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More praise for Robin Paige’s Victorian Mysteries:

“I read it with enjoyment ... I found myself burning for the injustices of it, and caring what happened to the people.”

—Anne Perry

 

“Wonderfully gothic.... A bright and lively re-creation of late-Victorian society.”—Sharan Newman
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“An adventure worth reading.” —Romantic Times

 

“Robin Paige provides readers with an excellent historical mystery that will have genre fans searching for the previous novels in this special, one-of-a-kind series.”

—Midwest Book Review

Praise for  
Death at Epsom Downs

 

“Enough danger and intrigue to keep readers turning the pages, which are filled with vivid historical detail.”

—Booklist

 

“Even-tempered prose, period conversation, historical characters, dialect, and culture will make this a solid addition to the series.” —Library Journal

 

“Readers who like their historical mysteries on the lighter side will find much to enjoy here.” —Publishers Weekly

 

“The cleverly arranged mystery absorbs the audience, but takes a back seat to the human drama at the tail end of the nineteenth century. Robin Paige provides a page-turning novel that will entice historical fiction buffs and Victorian mystery readers to seek her previous works in a strong series.” —Midwest Book Review

 

“If you like mysteries with real characters and historical settings, you will enjoy this series.”—The Stuart (FL) News
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AUTHORS’NOTE

Four of the characters in this novel are “real,” and our representation of them is as faithful to life as we can make it. Arthur Conan Doyle and Fletcher Robinson visited Dartmoor during March and April of 1901, when this novel takes place, with the purpose of jointly authoring The Hound of  the Baskervilles. We don’t know for certain that Jean Leckie joined Conan Doyle at the Duchy Hotel, but the two frequently arranged such meetings, and it is not impossible that she would have visited him there. William Crossing’s pioneering work as a topographical expert and as a folklorist has made it possible for tens of thousands of visitors to enjoy the beauties of Dartmoor and to appreciate the legends that Doyle used as the basis of his famous story.

ROBIN PAIGE 
BILL AND SUSAN ALBERT 
BERTRAM, TEXAS




CAST OF CHARACTERS

*Indicates historical persons

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lord Charles Sheridan, Baron Somersworth and amateur forensic detective

 

Lady Kathryn Ardleigh Sheridan, Baroness Somersworth and author, under the pen name of Beryl Bardwell

 

Miss Patsy Marsden, photographer and world traveler

 

*Arthur Conan Doyle (later, Sir Arthur), author

 

*Miss Jean Leckie, intimate friend of Conan Doyle, later Lady Conan Doyle

 

*Bertram (Bertie) Fletcher Robinson, journalist and self-styled “joint author” of The Hound of the Baskervilles

 

Sir Edgar Duncan, master of Thornworthy, Chagford, Dartmoor

 

Lady Rosalind Duncan, wife of Sir Edgar and mistress of Thornworthy

 

Avis Cartwright, upstairs maid, Thomworthy

 

Mr. Nigel Westcott, medium

 

Mr. Jack Delany, Stapleton House, Chagford, Dartmoor, Sir Edgar’s cousin

 

Mrs. Daisy Bernard, Hornaby Farm, Hexworthy, Dartmoor, Sir Edgar’s friend

 

Major Oliver Cranford, Governor, Dartmoor Prison

 

Dr. Samuel Spencer, former physician, sentenced in 1900 to Dartmoor Prison for the murder of his wife Elizabeth

 

Miss Mattie Jenkyns, archaeologist

 

Miss Charlotte Lucas, of the Salvation Army Prison Gate Mission

 

Miss Evelyn Spencer, prison reformer

 

*William Crossing, author of Guide to Dartmoor and expert interpreter of the moor and its people

 

Vicar Thomas Garrett, of Saint Michael and All Angels, Princetown, Dartmoor

 

James Lorrimer, M.R.C.S., medical officer for the parishes of Grimpen, Thorsley, and High Barrow, Dartmoor

 

Constable Daniel Chapman, Mid-Devon Constabulary




CHAPTER ONE

Princetown, Dartmoor  
March 30, 1901
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The chances are that you will either love Princetown or hate it.... There are those who view the mist-enshrouded town with its high rainfall, its gray buildings and grim prison as the end of creation.... There are others, though, who believe that its air is healthy and invigorating and that It is set in a landscape of unparalleled beauty.

 

Princetown of Yesteryear  
Chips Barber


Constable Daniel Chapman of the Mid-Devon Constabulary loved his work with a passion that perplexed his wife and, truth be told, puzzled even him. It was not that he was well paid, for the eighteen shillings he brought in each week was not much above the rate paid to a common laborer, and, like a laborer, he was required to be out in all weathers. It was not that the work was easy, either, in spite of the fact that Princetown was a small town and that, for the most part, the moor dwellers of Mid-Devon were a peaceable lot. Since the prison—ill-famed Dartmoor Prison, which loomed like a gray granite ghost out of the lowering Dartmoor mist—required quite a number of guards and  since the guards were not always of the highest moral character, Constable Chapman often found his work cut out for him, especially when Saturday and payday arrived, and the hard-drinking, short-tempered fellows crowded into Princetown’s two pubs to spend their money on ale.

But in spite of these things, Daniel Chapman felt profoundly proud when he buttoned the gold buttons of his navy blue uniform coat, put on his tall, blue helmet, and bade his wife and children good-bye at the front door of their small stone cottage at the top of the High Street. He felt even prouder when he walked around to the back of the cottage and unlocked the door of the tiny constable’s office (for Princetown’s constable, as was often the case, lived and worked in the same place). Stepping inside, the first thing he saw was the Ordnance map fixed to one wall, and on the other a board pinned full of official notices from the Devonshire Constabulary, signed with Superintendent Weaver’s official flourish. The sight of the map and the notices reminded him once again that he, Constable Daniel Dickson Chapman, was the only representative of the King’s law across all the west moor, from Okehampton down to Plymouth. (The constable did not count the governor of the Dartmoor Prison, of course, who was only a custodial agent for the men incarcerated there and had nothing to do with enforcing the law. That was Daniel Chapman’s business, and only his.)

The office was as cold as the outdoors. Constable Chapman went to the small iron stove in the corner of the room, scooped the ashes from the grate into a bucket, and carried them out to the ash heap in the rear. Back inside, he lit a fire of small faggots and added pieces of peat. There was enough water in the bucket to fill the kettle, and while he waited for it to heat, he sat down at a wooden table and attacked the mound of reports and papers that always seemed to be lying in wait for him, keeping him off the streets and away from the people whom he was committed to serve.

The constable was just getting well started when the door opened, letting in a whoosh of cold air. A small, ruddy-faced man stamped in, puffed out his breath, and in his musical Devonshire speech, announced, “Us’ve got dogs o‘er Chagford way, Constable. Two sheep dead an’ two down. There wud’ve bin more, only young Jemmy come up on ’um on his way to school and chased ‘um off. Knowin’ that ye be so partic’lar ’bout keepin’ informed as to goin’s-on here’bouts, I thought ye’d like t’ know.”

“Thank‘ee, Rafe.” The constable matched the man’s soft speech as best he could, although his Bristol tongue was harsher and more clipped. “ ’Tis the third such report i’ the last fortnight. I’ll let folks know t’keep they eyes open.”

“Us’ll be shootin’ on sight,” Rafe said darkly.

“Well, then, be certain t’ shoot dogs, not folks,” the constable said mildly.

“Aye, fay,” Rafe said, agreeing, and stamped out.

The kettle began to hiss, and Constable Chapman got up to make a cup of tea. Sheep-killing dogs, a lost child, a drunken prison guard locked up for breaking a window in the Black Dog—that would be the sum of his reporting for the entire fortnight. Cup in hand, he turned to gaze out the window, which opened onto wide fields and stone fences, with Beardown Hill in the distance, and beyond, Beardown Tor, its granite knobs black against the winter-brown moor. In spite of the occasional problems created by the prison, it was far easier to keep the peace on Dartmoor than to police the dirty streets of Bristol. And the land was lovelier and  infinitely more fascinating than any city vista, the uplands rising and falling and rising again, their shoulders constantly swept by the fresh, clean wind, their soft flanks granite studded, their gray heads topped with stone tors that reared up like monsters out of antiquity.

The constable smiled to himself. Yes, the land, always the fresh, clean, vast land, beyond the reach of any man to sully it. That was the real reason he loved his work.

 

Vicar Thomas Garrett, of Saint Michael and All Angels, on the other hand, did not love his work—a fact that he freely acknowledged as he lit his pipe, stirred one small teaspoonful of sugar into his tea, and settled himself at his desk in the vicarage to work on his Sunday sermon. Oh, it was not that he disliked his Princetown parishioners or the moor dwellers, most of whom lived in a handful of unfortunate hamlets flung like rough stones, randomly coming to rest between the hills and along the dales. It was not that he disliked his clerical duties, either, for Thomas Garrett’s father and grandfather and great-grandfather had been clergymen, and when he donned surplice and stole and stepped up to the pulpit to speak to his flock, he felt that he was not only carrying out the work of the Lord but carrying on a noble family tradition as well. And of course there was no disliking Saint Michael’s, which for all its stony austerity was an impressive example of Devonshire granite work, its tall, square tower offering a splendid view northward across the valley of the West Dart and into the very heart of the moor.

No, the vicar’s dislike of his work was at once larger and more trivial than any other reason that he might have advanced, for the truth was that Thomas Garrett was a very  young man—still in his twenties—unmarried, and handsome, if he did say so himself. While pursuing his studies at Oxford, Mr. Garrett had developed an intense fondness for the pleasures of fine food, fine wine, and fine conversation, none of which, sad to say, were to be easily discovered in Dartmoor. Fine food was limited to the dining room of the Duchy Hotel in Princetown, where fine wine might occasionally be obtained as well; otherwise, the vicar had recourse only to the plain Devon cuisine of his house-keeper, Mrs. Blythe, or the greasy hot pies and stout brown ale served over the bar at the Black Dog or the Plume of Feathers. But fine conversation of the sort he had grown accustomed to during his student days—ample, free-ranging, clever conversation about books, music, politics, religion, affairs of the Empire—was not to be had among the people of the moor, or at least in the households that Mr. Garrett had occasion to visit. As a consequence, he had fallen into the moor habit of talking about moor people and their trivial moor doings—the intricacies of local genealogies, the fortunes of local agriculture, the vagaries of local weather—and had become, he realized sadly, rather a gossip, and a lonely one, at that.

But, Mr. Garrett thought as he sipped his tea and pulled on his pipe, things might just be looking up. He had recently been asked to serve as spiritual adviser to Lady Rosalind Duncan, wife to Sir Edgar Duncan, master of Thornworthy, a large estate near the hamlet of Chagford, a few miles up the Torquay Road. Sir Edgar, who came from an old county family, had inherited Thomworthy some four years before. While he and Lady Duncan had been in the habit of keeping largely to themselves in the earlier years of their residency at Thomworthy, they now seemed  to be taking a more sociable course—perhaps because Sir Edgar had been mentioned as a possible Liberal candidate for Mid-Devon.

In fact, the Duncans were having an entertainment that very night and had invited as their guest a medium from London, quite a famous man, about whom the vicar had read and whom he most earnestly desired to meet. Before Mr. Garrett found himself exiled to the intellectual deserts of the moor, spiritualism had been a subject of great fascination to him, and he was eager to meet Nigel Westcott. And since he had learned that the company that evening would include another visitor to the moor, a famous writer of detective fiction whose work he also fervently admired, the vicar was quite excited by the prospect that this day opened up before him. If more days such as this were to be had, Mr. Garrett thought as he opened his Bible, he might grow to like his work, and Dartmoor, after all.




CHAPTER TWO

Duchy Hotel, Princetown, Dartmoor
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A lady an explorer? a traveller in skirts?  
The notion’s just a trifle too seraphic:  
Let them stay home and mind the babies, or hem our ragged  
shirts  
But they mustn‘t, can’t, and shan’t be geographic,

 

Punch, 1893


Patsy Marsden leaned one elbow on the white damask tablecloth and gazed at the opposite wall, where the gilt-framed photograph of Queen Victoria was draped in black crape and surmounted by an elaborate black bow. The newspapers said that it was the end of an era, and Patsy hoped that it was—the end of the interminable prudishness that the Queen represented and the beginning of a more cheerful, less confining time. King Edward was definitely not prudish, with his racehorses, his shooting parties, and his Mrs. Keppel, who was widely known as the First Lady of the Bedchamber. The new era promised to be more openly entertaining than the old, and perhaps some of the freedoms the Royals seemed to enjoy would percolate down to the rest.

Patsy turned to look out the window of the Duchy Hotel. The clouds that hung over Dartmoor were gray and forbidding, and while the damp wind was not particularly cold, it was so fierce that it snatched off men’s hats and twisted ladies’ skirts—those few ladies, that is, who ventured out into Dartmoor’s famously inclement weather.

But Patsy herself, undaunted by such minor discomforts as a damp wind, had just returned from a long morning’s ramble in the direction of Merrivale Bridge, to see the famous hut circles and Standing Stone. She might be storm-tossed and pink-cheeked, but why should she be daunted by a bit of a wind? After all, she had journeyed through far less hospitable landscapes: across the burning Gobi desert, the frozen Alps, the steaming mangrove swamps of West Africa. What’s more, her mostly solitary travels were not of the usual sort, where English ladies accompanied by their English maids stayed in the posh hotels that were frequented by English travelers, seeing the world not as it really was—astonishingly varied in landscape; extravagantly, colorfully rich in unique cultures and customs—but as a pale reflection of the ordered and decorous England they knew. Nor did Patsy carry with her the usual baggage, only (like the American journalist Nellie Bly, on her famous seventy-two-day trip around the world) one small bag containing a change of clothing and another containing her photography gear. And like Isabella Bird and Mary Kingsley Amis, traveling women whose books she devoured and whose stubborn determination to challenge society’s familiar order she admired, Patsy now returned only briefly to England, to meet a few favorite friends, make the required duty call upon her mother, and—during this visit—to see to the publication of her photographs, a most exciting event in her life.

“Patsy! Oh, I’m so very glad to see you! I can’t believe  how long it has been since we traveled through Egypt.”

Patsy lifted her eyes at the sound of the familiar husky contralto and the distinctive American accent. Kathryn Ardleigh Sheridan had seated herself across the table and was reaching out eagerly for Patsy’s hand.

“Kate!” Patsy exclaimed in delight. “How wonderful to be with you again! And how smart you look!”

Now, Patsy knew that smart was not an accurate description of her friend’s appearance, although she had always thought that Kate—Lady Charles Sheridan—was one of the most attractive women she had ever met. Kate was not conventionally beautiful, for her mouth was much too resolute, the freckles too generously dispersed across her nose, and her green-flecked hazel eyes too disconcertingly intent, while the thick auburn hair, glinting russet in the light, stubbornly refused to be subjugated by combs. Unruly locks escaped to curl around the collar of the sensible green tweed walking suit, the skirt of which was no more than ankle length, displaying a pair of sturdy, thick-soled, black boots. Muddy boots, today. No, smart was not at all the correct word.

But these defects of personal style seemed to Patsy to be evidence of Kate’s unique character, and she loved her the more for them. She was grateful to Kate, too, for if it were not for her friend’s advice several years ago, she might not be here today, self-reliant and free of domestic entanglements. She might instead be the wife of—she shuddered at the thought—Squire Roger Thornton, of Thornton Grange, whose property bordered that of the Marsden family in Essex.1

Indeed, Patsy’s mother had recently remarked that the squire might still be willing to overlook her “unfortunate perambulations” and condescend to make another offer of marriage, if she should promise to give up her travels. Patsy had shaken her head emphatically and then had to listen to a familiar lecture on the necessity of marrying into a good family, concluding with a smug “as your sister Eleanor has done, with true domestic bliss.” Patsy had grimaced at this remark, for in her handbag she carried a letter from Ellie, testifying that her marriage to a wealthy London candy manufacturer was every bit as wretched today as it had been from their wedding, some six years before. Patsy herself was determined to take as many lovers as possible and never, never to marry.

“When did you and Charles arrive in Princetown?” Patsy asked, putting these thoughts aside. “It’s such a treat to be able to arrange this little holiday.” She smiled at the formally dressed waiter as she accepted a large menu from him, adding, “You may bring us a decanter of white wine, please.” The Duchy Hotel might be (as it was advertised) the “highest hostelry in the land,” but the owner, Mr. Aaron Rowe, insisted that guests be served exactly as they would in a fine London hotel.

“We came on the morning train,” Kate replied. “Charles has taken himself off to the prison, and I’ve just this minute finished unpacking.” Patsy was not surprised that Kate had not brought a maid. As an American who had been raised in a New York tenement by an Irish aunt and uncle, her friend was used to doing for herself and preferred, when she traveled, to leave the servants behind.

“But I’m not sure we should call it a holiday,” Kate went on, glancing out the window. “From the look of those clouds, it might pour at any moment. I am told that it rains  here at least two hundred days out of the year.”

“Any day is a holiday when I can be with you,” Patsy said, opening her own menu, choosing quickly, and laying it aside. “I’m hoping for a snowfall, actually. Snow would enhance the photographs I plan to take.” She paused. “I was sorry to hear from Mama that Lady Sommersworth has died.”

“Thank you,” Kate said. “She had been quite ill for some months. I believe she wanted to be released from her pain.” Her face did not betray what Patsy knew: that the Dowager Lady Sommersworth had despised her daughter-in-law for her Irish blood and her independent American ways and had done everything she could to make Kate desperately unhappy. But if she was relieved that the mean-spirited, angry old woman was dead, she didn’t acknowledge it.

“And how is Patrick?” Patsy asked. Kate could have no children—a sadness that Patsy knew still ate into Kate’s heart—but some years before, they had taken a boy into their home. “He must be ... fifteen, is it?”

“Yes, fifteen.” Kate, too, closed her menu with a happy smile. “I should have liked him to go to school, but he’s chosen to be apprenticed as a jockey to George Lambton at Newmarket. He rides amazingly well, but Mr. Lambton thinks his real talent is as a trainer. Patrick seems to know exactly what the horse is thinking.”

The waiter reappeared with a decanter and poured their wine. They gave their orders—roast beef for Patsy and lamb for Kate—and sat back. “I’ve just seen the galley proofs of my book,” Patsy said, smiling. “It’s smashing, Kate. I can’t thank you enough for introducing me to your publisher and coercing him to take me on.”

Kate was herself a much-published author of both nonfiction articles and (under the pen name of Beryl Bardwell)  quite a number of popular fictions. Kate and Patsy had coauthored an article about their trip to the pyramids the previous spring, the last time they were together. Kate had supplied the text, Patsy the photographs, and Jennie Cornwallis-West, a friend of Kate’s, had published their piece in  The Anglo-Saxon Review.2

“Your work served as its own introduction,” Kate replied warmly. “And there was no coercion, not a bit of it The book is going to be a tremendous success.” She glanced out the window again, where a pair of shaggy Dartmoor ponies had emerged out of the whirling mist and were ambling up the quiet street. “You’ve come here to photograph the moors, then? You shan’t lack subjects.”

“To see you and to take pictures,” Patsy replied. “I’ve wanted to come for some time, and when I learned you’d be here, it seemed the perfect occasion.” She sipped her wine. “Tell me again why you’ve come.”

“Charles is setting up new procedures for the fingerprinting of inmates at the prison, and Beryl Bardwell and I want to set a novel on the moor, something Gothic, perhaps. We stayed in Yelverton last night and heard Mr. Crossing—a writer who has lived in the vicinity for many years—tell about a spectral funeral procession which crosses the moor when someone is about to die.” The corners of Kate’s mouth quirked and she lowered her voice in a dramatic whisper. “And then there’s the legend of the cursed huntsman and his demon hounds, with eyes that glow in the dark and—”

“My dear Lady Sheridan!” The man who had interrupted her was a beefy, affable-looking man, with a substantial mustache, gold-rimmed eyeglasses, and a rough voice with a marked Scottish burr. “What a delightful surprise! Is his lordship with you?”

“Dr. Doyle!” Kate exclaimed, extending her hand. “How nice to see you. Yes, Charles is visiting the prison on a project for the Home Secretary. But I thought you were still in Edinburgh. Didn’t I read that you stood for the Central Division?”

“In a Radical district, chiefly the Trade vote.” The man screwed his mouth into an ironic smile. “My downfall was a scurrilous placard that charged me with being a Papist conspirator.” He gave an exaggerated, self-deprecating sigh. “I fear that my political ambitions have been utterly dashed by the loss. I am returning to writing.”

“Well, I’m sure your many readers will be glad of that,”  Kate said emphatically and turned to Patsy. “Miss Marsden, may I present Dr. Arthur Conan Doyle?”

Patsy stared at the man. It couldn’t be. No, not this burly, ham-handed man, who weighed no less than seventeen stone and looked as if he’d be far more at home wearing boxing gloves than wielding a pen. He simply could not be the author of—

“You’ve read his work, I’m sure,” Kate added in an explanatory tone. “He is the creator of Sherlock Holmes.”

“And other things,” Doyle put in, with a half smile. “While I am most often remembered for Sherlock, I have produced far better works.”

“Delighted, Dr. Doyle,” Patsy murmured, trying to hide her astonishment. She had read every one of the Sherlock Holmes stories and had imagined the author to be something like his character, tall and excessively lean, with a  narrow face, a broad forehead, a hawklike, aristocratic nose. This man’s cheeks were full and florid, and his head seemed hugely round. He might have been mistaken for a genial Guardsman.

“Miss Marsden’s first book of photographs is to be published this spring,” Kate said. “She is a world traveler, and never without her camera.” She hesitated, and her voice became more serious. “Tell me, how is your wife, Dr. Doyle? I had a note from her recently, and she did not seem well. And the children?”

“Touie has good weeks and bad,” Doyle said with a sigh. “On the whole, though, I suppose I can only be grateful. The doctors gave her up for lost nearly eight years ago. But the climate of Hindhead is quite restorative, and I continue to hope for the best. And the children are well, of course. Boisterous as always.”

Kate nodded, then indicated the unoccupied chair. “We’ve just ordered luncheon. Would you care to join us?”

“That’s very good of you, Lady Sheridan,” Doyle said quickly, “but I’m meeting a friend, Mr. Robinson. I stayed at his home in Ipplepen before stopping here.” He paused, having obviously just thought of something. “I say, I wonder if you and Lord Sheridan—and you too, of course, Miss Marsden—would like to engage in an evening’s entertainment. Sir Edgar and Lady Duncan have invited Robinson and myself to a séance tonight, at their home near Chagford. They have a guest, a medium down from London, Mr. Nigel Westcott. Perhaps you’ve heard of him.” He paused. “At the least, you might find the house intriguing. Built of Dartmoor granite, with towers and turrets. Amazingly Gothic. Reminds one of the Castle of Otranto.”

Kate replied without hesitation. “I’m sure I should find  the evening quite interesting, Dr. Doyle, although I shall have to ask Lord Sheridan if he is available.” She put her hand on Patsy’s arm. “I do hope that Miss Marsden will agree to be a member of our party.”

“Of course,” Patsy said quickly. “I should enjoy it immensely.”

“Then it is settled,” Doyle said, sounding satisfied. “I shall ask Mr. Robinson what time we will be leaving the hotel and leave a note for you at the desk. Give Lord Sheridan my regards.” He bowed himself off.

Patsy leaned forward. “I suspect that this is an interest of Beryl Bardwell’s,” she said, “and that tonight’s adventure is by way of being a research expedition for one of her stories. That Gothic novel, perhaps?”

“You’ve seen right through me,” Kate said with a light laugh. “How did you guess?”

“Because Kate Sheridan is not the sort of person to believe in ghosts,” Patsy replied with a laugh. “But I’ve been to a séance or two and found them quite interesting, full of bumps and raps and tilting tables. Perhaps I should bring my camera and see if I can photograph some floating ectoplasm.”

“But the ghosts might not put in an appearance if there’s a camera,” Kate said seriously. “And it’s ghosts we want to see—as well as that Gothic castle.” She looked up as a waiter approached with a tray and began to distribute dishes. “Ah, here’s lunch! And doesn’t it look wonderful?”




CHAPTER THREE

Dartmoor Prison, Princetown, Dartmoor
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The primary object is deterrence, both general and individual, to be realised through suffering inflicted as a punishment for crime, the fear of a repetition of it. If as a by-product of this process the reformation of the offender is achieved, so much the better; if not, no matter, it is hardly to be expected.

 

Chief Justice Cockburn, 1900


His hands thrust deep into the pockets of his greatcoat, shoulders hunched against the wind, Lord Charles Sheridan paused just outside the famous keystone entrance arch of Dartmoor Prison and looked up. Carved into the rock over the double oaken doors were two Latin words,  Parcere Subjectis.

“Spare the vanquished.” The inscription might have seemed odd to a visitor unaware of the awful history of this place, but Charles knew that Britain’s most feared and hated prison had originally been purpose-built to house the vanquished: French prisoners taken during the Napoleonic wars. The men had been imprisoned for months in overcrowded, stinking hulks moored at Plymouth, and when five thousand of them left their rotting ships of death in  1809 and marched across the moor to the more commodious Dartmoor Prison, they might indeed have felt that they had been “spared.”

But not for long. Although the prisoners of war were given the run of five large stone buildings within the wall that surrounded the thirty-acre compound, the scanty rations, the miserable damp cold, and the practice of housing men in common rooms soon took their toll. The population more than doubled as American prisoners from the War of 1812 were marched across the moors from Plymouth, and the filthy, overcrowded commons meant that typhus, measles, and smallpox quickly became epidemic, killing hundreds. By 1816, the last dead prisoner was finally buried, and the last of the living were gone, too, so that both the prison and its adjacent village—Princetown had grown up outside the walls, like a village at an abbey foregate—were abandoned to the anguish of restless, homeless ghosts.

For a third of a century, Dartmoor stood silent, an echoing mausoleum amid the high, misty tors, and the population of Princetown dwindled to a few hardy souls. For a time, the prison was converted to a naphtha factory, for the production of which large quantities of peat were cut on Holming Beam; the company was doomed to an early death, however. The place fell silent once again, and the moor was returned to the possession of the moormen who farmed the fields around its circumference and pastured their sheep and cattle on its grassy commons.

But the world beyond the moor was beginning to change. In the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, Britain coped with its criminals by stuffing those convicted of minor crimes into vile and verminous urban prisons, transporting more serious offenders to the opposite ends of the earth, and hanging the rest. By the beginning  of the nineteenth century, however, the colonies were no longer willing to serve as the Crown’s dumping grounds, and penal reform had succeeded in abolishing the death penalty for crimes such as sheep stealing and housebreaking. Some other solution was wanted, and in 1850, Dartmoor was reopened in order to house men that had been deemed unfit for society. But although the obsolete buildings were razed and new ones built, the grim old prison laid a fresh curse upon those who came through its gates. The men no longer shared the nightmare of their confinement in large common halls; now they were condemned to silent, lonely years in the granite tombs which were their separate cells.

The wind was mild for late March, but Charles shivered. He had not been eager to undertake this project, but he and the prison governor, Major Oliver Cranford, had served together in the Sudan, and when the Home Office suggested that Dartmoor might be an ideal site to begin the national prisoners’ fingerprinting programme, Charles could scarcely refuse. After all, he had been lobbying the Yard for almost a decade to abandon its reliance on the outworn, imprecise anthropometric system of identification—the measurement of facial features that was also called bertillonage, after its French formulator, Alphonse Bertillon—and turn instead to the more scientific method of dactyloscopy. In fact, the previous year, the Home Secretary had asked Charles and Lord Belper to establish a committee to review the Yard’s use of bertillonage and compare it to fingerprinting. The committee had concluded their report with the recommendation that anthropometry be dropped and fingerprinting take its place. It was time to move into the modem era.

The Home Secretary acted quickly, appointing Edward  Henry (whose Classification and Uses of Fingerprints was the definitive work on the subject) as the acting Police Commissioner of London and head of the Criminal Investigation Department. Only two weeks ago, Charles had accompanied the new commissioner on his first official rounds at the Yard, where they saw that the fingerprint operation, such as it was, lay in a shambles. The few prints that had been collected were technically poor and pigeonholed without proper labeling in the dusty recesses of an ordinary household cupboard. At this very moment, Commissioner Henry was beginning a programme to fingerprint everyone the Yard apprehended. Charles could scarcely refuse to do his part when the Home Office proposed that he himself go to Dartmoor to oversee the implementation of the first prison fingerprinting program. And that was not his only motive for coming. There was that other business, the case of the unfortunate Dr. Spencer, which had been troubling him ever since the fellow was convicted. Altogether, he had plenty of reason to be at Dartmoor, like it or not.

Some three hours later, having toured the prison, Charles was sitting in Major Cranford’s dreary office in the Administrative Block, which like everywhere else in this dreadful place, was saturated with the stale, acrid smell of perspiring bodies, bad sanitation, and leaking gas.

“I won’t ask what you think,” the major said candidly. He sat down in a leather chair on one side of the fire, motioning Charles to take the other. “I can read the disgust on your face.”

“I don’t understand how they stay warm, Oliver,” Charles said, stretching out his feet to the blaze and thinking that it might be more comfortable out-of-doors than inside the prison’s thick stone walls, which kept out the sun’s  warmth as well as the wind. “Those old coke stoves in the center of each hall give out nothing but noxious fumes. Can’t you put individual gas fires in the cells?” He caught himself, thinking of the plank beds and wooden stools and the mattresses and pillows stuffed with coconut fiber, all combustible. “No, I suppose you can’t,” he said regretfully. “It would be much too dangerous. One careless move—or a vindictive one—and the place would be filled with smoke.”

“Exactly,” the major said. “We can’t even put gas lighting in the cells. Perhaps, if the prison were to be electrified ...” He took the tongs and added a few more lumps of coal to the fire. “But that will never happen, just as it will never be properly plumbed. Some of these men are no better than animals. Can you imagine what they would put down the pipes?” There was a tap at the door. “Ah, that will be our luncheon,” he said. “Come in, Richards.”

An orderly entered, carrying a tray covered by a white cloth and fine china serving dishes. He put it down on the table between the two men, opened a bottle of wine, and poured. Charles helped himself to a roast beef sandwich and a pickle.

“Forget the plumbing and the fires,” the major said, putting a spoonful of seafood salad on his plate. “Fingerprinting, now—that’s a task we can accomplish, Charles. Knowing you as I do, I’m sure you have already organized the whole thing in your mind. I suppose you’re ready to move forward with it. What can I do to help?”

“Police Commissioner Henry and I have drafted a set of instructions for those who will be implementing the system,” Charles said. He unfolded a snowy white napkin across his knees. “As important as collecting the prints is  their labeling and cataloguing, which ought to be consistent across the Empire.”

“The Empire!” The major raised his eyebrows. “Well, well. You are up to something, old chap.” He held up his wineglass, scrutinizing the color. He took a sip, smiled, and took another.

“It’s extensive but manageable,” Charles said mildly, around his sandwich. “If all do their individual parts.”

“Which won’t be done as eagerly you imagine, of course.” The major set down his glass. Under his fastidiously trimmed mustache, his smile was dry. “There’ll be plenty of foot-dragging. Prison officials are not known for being open to change, you know. We’re a conservative lot—much worse than the police.”

“Of course,” Charles said. “But we must make a start.” He was not in the habit of blaming people for being unwilling to adapt to new ideas. But as police collected fingerprint evidence and prosecutors began to use it in obtaining convictions in court, it was only a matter of time before everyone involved would be forced to accept this new and virtually foolproof method of identification. “This afternoon,” he added, “I should like to meet with your deputy governor and the guards he’s selected to do the actual work.”

“Very good.” The major finished his salad and took a sandwich. “One or two may be a bit late, however. A missionary from the Salvation Army Prison Gate Mission is here to distribute Bibles to the Scottish inmates.” He grinned. “We can threaten their souls with the fires of Hades, even if we can’t warm their shanks. Since most of the men are illiterate, however, I doubt that a Bible or two will make much of a difference.”

“Speaking of Scottish inmates,” Charles said, “I wonder what you might know of Dr. Samuel Spencer, who arrived here fairly recently.”

“November, I believe.” The major chewed and swallowed. “I spoke with him myself. A well-educated, thoughtful fellow. But he’s in the right company. At last count, we are housing two other inmates who are here because they bludgeoned their wives to death.”

“You think he’s guilty, then?”

“Guilty?” The major licked his finger. “I hadn’t given it much thought. He pled guilty, didn’t he?”

“If he was guilty, why didn’t he hang?”

The major frowned. “Dash it all, Sheridan, you know why he didn’t hang. A petition was got up by his friends in Edinburgh, fifty or sixty names—”

“Four hundred,” Charles said.

“Four hundred, then.” The major sounded cross. “And then that magazine, Truth, began needling the home secretary, who knuckled under and commuted the sentence to life imprisonment.” He put down his plate with a clatter. “If you ask me, Spencer ought to be grateful for all that’s been done on his behalf.”

“Has he said whether he’s guilty or innocent? Since he arrived at the prison, I mean.”

“He told the court that he’s guilty, and that’s enough for me,” the major replied, taking a slice of cheese.

Charles contemplated the fire in silence for a moment, then remarked, “The reason some signed the petition was that the only evidence of his guilt was circumstantial, while others felt that he pleaded guilty in order to protect the real killer, who was known to him. As for myself, I am interested in the bloody handprint that was found at the scene of the crime. According to the police, Spencer’s  hands did not have blood on them when he was discovered with the victim.”

“Handprint?” The major frowned. “I don’t believe I heard—”

“It was not entered into evidence,” Charles said. “It played no role in the police investigation, and I don’t suppose that Spencer’s solicitor would have given it a second thought, even if he had been aware of its existence.” He stared at the play of the flames. “I should not have known of the print if it had not been for Police Commissioner Henry. He discovered a photograph of it during a visit to the Edinburgh police and brought it to my attention.” He reached into the pocket of his coat and took out a large envelope. He opened it and handed several photographs to the major.

The major studied the photographs, scowling, then handed them back. “I suppose you are raising this matter because you want to have a go at the fellow.”

“Something like that,” Charles said. “But there’s no special hurry, I suppose.”

“Quite right,” the major said. “No hurry at all. The man isn’t going anywhere.”




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_015_r1.jpg
+=IE=+





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_040_r1.jpg
+=OC=





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_034_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_019_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_038_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_030_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_021_r1.jpg
E=DE=





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_025_r1.jpg
rEDC=





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_msr_ppl_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_029_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_041_r1.jpg
+EDC=-





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_014_r1.jpg
healcd





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_010_r1.jpg
> =0C=





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_035_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_018_r1.jpg
==





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_039_r1.jpg
=DE=





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_028_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_031_r1.jpg
- EOC=





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
Death at
Dartmoor

=D =<

ROBIN PAIGE

%/

BERKLEY PRIME CRIME, NEW YORK





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_024_r1.jpg
==





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_007_r1.jpg
==





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_017_r1.jpg
R oo





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_042_r1.gif
ROBIN PAIGE
The Victorian Mystery Series
LR 2% 2
Read all the adventures of Lord Charles Sheridan
and his clever American wife, Kate.

¢ DEATH AT BISHOP'S KEEP. e 0425164357
¢ DEATH AT GALLOWS GREEN. 0425163997
© DEATH AT DAISY'S FOLLY . 0425156710
© DEATH AT DEVIL'S BRIDGE. 0425161951
 DEATH AT ROTTINGDEAN. . — )
¢ DEATH AT WHITECHAPEL............c.ccc 0425110
 DEATH AT EPSOM DOWNS.. 042518384
& DEATH AT DARTMOOR ... e 0425189090
¢ DEATH AT GLAMIS CASTLE. 0425192644
 DEATH IN HYDE PARK ... 0425201139
 DEATH AT BLENHEIM PALACE ............... 0425:20237:2

“AN ORIGINAL AND INTELLIGENT SLEUTH...A VIVID
RECREATION OF VICTORIAN ENGLAND.”
—JEAN HAGAR

Available wherever books are sold or at
penguin.com

arpcrs





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_013_r1.jpg
==





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_032_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_036_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_027_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_008_r1.jpg
- EDC=





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_023_r1.jpg
==





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_016_r1.jpg
=D





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_012_r1.jpg
==





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_033_r1.jpg
Reaolcd





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_037_r1.jpg
+=OC=+





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_msr_cvt_r1.jpg
e £xt
Dartmoor






OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_001_r1.jpg
Death at
Dartmoor

>=0E=

ROBIN PAIGE

ug/,

BERKLEY PRIME CRIME, NEW YORK





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_022_r1.jpg
Raolc g





OEBPS/paig_9781440672934_oeb_026_r1.jpg
==





