing the women as I returned.
That story which Beaufort recounted of the Battle of Chickamauga was worth gold to the Confederate cause. Those who would hold fast to a pence will give pounds to what they believe is a romantic cause. Any man who has read Sir Walter Scott will understand what I mean. We are more romantic in many ways than the fair sex.
I soon was in the middle of another dance, and then another. Like some of the guests, I wondered if the host would be daring enough to play the tango. It was considered racy enough that acquaintances could be lost or won over it. As it turned out, it was not on the list. The delegation would not risk losing a single patron.
That gave me another thought. I excused myself and went to the cloakroom. When I returned, Mrs. Boyd awaited me.
“Good evening again, Mr. Llewelyn,” she said, with a mocking tone.
“Mrs. Boyd, you’re just the person I was looking for,” I replied. “I’d like you to do something for me.”
“What is that?” she asked, curious.
“Look, I have no idea how Mr. Barker really feels about this whole business,” I said. “He never tells me anything. However, I confess I do believe in your cause and would like to make a donation. Privately, that is. I’d prefer that Mr. Barker not hear about it until I confirm his personal feelings.”
“Of course,” she replied, looking at me intently.
“I hope you don’t consider it vulgar if I offer you a banknote,” I continued. “I’ve folded it a dozen times. This is a bit mad of me, I know, but my partner does not need to know about it.”
The square of folded paper passed hands. She caught a glimpse of it and her eyes opened wide. The banknote was twenty pounds sterling. It wasn’t mine but came out of the agency’s wallet which I carried. The expense would be added to the bill of a grateful government after we had finished the case. I briefly considered a fifty-pound note, which had been there for over a year, but decided the one I had was large enough to convince them I was serious. The note disappeared about her person, I knew not where. She gave me a cheery smile, and we were thick as thieves, or spies, or whatever we were exactly.
“I won’t mention this to Mr. Barker,” she promised.
“Thank you,” I answered. “I hope my donation will be of use to you.”
“I’m sure it will, and I promise we won’t waste it,” she said, smiling. “Every shilling will be put to use.”
We danced again. I asked my companion about General Woodson and how long they had worked together.
“I confess, I had not met him before his arrival this week, but we have been corresponding—or to be more precise—I’ve actually been corresponding with Brigadier St. Ives for a few years now.”
“Their plans are extravagant,” I remarked, “but it shall be quite an international coup if Woodson succeeds.”
“He has to succeed,” she insisted. “You don’t know how much the Union has plundered my homeland. The house I grew up in is now owned by a senator from the North who is pillaging the country like a Viking. You cannot believe—”
A man I did not recognize stepped up to me. “Are you Mr. Llewelyn?”
“I am, sir,” I said.
“Come this way, please.”
Mrs. Boyd and I looked at each other. I bowed and followed the stranger off the floor.
“I didn’t know you, you understand,” he said as we passed among the dancers while the orchestra played a spirited mazurka. “I only had a description of you.”
“What is it?” I asked. The fellow was being unnecessarily coy.
“I’m sorry, sir,” he said. “Your wife was overcome while we were dancing. I helped her outside to the verandah and came to look for you.”
“Overcome?” I demanded. “How, exactly?”
“She felt faint for a moment. Her face was flushed, and she asked me to find you.” He looked at me sympathetically. “It happens frequently, you know. Dancing can be very strenuous at times.”
“Thank you, sir,” I told him.
We stepped out a side door where I saw my wife sitting on a bench, resting.
“Rebecca!” I said, as I reached her side.
“Thomas, dear, I’d lost you,” she said. “I’m afraid I felt dizzy for a moment. It’s far too hot inside!”
Someone brought her a cup of punch. It was the youngest member of the delegation, Captain Cortes.
“Here you are, madam,” he said. He was too good-looking a fellow to be bringing drinks to my wife, but that was not important now.
“Let me take you home,” I said.
“I am feeling a bit tired,” she admitted. “Are you sure you don’t mind?”
“Of course, I don’t mind,” I told her. “In fact, I can’t think of anything better. I’ve accomplished everything I needed to do tonight, anyway.”
We went down the steps of the verandah and around the mansion rather than trying to maneuver through the crowd of dancers.
“This is my fault,” she said. “I had Lily tie my corset very tight tonight. I wanted to look nice in my new dress.”
“Lad!”
I heard Barker’s booming voice calling to me from the verandah. He and Lady Ashleigh had come outside to meet us.
“Are you quite all right, my dear?” Philippa asked.
“I felt a little dizzy for a moment,” Rebecca answered. “That’s all.”
“It is quite warm inside. Are you feeling better?”
Rebecca nodded. “Much.”
“Take her home, anyway, Thomas,” Lady Ashleigh insisted.
Her Ladyship has an air of authority about her, but she still wasn’t my partner. I glanced at Barker for his opinion.
“By all means,” he replied. “We will stay for a while longer.”
The evening was starting to cool, and a fog came out of nowhere. Rebecca and I walked around the building to the row of vehicles. A servant was waiting for us with our wraps and my stick. I helped Rebecca into a cab and joined her.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to spoil your evening.”
“You saved my life, I assure you. If I had to dance with another society matron or her daughter, I was going to run mad.”
“And the captivating Mrs. Boyd?” she asked, resting her head on my shoulder.
“She has not captivated me,” I said. “I don’t know where she got the reputation.”



CHAPTER 14
The Guv and I came in from the garden after exercises the next morning. The sun was just peering over the horizon. In a few minutes, it would be too bright to look at. I entered the kitchen to find a cup of coffee when there was a rap on the front door. Etienne and I eyed each other, and I stood and went into the hall to open the door. Philippa stood there wide awake, considering she had been out quite late the night before.
“Good morning,” she said as she entered. She removed her gloves and smiled. “How is Rebecca today?”
“Much better, thank you,” I answered.
“Marvelous. Is Cyrus about?”
“He is,” the Guv said, coming into the hall. “How are you this morning?”
“I’m always well,” she replied. “I’m here because I’ve been spying for you, and I thought I’d better share my observations. Is that coffee I smell?”
My partner gestured toward the kitchen, and she went inside. She and Etienne had a brief conversation in French before he disappeared into the larder and returned with a plate full of pains au chocolat, which I believe he must have been hiding from me. He poured coffee into a delicate cup and saucer I’d never seen before, and we all sat at the rather spartan breakfast table that overlooked the garden.
“Last night, I spoke to several friends to get their opinions about the event,” she began. “I wanted to talk to you about it as soon as possible.”
“Thank you, Philippa,” the Guv said. “That’s very kind of you. How was the evening received generally?”
“The results were mixed,” she said. “As a rule, people do not prefer to attend charity balls, especially if they were not aware of the fact beforehand. An earl who shall remain nameless remarked that it is difficult to dance with someone’s hand in your pocket.”
“It was ill-mannered,” Barker agreed.
“However,” she continued, “they were for the most part impressed with Lord Benham’s guests from overseas. The men spoke well, they could dance, a skill few military men master, and they knew how to speak to a duchess or lady. Certainly, one could not fault their appearance, apart from Colonel Beaufort, who looked like a wounded badger. Everyone kept their distance from him. Apparently, some of the men disappeared into one of the antechambers to be regaled about the man’s experiences in a place named Chattanooga, and his desperate time in a Yankee prison. It seems most of the lords and members of Parliament present were suitably impressed.”
“What about you?” Barker asked, holding his cup of tea.
“I wasn’t particularly, I admit,” she replied. “Everything they said could be a complete fabrication and some of the guests knew it. I believe these men are genuine Southerners, but they could, in fact, be scoundrels. Not that it mattered, of course. Lord Benham backed them fully, which meant most of the guests gave generously. This delegation accomplished what they set out to achieve and some might continue to fund them when they return to Havana or wherever they go next.”
“You have reservations.”
“Of course, I do,” she answered. “But I gave them money, not for their sakes, but for Lady Benham, who is an old friend. It was also a fine ball and a good chance to see my friends in their finery.”
“Was Rebecca mentioned?” I asked.
Lady Ashleigh gave me a reserved look and sipped her coffee. She’d been pinching bits of pastry from her plate and nibbling it.
“The women were not sure how to take her,” she admitted. “She is petite and pretty, but she came from no known family. They assumed she was Welsh and there was no reason to think otherwise. I don’t believe anyone suspected she was Jewish.”
“She’s better than they deserved.”
“I agree.”
“Was there any talk of the delegation attending more society events?” Barker asked.
“A few soirees were discussed, but the general told everyone they must return to America soon. The younger women were devastated. The captain is a handsome young man. A few of the older women were as sad about the news, as well.”
I smiled at Philippa. “What did they say of Mr. Barker?”
“They were taken aback, at first,” she admitted, smiling. “Then they realized he had a royal warrant and had refused a knighthood. Others mentioned his philanthropic work and his Asian garden. You must understand, everyone is pigeonholed in society. Some said they thought they had heard you were in the military once, so most were pleased to decide you were an old soldier. I mentioned you had fought alongside General Gordon.” She glanced at the Guv. “That was his name, wasn’t it? ‘Chinese’ Gordon?”
“It was,” Barker replied.
“There you are, then, dear,” she said. “You’ve had your first ball and been introduced into society. You are a successful debutant.”
I broke out laughing and even Dummolard smiled from behind his coffee cup. Barker frowned, of course.
“How was Mrs. Boyd received?” he asked, trying to change the subject.
“In the usual manner,” Philippa replied. “She has a reputation as a husband-stealer. Generally, she throws them back afterward, like a fisherman. Also, the book she wrote about her time as a Southern spy is doubted by all and found to be in poor taste. She wrote it for the money and attention. All the same, she had to be invited, being a representative of the Confederates. The women were concerned for the two of you, Thomas.”
“We survived,” I answered.
“What were your thoughts of Brigadier St. Ives?” Barker continued.
She grew silent for a moment and I could see that she was trying to put her emotions in words.
“He’s charming, graceful, and humorous,” she said. “The perfect gentleman at last night’s event. At the same time, I think the man is exceedingly dangerous. He has no real affection or loyalty for anyone, not even the other members of the delegation. He is a wolf in sheep’s clothing. He cares only for his own pleasures, and he trusts his charm to get them for him. In some ways, he is more dangerous than that oaf, Colonel Beaufort. He might be cruel, but he is not false. I know you enjoy the brigadier’s company, Thomas, but do not take him as a friend.”
“I won’t.”
“Is there anything else?” my partner asked.
“Yes,” Philippa replied. “I’m afraid I’m cutting Lord and Lady Benham from my social circle at once. Someone discussed slavery when I was nearby, and Fran, Her Ladyship, called it a pity that shipping slaves to the colonies had stopped and perhaps a new war could bring it back again. Can you imagine such a thing? I heard a rumor once that Lord Benham had fathered a number of slave children, but I never truly believed it until now. The man considers the African slaves no more than a burden, or worse yet, a commodity to be bought and sold. I can’t have people about me who are so wanton and cruel.”
“I wondered what you might think about it,” Barker said, pouring another cup of green gunpowder tea. “They did not really seem your sort of friends.”
“When one knows so many people in society, one has fewer chances to know a single one intimately. Genuine opinions are the last thing you’ll hear. This has made me consider taking a close look at everyone I spend time with.” Philippa stood. “Now, gentlemen, I have never been questioned so thoroughly in my life. I begin to feel like one of those men arrested by Scotland Yard. I have things to do, myself. Good day, sirs.”
She sailed through the door so quickly that she was in her carriage before Mac could even close the front door.
“She’s very good at observation,” I said to the Guv. “What do you make of it all?”
“I’m glad to hear there was some skepticism where the delegation is concerned,” he replied. “But I do understand why she and others felt compelled to donate to the cause, out of respect for Lady Benham.”
The night before Rebecca and I had nearly gone from the ball to our house in the City, but I found myself glad that I had been present to hear Philippa’s impressions from the previous night. However, moving permanently to Camomile Street had been a topic of conversation between Rebecca and me for quite some time.
Besides convenience, there were other reasons why we lived in Barker’s home. He often needed me in the middle of the night at a moment’s notice. For our sake, he turned the entire first floor of the mansion in Lion Street into a kind of private flat. It was spacious and suited most of our needs.
But, of course, there were drawbacks, as well. We had little privacy. Our Camomile Street house was near the Bevis Marks Synagogue, and we were in the heart of old Jewry. Rebecca’s parents lived nearby, and all her life was taken up with social events. Many of the men and women in the area were her classmates, including Mac. The women visited each other almost daily. Everyone knew everyone, except me, that is. No one could see why she’d married a Gentile. Barker and I had worked a few times for the Board of Deputies, the governing body of the Jewish quarter, but still, no one was certain what I did precisely. They were convinced I was some kind of Cossack, or a pirate, and could not be convinced otherwise. Eventually I gave up trying, and my wife kept a discreet silence on the matter.
Before we went to the office, I went upstairs to bring her a tray with a cup of tea and some breakfast.
“How are you feeling this morning?” I asked.
“I’m perfectly fine,” she said, sitting up in the bed as I settled the tray on her knees. “I feel silly having worried you last night.”
“Is there anything I can get you? Perhaps I could bring you a book from the library downstairs.”
“I’m sure I should find something on my own, although you really should read some women authors,” she answered. “Our contribution to fiction extends beyond Jane Austen and the Brontë sisters.”
“Give me a list,” I said. “I’ll be sure to order them.”
“As a matter of fact, I will.”
I kissed her forehead and then went downstairs, where Barker was waiting to go to our offices. We donned our hats and went out to hail a cab.

When we reached our chambers, General Woodson was waiting. He appeared relaxed and in a good mood after the previous night’s festivities. Barker and I shook his hand.
“It’s good to see you this morning, General,” my partner said. “Won’t you have a seat?”
“Thank you, Mr. Barker,” he replied.
The Guv nodded. “What can we do for you today? Were you pleased with the ball last evening?”
“The event last night went very well,” Woodson said. “I came by to let you know we are making arrangements with the Navy Yard in Portsmouth to see the Yellow Rose. I thought you might like to see her for yourself, having been a seafaring man.”
“I would, indeed,” Barker said.
“The Yellow Rose is an odd name for a blockade runner,” I ventured.
“It’s named for a specific flower in Texas,” the general replied. “The envoy, Senator Slidell, had a sense of humor. A gentle name for a weapon that could raid and shell a port city in the night. By the way, the brigadier sends his compliments.”
“Thank you,” I said.
“Would you care to come along with us, Mr. Llewelyn?” the general asked. “To see the Yellow Rose for yourself?”
“I’d like that,” I replied. “I’ve never seen a warship.”
“Thomas has become something of a second mate, himself,” the Guv said.
“He means I stoke the boilers when we are under steam,” I explained. “I’m still learning the ropes, the actual ropes, when we go under sail.”
“What kind of vessel is it that has both sail and steam?” Woodson asked.
“It is a lorcha,” Barker replied. “That is, a Chinese approximation of a European vessel. It’s quick to the helm, as you shall see.”
“Your brother told me you have an interesting past, sir,” the general said. “The Ever Victorious Army under ‘Chinese’ Gordon. I am impressed.”
“Don’t be,” Barker said. “I barely knew one end of a rifle from the other. I preferred hand fighting.”
“That reminds me, Zeb Beaufort has shown a desire to visit your boxing school one of these evenings, if that is convenient.”
“He is welcome to join us any time.”
“He’ll be happy to hear it.”
“Tell him I’m looking forward to it,” Barker rumbled.
Woodson stood and shook our hands, taking his leave.
“Do you think Beaufort is much of a fighter, sir?” I asked.
“That,” he said, “remains to be seen.”



CHAPTER 15
“Mr. Jenkins!” Barker suddenly called to the outer chamber a few minutes later. “Could you bring me your book of clippings?”
“Yes, sir!”
Jeremy brought the book and set it in front of the Guv, who opened it to the final page. I came around his desk from the other side and read.
ELDERLY
MAN
STRUCK BY
VEHICLE
Mr. Jubal Slidell, formerly of the Grosvenor’s Pensioner’s Home, was struck down by an unknown carriage yesterday morning around nine o’clock. Mr. Slidell, 92, died immediately as a result of being struck by a cab, which fled the scene. His witness was able to provide
local constables the cab number. Mr. Slidell was born in America and was once a senator for the state of Louisiana. He was an envoy for the Confederate States during the infamous Trent Affair, when his ship was boarded by a Union crew and he was arrested and briefly held prisoner, an event which caused an international scandal and which nearly led to war between the United States and Britain. Mr. Slidell is survived by one daughter, Abigail Morgan, and her husband, Bennett. Services will be held in the Grosvenor Chapel on Park Street, at one o’clock on Friday, 6 April.
“Blast,” Barker said. “The service was yesterday.”
“Are you going to solve the old man’s death, as well?” I asked him.
He looked from behind his copy of the London Morning Post.
“If I find the time,” he answered. “However, I’m thinking perhaps the two cases are related. Shall we visit the Grosvenor this morning?”
I nodded and went for my stick. Whenever the Guv says “shall we,” he actually means “we shall.”
The Grosvenor was a block of flats for well-to-do citizens and pensioners, although the building was far too grand to have been built for the purpose. It was a six-story building facing Hyde Park, surrounded by streets on every side. We alighted from our cab and went inside. The concierge stood at a desk in a small kiosk in the lobby. He looked up as we came into the building and set down the book in which he had been jotting notes.
“May I help you, sir?” he asked. From the nameplate on his desk, I noted his name was Ainsby. He could have been a pensioner himself, a man of sixty summers at least, with a mustache and scant hair combed to cover a bald patch.
Barker pulled a card from his pocket and presented it. “We are private enquiry agents, Mr. Ainsby, and are currently investigating the death of Mr. Jubal Slidell. Were you acquainted with the gentleman?”
“Bless me, yes,” the man replied. “He was quite an interesting gentleman and a bit of a celebrity here at the Grosvenor.”
“Were you aware of his connection to the Trent Affair?”
The concierge nodded vigorously. “He must have told me the story thirty times. It was his favorite subject. Still, he was a genial fellow, so one couldn’t fault him. Always dressed well, helpful to the other residents. We called him the Senator, of course. He was well-spoken for an American, he was. Took a constitutional every morning, rain or shine, snow or wind. He was quite a fellow. We’ll miss him here at the Grosvenor.”
“The service was yesterday, I understand,” Barker continued, brushing his mustache with his hand. “Was it well attended?”
“It was, sir.”
“Were you present, yourself, Mr. Ainsby?”
“I was there for parts of it,” he replied. “I was working at the desk as well, to help residents find their seats.”
“Of course,” the Guv answered. “I assume Mrs. Morgan and her husband attended her father’s funeral.”
“Certainly.”
The Guv nodded. “Did you perhaps note a group of men in attendance, four of them, one with a heavy beard?”
“I saw three men I did not know, sir,” Ainsby replied. “They did not appear to know anyone in attendance, as far as I could see. They were very respectful and brought some kind of flag to put on the coffin. Mr. Slidell would have been proud that his countrymen came to see him off for his service to his country.”
“Were you anywhere near him when the accident occurred?”
Surreptitiously, I slipped a pound note to our witness, if one could call him that.
“I was right here,” Ainsby said, tapping his desk with his hand. “One of the residents came upon him in Grosvenor Street and hurried in to tell me. I ran out and found him just as the man gave up the ghost.”
“Did he say anything to you?” the Guv pressed.
“He mumbled something as I arrived, but I couldn’t make it out,” the man said. “The senator went very quickly, sir. He didn’t bleed a lot, although his suit was sullied by the carriage that hit him. I’d say he died like a gentleman. He’d been declining over the past year, and the way I see it, he’d have preferred a quick death to wasting away in a bed, if you get my meaning. I mean, it was murder, plain and simple, and the cab run off, but he kept his dignity.”
Barker nodded. “I see. Which street was he on when he was struck?”
“Grosvenor Street, sir, by the back entrance,” Ainsby said. “It was most unfortunate. We’d have had a hundred witnesses if it had happened around front.”
“I know this is a delicate question, but it is very necessary that we speak to his next of kin,” the Guv stated. “Is there an address or a postal box where we can get in touch with his daughter and her husband?”
The man’s back stiffened and he frowned, staring at Barker, who deserves staring at. I slid another note across the counter. He reached for a pencil and wrote an address, handing it to Barker.
We thanked him and left the building, turning left and then left again until we found ourselves at the scene of the accident. There was a small rusty stain on the ground and a corner of the back balustrade had a fresh chip in it. Barker lowered himself down onto his haunches and put his palm on the pavement. I’ve tried such a maneuver several times and invariably failed.
“You see this square-shaped mark here, Thomas?” he asked. “It’s where Scotland Yard has measured the distance and angle of the attack. That’s what it was, lad, an attack. The murder of a ninety-two-year-old man.”
“The Americans who attended his funeral were either connected to the Trent Affair, or members of Woodson’s delegation, or both.”
“That is correct,” Barker said. “Otherwise, it would be a coincidence, and you know I do not believe in coincidences.”
He stepped backward to the road. “Look, here’s where the wheels jumped the curb. You can see the fresh grooves. Over here is the place where the vehicle dropped off the pavement. Perhaps twenty feet. The cab pulled off the street, crossed to there, struck the old fellow, pushed him to the wall and partially crushed him, then jumped down into the street again and continued on its way.”
“It would seem that three of the Confederates attended the funeral,” I stated, glancing at the Guv. “Do you suppose he was an old comrade of theirs or was there a more sinister reason? And should we talk to Scotland Yard?”
Barker shook his head. “I imagine Pierce and the Home Office would prefer to keep this matter to themselves.”
“What about the Templars?” I asked. “Are they looking into the matter, or do they even do such a thing?”
“Why do you think I’m standing here?”
I nodded. “Of course.”
“I’ll conjecture a cabman in this city has lost a vehicle, not to mention an income,” he said. “I believe the delegation stole it and now that it has served its purpose, they won’t want to feed the horse. The cabman will find it soon, wondering about the condition it is in. Let’s visit Mrs. Morgan, then.”
Sixty-six Ferndale Road is a quiet neighborhood in Clapham. The trees were full grown, but although it was an older area, every citizen did their best to keep up appearances. Barker looked approvingly at the line of maples in front of the homes, all obviously planted at once, all of them well tended. We climbed a grassy incline in front of an attractive stone house with a wooden portico in front and reached the door.
“Do you have your pencil, Thomas?” the Guv asked.
Wordlessly, I handed it to him. He pulled another card from his pocket and prepared to write.
“Let me do that,” I said. “No one can read your handwriting.”
He frowned, ready to argue, but handed it over just the same.
“What shall I put down?” I asked.
“‘Concerning your father’s death’ sounds appropriate,” he murmured. “Let’s remove our hats, lad.”
We knocked upon the door. A maid answered and I gave her the card. It was almost a full five minutes before Slidell’s daughter came to the door.
“Good afternoon,” she said, a trifle warily.
“Good afternoon, madam,” my partner said. “I am Cyrus Barker, and this is my partner, Thomas Llewelyn. We are private enquiry agents.”
“Thank you,” she replied. “But I don’t need an enquiry agent.”
“I’m not here to offer my services,” he answered. “I want to discuss the Americans who attended your father’s funeral.”
“Oh, them,” she said dismissively. “I didn’t invite them. They just came to the service. I don’t know who they are, or who you are, for that matter. You could be journalists for all I know, or worse. I’m not letting you into my house.”
“That is your privilege, Mrs. Morgan,” the Guv continued. “There is a tea shop down the street. May we buy a cup of tea for you?”
“I can purchase my own tea, thank you.”
She was obstinate, I thought, but then if I saw a man like Barker at my door, I wouldn’t let him in, either.
“I’m here to ask a few questions about the RMS Trent,” the Guv said. “Nothing more recent than that.”
“That I wish had never happened,” Abigail Morgan said, firmly. “It all but killed my father, Mr. Barker. He was never the same afterward. He had his first stroke within a year of the incident.”
We stood and said nothing. Barker might as well have been built from the very stone that comprised the walk and the house.
“Very well,” she said, relenting. “Let me get my coat then. I could do with a cup of tea, I suppose.”
She closed the door in our faces and the Guv and I looked at each other. There was a possibility that she wouldn’t come out again. He could stand there until the neighbors grew concerned and called a constable. However, a minute later, Mrs. Morgan appeared in the doorway and closed the door behind her.
An A.B.C. tearoom was just a street away, and we didn’t talk the entire way there. I tend to chatter sometimes to fill the void in a conversation, but Barker never does. Finally, we entered the building. Mrs. Morgan requested Darjeeling, Barker green tea, and I ordered coffee. I consider tea a kind of soup.
“Mrs. Morgan,” Barker said when we were seated at a table. “How old were you during the events of the Trent Affair?”
“It was a few weeks before my sixteenth birthday,” she replied. “I remember it quite well. It was an emotional time for my family. I’m afraid I engaged in a shouting match with the American captain of the other ship. His name was Wilkes. I called him a pirate, as a matter of fact. My blood was up, and I’m a terror when my blood is up.”
“Was your entire family on the Trent?”
“We were,” she said, taking a sip of her tea. “We were going to move to England. After the treaty, my father was supposed to become the Confederate Ambassador to Great Britain.”
“What do you know of the treaty?”
“My father gave it to the British mail agent, who agreed to hide it with some other papers, any one of which could have had him imprisoned,” she replied, turning the teacup in the saucer. “Mr. Mason, the other envoy, was every bit as belligerent as Captain Wilkes of the San Jacinto. The men tried to keep them apart, for if they met it would have only made things worse. My father counseled them all to keep calm, but my mother was hysterical, and I was ready to defend her and my sisters with any weapon to hand. It was the wrong tack, however, because my father came out to defend us and he surrendered. Later, he said it would blow up in Wilkes’s face. He happened to be right.”
Barker set down his cup. “Did Wilkes appear to have known there was a treaty on the ship?”
“No,” she replied. “He just wanted to bring my father and Mr. Mason to port to make himself a hero. He was old, you see, and this was his last chance. No one had ordered him to arrest us.”
“What became of the treaty?” Barker asked, frowning. “I’m speaking of the actual document itself.”
She shrugged her shoulders. “The RMS Trent went on to England without us, since Wilkes and his crew were too ignorant to look in the mail room. It was a Royal Mail ship, after all. It was picked up by some Confederate representatives in Europe.”
“You already had representatives in England?”
“Of course,” she said. “My father had been working for months to forge an alliance with England. When news reached Europe that we had been forcibly removed from an English ship, Britain went mad. The entire country wanted to declare war on the United States. I heard plans were made. Supplies and soldiers, even large weapons, were going to be sent to Canada. Ships in the West Indies would be converted to vessels of war. Australia would send ships to California and England would attack New York and Boston directly. Mexico and Latin America would be taken by the Confederates. America would be surrounded.”
“What happened to stop it?” I asked.
“Cooler heads prevailed,” she replied. “Lord Palmerston’s, that is. He ground every plan to a halt. A major war over one insult to Britain’s honor was ill-advised. My father agreed. It would end, he said, without bloodshed, and it did, just as he said.”
“All because of your father and Mr. Mason,” I remarked.
“Neither of whom did anything to cause this event and never became diplomats, let alone ambassadors.”
“What of the treaty, then?” Barker asked.
“I’m afraid I don’t know, gentlemen,” Mrs. Morgan said. “My father never said. When the war was over, the Americans hated him and so we left for England. I married an Englishman and will never return.”
“What sort of man was your father?” I asked.
She raised her teacup to her lips and then put it down again, forgotten. “My father had a strict sense of right and wrong, gentlemen. My mother always told him he should have been a judge. If there was the least part about the treaty or proceedings he found objectionable, he wouldn’t sign it, and not even Jefferson Davis himself could make him do it.”
“Your father sounded an admirable fellow,” Cyrus Barker said. “Men with the courage of their convictions are rare upon this earth.”
“Thank you, Mr. Barker.”
“If you will allow me,” he said, “I will pay for the tea and then we will walk you back to your house.”
We did so. Afterward, my partner and I took the Underground back to Charing Cross.
“Was that it, then?” I asked as we left the train. “Everyone was pressing him to sign, but Slidell balked?”
“I suspect war was in the air,” Barker replied. “The citizens of both America and Britain were calling for it. Only Lord Palmerston and President Lincoln kept cool heads. If Slidell had signed the treaty, a war such as the world has never seen would have occurred. I believe we may all be in Senator Slidell’s debt.”



CHAPTER 16
Back in our chambers, I made notes about our conversation with Mrs. Morgan while it was still fresh in my mind. The Guv was sitting at his desk, leafing through the Cyclopedia of Universal History again.
“How is Mrs. Llewelyn?” he asked suddenly.
We’d been married several years now, and he saw her every day, yet he still called her Mrs. Llewelyn. He is always very formal about women, my wife, especially. I believe it is because he is not generally comfortable around them.
“She is feeling better,” I replied. “She’s decided to spend the day at our house in Camomile Street. Our maid, Lily, is there if she needs anything, and Mrs. Mocatta shall be visiting today, I believe.”
“You despise your mother-in-law, if I recall,” the Guv said.
“I don’t despise her,” I argued. “You’ve got it backwards. She despises me. Not that she is my favorite person, mind you.”
He sat back in his chair with a creak of the leather.
“You should apologize to her, then,” he stated.
“Apologize?” I asked. “For what?”
“It doesn’t matter,” Barker replied. “She’ll respect you more if you are the first to heal the rift.”
I crossed my legs and started swinging the toe of my boot.
“Don’t do that,” he said. “It is distracting.”
“There is no rift,” I insisted, placing both of my feet on the ground. “There simply was never a time when I was acceptable to her.”
“Apologize for that, then,” he continued. “If you think long and hard about the matter, I’m sure you’ll find somewhere that you put your foot wrong. You must have done something to cause her enmity.”
I nodded. “Yes, I did. I had the gall to marry her daughter. And we both know I am not the late Asher Cowan, Rebecca’s first husband, who was a dazzling speaker and a member of Parliament. I am what I am and have always been. That I can’t change. Also, we belong to a church that welcomes both Jew and Gentile, though Rebecca does go to synagogue with her mother.”
“Then attend with them.”
“Are you saying I should convert to Judaism?”
“No,” he answered. “However, making an effort with Mrs. Mocatta might make the difference between outright rejection and guarded acceptance.”
“Make an effort, you say.”
“It cannot harm matters,” Barker said, tenting his fingers over his stomach.
“I shall consider it,” I replied. “But I’ll admit my heart is not in it.”
Barker shrugged his shoulder. He’d done his part by offering me his counsel. If I chose to follow his advice or reject it, the choice was mine.
“What’s our next step in the case?” I asked.
Barker stood and put the Cyclopedia of Universal History back on the shelf. “I’d like to speak with Pierce again.” He crossed the room to his smoking cabinet and filled a meerschaum with tobacco. He moved to the window and lit it, filling the alcove with smoke.
“How are we going to avoid our shadow across the street?” I asked, standing to stretch my legs. “He’ll follow us straight to the Home and Foreign Office. Then Woodson will find out and the jig is up.”
“Don’t say ‘jig is up,’” he ordered, blowing out a puff of smoke. “You know I hate slang. It reflects poorly on the agency.”
We both knew who the senior partner was.
I went over and peered out the front window of the agency. My suspicion had been correct. The Native American I’d seen earlier was leaning against the wall across the street. “It might be difficult to shake this fellow, sir. I’ve heard that Indians are experts at tracking.”
“Then we must be circumspect,” Barker said. “It’s possible he has a comrade laying low somewhere. It shall be a challenge of our skills.”
We stepped out the front door, leading to Whitehall Street, neither of us looking directly at the man. Barker headed north, and I went south. At the corner, I went into the Shades public house where I ordered a cup of tea and waited to see if he would follow me inside. A minute later, the fellow stepped through the door. I was glad he had followed me because Barker knew what he wanted to tell Hesketh Pierce and I didn’t.
They made passable coffee in this pub, but I ordered tea as if I’d want to savor it. I also ordered a bun, but I didn’t pay the bill. I had a tab there, so they would charge me for it later. Instead, I went outside to the water closet which serves all the public houses nearby. I skirted it and left the area. A few minutes would pass before my shadow realized I was gone. I passed along the alley and came out in Great Scotland Yard Street. Coming ’round the cab company building, I entered Whitehall Street again. I wasn’t being followed. I wended my way through foot traffic and into the building which housed the Home, Foreign, and Colonial offices. I’d been to Pierce’s office before, but I asked the guard where he was, to reassure him I had a reason for being there. I made my way to his office, where Barker was already seated in a chair with his hat in his lap. Pierce was standing with his arms crossed, looking at the Guv.
“You know,” he said, “we rarely have a problem with Americans, North, South, or Central, but when we do it is always a proper one.”
They both glanced at me.
“Did you lose him?” Barker asked.
“Yes,” I replied. “Did you notice he wears moccasins? I’ve never seen them before.”
My nugget of information did not impress either one of them. I had noticed the shoes while ordering tea in the Shades.
“I hope you don’t mind that I informed Scotland Yard about the Confederates,” Barker said to Pierce. “I spoke to an inspector named Tunbridge. We need every pair of eyes we can get on these men.”
The Home Office man scribbled the name on a sheet of paper and tucked it in a file. His room was relatively spartan but there were maps on every wall, as if he were trying to memorize the entire world, city by city.
“I suppose not,” Pierce said philosophically. “Scotland Yard would have to know about it eventually. I just don’t want them to get in my way. I’d have said the same about the two of you if you weren’t already a part of the matter. You tend to throw kerosene on everything.”
“Surely you exaggerate,” Barker growled. “And if you wish, we can bow out of this matter entirely. We’ve had easier cases.”
“It’s too late now, old fellow,” Hesketh Pierce said. “You’re the only men who have infiltrated their group. We need you.”
“We?” Barker asked.
“Well,” Pierce said, perching on the side of his desk. “The prime minister does. I’d even say your country needs you.”
The Guv grunted. “I’m a Scot.”
Pierce shrugged. “Stubborn as one, anyway. Very well, how about this. If they succeed in their plans, your organization will lose its reputation. These men claim to be a sister society to the Templars, which means what they do reflects on you, whoever you are or claim to be, especially since you introduced the Knights of the Golden Circle to the prime minister. Some would see this entire situation as your fault.”
Barker frowned.
“I thought it best to drag them in, see what they want, and act accordingly.”
“You weren’t particularly wrong on that point,” Pierce conceded.
“We may have another problem,” I remarked, though I wasn’t taking notes this time. The Home Office would forbid it. Therefore, I did my best to remember it all.
Pierce turned to look at me. “What’s that?”
“I suspect there are more of them than we previously thought. We’ve only seen a few men, but I’ve begun to suspect they’ve brought a small army.”
“That’s impossible,” Pierce argued. “We would have known about it.”
“Unlikely, perhaps,” I argued. “But not impossible.”
Barker cleared his throat. “There’s also the very real possibility that the group of them, either in part or whole, have been here for more than a few days.”
Pierce frowned. “I find that difficult to believe as well.”
“They were measured for uniforms at Ede and Ravenscroft for an event that took place a couple of days ago,” Barker informed him. “That would definitely mean they had been here for a week or more before that, at the very least.”
“So far, however, that’s just four men and an Indian,” Pierce said.
“We saw a sailor watching us, as well,” Barker countered. “That’s six. How many men would it take to run a ship of war to America or São Paulo, or wherever their ultimate destination may be?”
Pierce jotted something on a piece of paper. “I suppose it won’t hurt to check into how many Americans have arrived in London recently.”
“Or Cubans, or Brazilians, for that matter,” I said.
“Or Colombians or Mexicans, as well,” Barker added. “Anywhere from North and South America and the islands of the West Indies, including the English territories. The Confederates left for all points south after they quit the United States.”
“It may not be worth the effort,” Pierce replied, putting his pencil down. “There would simply be too many loose ends. Let’s concentrate on the four men in the delegation.”
“Have you arrested anyone yet in connection with the case?” I asked.
“We are not Scotland Yard, and so far, no one’s done anything illegal,” Pierce replied, shrugging.
“What of the Confederate supporters at the ball last night?” I asked.
“We’re watching them,” Pierce answered. “Lord Benham, for example, and Mrs. Boyd. A handful of others.”
“Bella Boyd,” I grumbled. “She said a dozen words to us and now both of our partners are barely speaking to us.”
“You gave her the second dance,” he said. “And you the first, Barker. You brought that on yourselves.”
The Guv crossed his arms, straining the seams of his suit. “We didn’t expect you to watch us that closely. I didn’t see you at Lord Benham’s.”
“It’s Mrs. Boyd we are interested in,” Hesketh Pierce said. “The woman is a known spy. Suddenly there are men claiming to represent the Confederacy here in London, and she appeared at their first public event. That was more than a coincidence.”
Pierce raised an eyebrow and looked at me.
“Why in hell did you tell Lincoln about the Confederates?”
“He already knew,” I said. “The Secret Service is ahead of you. I don’t know how many agents the Treasury Department has, but it’s possible they have men in Cuba, Brazil, and the other countries the Knights of the Golden Circle represent.”
“If I were America, I would be particularly concerned about Mexico,” Barker added. “There would be no way to close the southern border, if Colonel Beaufort can influence the Mexican army. The country is very unstable at the moment, as I understand.”
“Has Lincoln made a statement yet?” I asked Pierce.
“Nothing has been officially said to the press,” he replied. “He’s too sly a dog for that. He’s like his father in that respect. Tell me about this Treasury agent that’s been following you about. I swear, Llewelyn, half of London is after you!”
“He’s about five foot nine, clean-cut and clean-shaven,” I told him. “Thin, but muscular. He boxes, I think. There are calluses about his knuckles.”
“He’s improving since we last met,” Pierce said to Barker.
“Constantly,” the Guv replied. I didn’t register at the time that he’d paid me a rare compliment.
“We’ll be keeping an eye on you gents,” the Home Office man said, meaning it to be reassuring.
“Not too closely,” Barker growled.
Hesketh Pierce merely smiled.



CHAPTER 17
We left the Home Office and crossed to the east side of the street, where we pushed our way through the crowd, talking all the while.
“Tell me, Thomas,” the Guv said. “Do you believe our reputation for being difficult is warranted?”
“No, sir,” I replied. “As I see it, we are the ones doing something and taking the risks, while everyone else profits from what we discover. They call us in, we resolve matters, no matter how complex they are, and then we’re thought too brash. We don’t get credit for solving the matter that was troubling them in the first place. We always seem to get the blame; and they get the credit.”
“Exactly,” Barker said.
“Yes, and sometimes we charge them nothing,” I added. “We’ve never taken a farthing we didn’t earn, and we often put our lives in danger.”
My partner shrugged his broad shoulders.
“In either case, it hasn’t stopped anyone from hiring us,” I said, stepping up at a curb. “We’re too busy as it is.”
Barker nodded. I wondered at his sudden reflection on the reputation we had gained with Her Majesty’s government, but he didn’t say anything further on the subject.
A half hour later, David St. Ives strolled into our offices, stick in hand. I was suddenly worried that he had been in the area and spotted us leaving the Home Office. However, he smiled when he entered, showing his usual bonhomie.
“Brigadier,” Barker said. “Good afternoon to you.”
“Hello, gentlemen,” St. Ives replied. “Do you have a moment?”
Cyrus Barker put out an open hand to welcome him inside, which I’ve always thought an oriental gesture.
“Sir,” he said, his low voice resonating in the room. “Have a seat.”
“Thank you,” St. Ives replied, fanning his face with his hat. I could smell the whisky on his breath. “My, I never expected London to be so warm.”
“April can be like that,” the Guv stated. “Changeable. How may I help you?”
“James tells me he has received word this morning that though Lord Rosebery hasn’t decided whether to accept our offer, he will allow us to visit the navy shipyards tomorrow to see what condition the Yellow Rose is in,” he said. “She is being taken out of dry dock for us. We shall see for ourselves if she is a fit vessel. Naturally, he will demand a fair trade, should she be found derelict in any way.”
“Is there anything else that might be traded to satisfy the treaty?” my partner asked. “Something other than a ship of war?”
“That’s been discussed,” St. Ives replied. “The only thing I believe would be worthy of our trade is whether Britain would be willing to aid us during the coming war. Munitions, transportation, supplies, the same as you did during the last war.”
“And if that should be refused?”
“That would be most unfortunate,” St. Ives replied, shaking his head. “We’d have to retaliate, I would imagine.”
“Retaliate how, exactly?” the Guv asked.
“You press me, sir,” our visitor argued. “I’m afraid that is not gentlemanly behavior.”
Barker sat back and tented his fingers. “Forgive my lack of manners. Will you allow me to speculate? I think it likely that should Britain join the side of the United States, you will swallow the entirety of the British West Indies, Jamaica, the Virgin Islands, the Bahamas, and Monserrat. There are a dozen more islands, of course, but the names aren’t at my fingertips.”
“You must understand that taking our rightful territory depends upon a treaty with England,” St. Ives countered. “We would not take what doesn’t belong to us, but it is vital that the Indies be ours, so that we can have a treaty with your country. It’s necessary that we hold the sea south of our borders, for our own protection. The sacking of New Orleans in 1862 by that knave Farragut proved we cannot allow the Mississippi River to be blockaded. We won’t make that mistake again.”
Barker raised a brow. “You would actually declare war on England and the United States together? That is foolhardy.”
“It’s more than that,” St. Ives said. “It is downright insane. However, we refuse to be cowed by anyone any longer. Each island we take would provide more materials and soldiers for the cause.”
“That’s a ruthless plan, if I may say it, Brigadier,” Barker rumbled.
St. Ives chuckled. “It is ironic that I am being lectured on taking lands by a subject of the British realm. How much territory have you taken? How many happy peasants have been enslaved?”
“Touché, Mr. St. Ives,” my partner rumbled, showing his square white teeth below his mustache.
“Frankly, Mr. Barker, we don’t want your islands,” the brigadier said. “We’ve got our own plans afoot and keeping control of them would be troublesome. We prefer confronting our enemies one at a time, but you must understand that we are not cowards.”
“It would appear not.”
“The matter is settled then,” St. Ives said. “Accompany us to Portsmouth tomorrow morning.”
“I can do better than that,” Barker replied. “If you will come with us by train to Seaford on the south coast in the morning, I shall sail your party to the naval yards myself. My boat is well-appointed and ready to sail.”
“Why, that sounds marvelous,” the Southerner replied. “It will be a regular outing. But I’ll have to get the general’s permission for such a change of plans.”
“Do that,” Barker said. “I’ll inform my crew just in case.”
“Thank you, sir,” St. Ives said. He bowed like a courtier, donned his straw hat, and swept from the room.
“Let’s follow him, Thomas,” the Guv ordered.
After a minute, we stepped into the Court. St. Ives did not look back once, sure of himself and his safety. In fact, we did not need to trail him at all. He went straight to his hotel. I waited in front of the entrance for a few minutes in case he should go out again while the Guv circled around the building. Then I glanced up and saw St. Ives standing in a window on the third floor. His jacket and tie were gone, and he stood in his white shirtsleeves and black waistcoat. He was supporting himself against the window with both hands. I was shocked at his appearance. Gone was the easy arrogance of the last half hour. The man looked haunted.
“It looks as if the brigadier’s sins are catching up with him,” the Guv said, standing near my shoulder.
Abruptly, St. Ives turned away and disappeared into the room. There was a building across the street which was half as tall as the Holborn Hotel. At Barker’s insistence, we crossed the street and entered it. There was a long hall and a staircase at the far end. We climbed the stairs, three sets of them. At the final door where the next stairwell would have been, Barker turned the handle and found it wasn’t locked. There was a hook on the door, and a small metal post with the ring attached to it. I put the hook in a ring, and we stepped out safely onto the roof. It was a busy afternoon, so we attracted no attention.
From where I stood, I could watch St. Ives’s movements. He appeared to be doing some kind of chemistry experiment. I saw a flame and a pale green vial and moved closer to the ledge. Crouching, I put a hand over my eyes to see better.
“What is he doing, Thomas?” the Guv asked.
I watched him melt something over the flame of a short candle with the aid of a spoon.
“I’m not quite sure,” I said. “Wait! Yes, he’s preparing absinthe.”
St. Ives dropped melted sugar into the green liquid and stirred it. Then he drank it down as quickly as a parched man in the desert.
“There isn’t a drink, drug, or poison this man wouldn’t swallow,” I said to my partner. “It’s as if he hopes to die.”
Then we heard the unexpected cocking of a gun behind us. I could feel every muscle in my body tense.
“Reach,” a man’s voice said.
We complied, but Barker turned around, so I did, as well.
I’d seldom seen so unusual a man in appearance. His dark hair was parted in the middle, almost shellacked to his head. He had a gray beard that was spread out from his chin like a fan. The fellow’s eyes were as hollow as a prophet’s, his manner as intense as St. Ives’s had been cool.
“What have we here?” he asked, grinning.
“We are watching a man in a window across the street,” Barker explained. “He’s acting strangely. I am a private enquiry agent.”
“Why should I believe you?” he continued, menacing me with his rifle. I didn’t recognize the model.
The Guv reached into his waistcoat and handed the man his card. The fellow read it carefully. After a moment, he tossed it to the ground but lowered his rifle slightly, resting it in the crook of his arm.
“What’s he doing?” he asked, conversationally. “This fellow you’re watching.”
“Do you manage this building?” Barker asked.
“No,” he said. “I repeat, what is St. Ives doing?”
“He appears to be drinking absinthe,” Barker replied, watching the fellow closely. “How did you know his name?”
“I know a lot about the man.”
“You’re American,” I said. “You must be an agent of the government. Another Treasury agent, perhaps?”
“No, but I used to be a soldier during the war,” the man answered. “The Union side, of course.”
“Why are you here?” Barker growled.
“To menace him,” he replied.
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“I’ve followed him over three continents now to let him know that I am coming for him sooner or later. The choice will be mine.”
I frowned. “Why in the world would you do that?”
The fellow grinned. “For the sport of it. I enjoy it and it has taken me to some very interesting places. St. Ives and I have a history.”
“I’m sorry,” I said. “I don’t follow you.”
“You aren’t meant to,” he replied. “It’s a personal matter between him and me. It’ll be the death of one of us.”
A cool man who speaks so easily of death. I stared at him once again. His eyes were black and animated, making him look a madman. His clothes were homespun. He wore a cutaway coat of a coarse brown color, and a string tie. No one that looked like this would be working for the United States government.
“You’re an American,” I said, hoping to learn something more about him.
“Born in London but emigrated when I was a tot.”
“And you were in the war?” Barker asked, as if there had only been one.
“Was,” he answered. These Americans were stingy with their words.
“Did the brigadier give you cause to torment him?”
“Did.”
“Then I must assume that he killed someone you cared about or admired?” the Guv asked. “Is that correct?”
He put a palm across his breast. “‘O Captain! My Captain!’” he stated like an orator.
“It was a commanding officer, then?”
“The most commanding.”
I felt as if we were groping about in the dark. The fellow was a former soldier who had fixated upon St. Ives, whom he believed, rightly or wrongly, had murdered his superior, whoever that was.
“You seek revenge, then, by killing Mr. St. Ives?” I asked.
“No. I could have taken his life in my hands whenever I wanted. I want to drive him mad first.”
As mad as you, I thought. I felt sorry for St. Ives going through his secret torment, even if I didn’t believe in his cause. Perhaps that was why he was consuming alcohol and enjoying every other form of dissipation. That might even be the reason he carried the bottle of strychnine around his neck.
“You must hate the man,” Barker said.
“No,” he said, shaking his head. “I’m merely an avenging angel, here to smite the murderer eventually.”
“Eventually?”
“Killed him once,” he said. “I can do it again.”
“You’re speaking in riddles, man,” Barker said. “Have you the ability to answer a civil question?”
“If it is polite,” he stated, raising the barrel of the rifle again.
“Very well,” the Guv said. “Whom did the brigadier kill?”
“Our leader. Our president.”
“President Lincoln?” I asked, incredulous.
He nodded.
“That’s impossible,” Barker argued. “Abraham Lincoln was killed by John Wilkes Booth. Everyone knows that.”
“He and St. Ives are one and the same,” he answered.
My partner stared at him. “You’re claiming Mr. St. Ives is John Wilkes Booth?”
“No claiming about it.”
“But Booth is dead,” Barker insisted.
“So he would like everyone to believe.”
“No,” Barker argued. “I’ve read about this. John Wilkes Booth was shot and killed in a tobacco barn by a Union soldier named Corbett.”
In answer, the stranger rooted around in his pocket and came up with a small photographic card. I saw his face grinning from the pasteboard and turned it over. There was a signature there: Boston Corbett.
Corbett cocked his rifle and shot in the air between us. We staggered apart and I saw the Guv pawing for the weapon under his coat. There was a shattering of glass somewhere and a man’s cry.
Boston Corbett—if that was who he was—turned and ran to the door. Barker was in pursuit as Corbett reached it. The American flipped the hook and the door slammed behind the Guv. I hurried to the door, but when I reached it, it was locked.
I turned around. Someone, presumably St. Ives, had just been shot at, perhaps killed from this very rooftop and I was locked out of the building, barred from any way of escape.
I don’t know which made me angrier, that the man calling himself Corbett had just shot at one of the Confederates and then left me to take the blame, or that he just told me something outrageous and left without explanation. I’m sure most people would claim the first, but I’m not most people. However, the matter of being trapped on the roof had more immediacy. I tugged on the door, but to no effect. No amount of beating brought anyone to open it. I considered yelling down to the street but that would call unwelcome attention to me. Most floors of the hotel next door towered over my head, and if I made noises, I would become a subject of curiosity to at least a few people looking down from windows across the street.
The door would not open from the outside. However, I knew that eventually it might open from the inside with a squad of constables there to arrest me. That was a situation I would prefer to avoid. Scotland Yard doesn’t like what Barker would call the cut of my jib. I didn’t like the cut of theirs, either, but no one much cared about my opinion. I needed to get off that roof immediately, but the door wasn’t budging at all.
I ran to the ledge and peered down. There was a seven-foot gap between this building and the one adjacent to it. I ran to the other side, where the distance was much the same. There was a drainpipe on the opposite wall but the chances of me reaching it were negligible. I could try to jump across the divide, but I was almost certain I couldn’t make it.
Of course, the front of the building was out of the question, as well. I was already being scrutinized by people across the street, whom I was sure were taking a mental description of me. Climbing down a wall in front of traffic was inadvisable and likely impossible.
Looking over at St. Ives’s window, I saw that it was now dark. Heaven only knew what that meant. I returned to the door and shook the handle again. Then I went to the ledge to look down at the side of the building. The bricks appeared far enough apart to get a toe or fingers in. I put my leg on the edge of the roof to balance myself. It was no use. I was going to kill myself. It was three floors up; thirty feet give or take. I could dash out my brains and break all my limbs. The facade appeared to provide purchase, but there was a stone flourish between each floor. It was raised, but not enough to grasp. It would be necessary to get over it.
I cursed out loud and climbed over the edge of the building. That alone had its difficulties. I grasped the brick and jammed my finger between one brick course and the one below it. If I failed here, I’d be lost, a waste of flesh on the ground below, bleeding into the gutter. I took a final gulp of air and began to descend.
I learned within the first second that the entire body was not meant to be suspended by its fingertips alone. I also learned my boots were not intended to squeeze between bricks. They were too thick. My duty, as I saw it, was to hang by my fingers in agony while shredding the toes of my boots. I learned quickly that I should press as much as possible against the brick. Leaning out was counterproductive. If I fell from the roof, my chin would strike the ledge and Rebecca would be a widow.
“Careful,” I muttered to myself. “Careful.”
I reached the stone pediment. It was small and curved, ornamental only. One could not stand upon it, but on the other hand one could just barely climb over it. I did what I said I wouldn’t do, lean out. I came down brick by brick somehow, managing to get over that impediment with just twenty feet or so to go.
By this time my knuckles were white and trembling. My boots were having a better time of it, but they would have to be replaced if I were going to wear them to my funeral. I’d looked speculatively at brick walls over the years, asking myself if I were able to scale one, but it never occurred to me that I’d be forced to descend. Suddenly, the tiniest edge of a brick crumbled, and my foot began to slip. My fingers scrambled upon the vertical wall, and I fell.
Fifteen feet. Not exactly a long fall in comparison to the monolithic hotel across the street, but bad enough. I’d been trained in how to fall in the Barjitsu classes Barker taught in Glasshouse Street, but that helped only if one were falling to a padded mat from a much shorter distance. I hit the ground and lay there, stunned.
Pain bloomed all over. I promised myself that I would someday throw Boston Corbett from a very tall building. I had never realized one could be in such pain without passing out. I had endured all kinds of injuries in the past. Once I was tied to a cross suspended upside down in a barn. I’d been shot, stabbed, beaten, thrown from a cab, but I’d never fallen from a building. It was excruciating.
“My god, are you all right?” a voice asked me from overhead. I tried to look up, but the sunlight prevented me from seeing what he looked like. “Are you alive?”
“Just,” I said, and groaned.
“Why were you climbing down a sheer wall?” he continued. “Did you not think you would be killed?”
“The door on the roof was locked.”
“Did it not occur to you that you could bang on it?”
“I tried that.”
“May I help you sit up?” the stranger asked.
“Not yet,” I said, grimacing.
I tested my limbs. I wasn’t bleeding anywhere, from what I could tell, which was definitely a good sign. My arms appeared to be functioning. One leg felt sound, the other one less so. My right hip throbbed like the dickens.
The stranger tried to lift me. I cried out but it was too late. The damage was done. My entire body bloomed afresh with pain. My eyes focused on the face of the man who had helped me. He was standing in front of me, a man of perhaps forty, with light brown hair and a wispy mustache.
“Stay here,” he said, as if I were going somewhere. “I’m going to call for help.”
I heard him trot down the alley toward Russell Square. A whistle shrieked. Not a regular one, the kind used to hail a cab, two fingers jammed inside a man’s mouth. No, it was a regulation police whistle from the Acme Whistle Company used by the Metropolitan Police. I groaned again. Even that act brought a new wave of pain. I’d climbed over the ledge in the first place to avoid the police.
“Really, I’m all right,” I said when he returned, which is a very British thing to say. It means, don’t bother. I’ll be fine. Let me crawl into a corner and die. I wouldn’t want to put you to any trouble.
“I’ve sent for help,” he said. “What’s your name?”
“Thomas Llewelyn,” I squeaked out.
“From Craig’s Court?” he exclaimed. “I’ve heard of you. I’m Inspector Tunbridge of the Yard. I’m afraid you’re under arrest.”
“For falling?” I asked. “Arrest gravity.”
“At least your sense of humor isn’t broken,” he said, shaking his head. “I won’t clap darbies on you because I don’t think you can escape.”
“On the contrary. Clap me in irons. It will make me look dangerous.”
“You’re an odd one. Your cheek is bleeding, by the way. What were you thinking?”
“I’d hoped to fall on someone,” I replied, taking a breath. The very action hurt. “He’d just fired on someone across the street.”
“Yes,” Inspector Tunbridge said. “We’re looking into that.”
“How were you here so quickly?” I asked.
“We received an anonymous telephone call,” he replied. “Someone was shooting at one of the guests of the Holborn Hotel. Would you happen to know something about that?”
“Jacket pocket,” I murmured.
Inspector Tunbridge’s hand invaded my pocket and found the photographic carte de visite of Boston Corbett.
“What’s this?” he asked after he had read it, as if the question were academic and he was not just curious.
“The fellow who shot at the window below,” I said. “He’s an American. He took his rifle with him.”
“Obliging fellow to leave his card.”
“I thought so.”
“Just thought he’d shoot out a window, did he?”
“Well, you know Americans.” I grimaced. “Is there any chance I could go to a hospital or something?”
“You only fell a dozen feet,” Tunbridge said, taking my arm. “Here. I’ll help you to the cab.”
He did, but not without a good deal of screeching and groaning on my part.
“Very well,” the inspector said. “We’ll stop by Charing Cross Hospital, but only out of kindness for my fellow man.”
“Bless you,” I murmured. “I’m going to close my eyes now.”
“You do that, and you might not wake up,” he said. “I need you awake, even if you are groaning.”
Tunbridge and a cabman lifted me into a cab. The inspector rapped on the trap overhead with his stick.
“Charing Cross Hospital!” he called.
I felt every bump, every pebble, every broken cobble under the cab wheels. I’d fallen off a bridge once. To tell the truth, I was blown off, but I never thought I would fall off a roof. People talk about falling off roofs, but that’s easy enough. It’s the landing part that’s difficult.

I had fallen fifteen feet, twelve at least, and the Charing Cross Hospital in its infinite wisdom saw fit to give me a sticking plaster for my cheek. No bones were broken, they claimed, after moving my joints to see if they functioned. They did, if only marginally. The rest, vital organs, nerve endings and such, were inflamed, but there wasn’t anything to be done for them but rest or laudanum. I hate laudanum.
Inspector Tunbridge had been present during the examination, in a jovial mood, but unwilling to let me escape. He helped me into a cab afterward.
“Rest,” he said. “That’s what you need, and maybe a pint or two later. For now, we’ve got a nice cell for you to rest in until your partner comes to take you home.”
“I didn’t have a gun,” I told him.
“No, but Mr. Barker ran off, leaving you to fend for yourself. Maybe he hid it.”
“Look, Inspector, I gave you the card,” I said, referring to the one Boston Corbett had given me.
“It’s twenty years old,” he replied. “And if you think you can convince me you were menaced by the ruddy assassin John Wilkes Booth, you’re barmy. No constable worth his salt would fall for that!”
He placed me in a cell where I lay half asleep. Everything ached. Eventually, I was wakened and made to follow the turnkey into an office. Tunbridge was there, as well as Barker and Hesketh Pierce.
“I’m not just going to let the man go,” the inspector said.
“Yes, you are,” Pierce insisted. “You have a few choices here. I can speak to my superior, who will speak to his and if necessary, get the prime minister involved. Or I could call the prime minister personally and have him speak to you himself. If you’re reasonable, however, you will let Mr. Llewelyn go free and we’ll take him off your competent hands.”
Tunbridge frowned and removed the darbies, giving a surly look at Her Majesty’s civil servant. The Guv and Pierce hefted me and walked me out of the building.
“You’re a pip, Thomas Llewelyn,” Pierce said. “Did you really jump off a building?”
“No,” I answered. “I climbed down the side, but I slipped. Luckily the cobblestones were there to break my fall.”
“I’m sending you home, lad,” Barker said when we were out in Great Scotland Yard Street. “Get some rest. I’ll see you in the morning.”
The two of them put me in a cab and I headed toward Camomile Street, wondering what in the world I would tell Rebecca.



CHAPTER 18
The next morning, the Confederate delegation, Barker, and I took the morning express train from London to Sussex. The Brighton line had been full when it arrived at Victoria station, but the carriages were half empty returning to Seaford, where Barker’s hundred-foot lorcha, the Osprey, lay anchored near the docks. Philippa Ashleigh was awaiting us with a cold brunch and champagne. She often acted as a kind of ambassador for her part of the world, and if so, they were fortunate to have her. Like the Guv, she had a firm understanding of governmental and political matters. She was on easy terms with several members of Parliament, in order to influence matters for the good of the South Downs. She was an excellent example of the modern female aristocrat, who led without officially doing so. Her private parties were well attended, although she was a figure of mystery. With so many eligible bachelors in London and the South Downs, speculation was rampant about how she had remained unwed for so many years, and about the shadowy man who visited her occasionally. People’s ears pricked up whenever Cyrus Barker came to town. With his black spectacles and his tall, menacing figure, he was a permanent enigma. Among the residents of Seaford, the consensus was that he must be foreign.
Cyrus Barker on the sea, however, was different from the man on land. Gone was the stoic manhunter in his cutaway jacket and bowler hat. In the Channel he wore a white shirt with a bandana inside the collar and an open waistcoat. The wind buffeted his hair, and he generally had a clay pipe between his square teeth. He is usually in a fine mood on the water, his natural domain, but there was no doubt who was captain of the ship. On board, his word was law. In the English Channel, I was quicker to obey him than on land. I wouldn’t want to be keelhauled, whatever that is.
Barker took the Osprey out to sea as often as possible when the weather wasn’t foul. I’d join him only every month or so. We occasionally traveled south together, me toting a fishing rod. Philippa joined him frequently on the vessel, as well. She was not an enthusiastic sailor, but there were many things to do on the French coast, such as retrieving a Worth dress or two from Paris that was awaiting her in Calais. She and Barker knew the coast from Normandy to Amsterdam, and not a few of her ensembles had a nautical air to them. Sometimes all four of us would go, and Philippa and Rebecca would shop along the esplanade of Seaford or take the train to Eastbourne or Brighton.
“I did not expect to be so well-fed today, ma’am,” General Woodson said, looking into a hamper full of delicacies provided by Her Ladyship. “I thought we’d have salt pork and hardtack rations. The last thing we expected was to be feted in such a manner.”
“We couldn’t have you gentlemen starve,” Her Ladyship replied.
Philippa’s attempts to engage Colonel Beaufort in conversation was met with little success, however. The man was watching Barker the way a lion takes on a water buffalo: cautiously. Something was going to happen between these two, I told myself. After brunch was finished, we bid adieu to our gracious hostess and boarded the Osprey. It had begun life as a lorcha, rather like a large Chinese junk, but one would be surprised at what can be improved if enough money is thrown at it. Woodson and his men were shown about from stem to stern, rigging to galley, and gave a glowing review to the Guv. However, my eye was drawn to the quiet one in the group, Captain Manuel Cortes. The fellow climbed everywhere he could on the boat and studied everything. He introduced himself to Beauchamp, the sailor who looked after the vessel when it was not in use, pestering him with questions. It was the first time he’d shown more than polite interest in anything.
Naturally, my eyes wandered to St. Ives. As we sailed, he stood with his hands on the rail, eyes closed, as the wind whipped his curls about.
“If you look any harder,” he drawled, “your eyes are going to roll right out of your head, Mr. Llewelyn.”
“I was concerned you were feeling unwell,” I said. “In which case I suggest you face forward.”
St. Ives laughed. I’ve never seen anyone who looked so comfortable in any situation. I suspected, however, in his heart of hearts, that he was bored, bored with the Confederacy, bored with the subterfuge, bored even with life.
“I see you’re wearing your chain again,” I remarked. He’d removed his tie and opened his soft collar, as if contemplating a climb up the ratlines.
“I always have it with me,” he replied, nodding. “I figure at some point in my life, I shall need it.”
“Are you sober today, then?” I asked.
“Hardly, sir,” he said. “Life is too banal to be sober. This morning, I imbibed a new elixir of various herbs, gin, and cocaine. I am tracking its progress through my body. I believe at some point today, I shall feel low, and may require your kind services, but I feel marvelous here with the wind and the sails and the drug thrumming in my veins. It’s a glorious feeling. You should try it.”
“I appreciate the offer, Brigadier.”
“David, please,” he insisted. “We are comrades-in-arms now.”
It was about sixty nautical miles from Seaford to the Royal Docklands in Portsmouth. It took six hours, but it was a glorious morning. We had a steam engine in case the wind died, but it did not. The day was fine, the weather warm, and the wind sufficient to fill the sails and push us along under Barker’s practiced hand. I stood by him for a time, then I walked the deck. In doing so, I was able to speak with Woodson.
“Good morning, General,” I said. “If all goes according to your plans, you may be on another ship next week.”
“I hope so, Mr. Llewelyn.”
“I think you have the prime minister over a barrel,” I said.
“Are you persuaded to our cause or are you glad to get rid of us?” he asked, scrutinizing me carefully.
Up close, the man had medium brown hair, tanned skin, a few lines about the eyes, and a firm jaw. His pale eyes reflected the morning sky overhead. Under his shirt I saw the ugly scar. He noticed my glance and buttoned his collar.
“I certainly wish you well against the Yankees.”
“I hate them,” Woodson said. “They killed my pa, almost killed my ma, and destroyed my childhood home in Missouri. I have vowed to use all my powers to destroy the United States of America.”
“Good luck, then,” I said, though there was gall on my tongue.
I returned to Barker and related what Woodson had just told me, sotto voce.
“I expected he would have some sort of story to tell,” the Guv said in my ear. “Exactly where is this Missouri?”
“Somewhere in the West, I think,” I answered. “The late Albert Pike fought there, if you recall.”
I had a thought then, some connection between facts, or a memory of something. Alas, it failed me, and no amount of thinking would bring it back.
“What’s Beaufort doing?” he asked.
“Holding on for dear life, I suspect,” I said, watching him as he stood against the rail. “He isn’t feeling well here on the rough water.”
“And St. Ives?” Barker rumbled.
“He’s growing restless. He had a cocaine cocktail. There isn’t enough about the Channel to pique his interest. Do you think he exaggerates his eccentricities?”
“I’m sure he does for effect, but he has enough genuine ones.”
“Do you believe he is Booth, as Corbett claims?”
“I don’t believe it, nor do I disbelieve it,” he said, turning the wheel. “Here you are.”
“What?” I asked, looking about.
“Take the wheel.”
“Sir, I don’t know the first thing about steering a boat!”
“Then you’d better learn quickly, lad. I’m going below.”
That’s Cyrus Barker for you. No training, no manuals or texts, no guidance. Just get on with it and work it out for yourself. He had to, once. Why make it any easier for me?
I seized the wheel, which was far more truculent than I anticipated. It felt like a living thing, wanting to do as it liked, writhing under my hands. Keep it straight, I told myself. No closer to shore, no closer to France, just straight ahead. It fought me all the way.
Beaufort lost the good meal Philippa had provided, which only made him more ill-tempered, if such a thing is possible. Captain Cortes stood in the bow watching the sea, enjoying the voyage, and the impressive sight that is the Portsmouth Docks as it came into view. It was worth the trip along the coast to see the Royal Docks bristling with masts in rows. There were long warships with cannons, sailing ships with impossibly white sails, and vessels designed to carry supplies and troops. I was impressed that the country owned so many, but then we had the largest fleet in the world, not that Germany and America weren’t trying.
Now Barker buttoned his waistcoat and donned his Prince Albert jacket. We docked and within five minutes our boat was full of sailors, from the lowest swab to rear admirals, wanting to explore the lorcha, which one usually must visit Hong Kong or China to see. Beauchamp was pestered with questions, which he answered bashfully. He is by nature a quiet man who keeps to himself. He was a commercial fisherman with his sons, but he kept the Osprey so spotless, the brass work so polished, and the cabin a dazzling white, that it hurt the eyes to look at her on a bright day.
The Guv explained to one sailor who we were and what we were there for, and the pilot was able to place us in a berth in the crowded dock. We were led down the long boardwalk and finally reached our destination, the warship called the Yellow Rose. I don’t know what I was expecting, but I wasn’t prepared for what I found. The ship was what is known as a casement ironclad. It was low to the water, motor-driven, with a tall funnel. The only part above the waterline was a sloped deck of iron from which cannons extended in all directions. The dainty vessel I expected from its name was anything but. You couldn’t hide what it was, a battleship built to bombard a coast.
“Abraham Lincoln tried to get a stranglehold on our country during the war,” General Woodson explained. “Our ports were blocked with warships from Virginia to Mexico. We needed supplies of all sorts, so we set up a dock in Cuba from which we raided slower vessels or enemy ports. We purchased all of our supplies from the very countries we intend to bring into the Confederacy.”
“It’s certainly sturdy looking,” I noted, putting my foot on the iron shell, which looked like an overturned boat. I heard an echo inside.
“That’s three layers of two-inch steel,” he said. “She’s a fast, maneuverable, and indestructible ship. Cannonballs deflect off the slope and land in the ocean. Many of our ships came from England. By the end of the war, we had three hundred vessels in our navy. We’ll have twice that many this time.”
“You’ll make your own?” I asked.
“Yes. Not only does South America have plenty of raw materials and dockyards,” he said, “but Brazil just put down a naval revolt and the shipbuilding industry in Petropolis is currently disused.”
“I assume you had nothing to do with that,” I said.
Woodson smiled and winked. “Mr. Llewelyn, you may believe as you like.”
“Yes, but this piece of war equipment is out-of-date. What can you do with it?”
“The English navy has made improvements and we hope to make more. As for training, the United States Naval Academy is in Annapolis, Maryland. That’s in the South. We’ve sent an entire generation of young Confederate minds there. We are nothing if not up-to-date. Shall we go below?”
A hatch lifted and we descended. It was close inside, and the atmosphere therein made my head hurt. However, the interior was dry and there was no sign of rust anywhere. I lasted a minute at most. Enclosed spaces fray my nerves. If they hadn’t, I’d have been a coal miner like my brothers.
I waited on the dock while they undertook their inspection. After a minute or two, Barker came up and stood beside me.
“The naval cadets will have to find another training ship if the general gets what he wants,” he stated.
“He says he has the raw materials and facilities to produce more of these and even improve them,” I said. “We’ve got to stop them!”
“That is what the government is for,” Barker argued. “We are merely enquiring, seeking information and taking notes about their movements while they are here in London.”
There was a plank from the dock to the boat. As we watched, an admiral descended it. He was sturdily built, and he had a thick white beard.
“I am Admiral Cummings. Are you Mr. Barker?” he demanded.
“I am Cyrus Barker.”
“Are these fellows going to take my training vessel? Do you think I’ll just give her up without a murmur?”
“That is a political matter, sir,” the Guv stated. “I’m afraid I have no aim of my own. I am only a private enquiry agent.”
“My glass eye,” he said. “I know about you. Not much goes on that the navy doesn’t get wind of.”
“I’m glad to hear it,” the Guv said. “Come, let me introduce you to what they call the ‘delegation.’”
We were headed toward the hatch when it disgorged the four men that Barker was seeking. They looked elated, from what I could see. Woodson had a rare smile on his face. St. Ives grinned like the Cheshire Cat, and even Beaufort was smiling. The general passed around cigars, even to the admiral. The wrapper had a Confederate flag furled in the breeze,
“Made in Havana by my own factory,” he bragged.
Woodson lit his cigar and we passed and lit them end to end until we were all puffing.
“You’re taking a vessel,” the admiral said. His name was Scott.
“If we can manage it, yes,” Woodson admitted. “We bought and paid for it thirty years ago. For now, we are only taking a tour.”
“You Americans!” Scott growled.
“Of a sort,” St. Ives said blandly.
The admiral kept his temper and took the delegation back on board. They steamed out of the harbor, while I stayed near the Osprey. The cabin on the ironclad had been small and clammy enough without a half dozen extra men inside. It was an ugly little brute, I thought, so low to the water it looked as if it were scuttled. It had none of the beauty of a sailing ship or the gracefulness of the Osprey. In my opinion, it was a hunk of iron with deadly intent.
Eventually the vessel steamed into port again and docked. Everyone climbed up on deck looking a trifle wilted. It had been hot and moist below. St. Ives glanced my way. He was bored again or worse, perhaps growing sober. As I watched, he pulled a flask from his pocket and took a swig of it. Sour mash whiskey, I thought, a favorite of Southern gentlemen.
We said our goodbyes to the admiral. He was still civil, but no cheerier than when he had greeted us. Having performed his disagreeable duty, he nodded at the general and retreated up the gangplank. Woodson departed the vessel reluctantly, even patting the side of the hot smokestack as if it were a pet.
We boarded the Osprey once again and sailed out of the dockyard. As we did, I noticed that our silent officer, the captain, was studying everything around him with an intensity he had not shown thus far. I told myself not to underestimate him.



CHAPTER 19
It had been a long day and I was tired from the trip to Portsmouth, as well as still in some pain from my fall. When we arrived back in London, I took a cab to our house in Camomile Street, eager to see my wife. She had been a bit low that morning, and I worried about her in spite of her protests that nothing was wrong. She was generally happy and full of energy, but I knew when she was under the weather, even though she tried to act as if she were feeling well.
Lily, our maid, was arranging flowers in the front hall when I opened the door. She smiled as I approached.
“How is Mrs. Llewelyn doing?” I asked, removing my coat.
“Better, sir,” she answered. “She’s been quite perky this afternoon.”
I hurried up the stair and found my wife sitting up among a half dozen pillows knitting. I was relieved to see that she looked her normal self.
“Hello, darling,” she said. “How was your day?”
“Bother my day,” I told her. “Are you feeling better than you did this morning? Perhaps we should have the doctor in.”
“I’m fine, Thomas,” she replied. “In fact, I feel much better. And anyway, I already did have the doctor in. He said it’s perfectly normal to have these symptoms when you’re going to have a baby.”
I sat abruptly in the closest chair, suddenly weak in the knees. At first, I didn’t even register the words. Then they crashed over me.
“What?” I articulated, like the Oxford student I had been. “Who? How? How did … But we can’t have children! The doctor told us both.”
“Apparently the anxiety we both had made us unable to, temporarily,” she said, as her knitting needles clacked together in rhythm. “Once we accepted the diagnosis and calmed ourselves, Nature took its course.”
Naturally, I was astonished. I hugged her over and over. I wanted to tell my friend Israel Zangwill, who had listened patiently to my tirades about how unfair it was to not be able to have children. I wondered how to announce to the synagogue that we were going to finally be parents. Of course, I’d have to tell my own pastor the good news.
And then I would have to write my parents and brothers and sisters, all of whom had a brood of their own, because most Llewelyns are quite prolific. But then, it felt as if a bucket of cold water was thrown over me. I thought of Cyrus Barker and my heart sank.
Barker hates children. They screamed and mewled. They spewed their milk regularly and required changing. Most of all, they were unpredictable in his carefully ordered world. The Guv’s entire duty in life was working through the unpredictable to a logical conclusion. However, to do so required a home that represented peace and logic. He sat in his garden. He performed the same exercises at the exact same time every day. He had a fastidious butler to clean everything within an inch of its life. The house was immaculate and serene, and he was so set in his ways that if a piece of furniture was scuffed or damaged, he either had it repaired or ordered a replica made.
I could picture in my mind a toddler jumping into the koi pond and grabbing for the carp. Stubbing his toe and screaming to the heavens. Finding a pistol in a drawer and waving it about. Or worse, soiling my partner’s expensive Axminster carpet.
“You’re astounded,” Rebecca said, studying me. I’d sat in total silence for three minutes. “Or perhaps it’s apoplexy.”
There was a knock on the front door, and our maid hurried to answer it. I heard guests enter the house and went downstairs to see who it was. Rebecca’s parents, as well as her sister and her husband, had arrived. My brother-in-law shook my hand like a pump handle. As I invited them into the sitting room and chatted with them about the news, Rebecca dressed and then came downstairs like a queen in state. In short order, a few other family and friends arrived at our door.
I was completely overwhelmed. People were shaking my hand and slapping me on the back, and talking, but I couldn’t hear a word. I was happy and terrified all at once. What if I were a terrible father? What if I left the baby in the Victoria station cloakroom, or insisted we named him after my uncle Hiram? Stranger things have happened.
“Thomas.”
“Perhaps I could start some sort of savings plan,” I muttered to myself. “Of course, he’d have to go to Oxford. And finish, unlike his old man.”
“Thomas.”
“What if it’s a girl?” I continued. “I have no idea what to do if it’s a girl.”
“Thomas!”
I stopped muttering and looked up. Israel Zangwill was standing over me, small and gangly, with palm frond hands and pince-nez on his nose. I smiled at my friend. He was nothing less than a gift from heaven.
“I’m here to rescue you,” he said, raising a brow. “You look as if you need a cup of coffee, if not strong spirits. I think you’ve had a bit of a shock, old chap. You’re starting to frighten the rest of the family.”
Israel clamped a hat on my head and dragged me into the kitchen. I had no idea what time or even what day it was.
“I don’t know what to think, Israel,” I admitted as I poured us both a cup of strong coffee. I reached for the sugar bowl and spooned most of it into my cup.
“Don’t worry, Thomas,” he replied. “The difficult part is over. From here on, simply react. Half the things you decide upon will be wrong, but the child will thrive, anyway.”
“But…”
“It’s time, Thomas,” Israel said. “It’s past time. You’re thirty years old. I can see a gray hair there among the curls on your temple.”
“No!” I cried, clutching my hair. “I’m old!”
“Rebecca is beside herself, she’s so happy,” he said. “Everyone’s happy, even Mrs. Mocatta, though she fears your child shall turn out a bit off, like his father.”
“I’m worried about Barker,” I admitted. “What if he disapproves? He could even dissolve our partnership.”
“Then you’ll open your own agency,” Israel said. “You’ve been an enquiry agent for ten years now. You’re experienced now, yourself.”
“I don’t want to dissolve the partnership,” I told him. “I’m not ready. I’ll only get myself killed and then Rebecca will be a widow again and the baby will be an orphan.”
Israel shook his head. “The baby won’t be an orphan. Rebecca would still be there. You aren’t making sense.”
I gulped the coffee. It was too hot, and I spilled half the cup.
“Get a grip on yourself, man,” my friend said. “You won’t be the only father in town. If you find yourself in trouble, call another one or two. If nothing occurs to you, triangulate. This is the end of the nineteenth century. All of life’s problems can now be solved. I am absolutely certain that Mr. Barker will survive the shock. I suppose he was a child once himself, though I cannot picture a child with such a large mustache.”
Israel has admitted to me several times that Cyrus Barker intimidates him. My partner is a pious, thoughtful man, but violence does tend to flare around him. In his defense, he does not cause it, he just refuses to let it pass him by. I was willing to accept that the day before when I nearly fell off a building, but now I wondered if that willingness would alter now that I was about to become a father and other people depended on me.
“I’m not telling you what to do. I’m merely stating that running around being shot at is not common activity for a husband and father.”
“I wasn’t saying that I was going to dissolve the partnership myself,” I argued. “Merely that we must move to Camomile Street. We’ll have to be serious about having a place for our own family now.”
Israel shrugged his shoulders. “That’s between you and Rebecca, but if you were ever to make a clean break, now would be the time.”
I nodded. “Thank you for the advice. I suppose we’d better get back.”
In the parlor, there was a samovar of tea that I’d never seen before, and an open box full of pastries I hadn’t ordered. I received another clap on the back as I passed to our room, as if I’d booted a winning goal at football.
Rebecca was smiling and chatting to her relatives, but I could see that she was getting tired. She was ready for them to leave, as well.
“Hello,” I said, squeezing her hand. Her cheeks were flushed.
“Can you believe it?” she asked me, smiling. “A week ago, I would have said it was impossible.”
“Now you are the one staring into space,” I said. “There’s so much to discuss, to think about. I hope it doesn’t sound rude, but I wish everyone would just go away so we can be alone and talk.”
She nodded. “In that case, we need Aunt Lydia.”
Rebecca’s aunt was a prize, a maiden aunt to whom Rebecca was a favorite. She could do almost anything, from recommending a man to Parliament to planning the largest wedding of the year. She had been my lone ally in the Mocatta family. Lydia was tall and thin, her face dominated by a long, curving nose that somehow made her look striking. She’s an amazing woman and I’d like to think I was her second favorite. I made my way through the knot of people and spied her talking to a relative I didn’t even recognize. She saw me, raised a hand, and came forward to kiss my cheek.
“Avoid your father-in-law,” she advised. “He wants Isaac to be raised in the safety of the synagogue.”
“Isaac?” I asked.
“He’s willing to compromise on the name. Probably.”
“Who are all these people?”
She smiled. “Various members of the extended family. Is it too much?”
“Rebecca is tired,” I admitted. “And we have so many things to talk about.”
“Say no more,” she answered.
“What are you going to say?” I asked.
“Everyone!” Lydia cried, so loudly one could hear it on both floors. “She won’t admit it, but Rebecca is wilting like last month’s tulip. Let’s carry this feast to my house. Perhaps I can call in a musician or two. Let’s put my servants through their paces, shall we?”
The crowd of family and friends began to dissipate, kissing Rebecca before each of them took their leave. In fifteen minutes, my wife and I were alone again, save for Lily, who was clearing the rooms of cups and plates. I surveyed the scene.
“Your aunt’s a marvel,” I stated.
“Isn’t she?” Rebecca murmured. “I want to be just like her someday. Say, where did you scurry off to?”
“I had a cup of coffee with Israel. He was advising me to quit the agency. You know how he feels about Barker.”
“A fine thing that would be,” she replied. “Bringing a child into the world and you with no situation.”
I took her into the drawing room, and we sat together on the sofa. Something about the room made it the place to make decisions. The parlor, on the other hand, was entirely frivolous.
“My work is dangerous, Rebecca,” I said. “You know that I fell off a building yesterday.”
She looked me over, a mischievous look on her face. “You’re still standing, as far as I can see. Perhaps you’re a bit shorter.”
“Ha!” I laughed. “Be serious.”
“You’ve known my argument for years, Thomas,” she said. “Policemen marry, and soldiers, and firemen. Couples marry during war. Life goes on. You love your work. You complain about it ceaselessly, but you do it. It would be churlish of me to demand you do something else. Besides, what would poor Mr. Barker do without you?”
“I don’t know, but you realize we can’t live in Newington any longer,” I told her. “It would fray his nerves. We’re acting as if this house is in Yorkshire, but fortunately, it’s only two and a half miles away.”
She gave me a skeptical look. “Let’s see how you feel about that when you’re leaving for exercises at five in the morning and it’s freezing outside. That is, after a night of trying to calm a colicky baby.”
“I thought that was your duty.”
“Oh?” she asked. “And what, pray tell, is yours?”
“Kissing him when I come home,” I answered. “It’s an arduous duty. Sometimes he’ll be sticky or damp.”
“I feel for your ordeals, darling,” she responded, patting my hand. “You will be sure to remember his name, won’t you?”
“Apparently, it’s going to be Isaac.”
She shook her head. “Father has been talking, has he? Isaac was my grandfather’s name. I’ll have a word with him. We most definitely have to choose the name ourselves.”
“Why do so many male Jewish names begin with an I?” I asked.
“I don’t know,” she countered, shrugging. “Why do Welsh people throw so many L’s into everything?”
I smiled. “I promise I shall lend a hand when I am at home. We do have a maid, you know. And a doting grandmother. Possibly two. Shall we hire a nanny?”
“It’s too soon to make a decision about that,” she said. “Ask me after it’s born.”
“Does Lily show any interest in caring for an infant?”
“Thomas, she cooks and cleans and answers the door,” Rebecca said. “What more can she take on? Besides, she doesn’t stay at night.”
“Very well,” I conceded. “We’ll consider the matter closer to the event. How are you feeling?”
“Giddy,” she replied. “My heart is racing. I don’t think I’ve ever been so happy.”
“It’s a miracle,” I said. “I can hardly fathom it.”
“But are you happy?”
“Very happy,” I said, squeezing her shoulder. “However, I cannot put off the duty of telling the Guv.”
“Tell him in the morning,” she said. “We have so much to talk about right now. Your partner has a lot of sense. He’ll understand.”
“Or he won’t,” I said.

I met Barker again in the garden at Newington at five thirty the following morning. He gave me a skeptical look as if to say he hadn’t expected me to come back so soon after I’d been injured.
“Sir,” I said, removing my bowler. “We must talk.”
The Guv gave me another look, then put out a hand toward the small pavilion in the back of the garden. The man is made that way. There is a place for everything, and talking must be done in the pavilion if the weather is fine. It is lined with benches and as soon as we stepped inside, I fell into one. My stomach was tight.
“Sir,” I said without preamble. “My wife is with child.”
He nodded and took a breath. He didn’t frown, nor did he exactly jump up and slap me on the back.
“Congratulations!” he said after a moment. “That is excellent news.”
“Yes, thank you,” I replied, trying to relax. “Here’s the thing. Obviously, I wouldn’t want to bring a child into this beautiful house. I was considering, that is, we’ve decided to move to Camomile Street.”
Barker nodded, staring seriously at the ground. I couldn’t tell what he was thinking.
“Obviously, Rebecca must be with the baby in a house of our own,” I continued. “And I must be with her.”
“Obviously,” he repeated.
I took a deep breath and said it straight out. “So, if you wish to dissolve our partnership, now is the time.”
He not only frowned this time, but he also shook his head.
“What made you think I’d wish to dissolve the partnership?” he demanded. “Is that your wish?”
“No, sir,” I insisted. “Not at all.”
“Had you not given me satisfaction, I’d have kicked you out the door on your beam end. Otherwise, I have no complaint.”
“I wasn’t sure how you would react.”
“It’s a wee bairn, not an infernal device, lad,” he said. “It’s true, I’d prefer not to have an infant underfoot. Harm has little use for them, and I’ve never spent more than an hour in one’s presence.”
“Well, sir,” I said. “They tend to cry and scream a lot. They need their nappies changed and their clothes washed frequently.”
“I am familiar with them, Thomas,” he said, giving me a look. “As you know, my former ward has one.”
Bok Fu Ying was a Chinese servant whom Barker brought to England with him to meet Harm’s needs. Believe me when I say the little beast has many.
“You don’t have reservations about my being a father and working with you?” I asked, curious.
“Not as long as you do your duties. Do you still intend to work late in the middle of an important case?”
“Yes, of course.”
“Do you intend to give each case your full attention?”
“You know I will, sir.”
“Shall Mrs. Llewelyn object to your continuing to work for me?”
“She’s grown accustomed to it, sir,” I replied. “She understands the dangers.”
“Good. Excellent,” he said. “Shall you require extra hours off?”
“Yes, sir, from time to time,” I replied. “I don’t want to be the sort of father whom the child never sees.”
“Aye, and you often put in a twelve-hour workday.”
“I do.”
Before I could stop him, he slapped me on the shoulder. “Congratulations, Thomas! That’s champion. Give Mrs. Llewelyn my best wishes.”
“I will.”
“Let’s get back to warming our muscles and then perform ‘Taming the Tiger.’”
“Yes, sir.”
“Take off your jacket, man,” he chided. “You’ll not be able to exercise in that. Will you still be coming to our antagonistics classes? You know we need you there.”
“I’ll try, but I’d better not promise,” I answered. “I don’t know what my life will be like a year from now.”
“Very sound, lad,” he said, nodding. “None of us do. Now, let’s get started.”
That was it, then. We hadn’t dissolved the partnership, but I’d be moving houses. However, I’d still be working long hours each day, and half a day on Saturdays, even more when a case required working overnight. I felt sorrier for Rebecca than myself.



CHAPTER 20
The day I first met Cyrus Barker and was hired, I had five books to my name: Bulfinch’s Mythology, Dickens’s bewitching, unfinished novel, The Mystery of Edwin Drood, Sir Walter Scott’s Ivanhoe, Thomas Hardy’s Far From the Madding Crowd, and The Decameron. I consigned them to the waste bin. They were old, soiled copies ready for the bin, but Barker retrieved them for me. My life had changed in the ten years I had been with the Guv. Now my library exceeded seven hundred books divided among bookcases in Camomile Street, the shelves in my old room in Newington, and Barker’s library on the first floor.
I had a thought in the back of my mind that evening, but I wasn’t sure what it was. It was half a thought at most. I remembered something and it was important, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. It had to do with the general. It was something about his name. I remembered it from a book. Woodson is not a common name, at least not in England. Granted, it is an English name, meaning the son of a woodcutter.
I enjoy American literature. Poe, Emerson, Thoreau, and a forgotten writer named Herman Melville were among my favorites. I also collected, and I do hope my fellow English readers will forgive me, the so-called “dime novels” by anonymous American authors, tales of action and suspense, involving detectives and desperados. They were tales of gun battles involving lawmen of the open plains and brigands or bands of natives. I was somewhat embarrassed reading these stories, being something of a scholar, but they were the closest representations to my profession. Hardy had nothing to offer in the way of wild natives and gunmen of the Wild West.
“What are you looking for?” Rebecca asked me at the door of the library where I was leafing through a thick tome.
“Perhaps nothing,” I admitted. “I’m trying to find a name in a book.”
“A name in a book?” she repeated, grinning. “I wish you luck. Do you realize how many names there are in the one you’re holding? It may take weeks.”
“No,” I answered. “I don’t intend to hunt that far. I was merely curious, something to do with the case. Do you recall General Woodson?”
“I didn’t meet him,” she replied. “But I saw him speak, if you recall. He was very striking, I thought.”
“Humph,” I answered.
“I’d start with the American books, if I were you,” she continued.
“Thank you.”
I did as she said. Unfortunately, there were dozens of them, and most were short, produced from cheap pulped paper by lower-quality publishers. Still, I found the subjects entertaining enough, especially after one of Hardy’s diatribes against humanity.
I finally found what I was looking for more than an hour and a half later. It was from a slim volume of adventures about criminal gangs who robbed trains, desperate men willing to risk their lives in exchange for the loot stolen from mail cars and passengers. I found the name I was looking for at the top of page one hundred and seventy-four: Woodson, James. No, that was Woodson James. I turned to the page before and received a thrill. The full name was Jesse Woodson James.
“No,” I said aloud.
“No, what?” Rebecca asked. She was writing something and sitting so quietly I hadn’t realized she was in the room.
“I found the name James Woodson, or rather Jesse Woodson James. According to this book, he was a Confederate raider, who progressed to train and bank robberies, during which he shot and killed many people.”
“Here, let me see,” she said, reaching for the book. She looked it over for a minute and then frowned. “You think the two men are one and the same? I assume the person in this book is not fictional?”
I shrugged my shoulders. I’d never gone digging into the past concerning the stories therein. I merely let the tales wash over me. Rebecca flipped through the book, curious.
“Woodson lived in a place called Missouri,” I said. “He told me he was a Missouri plowboy. According to this, Jesse James was a Confederate soldier under a general named Quantrill. When he was a youth, he was tortured and nearly hung by Union soldiers.” I turned to my wife. “Woodson has scars on his neck consistent with having been hanged.”
“Can he prove it?” she asked.
“I don’t suppose many American men have been hanged and survived,” I reasoned. “He had scars on his throat.”
“That’s still not proof.”
She continued to look through the book. I waited impatiently, eager to have it back. Then she looked up at me. “What was the name of the secret society you’re dealing with?”
“The Knights of the Golden Circle.”
She turned the book about, facing me, and pointed to three initials at the top of a page. KGC.
“I’ve got to call Barker!” I cried.
“Stop, Thomas,” she said, holding up a hand. “This is ridiculous, you know. You think one member of the delegation is the murderer of Lincoln, while another is a famous criminal? Both of these men represent not only the Confederacy but all members of the Knights of the Whatever-it’s-called.”
“Golden Circle.”
“Fiddlesticks,” she scoffed. “One might as well say Napoleon is hobnobbing with Robespierre.”
“Barker should still know.”
She raised a brow. “He’ll think you’re a simpleton.”
“Oh, he already suspects that.”
She didn’t hear me, I realized. She was back to looking through the pages of the dime novel in her hands. It was an odd sight, but then she was trying to disprove my theory.
“What color are his eyes?” she asked. “Do you recall?”
“Light blue,” I answered. “Cold as the Arctic.”
“Hmm,” she said. It was a point in my favor, not that we were arguing. “What about Mr. St. Ives? Does he resemble that Booth fellow?”
“He does,” I replied. “Flamboyant manner, love of the theater. He walks with a slight limp.”
“Right or left?”
“I haven’t the slightest idea,” I admitted.
“Thomas, you read but you do not retain.”
“Yes, ’tis the tragedy of my life, my old headmaster will tell you. My head is so full of stories, I can’t stuff facts into it.”
Rebecca shook her head and began to laugh. “My mother claims you have no common sense.”
“Ah!” I said, holding up a finger. “But as Voltaire once said, ‘Common sense is not so common.’”
“Such a dear fellow,” she responded, though I didn’t know whether she was speaking about the Frenchman or me. “Take this to Mr. Barker in the morning. You have a wife to take care of tonight.”
I have a perfect level of patience. It is unparalleled and in great condition, because I never use it. The following morning, I ran in from my cab, hurried into our chambers, and shoved the book in front of Barker, even pointing to the name “Woodson.”
“Good morning,” he said, pointedly.
“And to you,” I replied. “Look what it says here! Woodson!”
He took the book, held a finger in it and flipped to the cover. “What is this drivel? The Adventures of a Train Robber, Jesse James. Where was it published?”
“New York City.”
He gave me a scornful look. “This is what they call a dime novel, isn’t it? Where did you purchase it?”
“At Rowley’s, one of the booksellers in Charing Cross Road.”
“Why?”
“Why did I purchase it?” I asked.
“Yes,” he replied. “You have attended Oxford, studying classic literature. You read Shakespeare, Rousseau, Adams. Why would you select such a work? Where do you hide it when you are not reading it?”
“Never mind,” I said. “Just look at this, sir, if you will. Jesse Woodson James. General James Woodson.”
“Lad, first of all, sit down and stop badgering me,” he said. “I already know the gentlemen’s names are made from whole cloth. It’s natural for them to use the monikers of men they admire to create their own aliases.”
“But Jesse James and John Wilkes Booth!” I insisted. “I needed to inform you as soon as possible.”
“And you have,” the Guv answered. “The fact that they are together makes it even more unlikely they are the actual men. These are Confederate rebels. Naturally, they would assume we weren’t familiar with them. Also, St. Ives did not claim to be Abraham Lincoln’s assassin. That madman who claims to be Boston Corbett said that.”
“He had a photograph with his name on the back,” I stated. “You can’t deny that. You saw it for yourself.”
Barker leaned back in his chair and tented his fingers. “I believe it highly unlikely that any of these men are whom they claim to be. The delegation is a complete fabrication. But then perhaps that is the point. The ladies and gentlemen at the ball may have believed they were entertaining actual heroes of the Lost Cause, hallowed names worthy of respect. It’s likely that Zebedee Beaufort ended the war as a private and worked his way to colonel between then and now. As for Cortes, he’s no more than a babe in arms, his head stuffed with the tales of the old South from a Confederate father. These men are deluded.”
“Woodson has the same scars as Jesse James, the rope scars on his neck, even the piercing blue eyes.”
“Very well, I will give you that point,” he said. “However, Jesse James is dead. John Wilkes Booth is dead. If one is going to try to convince a group of people that he is a famous hero, he probably shouldn’t choose to impersonate someone who is no longer living!”
I stopped hovering over his desk and sat in my swivel chair. After a moment, I lifted my Hammond typewriting machine and placed it on my desk. I retrieved a sheet of paper from a drawer and rolled it into the machine. Then I began typing an account of the events of the previous day.
There’s a brass oil lamp on my desk, despite the fact that our chamber is wired for electricity, possibly the only building in Craig’s Court to have it. However, I lit it from time to time because I find it comforting. Now I saw in the reflection of the brass that the Guv was reading the book I had given him. He could no more avoid it than I. I continued typing and did not speak for nearly an hour, a feat which my wife would find astounding. When I was done, I placed my work on his desk. I did not so much as mention Jesse James or the Knights of the Golden Circle. He would only complain, and I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction.
“Do you suppose there are more books about this outlaw?” he asked at length, turning it over in his hands.
“I believe so, sir,” I said, as if I didn’t care, and even thinking about the matter was a trial for me.
“I’d like to see another book on the American Civil War,” he continued. “I suppose if they have another like this you might bring it as well.”
I sighed. Such a put-upon fellow as I, one would need to go far to find. Rising, I donned my coat and left, the epitome of a wounded soul.



CHAPTER 21
After having a late supper with Rebecca in Camomile Street, I took myself off to Cyrus Barker’s weekly Barjitsu class. I went to the building on Glasshouse Street and waited with my partner as the other members of the class arrived.
“Is Colonel Beaufort here?” I said to the Guv.
“There’s no sign of him yet,” Barker answered. “But I’m glad to see you this evening. I need you in class tonight, or rather, Miss Fletcher does.”
Sarah Fletcher was a female enquiry agent who rented the office above ours from Barker. She handled cases for women and provided typing services in order to make ends meet, since few women hire detectives. Miss Fletcher is keen, intelligent, industrious, and a complete pain in the neck. She’s pompous, rude, and has no respect for men. That is, she has no respect for me, and enjoys torturing me. Being the shortest man in the class, I am invariably her partner. I rued the day she successfully demolished all my partner’s objections about teaching a woman and paid the first month’s tuition.
There were two problems in practicing the Japanese wrestling arts with Sarah Fletcher. First, there was the obvious problem of trying not to touch any part of her anatomy that could possibly be considered inappropriate, although she felt no remorse for seizing me in any way, punching, kicking, and in general making life a misery for me. Second, she was slowly and cautiously being courted by Jacob Maccabee, and if I caused her pain or affronted her, we would either have words or I’d find a tarantula spider in my hosiery drawer. Under those conditions, moving to the City sounded like a better idea.
I had to admit that Barker needed a second instructor most sessions, someone to lead the group while he taught a technique to another student or to help him demonstrate a move. As I said, it was good that I came that evening, because as we were warming up, Colonel Zebedee Beaufort appeared at the door.
“Good evening, Colonel,” I said. “Welcome.”
My partner, Miss Fletcher, crossed her arms and inspected the visitor. She passed a look my way, sensing danger. The colonel had not come to watch the class. Even she knew that. He had come to challenge the Guv in his own den.
“Wrestling, then?” he asked, removing his coat.
“Asian wrestling,” I corrected.
Beaufort frowned. “What’s the difference?”
“Punching and kicking, allowed within reason.”
The man’s ugly face split into a grin. One could see the bloodlust in his eyes. As a child, I’m sure he pulled the wings from butterflies and mistreated small dogs.
“Well, do tell,” he said.
“Colonel Beaufort!” Barker called, coming from the back of the room. “I’m glad you’re here. Welcome to my antagonistics class.”
I supposed it was only natural the man should come. He was as antagonistic a fellow as one would find in all England.
“Nice costume,” our guest said, indicating the uniform Cyrus Barker wore. It was a thick canvas jacket tied with a disreputable belt, a pair of black pantaloons reinforced at the knee, and black leather boots. Miss Fletcher also wore a Japanese skirt called a hakama, for propriety’s sake.
“They are practical for the exercises we do,” Barker said placidly. If he felt any fear, which is a question I’ve always wondered, he didn’t show it. “You may use a pair we keep in a locker if you wish.”
“Do I need it?” the man demanded.
“No, sir,” came the reply. “You may dress as you please, though as you can see, there is a lady present.”
Beaufort nodded and crossed the canvas mat to the locker in the back room in his street shoes, which was a breach of etiquette. But then, I’m sure etiquette was the last thing on our guest’s mind. The students looked from one to another, shaking their heads. Everyone was aware that something was about to happen. I was glad I had come, if only to make certain that matters did not get out of hand.
Then they got out of hand indeed.
There was no pretense that this would be a formal lesson when Beaufort returned in his singlet and braces. He still wore his trousers and thick boots. The students all stood back, save my sanguine partner, Miss Fletcher, whom I had to wave away.
Beaufort bobbed and weaved, churning his arms like some kind of machinery. His arms were thick, but not well-defined. There was a poorly done tattoo on his forearm of a thin man’s face, whom I supposed was Jefferson Davis.
The colonel charged then, stooping low to seize Barker near the knees, to throw him to the ground and tie up his limbs until he was forced to surrender. At the last minute, however, Barker stepped back with one foot and turned sideways. As Beaufort’s shoulder came forward to ram him in the stomach, my partner’s elbow came down like an axe on the back of his neck. The Guv had been knocked back a foot or so, but his defense had held. Our guest shook his head but stood again. I’d be naive if I thought the fight—no, the brawl—would end there.
Beaufort began dancing about now, lighter on his feet. The two circled each other as in a boxing match. The Confederate swung and Barker managed to duck, then he stepped in with a chop to the right side of Beaufort’s neck, not with the blade of his hand, but the inner edge, by the thumb. It struck where the nerves, muscles, and carotid artery met on the throat. Our guest stepped back, rubbed his throat, and fired a volley of curses.
“A lady is present, sir,” Barker reminded him.
The colonel stepped in quickly then and executed a hooking punch. My partner was wearing a pair of goggles instead of his usual Chinese quartz spectacles, but the punch swung them around temporarily so that Barker could not see, exposing the long scar on his cheek and his damaged eye. Beaufort didn’t stop, catching him under the chin, causing the Guv to stagger back several steps.
Zebedee Beaufort grinned and his confidence improved. This strange fellow with his strange way of fighting was not going to defeat a true son of the South. He pummeled Barker’s unprotected head twice more in as many seconds, causing my partner to step away.
Beaufort came in more aggressively. I suspected the two of them were evenly matched. My partner was an inch or two taller, but the colonel had apelike arms with a surprising reach. He caught Barker on the nose, but the Guv had his nose broken half a dozen times already and shrugged it off. His answer was to slip his boot behind the man’s ankle and send him crashing to the ground.
I happened to glance over and saw everyone staring intently at this battle. The group included both amateur and professional detectives, soldiers, boxers, stick fighters, and wrestlers. They were getting a view of an epic hand-to-hand battle for no price of admittance.
Having watched him for several minutes, I judged that Colonel Beaufort was a wrestler who also had acquired skills as a boxer. However, his skills were rough, and he’d probably learned them in the taverns of far-off Mexico among the desperados and the cowboys. As an instructor, I judged him sloppy, relying more on power than technique. However, he had that power, and he knew how to brawl. The Guv was learning as well as teaching.
My partner has said to me on several occasions that you can’t chop down a tree by frowning at it. Don’t dance about, or try acrobatic attacks and showy defenses. You must wait for your opponent to make a mistake and take advantage of it.
Neither of these men were young. Both had passed the half-century mark, but I challenge any young man to step into the ring with either of them. Cyrus Barker would have your neck under his boot in two minutes, and I suspected Beaufort of having a full bag of dangerous, underhanded tricks. I see and feel what the Guv is capable of doing in each fight. I referee all of his bouts, and he makes certain that I spar with him regularly. Once I had the temerity to try to sweep a leg out from under him. It was like kicking an oak.
The two men charged at each other and met in the middle like a pair of rams. Blows and kicks were exchanged, and as the referee, I found myself jumping up and down as if it were a controlled match. Once Barker was struck so hard in the chest by a punch that he staggered back against the wall. At another point he was on his back and kicked Beaufort off his chest and across the room. Later, there were red and raw patches across their chests from the flurry of blows.
Finally, Beaufort leapt and snaked his arm around my partner’s throat. Before one could say knife, he had Barker in a headlock, arm around his neck, forearm against the Adam’s apple, choking the life out of him. I watched Barker’s body tense, his face turning crimson. Sweat dripped from his chin and ran into his goggles. Then he swept Beaufort’s legs from under him, lifted him into the air and dropped him like a sack. Then he fell upon the stunned man like a bear and pinned him. The latter was unnecessary. The man was half conscious.
There was a dilemma then. We among the class members wanted to applaud the fight, but Barker had his own code of conduct in his school, and one of his rules was that one did not applaud the downing of a foe. The group looked at one another, hoping one would dare, but no one would risk applauding the Guv when his blood was up. Finally, they all turned to me. I shook my head. You’d better not if you know what’s good for you.
Then a clap was heard. A man was leaning against a pillar, breaking another rule. Leaning is indolent. The clapping was slow and deliberate, insulting, even ironic. I looked up and saw that it was coming from David St. Ives. No one bothered to clap with him. The slightest agreement would deserve a swift response, from me if not from our lead instructor.
“Marvelous, Mr. Barker,” the brigadier called. “Bravo. It was about time the Scourge of Sabine Pass met his superior. I’m only sorry I didn’t see the first act.”
Barker frowned. St. Ives’s sarcastic manner had always irritated him. However, Beaufort drew a snort and a tremendous intake of breath, then lay there looking up at the ceiling, wondering how he got there. Before he was fully conscious, the Guv pulled him to his feet and slapped him on the back good-naturedly. Colonel Beaufort had barely enough energy in his body to stand upright.
“The colonel and I were having a friendly bout,” Barker explained. “He wanted to see how the fistic arts of the South compared with those of the Asian world.”
“No holds barred, nothing forbidden save a knife or pistol?” St. Ives drawled.
“If that,” I answered.
“I hope he learned something,” the brigadier said. “He’s been hunting for a proper match for several years. I’m sure he is overjoyed you came along.”
“I was only happy to agree to his request,” the Guv said coolly. “After all, he is a guest in our country. I felt duty bound to give him a worthy bout.”
“Mr. Barker, you are a card.” St. Ives turned to his comrade. “Come, Zeb, you look like you need either a drink or a doctor. Let us begin with the first. Gentlemen, and lady, we bid you adieu.”
He took Beaufort by the elbow and guided him out the door.
“My,” Barker said, still winded and dripping from the bout. “That was enervating. What’s the next technique, Mr. Llewelyn?”
To tell the truth, I had no idea. That is, I had lost what exercise we had attempted last.
“Bridge hand, punch,” I said.
It was a basic movement, one that was always reliable, and the Guv had used it in the fight. Fight it was, no mere bout, and had my friend shown any weakness, it might have turned deadly. There is no greater coward than a bully. He loves to get the upper hand, but often has no defense other than to run.
We returned to practice, but we were all watching discreetly as Barker went to a corner of the room and sat in one of the few chairs. He lifted a dipper from a bucket set there for students and drank. He draped a towel around the back of his neck. It was one of his better fights, but I knew not to compliment him. He was short-tempered after a fight, going over what he had done and how he should have improved his reaction. In the end, Cyrus Barker fought only one opponent: himself.
I glanced over, just in passing, at Sarah Fletcher. Her eyes were nearly as glittering as the men’s had been. She had always admired the Guv. Though she wouldn’t admit it, she was a suffragist and would like nothing more than a scrap, to see how her training fared against a constable. I let that matter lie for now.
Personally, I’d have ended the class for the night. This was Cyrus Barker, however, and his code of manliness would not allow him to show weakness. He walked about on unsteady feet, making unnecessary corrections to a student’s moves. Each was doing something wrong in his eyes. However, having known him all these years, I knew that no student would go without a suggestion. It was not the way of his Asian art. Work hard. Now work harder. There are always improvements to be made.
Finally, we finished, and Barker bowed to his students, going into his private office. The members of the club allowed Miss Fletcher to change first. She left without a word, but with much to think about. A group of students went to a public house afterward to analyze every move of the fight, but of course, she was not welcome. She understood this but did not show that it affected her. She had endured hard times in an orphanage and was accustomed to disappointments. I knew calling a cab for her would be taken as an insult, so I watched as she took her leave.
Finally, Barker came out of his office, having changed into his suit, and we locked up the building for the night. I found a cab and looked away while he climbed into it. He leaned back against the leather seat.
“It was a good class tonight,” I noted quietly. It was as much as I dared mention about what had happened.
“Indeed,” he responded. “Miss Fletcher is improving.”
“She is,” I agreed. “But Beaufort will think twice before walking into a school like ours again.”
“Lad, there is no other school like ours.”
I couldn’t disagree.



CHAPTER 22
The next morning, Cyrus Barker turned to me. “Lad, I want you to go out and purchase a book.”
I looked at him suspiciously.
“Is this a joke?” I asked, leaning back in my swiveling chair.
“Far from it,” he answered. “Buy anything you like. I want our Indian to follow you. I, in turn, have a street urchin ready to follow him in the hope that he will eventually lead us to where he is staying.”
“Anything I like, you say?” I asked.
“No folios of Shakespeare or first editions.”
“I can work under those constraints,” I said, rising to my feet. I took my stick and hat from the stand. “I’m off, then.”
Currently, I was looking for a first edition of Wilkie Collins’s The Moonstone in good condition. I didn’t mind a stain here or there, or a little foxing, but the spine had to be perfect.
I didn’t dare turn around to look for the Indian, or worse, the child who was following him. Instead, I browsed from stall to stall, chatting with booksellers, most of whom I knew well. I found a nice copy of the book I was looking for, not a first edition, but a third, with a tight leather binding. It was printed by Tinsley Brothers and would go well on my shelf of gothic romances. Afterward, I stopped in an A.B.C. for a coffee and flipped through the volume. It was satisfactory, a good purchase. I finished my coffee and returned to the office.
“No first edition?” the Guv asked when I came in the door.
“No,” I said virtuously. “It’s a third.”
Two hours later, a dirty-faced gamine came into our offices. She was eleven at most, but quite composed and self-contained for her age.
“Hello, Miss Adams,” Barker greeted, as if she were an adult and a business partner, as well. “How did you fare?”
“Followed ’im to Richmond Road in Putney, sir,” she said. “Number fifty-four.”
“Excellent,” he replied. “Give her a shilling, Thomas.”
Her eyes grew wide. It was a fortune to her, but a pittance to us. I handed her a florin, which was worth two shillings. Her family would eat well that week. She bobbed a curtsey, which we hadn’t expected, then fled in case we came to our senses and changed our minds.
“Perhaps you recall her from the Tsarovitch case. She’s one of the few gamines about that can read and knows her sums.”
“I knew I recognized her,” I said.
“Are you up for a ride, Thomas?” the Guv asked.
“It’s a fine day for it,” I replied. It was. In fact, it was warm and even a bit drowsy.
We went ’round the corner to Charing Cross station and then took the Underground to Putney. We were able to lose our hunter along the way.
Richmond Road was not a hard name to remember.
“It was a good idea to use a girl to follow him,” I said to the Guv. “No one would suspect her.”
“Aye,” Barker replied. “They are often more intelligent than boys at this age and pay attention quite well.”
We reached a shabby street and found number fifty-four, Richmond Road. Barker jimmied the lock on the rundown door. Inside the room, we found a rickety bed and a chest of drawers. On the bed was a knapsack. I picked it up and pawed through it. Aside from clothing, I found an army pistol and a wicked-looking blade.
“Our Indian’s name is Enoch Whitekiller,” my partner said, looking over a letter. “He is a Cherokee who fought alongside General Albert Pike. There is a small medal here for bravery during the Battle of Pea Ridge.”
“Which side did he fight on?” I asked.
“The Confederate side,” Barker replied.
“Look at this,” I said. “A copy of Aeschylus’ Prometheus Bound. In Greek, no less! He is not the savage I supposed him.”
“People seldom are,” the Guv remarked. “Look here.”
Cyrus Barker handed me a handwritten note. It was slightly crumpled. On it was written: 327 Canal Road, Thursday, nine thirty. The address was circled.
“I’d say this is important,” he said. “Generally, one does not waste ink circling something unless it is.”
“Should we go to investigate it?” I asked.
Barker shook his head. “Let’s get back to our chambers for now. The men who have been following us are probably panicking about now and I don’t want them to suspect anything. Have we left everything as we found it?”
“That’s an excellent question,” I answered. “How good is this fellow?”
“Better than we took him for,” Barker grunted. “Leave everything, then. We know the address. Whitekiller, in turn, may realize we were here.”
“What a name, Whitekiller,” I mused. “I wonder how his family earned it.”
We stepped outside of the cramped room again and stood in the alley. Barker had his hands in his pockets, deciding what to do. We began to amble up the road when a door opened at the far end and two young men stepped out, talking.
“What was the name of that pub we went to last night?” the first one asked.
“The Prince Hal.”
“The food was swill, and the beer was hot. Let’s try another place tonight.”
They turned a corner and walked away.
“Americans,” Barker noted.
I turned and looked at the row of cheap flats extending from the door the young man had left to Whitekiller’s room.
“Eight doors,” I counted. “If they have two men in each of these rooms, that’s sixteen, seventeen including Whitekiller.”
“Unless there are four per room,” Barker said. “Which makes thirty-three.”
“No,” I argued. “There couldn’t be that many. If they came to take the Yellow Rose back to South America, the ship couldn’t hold more than a dozen.”
“True,” my partner replied. “But these young men are perfectly capable of boarding a liner at their leisure. They needn’t follow Mr. Whitekiller.”
“You think him their leader, then?”
“He’s more of an age with the delegation than these lads. Woodson would need a few men to perform various duties and keep an eye on us.”
“That’s possible,” I said.
“More than that, Thomas. I’m certain he is the man who rode down poor Mr. Slidell. The delegation has a public face. I suspect Whitekiller is the unseen one, and that he was personally trained by General Albert Pike.”

Once we arrived in Whitehall again, I glanced down the street to see who was watching us this time. It was the sailor with the ginger hair. However, looking north toward Trafalgar Square, I spied Enoch Whitekiller leaning against a wall. He was looking away, a hand-rolled cigarette hanging from his lips. He smiled to himself as I passed. I didn’t need to look over my shoulder to know he was following me.
Then someone bumped into us, and I heard him mutter “Charing Cross station.” It was the American Treasury agent, John Flynn. He passed us and continued on his way. Without a word, we followed after him.
I wondered if he had some news for us and whether we should tell him of our findings. Then I realized how Hesketh Pierce or Lord Rosebery would feel if we passed information to the Americans. The Jesse James book I had given to Cyrus Barker would have said “There are too many horses at this trough.”
We slipped down the stairs in the Strand and when we reached the Underground, the Guv pulled me immediately to the left in order to elude the Indian by going in the opposite direction. Eventually, we found Flynn beckoning us to a door used by staff and we stepped inside.
The American was direct. “There are no such persons as Woodson or St. Ives in our archives, which contain the rolls of Confederate soldiers. Beaufort was attached to a troop of Confederates in Mexico after the war. I have no other record of him, but some of the Texas brigades were not official soldiers in uniform. They were militia hellions playing at being soldiers. Have you learned anything else that you are willing to tell me?”
“We were on the rooftop across from the Confederates’ hotel, watching David St. Ives, when we were cornered by a man who told us his name was Boston Corbett.”
“That’s impossible,” Flynn said, frowning. “The man is dead. He was killed during a fire in Kansas.”
“Yea or nay,” Barker said. “He even had a printed card with his photograph on it. Have you got it, Thomas?”
“What did he say he was doing in London?”
I handed him the card from my pocket and handed it to him. “He believes the brigadier is John Wilkes Booth.”
That stopped him. Flynn blinked.
“Tell me you’re not making up this entire matter,” he continued. “You’ve got two dead men running about London. What’s Corbett doing with St. Ives?”
“He’s pestering the man by shooting out his windows and following him about,” Barker said. “He claims he’s trying to drive the man mad. If so, he’s succeeding.”
“Corbett may be alive,” Flynn said. “But if he is, the man’s insane. He is a hatmaker. Too much mercury inhalation put him in an asylum for years. Where is he now?”
“I don’t know,” I said. “But if you follow St. Ives, he’ll probably turn up.”
Flynn nodded. Pulling a pencil from his pocket, he scribbled some notes on the cuff of his sleeve. Then he glared at me.
“I suspect you two are pulling my leg,” he said. “Do you really think I’ll go to Robert Todd Lincoln and tell him one of the men we are looking for is John Wilkes Booth, and he’s being followed by Boston Corbett? I’d be laughed out of the Treasury Department. You’re trying to make me look incompetent.”
Abruptly, the door beside us was flung open. The Indian stood there, glaring at us. Flynn and I looked at each other to decide what to do. Barker, however, didn’t wait. He charged, but for once he was too late.
Whitekiller slammed the door in our faces, and we fell back onto the floor. By the time we struggled to our feet, he was gone. We threw the door open and ran out into the crowd in Charing Cross station, looking from side to side, searching for a tall man with long hair, running.
“There he is,” Flynn cried, pointing toward the stairwell.
I could just see the top of Whitekiller’s head. He was knocking people aside like skittles. We’d have done the same, but he was too far ahead.
We flew up the stairs, but when we reached the street, he was gone. Those long legs of his distanced him immediately, and like us, I’m certain he knew how to rid himself of people following him.
“Blast,” Barker growled.
Flynn shook his head. “We’ve been seen together.”
“Aye,” the Guv said. “Woodson is about to find out we betrayed him. Let’s split up but be careful. There may be others and they are most likely armed.”
In Whitehall Street, I looked north at Admiral Nelson on his pedestal one hundred and sixty feet in the air, a perfect spot to view Whitekiller running along, but he was nowhere to be found. We circled Trafalgar Square, disturbing the pigeons, but everything was sedate and calm apart from us. Eventually Flynn and I found each other again. He had a face like thunder.
“What a disaster,” he said. “I’ll hear about this from the embassy.”
He waved at a hansom cab. In a minute he was gone. Barker and I weren’t far from our offices. When we reached our chambers, I flung open the door, stamped into our office, and threw myself into one of the visitors’ chairs.
“We should have realized he would catch us,” the Guv said. “We underestimated him.”
“What will happen now?” I asked. “Must we withdraw from the case?”
“We will let matters play themselves out. It’s the only way, lad.”
Barker rose and I knew he was going to his smoking cabinet. He prefers to think with a pipe in his mouth.
“I’ve got something to show you, Mr. B.,” Jenkins said.
He disappeared into the outer office for a moment, returning almost immediately with a few papers.
“I found a sample of the final signature on the treaty, sirs,” he said. “The one belonging to Jubal Slidell.” He pointed to the signature on the bottom of the first paper, which he had copied with tracing paper. It was little more than a scrawl.
“This is the senator’s signature from 1861,” Jenkins continued. “From around the time the treaty was signed. However, as you can see, it does not match the signature on the treaty. In fact, it matches his signature from last week, but not from twenty-five or thirty years ago. You see, he had a stroke in 1875. He survived, but his handwriting was never the same afterward. This earlier signature is from 1864. The document I copied it from is authentic.”
Barker looked at Jenkins. “That means that Jubal Slidell did not sign the Confederates’ treaty.”
“That’s correct, Mr. B.,” Jenkins said.
“Something must have happened,” the Guv stated. “Either Jubal Slidell was out of the country for some reason at the time the document was written, or he refused to sign it, given its nature. Perhaps he understood by then that the South would lose. Then cooler heads prevailed, and it was never completed. It remained in Jefferson Davis’s hands or even Albert Pike’s. Eventually it was given to James Woodson as the new leader of the Knights of the Golden Circle.”
“That means Slidell was killed so he couldn’t be asked to verify his signature on the treaty,” I said.
“Good work, Jeremy,” the Guv rumbled. “So now we know the signature on the document was forged. The treaty was not signed by Slidell, so it is null and void.”
“That’s our ending,” I said. “They’ve caught us out, but we’ve caught them out as well. Now it’s a chess match between you and the general.”
“We are ahead, but only barely,” Barker said. “If things don’t go his way, Woodson shall upset the board.”
“They were desperate to kill a harmless old man,” I noted. “Even though he was one of their own.”
“Perhaps. But in their eyes, it had to be done if the government were to accept the treaty as genuine.” The Guv turned and regarded me solemnly. “Thomas, are you armed?”
“Yes, sir,” I said, feeling the cold steel against my back.
“I’d like you to go to the Northumberland Hotel in half an hour. Go out the back door and return the same way. I’ll go to Scotland Yard and return as well.”
“What will that accomplish?”
“It will provide two decoys for Jeremy, who will carry his findings to Downing Street.”
“Me?” our clerk bleated.
Barker nodded. “I shall write a letter to Lord Rosebery explaining everything, along with the signatures here.”
“Sir, I couldn’t go to Downing Street,” Jenkins pleaded. “I’m sure Mr. L. can go.”
“No,” the Guv argued. “You won’t have to speak to the prime minister yourself. There will be someone at the door to receive letters and parcels.”
“I’m not sure I can do it, sir. I think I’d faint.”
“You’ll do no such thing, Mr. Jenkins.”
Mr. Jenkins, he’d called him. A small measure of displeasure. A lapse of the bonhomie.
“Yes, sir,” our clerk said.
Barker turned to me. “Thomas, take a letter.”



CHAPTER 23
An hour later a note arrived for me via messenger. Barker gave me a penetrating look, or at least I assume he did. I opened the note.
Old Boy,
I’ll be having lunch at the Spaniards at noon.
Do come if you can spare the time.
St. Ives
“It’s the brigadier,” I said, turning toward the Guv. “He wants to meet me at the Spaniards public house.”
Cyrus Barker leaned back in his chair and put his feet up on the corner of his desk. He kept a small coaster there so as not to scratch the surface. It was the only informal act that he did regularly, but I suspect it helped him think.
“I see,” he said. “The question is, has Whitekiller had a chance to tell him that we’ve been seen with Flynn.”
“Based on past experience, he doesn’t spend every moment with the delegation. It’s possible he doesn’t know yet.”
“He has revealed one or two things about their plans before,” the Guv answered. “Though whether that was intentional or due to his drug-addled brain, I’m not certain.”
“I’ve never seen one man consume so many dangerous substances, and in such large quantities,” I remarked. “Did I tell you he wears a small vial of strychnine on a chain about his neck?”
“You did,” Barker said. “Woodson and Beaufort are circumspect but plainspoken. Whatever they say is a lie or the truth, but you can understand what they are saying. Mr. St. Ives is an enigma. His conversations careen about. I can barely communicate with the fellow, but you seem to understand him. He likes you, but that doesn’t mean he trusts you. You shouldn’t trust him, either. Do you still have your Webley?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Take two,” he cautioned. “You don’t want to be caught out.”
I took a cab to the old Spaniards Inn. It was once a favorite public house of Keats and Shelley, and before them, that old highwayman Dick Turpin. I’m sure St. Ives couldn’t resist the reputation. I had never been there before, but I knew it was one of the oldest pubs in London. The smell of fresh hops and a grilling cutlet greeted me when I entered the premises. My eyes had to adjust to the dark interior, and I looked about the room. When I saw the brigadier, he was tucking into a grilled kidney and some buttered sprouts. He was half through his meal when I arrived and eating with gusto. I sat and waved for coffee.
“I assume you put away several drinks again last night,” I said.
“Of course,” he answered, as if the act was logical and necessary.
I shook my head. “Yet, you sit here calmly working your way through a meal that would choke a ploughman.”
He speared a sprout with his fork.
“I am blessed with a cast-iron constitution,” he boasted.
“I admire that,” I admitted. “I could have used one once or twice in the line of my work. Have you heard anything from the prime minister regarding the treaty?”
“We have,” he answered, nodding. “Your government sent a rather churlish note this morning. The general is very put out. He has decisions to make. I slipped out before the thundering sounded.”
I breathed a sigh of relief. That meant that St. Ives did not yet know that Barker and I had been working with John Flynn of the Treasury Department. It also meant that the government had not answered their demands to their satisfaction before Lord Rosebery received Barker’s note sent just an hour before.
“Forgive me, but you put a lot of faith in General Woodson,” I said. “Yet he told me he was just an uneducated farmer.”
“The war was his education,” St. Ives stated. “He began as a bushwhacker and worked his way to being a marauder not only in his native state, but across much of the country. He had a merry band who would do anything he asked, a veritable Robin Hood. He still does, in fact. We are loyal to him. The entire fate of our nation is in his hands.”
“General Pike must have trusted him to pass on the leadership of the Knights of the Golden Circle,” I remarked. “I must make a confession to you, sir. I am a consumer of American dime novels, particularly those that describe the West: Bill Cody, ‘Wild Bill’ Hickock, and the immortal Jesse Woodson James.”
“Heroes, all,” St. Ives said, taking a swig of his ale.
“Speaking of gunmen,” I said. “I happened to meet one the other day, a curiosity calling himself Corbett.”
The brigadier paused with a morsel in front of him before downing it whole. “Is he still about? I thought I left that rascal in Tupelo.”
I shrugged. “The man tells quite a tale.”
“Ha!” St. Ives said, swallowing the last of his ale.
“The man actually claims you are John Wilkes Booth.”
“I’ve heard that drivel from him a dozen times,” he replied. “Pay no attention to him. The man is a lunatic.”
“Is he honestly Boston Corbett?”
“He may be, but I cannot understand why he believes that I am Booth, when Corbett shot the man himself.”
“It must be terrifying to be followed about by a madman.”
“One can grow bored with anything,” the brigadier said. “He’s followed me all over the Americas. Once he tried to assassinate me at a theater performance in Rio de Janeiro. It nearly ruined a performance of Othello, as I recall. ‘No way but this, killing myself, to die upon a kiss.’”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“He isn’t trying to kill me,” St. Ives replied. “He’s trying to convince me to kill myself.”
“Why?” I asked.
St. Ives shrugged. “As I said, the man is mad. He is also a religious fanatic. I understand he immolated himself in a paroxysm of religious fervor. I am what is called an idée fixe.”
“But where does he get the money to follow you about?” I asked.
“I have no idea,” he admitted. “He has written an article or two about Mr. Booth being alive, which was published in the gutter press, of course. It merely got poor Boston run out of town on a rail.”
“They put him on a train?”
“No, they hog-tied him to a rail and carried him out into the wilderness. Somehow, he managed to cut himself loose. He’ll take a shot at me now and again, but I believe he misses intentionally. I’ve heard he is an excellent marksman, a true sniper. He can pip an ace at a hundred yards.”
I took that in for a moment. What a life this fellow leads, I thought. I would not have it for my weight in gold.
St. Ives raised a hand, then asked the publican for two brandy glasses. He reached into his pocket and retrieved a flask. When the glasses arrived, he poured the amber-colored liquid into both of them, then tapped the rim of his to mine, though it was still on the table. He swallowed down the brandy.
“You are a scoundrel, sir, making me like you so much,” he said. “You have played me ill and no doubt been relaying every word I’ve said to Mr. Barker. I can only forgive you based upon the fact that I am a bigger scoundrel than you and have had many more years of practice.” He set the drained cup down. “My compliments to your lovely wife. I must leave you now. I have work in São Paulo I have been neglecting. Goodbye, Mr. Llewelyn. Very kind of you to treat me to lunch.”
He shook my hand and strode out the door. I have met many men during my life: famous men, accomplished men, witty and intelligent men, and dangerous men. But in David St. Ives, I met all in one.
As predicted, I told Cyrus Barker all that was said at the lunch.
He nodded his head. “You understand, lad, that it was more than a mere leave-taking that he was giving you.”
“Yes, sir,” I answered. “It was a warning. ‘Let slip the dogs of war.’”
My partner nodded. “Let us make certain they aren’t loosed after us.”

A short while later, I felt the slight shift in air that marked the front door of our offices opening. There was a murmur of voices, and then Jenkins entered without his tray.
“There’s a woman asking to speak to you, sir.”
“Then show her in,” the Guv stated.
The woman came to the door of our chambers and we both rose to our feet. It was Mrs. Bella Boyd. I had forgotten her after the night of the ball, but she must have been part of this enterprise from the beginning.
“My good madam,” Barker said, which she certainly was not. However, my partner will always observe the proprieties. “Won’t you have a seat?”
“There are those two handsome gentlemen, who stole my heart and then cruelly walked away,” she said.
“Our apologies,” Barker replied. “We were escorting our companions.”
She planted the tip of her parasol in the thick of the carpet in front of Barker’s desk, then lowered herself into a visitor’s chair. The daylight revealed a few lines around her eyes that I had not noticed on the evening of the ball. Her hair was too auburn to be natural.
“Mr. Llewelyn, how is your lovely little wife?” she asked.
“We’ve had some good news in our house,” I replied. “We’re going to have a baby.”
“Why, I am pleased to hear it,” she said, smiling. “I hope she remains in good health. Is it your first?”
“It is,” I answered, feeling incredibly proud. I’m sure that has never happened to a new father before.
“My sincerest congratulations.” She turned to the Guv. “And Mr. Barker, I had long hoped to make Lady Ashleigh’s acquaintance. She was quite the handsomest woman in the room of mature years.”
My partner ignored the remark. “I am certain that position would be taken by you.”
He felt no such thing, of course, but the two were fencing with words.
Bella Boyd broke out in a laugh, a full laugh instead of the appropriate titter. “I did not expect so rough-hewn a man to be so gallant,” she said. “But then, you are full of surprises.”
“They are my stock-in-trade, madam,” the Guv rumbled.
“Clever, Mr. Barker,” she conceded.
“Have you spoken to General Woodson recently?” Barker asked.
“Not a half hour ago,” she answered. “He sends his compliments.”
She smiled. The woman was sly, I told myself. Dangerous to a fault around any man. She considered herself a Southern patriot, and we were the potential enemy. I ventured she had a pistol in her reticule and if not, a dagger.
“Would you like some tea?” Barker asked. I imagine it was Philippa who taught him the niceties of society.
“Oh, no, sir,” she said. “You needn’t bother. I’m not going to stay long. The general gave me a letter to deliver to you since I was passing.”
“We’ve never had so genteel a messenger.”
She opened her reticule and removed an envelope, setting it on the edge of his desk. She pushed it as far as she could and then Barker took it.
He lifted it, weighed it in his open palm, even shook it. We’d been menaced twice by ricin—derived from castor beans, ricin can kill a man in days. The little I experienced of it was terrifying.
Barker reached for the stiletto. It had once been used to kill a man, and, as he told me, he was rehabilitating it. He sliced across the top of the envelope as if through butter and looked inside, but I saw no letter from where I sat. He turned the envelope over and some sort of black seeds fell onto his blotter. He opened the envelope wider and saw something written inside the envelope flap. It said “KKK.”
Mrs. Boyd blanched. Then her face began to color, and her hand went to the necklace at her throat. She plucked at her lace collar as if it were choking her.
“Mr. Barker!” she cried. “I honestly had no idea. If I had known these were in the envelope, I would have refused to bring it to you. He handed it to me as if it were a harmless and casual matter. I assumed the general was inviting you to dinner!”
“What kind of seeds are these?” Barker asked, lifting one and examining it.
“They are watermelon seeds, sir.”
“And the letters, ‘KKK’?” he asked, though I knew he was familiar with them.
“They are the military arm of the Knights of the Golden Circle. It stands for Ku Klux Klan. They are killers, sir, who will not allow anyone to stand in their way. Many men have been found hanged or shot for ignoring this warning.”
“Interesting,” Barker said, as if we were discussing an article in that morning’s edition of The Times.
“They’re dangerous, sir,” she continued. “You have no idea how dangerous. I would rather face a cottonmouth snake than receive this chilling warning.”
He pushed the seeds about with his fingers. They were large, black, and flat. They could not be easily felt inside a thick envelope.
Our guest sat, shaking. After a moment, she spoke.
“Please, Mr. Barker, do not think ill of me,” she said. “I did not come intending to issue a threat. I have only done what the general requested. Sir, these men mean to kill you both! What’ve you done to have stirred up his wrath?”
“My duty, Mrs. Boyd,” Cyrus Barker replied. “I have been working for my own government, who will not submit to the threats of a secret society that may, for all I know, not even exist. I suspect General Woodson, no, Mr. Woodson, is nothing more than a confidence trickster, and this scheme one of a dozen common methods of extorting money from other governments.”
She leaned forward and put her hand on the edge of his desk. “No, Mr. Barker, this organization is real, and they mean you harm. They are violent men. I have seen white men shot and Negroes hung as a warning to others. I know it! I have seen them!”
My partner frowned and concentrated his gaze upon our visitor. True, it was from behind black-lensed spectacles, but the force was there.
“How many, Mrs. Boyd?” he asked. “How many men does Woodson have in London?”
“How many?” she asked. “Twenty at least. Twenty against the two of you!”
Barker gave a cruel smile. “We prefer such odds, do we not, Mr. Llewelyn?”
“We do,” I stated, with some hidden trepidation.
Barker opened the center drawer of his desk and took out a pen. He dipped it, and began to write on the envelope:
General James Woodson
Holborn Hotel
He dried the words with his wooden blotter. Then he flipped the envelope and wrote on the flap.
I’ ll see you in Hell.
Cyrus Barker
Bella Boyd gasped when she saw what he had written.
“Sir, please!” she said, raising her voice. “Don’t do this! You are in mortal peril!”
“Tell him I will not accept his puny threats. Tell him I consider him a boaster and a coward. Ask him if he will meet me on the battlefield like a man or merely spit watermelon seeds at me like a child.”
The woman covered her ears. “I won’t! I can’t!”
He put the seeds in the envelope and folded the corner of the flap inside it.
“Take this back to the general, Mrs. Boyd, with my compliments.”
Mrs. Boyd tucked the envelope into her bag and fled. She could take no more. We sat in silence for a few minutes.
“Those were brave words,” I finally ventured.
He laughed, a grating sound. “Aren’t they, though? At least they’ll get the man’s attention.”
“Should I warn Hesketh Pierce?”
“Probably.”
“You’re putting us all in danger, you know.”
“No doubt,” he agreed.
“That was a bit bold, calling him a coward.”
“He’s been dragging his feet too long,” the Guv said. “We haven’t got all month. I have chrysanthemums to plant in the garden.”
I shook my head and reached for the telephone set. Whoever threatens Cyrus Barker reaps the whirlwind, especially if it interferes with the spring plantings.



CHAPTER 24
We returned to Barker’s home in Newington promptly at six, according to our customary schedule. The Guv took Harm out into the garden and threw a rubber ball about until supper. We dined on pheasant, glazed carrots, wafer potatoes, rice and apple cake, and cucumber salad, served with coffee. I’d have thought it just another evening if it weren’t for two facts. Mac was looking concerned, and Barker does not usually have coffee in the evening. The latter was particularly strong.
“What is our plan for tonight?” I asked.
“We are going to the address in Richmond Road that we found in Whitekiller’s room,” he said.
“Do you have any idea what we will be facing?”
“I suspect it’s some sort of trap. If Woodson is involved, something has been meticulously planned. If St. Ives is involved, it will be flamboyant and theatrical. And Beaufort’s part will make it as deadly and violent as possible.”
“Have you still got the address from Whitekiller’s flat?”
He retrieved it from his suit pocket and passed it to me.
“Canal Road,” I read. “That’s in Mile End Town. At the time this was written, they didn’t know we would find it. Maybe they’ve changed their plans.”
“Perhaps, lad, but it’s all we have to work with at the moment.”
I called Rebecca after dinner, and we talked for ten minutes. She had already begun transforming the bedroom across from ours into a nursery. I suspected it would be an expensive undertaking, but it was in my best interest to not even ask for an estimate. Meanwhile, I was drinking coffee as strong as a bull elephant and as hot as Hades in the Shades public house. I didn’t say a word about the possibility that I might not be coming home that night, or ever. It would only upset her, and I didn’t want that.
At nine o’clock, Barker and I set out. He had insisted we don our leather long coats that had lead plates sewn into the breast and he was carrying something in a flat case. He held it against his chest as if it was something important. When we found a cab in Newington Causeway and climbed aboard, I picked up another clue. Something clanked in his pocket, and I saw a bulge there.
“I assume you’ve brought your Webleys, lad?” the Guv asked.
“Of course.”
“Good.” He had a list in his head and was ticking it off, item by item.
We found the street in Mile End. The area was more industrial than commercial. There was a farrier’s shop, a company that sold lead pipes, and a warehouse. Number 34 had once been a maker of valves but there was a to-let sign in a window and it appeared abandoned. The street was as dark as a tomb, save for a lone streetlamp a hundred feet or more away, which only gave the area a darker aspect. Barker stepped down and paid the cabman.
“Open it,” Barker said, handing the case to me.
I bent over and did so.
“A brace of sawn-down shotguns,” I said.
“Aye,” he replied. “Be careful. They are loaded.”
Barker and I went around to the back door. When he had unlocked the door with a skeleton key, we stepped inside. The warehouse was dark, but someone could have still been inside.
“Look around,” Cyrus Barker murmured. “Sing out if you see or hear anything.”
He began to reconnoiter the building. In the near pitch-darkness, I made out a ceiling of rafters and a first floor above us. It was half the width of the building, and it had no rail, like a stable. There were large crates stacked across it.
Abruptly, the Guv struck a match and produced a cigar. I wanted to warn him he could be seen by the little coal at the end, but I assumed he knew what he was about. We heard a sound then, and we both stepped behind a crate. I heard horses and low voices outside. The door burst open then and several men rode into the building on horseback. There were six of them, six ghastly spectral figures carrying flaming torches. They were garbed in silken robes that the fire reflected, forming weird shapes on the walls. They wore cone-shaped hoods with dark holes that shrouded their eyes, which were encircled by red fabric. Wordlessly, with no sound but the nervous whinny of a horse, they trotted over to the center of the room and formed a circle.
“All right, Hughes,” one of them said, pulling a rope from his saddle. He tied the end and threw it up over a rafter above him. It was a noose. My partner set his shotgun behind one of the crates and stepped out to the left. I did the same to the right. We were outnumbered three to one. I tried not to think about it.
“Drop your pistols!” the first man ordered.
Barker looked defiant, but he reached into his pocket, retrieved his pistols, and dropped them on the ground. I tossed mine into the dirt, as well. One of the hooded men made us open our coats to show we were unarmed. Another gave a low whistle and from out of the darkness there came two more figures on horseback, these without torches. One wore a red-colored robe, which looked afire by the light of the torches. The other was a man in evening kit with a sash, his arms tied behind him and a sack thrown over his head.
I stared at the man in red who was obviously the leader. His mask was rimmed in black around the eyes and there was stitching on the face which formed the shape of a mustache and beard. I recognized both. The mask was a caricatured version of Zebedee Beaufort’s features.
Beaufort led the second man to the center of the room with the other hooded figures.
“Take it off,” he ordered.
One of the men reached across his saddle and ripped off the sack covering the man’s head. I did my best not to gasp. It was Robert Todd Lincoln.
I glanced up at the rafters at the noose, which hung like the death sentence it was.
“Mr. Lincoln is here to get his neck stretched,” one of the men said, laughing. He too sounded young. I imagined most of Woodson’s followers were little more than youths, anxious to please their leader, worshippers of a long-dead cause.
The leader pulled a scroll from under his robes and unrolled it, lifting it like a town crier. He cleared his throat and spoke.
“Robert Todd Lincoln, you are charged with crimes against the Golden Circle of the Confederacy. You are a traitor and the son of a traitor. You have carried on your father’s infamous legacy and have done all that could be done to defame and destroy our beloved country. You, sir, have been weighed in the scales of justice and been found wanting. Your punishment will be death by hanging.”
Lincoln was gagged but it didn’t stop him from expressing what he thought of these men. His face grew red and the muffled voice louder. He was defiant and unafraid. His father had given his life for his country, and if necessary, he would, too.
The noose was tightened around his throat with the knot behind one ear. Then slowly, the horseman who held the other end of the rope began to back away. The rope grew taut over the rafter beam, until Lincoln was forced to stand in his saddle in order to breathe.
Then I realized the voice I heard was not Beaufort’s. The costume might have belonged to the colonel, but the man inside it was someone else. However, the point was moot. The leader shot his pistol into the air and Lincoln was pulled from his horse. Then hell broke loose.
Smoke suddenly billowed from everywhere, explosions coming from somewhere in the warehouse. Men were yelling, guns fired into the air. The horses threw their riders and reared. There was a sudden sound like a clap of thunder, and something brushed past my shoulder. It was buckshot. Somehow, Barker had gotten to his shotgun. I ran for mine and started firing into the crowd. A horse ran by, dragging a cloaked rider behind him with two of the Guv’s patented throwing coins in his back.
Lincoln was being hoisted over our heads by the rope. I followed the line of sight to a man up on a loft, about to tie his end of the rope to a post. I didn’t hesitate. I shot him in the back, watching as he fell from the loft.
Abruptly, the rope released the ambassador and he fell heavily to the ground. At that moment, a squad of men ran inside, armed with rifles. They were hussars, dressed in red jackets with bearskin hats. Someone thumped me in the chest.
“Good shot, Thomas!” Hesketh Pierce said.
The hussars were firing, and there was chaos as the horses reared and ran out of the building.
Then silence reigned in the warehouse again. The dirt floor was littered with bodies.
“Are you well, Thomas?” I heard Barker call.
“I am,” I answered.
“Good lad.”
Pierce helped Lincoln to his feet. At least four robed men lay dead, and two others were arrested, their hoods removed. None of them were more than twenty years old. Barker knelt beside the man in the red robe and pulled off his hood with the image of Beaufort’s face. It was the Indian, Whitekiller. We had been tricked.
I saw then that Barker was not unscathed. He was bleeding from his left shoulder.
“By god, Barker, that was close,” Lincoln rasped.
“Aye, it was, sir.”
“You’ve been stabbed,” the ambassador said, waving over one of the guards. “We must do something about it.”
“How did you get here?” Barker asked, as the guard came over to inspect his injury.
“I was on the balcony of the embassy,” Lincoln said. “We were having a reception. A group of men came up and said there would be an attempt on my life and told me I needed to go with them for my protection. I should have known better!”
“How is your throat, Mr. Lincoln?” the Guv asked.
The ambassador put a hand to his collar. “It hurts like blazes, but we’ll discuss this later. I must get back to the embassy for now and you must get to a doctor.”
Barker nodded.
“Thank you, sir,” Lincoln said. “I’d be dead now if you hadn’t been here.”
Pierce led Lincoln to a carriage. I had compared this man with his spade beard and ample waistline to his tall, rawboned father. One could not find two men so singularly dissimilar physically, but it appeared their dedication to the good of their country was one and the same.
“We’ll get the ambassador back to the embassy and get a cab for you,” Pierce told Barker. “You need a doctor.”
The London Fire Brigade arrived at that moment. Part of the roof had caught fire, thanks to a dropped torch, but it was quickly extinguished by the hose and pumper. Soldiers carried bodies out of the warehouse, including the Indian. Shredded paper was everywhere, which I recognized was from firecrackers. They had been used, I realized then, to frighten the horses. The debris of smoke bombs were scattered about the room. Several of Barker’s sharpened pennies were glistening on the floor, some slick with blood.
“Can you make it to a cab, sir?” I asked the Guv.
He nodded. Pierce and I helped him into a vehicle and the driver pointed at us.
“Don’t get blood all over my cab!”
Barker settled into the seat the best he could.
“I expected we’d be dealing with Woodson and Beaufort,” he said, frustrated.
“We’ll find them, sir,” I said. “The important thing is that you saved the ambassador.”
“Aye, but I didn’t count on him being there. I had no idea he had been kidnapped from the embassy.”
“I’d like to know what’s become of Woodson and his men.”
“We should see whether they have vacated the Holborn Hotel,” Barker rumbled.
“Lord Benham might have some information,” I said. “Or perhaps Bella Boyd. We could question them in the morning.”
Barker leaned back in the cab and slowly exhaled like a balloon leaking air. He did not speak for the rest of the journey. When we reached Lion Street, the cabman helped me carry him to the parlor and lay him on a sofa. I could think of a half dozen times I had convalesced there. It was his turn now.



CHAPTER 25
Although the wound was bleeding, he was still wearing his coat. He wouldn’t let me remove it, but told Mac to call a doctor, though it was past eleven. Then he had me choose a book for him from the library while we waited. I chose the Jesse James book. It was near doggerel, I knew, but might be helpful, nonetheless. The Guv sat with one leg over the other, the book in his hand, a lamp at his elbow, and read. I wondered what had become of the knife.
Close to an hour later, Dr. Nelson arrived. We’d only known him for a year or so. Barker had retained his services after the death of our former physician, Dr. Applegate, under unusual circumstances. Like the former, Applegate had come in the middle of the night, not for the money, though there was plenty of that, but for whatever had occurred that could be written into an article in The Lancet.
“You’ve been stabbed,” the doctor exclaimed when Mac took his hat and coat. He sat in a chair across from Barker, pulling the coat back from his shoulder and inspecting the wound closely. Eventually, he spoke.
“You’re lucky, sir,” he said. “This could have been much worse. The fellow who stabbed you managed to miss the tendons in your shoulder.”
“He didn’t stab me,” the Guv answered. “He threw the knife from across the room.”
“Blimey!” Dr. Nelson said, opening his medical bag. “You do lead an eventful life, don’t you? I’ll have to stitch it. And after I sew your arm, I’ll mend your coat. Mr. Llewelyn, help me remove it.”
The two of us carefully pulled off the heavy leather coat, trying not to cause Barker any more pain. The sleeve was bloody from the dripping wound. As I set the coat aside, Dr. Nelson removed the Guv’s shirt and then handed me some gauze to hold against the wound, while he cleaned and examined the area more closely. When he had finished, he took out his needle and thread from his kit bag.
“Be sure to take it easy for a bit,” he said to his patient. “I would not do any strenuous exercises for at least two weeks.”
“Two weeks!” the Guv rumbled. “I’ve got cases to solve!”
“Then perhaps you should take easier cases for a while,” the doctor advised. “Ones that don’t involve having knives thrown at you. Are you going to have me use that beastly Asian medicine that you had me use last time?”
“I am,” the Guv declared, as if ready for an argument.
“May I have the formula for it?” Nelson asked. “I need to examine it more closely if I am going to prescribe it for you.”
“Absolutely not,” Barker insisted. “That formula belongs to an Asian doctor who gave it to me knowing I was leaving China. It’s a secret concoction that has been in his family for five generations. I don’t have his permission to share it with you.”
Dr. Nelson eyed him carefully. “You are a stubborn man, Mr. Barker.”
“I am,” the Guv said archly. “That’s why you are well paid, Doctor. I didn’t promise it would be easy.”
The man stitched Barker’s shoulder and then the leather coat, as he had promised. He sniffed at the folk medicine and turned up his nose, and then set it down abruptly.
“What is the matter?” asked Barker.
“There’s a snake head in this jar!”
“It is a necessary ingredient of this salve,” my partner replied. “Be glad you didn’t have to be the one who made it.”
Dr. Nelson shook his head but took up the medicine and began to paint the dark liquid on the wound. I could see he still had reservations, but he held his tongue and did as Cyrus Barker requested.
“I want to see how this is healing in a couple of days,” he said. “I want to make sure we don’t have to amputate your arm because of this toxic native brew.”
He shook his head at me as he put on his coat and packed his bag once more.
“Thank you, Doctor,” I told him when I walked him to the door.
“Keep an eye on him,” he replied.
“I always do.” I closed the door behind him and went back into the parlor. “Shall I help you upstairs, sir?”
“I think I’ll stay here for the night, Thomas,” he replied. “I have a book to help if I can’t sleep.”
“I’ll get a blanket for you.”
After the Guv was settled in, I went to my own bed upstairs. Rebecca was at the house in Camomile Street, and it seemed particularly silent in the empty room. I called her on the telephone set to say I was staying in Lion Street for the night and, afterward, I lay staring at the ceiling, thinking of what had happened that night.
We had no idea when we had picked the lock of the warehouse in Canal Road what would happen. The fact that the Confederates were going to hang the United States ambassador had not occurred to us. It was a good thing that Barker was prepared for whatever might occur. Who would have thought that a pocketful of firecrackers would foil an attempt at murder? The government had never expected the likes of the Ku Klux Klan to stage a hanging on English soil. It was hard to believe such a thing had even happened.
The next morning, I awoke to the annoying sound of the telephone set jangling in the hall. Was the telephone company incapable of creating a soothing tone that could calm the nerves rather than set one’s teeth on edge, I wondered? I lifted the receiver, made some sort of acknowledgment, received some information in return, and memorized it without even fully comprehending it. Then I hung the receiver back on the hook and shuffled into the parlor where Barker was sitting, propped on a pillow. All of these were accomplished goals, save for the comprehension part.
Barker leaned forward, adjusting his spectacles on his nose.
“What is the news?” he demanded.
“The Yellow Rose has been stolen from the Royal Navy Dockyards,” I reported. “It is assumed the Confederate delegation has taken it and they are heading due west toward the United States. Three sailors are dead, another four injured. The fastest ships in the navy are preparing to leave the dockyards in pursuit.”
Barker frowned. He winced when he moved his arm.
“Damn and blast,” he said irritably, not that I could blame him. “Who placed the call to let us know?”
“Hesketh Pierce.”
“We have failed,” Barker rumbled. “If we had realized what they were intending to do, we might have stopped them.”
“We weren’t hired to stop them, sir,” I reminded him. “Lord Rosebery hired us merely to watch them and report on their actions as necessary. It was Pierce’s duty to arrest them. Not even his, really, since they are not British citizens. Perhaps we should not have involved ourselves in this matter at all.”
“Still,” he said.
Barker leaned gingerly back against the sofa. His shoulder was surely swollen and throbbing by now. I went to chip off a piece of ice in the kitchen, wrapping it in a towel and handing it to him.
He took it and held it to his shoulder. “West, you say?”
“So Pierce claims,” I answered.
“Straight toward North America?”
“That’s what they believe.”
I’d been leaning against the doorframe. Before he could comment on it, I came in and sat in a chair next to him.
“You’ve been on the Yellow Rose,” he remarked. “It’s a steam vessel. It requires coal. Considering the fact that it is three thousand miles or more between London and New York, these gentlemen have a problem.”
“It’s even farther if they’re going to the West Indies,” I added. “I don’t want to think of the distance they’d have to cover to get to Brazil.”
“Certainly not on the small amount of coal that one could carry in such a small vessel,” the Guv observed. “Think about it, lad. It would barely get them to Ireland. This was not an impulsive act by these men. They must have arranged to have a coal ship or freighter waiting somewhere nearby.”
“What can we do?” I asked.
The front door opened, and Etienne came inside, closing it behind him. He took one look at us sitting in the parlor and frowned. Barker’s arm was bandaged and neither of us were ever up before he arrived in the mornings. He was used to having the lower floor of the house to himself. All the commotion woke Mac, and he came into the front room, too.
“How are you this morning, sir?” he asked.
The Guv was still dressed in his clothing from the day before. “Better, thank you. Perhaps you could help me upstairs and assist me in getting ready. Thomas and I are going to have a busy day.”
“Are we going to the navy yards?” I asked.
“Perhaps,” the Guv said. “I doubt it shall do much for our reputation, but if the prime minister asks, I’d like to be seen doing something.”
“If we’re allowed on the premises,” I added. “We were seen at the dockyards in the company of the very men who stole the Yellow Rose. They’ll remember us, not to mention the Osprey.”
“Aye,” he remarked, nodding. “We haven’t exactly covered ourselves in glory, have we, Mr. Llewelyn?”
“How did they get out of the Holborn Hotel without being observed in the first place?” I asked. “There must be Home Office lads watching every inch of the place.”
“We’ll learn that later, I am certain,” he answered. “It’s possible they used some of the younger men to create a diversion. Let’s hurry and try to reach Portsmouth on the morning express west.”
Mac helped the Guv upstairs and I went to my room to get ready. My first duty was to cut my chin, which I did successfully. Then I nearly tripped over my braces while changing. My tie refused to knot properly, and I stumbled coming down the stair. That is why I’ve always preferred to awaken at a decent hour.
When I was ready, I went into the kitchen. Etienne Dummolard was pouring coffee and handed it to me.
“Merci,” I said.
Barker came in a minute later with his arm in a sling. Mac had insisted. Soon two plates of eggs were placed before us. Barker and I glanced at each other.
We had a train to catch, but we couldn’t bolt the food. It was prepared by a famous chef and was studded with truffles unearthed by pigs in the Périgord region of France. It would be a gross insult to our cook, who had an infamous temper. If he quit, it would take weeks to coax him back again. I needn’t say the eggs were sublime. One wouldn’t sully them with toast. Nor would one drown this masterpiece with coffee. Etienne leaned against the stove, scowling as he watched us eat.
“You’re bleeding,” Barker noted, looking at my chin.
The telephone rang again. We all looked at one another. The call could be nothing. On the other hand, it could also be everything. I wondered if I dared incur Dummolard’s wrath by answering it. Lesser men have died.
“I’ll answer it,” Barker said, rising. He’d finished the last bite of his eggs.
That’s it, I thought. Let the Guv answer it. He and Dummolard had a bond. After all, the call might be nothing.
I heard my partner rumble into the telephone set in the hall, but I could not make out his side of the conversation. I was listening and then realized I was not eating, so I turned my attention to my plate. Barker returned a minute or two later. He sat and sipped his coffee, appearing as calm as usual, as if the call had been of no consequence.
“Well?” I finally asked. “What is it?”
“That was Pierce again,” he replied. “An express train traveling from London to Manchester was purposely derailed this morning near Telford by several men on horseback wearing neckerchiefs on their faces. They blew off the door of the Royal Mail car, killing both guards. Then they broke open the safe inside and stole a shipment of gold American eagle coins, before they escaped.”
“How much was the shipment worth?” I asked, afraid to hear the answer.
“The Home Office doesn’t know yet,” Barker said. “But however much it was worth, the five hundred pounds in British notes left behind was inconsequential.”
I shook my head in disbelief. “It must have been an incredible sum of money. I suppose they wouldn’t need British pounds where they are going. I’d ask if they were sure it was the Confederates, but it had to have been, not only from the money they stole, but the way that they stole it.”
“That’s exactly the method the bandits used in the book I was reading last night,” he replied. “Pierce said these men wore their pistols in holsters about their waists and carried rifles.”
“It is a standard American train robbery,” I explained. “I’ve read about it in detail. First, they damage the tracks, then derail the train, hold the crew at gunpoint, blow the safe, and steal its contents. They often rob the passengers, as well, but it looks as if they were in a hurry.”
“As are we.” Barker looked at our chef. “Etienne, you’ve outdone yourself. Thomas, let us be off.”
Often a cab will pass by Lion Street of a morning. Barker has a reputation as a fine tipper, sometimes even doubling the fare if he is in a hurry. One was passing when we left the house and stopped in front of us. I helped my partner into the cab and climbed aboard.
“Euston station,” I called to the driver, after we were seated and rolling west. I turned to the Guv. “They’ll have gone to Manchester.”
“No, not Manchester,” Barker argued. “That’s inland. They’re going to Liverpool, the closest port. They are leaving the country this morning.”
“Where will they meet the ship?” I asked. “Do you suppose they’ll try to steal a coal freighter? They can’t cross the Atlantic without it.”
“That may very well be their intention,” Barker said. “The government anticipates that the ironclad will head due west, but I don’t believe it for a moment. It’s cruising north on the Irish Sea between Ireland and England as we speak. It’s also possible that the freighter, if there is one, already left Liverpool yesterday and will be awaiting the Yellow Rose’s arrival out in the shipping lanes.”
“That’s an incredible plan,” I said. “How did you think of it?”
“It’s what I would have done,” he replied. “Woodson is proving to be a canny leader. Last night was the attack on us in the warehouse and the attempt on Lincoln’s life, then there was the theft of the Yellow Rose at the Royal Navy Dockyards, almost simultaneously with the train robbery. That’s why they needed so many men. Woodson has split his little private army into thirds.”
“I can’t believe Woodson had three plans occurring simultaneously,” I said, as we jogged along the cobblestones. “We never saw the like.”
“There were four, lad,” Barker said. “The knife was intended to kill me or slow me down enough to let them escape today. I don’t believe the late Mr. Whitekiller did anything randomly. He was acting on the orders of his commanding officer. He knew exactly what he was doing. If I’d moved one step to the left, you’d be planning my funeral this morning.”
The cab horse slowed as we reached Paddington station and our wheels skidded to a stop. A sign had been posted to warn passengers that one railway line was blocked and a second delayed due to the accident. It was just as Barker predicted.
“What do we do now?” I asked.
“Where is a railway map, lad?” Barker said, looking around the crowded platform where people all around us were scurrying about to their destinations.
“On the wall behind you, sir,” I told him.
We made our way through the busy crowd and studied the map.
“Here is Euston,” he said, pointing. “And over here is Liverpool and the docks. This spot near the middle is where the wreck occurred, which means that the line is either not open due to damage to the track or it has been slowed considerably. This line here will take up much of the passenger traffic going to Liverpool and Manchester. It will be slow, as well. Our chances of reaching Liverpool in time are negligible, but we must try. We cannot sit about on our hands and do nothing. It’s a quarter past six. Let’s find our train immediately.”
I purchased what may have been the last tickets available via the second line. Barker was looking grim, but I couldn’t tell whether it was the fact that he was in pain or if he was upset about the escape of Woodson and the loss of the Yellow Rose. He grunted when he climbed the steps to the first-class compartment. I made certain not to jostle his shoulder.
“Do you think we’ll be there in time?” I asked.
“We’ve done all we can,” he replied. “The rest is in God’s hands now.”



CHAPTER 26
I love railways. I’ve always marveled at the size and beauty of the Great Hall at Euston station, as well. The London and North Western Railway was legendary among the railway companies with its green-liveried engines which crisscross much of England and Scotland. I especially enjoy when the engines and coaches reach the grand speed of sixty miles an hour and the scenery flashes by.
Not this time, however. Barker was still in pain, and I was trying to make him comfortable. It wasn’t easy, particularly in a rocking railway car. If one coddles him in any way, he considers it an attack upon his masculinity.
“This may do us little good, I fear,” Barker grumbled. “We aren’t on the line where the train was stopped, so we can’t know for certain where they are headed.”
“They must be going to a port to rendezvous with the coal vessel,” I said, watching the hills to my right rise and fall.
“The ironclad cannot simply dock in Liverpool without a by-your-leave, Thomas. It is a stolen vessel. If the navy is sharp, they will have closed the port and set up sentinels to watch the Irish Sea, as a precaution.”
“You said the navy will assume the ironclad was heading due west into the ocean, rather than north through the shipping lanes,” I pointed out.
“And I still believe they will,” Barker answered. “But they are also thorough. They would blockade the harbor just in case.”
“Sir, there are only two of us and we may not find them,” I told my partner. “We have to be prepared to accept that they may elude us. We don’t have the Osprey and even if we did, I doubt we could keep up with a blockade runner.”
I tried to imagine chasing across the Irish Sea in pursuit of a battleship. Barker may boast, but I had no illusions that we could have accomplished such a feat. The Guv went silent for a while, and I sat back with my own thoughts. Would I be able to leave London at a moment’s notice after the baby arrived? Would Rebecca be as sanguine about the situation as she seemed to be now? However, as Cyrus Barker would say, all would be revealed in the fullness of time.
The Guv sat and frowned, looking impatient when the express made a scheduled stop. It seemed that all the passengers took an inordinate amount of time gathering their possessions and making their way off the platform as if they had all the time in the world. They had no idea at that moment what the government of Britain was facing. In truth, however, we made good time, despite the slow in traffic due to the closed line. I knew that soon everything would be up and running again. A removed rail would not take more than an hour or two to repair.
“What are you thinking?” Barker asked.
“About Woodson, sir,” I said. “Imagine the devastation if an express traveling at sixty miles an hour hit a loose piece of track. It would be a major tragedy. How could one be so cruel as to risk killing dozens, or even hundreds of people, merely to escape with a ship?”
“These men are at war,” he replied. “And they expect to have casualties. They have one thing in mind and that is escaping with the Yellow Rose.”
We went silent, retreating into our private thoughts. After all our dealings with the Confederate delegation, we hadn’t expected the case to come to such an abrupt end. We hadn’t had any warning that a three-pronged attack was imminent. Now I knew why General Woodson’s people had so much respect for him. There was a chance the man would be getting away with outsmarting both the British and United States governments. That was quite a feat for someone who had started life as a ploughman in Missouri.
“Blast!” Barker bellowed a while later.
I had nearly fallen asleep due to the rocking of the carriage, and I jerked myself upright and looked at him. “What is it, sir?”
“Look, man!” he said, pointing at a sign up ahead. “It says ‘Ferry.’ That means they could have crossed from here into Ireland. If so, their destination would be the port of Dublin, not Liverpool. They could meet the vessel there. In fact, they may have already met them!”
“Sir,” I said, running a hand through my hair. “If we’re too late, there may not be much we can do about it. If we get off the train and switch to the ferry, we could find out they had gone straight to Liverpool. Is it worth the gamble?”
“The general is cunning,” Barker replied.
“Yes, sir, but in that case, he might have tricked us into getting off the train here!”
The Guv sat silently for a minute as the engine gobbled a mile of scenery.
“Aye,” he said at last. “You’re right.”
He settled back in his seat until we reached Liverpool. Once we had disembarked, he pushed his way onto the platform, as I hurried after him. He ran to the entrance, and we stepped into the warm sunshine. It was nearing noon. We made our way to the Liverpool Riverside station at the Pier Head. Finally, we stood at the edge of the water, looking out across the sea.
We hadn’t accounted that the dock system would be so large and complicated, that there were a dozen piers from which the Confederates could leave or board. More important, it did not seem possible that an ironclad warship could have docked in this port without attracting significant attention.
Barker looked out into the distance, as if he could see the Yellow Rose escaping into the Atlantic. It was as if Woodson or even the ironclad itself was personally taunting him. Irritated, he kicked a shell into the water.
“We hadn’t a chance, sir,” I said.
My partner shrugged his burly shoulders and then winced.
“I’d hoped we’d get here in time,” he said. “I wanted to have General Woodson under my boot.”
Barker is an optimist, and he believes if he ever needs something, it will immediately come to hand. The Confederates’ escape from his clutches flummoxed him. He had been so assured of success that failure seemed unlikely, if not impossible. He stood now with one arm akimbo, staring at the seagulls that circled overhead. I wanted to do something, but there was nothing to be done. The Yellow Rose was out to sea, who knew how many miles away.
“They had to have secured the help of another ship,” he said. “Let’s see if we can find out which one.”
We walked along the docks, dipping into one port building and out again. We knew we had found the place when we heard men shouting orders at each other. Cyrus Barker seized one of them as he passed.
“Who’s in charge here?” he asked.
“Wilson,” the man answered, pointing. “He’s up there.”
We climbed a set of stairs in the thick of the docks and found the man staring out a bay of glass windows with binoculars.
“We’re private enquiry agents from London, sir,” Barker said. “We’re chasing the Yellow Rose from Portsmouth. It’s an ironclad.”
“You’re too late,” the man replied.
“They can’t go far without fuel,” I remarked. “We’re looking for a coal ship that departed recently for the West Indies. Yesterday, or perhaps the day before.”
The man looked at us and then lifted a clipboard and began flipping through the pages. “West Indies, you say?”
“Or South America.”
“Let’s see,” he murmured. “The SS San Juan left this morning. The SS Tortuga and the SS Americana left yesterday morning. The day before there was the SS Cancun, the Azteca, and the Amazonia.”
“It would be the Americana, I think,” the Guv said.
“It left yesterday about noon,” Wilson replied. “We’ve had no word from them as of yet.”
“Why do you suspect it was the Americana?” I asked my partner.
“I’ve looked at maps,” he replied. “The area where the Confederates live is called Americana. I believe it is their own ship, and probably the way they entered the country in the first place.”
I nodded. “So, the Americana is a Brazilian ship, then?”
“Very likely. Americana is where the Confederates escaped to after the Civil War.” Barker turned to Wilson. “Has it been spotted yet?”
“Not here,” the man said. “It was last seen near Dublin, off the coast.”
“Have you been warned about the Yellow Rose?” my partner asked. “It’s dark and low to the waterline, a warship.”
“We were looking for her,” Wilson said, “but it was foggy this morning. I hear it was stolen by some Yanks. It never came here, or someone would have seen it, fog or not.”
We walked along Regent Road for an hour, traveling along each dock: the Gladstone, the Hornby, the Alexandra, and a dozen more. It was as if the Guv was convincing himself there was nothing more he could do.
“Sir,” I said. “The Americana left yesterday.”
“We could hire a boat and go after them,” he said.
“It’s gone, sir. Long gone. It would be a fool’s errand.”
His shoulders fell, reminding me of a hunting dog who had lost his prey. “You’re right, lad. We’re wasting our time here. We can’t win every case.”
“Sir, as I’ve pointed out, our duty was to get information, not to arrest anyone. We have no governmental authority. Rosebery gave us none.”
We returned to the station, where we ordered a meal. Barker pushed his haddock about with a fork.
“You don’t like being bested,” I said.
“No, I do not.”
“We were bound by certain rules, and Woodson and his fellows were not,” I continued. “They stole and even murdered to escape.”
“They will likely be captured,” Barker said. “There are subsea cables now and other naval inventions. Telegraph messages can be sent ship to ship. The entire coast of America shall be bristling with ships by the time they arrive.”

On our return to London, the Guv closeted himself in the smoking car and filled it so full of smoke the cabin looked like a London particular. I fled to another car. Eventually, he found me dozing in an otherwise empty cabin.
“Are you feeling better?” I asked.
“Not better,” he replied. “But calmer. I apologize.”
“You needn’t,” I told him. “It would have been worse to stay in London wondering if you could have stopped them.”
We arrived at Barker’s house around half past eight that evening. It had been a full day of traveling to Liverpool and back. I was tired, so I could not imagine how the Guv felt, having been injured the night before. However, as I was preparing to wish him good night, I noticed something. He wasn’t taking off his coat.
“What’s going on?” I demanded. “What are we doing next?”
I was in a bit of a temper from exhaustion, if not his stubbornness.
“Not ‘we,’ lad,” he replied. “You’re going home to your wife. I’m going to send word to Rosebery.”
“Why not do that in the morning?” I asked. “He’ll be in a better mood and you’re obviously exhausted. You don’t look well. I know you must have been in pain all day.”
“We don’t have the luxury of waiting until the morning,” he replied. “The prime minister shall be on us like a ravenous wolf, wanting to know the situation.”
“I suppose you’re correct,” I said. “I’ll go with you, then.”
He put a hand on my shoulder. He rarely touched me unless he was throwing me about in our antagonistics class. “No, Thomas. You’ve been neglecting your wife because of this case when she needs you most. Go home. The scoundrels are somewhere in the North Atlantic. There is nothing to be done.”
Reluctantly, I agreed. I went to Camomile Street. It was quiet there in the twilight, in the shadow of Bevis Marks Synagogue. Nobody was stabbing anyone or blowing things to bits. I unlocked the door and stepped inside.
Rebecca was perched on pillows in our bedroom, reading. She looked up as I came in.
“Good evening,” she said. “Who are you, precisely?”
“Very droll,” I answered. “Would you believe I’ve traveled all the way to Liverpool and back today?”
“Would you prefer to spend the entire day with Mother?” she countered. “I hate to say it, but she is exhausting.”
“I’d prefer a knife,” I replied. “Barker took one in the shoulder last night.”
She looked at me blankly. “A knife?”
“Yes,” I told her. “He was attacked by an American Indian. The poor fellow wasn’t alive for long, however.”
“No,” she said, holding up a hand. “Don’t tell me about it. My stomach is weak these days.”
I went to change and returned in my nightshirt and dressing gown.
“I’m sorry I’ve been gone so long,” I said. “It couldn’t be helped, I’m afraid. Barker’s going out again. I couldn’t stop him.”
“Stubborn man,” she said.
“Who?” I asked. “He or I?”
“Both of you,” she replied. “Leaving a poor woman carrying your child at home alone for days.”
“To be coddled and fed sweetmeats,” I added.
“Oh, don’t utter the word ‘meat’ or I shall be ill again.”
I sat on the bed and took her hands. “I still can’t believe it. I mean, I can’t take it in.”
“I know,” she answered. “Neither can I.”
“Parents. A baby. Words fail me.”
That mischievous dimple of hers appeared. “There’s a first time for everything.”



CHAPTER 27
Rebecca kissed me goodbye the next morning and sent me on my way. It had been good to return to normal life again, and spend time with my wife, even though it had been brief. I looked forward to that evening when I would see her again.
I arrived in our offices, where Barker was already seated at his desk. It had been understood that we wouldn’t do exercises in the garden that day. The Guv was going to have to forgo them for a few days, and neither of us would have wanted to do it after the arduous day we had spent traveling. Hanging my hat on a hook, I was about to go to my desk when I noticed an important-looking letter on Barker’s blotter.
“Where did that come from?” I asked.
“It arrived just a few moments ago by messenger.”
“I hope it doesn’t contain any more of those blasted watermelon seeds.”
Barker opened the envelope and looked it over.
“It is from the prime minister,” he rumbled. “It appears we shall be called on the carpet at three o’clock.”
“Is that all?” I asked. “Does it say anything else?”
“It does not,” Barker replied.
“It sounds official,” I said. “What do you think he wants?”
“There is no way to tell,” he said, dropping his letter opener back in the cup with a clatter. We don’t know the man well.”
We busied ourselves with some of the work we had been neglecting over the past couple of weeks. I worked on the accounts while Barker considered which case to take next. We both scoured the newspapers for any word of the Confederates, the Yellow Rose, or a possible missing coal freighter. We found nothing on any of those subjects. I was beginning to hope we had heard the last of the Confederates. It would be good to get back to normal again.
It seemed to me that I blinked, and it was a quarter to three. We made ourselves presentable and then walked to Downing Street through the pedestrian traffic. We looked at the Home Office as we passed.
“I wonder what sort of hiding Pierce has been given,” I remarked.
“I’m sure he’ll land on his feet,” Barker rumbled. “He usually does.”
We entered Number 10, where a clerk led us to the prime minister’s office, making me feel like we were condemned men. We were shown through and found ourselves standing in front of the prime minister again. Robert Todd Lincoln was sitting in one of the chairs. He was not a sight I had hoped to see.
“Ambassador Lincoln,” the Guv said, nodding his head.
“Barker,” the American ambassador acknowledged.
My partner cleared his throat, turning to Lord Rosebery. “How can we help you today, Your Lordship? Has the Yellow Rose been spotted?”
Rosebery sighed. Again, I noted that he seemed young for the position. He was certainly far younger than his predecessor, William Gladstone. We had forged something of a relationship with the older gentleman, but Rosebery was completely different. We didn’t know him well enough to predict what he would think of this situation.
“There has been no word yet,” he admitted. “But the navy has a good idea of her position. They believe she is skirting the shipping lanes. It’s rough seas, however, and they are hoping to herd the vessel toward the American armada.”
“We’ve got ships patrolling most major cities along the coast,” Lincoln croaked. His voice was still rough, and his throat an angry red.
“That’s an excellent plan,” Barker stated. “I am sure these rascals cannot escape your net.”
Lord Rosebery changed tack suddenly, frowning. “I employed you to infiltrate the Knights of the Golden Circle, which Mr. Pierce of the Home Office claims you were able to do. I should say you overstepped your duties by going to the warehouse on Canal Road last evening. You should have notified Mr. Pierce at once when you realized what was happening. However, in doing so, you saved the life of Mr. Lincoln. It would have been far better if a dozen ships had been stolen than that the American ambassador had been hung in the center of London by a group of radical Confederates.”
“Hear, hear,” Lincoln said, nodding.
“I understand also that you traveled to Liverpool yesterday in an attempt to find and stop the Yellow Rose,” the prime minister continued. “Again, you overstepped your bounds. It was the navy’s loss and their duty to find the missing ironclad. We wouldn’t expect that stopping the theft of the warship could be accomplished by just two men. However, you did something important. You provided proof that the treaty was false. That altered everything.”
Lincoln looked at Barker. “Needless to say, I was angry about the Confederates’ plan to attack the United States government. The prime minister and I had words about it this morning. My government should have been kept informed of every detail of this matter. However, we have come to an understanding. The ships bearing down upon the ironclad know only that a warship was stolen and must be apprehended. Any connection to the Confederacy will be disavowed.” He suddenly coughed. “I’m sorry, I can’t talk…”
“Let me continue, then, sir,” Lord Rosebery said. He turned to Barker and me. “All lodges of the Knights of the Golden Circle across the United States will be ferreted out and disbanded. In the meantime, the British government will investigate any English attempts to provide funds for another attempt at secession, whether it originates with Lord Benham or anyone else. We have spoken to the Brazilian ambassador about the plots which certain parts of their country, the Americana lands, have been harboring to try to foment war against the United States.”
“I trust this cause will be quashed, sir,” Barker murmured.
“Mr. Barker, as I said, you take on too much,” His Lordship said. “I understand you were stabbed in the chaos yesterday.”
“A trifling matter,” the Guv protested.
“Let me continue,” the prime minister said. “You followed the gang—for gang they were—and saved the life of Mr. Lincoln and were injured during the attempt. The next morning, you learned the Yellow Rose was stolen and a train was robbed of several hundred gold coins, and you went in pursuit of them. Mr. Pierce tells me there had to be twenty men involved in these operations, all of them avowed Confederate patriots.”
“Patriots,” Lincoln snorted. “They are traitors, and we will find them.”
“Of course,” Rosebery said. “But, Mr. Barker, you were successful at what we asked you to do. You may send a bill for your services. We shall conclude this matter through government agencies.”
“Thank you, sir,” the Guv replied.
I was afraid that my partner would refuse payment, thinking he was doing his duty. He does not keep the accounts.
“I have one final matter to discuss with you,” Robert Todd Lincoln said, turning toward us in his chair. “There’s something I must know. Do you believe the two men who led the Knights of the Golden Circle, General Woodson and Brigadier St. Ives, were in fact John Wilkes Booth and Jesse James?”
“I cannot answer that question, sir,” Barker stated. “I am British and have not studied enough about the man who assassinated your father. Also, what information I have read concerning Mr. James has come from a dime novel that Mr. Llewelyn provided me. Certainly, the men who planned this entire affair were excellent strategists, like Mr. James in the tale I read, though I am sure the story is merely fictitious.”
“I have another question for you,” Lincoln continued. “You men were the closest to what is called the ‘Grand Castle,’ which is the leadership of the KGC. Do you believe that the plan to engage my country in another war was serious, or were they merely a pack of grifters attempting to trick people into giving them funds? Between the ball, the stolen gold, and the money they could make from the sale of the Yellow Rose, they decamped with a fortune!”
“Sir,” I said, speaking up before my partner did. “I have listened to Woodson speak and have talked with him myself on several occasions. I genuinely think he believes in the cause and shall do what he says. Likewise, Colonel Beaufort believes in it. He spent a few years in prison during the war.”
Lincoln looked at the floor and nodded. He accepted my opinion.
“That being said,” I continued. “I suspect David St. Ives had given up the beliefs of his youth in spite of his speeches and letters and would have stolen everything his fellow Confederates managed to obtain. The fellow is addicted to drugs and alcohol, and lives beyond his means. He needs money and would not spare his countrymen to acquire it. If he hadn’t left England, I suspect he would have thieved at least some of the gold, feeling he had earned it, and would now be having a gay time in Paris. In fact, it would be wise to investigate whether he was seen during the robbery. He called me a friend, but he is a liar, and I suspect a murderer, as well.”
It was more than I expected to say, and I felt my face grow hot. I had not made those conclusions when I entered the office. I was sympathetic to David St. Ives when we had parted just two days earlier. However, Barker had taught me to suspect what might be lies, and I had listened for once.
“Well, gentlemen,” the prime minister said. “This has certainly been a novel experience. We will inform you when the ship is located. Thank you for your service to both your own government and to that of the United States.”
We rose and bowed. Both men stood as well and shook our hands. We passed through the halls again and stepped out of the building, and I gave a sigh of relief. It hadn’t been the dressing-down we had anticipated.
We were nearly in Whitehall Street again when Barker stopped abruptly. I did, too, wondering what had arrested his attention. The Guv tilted his head toward the Home Office. Ah, yes, I thought. Poor Hesketh Pierce. We walked inside the building and climbed to the first floor.
We found him in his office, scribbling notes on a piece of paper.
“Good afternoon, Pierce,” my partner said.
“Barker!” he replied. “What brings you here today?”
“You, sir,” the Guv answered. “We’ve just spoken to Lord Rosebery and have been tying loose ends. Did things go poorly for you this morning?”
Pierce put down his pen and leaned back in his chair. “Rosebery bawled at me for about five minutes, but there wasn’t much I could be blamed for. We saved the American ambassador, thanks to your help. Safeguarding the Yellow Rose was the navy’s responsibility, both here and in Liverpool and Dublin. I received a slap on the wrist for the rail theft, but the robbery was mostly the railway line’s mess. They have their own police and investigators. In the end, the prime minister and my superiors gave me a general going over about the matter, but no real punishment.”
“I was worried you’d be sacked,” I said.
He gave us a wan smile, then leaned back and clasped his hands behind his head. “That’s never going to happen, old man. I was at the top of my class at Oxford, and I’m the second son of the Earl of Carmody.”
I bowed. “Excuse me, Your Grace.”
“I’ll be here to menace you for a few more years, I trust.”
“Have you had any recent news regarding the Yellow Rose?” Barker asked.
“Nothing new, but I don’t expect any word soon. It takes a good seven days for the ship to reach American shores under normal conditions, and the sea is choppy today, scattered with icebergs.”
“What are the chances the navy will find the coal ship, the Americana?” I asked.
“To be truthful, I believe it’s a political maneuver,” Pierce said. “The navy must be seen doing something and nothing is more exciting than a chase across the ocean. Of course, they cannot say they’re after Confederates. I believe the decision about who the public will hear owns the Yellow Rose will be decided upstairs by the end of day.”
I took that to mean the Home secretary and his cronies. I didn’t think I would like to work in a position where Truth was decided by committee and facts became incidental.
“By the way,” Pierce said. “I should thank you for saving Ambassador Lincoln’s life. We were only five or ten minutes behind you, but those were an important ten minutes. How is your shoulder today, Mr. Barker?”
“Well enough,” the Guv replied.
“And I hear congratulations are in order, Mr. Llewelyn,” Hesketh Pierce said. “I was glad to hear the news. Give my best to Mrs. Llewelyn.”
“How did you know?” I demanded. “Does the Home Office track everything?”
In response, he tapped the side of his nose. “Gentlemen, I fear I must send you on your way. I’ve been given another catastrophe to fix this morning, as a matter of fact. The work never ends.”
Cyrus Barker and I left the building together and began to walk down Whitehall Street. Spring was in full bloom. The birds were singing on every roof. Before long, we’d be back to our exercises in the garden and thinking of summer.
“The second son of the Earl of Carmody, did he say?” I asked.
Barker nodded. “I believe so, yes.”
“Nepotism at its finest,” I said, quickly crossing the street. The Guv followed more sedately. There was no reason to rush about now.
“Now, lad, that isn’t fair,” he said. “Mr. Pierce is quite accomplished. I’ve found him to be quite competent every time we’ve worked with him. Don’t forget, it was he who brought the hussars to the warehouse, without which we’d have been outnumbered and possibly overtaken.”
“I don’t know,” I said. “That little trick with the smoke and firecrackers worked. Where did you find them?”
“I purchased them years ago in Limehouse, thinking I’d have a chance to use them sometime. I was surprised they worked so well.”
I was about to reply when something struck me, knocking me off my feet into an alleyway. The same alleyway as before, in fact.
“Hello, Mr. Barker, Mr. Llewelyn,” a man said, raising a hat so I couldn’t see his face momentarily.
“Good morning, Mr. Flynn,” the Guv said. “I thought you would be on the high seas this morning.”
The American agent shook his head. “I’m waiting to see what story the Home Office will decide upon about who has taken the warship. It’s my final act here. If all goes well, I shall be guarding President Cleveland again in a week or so.”
“Very nice,” I said, brushing off my trousers with a handkerchief.
“I owed you that,” Flynn said.
“Did you find any signs of counterfeiting?” the Guv asked.
“We found paper for making banknotes and ink in Alabama,” he answered. “We thought they would start printing money here. It turns out, they had other plans. I was pleased when I managed to find the Confederates here, but I completely missed the kidnapping of the ambassador. I was on the other side of the building when he was snatched from the balcony. He had no bodyguard attending him. One would think the loss of his father would prove how necessary we are.”
“Mr. Flynn,” Barker said, shaking a finger at him. “You are misrepresenting yourself. You call yourself a bodyguard and speak of protecting the ambassador. Those are not the duties of a member of the Treasury Department. Rather, they are a branch of it known as the Secret Service.”
John Flynn grinned. “You’ve caught me out, but it really isn’t a secret, unlike your secret society, the Knights Templar. Tell me, is this some modern version or do the Templars really go back a millennium or so?”
“Yes,” Barker said.
“Yes, to which?” asked Flynn.
“Yes.”
The agent lifted both hands. “Very well. I believe I have my answer.”
We stopped at our door in Craig’s Court. Flynn shook both our hands. “If you ever find yourselves in Washington come to the White House. I’ll take you to dinner. I’ve got to get back, gentlemen. It was good working with you.”
“And you, sir,” Barker replied.
We watched him hurry down the street, a hand to the brim of his hat.
“Did he work with us?” I asked, still irritated about being shoved into an alleyway. It is rough on suits. “If anything, I thought he was working against us.”
“Hello, Jeremy,” Barker said as we entered our offices, hanging his bowler on a hook.
“Hello, Mr. B.,” Jenkins replied. “Is the case done? I set an appointment for you at nine.”
I was almost ready to hang my hat on the other hook when I stopped.
“I’m sorry, sir,” I said. “I can’t be there. We’re moving this morning.”



CHAPTER 28
I took a hansom to the house in Camomile Street, ready to begin the move. I expected Rebecca to be waiting for me, but when I arrived at the house, she was nowhere in sight. Climbing the stairs, I found her leaning against the doorframe to the baby’s room, thinking.
“Are you ready to go to Barker’s house and pack?” I asked.
“Yes,” she answered, without moving. “We’ll have to get this room painted, Thomas. It’s too dull for a baby. What do you think of yellow?”
Yellow was my least favorite color, not that I would tell her that. Before I could make a remark, she continued.
“Over here on this wall, we can put the cradle, and I’ll need a small table there for changing nappies. We could use a dresser from one of the unused bedrooms, but it would be so nice to get something new, don’t you think? And we’ll need a shelf for books and toys…”
“This is ridiculous,” I replied. “The baby will just stare at the ceiling for the first six months. He cannot play with toys, and he certainly can’t read.”
“I’ll read to him or her myself,” Rebecca argued. “Mother says babies enjoy hearing their parents read to them.”
I looked at her skeptically. “This is the same mother whom you called hardheaded yourself just last week. And as I recall, she said all Welshmen should be shot.”
She turned to me and patted my chest. “Not all of them, dear. Just one.”
She was serene. Everything made her smile. She put up with my moods, and when I told her about the attack in the warehouse, she only half heard me.
“We should go,” I told her. “There’s so much to do.”
“Yes, dear.”
“I’ve put the last of Asher’s books into crates,” I said. “Mine will be coming later this afternoon.”
“You’re going to get the study of your own that you’ve always talked about,” she said. “A real one, like Israel’s.”
Our friend, who had once been a newspaperman, was now a popular author. He had turned a room in his home into a study lined with bookcases that went up to the ceiling, with the requisite ladder. I coveted the thing. I wanted the sort with the rollers on the bottom and the rail at the top. Now I would have it. The baby wasn’t the only one being spoiled.
Rebecca had also ordered me a tobacco-colored Chesterfield chair. It had tufted buttons and wide arms. Thinking could be done in such a chair. Novels could be written. War and Peace had not been created at a kitchen table.
She put on her hat, and I called for a cab. Once we were seated in the hansom, I turned to her.
“I’ve got a matter to discuss with you,” I said as the vehicle began to roll along the cobbles. “It’s Lily.”
“What’s the matter with her?” she asked. “Are you still claiming my mother sent her as a spy?”
“I’m sure about that,” I admitted. “But it’s something else. She’s an abysmal cook.”
“She’s not,” Rebecca replied. “We’re just spoiled from eating Etienne’s grand meals.”
“Don’t think I haven’t thought of plundering him, and Mac with him.”
She laughed. “You wouldn’t do that to poor Mr. Barker, would you?”
“Oh, that’s what he is now, poor Mr. Barker, while I’m the one thieving his help.”
“Yes,” she said. “And threatening to sack poor Lily.”
I shook my head. “Perhaps we need more staff. She started as a maid, but now she is cook, butler, and soon-to-be nanny. One person can’t do it all.”
“Let’s curtail this discussion until the weekend,” she said at last. “It bears some thinking. We have the move to think of now.”
We arrived in Newington ten minutes later, where Mac greeted us at the door.
“Ready to pack, are we, then?” he asked.
Rebecca nodded. “We are.”
I was expecting to hear him say something about how he was finally rid of me, but instead he smiled at my wife.
“I’ll bring some boxes upstairs for you.”
“Thank you,” I said.
Rebecca and I went upstairs and began to sort through things. She had never kept her entire wardrobe here in Barker’s house, but the majority of my things were here. We busied ourselves folding items and filling boxes for most of the morning. Eventually, I went downstairs to pack my books.
I had just stepped into the library when I heard a sound behind me. Harm was in the hall. He waddled forward and sniffed my shoes. I presume he was flustered with movers carrying things out of the house.
“Hello, boy,” I said.
He bumped his forehead against my ankle, the spot where he had broken skin a thousand times. The gesture was almost affectionate, though he had rarely been anything but churlish to me.
“Don’t worry,” I told him. “You’ll see me on Monday. I’m only a few miles away.”
He sneezed and padded away.
A short while later, the front door opened, and Etienne entered, carrying a closed hamper.
“I brought you this,” he stated. “One cannot let you starve in the wilds of the City.”
I opened the lid of the hamper. Of course, it was full of food. There were many types of cheese, sausages from his own kitchen, plover’s eggs, biscuits and clotted cream packed in straw, and that was just what I could see on the top.
“If you like, I will send you a dinner now and then,” he replied. “Is your maid cooking?”
“She is,” I answered. “She’s not in your class, though, I’m afraid.”
He shrugged his round shoulders. “Who is?”
“Etienne,” I said. “Really, this isn’t necessary. I’ll be here in the morning, the same as always.”
“But I will not. I quit on principle. You are the only one here who appreciates my cooking. That one will eat pâté de foie gras and fried squirrel and not be able to tell the difference.”
That one, of course, was Cyrus Barker.
“You will return, won’t you?” I asked.
“Of course, mon ami. I won’t let him starve. Also, I left a fresh tarte aux pommes in the larder.”
“My favorite.”
“I know.”
When every box had been carted downstairs, Rebecca came up to me.
“I’ve left some of your suits upstairs, along with some shoes and a coat. I’m sure you’ll have cause to need them.”
“That’s a good idea,” I replied.
“I’ve also left a few dresses for myself, just in case.”
She went into the kitchen and kissed Etienne on each cheek. Then she went into the hall and did the same to Mac. Both turned a little red. A few minutes later, we were in a hansom cab heading north, with the moving van behind us.

The next morning, I awoke to a braying alarm clock at a quarter past five. I didn’t eat, because I knew there was a treat in the larder of the house in Lion Street. I shaved and dressed while my wife slept the sleep of the just. I stepped out the door at a quarter to six and found a cab in Commercial Road.
I arrived at Barker’s house promptly at six. The door was opened by Mac, and I sailed through in a straight line to the back door and stepped out into the garden. There were flowers and buds on most of the branches. Dawn was just appearing, and the crickets were still singing.
Barker was there waiting like it was any other day. I shrugged out of my jacket, lay it down on a volcanic rock and stood in the center of the garden. There was something complete about everything. I was where I should be and ready to do whatever the Guv required.
He was still wearing his sling, which meant I would be performing the exercises myself.
“What form are we practicing this morning, sir?” I asked.
“No forms. Since I cannot work you must plant my chrysanthemums today. We really cannot wait another day to start.”
“But sir. I can’t!”
“Lad, I understand. You have no talent for it, but if you let me guide you, they may survive a few more weeks. Take this. It is called a trowel.”
And so, things remained the same, and yet they didn’t.
And things changed completely, but very little.



CHAPTER 29
“Are you telling this or am I?” Cyrus Barker asked later that afternoon.
I sighed, fingers still hovering over my typewriting machine.
“Very well,” I conceded. “Tell it your own way.”
“The year 1854, then,” the Guv continued. “The Knights of the Golden Circle was created to address the inequities that eventually led to the secession and hoped, if possible, to bring back slavery, which was banned in 1808. Are you with me?”
“Yes, sir,” I replied, hitting the keys. I was preparing a document for a file I’d created for this case. My fingers were numb from the digging I’d done that day, and there was dirt under my fingernails that stubbornly refused to come out.
“Then the War of Secession, the American Civil War, started in 1861,” he continued. “In November of that year, the new Confederate government sent envoys to England to sign a treaty in hopes of obtaining ships, munitions, and funds. The RMS Trent was a British mail ship, but an American navy captain named Wilkes boarded it and took the two envoys and their families to mainland America. This was in violation of international law and Wilkes had disobeyed orders.”
“Got it.”
“The news eventually reached the North, the South, and London. The government and citizens of England were mortified that an American officer had taken passengers against their will from a British ship. In turn, the Union was fierce that Great Britain should interfere in American affairs. Matters got hot quickly. Rumors in America said England would side with the Confederates, in which case the U.S. would be turned on by England and its colonies, including Canada, Australia, and Hong Kong. In effect, it would mean a war that spanned the entire world. Every country would be forced to choose a side and defend it.”
I nodded, my fingers one with the keyboard.
“The two envoys from the South were released eventually,” he continued. “And they traveled to England as intended. There they met the prime minister and presented the treaty which had been hidden aboard the Trent. Palmerston was in trouble. Either side he chose could cause a global war. Reluctantly, he signed the document, with some members of Parliament. However, at the last minute, one of the envoys refused to sign it. His name was Jubal Slidell. He understood the treaty would cause the United States to declare war. He suggested that Palmerston would give the Confederacy ‘favored nation status’ instead, and provide munitions in exchange for cotton, coffee, and tobacco. It was advantageous to the Confederates, but they publicly denounced Slidell for what they considered treason, and he left for England permanently.”
“Ha!” I said. “So, that’s why he came to London.”
“Am I going too quickly for you?” Barker asked. He was pacing again.
“No, sir.”
“Good. Palmerston and President Lincoln reconciled the Union and England and the chance of war with Britain was ended. The Union was still at war with the Confederacy, however, and the treaty, signed by all but Slidell, was given to Jefferson Davis and eventually reached Albert Pike for safekeeping. He was the head of the Knights of the Golden Circle. Meanwhile, the Confederacy…”
I finished typing the last few words and looked at the Guv. He leaned backward in his chair, the heels of his boots resting on the corner, and continued.
“Pike had plans for the treaty, but he died, and it went to Woodson, the new leader. In the 1880s, the Council of Knights had been plotting a second attempt at secession. Many Confederate soldiers and leaders had fled to South America. They put forth a plan in the making for decades: they would take over the West Indies and parts of South America, forming a “Golden Circle,” and attack the North with more soldiers and better supplies. Woodson thought he might use the treaty to acquire a ship the Confederates had purchased thirty years before. They came to London and, as you know, presented it to Lord Rosebery.”
“With Slidell’s signature added to it,” I said.
“Yes. Almost everyone involved with the original treaty had died, and little was written about it due to a certain secret society.”
“The Knights Templar.”
Barker sighed. “Aye. It appears that was a serious mistake. It caused no end of trouble right up until today.”
“It did,” I agreed.
There was silence in the room.
“And that, Thomas, is the end of the history lesson,” Barker stated.
“No!” I howled. “What about the possibility of Woodson being Jesse James and St. Ives being John Wilkes Booth? And what about Slidell dying and the hanging of Robert Todd Lincoln?”
“You wish to discuss the present?” the Guv asked. “I would have thought your fingers would be tired by now.”
“Bother my fingers!” I replied. “Get on with it! I want to hear the rest of the story.”
“Very well,” Barker said. He stood and went over to the window, looking out on our courtyard. “James Woodson, whom you suspect might have been Jesse James, was a member of the Knights of the Golden Circle, come to London to blackmail our prime minister. He hired our services to introduce him to Rosebery. Meanwhile, he ordered the murder of Slidell, the man responsible for stopping the original agreement. Slidell was killed by Mr. Whitekiller, who had served in General Pike’s brigade. I believe Whitekiller did all of the violent work.”
“But what about Beaufort?” I asked. “He’s a ruthless man, as well.”
“In spite of his reputation, I believe he was more involved in the planning of events than in carrying them out.” The Guv turned to me. “Woodson had more than fifteen rebel soldiers and sailors staying nearby in case they were needed. Also, he sent David St. Ives to watch us and question us. You in particular, Thomas.”
“He may also have been John Wilkes Booth,” I pointed out.
My partner held up a finger. “Ah, but that hasn’t been proven, lad. It is highly doubtful that St. Ives and Booth are one and the same.”
“But not impossible.”
“Stop interrupting.”
“Yes, sir.”
“These men came as a delegation, as envoys, perhaps, just as they had thirty years ago with the same treaty, but with a more ruthless agenda. Not only did they want the ship, but Woodson was an old hand at robbing trains and must have known there was a shipment of American gold being moved about this time.”
“So, you do believe he is Jesse James!” I asked, getting back to the point.
“I did not say that,” Cyrus Barker replied with an arched brow. “I would not make such a deduction without definitive proof.”
“But you won’t dismiss it without proof as well?”
“Correct.”
“What if there is not enough proof either way?”
“The matter is not especially important,” he replied. “Whether St. Ives was in fact John Wilkes Booth is immaterial.”
I paused for a moment in my typing and swiveled my chair, so it was facing him. “I want it to be Booth.”
“I see that you do,” he said. “But one cannot influence one’s deductions about who he is with who one wishes or hopes he will be. Unproven plots and legends are dangerous. That’s how wars get started.”
“Booth or not, can you infer what the man is?”
“I am no alienist,” Cyrus Barker said. “But Brigadier St. Ives seems to be a troubled soul. His drug addiction is going to kill him in the not too distant future. The man is driven in ways that are not like the cold, methodical, if inspiring, planning of James Woodson.”
“Jesse James,” I corrected.
“Stop that,” he said. “My, you are mischievous this morning.”
“I can’t help it,” I told him. “Pray continue.”
“Mr. St. Ives is a hedonist of the worst sort. He was a bad influence on you, who will be a father soon.”
Now he was preaching, but I would not rise to his remark.
“If he was Booth, sir, and I will not claim that he is, he would have been more jealous of his famous acting brother, Edwin, and wishing to make his own name in the world. By his actions, rash as they are, he has done it.”
“Agreed, in theory.”
“He is driven, yet very charming,” I said.
“Most confidence tricksters are, lad.”
I straightened my chair by sitting up suddenly. “Do you think the lot of them were merely confidence tricksters?”
“They were, whether or not the attempt to retake the South was legitimate or not. They have certainly succeeded in absconding with both the ship and the shipment of gold and have successfully escaped. Whether the money will go into the coffers of the Knights of the Golden Circle is another matter. The KGC may not even exist at all.”
“I suppose you’re right,” I conceded.
“Woodson had better be careful because a man like St. Ives would steal everything from his own friends and disappear into the night to squander it all on brothels and theater tickets. You said so yourself. I concur with that opinion. He is a scoundrel, and he enjoys being one. He is nothing more than a rogue.”
“Why do you suppose he takes so many drugs?” I asked.
“Originally, I thought it was guilt over his past deeds. Now I suspect it is ennui, the tediousness of existence, and the inability of the earth to keep the man entertained.”
“That I would believe.”
“The sad result, however, is that life gives him little satisfaction and no long-term friends. He cannot be trusted by anyone.”
“Is there a chance that it was more than ennui?” I asked. “Perhaps he felt the guilt of killing a man that many in this world considered a saint?”
“I find that theory doubtful, to say the least,” he replied, sitting in his green leather chair. “Those he traveled with believed Abraham Lincoln a scoundrel. He knew few that supported the almost universal opinion of the famous president.”
“Once or twice, he seemed a melancholy figure,” I stated. “And then he rallied and was witty and in control of himself. But he was always playacting, so it was difficult for me to discern which was the true man.”
Barker nodded, ingesting the conclusions I had made. Then he changed the subject.
“Jesse James died in his home in Missouri in 1882, according to the Cyclopedia of Universal History. He was shot by an acquaintance, Robert Ford, who wanted to gain fame as his killer. He was shot in the back of the head and died instantly.”
“Sir,” I said. “I feel guilty for shooting a man in the back the other evening, even though he was trying to hang Mr. Lincoln.”
“It’s to your credit, lad,” the Guv replied. “One never hopes to do so. However, it was necessary to save a man’s life. You need carry no guilt. The fellow knew what he was about to do and still made the attempt, anyway.”
“That was a good trick with the firecrackers and smoke,” I remarked. “It changed everything.”
“Horses are skittish, as you know, and a muddle of them can be even more so. I had no idea there would be horses present. However, we were fortunate that it set them off running. We had no expectations that Pierce would arrive with a brigade of hussars.”
I finished typing the last few words and looked up to see the Guv staring at me.
“Tell me,” he said, clearing his throat. “Have you any lingering sympathy for the cause that Mr. St. Ives espoused?”
“Not at all,” I replied. “The Confederates wanted to bring slaves from Africa and subjugate men and women from over a dozen islands in the West Indies, as well. It was a ruthless and damnable plan. Normal, unindoctrinated people were influenced by the romantic notion of the South they were told since childhood, which resulted in the desire to kill their fellow Americans without guilt.”
Barker nodded. “Well said, lad.” He got up and lit another pipe. We were ruminating over matters, even philosophizing.
“What made Colonel Beaufort such a monster?” I asked.
“I assume it was from being imprisoned,” he answered. “The Cyclopedia says the soldiers on both sides were starved, half frozen, and routinely punished. After the war was over, the returning army found a third of their comrades dead and the others little more than skeletons.”
“No wonder,” I nodded, deep in thought. “I wonder what will become of the money?”
Barker puffed at his pipe. “If they escape, I suppose they may try again, although in a different way. It may have been mere greed on Woodson’s part to lay hands on a British warship. There are plans afoot somewhere in America, I’m sure, if they are able to replicate the Yellow Rose or have the funds to purchase others.”
“What if the navy sinks her?” I asked.
“Then all their actions will have been for naught. The donations, the ship, and the gold will be at the bottom of the sea.”
I tapped my lower lip in thought. “And Bella Boyd?”
“She has surely fled to the hills, or rather to her British husband. An extended holiday to the Continent may be in order. England shall be glad to be rid of her. I know Philippa will.”
“I’m all out of questions,” I remarked.
“Excellent,” he replied. “I am running out of answers.”

A week went by. Seven days, one hundred and sixty-eight hours, give or take. We started a new enquiry the next morning and were soon deeply involved in it, but I kept an eye on the newspaper and the post for word of the Yellow Rose. A garbled account in the The Standard claimed that the navy was searching for an American coal ship called the Americana, but the reasons were only speculative. The gutter press gave the wildest of possibilities, including one that was nearly correct, but The Times gave a more banal reason, which became the accepted version: a gang of British men had robbed the train and tried to escape by sea. The Yellow Rose, a training vessel, had simply been on routine maneuvers around the coast of Ireland.
Finally, a telegram arrived. Jenkins brought it to Barker on the salver and I had to stop myself from snatching it. The Guv did not digest it first, however, as was his wont. He read it aloud to me.
“It’s from the prime minister. ‘SS Americana destroyed in torrential storm off the coast of Bermuda. Stop. CSS Yellow Rose visibly sunk to bottom of sea. Stop. Two young crewmen rescued and are being questioned. Stop. Monies from the train robbery not recovered. Stop. Lord Rosebery. End.’”
“My word,” I said, reading it over several times as if it would change the outcome. “Sunk to the bottom of the sea! I can hardly believe it!”
I noticed Barker had set the telegram at the edge of his desk and was looking at some other papers. I blinked. The man had moved on already. The Yellow Rose, Jesse James, Booth-or-not-Booth, had lost its relevance.
“I wonder how much your brother was actually involved in this matter,” I continued. “Was he the one who sent word about the delegation to John Flynn?”
The Guv grunted.
“Where do you suppose they got the dynamite to use on the train?” I asked. “One cannot walk into a company and purchase a box of dynamite like one can a sweet.”
Again, there was no response.
“I’m sure there’s no possibility that anyone—”
“Thomas,” he interrupted. “We have work to do.”
I shrugged my shoulders and began typing. I was setting down the specifics of the new case. It would be the blueprint for everything that came after. It was important, even vital information. However, it was dull in comparison to the last enquiry. Booth and James had died twice now. Perhaps the ships would lie in water shallow enough to explore after the storms ended and the gold would be found. Then there were the deposits of coins hidden across the South, in preparation for another conflict. Was the Knights of the Golden Circle disbanded now, or would it limp along under new leadership? I had so many more questions.
“Lad.”
“Yes, sir,” I said, and began typing again.
As I said, he had moved on. However, he never returned that dime novel about the daring exploits of Jesse James. I suspect it is lying under his mattress.



AUTHOR’S NOTE
In December 1902, a stranger arrived in the small prairie town of Enid, Oklahoma Territory. He claimed his name was David E. George, and he was an itinerant house painter. Area residents noticed he was a heavy drinker who often quoted Shakespeare when in his cups. About a month after he arrived, he visited the town’s pharmacy complaining about a dog and purchased strychnine. The following morning, on January 13, 1903, he was found dead in his hotel room.
A local Methodist minister named Enoch Covert Harper came to view the body and identified him as a man who had been tended by his wife in El Reno two years before, to whom he confessed that he was John Wilkes Booth, saying, “I killed the best man that ever lived.”
The body was sent to the local undertaker and embalmed, waiting to be claimed. It never was, and when news of George’s confession reached the territory, people wanted to see the body. William Penniman, the undertaker, dressed the corpse in a suit, strapped it to a chair, and propped a newspaper in its hand that claimed he was Booth. The corpse was placed in the front window of the funeral home, which was also a furniture store, and postcards were printed and posted throughout the country. For years, thousands of people came to view the body.
At the time, Oklahoma was not yet a state. The area was divided between Indian Territory, whose citizens were Native Americans from the East, and Oklahoma Territory, a home for settlers and refugees, many of whom were living under assumed names and hiding from their pasts. For the most part, these people lived outside the jurisdiction of the United States and its laws.
Eventually, a man named Finis L. Bates identified the corpse as a former friend of his, John St. Helen of Houston. Years earlier, St. Helen had been ill and, fearing he might die, he also swore to Bates that he was Booth. Bates purchased the corpse and wrote a book entitled The Escape and Suicide of John Wilkes Booth, Written for the Correction of History. In it he recorded several people over the last few decades who met St. Helen and thought he was Booth, including General Albert Pike, who allegedly recognized him on sight.
With Bates’s permission, the exhibit went on tour at carnivals and state fairs. It became an exhibit at the 1904 St. Louis World’s Fair, then toured the United States for decades. The exhibit survived a train wreck and a kidnapping. From whatever chemicals were used in the embalming process, combined with the heavy dose of strychnine, the body mummified. At some point, it went missing and may be in a private collection now.
On May 26, 1888, Thomas “Boston” Corbett, killer of John Wilkes Booth, escaped from the Topeka Insane Asylum, telling a friend he was going to Mexico. Later Corbett’s name was on a list of dead and missing after the Great Hinckley Fire of September 1894. However, a man appeared a few years later in Enid, Oklahoma Territory, claiming to be him, a patent medicine salesman who filed an application for pension benefits. Unable to prove he was Corbett, the man was sent to prison. He was eventually buried in an unmarked grave not far from the hotel where David E. George met his end.
In 1948, two hundred miles south of Enid in the town of Lawton, Oklahoma, a man named J. Frank Dalton claimed to be Jesse James, now fast approaching one hundred years of age. He was able to display the seven unusual wounds James originally suffered, including rope marks around his throat and extensive burns on his feet. Articles were printed about him around the country and the old man became a popular figure. The owner of the tourist attraction Meramec Caverns built a home for him, and he spent the rest of his life talking about his experiences as a member of Quantrill’s Raiders, a bank and train robber, and a leader of an outlaw gang.
DNA tests were run in 1995 on the remains of Jesse Woodson James, comparing them to his modern relations. They were a match, disproving that Dalton was James. Likewise, a request for DNA testing was made by the descendants of John Wilkes Booth, possibly with the intent to prove that Booth was actually David E. George. The request was denied.
The Knights of the Golden Circle was a fraternal organization founded in 1854 and based upon the Masons. The KGC’s purpose was to enlarge the number of Confederate states through the acquisition of North and Central American countries such as Mexico and Cuba and to repeal the Thirteenth Amendment to the United States Constitution, which abolished slavery. The KGC existed until 1916, at which time most of the original members had died. There have been rumors of Confederate gold hidden throughout the South and various caches have been found. Two men whose names have always been mentioned as members of the KGC are John Wilkes Booth and Jesse James.
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