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    AUTHOR’S NOTE



    Fire on the Hill is a work of fiction. All incidents, dialogue, and characters, with exception of historical and public figures, are products of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real.


    Where real-life historical or public figures appear, the situations, incidents, and dialogue concerning the person are fictional.


    In all aspects, any resemblance to the living or the dead is entirely coincidental.

  


  
    Preface



    When Canada entered the First World War, there were fears that German sympathizers in Canada and in the United States would try to cripple Canada’s war effort through acts of subversion and sabotage.


    When a fire destroyed the Centre Block of the Canadian Parliament Buildings on the night of February 3, 1916, German saboteurs were suspected. The Royal Commission appointed to investigate the origin of the fire concluded:


    The fire started in a file of papers on a shelf on one of the reading tables near the House of Commons. The first person to see the fire was Francis Glass, ESQ., M.P., who stated that the fire originated while he was in the reading room; that he had been in the reading-room a short time when he felt a wave of heat passing up alongside of him from a hot-air register, and he turned around and almost immediately smelled the burning of paper; stooped down and saw smoke coming out.


    * * *


    As to the question whether the fire was deliberately set the commissioners made the following conclusions:


    Your commissioners are of the opinion that there are many circumstances connected with this fire that lead to a strong suspicion of incendiarism, especially in view of the fact that the evidence is clear that no one was smoking in the reading-room for some time previous to the outbreak of fire, and also to the fact that the fire could not have occurred from defective electric wiring. But while your commissioners are of such opinion, there is nothing in the evidence to justify your commissioners in finding the fire was maliciously set.


    * * *


    Your commissioners feel very strongly that it might be possible at a later date to obtain evidence (which they cannot reach at the present time) which might establish beyond question whether this fire was incendiary or accidental, and with the approval of Your Royal Highness, your commissioners would humbly suggest that this report be treated not as a final report but as an interim report, and that the commission be left open, and in the event of your commissioners be able to get further evidence at a later date that they be permitted to do so.

  


  
    CHAPTER 1


    HOTEL ROOM, CHÂTEAU LAURIER, RIDEAU STREET, OTTAWA

    10:00 A.M., WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 1, 1915


    He held the long wooden match to the fire hissing in the room’s gas fireplace. When the sulphur flared, he raised the matchstick to the tip of the Cuban cigar clamped between his teeth then drew on the cigar slowly and carefully. He savoured the smooth, sweet chocolate flavour. It had been several months since he had a good supply of Havanas, and he was planning to enjoy them while they lasted.


    The Cuban soured slightly when Count Jaggi’s gaze fell on the Queen Anne-style writing desk set against the far wall. Waiting on the desk were several sheets of writing paper, a few postcards, and a decanter of cognac alongside two tumblers. A blue cloth button was sitting at the bottom of the one of glasses, slowly staining the liquid yellowish. He had been avoiding the task of preparing his messages all morning, but he couldn’t avoid it any longer.


    He sighed and lowered himself onto the red, floral-patterned upholstery seat of the chair before the desk. He lifted the bottle and half-filled the empty tumbler. Then he removed his cigar from his mouth and placed it carefully in the brass ashtray stand beside the desk before lifting the cognac to his mouth. It was not the best quality, but smooth enough, he thought as it slid over his tongue. He knew he was beginning to depend too much on the alcohol, but the need to stay constantly alert was draining. He rubbed his neck to relieve the knot developing there.


    He retrieved his cigar and took another pull. The smoke now had a bitter taste. He had sufficient material now, but transcribing it was tedious and time-consuming. He took another taste of the cognac. He stared at the respectable European landscape painting above the desk and wished he were home enjoying a cold beer. He gave another tired sigh and placed the cigar back on the ashtray stand.


    He picked up a black, gold-accented pen, unscrewed the barrel, dipped the nib into the now deep amber-coloured liquid, and then squeezed the rubber bladder. He withdrew the nib when the sac was full. He gently squeezed the latex, returning a couple of drops, then dried off the excess ink from the tines with a piece of tissue.


    He began to write, pausing from time to time to take another sip of cognac or puff on his cigar, allowing time for the ink to dry. When he heard the squeaking of the hotel’s elevator approach his floor, he turned towards the noise then relaxed when it didn’t stop to open its doors into the hallway outside his room. He reluctantly returned his focus back to the letter he was composing. The Count grunted in satisfaction as the sentences he had just written slowly faded then disappeared.


    He had not been working long when someone rattled the doorknob to the hotel room. His eyes shot to the moving brass handle. How the hell did they get to his door without his hearing it? He moved to cover the incriminating evidence on his desk. When he heard the door rattle again, he quietly eased open the right-hand drawer of the desk and rested his hand on the butt of a Webley .455 revolver.


    “Shit, the key won’t open the door! Why won’t the door open?” A man, slurring and loud.


    “Silly,” answered a woman’s voice with a girlish giggle, “you have the wrong room.”


    The man laughed uproariously. “Hey, Mister. Sorry! Let’s go, dearie.”


    Count Jaggi moved his hand away from the Webley and closed the drawer. He wiped the cold sweat from his brow. He could hear his heart pounding. He refilled the tumbler with a shaking hand and downed the cognac in one gulp. He rose sharply up from his chair and began pacing back and forth to burn off the adrenaline pumping through his system.


    Eventually he returned to his task. He had no choice but to finish. He rubbed his neck again to loosen the tightening knot.


    When he finished half an hour later, some of the tension had left his body. He stuffed the letters into envelopes that he had already stamped and put them and the postcards into a black leather briefcase resting beside the desk.


    He glanced out the room’s window and shuddered. It was cold out there. He didn’t want to leave the warmth of the fire, but he had an appointment that he must attend. He opened the armoire and reached in for an overcoat. There was already a dark blue woollen one thrown on the bed, but it was missing a button. He didn’t have time to sew it back on now. He took a thin, herringbone-patterned coat off a hanger and pulled it on then picked up the briefcase. He thought of the Webley but decided it was too risky to carry it.


    The letters and postcards were dangerous enough.


    Before leaving, he scanned the scene from the doorway, trying to memorize where everything was, in case the room was searched while he was out. Then he walked out, locking the door behind him.


    When the Count stepped out of the Château Laurier’s entrance, he immediately regretted not wearing the overcoat. It was warmer and thicker, which would have cut the edge of the bitterly cold wind that knifed through him better than the one he was wearing.


    “Would you like a cab, sir?” asked the doorman brightly. He seemed unaffected by the temperature, but then he was dressed in the winter livery of a Grand Trunk Pacific hotel doorman: fur-lined winter boots, dark-coloured wool pants, a double-breasted knee-length heavy cloth coat, buttoned to the neck, with matching brass buttons on the sleeves and epaulets on the shoulder, and topped off with a Russian-style fur hat.


    The Count was tempted to take the doorman up on his offer, but he was going to be here for a while, and he would have to adapt to the cold. He waved the man away with a gloved hand. “Merci, I prefer to walk. It will do my constitution good,” he replied. He drew in a deep breath and released it in a puff that steamed in the air, to emphasize his point.


    “As you wish, sir,” replied the doorman. He returned to his post, conveniently sheltered from the wind. The doorman’s response was polite, but the Count sensed the amusement at his determination to walk.


    He nodded to the doorman, touching his hat, then strolled towards the dark sandstone Parliament buildings looming to his right. The snow crunched under his booted feet. He passed two men heaving shovelfuls of snow into a horse-drawn wagon. Between grunts, they were swearing about the cold. His lips parted in a smile when he saw the “Donate to Belgian Relief” banner on the wagon.


    At the sound of the train whistle, he turned towards the Grand Trunk Railway station across from the Château. A plume of smoke rose into the turquoise sky from the stack of a train slowing to a stop. His eyes moved from the soot-stained white station to his task of scanning Sapper’s Bridge for surveillance.


    A crowded tram with frost-covered windows blocked his view for a moment, but everything appeared normal — or what passed as normal in Ottawa. He crossed the bridge, and when the harsh wind howling down Sparks Street hit him, he realized why he really should have used a cab. He took the right fork on the bridge leading to the post office on the corner of Sparks and Elgin and understood why the doorman had been amused. The wind sliced through his thin overcoat. Shivering, he spotted two blue-uniformed Dominion Police officers on the corner chatting with an attractive brunette. The police officers didn’t worry him. Anyone searching for him wouldn’t be in uniform.


    He dropped the letters and the postcards into the red Royal Mail box in front of the post office. Out of the corner of his vision, he noticed the brunette walking towards him. She was in her early thirties, he thought, and dressed in a sombre charcoal grey, with her hands tucked warmly into a beaver muff. In his mind he unwrapped her heavy coat and pictured what lay beneath, and he was pleased by the image.


    He tipped his hat and smiled gallantly. It had been a while since he was with a woman. It took him a moment to realize that she was not reciprocating. But she wasn’t averting her gaze either. Before he could form his next thought, he heard her say, “I know what you are.”


    The words stopped him. How, he thought, how could she know? He watched helplessly as she slowly pulled her hand from the muff.


    “For you,” she said and pressed something into his gloved hand. He glanced it: a white ostrich feather. He looked up sharply to reprimand her, but she had already moved briskly away and was disappearing down Sparks Street. The Count extended his hand then turned it over, letting the feather fall onto the slushy sidewalk. He then headed up the Hill for his appointment.

  


  
    CHAPTER 2


    PRIME MINISTER’S OFFICE, EAST BLOCK,


    PARLIAMENT HILL, OTTAWA


    11:00 a.m., WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 1, 1915


    “No!”


    “But Sir Robert...” Inspector MacNutt protested.


    “No,” Sir Borden interjected, “I respect your feelings on this and I admire that you are willing to volunteer. However, I will not allow you to resign so that you can join the Canadian Corps. You are much too valuable where you are.”


    MacNutt’s hands trembled slightly on the chair’s armrests as he refrained from throwing them in the air. It would not have been wise in front of the prime minister. Since the war’s beginning he had been begging the prime minister to accept his resignation so that he could join the Canadian Corps in France. And every time Borden denied him his request, and for the same reason. As the head of the Dominion Police’s Secret Service, he was too valuable a man to be wasted as a simple foot soldier in the muddy fields of Flanders.


    He figured that if he kept asking, Borden would eventually tire and grant his request. What he hadn’t included in his calculation was that Borden was the leader of the Conservative Party of Canada. Anyone who could survive the leadership trials and tribulations of such a volatile and fractious party could easily handle the cajoling of a frustrated civil servant.


    Borden had never sought the leadership of the Conservatives. Until Premier Fielding foolishly attempted to take Borden’s native province, Nova Scotia, out of Confederation, he had been a Liberal. His cousin, Sir Frederick Borden, was once Laurier’s minister of militia. Furious at Fielding’s stupidity, Borden decided to run as a Conservative, and he won easily. He would have remained a simple Member of Parliament if Sir Charles Tupper had not decided to retire as the leader of the Conservatives after losing his seat in the 1900 election. The party caucus pressured Borden to take the position as acting leader, for a year, while they searched for a new leader. He had reluctantly agreed. Borden would have gladly resigned after the year, though they still couldn’t agree on a replacement, if it hadn’t been for his wounded pride. What must have greatly offended him were the cabals and intrigues that swirled in the Conservative party. After two electoral defeats it seemed to his enemies, both in and out of the party, that Borden was finally on his way out. His stunning electoral victory in 1911 changed all that. While he gave no gloating speeches upon hearing the election results, the magnitude of the victory must have given Borden enormous satisfaction.


    With Borden’s firm no, MacNutt finally realized his leader was not about to acquiesce. MacNutt had made the mistake of becoming indispensable.


    Borden chose not to notice MacNutt’s stiffness by lifting a newspaper from his desk. “Did you read yesterday’s Ottawa Journal?”


    “I’m afraid so,” replied MacNutt as he folded his arms. He had the sinking feeling he knew where Sir Robert was heading.


    “The Mayor of Pembroke claims that his city is a centre through which news of the Canadian military reaches the enemy and that there are a thousand paid agents in Canada,” read the prime minister. Borden peered expectantly at MacNutt over his glasses. “Is this true?”


    “Of course, Prime Minister,” MacNutt replied, keeping a straight face. “You know as well as I the critical role that Pembroke plays. Without Pembroke the war would be lost!”


    Borden stared at him then chuckled as he put down the paper. “Just give him a call and give him some reassurance from me, please.”


    “Yes, Prime Minister. If you’ll give me an increase in my budget, I’ll try to find those thousand agents for you,” responded MacNutt with a crooked grin.


    At the mention of money Borden gave MacNutt a disapproving frown. Though he was a wealthy man and didn’t like being teased about it, he was notorious for his penny pinching. In the summer, he rode his bike to work instead of paying a nickel for the tram. “I think that extra one hundred thousand dollars we gave you in the last budget should be sufficient for now. Unless there is more going on that I don’t know about?”


    When MacNutt crossed his legs and relaxed his hands on the armrest, Borden knew there was some new information. “What?”


    “The Americans are about to declare Captains von Papen and Boy-Ed as personae non gratae,” replied MacNutt. Captain Franz von Papen was the German military attaché in Washington, D.C., while Captain Karl Boy-Ed was von Papen’s naval counterpart.


    “That is good news. When were you informed?”


    “I received word this morning. I thought you would like to know right away,” answered MacNutt.


    “Excellent. Excellent. It’s about time. So Lansing is beginning to lose his patience with their shenanigans, then,” beamed Borden, referring to the American secretary of state. Lansing was appointed to the position in June 1915, a bare five months ago.


    “I guess so. Considering all the Hun provocation,” replied MacNutt.


    “At least he is taking our concerns more seriously than Secretary of State Bryan did,” Borden said with a hint of satisfaction. “I can appreciate the fact the States want to maintain their neutrality. But claiming that they could not post guards at their end of the international bridges because it was unconstitutional was ridiculous.” It was Bryan’s contention that since a bridge was inside a state, each state was therefore responsible for law and order within its boundaries. Washington could only become involved if the state couldn’t handle the situation and called on Washington for help. “And this was after that German what’s his name...?”


    “Werner von Horn.”


    “That’s him. Even after he tried to blow up the CPR bridge at Vanceboro,” said Borden.


    “I know,” agreed MacNutt. “Bryan was determined that not only should the letter of the neutrality laws be maintained but also the spirit of the law. The consequences be damned.”


    Borden’s gaze lost focus for a moment. He gently stroked his bushy moustache with two fingers of his right hand. When he refocused he said, “A thought just struck me, Andrew. Will the Americans’ new attitude apply only to the Germans, or will it apply to our activities as well?”


    MacNutt bowed his head slightly and stared at the desk’s front panel. “You have a point. I never thought about it. One of the reasons we have people in the States is that the Americans were not taking our concerns seriously.”


    “Which they are now.”


    “Which they are now,” said MacNutt. “Our agents have all been instructed to avoid doing or saying anything that could cause complications. We also use the Pinkerton and Thiel detective agencies for many of our investigations. Any information they obtain that may be of interest or concern is passed on to the United States government. The only fly in the ointment is the British Secret Service. We never know what they are up to.”


    “I know the feeling,” Borden said. His brow wrinkled with unease.


    “So far we have managed to be discreet and keep a fairly low profile,” MacNutt reassured in an attempt to calm the prime minister’s concerns.


    “Good. That’s what I like to hear,” Borden said as the lines on his forehead slackened.


    “It also helped that the Americans were able to get a hold of Dr. Albert’s papers.” Dr. Heinrich Albert was the German embassy’s commercial attaché based in New York.


    “It was careless of him to leave his portfolio on that elevated train in New York,” said an amused Borden.


    “Yes, it was.” MacNutt smiled too. “You do know what they call him behind his back in Washington?”


    “No.”


    “Minister without portfolio.”


    Borden groaned. “That’s an awful pun. But it was also useful that his papers were published in the New York dailies. I’m sure that put a lot of pressure on Lansing to do something about the German embassy in Washington and their consulate in New York.” The papers found in the Dr. Albert’s portfolio provided ample evidence that he was the paymaster for German sabotage activity in Canada and the United States.


    “I’m sure it did.”


    “When is he going to declare them personae non gratae?” Borden asked.


    “I heard either the third or fourth of December. Monday, the fifth, at the latest.”


    “Does anyone else know?”


    MacNutt shrugged. “The papers will be reporting it soon enough. I wouldn’t be surprised if the G-G already knows.”


    “Yes, it would get to him first, wouldn’t it.” Borden couldn’t keep the irritation out of his voice.


    MacNutt knew the prime minister felt that the U.S. government didn’t take his government’s concerns seriously. By custom, as well as constitutionally, Britain handled nearly all Canada’s external affairs because Canada was still considered a colony. While there were a number of consuls general from foreign countries in Canada, only four lived in Ottawa. The most senior was Colonel J.G. Foster of the United States. The other consuls general represented China, Belgium, and Japan. The consuls of Germany, France, Holland, and Argentina resided in Montreal. Canada didn’t recognize them as diplomatic representatives, even though they occasionally played that role.


    What this meant was that his government didn’t communicate directly with the Americans at the diplomatic level. If Borden had a concern, he would have to ask the governor general to express it to the British embassy in Washington. The embassy would then forward his government’s concerns to the State Department. The State Department would respond to the British ambassador, who would usually forward the reply to the governor general. Rarely would they send the reply back directly to Borden.


    The quality of the Foreign Office staff assigned to Canadian matters was at best questionable. MacNutt doubted that being assigned to the Canadian desk was regarded as a good career move. This, he knew, was what frustrated Borden. The prime minister felt that Canada was getting short shrift.


    There had been a number of instances where Canadian interests conflicted with British interests; it was inevitably Canada that got the short end of the stick. What made a difficult situation worse was the bad blood between Borden and the governor general. Borden was always searching for ways to bypass Whitehall and take control of Canada’s foreign affairs.


    “You know Bennett will make sure of that,” MacNutt added.


    “God help us. How he ever became a consul general I’ll never know. We had enough trouble with the rumours he spreads about a possible invasion of Canada by German reservists,” said an exasperated Borden as he ran a hand through his white hair.


    “I know,” agreed MacNutt with a raised palm. “We’ve wasted a considerable amount of time and money trying to confirm his reports.” The prime minister winced at his reference to the waste of money. “Not to mention the effect that has on the morale of our people. Our people in the States are not too happy with us forcing them to investigate his reports. Pinkerton has told us a number of times that they consider them a waste of time. The only reason they investigate them is that we are paying them. And it doesn’t help our credibility with the Americans.”


    “I know. I know. By the way, how many men do they have assigned for our work?” Borden asked.


    “They’ve informed me that they have a half-dozen or so,” replied MacNutt.


    “Their best men?”


    MacNutt rubbed his chin. “They have other clients. When things get busy for them, they always have to take care of their biggest clients first.”


    “They haven’t found anything so far?”


    “So far, no, Prime Minister. But as to the rumours of an imminent invasion by the Germans, you know a lot of people remember the Fenians. That is the only reason people listen to the rumours. If it could happen fifty years ago, it could happen again. And you know as well as I do that was the reason the Service was created in the first place, to deal with the Fenian threat from the States.”


    Although the Fenian raids took place nearly fifty years earlier, they were still fresh in peoples’ minds. It caused MacNutt no end of trouble. Every Canadian knew that when the American Civil War ended, both Upper and Lower Canada were terrified that the Union Army, the largest, most modern, and battle-hardened in the world, would turn its sights on conquering Canada. It was one of the reasons that the Confederation was formed. It was fortunate for Canada that the Americans, war-weary and anxious to go home, had little appetite for another war. However, the disbanded Irish battalions had different ideas. Fresh from helping the Union Army defeat the South, they felt that they could easily capture Canada and hold it for ransom, guaranteeing Irish freedom. From 1866 to 1870 the Fenians mounted a number of raids from the States into Canada, and they all failed.


    “You don’t think the Germans will try something similar?” Borden asked.


    “No, Prime Minister, there is no evidence to support the rumours. There is no unusual activity in the possible staging areas in New York State. The RNWMP reports the same along the 49th parallel.” The Royal North-West Mounted Police patrolled the U.S. and Canadian border east of Ontario.


    “I hope you’re right,” said Borden as he lifted his face from his hand.


    “I’m not saying there isn’t a hothead or two out there or that the German Secret Service will not try some kind of mischief. Just that a full-blown invasion is not in the cards. If they try, we would have plenty of warning — and the Americans would definitely not put up with it. They’d be upset if anyone but them invaded us.”


    Borden rubbed his temples. “Prepare your report on the von Papen and Boy-Ed situation. But, it is very good news. Very good news, indeed. Now, I have one more thing to discuss.” Before he could continue, the door to his office opened and his private secretary, Jocelyn Boyce, entered.


    “Excuse me, Prime Minister. You requested that I inform you when the Belgian Relief people arrived,” he announced with a raised eyebrow.


    “Thank you, Joe. I’ll be done in a moment,” said Borden with a slight nod.


    “Yes, Prime Minister. I also would like to let you know that the Australian cadets are scheduled to visit the Privy Council chamber right after the Belgian Relief people,” Boyce added.


    “Very well, Boyce. I’ll be done in a moment,” repeated Borden.


    Boyce’s visage told MacNutt that the PM had more important things to do than gab with MacNutt. He acknowledged the man with a respectful nod. Boyce was not an ordinary private secretary. He was formally a clerk in the Privy Council Office. In 1913, Borden had appointed the man as one of his private secretaries. He also acted as a liaison with the External Affairs department, which was located on the same floor of the East Block as the prime minister’s office.


    “I’d forgotten about the relief people,” Borden groused. “Is Katherine still helping out?”


    “She seems to enjoy making her contribution to the war effort,” MacNutt replied. He really didn’t want to discuss Katherine, though Lady Borden and Katherine were good friends. To change the subject he inquired, “You said you had another thing to discuss?”


    “Oh yes.” Borden paused, choosing his words carefully. “I’m afraid it’s about Mrs. Ramsey.”


    MacNutt groaned. “Not her again.”


    “I’m afraid so.”


    “Isn’t there any way we can get rid of her?”


    “Someone suggested sending her to France. They said it would guarantee the war would be over by Christmas.” Borden was trying hard not to laugh.


    “But who would have won? Us or them?” asked MacNutt with both palms held open.


    “I know,” said Borden. “It’s highly doubtful that she has any useful information, but she’s driving me and my staff to distraction.”


    “We could introduce her to Hughes.”


    Borden regarded MacNutt with horror. “Oh my God! I can only deal with one war at a time. No, I’m afraid I have to give the matter to you.”


    MacNutt sighed. “As you wish. I’ll get my sergeant to interview her next week.”


    Borden frowned then commanded, “I’m afraid that it will have to be you. Some time in the next week or two.”


    MacNutt lowered his eyes then replied in a resigned tone. “As you wish, Prime Minister. I’ll arrange an interview as soon as possible.”


    “Good.” A buzzer above Sir Robert’s desk sounded. “Yes. Yes. I’m coming,” Borden muttered as he rose slowly from his chair. The inspector had already risen and held open the door for Borden.


    “Thank you, Andrew,” Borden said as they left his office. Standing in Borden’s outer office was the Belgian consul general, Goor, and four other Belgian Relief officials. MacNutt was familiar with the consul general, since Katherine did a lot for Belgian relief work. One of the men he did not recognize. He gave the men a friendly nod as he walked out of the office and past them.


    Borden had put on his best face before greeting his quests. “Count Jaggi, it is indeed an honour and a pleasure to meet you. Please come into my office.” With a welcoming motion, the prime minister ushered the men into his office.

  


  
    CHAPTER 3


    DOMINION POLICE OFFICES, EAST BLOCK,


    PARLIAMENT HILL, OTTAWA


    11:30 a.m., WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 1, 1915


    MacNutt’s feet echoed on the blue Ohio stone as he made his way to the staircase located just past the governor general’s office. He took the carpeted stairs down to the ground floor. Halfway down the staircase, he returned the absent-minded salute of a uniformed officer who was passing him on the stairs on the way up. MacNutt noticed a blemish on the uniform that made him stop. “Constable Edwards,” he snapped.


    The constable froze then came to stiff attention. “Yes, sir.”


    “Can you explain this, Constable?” MacNutt approached the young man and flicked his unbuttoned collar. The man’s cheeks blushed a faint pink.


    “Sir, I was in the lounge, sir. Well, the sergeant said he needed these papers delivered to the Mounties, sir. Right away, sir,” he replied nervously. If MacNutt hadn’t known the young man’s history, he would have almost felt sorry for him. Because his department was responsible for vetting new personnel for the Force, he knew a great deal about young Constable Edwards.


    The man believed that the army had rejected him because of his poor eyesight. He had a certificate attesting to that fact. What was not in any written report was that his mother, distraught at the thought of losing her baby, had used her family’s connections to ensure her son was rejected from the army. The boy’s father was furious when he learned how his wife had interfered, but there was very little he could do once the deed was done.


    Still wanting to be in uniform, the young man applied to join the Dominion Police Force. Normally, the Dominion Police would have rejected him as well. He didn’t really have the characteristics the Force favoured. Most of the uniformed officers were a rough and ready lot, chosen mainly for their brawn and their ability to follow orders. Edwards was a slight man of medium height and relatively well educated. He also had a softness about him that would be a definite liability on the street. When his father came to the inspector and asked if there was a capacity in which the boy could serve, MacNutt reluctantly agreed. The lad reminded him very much of Jamie. He justified his decision by reasoning that with the war the Force needed men and couldn’t be too choosy. He did warn the boy’s father not to expect any special consideration for his son. Young Edwards would be treated in the same manner as any other officer.


    “It was such an urgent matter that you were unable to take a moment to button your collar?” asked MacNutt.


    “No, sir ... Yes, sir ... I mean, sir,” Edwards stammered as he avoided looking directly at the inspector.


    “Please take the snow out of your ears and button your collar,” MacNutt ordered.


    “Yes, sir.” Edwards raised his hands, but he seemed confused about what to do with the papers he held. One moment it appeared he would tuck them under his arm, the next it seemed he would drop them on the stairs.


    MacNutt finally put out a hand. “Give them to me.” Edwards handed the papers to the inspector and quickly buttoned his collar. “I won’t put you on report this time, Constable, but if I catch you not adhering to the proper dress regulations, you will be fined. Even in wartime one must maintain standards. Do I make myself clear?”


    “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir,” replied the constable with such relief that it almost brought a smile to MacNutt’s lips. He stifled it quickly. It wouldn’t have inspired confidence in the young constable.


    “Be on your way now, son,” MacNutt ordered. Edwards gave the inspector a snappy salute and marched rapidly up the ornately carved wood-panelled staircase.


    As he watched Edwards disappear around a corner, sadness flickered across MacNutt’s face. Since the beginning of the war, the Dominion Police had changed more than he liked to admit. He once knew every one of the one hundred and forty members of the Force. Now the Force had expanded to one hundred and ninety. Some of the officers were replacements for those who had volunteered for the Corps in France.


    He knew he shouldn’t resent Edwards, because MacNutt himself owed his position due to his father’s connections. He had just mustered out of the Lord Strathcona’s Horse when the Boer War ended. Serving with the Horse in peacetime didn’t appeal to him. He had hoped to get a position with British intelligence, but his contacts informed him there wasn’t one available for a colonial at the present time. It was their polite way of saying that they were unlikely to engage any colonial, no matter how promising his talents. He was at a loss as to how he would support his young wife and son when he received a note from Sir Percy Sherwood. The note stated that Sir Percy was in Toronto and requested that MacNutt dine with him. Curious as to why the chief commissioner of the Dominion Police would want to sup with him, he had accepted.


    They had met for dinner at the Queen’s Hotel. It wasn’t until they were having a cigar and a glass of port that Sir Percy got to the point.


    “So, young man, what are you planning to do now that the war is over?” he asked as he studied MacNutt between slips of port.


    “I have a few prospects,” MacNutt replied cautiously. “I haven’t made any decisions yet.”


    “I see.” Sir Percy rolled his cigar in his hand. “I also understand that during the war you were seconded to military intelligence.”


    “I was,” MacNutt replied, eyeing Sir Percy. “I did the usual. Interrogate prisoners and prepare estimates of the Boer forces and their intentions.”


    “Did you have dealings with Lord Kitchener?”


    “No. I’ve met him briefly but I didn’t have any dealings with him. May I ask why you are asking?”


    “Quite,” Sir Percy said. “My boy, I have need of an experienced intelligence officer, and you were recommended to me.”


    “You have need of an intelligence officer?” MacNutt blinked in surprise.


    “What do you know about the Dominion Police Force?”


    “Very little, sir,” he replied honestly.


    “I’m not surprised.” Sir Percy continued, taking a taste of his port. “Along with the RNWMP, we enforce the federal laws for the Dominion. The RNWMP polices west of the Manitoba and Ontario border. We police east of that border. We enforce some specific federal laws against counterfeiting and the white slave traffic. We are responsible for paroled prisoners, and we also protect the government buildings in Ottawa and the naval shipyards at Halifax and Esquimalt.”


    “That is all quite interesting, sir. But I don’t think that I’m interested in police work,” MacNutt replied.


    Sherwood eyed him in amusement. “We also run and maintain a Secret Service.”


    MacNutt remembered turning red with embarrassment and the feeling that he had made a poor impression. “I am sorry, Commissioner. I didn’t know...”


    Sherwood waved away the apology. “What is the point of having a Secret Service if everyone knows about it? And I hope that I can depend on your discretion?”


    “Of course you can, Commissioner Sherwood,” MacNutt replied.


    Sherwood leaned closer and lowered his voice a notch so the diners at the table beside them couldn’t overhear. “One of my inspectors is retiring from the Dominion Police shortly, and I am searching for a replacement. Someone with some secret service experience.”


    “And you think that I would be suitable for the position?” MacNutt asked as he mirrored Sherwood’s posture.


    “Yes,” Sir Percy replied as he moved back into his chair, “you came highly recommended. I spoke with your colonel and with the Imperial War Office. They spoke well of you. If you are interested, we will bring you in as a chief inspector, and you will be paid at that pay scale. So what do you say?”


    “I was not expecting this, Mr. Sherwood,” MacNutt replied honestly. “I’m definitely interested. I must discuss it with my wife, of course, but I am definitely interested.”


    “Good,” Sherwood declared with a pleased expression. “By all means discuss it with your wife and let me know by Monday.”


    “Yes, sir.” MacNutt paused then with a raised eyebrow said, “I was just curious, sir — who recommended me?”


    When MacNutt reached the bottom of the staircase, he turned right just in time to escape the brunt of the cold air that rushed in from the opening of the main door. The edge still caught him, sending a shiver up his spine as he walked briskly towards his office. He glanced at the five men sitting in chairs in the corridor with a constable keeping a guard on them. The men were either Germans or Austrians on parole. They had come to the attention of the Dominion Police for one reason or another. Some were on parole because they’d been overheard making a casual remark supporting the German Fatherland during this time of war; others had committed petty crimes. Since they were on parole, they were required to check in with the Dominion Police regularly. If they didn’t, they would be sent to an internment camp.


    The Dominion Police occupied offices 120 to 135 of the East Block’s first floor. MacNutt opened the door numbered 135. Staff Sergeant Pierre Lacelle was sitting as usual at his desk. A pile of papers was in the in-box on the far corner of the desk. His back was slightly rolled forward. Lacelle’s hand was supporting the weight of his head as his elbows rested on the desktop. He was scanning a report and frowned when he saw MacNutt’s expression. “He said no?”


    MacNutt sighed. “Tiens, sergent, vous me connaissez trop biens.”


    The right corner of Lacelle’s lips rose a couple degrees in sympathy. When MacNutt first met Lacelle, he wasn’t very impressed with the man and also got off on the wrong foot with him. MacNutt couldn’t decide whether to be insulted when the commissioner assigned Lacelle to teach him the ropes. He felt that he had learned everything he needed to know in South Africa. What could he learn from a sergeant, a French-Canadian Catholic to boot? It hadn’t taken long for MacNutt to learn that he was wrong. He really did have a lot to learn, not least of which was the need to get over some of his Protestant prejudice. Lacelle, he found, was as sharp as a whip, and greatly devoted to his wife and four children. MacNutt also realized the French Canadian’s perspective was invaluable in the assessment and analysis of the information their investigations gathered. He had also stumbled across the fact that Lacelle liked it when MacNutt attempted to converse in fractured French. He was one of the few English who at least tried.


    “Sorry, Andrew, how did the rest of the meeting go?” Lacelle asked, switching to English.


    “Borden was happy to hear about von Papen and Boy-Ed.”


    Lacelle’s lips widened into a smile. “It’s a bit of good news, and he needs it. But I do have some mixed feelings about them getting kicked out.”


    MacNutt matched Lacelle’s smile, then it thinned. “I know. Sometimes it is better to have the devil you know than the devil you don’t.”


    Lacelle gestured in agreement. “The Bosche will send people to replace them. They will not be as incompetent as those two. And if I were them, I would try to keep the new people away as much as possible from the embassy in Washington or from consulates, especially the one in New York. They could cause all sorts of trouble before we get a handle on them.”


    “So what do you suggest we do?” MacNutt asked, rubbing his chin.


    “We will have to keep surveillance on those two for the next few weeks. The Bosche will send a replacement and he will need to be briefed before they get on the ship to take them home. We have to follow and identify anyone they met,” answered Lacelle.


    MacNutt stopped rubbing his chin. “I had the same thought. Let’s do it.”


    “Who do you want to do the job, the Pinks or one of our own agents?”


    MacNutt thought for a moment. “Let the Pinks do the initial surveillance. If they report anything of interest, we can send someone down there to supervise. I don’t want a parade. I’m certain that the American Secret Service will have them under surveillance as well. The Pinks are already familiar with the Secret Service people. I don’t want any complications.”


    “Comme vous souhaitez, Andrew,” replied Lacelle.


    “Oh. I almost forgot — Mrs. Ramsey’s name came up.” Lacelle’s eyes rolled to the ceiling. “It gets worse. We’re going to have to interview her.”


    “But Inspector, you know what she’s like. She’s a waste of time,” Lacelle protested.


    “I know, I know,” replied MacNutt with a calming gesture, “but we don’t have much of a choice. Prime minister’s orders.”


    Disgust flickered across Lacelle’s countenance. MacNutt knew that Lacelle, like all cops, didn’t like politicians. It seemed that half their work was done just to keep one political hack or another happy. Lacelle lifted a coffee-coloured ledger from under several red-striped files on his desk and began to flip pages. “Let’s see who we have. We are very busy at the moment. I can give it to Sergeant Carroll.”


    “I’m afraid I’m to take care of it.” He would have liked to delegate the task. It was a waste of his valuable time, but he had an order that he couldn’t ignore. When Lacelle gave him a questioning look, MacNutt responded, “Borden said I have to take care of it. This week. Give her a call and arrange a suitable time.”


    “Oui, Inspector,” replied Lacelle as he wrote a note in the ledger.


    “Anything pressing in the morning reports?”


    Lacelle glanced unenthusiastically at the pile on his desk. Then he gave them a disdainful wave. “The usual. I put some intercepted mail on your desk. Those reports you wanted from Naval Intelligence are there as well. There are some telegrams from London that need to be deciphered. And we’ve got a cartload of ‘white feather’ sightings of suspected German agents. I really wish that the Russell Theatre wouldn’t put on The White Feather. Every time they put on that play they call us. How anyone could think that there would be a German agent in Carlsbad Springs, of all places, I have no idea. I barely know where it is, let alone the Germans.”


    MacNutt laughed. “I told Borden the same thing about Pembroke.”


    Lacelle’s eyebrows rose in surprise. “He asked about the Ottawa Journal story?”


    MacNutt acknowledged with a shrug. “How’s the planning for the governor general’s trip going?”


    “I got an update first thing. He’ll be leaving for Toronto tonight, and he will give a speech at the 50,000 Club in Toronto tomorrow night. He is expected to visit a munitions factory in Hamilton the day after. It should go smoothly.”


    “Did you arrange security with the Toronto and Hamilton police?”


    “All taken care of,” Lacelle confirmed.


    “Good...” MacNutt was about to say something else when the outer door opened and William Lyon Mackenzie King entered.


    “Good morning, gentlemen,” he greeted in his monotone.


    “Good morning, Mr. King. This is unexpected. How’s New York?” asked MacNutt, taking charge. He was pleased that he and Lacelle controlled their surprise. He knew whatever had brought the former Liberal minister of labour to his office was not good news.


    “Do you have a moment to talk with me?” King asked with a polite smile. MacNutt knew it would not be a wise decision to refuse him. One never knew; he could become the next prime minister.


    “Of course, Mr. King. Right this way,” he said, opening the door to his office.


    MacNutt, just before he closed the door, gave Lacelle a when it rains it pours expression. As King seated himself in the red leather wing chair in front of MacNutt’s regulation government oak desk, the inspector made his way behind his desk. He glanced out the window and saw the troop of thirty-five Australian cadets get into parade order. The cadets, ranging from ages twelve to nineteen, were on a year-long goodwill and educational tour to various countries. During stops in Canada, the young boys raised money for the Red Cross by giving musical concerts. Borden would be meeting them in the Privy Council office on the second floor in the southwest corner of the East Block. He turned to King and asked, “May I offer you a drink? Coffee? Tea?”


    “No, I’m quite all right,” replied King.


    “So, how are you enjoying working for the Rockefellers?” MacNutt asked, making polite small talk. He knew that since 1914, King has been working for the Rockefeller Foundation in New York. He was helping the Rockefellers deal with the fallout from the labour strikes and the Ludlow massacre at the mines they owned in Colorado.


    “Actually, I enjoy it. It’s quite interesting and challenging work. It also allows me to travel a great deal in the U.S. I’m learning a lot about our American cousins.”


    “What is your sense about their attitude to the war?”


    King folded his hands on his stomach and pursed his lips as he considered MacNutt’s question. “They are sympathetic to Britain, but they are trying hard not to get involved if they can help it.”


    “Do you anticipate them eventually coming into the war?”


    King tilted his head back and forth. “It is possible, unless the Germans are very careful in how they handle the Americans and do not provoke them any more than they have.”


    “They have been provoking them a great deal of late.” MacNutt leaned back in his chair, his hands steepled.


    “True. But, how long the Americans’ patience will last is a different matter.”


    “You’re right,” said MacNutt.


    “And how was your meeting with the PM?”


    “News travels fast,” MacNutt said.


    “Ottawa’s a small town.”


    “So how can I help you?” MacNutt asked, switching the topic. When he saw the twinkle in King’s eyes, he knew that he was in trouble. King loved nothing more than to set the fox loose in the henhouse and watch the feathers fly.


    “Sir Wilfrid has been hearing some disturbing rumours,” King finally declared with an airy wave of his forefinger. “Rumours concerning a personage that was in town last week.”


    MacNutt simply shrugged. The best tack was not to commit himself until he knew where King was heading.


    “I hear a lot of gossip about a number of people. Anyone in particular?” he asked King cautiously.


    “I believe you know who I’m talking about.”


    “Ah,” replied MacNutt in kind. How the hell did Laurier find out? he thought.


    “Are you playing games with me, Andrew?” King gave MacNutt a hard stare.


    “Mr. King, you know I never play games,” MacNutt replied blandly.


    “Are you watching him?” King asked bluntly, observing MacNutt’s reaction.


    MacNutt’s clasped hands tightened somewhat. He was treading on delicate ground here. He reported to the present government in power, and he really could not discuss anything of importance with a member of the loyal opposition. However, MacNutt recognized that King had helped the Service in the past. It was on King’s recommendation that William Hopkinson, a British agent from India, was hired. In Vancouver, the Secret Service had waged an intense campaign against the Indian nationalists for nearly the past decade. Hopkinson uncovered nationalist attempts in the Sikh community to buy arms, raise money and infiltrate Sikh groups in the United States. Hopkinson did much good work until his cover was blown after the Komagata Maru incident. In 1914, the Komagata Maru, a Japanese steamship, was not allowed by Canadian authorities to disembark the 376 passengers from the Punjab in Vancouver. The ship was forced to return to India. Shortly after the incident Hopkinson was shot and killed in a courtroom in British Columbia by a Sikh extremist.


    “I’m afraid that I can’t tell you that,” said MacNutt politely.


    “You are aware that this is extremely dangerous. If this ever gets out, it will tear the country apart.” King’s voice rose a hair.


    MacNutt couldn’t keep the annoyance out of his own voice. “Hell, Mr. King, half the country wants to hang the man, the other half wants to make him a saint. Why doesn’t Laurier tell him to stop giving speeches?”


    “I too wish he would be more circumspect. But Sir Wilfrid insists that he be left alone. That’s still no excuse to spy on him.” King then squinted at MacNutt. “What the devil do you know that I don’t?”


    MacNutt cursed silently. He knew better than to fence with King. “I’ve said too much already,” he said as he crossed his arms.


    “Don’t give me that, Andrew. You wouldn’t have mentioned it if it weren’t important,” King retorted.


    MacNutt turned and stared out his office window at the wide, snow-covered expanse of the Hill’s central lawn. He had a decision to make, and he was trying to think out the ramifications. He decided on the lesser of the two evils. “We have information from several sources that the Germans may have an interest in our friend Henri Bourassa.” MacNutt hid his pleasure in King’s stunned expression. It wasn’t often that one got the better of King.


    “What are you saying! Who told you this?” King finally demanded with flared nostrils.


    “I’m afraid that I cannot say,” replied MacNutt.


    King glared. “What do you mean you can’t say?”


    “I have sources to protect,” protested MacNutt. It was a weak defence, but it was the truth.


    “Andrew, he would never be involved with the Huns.”


    MacNutt lifted his hands to calm King. “I agree. But my job is to ensure that he doesn’t get used by the Huns or that they don’t harm him.”


    King reluctantly nodded. “If von Papen is any indication to go by, I don’t think we have anything to worry about.”


    MacNutt couldn’t argue with King’s reasoning. It was difficult to conduct secret operations if they kept getting reported in the American papers. It would be comforting if what King said were true, but the Germans were not noted for making the same mistake twice. “I would not underestimate them. They have to replace him, and I doubt that the replacement will be as incompetent as he was. The States are becoming more and more important to the war effort. We want them in on our side and the Germans do not. If they can use the French Canadians against us, it would be an added bonus,” explained MacNutt.


    King snorted. “I wouldn’t worry about it. We are doing more damage to ourselves than the Germans ever can.”


    “True. But, my job is to ensure that nothing happens to him...”


    “As you wish. I’ll inform Sir Wilfrid. Can you keep me informed?”


    MacNutt winced. “I will, if I can.”


    “That’s all that I ask.” King took a pocket watch out of his vest. He then rose to his feet. “I’m sorry, but I have to go. I am running late, and I have a train to catch to New York tonight.”


    MacNutt got up as well to escort King out of the office. “When will you be coming back to Ottawa?”


    “I was planning to come up for the Liberal caucus on the twentieth and then spend Christmas with my family in Toronto,” replied King.


    “I’ll see you then.”


    King smiled knowingly. “Yes. I’m sure you will.”


    When he was sure that King was out of earshot, Lacelle peered up at MacNutt expectantly.


    MacNutt shrugged. “He knows about Bourassa.”


    Lacelle chin dropped a fraction in surprise. “Merde! How did he know that?”


    “He wouldn’t say. But it would be nice to find out,” said MacNutt as he scratched his scalp.


    “Yes, sir,” replied Lacelle thoughtfully.


    MACNUTT RESIDENCE, LAURIER AVENUE WEST, OTTAWA


    9:30 p.m., WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 1, 1915


    MacNutt’s legs felt heavy as he walked up his front stoop stairs and opened his front door. The warm hallway was a relief. It had been a very long day, and he was feeling the effects. He had just come from Rideau Hall, where the Royal Highnesses, the Duke and Duchess of Connaught, had officially met the young Australian naval cadets. The young, innocent faces of the boys and their enthusiasm made him a smile for a brief moment. One of the boys was asked by one of the governor general’s military attachés, he forgot which one, how old he was. The boy replied that he was thirteen. The officer then remarked that by the time the boy came of age, the war would be over.


    The boy, fighting back the tears, his voice quivering, said “Please, sir, can I join up now? Please, sir. I don’t want the war to be over before I get a chance to fight.” Everyone grinned.


    MacNutt felt a sense of sadness recalling the boy’s words. It took him a moment to realize why. For the boy to get into the war, it would have to go on for three more years. Three more years of war. It was a sobering thought. And now that he was at home, he didn’t want to be sober. He needed a couple of shots of rye. He wrapped his scarf around his hat and stuffed them into one of the overcoat’s arms that he then hung on the coat rack.


    He flicked through the letters and cards on the brass plate on the gleaming hallway table. Nothing of interest. He then spotted the black-and-brown beaver muff lying under the table. He bent down and picked it up. A couple of white ostrich feathers fluttered to the floor. He stared at them for a moment, then his lips tightened as he clenched his teeth.


    “Kathy. Kathy!”


    “I’m here in the salon,” answered a female voice.


    MacNutt walked down the corridor and entered the salon. Only a small fire flickering in the fireplace lit the room. His hand reached for the light switch. “What are you doing in the dark?”


    “Nothing,” replied Katherine. She was sitting on their black leather couch. She turned towards MacNutt. Her figure hadn’t changed much in the twenty years that he had known her. She was still trim with strong, shapely arms and legs. Her features seemed to have softened as she aged, making her even more attractive. The first day he saw her running wild down the street, in front of her father’s farm equipment store, her loose chestnut hair fluttering above a wide grin, there was no one else but her. Part of him wanted to reach out and stroke her soft hair. However, he stopped when her pupils took on a steel colour as she stared at him. It was as if she had put a knife through his heart. His anger flared to shield him from the piercing shaft of that gaze. They were at war, and sometimes there was no room for sentiment.


    “Can you explain this?” He held out one of the white feathers. She turned away from him and stared into the fireplace. “You don’t have anything to say?”


    “I’m tired, Andy. I just don’t feel like arguing with you tonight.”


    “Well, I do. This business of the white feathers has got to stop.” MacNutt cursed the day that Alfred Mason’s novel, The Four Feathers, was published.


    “I know, but I just can’t, Andy. I just can’t. Every time I go out there are young men walking without a care in the world. I know it isn’t their fault that Jamie’s dead, but when I see them I think that if they were there, Jamie would still be alive.”


    MacNutt gazed on his wife, not quite sure what to say. He had never seen her like this before. The quiet confidence and the warm personality that had attracted him to her were gone. He didn’t really know the woman who was seated before him. He wanted the old Katherine, and he simply didn’t know how he could bring her back.


    “You’re shaming honest men. Men who want to fight but can’t,” he said, trying to make her see reason.


    Katherine snapped her gaze towards Andrew and searched his face. “You asked Borden again? Didn’t you?”


    MacNutt didn’t say anything.


    “How could you, Andrew? How could you? Losing Jamie isn’t enough. Do I have to lose you too?”


    MacNutt couldn’t answer her questions. All he could do was attack. “I expect you to put the white feathers back to where you got them and I expect you to stop handing them out. I will not have it. Do I make myself clear?”


    Katherine kept silent as she watched the flames.


    MacNutt took Katherine’s silence as compliance. He had lost his need for a drink. “Let’s go to bed. I need some sleep. Tomorrow’s going to be a long day.”


    “Go ahead. I want to sit here a while longer.”


    “As you wish.” MacNutt placed the white feathers on the parlour table under the light switch and took the stairs up to the master bedroom.


    In the salon, Katherine rose from the settee and stepped over to the fireplace. She caressed the onyx-framed picture of a young man dressed in military uniform, next to a framed silver star on the mantel.

  


  
    CHAPTER 4


    GERTUDE’S RESTAURANT, SPARKS STREET, OTTAWA


    8:00 a.m., THURSDAY, DECEMBER 2, 1915


    MacNutt was having breakfast at a greasy spoon on Sparks Street a few doors down and across from the Ottawa Citizen building. Through the window he could see people stop on their way to work to read the early edition of the newspaper set in a glass case beside the front door. From the corner of his eye, he saw a stout woman with bread-basket breasts weave her way around several tables where half a dozen Dominion Police officers were eating their meals. A few were eating breakfast while the others were eating supper. Gertude’s was a regular haunt of the Dominion Police. On occasion an Ottawa Police officer would stumble in, but they and the RNWMP had their own haunts. The woman placed the large platter of fried eggs, sausage, and potatoes in front of him and refilled his cup of coffee.


    “Thank you, Gertrude,” he said.


    “You’re welcome, Nutty,” she replied with a smile. She was one of the few he allowed to call him that. Allowed maybe was not the right word. Whenever he tried to correct her, she would laugh loudly and slap him on the back. “So Nutty, how’s the wife?”


    “She’s fine,” he replied stiffly. A flash of anger at the wife caused him to sharply pull the coffee cup towards him, spilling some into its saucer.


    She gave him a piercing glance. “That bad, huh?”


    MacNutt stared back then shrugged by way of apology.


    “Well, she’ll come around. You’ll see. If she don’t, I’ll take you,” she said with a wink. She then barrelled off to the kitchen to get another order.


    MacNutt couldn’t help but smile as he dug into his breakfast. Gertrude would never change. She treated her customers as family, for better or worse. There were things he liked to keep private, like his disagreement with Katherine’s handing out of white feathers, but somehow Gertrude managed to learn about it. He had taken several bites when Sergeant Lacelle entered the restaurant. He scanned the room, then spotted MacNutt and headed for his table.


    “Good morning, Lacelle.”


    “Good morning, sir. How are you doing this morning?”


    “I’m fine. Have a seat. Did you have breakfast yet?” MacNutt swept the room, trying to locate Gertrude.


    “I’ll just have a coffee,” Lacelle said.


    Gertrude emerged from the kitchen and MacNutt caught her attention, then inclined his head toward Lacelle and raised his cup. He turned back to Lacelle. “I hope everything is fine in the office.”


    “Thank you, Gertrude.” Lacelle grinned at her as she placed a heavy white mug in front of him and poured a cup of steaming coffee.


    “How’s Marie and the kids?” she asked with a concerned frown.


    “They’re fine,” Lacelle replied in a resigned tone.


    “They’re still going to that Guigues school, ain’t they?”


    “Yes, they are.”


    “What a shame,” Gertrude said as she gently patted Lacelle’s shoulder “Sometimes it’s best to let things alone. And it’s always the little ones that suffer. Tell Marie that I said so. I wish the little ones the best.” Gertrude then bustled off to greet a customer hovering at the door.


    “Things are pretty rough with the kids?” MacNutt asked.


    “What can one say. Les Oranges want to assimilate us. And we will not let them.” MacNutt listened with a sympathetic ear. The Ontario government had recently passed Regulation 17, which demanded that all French-language schools teach two hours of English a day. The French Canadians from Ontario and Quebec were up in arms about it. In Ottawa, two sisters who taught at the Guigues school, Béatrice and Diane Desloges, refused to comply with the regulation and there appeared to be a showdown looming.


    “Did you have a chance to get to the office this morning?”


    “I’m afraid so,” the sergeant answered as he focused his attention on stirring the sugar in the coffee.


    MacNutt caught Lacelle’s tone. “Let me have it.”


    Lacelle sighed, stopped stirring, and then gave MacNutt a lopsided grin. “You will not like it.”


    “Of course not,” retorted MacNutt with a slight edge to his voice.


    “There was a problem in Hamilton.”


    MacNutt’s pupils widened. “What happened? Is the governor general okay?”


    “He’s fine.” Lacelle made a calming gesture.


    “What then?” demanded MacNutt. His knife and fork, held tightly, were pointing upright.


    “Do you remember that German that escaped from the Kingston internment camp?”


    MacNutt put down his cutlery at the mention of the internment camps. When the war started, the public and the governments were in a panic. The fear was rampant that the thousands of German and Austrian-Hungarian immigrants in Canada would commit acts of terrorism and sabotage to support their mother countries. The Secret Service always operated on the premise that any threats to the Dominion of Canada would come from either the U.S. government or the Clan na Gael, the secret Irish nationalist organization, in New York. The Service had kept a watch on both for any indication that they might be planning to invade Canada.


    Of course, the Service ran operations against the Sikhs in B.C., who were plotting mischief against the British Empire in India. Those operations were run at the behest of the British government. It was small comfort to MacNutt that no one else in Canada ever contemplated such a threat from a European country. If they had, Sifton would not have spent so much time and money recruiting farm workers from Europe for the prairies. MacNutt had no sources in the German or the Austro-Hungarian community in Canada or the U.S.


    When Cabinet issued the Order-in-Council in August 1914 that ordered the internment of any alien of military age attempting to leave the country and of any alien who posed a security threat, the police and militia rounded up the local suspects and sent them to the internment camps. About 8,500 men, 80 women, and 160 children had been interned in twenty-four camps across the country. The women and children were allowed to accompany their husbands, since their husbands were their only means of support. There were two camps in Ontario, one at Fort Henry and the other in Northern Ontario at Kapuskasing. MacNutt didn’t have much of a problem with those trying to leave the country; what offended him professionally were those who did not pose a security threat. However, many had been detained for reasons of jealousy, personal animosity, and war paranoia. In one case, the man had been hauled in simply because he was the only German in town. Even though, in early 1915, Colonel Otter and the responsibility for the camps had been transferred from the Department of Militia and Defence to the Department of Justice, it always fell to the Dominion Police to track and return detainees who escaped from the camps.


    MacNutt raised his eyes from his plate. “Yes. We never did locate him. Why?”


    “The Hamilton police found him,” Lacelle replied remorsefully.


    “Good for them. Why is that a problem?” MacNutt asked with a puzzled frown.


    “It is where they arrested him that is the problem.”


    MacNutt was still puzzled, then his jaw dropped. “No!”


    “Oui.” Lacelle nodded slowly. “He was working in the munitions plant that the governor general was going to visit.”


    “Aw, hell!” MacNutt exclaimed, slapping the table and causing the dishes to rattle. “Hell! Don’t tell me that he was planning to blow up the plant with the governor general in it?”


    “It doesn’t appear so,” Lacelle said. “He needed a job, and he applied for one at the plant.”


    “Didn’t they vet the man?” MacNutt demanded.


    Lacelle shrugged. “The manager said he seemed like an honest man to him. He had orders to fill, and he needed workers. According to the manager, he was one of his best workers.”


    “Next you are going to tell me that the manager wants him back,” snorted MacNutt.


    “How did you guess?”


    MacNutt rolled his eyes. “I really shouldn’t have gotten out of bed this morning. Okay — let’s finish breakfast.” He seized his knife and fork, sliced into the sausage on his plate, and then stabbed it with his fork. “When we get back, I want you to pull the file we have on him. I want to ensure that our asses are covered when I submit a report concerning this to the justice minister and the PM. This meal is the only peace and quiet I’m going to have today.”


    “Yes, sir,” acknowledged Lacelle with a brisk nod.


    “Better finish your coffee,” commanded MacNutt, “it’s going to be a long day.”


    PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH, SLATER AND KENT STREETS, OTTAWA


    11:00 a.m., THURSDAY, DECEMBER 2, 1915


    Katherine’s heart was pounding as she picked her way carefully across the slick, snow-covered street to get to the Presbyterian church on the corner of Slater and
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