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For Sherlockians everywhere






Prologue


By a misfortunate woman, 1891

Because my dear good and gracious benefactor Enola Holmes has asked me to write a brief discourse about myself and my ill-starred family, I would be most ungrateful if I did not oblige her, and one must never be ungrateful! So, without further ado, how to begin?

I think I must begin at the beginning of my memories, when I was just a little girl. Father was a dealer in dry goods, reasonably well off, and we lived at a pleasant old house in the country. There were four of us children: James, Robert, Philip, and myself, born in that order, after which our father dispatched our mother to a lunatic asylum for “failure to obey.” He once, in a minatory moment, showed me that phrase, “failure to obey,” penned on her admission papers by the doctor who admitted her. It quite terrified me, as was his intent. Throughout our tender years he repeatedly told all of us children that he would have us “put away” if we annoyed him. However, I was the only one who seemed to take this threat seriously, and that was odd, given that I had no clear memories of my mother’s being banished. I was only three years old at the time, whereas James was ten, Robert was seven, and Philip was five; surely the departure of Mother must have caused them some distress! Yet they never spoke of it, and eventually I came to realise that “failure to obey” was purely a feminine complaint.

They were naughty boys, all of them. This account will concern itself mostly with Robert, but he was not noticeably the naughtiest, not when we were children; all three of my brothers were terrors. Our father was a tartar who would cane them for lack of decorum at the dinner table, but he seemed indifferent to what they did otherwise. Their foremost joy in life was fighting each other and any other boys who chanced along, and by “fighting” I do not refer to quarrelsome words; no! They bloodied one another with their fists, with stones, with sticks, and, as they grew older, with weapons such as cudgels, truncheons, knuckledusters, knobsticks, blackthorns, and yes, to my horror, knives! They cut each other, scarred one another, broke one another’s bones and were proud of it; yes, proud! They had this odd notion of “honour” in which force ruled, trickery was grand if it led to winning, and women and girls were protected yet insignificant. Because we never saw or heard from Mother—she might as well have been dead!—there was no ennobling female influence in our household. The only women in our home were servants, none of whom ever lasted long, Father being the ogre he was. As for me, I counted not an iota, nary a speck nor a jot, rather less than nothing. My brothers sometimes found me amusing to pet or tease, that was all.

We did not take lessons together; they had tutors and I had a governess. Later, as we grew older, they went away to school and I stayed home. James and Philip managed satisfactory reports if and when they applied themselves to their lessons, but Robert, most unexpectedly, excelled without effort, showed himself to be especially brilliant in mathematics, and matriculated at university. I have never said it to a soul until now, but I believe I shared Robert’s genius for mathematics, although I could practice it only by crocheting the most intricate lacework, which of course was mere feminine nonsense. I took string and made it beautiful, that was all, and I have done so all my life, especially during the years that Robert kept me prisoner—that is a harsh way of saying it, but truly it was prison, although a very nicely appointed sort of incarceration.

Robert was the only brother of mine who went to university. James enlisted in the military and did well, rising through the ranks and serving with distinction in Her Majesty’s Empire overseas; years went by during which the rest of us never saw him. Robert stayed nearer to home, authoring a treatise which led to his being awarded the mathematical chair at a prestigious college! By way of contrast, Philip, the youngest of the boys, barely finished school and did well to win a position as stationmaster on the London and North Western Railway. Having done so, however, he settled down, married a nice woman, and earned an honest living. He did not visit home much—Father despised him—but Robert did visit, frequently. Father was proud of him in his stony way, and Robert would come to dinner, boast of his accomplishments, complain of a conspiracy of jealous people who were against him, and plot revenge.

If I had been paying attention, I suppose, I might have perceived that he was starting to go bad—if, indeed, this was when he went bad; it is hard to say. He might have been bad from the very beginning, although he was sometimes good to me in an offhand way. In any event, it was not my place to concern myself with the soundness of my brothers’ souls; I was quite literally not my brothers’ keeper, as a mere younger sister. By greatest good fortune, and without my father’s troubling himself on my behalf, I made the acquaintance of a nice man, a schoolteacher, who did me the honour of asking me to become his wife, and I accepted. My thoughts, therefore, were otherwise occupied.

And I remained happily preoccupied for years, first with my wedding, then with my young married life, and finally, gloriously, with the birth of my daughter! But around this same time, Robert began, somehow, to stray. Eventually he was compelled—by rumours of unsavoury deeds, merest tittle-tattle of which I know no substance—he was forced to resign his professorship and move away! He went to London and found himself a position tutoring youthful army officers in the fundamentals of mathematics. I am sure he felt very bitter about the treatment he had suffered. In fact, I know he did, for after Father died, Robert would visit me and tell me his troubles. It seemed to him that the whole world was against him! I always gave him my warmest commiseration, as was expected of me; I strove always to be the exemplary woman that our mother was not. James never gave Robert any such compassion, nor did Philip or his wife; I knew this because Robert complained sadly of their lack of sympathy. I had become Robert’s favourite. Both Philip and James teased me about this in the letters we exchanged.

During one of his visits, Robert showed my young daughter a picture of a five-pointed star inside a pentagon and told her to count all the triangles in it. Having no use for children, he did this to tease, hoping to upset and bewilder her, but she counted the triangles cheerfully and correctly. (There were twenty-five.) This set Robert back on his heels, for at the time my little girl was only four years old! Robert set about challenging her in every way he could think of, but she arranged the dominoes to perfection, memorised all the disparate objects on a tray, counted by threes, fours, sixes, and sevens, could tell at a glance the number of square blocks stacked in a cube, recited multiplication tables, and so forth. I could have told Robert she was bright, for her father and I included her in our games of whist or backgammon most evenings, and she competed like an adult.

“But she’s a girl!” Robert protested in astonishment. “Are you sure she’s really a girl?”

“Quite sure,” I told him, careful not to show my amusement; Robert could not bear being laughed at.

From then on, he became fascinated by my daughter, enclosing mathematical puzzles for her in his letters to me, coaching her and testing her whenever he visited, year after year. He did not care in the least when she learned to sew and embroider, and he scarcely noticed how well she read and wrote, but the more she excelled in mathematics, the greater his joy. It troubled me, the way he treated her like a toy, and my husband began to resent how Robert seemed to regard our daughter as his possession. He had always treated Robert with courtesy, although never with warmth—the two men, both teachers, had never much liked each other, for Robert plainly felt himself to be by far the superior scholar, and my husband did not care for his attitude! However, a tenuous peace had prevailed between them until Robert took such an inordinate interest in the child. But then, more and more, her father began to make it plain that he had no very high opinion of Robert. “So, how are your criminal enterprises going?” he would ask Robert, or “Any new embezzlement schemes in the works?” or “Extortion brings a handsome profit, does it not?” and, by the manner in which Robert responded, I could tell it was all true! He modestly acknowledged these accusations and took a perverse pride in them! I had to face it: my brother had indeed gone bad, and the rumours that had forced him to resign from his position as a college professor had basis in fact! However, Robert remained, and always would be, my beloved brother.

On this, my husband and I did not agree. He wanted to ban Robert from our home. Indeed, he proposed moving far away, and not acquainting Robert with our new address! I would not agree to any such extreme measures, and I prevailed. My brother continued to make himself welcome at our hearth.

Had I but known …

My daughter had just turned eleven years old—still a little girl, her hair in braids, her skirts only just below the knee—when one April morning, utterly without warning, a gang of London toughs, a dozen or more in number, burst into our home and—and even now I cannot speak of it. They were rough, roaring, brutal thugs, more like savage animals than men! They struck, seized, took what they wanted and carried it away, onto the railway, and guarded it fiercely all the way to London. By the end of that day, I was a prisoner, and I was not to see my daughter again for many years.

Robert had her. I knew this because the servants told me so, and later Robert himself came to visit me and we talked about it. I would not be allowed to see her—Robert made this quite clear—and she would not see me or know where I was, because, as Robert put it, “She must be utterly dependent on me, her lord and master, and completely obedient to my wishes—or else, as our dear father used to say, she shall be ‘put away.’”

“Does she know whether I am alive?”

“No. Not you or your precious husband, either.”

What had become of my husband did not bear thinking about. I simply shut it out of my mind, or I would have gone mad.

“And myself?” I asked my brother, not at all reproachfully; I knew better than that! “What shall be expected of me?”

“Why, the same as always, my dear!” He patted me on the head. “Just be my good little sister and you shall want for nothing.”

This turned out to be not quite true. I wanted sunshine, and never had any. But I had all the lamps in the world, and the best of food, and I had a lovely featherbed with down-filled comforters, and my own little stove with plenty of kindling and coal, and for clothing whatever I chose out of Myra’s Journal of Dress and Fashion. The servants liked me, and they told me a great deal of what they shouldn’t have, even though they were terrified of Robert—but how was he to know what they said when they were with me? And Robert saw to it that I had pretty things around me, and anything I wanted to read, and all the cotton I could possibly use for fancywork, and a magic lantern for my amusement. Truly, he was good to me, and he visited me as often as could be expected of a busy man of the world.

“That precocious daughter of yours is well on her way to becoming the embodiment of Lovelace’s Analytical Engine!” he told me earnestly on more than one occasion, although I never had the least comprehension of what this Analytical Engine might actually be; it seemed to obsess him like a holy grail. “Already she has mastered differential equations and can calculate probabilities!” This after the first year or so. “She is like a calculating machine for algorithms! She extrapolates profits in half the time it used to take me, and with twice the accuracy!” This, again, after a few more years. “I am the genius, the abstract thinker, but there is no one like that astute child for putting all the details in order!” he bragged.

“Robert,” I asked, “how many hours a day are you working her?”

“Oh, not more than twelve. She has time to fuss with her hair, powder her face, that sort of foolishness.”

“She is developing into a woman?”

“Pshaw! Don’t speak rubbish! Your daughter may have a fine mind in some regards, but she retains all the nimbly-pimbly folly of her sex.”

The servant women who brought me my meals, my bath water, all my daily necessities, were far more willing to tell me what I really wanted to know about my daughter. She was growing into a lovely young lady, they said, with gentle manners but not lacking in spirit; she sometimes managed to have her own way. The master seemed vexed and baffled by her, said the servants, as if she were a strange creature he did not quite know how to handle. He gave her a woman’s clothing but was not pleased when she wore it; he praised her brain but treated her like a child. Robert, I gathered, like other “honourable” men I had known, was afflicted with an odd fear of those he considered weak and silly. Women, to men such as those I knew, were a forbidden, freakish sort of entrapment, an error, a taboo. Perhaps they even deserved the way they were treated.

I had small sense of time in my prison. No one provided me with a calendar or celebrated any holidays with me. But I knew by fresh strawberries when summer came, and I could hear the fireworks driving away the devils at the turn of the new year, and I realised that Trevina must be nearly of an age to be a debutante. I had known her to be a wilful child, and the older she grew, the more I sensed trouble gathering around her. I expected, perhaps, that Robert might become infuriated with her and lock her up or have her put away. But I was surprised and distressed when I heard from the servants that she was very sick in bed! Robert came shortly afterward and told me the same, but he was very short about it and would not answer my questions as to what ailed her.

Only a few days later, he entered my prison and told me that my daughter was dead! Utterly cold about it, he offered no sympathy. “Dead and buried,” he said. “Stop blubbering, woman, or I’ll have you put away.”

After that, I blubbered only at nighttime and in secret. A lunatic asylum would have been far worse than a nice, comfortable prison.






Chapter the First


’Tis I, Enola Holmes of whom the misfortunate woman made mention. Gentle reader, have you deduced from my name that I am the scandalous younger sister of Sherlock Holmes? And, being the most intelligent of all possible readers, have you noticed that, backwards, “Enola” spells “alone”? Surely you have. By the winter of my seventeenth year, having just lost one of the very few people who cared about me, I had concluded that, indeed, being a Holmes meant being a lonely misfit.

Such was my thinking on a bitterly cold day in late February—the winter had been mild so far, allowing a grave to be dug, but on that morning of my friend’s burial, the graveyard grass crackled underfoot and the air felt like crushed glass in one’s lungs. I was as quick as anyone to leave the graveside once the vicar said, “Go in peace.” But as the little group of us passed through the cemetery on our way out, I heard a faint, fairy-bell sound that wafted and waned in the icy breeze, a ringing noise coming from somewhere amongst the tombstones and the towering old lime trees.

“What on earth?” I said, halting.

“Nothing that need concern us,” declared Jackanapes—I think of him as Jackanapes, although his proper name was something else entirely. A fashionable young sort of nuisance, he was the only man amongst us—well, we were merely five: the nurse, two housemaids, Jackanapes, and I. The nurse was a ship-in-full-sail sort of spinster named Dobbins; the housemaids, Lois and Ethel, were merest girls, no older than I was. All of us females huddled half-frozen in our cloaks and deployed thick, old-fashioned muffs to warm our hands. Jackanapes had his head hunched well down in his collar, his hands in his coat pockets, and he was shivering.

“Nothing that need concern us at all,” repeated Jackanapes.

Now, I am not Enola Holmes for nothing: I wanted to know what was what, and I did not feel inclined to listen to Jackanapes. “It concerns me,” I said, setting off in the direction from which I thought the sound might be coming, striding at a most unladylike gait across the frozen grass between the tall, toppling gravestones.

“Sounds like a handbell, of all things!” I added.

“It’s only the wind!” Jackanapes called in protest.

“What, you think there’s a schoolteacher in the wind perhaps, summoning a class to order amidst the graves?” I retorted, but as I forged onward and did not turn around, and as the wind was indeed strong, probably he did not hear me. The ringing of the bell sounded almost lost to me one moment but louder the next, and it was hard to tell where it was, whether amongst the wilderness of graves or perhaps somewhere on a nearby street. It might indeed have been a stray piece of metal banging in the breeze. But I have a large lump of curiosity on my dolichocephalic head, and also I had a suspicion that it might be important.

“It’s a ghost,” whimpered Ethel from somewhere behind me.

“Nonsense,” said Dobbins in her characteristically brisk way. “Who ever heard of a ghost ringing a bell?”

“It might be a person trying not to become a ghost,” I said softly, hesitant to voice my concern lest I be thought a fool. Only ignorant, stupid people, according to my brothers Sherlock and Mycroft, believed the stories that folk were commonly buried alive, that many corpses had been dug up by grave robbers and found with their coffin lids scratched to flinders and their fingernails shredded! Only simpletons thought that their loved ones needed to be protected after death. Only the gullible would fall victim to the swindlers who sold expensive “safety coffins” equipped with bell systems—

As I rounded the corner of a lordly granite mausoleum I could not only hear the bell clearly, I could see it! A brass bell caught the sun—not that the sun ever amounted to much in London, but the bell shone as bravely as it was able—there it flashed in the light, and I could see it as well as hear it plainly. It hung, and swung, and rang, mounted on the side of a temporary wooden marker standing at the head of a recent grave still mounded with raw earth.

“The wind is making it ring,” said a sour male voice behind me. Yes, Jackanapes had followed.

“No, look at the string!” Emerging from the base of the boxlike wooden substitute for a gravestone, a thin white cord dipped and tightened, dipped and tightened rather like the string of a kite that might or might not fly away.

“It’s moving,” said one of the housemaids huddled behind me; I think it was Lois.

“Somebody’s in there,” said the other, even more stupidly.

“Fancy that!” I snapped, lunging forward. On my knees beside the grave, and never mind the icy cold penetrating my black silk skirt, I tore at the dirt with my hands, digging like a puppy dog and utterly ruining my new black gloves. But even as the others joined me, my mother’s voice in my mind ordered me Enola, think! and I realised we were too slow. We could never expect to extricate the unfortunate person in the grave before she expired—yes, it was a female; her name, Trevina Y. Trairom, was painted on the stout wooden marker—and, glancing at that boxy edifice, I noticed that, along its corner, it had hinges!

At once I pounced, tore at it with my grubby fingers, found the latch, and got it open. Within, I discovered, of all things, a bellows hanging from a hook. I grabbed it and suffered an awful moment of Enola think! Think, think, think! before I comprehended where to address it: inside the bottom of the grave marker—one might as well term it a cupboard—jutting just above the surface of the earth, stood a wide-open pipe through which ran the string and over which someone had fastened a swatch of netting. Rending that veil, I thrust the snout of the bellows into the pipe, then pumped with a sort of frenzied enthusiasm. “Dr. Livingstone, I presume?” I called into the pipe, and immediately felt furiously embarrassed at myself, although really, I knew of no rules of etiquette applying to the circumstances.

The moment I spoke, the bell stopped ringing, which was rather a relief. The silence that followed, however, was a bit daunting.

“Miss Trairom?” I ventured, halting the bellows for a moment.

I heard a small, choked sound that might have been a sob or a sign of mirth, and then a soft, ladylike voice wafted up: “Mr. Stanley?”

Heavens, such presence of mind! But as I blinked in surprise, a shadow fell on me and there stood Jackanapes, barking, “Work that bellows, Miss Holmes! I am going to find the watchman.” Then, “Keep digging!” he exhorted the others, and off he galloped.

I plied the bellows with energy for some moments, but I wondered—yes, a person must needs breathe, but was a stream of frigid air really what Miss Trairom wanted, frozen as she must be whilst lying in the wintry ground? The dates on her marker read 8 March 1874–18 February 1891. She was sixteen years old. Today was the twenty-first; assuming that the customary two days had passed before interment, she had been lying in the cold, buried, overnight if not longer! Yes, surely she needed air, but how frozen she must be!

I stopped pumping the bellows and addressed the orifice in the ground again. “Miss Trairom?”

But she did not respond.

“Miss Trairom!”

Nothing.

“Trevina!” I cried, becoming a bit wrought.

And again, nothing. But Nurse Dobbins spoke up. “Miss Holmes, she’s fainted, and no wonder. I suggest you keep working that bellows.”

A fraught time followed. Pumping the bellows failed to ease my mind, but it at least warmed my chilled personage until I began to “glow,” which is what ladies do rather than perspiring. Once I started panting, the nurse came and relieved me of the bellows. I knelt at the foot of the grave and dug with my hands, distressed to see how little progress had been made that way. Blessedly, two young labourers with shovels appeared, along with Jackanapes and an older man in a battered trilby hat who exclaimed, “What the dashed dickens is this?”

Standing up and rubbing earth off our hands as the men with shovels took over digging, we stared at him.

“What’s a ding-dong-bell grave doing here?” he elaborated. “I got no notification of no grave going in here.”

Obviously he belonged to the class of people who routinely used double negatives, so I felt no need to roll my eyes. “My good sir,” I bespoke him, “all the more reason we must speedily unearth it, before the occupant expires.” Fishing in the bosom of my black mourning “weeds,” I produced lucre rendered even more filthy than usual by my grimy fingers.

“Hustle it up, you fellows,” he expostulated at the labourers, and he himself stooped to hurl clods out of the way. It seemed to take eons, and I started shivering again as much from nerves as from the gelid air, but at last the shovels struck wood, the coffin was cleared, and without wasting time to raise it from the ground the old man clambered into the grave and wrenched it open.

“She’s alive, by Jove,” he bellowed. “There’s breath rising white from her nose, like.”

Unceremoniously I jumped in there and shoved him aside so I could see. And what I saw was so outrageous that I gasped.

“How peculiar,” I whispered.

Although deathly pale, she was a beautiful young woman, small and slender; that was not unexpected. But around her dark hair was wound an odd circlet of pink ribbon in which was bound a small, drooping posy of anemones. A much larger sheaf of withered pink roses lay strewn atop her midsection. Lying next to her in the coffin was a large earthenware jug, flat grey in colour, with a great hole broken out of it, utterly useless and not at all decorative. And—what made me gasp—lacking hat, gloves, shoes, or stockings, she was clad only in a diaphanous white, clinging dress that nearly bared her maidenly breasts! Worse, it quite clearly revealed that she wore no undergarments of any kind!

“She’s all but naked!” exclaimed Jackanapes in a choked voice.

“Never mind that,” I snapped at the same time as I pulled off my cloak and covered her with it. “Get her out.” I felt one of her piteously bare hands; it was stiff and cold. I raised my voice. “Lift her out of this wretched coffin and let us get her somewhere warm!”

“The same for all of us,” whispered Ethel with pathos. Yet she removed her cloak. Then Lois, then Dobbins, also, all of them took off their wraps and laid them on the ground to fashion a makeshift bed, whilst Jackanapes and the old man poked my cloak beneath Trevina’s sadly compromised personage before they lifted her and placed her there. Meanwhile the labourers had gone to fetch the only available form of transport, which was a wheelbarrow, and into this exceedingly humble vehicle the unconscious woman was lifted, together with her improvised bed and coverings, by all four men.

“This way.” At my fastest walk, with my teeth chattering, I led the odd company out of the graveyard to the gate where Florence Nightingale’s carriage awaited us, its matched pair of Cleveland Bay horses stamping and snorting; they felt the cold, too.

Yes, I refer to the modest but capacious carriage that served the Nightingale residence located near Hyde Park. You must understand, gentle reader, that for the past fortnight I had been staying at the home of the “lady with the lamp,” because Mrs. Tupper, my dear old former landlady, who boarded there, had fallen ill with typhoid fever. As she had no one else to care for her, I had taken leave of my studies at the Women’s Academy to nurse her, so it was Mrs. Tupper, you see, with whom I had been staying up nights until she most sadly succumbed. It was Mrs. Tupper for whom I wore black, and who Miss Nightingale’s servants and I had laid to rest at the cemetery that day. The nurse and housemaids had come because they had grown fond of her, and I because I thought a great deal of her for the motherly way she had treated me during my days in the East End, and Jackanapes because he was always poking his clever nose into everything.

Still, he and the other men laid Miss Trairom on the carriage seat quickly and gently enough. Thrusting money into the hands of the watchman and the labourers, I sprang into the carriage to pillow the young woman’s head on my lap. The rest of us crowded in, and we were off at a brisk trot, the coachman having been instructed. It is entirely my fault that I did not notice a little mostly white dog, kind of a beagle-terrier mix, running along behind us. But of course, the London streets are full of strays.

Also, I was too busy to look out the window. I chafed Miss Trairom’s hands, and Dobbins chafed her bare feet all blue with cold, and presently she stirred and softly moaned, but she grew still and silent again before we reached the large, welcoming home where Florence Nightingale, “the Bird,” kept to her aerie on the top floor. “The lady with the lamp” had been an invalid ever since she returned from the Crimea, you see.

“Take Miss Trairom to the sickroom,” I ordered Jackanapes and the coachman. I knew that this refuge on the first floor had been thoroughly cleaned, all the bedding washed and boiled, whilst Mrs. Tupper’s remains awaited burial in a cold corner of the stable; Florence Nightingale was a devoted follower of Pasteur, Koch, and Lister, and she made sure that all of her servants took heed of “germs” whether they believed in them or not. I darted into the house ahead of the others and flew past the usual crowds of people occupying the morning room, library, parlour et cetera without paying any attention to curious glances turned my way. Reaching the baize-covered doors leading to the house’s nether regions, I stuck my head through and bellowed, “Hot water bottles! And tea, and a hot toddy!”

A confused bustle ensued. The maids retrieved their cloaks. I instructed Jackanapes to send for a doctor. Nurse Dobbins and I got the insensible young woman out of her ridiculous excuse for clothing and into a warm flannel nightgown. She seemed terribly thin and fragile, and mottled all over with what might have been yellowing bruises! We put thick wool stockings on her feet, piled hot water bottles all around her in the luxurious sickbed, heaped eiderdown comforters over her, and tried to get her to drink her toddy, which smelled delicious—lemon, honey, herbs, whiskey—but she remained insensible and we could not make her swallow; the drink merely dribbled down her chin.

“I do wish she would wake up,” I whispered to no one in particular. Perhaps because I had felt so helpless whilst poor old Mrs. Tupper was dying, I quite warmly wanted my cemetery foundling to awaken, and live, and be well, even though we had never been properly introduced and I barely knew her! I pulled a chair to her bedside, sat, took her hand between both of mine, and rubbed it, trying to make it become warm. Nurse Dobbins did the same to the patient’s other hand.

“She’s still quite cold,” Dobbins murmured. “I wish that young medico would hurry!”

I quite wished we had called Dr. Watson, but his practice lay on the other side of London, whilst other physicians were to be found much nearer at hand. I wondered if Watson had heard anything from Sherlock lately. I myself had not heard from my brother in weeks.

The “young medico” rushed in at last, threw back the covers, pulled his stethoscope out of his top hat, and examined the patient. “If she lives, she’s quite likely to have a quinsy or pneumonia,” he said when I had explained the circumstances. I felt like telling him that the same was true of all of us who had been at the cemetery, but I did not.

He opened Trevina Trairom’s mouth and pulled her tongue, trying to awaken her, but she did not respond.

“What’s the matter with her?” I exclaimed.

He pried one eyelid open with his thumb, then the other, then he stood back and dusted his hands. “Her pupils are tremendously dilated. She has been drugged.”

Nurse Dobbins returned, bringing new hot water bottles, in time to hear that. “With what?” she demanded.

“Some sort of opiate. It’s hard to tell.” I heard a shrug in his voice.

“And that yellowish mottling of her skin, is that some sort of jaundice, or the remains of bruising?”

Bruising, I felt sure. Miss Trairom had been ill-used, and my jaw clenched at the thought.

The doctor, however, seemed bored. “Again, it is hard to tell.” He turned towards the door. “She seems a bit wasted, perhaps from fever. If she comes around,” he said with an air of afterthought, “keep her in bed for a couple of weeks, and feed her pap.” He stuck his stethoscope back into his hat, positioned the hat on his head, and out the door he went.

Nurse Dobbins stood looking down at the patient. “We ought to put something in the newspapers about her,” she said as if thinking aloud. “Find her family.”

“No,” I said instantly and decidedly. “If she had a decent family, she wouldn’t be covered with bruises, and they wouldn’t have put her in the coffin that way. You saw what she was wearing when we brought her in.”

“Still…”

“I have a strong inkling that she would be safer if we held our tongues, Dobbins.”

“Well, it’s very late, anyway. Miss Holmes, why don’t you go get something to eat, and some sleep.”

From this communication I deduced that she and I would divide the sickbed duties the way we had when Mrs. Tupper was ailing, so I did as she said. I had some supper in the kitchen, took a nap in the little bedroom Miss Nightingale had provided for me, and returned to Trevina Trairom’s bedside a few hours later, after dark, to find her still unconscious, although some colour had come back into her cheeks and she had grown much warmer, as I discovered when I touched her hand.

“She’s breathing sweetly,” Dobbins pronounced, “and she seems quite comfortable.”

“I’ll stay the first part of the night with her, then,” I said. “Sleep well, Dobbins.”

And so it came about that, when Trevina opened her eyes sometime during the wee hours, it was I that she saw.

I did not at first realise that she was awake, for I was reading; it’s a deplorable vice of mine to be always and forever reading. But I heard a little cough, looked up, and she was smiling at me ever so slightly.

“Mr. Stanley, I presume?” she said. Her voice was low and sweet.

“Humbly at your service!” I rose from my chair, turned up the gas lamp for better illumination, and went to stand by her. “No, actually my name is Enola. Are you thirsty? Hungry?” I felt myself grinning with joy that she was awake and in her right senses.

I could see her thinking about my question. “I suppose I am,” she said slowly. “Both.”

I reached up and yanked the bell-pull to summon whatever unfortunate maid was sleeping in the kitchen. Quite alight with good feeling, I blurted to the patient, “Are you surprised to be alive?”

Again, she had to think before answering. “Well, I don’t exactly remember dying,” she said finally.

Do try to be sensible, Enola, I told myself. “Is there family I can notify where you are, Miss Trairom? A mother, a father?” I myself had neither; my father had died when I was quite young and my mother when I was fourteen. I was quite alone in the world except for my brothers Sherlock and Mycroft. But some young people, I reminded myself, had parents.

However, Miss Trairom looked sorely puzzled. “I really don’t know. Why do you call me by that name?”

My grin quite vanished; I felt my face stiffen. “Is ‘Trevina Trairom’ not your name?”

“Trevina, yes.” Her face brightened a bit. “But ‘Trairom’—I have never heard of it.”

Indeed, I thought, it was a peculiar name. However, England was full of peculiar names; I gave it a mental shrug. “Then may I ask, what is your surname?”

“I suppose I must have one, but I don’t remember it.” Looking distressed, Trevina struggled to sit up in bed. “I don’t seem to remember anything. I don’t know who I am!”






Chapter the Second


Gentle reader, pray do not become too disgusted with me as I admit that my first sensation, upon hearing these words, was one of excitement, delight, indeed exultation. Please bear in mind that I am by predilection and by trade a perditorian, a finder of lost things, and had Fate ever placed in my way a more gratifying challenge? Not, this time, would it be my quest to find a missing person, for the person was right there in front of me—but instead, my task would be to find a person’s missing past, her missing place in society, her missing family—or possibly even her lost mind?

Indeed, such was my jubilation that I might have said something quite unfortunate if the maid had not happened to enter at that moment, bearing a tray. Recalled to my duties, I went over to Trevina—I must needs call her Trevina, as “Miss Trairom” was simply not her name. Telling her, “Never mind, we’ll talk about that later,” I put both arms behind her back and I helped her sit up in bed. However, she took one look at her tray and cried, “No!” quite fiercely. “No, I will not eat pap!”

I already thought highly of her because she had been so quick about my calling her Dr. Livingstone, retorting by calling me Mr. Stanley. She was intelligent, and her show of spirit now made me like her even more. Pap was indeed disgusting stuff. I wouldn’t want to face it. My heart suddenly pierced with tenderness for my foundling, I told the maid, “Bring soup, Phyllis.” There was always, day and night, year in and year out, a big pot of soup simmering on the back of the stove, with suitable leftovers being added to it daily.

“Nurse told me the doctor said pap.”

“The doctor is a hydrocephalic martinet. Bring soup.” I gave Phyllis a look that inclined her to obey me, and shortly later, Trevina was eating her soup, hesitantly at first and then more eagerly, although she was careful not to drip or slurp, I noticed. For this and many other reasons—her very correct speech, her hands unblemished by calluses, the cleanliness of her teeth—I concluded that she must be a lady. Certainly she applied her napkin to her mouth with all the delicacy of a lady.

As I cleared away her tray, she asked me, “Where am I?”

“Safe,” I told her, easing her back in the bed so that she could lie down. “Rest, now.”

“No, confound it, I want to know where I am!”

“In Florence Nightingale’s house.” As she continued to stare at me, I added, “In London.”

She nodded, but her chin jutted a bit dangerously. “And what is going to happen to me here?”

“Nothing dreadful. Have some faith, silly girl!” I pulled a droll face at her. “You’re not yet strong. Perhaps you will remember who you are when you feel better. Just go to sleep.”

She made a face back at me, sighed, closed her eyes, and slept within moments.

Only then did it occur to me to posit some doubts, for this case—identifying a semi-nude young lady buried alive in a coffin equipped with a bell, forsooth—was decidedly irregular, indeed suspicious. Was it some sort of practical joke being played upon me, or a trap? But, if so, by whom? And why? For what purpose? Logic suggested none, and blast everything, I did not want to become as heartless as my brothers sometimes managed to be. Despite my questioning mind, all of my sympathies were with Trevina, and I resolved to aid her to my utmost.



In the morning, I sent a note to the aerie at the top of the house, received permission to ascend, and climbed several flights of stairs to see Florence Nightingale.

Knowing what I was about, I opened her door narrowly and slipped in so as not to let the cats out. Along with her in her spacious, sunlit chamber lived a large family of splendid yellow striped Persian cats. Greeted by a chorus of meows, I took care not to step on scampering kittens. Adults with tails the size of cricket bats lolled upon the Axminster carpet and all the furnishings. Sitting up in her large, ornate bed and cuddling a gargantuan cat in her arms, Florence Nightingale awaited me, gifting me with her serene smile. Despite her age, she remained a plump, old-fashioned beauty with her hair quaintly parted in the middle and smoothed back under an odd sort of lace scarf. “Enola,” she greeted me, “I thought you had gone back to your club.”

I had meant to return to my room in the Professional Women’s Club as soon as Mrs. Tupper’s funeral was over, but here I was still in the sad black dress I had worn for it. I had been too busy to change clothes! But at least I wasn’t sick. Lois had a quinsy and Ethel was in bed with the grippe, but, blessedly, neither had yet come down with pneumonia, which could very well prove fatal.

“Please sit down, Enola.” Playfully Miss Nightingale waved the cat’s paw to direct me towards a chair. “You look pale. Do you miss Mrs. Tupper terribly?”

The moment I seated myself, a cat leapt into my lap. I patted it doubtfully; I had uncertain feelings about cats. I also had uncertain feelings about how dutifully to mourn the dear departed. “She was wretchedly ill,” I said, “and she was so very old, nearly sixty, and she was ready to go. She told me so.”

“Yet you wear black? Eudoria would not want that for you.”

It was not always a good thing that Miss Nightingale had known my mother, who had made quite sure I would not wear mourning for her. “I have not had a chance to shed this dress, that is all,” I said. “I’ve been busy.”

“Yes, I have heard you brought an unfortunate home from the cemetery! How extraordinary!”

“You don’t mind that I brought her here, do you?”

“Of course not! I live to serve. Bismark,” she addressed the cat in her arms, who was becoming unruly, “we don’t scratch. There you go.” She decanted the creature over the side of the bed and returned her attention to me. “There is something on your mind, Enola?”

“Yes. The young woman who was buried alive…”

“She’s awake, isn’t she? Talking, eating?”

“Yes. But she doesn’t remember how she came to be buried. She doesn’t remember who she is. She doesn’t remember her own name.”

Florence Nightingale’s mouth opened to form an O, and stayed that way.

“Nurse suggested advertising to find her family,” I said in all fairness, “but I do not believe that is a good idea. There are bruises all over her, and the doctor says she was drugged, and whoever put her in that coffin … you have heard how indecently she was dressed?”

Still speechless, Miss Nightingale nodded.

“Most questionable. And she must have suffered some dreadful shock to have lost her memory.” I took a deep breath. “So I have made it my business to keep her safe and help her,” I said. “I plan to find out where she came from and who did those things to her.”

“I would expect nothing less of you,” Miss Nightingale said, regaining her voice.

Deciding to pass over that, I asked, “Are you familiar with the name ‘Trairom’?” I leaned forward, hopeful, because Florence Nightingale knew everyone who was anyone.

However, she shook her head. “No, I’m afraid not. Trairom? Was that the name on her grave?”

“Yes. A peculiar name; I need to trace it. I need to examine all of the clues. The coffin in which she was found, and the marker that stood over it.” Because I had taken to talking with my hands, the cat in my lap flattened its ears, then departed. Indifferent to its disapproval, I spoke on. “I am anxious to contact whoever manages the cemetery before those things are disposed of, and I must beg of you, is it possible that they could be brought here and stored, perhaps in the stable?”

“Of course. I am delighted to help with your worthy venture. Shall I send a messenger to Huff?”

Feeling like a dunce for not recognising the name, I realised I was more tired than I thought after several nights of staying up with Mrs. Tupper and another one with Trevina. “I’m sorry; I don’t follow.”

“Huff. The man in charge of the graveyard.” Of course she knew, for she was the one who had arranged Mrs. Tupper’s burial, although I had paid for it. With her old hand bent into a hook shape from much writing in various causes of reform, she reached for the desk built into the head of her bed. “I shall write him a note.”

“Oh! No, I should go speak with him myself. Forthwith. Thank you, and excuse me.” I rose, shooing away multiple cats who were climbing my skirts and rubbing my ankles. “I shall go straightaway.”

“Please tidy your hair first, dear.”

And there she sat with lavishings of long yellow cat hair all over her quilted velvet bed jacket! Yet I smiled. “Thank you, I will,” I told her as I departed.



I not only tidied my hair; I had a good wash and changed my dress, putting on a thoroughly modern one, mauve surah with a bell skirt, a huge belt to show off my small waist, and gigot sleeves. I had a brimmed hat decorated with silk flowers to match, for, much as I loved fashion, I refused to wear birds on my hats, or wings, or even feathers; flowers and ribbons would do! Thus arrayed in keeping with both my conscience and my vanity, I was obliged to hide most of my pulchritude beneath a heavy cloak, for it was still very cold. So, all swaddled, I ventured forth to find my favourite cab-driver, Harold, awaiting me not with a hansom, not at this frigid time of year, but with an enclosed four-wheeler.

First I greeted his philosophical horse, Brownie, stroking his soft nose and feeding him the bit of bread I had brought him. Meanwhile, Harold came down from his box to open the door for me.

“Are you having a good day, Harold?” I asked.

“’Ard to say. It’s early yet.” Harold was a cautious individual, which made his devotion to my feckless self all the more amazing. “Where to, Miss Enola?”

“Besselgreen Cemetery.”

His face instantly sobered. “Not a sad occasion, I ’ope?”

With my usual flair for the indecorous and unexpected, I swung up to sit beside him on the box, waving his protestations aside. “I’ll tell you about it on the way there.” And so I did, despite the cold’s causing my long nose to run, for I badly needed to talk with someone about the strange case of Trevina who was not a Trairom. “Someone buried her with elaborate safety precautions,” I concluded, “yet with not the slightest decent or protective clothing!”

“Well, the best-laid plans o’ mice an’ men gang aft agley,” observed Harold.

“They couldn’t have gang much more agley,” I complained, “or perhaps they didn’t gang agley at all, for I really and truly smell a rat, not a mouse. Here we are. Will you stay? I’ll only be a minute.”

“Of course, Miss Enola. Wait—”

But I didn’t wait for him to get down and help me. I swung myself down to enter the stone lodge that stood at the imposing granite gateposts of the cemetery.

Within I found a single room, a blessedly hot stove, and a large, ginger-haired man who failed to rise when I entered, but bellowed at me, “What’s your business, then?” Huff, I soon decided, was the sort who had excelled at playing rugby when he was younger and had never got over it. His every utterance was aimed to tackle, ruck, or score. “That grave got no business being there,” he shouted when I had made clear what I was about, “no proper ceremony or respect, dug on the sly, never paid for, and I got a good mind to seize that coffin and that marker and sell them to make up some small paltry part—” On his impressively huge feet, red-faced and wild-eyed, he paused for breath and for effect. “Some small part, I say, of the cost of setting that site to rights! I—”

“Say no more,” I interrupted him sweetly, producing a sheaf of pound notes from my bosom. I carried plentiful funds there always, for convenience and security; reticules could be lost, and I preferred never to dangle one. I kept my wealth within my corset; lucre might be filthy, but I found it wonderfully useful.

As in this case. Huff immediately calmed to smiling attention. He was the sort, I perceived, to whom money trumped all. I doubted that any of the cash I gave him would actually go to restoring the wounded cemetery. Not that this mattered in the least to me. I wrote Florence Nightingale’s address on a piece of paper for him, directing him to deliver casket and marker there just as soon as he could. He offered his big, burly hand for me to shake, and with an inward shudder, I did so. Business concluded, I departed in a glow of satisfaction—quite a mistaken sensation, as the gentle reader shall presently discover.

Back at Florence Nightingale’s generous home, sparing only time to shed my cloak, I went at once to see how Trevina was doing. As I approached the sickroom, I heard Nurse Dobbins’s voice raised in protest: “You mustn’t, Miss Trairom! The doctor said you are to stay in bed for two weeks!”

In sweet, soft, ladylike tones she responded, “The doctor is a hydrocephalic martinet,” and as I entered the room I saw her on her feet, although tottery and holding on to the bedpost. I crossed the room in two long strides and got hold of her.

“I am not made of glass. I won’t break if I fall,” she said in the same serene way. “I just want to walk a few steps.”

“Tomorrow,” I told her, guiding her back into the bed. “Take your time. I think you must have been quite ill before you were put in that coffin.”

“But I feel bang up to the elephant!” she protested.

“I beg your pardon?” This required translation.

She obliged. “I’m fine! Just a bit wobblesome.”

“I see.” I turned my attention to the nurse. “Dobbins, why don’t you take a break?”

She departed gladly, and after she was gone, I said to Trevina, who was sitting bolt upright, “If you are really feeling—bang up to the elephant, is it?—I would like to ask you some questions.”

“Very well, I suppose, but why?”

Interesting! She did not raise her voice, yet she did not complaisantly agree. As I pulled up a chair, I told her, “Because I have taken it upon myself to attempt to discover who you are.”

“I’m not sure I want to know,” she said in quite a small voice. She looked troubled, her dark eyes huge. She had remarkable eyes, neither brown nor blue, almost the colour of violets.

“You don’t want to know? Why ever not?”

“Because … I feel as if … I am in trouble of some sort.”

“I quite agree. But I am good at dealing with trouble.”

“I do not understand exactly who you are.”

No wonder, the way I came and went and ordered people around. I should explain, gentle reader, that I had been raised by a strong-minded, suffragist mother, and therefore did not at all resemble most of my meek female contemporaries. Also, I had been on my own since I was fourteen! But by far the easiest way to explain myself to Trevina was by referring to my brother. “Do you know who Sherlock Holmes is?”

“Of course I do! I am not ignorant.”

“I’m sure you’re not. My surname is Holmes, I am related to Sherlock, and I possess some of the family aptitude for getting to the bottom of things.” I smiled at her with, I hoped, the light of reassurance beaming from my countenance. “You remember nothing, yet you know who Dr. Livingstone is, and Sherlock Holmes. How?”

“I … my governess must have taught me.”

“Excellent! You had a governess. What else did she teach you?” I sat back, quite expecting her to reply that she had learned sewing, embroidery, piano, voice, and watercolour painting.

Instead, she whispered, “Symbolic logic,” and she looked distressed. Therefore, I took care not to show my surprise, or react overmuch.

“Really?” I said blandly. “What else?”

“Mathematics. Algebra, geometry, cartography—but no, it wasn’t just my governess, it was my—my uncle?” And she looked more than distressed; she looked fearful.

“You have an uncle?” I prodded gently.

“No! I mean, I don’t remember.” Her hands lifted as if to push him away.

Reminding myself that she was not yet strong, I relinquished this lead for the time being. Keeping my voice as soft as a zephyr, I said, “Tell me what you know of cartography, Trevina. Have you travelled widely? Do you know languages?”

“I know some French.” She looked perplexed. “Although ‘je ne sais pas’ how I know! But I don’t think I have travelled. I’m not very brave.”

“I give you credit for quite a bit of spirit, and I daresay you didn’t eat pap for breakfast.”

“No, I had egg and soldiers, thank you.” She smiled; we understood each other. “Have you any more questions? I admit I am a bit tired.”

“Just one more.” Rising, I retrieved from a dresser drawer a thoroughly insubstantial white garment, a pink ribbon circlet, and a coarse grey broken jug. “Do you recognise these things?”

From the way she stared, I deduced that she did not, and from the way her hands flew to her face, I knew she felt horrified. As, indeed, so did I, surmising that someone had put the immodest white draperies on her unconscious body, and in doing so, had seen every inch of her bare, bruised personage.

“Such clothing is quite inadequate for the cold weather,” I said with dry understatement, “yet you wore it when you came here.”

She shook her head in fervid denial.

“Never mind, then.” I put the things away, then helped her with the bedcovers as she settled her head back onto her pillows. “Rest well, and dream of luncheon.”

She gave me a mischievous look. “I take it you share my liking for good food?”

“Indeed I do.”

Whilst she napped, I sat in the more comfortable of the two chairs in her room, produced pencil and notepaper from the supplies I always carried in my bosom (such as it was), and made one of my habitual lists:


	She is intelligent

	She has spirit

	She was buried with the greatest safeguards, yet with a mocking lack of dignity, indecently clad

	Why the broken jug?

	She was drugged and bruised

	She has the manners of a lady

	She has suffered loss of memory, perhaps due to some tragic event

	She feels she is in danger

	She is educated in a surprisingly modern way

	She has an uncle of whom she is afraid

	I smell a rat

	How to find out more?

	Trace coffin

	Trace grave marker

	Seek witnesses to clandestine burial

	???



“Hmm,” I murmured to myself with a feeling that my work was quite cut out for me.






Chapter the Third


Later that afternoon, Trevina’s coffin and grave marker arrived, delivered by a drayman whose humble vehicle was pulled by a pair of mules. Having gone outside to oversee how these items were stored in the stable, I encountered a little flop-eared white-and-spotted dog looking on much as I was. “Well, hello there!” I greeted it, for it gazed up at me with the most appealing liquid brown eyes. “Where did you come from? I haven’t seen you here before.” I knelt, offering to pat it, but it shied away.

“She’s timid,” said the head groom, who had come out of his domain to stand nearby. “She followed you folks home from the graveyard yesterday. Followed the carriage right in here.”

“Oh!” Standing up to respond, I felt somehow responsible for the dog. “Has she been fed?”

“A course. Miss Nightingale’s house don’t let no creature go hungry.”

I nodded, chastened, for I should have known that. “And I suppose she now sleeps in the stable.”

“On her own rug. A course.”

“Thank you.” I slipped off into the stable to inspect my evidence, and the little dog followed me, keeping her distance.

I felt disappointed that the winsome little dog would not let me touch her, and then more disappointed as I examined the items for which I had paid. Alas, I discovered only a sad lack of clues, even though I wielded a magnifying lens just as Sherlock would have done. It was no use looking for fingerprints, since surely they all had been obscured by those of innocent labourers. The coffin was of the plainest possible workmanship, made of lowly elm wood, and bore no maker’s plate. The marker had been put together by someone clever, and the name, Trevina Y. Trairom, was not painted upon it as I had thought. Rather, it was burned into the wood with some sort of hot instrument! Not just a heated poker, either, for it was done in large but elegant copperplate, requiring a fine point—but what was I to deduce from that? And otherwise, the marker was uninformative. The bellows was missing, which was no wonder; it was a useful item and someone had seized upon it.

No sooner had I formulated these unhelpful thoughts than a boy came running out of the house to fetch me. “Miss Holmes, Dobbins wants to see you straightaway!”

Considerably alarmed lest something had gone wrong with Trevina, I ran back inside to find her sitting rigidly upright in bed and staring with wide-eyed horror at a large bouquet of pink roses in a crystal vase, the heavy thing held in the arms of the nurse. At once she thrust it at me. “What’s the matter?” I asked, accepting it.

“Everything! Look at the bizarre thing! And where did it come from?”

Given a moment’s thought, I quite wanted to know the same thing. A large pink card perched in the bouquet said Trevina Yael Trairom, yet no one should have known Trevina was here at the Nightingale residence. The vase was real cut glass; it had cost someone a pretty penny. So had the roses; in February, they had to have come from a hothouse. Setting the expensive bouquet down on the bedside table to study it in detail, I saw that each stem of roses was attached to one of a number of strange objects standing upright in the vase. “What in the world?” I exclaimed, pulling one rose out of the water. The thorny stem was lashed to a tall, pointed wooden peg with an odd head curved in a sort of hook.

“A tent peg,” said Jackanapes, who was poking his head in the door.

“I know that,” I snapped, although I didn’t. “What, pray tell, is the meaning of a dozen tent pegs?” I examined the card for a message. It was written in a large, heavily ornate copperplate hand, and on the other side from Trevina Yael Trairom it said Judges 5:24. Not much pleased, for I have no use for religion, I handed this card to the nurse. “Do you have a Bible?”

She merely blinked at the card, but Jackanapes, still lounging in the doorway, said, “There’s one in the library,” and departed, presumably to fetch it.

I told Trevina, “The roses look just the same as the ones that were laid across you in the coffin.”

“I recognise them,” she whispered, sounding terrified, “yet I don’t know where they’re from.” She shrank back in her bed until her back pressed against the wall.

“Don’t think too much of it,” I advised, knowing that the surest way to remember something was to forget about it. “Is ‘Yael’ really your middle name?”

“No!”

“You sound quite sure.”

“I am quite sure.”

“Sit down, Miss Holmes,” said the nurse, probably because she herself felt the need, for she promptly seated herself. “How could anyone have known to send that thing here?”

I had an idea how, but before I could answer her, in came Jackanapes, holy writ in hand and open, I suppose, to Judges 5:24. He gave an “Ahem,” struck a pose, and read aloud: “‘Most blessed of women is Yael, the wife of Heber the Kenite, most blessed of tent-dwelling women. He asked for water, and she gave him milk; in a bowl fit for a nobleman she brought him curdled milk. Her hand reached for the tent peg, her right hand for the workman’s hammer. She struck Sisera, she crushed his head, she shattered and pierced his temple—’”

“Stop,” I ordered, for Trevina looked sick and Nurse Dobbins even more so.

Closing the Bible on his finger, Jackanapes could not seem to help summing up, “Killed the fellow.”

“I am sure we all understand the gist of it. Out, if you please.” I shooed him from the room, then turned to Trevina. “Have you any idea why someone felt a need to bring this blessed tent-dwelling woman to your attention?”

She shook her head so violently that her cloud of soft hair flew around her face, but then she blurted, “Toying with me.”

I nodded, mentally adding that to my list, for it seemed to me that she could be quite right. “Let me brush your hair,” I said, hoping thus to help her repose her agitated mind, for I knew the soothing sensation of having one’s hair brushed. “You don’t want the roses, do you?”

She didn’t. The nurse took them away. As I brushed Trevina’s baby-fine tresses, I added up some thoughts in my mind.

Someone had drugged Trevina and buried her in a safety coffin—why? To see if she would revive and save herself?

Toying with her?

That someone was well-to-do, as evidenced by the expense of the coffin, the marker, and the burial. And that someone, having money, likely had power. For some reason they had chosen to bury Trevina in a peculiarly immodest costume.

Toying with her?

Someone had given her the fictitious middle name Yael, and sent the peculiar message of the tent-peg bouquet.

Toying with her.

One thing I had learned as far back as primary school was: when people toy with one, it is not with friendly intent. When the cat toys with the mouse, woe betide the mouse.

Also, I smelled a rat. I concluded, in fact, that Trevina had an enemy. A shadowy, highly enigmatic enemy.

Well, someone on the side of the angels needed to find out who it was.

And that someone, of course, was I.

I gathered Trevina’s flossy hair, wrapped it into a loose chignon, and pinned it in place without jabbing her even once. Then I asked, “Better?”

“Much. Thank you.” She looked up at me in genuine appeal. “Why are you so good to me, Enola?”

“Nonsense,” I told her.



Straightaway, missing tea and its substantial goodies—which demonstrates to you, gentle reader, how urgent this errand was to me—straightaway, I summoned Harold and had him drive me to Besselgreen Cemetery—again, even though it was nearly dark by then! In no very good humour, I strode into the lodge that lurked by the gates and found Huff just as before, slouched behind his desk and lacking in courtesy.

“What’s your business, then?” he bellowed.

From the top of his desk I snatched a paper from amongst a litter of others. Flourishing it like a weapon, I waved it at him. “You gave someone this address!” It was the note I had pencilled for him that morning.

“So?”

“I expected a person in your position to be more discreet.”

“Nobody said it weren’t no secret.”

Ah, the double negatives of the ignorant. A triple negative, indeed. I said, “Then I suppose the identity of the person to whom you gave it is also no secret.”

“Huh.” He lounged farther back in his chair. Standing across the desk from him, I leaned forward to thrust the paper closer to his face. He did not react except to blink. His face reminded me of a flat bisque platter.

I lost patience. “Tell me to whom you gave this address.”

“Well, now,” he drawled, “what’s in it for me?”

I daresay I rolled my eyes, but I sighed, dropped the paper and my belligerent stance, and brought forth money. I was going to be sorely out of pocket this month, I thought unhappily, and it was a good thing indeed that I could count on income from the rents of the building I owned. Fuming, I handed a plump bribe to the loathsome Huff.

He counted it in a considering way before he condescended to speak. “I don’t know the fellow’s name.”

A man, then, as I expected. Smelling a rat, I somehow, ineffably, had smelled a male rat.

“Remarkably tall bloke, and thin as a lath,” Huff continued. “No beard. Face like a skeleton, and he poked. Kept on wavering, like a cobra. Spoke like a toff, dressed like a toff.”

I felt chilly little lizard feet running up my spine, for a “toff” would be able to afford a safety coffin, an expensive vase, hothouse roses.… I waited for more, then prodded, “Is that all?”

Huff raised his wiry rust-coloured eyebrows at me. “What else could there be?”

There could be a great deal, if I could extract it from him. “How, exactly, was he dressed?”

“Mighty fine. Greatcoat and a proper topper of a hat.”

“A chimney-pipe hat?”

“Black silk one. A toff, like I said.” Huff could not have sounded more indifferent.

“Did he come here in a brougham, a phaeton, a landau?”

The infuriating man shrugged. “In a cab, I suppose.”

“You didn’t see?”

“Why should I?”

Why, indeed? Sighing, I turned and left him without the courtesy of saying good-bye. Crossly trudging back to the cab, I considered that I had garnered only very scanty knowledge indeed of Trevina’s enemy: a tall, thin man who wore a tall hat, looked like a skeleton, resembled a cobra somehow, and poked.

“Harold,” I asked that excellent person as I got into his cab, “what does it mean to say that someone ‘poked’?”

After hesitation, he admitted, “I’m sure I don’t know, Miss Enola.”

“Alas, neither do I.” Thinking, I posed like a statue with one foot on the step and one on the cobbles. “Also, Harold, whereabouts would one ever see a cobra?” By “one” I meant Huff.

Harold’s eyebrows rose to disappear beneath his hat brim, but this time he had an answer. “Per’aps down at the docks, miss, where them Indian fellers plays the pipes and the snakes rises up out of a basket?”

“Heavens,” I murmured, shivering from the thought of such a snake, and also growing aware that the day was turning more and more cold and dim, in the usual yellow-grey London way, and all of the questions in my mind were making me feel growlingly hungry. Quite the opposite of my brother Sherlock, I think more efficiently on a full stomach. So, with supper in mind, I said, “Nightingale’s, Harold, if you please,” and we departed.

I passed the evening with much thought and little patience. Trevina napped, and the Nightingale household was given over to preparations for the next day, which was the sabbath. Being a rationalist and a freethinker, like my parents before me and like my brothers, I had no use for Sundays, for it was almost impossible to get anything worthwhile done on them! There was no post, stores and businesses were not open, churchgoers were not receiving visitors, a pall of holier-than-thou lay over everything, and, this Sunday in particular, there was so much I needed to do and could not! I awoke on Sunday morning in a most uncertain frame of mind.

But at least Trevina was not preoccupied by churchgoing, and, after breakfast, I found her awake, bright-eyed, sitting up in bed and (most naughtily, on the sabbath) playing dominoes with the nurse. “Mr. Stanley!” she greeted me with great good cheer.

“Dr. Livingstone! You appear to be feeling better.”

“Bang up to the elephant!”

“Superb. Are you yet able to walk?”

“Let us see!” Pushing the tray of dominoes aside, she grabbed a bedpost and pulled herself upright. With her wool-stockinged feet planted on the oriental carpet she stood upright, swaying slightly but not so badly as the day before. “Excellent!” I exclaimed, offering my arm. Holding on to it for support, she took a step, then another. With the nurse on one side of her and me on the other, she managed to totter partway across the room.

“Wait, Trevina. Please sit down.” I guided her into an armchair.

“I can do it,” she protested in her soft way.

“I’m sure you can. Just wait a moment.” Turning to the dresser, I pulled open its bottom drawer and took out two gnarled, old-fashioned walking sticks that had belonged to Mrs. Tupper. “Try it with these, one on each side.”

She seized upon the sticks with enthusiasm, managed to stand up without any other assistance, and walked, albeit shakily, around the room.

“Capital!” I declared with enthusiasm redoubled, for in that moment I had realised just how to disguise her—and disguise her I must, in order to relocate her in secrecy, which I urgently needed to do because her enigmatic enemy knew where she was. Therefore, it was the greatest luck that I had not yet disposed of Mrs. Tupper’s things. “Better take a rest, Trevina. We shall need your strength tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

Without replying, yet, I assisted her to sit down, then turned to Dobbins. “Would you leave us for a few minutes, Nurse?”

“Of course. I’ll go get elevenses.” Head high and bosom billowing, she sailed out of the room.

“I haven’t arranged things with her yet,” I explained to Trevina, sitting down to speak with her. I hadn’t arranged anything with anyone yet, due to the blasted sabbath, but my plans were clear in my mind. “Tomorrow evening, after dark, I want to get you out of this busy house and into a more private place. The safest place in London, actually.”

No longer at all inclined to bounce, she fixed a grave, steady look on me. “After dark, for concealment?”

“Somewhat,” I admitted. “I am sure of nothing, but I perceive indications that someone would like to make trouble for you.”

She said nothing, and she looked not at all surprised.

“So yes, we must needs be secret. I will speak with Dobbins, Miss Nightingale, and the cab-driver. No one else.”

Trevina looked anxiously at me. “Enola, who is seeing to all this? I mean, the expense?”

I made the noise commonly transcribed as “Pshaw,” then added, “Nonsense.”

“Poppycock?” Trevina inquired, straight-faced.

“Bosh and wind,” I agreed.

“Balderdash.”

“Twaddle.”

“Stuff and rubbish.”

“Horsefeathers.” That seemed to settle the matter. Waving a sort of salute to her, I headed towards the kitchen to procure some elevenses of my own.






Chapter the Fourth


Monday, in contrast with Sunday, was furiously busy for me. I sent a note to the Professional Women’s Club, where I normally lived, a very secure refuge within which no men, poking or lath-like or otherwise, were ever allowed to set foot. I conferred with Nurse Dobbins. I conferred with Florence Nightingale. I conferred some more with Trevina. I summoned Harold and conferred with him, meeting him out in front of the Nightingale house, patting Brownie and feeding him sugar lumps as Harold and I spoke. The day had become cold and raw in a peculiarly ominous way. “It feels as if it’s going to snow, Harold.”

“Indeed it does, Miss Enola.”

Unhappy thought; it complicated my plans. And indeed, as I said good-bye and turned to go back inside, fine white flakes began to fall.

It was snowing with decision an hour later when darkness was gathering, when it was time for action and I entered the sickroom. “Did you know it’s snowing, Trevina?”

“Is it!” Sitting up in bed, she bounced like a child. “I love snow!”

“Then you won’t mind walking through it for a short distance. It’s time to get ready.”

She sobered. “What am I to wear?”

I admit I grinned. “Just you wait and see!”

Proud of my own cleverness, I outfitted her in the garments Mrs. Tupper had left behind, disguising her as an old, old woman! The boots, striped stockings, and dull black dress she put on were unmistakably those of a venerable crone, for the skirt puffed out fit for a crinoline rather than skimming close to her personage and the skinny sleeves unfashionably hugged her arms. All of it fit her perfectly! But before she dressed, I thoroughly coated her hair with flour in order to whiten it, then pinned it into an unattractive bun, then covered it with a ratty black shawl. And once Trevina was dressed, over everything went a hooded greatcloak of military magnitude.

“One can barely see her at all!” declared the nurse, who was helping me.

“I’m lost in all this,” said Trevina.

“I promise to find you. Here, this will declare you decrepit and deaf.” As a final touch, I hung Mrs. Tupper’s shiny brass ear trumpet over Trevina’s arm. No treasures of any value had gone into Mrs. Tupper’s coffin along with her, poor old thing.

I put the two walking sticks into Trevina’s gloved hands. “Now, can you manage to get to the front door?”

And, brave soul, she did so, accompanied by the nurse, whilst I threw on my cloak and followed. She wobbled out of the sickroom, down the hallway, then across one sitting room after another like a trouper. Struggling along, her face hidden in the shadow of her hood, she looked for all the world like an ancient, arthritic woman to the few who saw her—for I had timed this escapade to occur during the supper hour, when most of those who usually crowded Florence Nightingale’s parlours dispersed to take nourishment. Only scattered, indifferent onlookers saw me open the front door for Trevina and help her step outdoors, where Harold’s cab awaited us in the snow and bitter cold.

“Oooooh!” breathed Trevina, perhaps in appreciation of the snow that fell in a white veil and muffled the usual London din. But she could hardly have appreciated the icy wind that drove the flakes sideways, or the cold.

Harold flung open the cab door and came to meet us, helping me hoist Trevina into the vehicle. I jumped in after her, bundled the robe around her, and placed bricks hot from the hearth at her feet—I had thought of everything, or so I congratulated myself. Harold slammed the door shut, mercifully sheltering us from the wind, and it is to be assumed he climbed onto the box and shook Brownie’s reins, for the cab started forward and rolled along merrily.

I turned to Trevina and asked her, “How are you? Bang up to the elephant?”

She actually giggled, and I think that was the first time I had heard her mirthful. But then with a touch of hysteria she said, “I am as wobbly as head cheese, and it’s so dark, and the wind shrieks so!”

I drew breath and opened my mouth to tell her that the snow was not yet deep, that the cab’s way was lit by streetlamps and its lanterns, that the storm had thinned the traffic and therefore we would arrive at our destination sooner than usual, that Brownie was a sure-footed horse and Harold was a paragon amongst cab-drivers—

Crash! Before I could speak, a thunderous blow struck the outside of the cab, shaking it all over! It skittered sidewards like a living creature, tilted, slammed into something, and shook as if it might fall over! The bricks slid away from Trevina’s feet, and both she and I nearly fell off the seat! But then, just as Trevina and I both screamed, the cab straightened and stopped dead.

I stood up and made for the door to see what had happened, but it opened, letting in pale lantern light in which Harold stood silhouetted amidst snow. “All right in there?” he called.

I said, “Yes, what happened?”

“An almighty whacking sledge of a sleigh is what ’appened, no lights or bells, come out of nowhere at a blazing trot, swiped into us. Thank Brownie we’re not all killed.”

This, I knew, was no exaggeration. The average horse, so violently startled, would have reared straight up on its hind legs, overturning the carriage. But stoical Brownie had kept his long fuzzy head.

“We’re jammed up against the kerb now,” said Harold, breathing as if he had just run a race.

“What became of the sleigh that hit us?”

“It went kiting off into the night without so much as a by-your-leave. I saw the ’orse, a big brute black as pitch, but I never saw the driver.”

“Did you see which way it went?”

“Not in this snow, no, I didn’t.”

“And what are we to do?”

“Sit a bit until I check whether anything’s broken.”

He shut the doors, which did little good, as it was now as gelid inside the cab as out. Trevina and I huddled together under the rug, shivering, and not just from cold, although neither of us would admit to being frightened. And neither of us wanted to say that we had been attacked. There is a reason for sleigh bells; sledges run utterly silent in the snow, so there must be bells fastened to the harness to jingle and give warning that the sleigh is coming, lest pedestrians be cut down. But this sleigh had struck without any such warning, and in the dark, yet! The sledge that had hit us had been out in the night with no good intentions.

Quite suddenly Trevina blurted, “It must have been a chance occurrence. Nobody is supposed to know I am here!”

“That was the plan,” I agreed bleakly.

We said no more, for the cab started to move, wheels grinding frightfully against the kerb at first, but then the noble Brownie swung it free and we rolled along at what felt like a good speed, bless Harold for that! Soon—although it did not seem so very soon—we halted in front of the door of my club. A swarm of women came out to meet us as Harold and I helped Trevina down from the cab. Shaking all over, she seemed to have come to the end of her strength, but it did not matter; many hands helped her inside. I turned to pay Harold and saw him peering around us, although the lamplight was blocked by a haze of snow.

“What are you looking for, Harold?”

“Nothing. Just that little dog that followed along the ’ole way after us.”

Good heavens. “Really? A little spotty flop-eared dog?”

“’At’s right, but I don’t know what become of it. I ’ope it don’t starve in the cold.”

“It’s probably gone back where it belongs,” I said mendaciously, for already I knew better. That dog, I divined, had some sort of designs in its little canine mind that I did not understand. I wished it would go away, yet I did not want it to come to harm. I would tell the maids in the Club’s kitchen to feed it and offer it shelter if they saw it.



I must enlighten you, gentle reader, about the Professional Women’s Club, a large yet modest russet brick building in appearance, a revolutionary citadel within. No men, neither workmen nor servants nor doctors nor lawyers nor clergy, no men of any description ever set foot inside. Even the errand boys were not boys, but girls. Females managed everything, and managed it well, and in a democratic spirit; cooks and maids were treated fairly and courteously. On the upper storeys were rather spartan lodgings for those of the members who lived in. The ground floor, aside from the dining room and one large parlour, was a labyrinth of libraries, reading rooms, writing rooms, tea rooms, sitting rooms, card room, music room, billiards room, every kind of tasteful nook where members could enjoy games or privacy or conversation. Belowground, but with windows letting out onto a sunken area, were a large kitchen, laundry, and bath, and a gymnasium euphemistically called a physical culture boudoir. And still on the ground floor, but just where the stairs went down to the kitchen, was a cosy, well-appointed sickroom, where Trevina had been taken.

I joined her there as soon as I had shed my wraps, but I could barely get into the room, for a swarm of women, my friends, were tending to her. “Enola,” called Netta, who managed a department store, “where did you get these dreadful clothes?”

“Ye longsuffering gods, what have you done to her hair?” complained Lottie, a hydrotherapist. “How are we ever to get this muck out of it? It needs to be washed.”

“Three or four times,” agreed another professional woman who was highly qualified to advise, as she wrote a lonely-hearts column for The Daily Telegraph.

“Not in this perishing freeze,” protested Trevina in her soft way. “You’ll murder me.” She sounded amused, yet her voice wavered, and one could see she felt quite weak. “Enola told me this was the safest place in London!”

“So it is, dear,” said an older woman in motherly tones, “for people of the female persuasion. We’ll just wrap your head for now, and get you something hot to drink, and settle you in a warm bed for a good sleep.”

Sleep sounded like a wonderful idea; when was the last time I had a full night’s sleep? The motherly woman, Mrs. Prendergast, who happened to be a retired Girton professor of biology, offered to stay with Trevina for the evening, and others would take turns during the night; I accepted gratefully. I waited only to see Trevina settled in bed, clear most of her volunteer nurses out of her room, drink tea with her, and wish her sweet dreams, before I headed upstairs to my own room, my home, my refuge! My friends, full of curiosity and wanting to have a good talk with me, tried to detain me, but I smiled and was adamant. I locked my bedroom door, encouraged my hearth fire with more coal, shucked my clothes off, flung on a flannel nightgown, and verily leapt into bed, tucking my feet gratefully against the hot water bottles some friendly soul had placed there. Snuffing the candle, I fell asleep within moments.



It was bright daylight when I awoke feeling remarkably well, or “bang up to the elephant” as Trevina would say. Judging by the sunshine beaming in my window, the snowstorm seemed to be over. At once I got up and crossed to the window to see how much had fallen; like Trevina, I was young enough to love snow! Pushing back the curtains, I looked down on the street in front of my club and saw that a generous blanket of white lay on the city, hushing it; drays and broughams and carriages and cabriolets drove past with scarcely a sound. A cab pulled up at the opposite kerb, and a man got out, making as if to cross the street in my direction but pausing to wait for a break in traffic. A very tall man; for a moment I thought it might be Sherlock, but something about the way he moved told me it wasn’t. This man wore a greatcoat, which swaddled his personage, and his clean-shaven face was somewhat hidden from me by the brim of his top hat, but still, I could see that he looked pallid and very thin, almost skeletal. There was an ascetic look to him. He could be a monkish sort of scholar, perhaps, I thought, his shoulders so much rounded from study that his head thrust forward, poking out over the street. Watching in this protruding way for an opportunity to cross, looking from side to side, he oscillated in a curiously reptilian manner—

I gasped. I shouted aloud, “He’s a snake, and he pokes!” Then, just as he saw his opportunity and strode into the street—undoubtedly heading straight towards the front door of the Club!—I flung open my bedroom window, clambered onto its snowy sill, and jumped.

I had to find out who he was, you see, gentle reader, and I hoped at closer range to gain some clue as to his identity. I assure you that I am not entirely a foolhardy nitwit; I had seen quite clearly that the pavements had already been shovelled and the snow piled deep beneath my window, so I landed quite safely. Indeed, I found myself up to my neck in snow—just as well, considering that I was clad only in my nightgown! I had, however, retained the presence of mind to thrust my feet into the pockets sewn into its hem for that purpose—to receive one’s feet, you see, and warm them, and keep the nightgown down around one’s lower limbs.

However, under the circumstances, those helpful pockets quite failed to keep my feet warm, far less the rest of me. I felt piercingly cold, and people were starting to stare at me even though I was only a head sticking out of the snow—a head that immodestly wore no hat. No one, man, woman, or child, should ever be seen in public without a hat, such was society’s dictate, but oh well. Struggling to climb out of the snow, I dismissed all thoughts of propriety from my mind. Already the tall, cadaverous man had completed his errand—had I seen a small parcel of some sort in his hand?—and he was striding back across the street towards his cab, his back towards me, good luck be thanked, for I really did not want him to notice me; it was not yet time for us to meet. I studied the cab, which was, alas, in no way remarkable. Some cabs, for the sake of attracting business, were painted red or had drivers who carried flowers in their teeth, but this one was as plain as could be. The driver was just a bearded man in a heavy coachman cape and a bowler hat pulled down over his ears. The horse, however, was a nice, recognisable creature, a cobby chestnut with feathering on its fetlocks and, more remarkably, a light mane yet a dark tail.

Hoping to get closer and see something more, I turned my attention to climbing out of the snow, a struggle that took longer than I liked. As I finally managed to free myself and stand on the pavement in my bare feet, the cab was driving away, confound it. But, eureka! I spotted a damaged patch on the back of the carriage, a shallow dent left by a collision of some sort. As best I could, I memorised it. “A ding shaped like a duck!” I whispered to myself.

Then, shivering and with my teeth beginning to chatter, I scampered to the front door of the Club and plied the knocker.

“Enola!” exclaimed the woman who opened it—Belinda, the advice columnist. “What in the world? You’re soaked! And blue! What on earth have you been up to now?”

And within an hour, everyone in the building knew that I had somehow managed to fall out of my window—such was my story, which no one believed. But also within an hour I was warm again, and decently dressed, and I’d had breakfast, and I went to see how Trevina was doing.

With her hair still full of flour and bundled into a turban, she was out of bed and walking around the room, leaning on her walking sticks but plainly intent on getting stronger. “How are you feeling?” I asked her. “Bang? Elephant?”

“Now, why on earth would I want to clobber a poor defenceless elephant?”

“Why, indeed? I have been asking myself that very question for days.” Sitting down in the handiest chair, I turned my attention to recording my clues in pictures, one of my more useful traits, given my profession. I produced from my bosom pencil and paper, on which I drew the cab I had seen, with special attention to the horse, but also remembering that the cabman had sported a large red nose, although its ruby hue was perhaps only due to the weather. I sketched the damage on the back of the cab, which was by Jupiter really and truly shaped like a duck. Then I drew several pictures of the tall, round-shouldered, poking man I had seen. Trevina meandered over to see what I was doing, but when she glimpsed my sketches of the tall man, she jerked back as if she had seen a ghoul.

“Who is that person?” I asked her quite gently.

“I—I don’t quite know.”

“But you do recognise him.”

“Yes. No. Who is he?”

I wished I knew! “He came and knocked on the door earlier.”

She looked alarmed. “Was it he who brought this?” No longer too terribly shaky on her feet, she crossed the room, picked up a package from her bedside table, and gave it to me.

It was a small box neatly wrapped in brown paper on which was written, in bold copperplate handwriting I recognised, Trevina Yael Trairom. Enemy, I thought, feeling a chill. Had he tried to enter? I wondered. How had he acted when he was turned away at the door? I promised myself to ask whoever had spoken with him at the door what he was like.

And yes, surely it had to be he who had brought this so-called gift. “I expect so,” I told Trevina. “Why haven’t you opened it?”

“You know why. Go ahead if you want.”

I did want, so I ripped off the paper. All fuzzy in her flannel nightgown and wool stockings, Trevina sat down next to me to watch. I opened the little box in my lap, then stared without much comprehension at the objects it held: cobblestones? I saw round, ridged spirals of stone about the width of my hand. They had heads and eyes and looked like small, coiled snakes. I regarded them with a certain degree of repulsion.

“Ammonites,” Trevina said with a perturbed look. “Poor ruined things.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Ammonites,” Trevina repeated. “Fossils. People call them snakestones, but they’re not snakes at all, they’re extinct cephalopods preserved in rock. These ones have been spoiled by ignorant people carving snake heads onto them. Left alone, they are exquisite examples of the Fibonacci sequence.”

More and more I realised the remarkable extent of her education. “I beg your pardon again?”

“The Fibonacci sequence!” She took the box of snakestones and set it aside. “The mathematical secret of seashells, ram horns, sunflower seeds, galaxies, ammonites, ocean waves, the human ear! Fibonacci numbers and the Greek letter phi illustrate and embrace Plato’s golden ratio—do you have any crosshatch paper? I could show you.”

I did, indeed, upstairs in my room have some paper printed all over with tiny squares, but never mind the Greek letter phi and all the rest of it; I was more interested in Trevina. “Who taught you all these amazing and abstruse things?” I asked her.

Her face lost all its fervour and went uncomfortably still. “I cannot remember his name,” she said after a long pause.

“Can you remember what he looked like?”

She shook her head vehemently. “I can’t remember.”

Blast and confound! But I made myself smile. “Never mind,” I said, and even though I had a great many things to do, I stayed to play parcheesi with her.






Chapter the Fifth


My list of a great many things to do read as follows:


	Track the maker of the casket and find out who ordered it

	Ditto the maker of the marker if not the same

	Copperplate wood-burned writing on marker similar to copperplate script on card that came with roses and package of ammonites. Same writer?

	Ask all and sundry about the name “Trairom”

	Inquire at houses near cemetery, did anyone observe surreptitious burial of Trevina

	Find out where the vase was bought, and the roses. Find out who bought them

	Trace the cab, find out where cabbie picked up and put down tall poking fare

	Talk to whomever spoke to him at the door

	Find out where ammonites are to be found or purchased



Also, although not strictly a part of the case:


	Get Trevina some clothes. Can’t give her mine; I’m an Amazon compared to her



It took me over a week to accomplish those tasks, or fail to accomplish them, as follows:

I had utterly no success tracking the maker of Trevina’s casket.

Ditto her ingenious wooden marker.

I found no one who had observed Trevina’s burial. Nor did I discover where the cut-glass crystal vase had come from, or the pink hothouse roses.

From library research, I discovered that ammonites found in England came mostly from along the coast, Norfolk to Dorset, and some of them reached diameters of three meters! It was apparently not difficult to buy them from any vendor of curios. The ones Trevina had received were indistinguishable from many others. Trevina gave them away to anyone who cared to have them, and we did not speak of them again.

I asked nearly everyone in the Professional Women’s Club whether they were familiar with the name Trairom, but no one was.

Mrs. Abbott—Belinda—had opened the front door not only for me on the snowy, snowy morning, but also for the tall, stooped man who preceded me. She said that he seemed a singularly cold person, and she was not referring to the weather. He did not smile. He asked to come in, and after he was refused, he barely spoke. He had a face like stone, with stark staring eyes that seemed black, deeply sunk as they were in their sockets. He had briefly removed his hat, showing a great, high dome of a white forehead. Expressionless, his face did not move, but his head did, swaying in a weird, reptilian way from side to side. “Honestly, Enola, he frightened me a bit,” she confessed to me over a cup of tea. “Do you know how some men give one the impression that they simply have no use for women, not even their own mothers? He struck me as one of those.”

During this time, the weather had warmed, the snow had melted, willing hands had washed the flour out of Trevina’s hair, and she had regained strength enough to let her walk about the Club and join the members for dinner. I saw with pleasure and amusement that she had become a favourite with everyone in the Club, much petted. A dozen different members had supplied her with clothing, not just castoffs but attractive dresses in which she looked quite the belle.

As she recovered her health, Trevina felt a need to be useful, so she was helping with various charitable causes undertaken by my friends, doing secretarial chores, and learning to knit. Day by day I grew more fond of her, and more frustrated that she did not seem to be regaining her memory. I felt almost certain that she actually remembered more than she admitted, but who could blame her for malingering? She was sorely afraid, and did not yet feel strong enough to face what frightened her. Whilst patience was the least of my virtues, Be patient, Enola, I told myself sternly and frequently during those days.

So February frittered away and became March before, finally, I had one small success with Trace the cab, find out where cabbie picked up and put down tall poking fare.

Strictly speaking, however, I did not trace that cab; I merely chanced upon it. Because of my many errands I spent a lot of time those days being trundled around London by Harold, and it just so happened that, one day when Brownie was trotting us along Tottenham Road, I glanced out of the window and spotted unmistakable duck-shaped damage on the back of a cab just passing us to pull ahead. (Brownie was not the speediest horse in London.) “Harold!” I shrieked, but of course he did not hear me, not amidst the tremendous noise of iron-shod hooves and iron-clad wheels on cobbles. Thumping on the roof would only have made him pull to a stop, which would not serve my purpose at all. So I flung open the window, stuck my head out, and called again, “Harold!”

“Miss Enola?” came his startled voice, and our cab started to slow; he was pulling on the reins! We would never catch up to my quarry that way. I shouted, “No!” and simply crawled out the window, reaching up to cling to the luggage rack on the roof and, as skirts quite vexingly got in the way of such worthwhile activities, letting my lower limbs dangle whilst I walked my hands along. None of this was as foolhardy as it might seem, for I climb like a squirrel, the cab was small, the distance not great, and the only difficult bit was getting past the lamp bracket that protruded from the front corner. Once I had managed that, I kicked up, planted my boots, and swung around to seat myself on the box beside Harold.

“Miss Enola!” he gasped, quite startled.

“Follow that cab,” I directed him, pointing it out in a most unladylike way. “The one with the damaged posterior.”

“Miss Enola,” he babbled, “I declare, I fear for you!”

“Come, Harold, please attend to what I am saying! Follow that cab, the one with the rather sporty chestnut horse, just turning the corner. Don’t lose it!”

He gathered the reins, clicked his tongue, and Brownie smartly lengthened his trot. During the several blocks of travel that followed, the excellent Brownie seemed to get into the spirit of the chase, and by the time the other cab pulled to the kerb and halted, we had drawn quite close behind it. Harold stopped Brownie, I leapt down from my perch, stepped briskly out of the street before I got run over, and waited politely on the pavement whilst the other cab discharged its passenger. The cabbie I had run down eyed me warily as he collected his fare, no doubt wondering what I wanted. Since the weather had warmed, he was no longer bundled up but looked more like the usual flamboyant cab-driver, coatless, in Wellingtons and knickers, wearing a white hat and an orange neckerchief—not at all the way my good Harold clothed himself.

Once this popinjay’s fare had stepped away, I walked at once to his horse’s head and started to pat its cheekbones. It was indeed the attractive chestnut creature I remembered, with a flaxen mane but a dark tail. “Such a lovely animal! What’s his name?” I called to the driver.

“’Er name is Butterscotch, miss.”

Butterscotch quite appreciated my attentions. “She’s a sweetheart,” I said, “and she moves beautifully.” This was true; the chestnut mare had lovely gaits. But, getting down to business, I turned to the driver and produced that magic facilitator of commerce, to wit, lucre. “I wonder if you might remember a fare you took to the Professional Women’s Club on Tuesday, February twenty-four, a very tall, very thin gentleman.”

I hardly dared to hope he would remember anything at all about it after the time that had passed, but his eyes, a bright pair of rather beady ones, fixed on me, lit up, and he crowed, “You be the lady wot jumped out of the winder!”

I never blush, yet I felt heat rising up my neck and suffusing my face even as I assured myself that he recognised me only because, just as on that occasion, I wore no hat. It would not fit through the window of Harold’s cab, so I had left it on the seat.

I blushed harder and found myself unable to look at anything but the toes of my boots, aware of Harold perched nearby, watching and listening. But then my mother’s voice within my mind reproached me: You are simpering, Enola; this will not do. Unfastening my gaze from the pavement, I firmed my jaw and looked up to face my delighted accuser. In my most aristocratic accent I acknowledged, “Yes, that was I.”

“Much pleased to meet yer, I’m sure!” Grinning, the cabbie touched his hat brim, at which point I chose to notice that his nose was, indeed, quite red and stood out alarmingly between his blue eyes and his orange neckerchief. At this point, something in my facial expression seemed to persuade him to grin no more. I fingered the pound note in my hands, and, prompted by the gesture, he leaned towards me to tell me, “That tall, thin gent, sure, I remember him.”

“Do you remember where you picked him up?”

“Sure I do.”

“And where you dropped him off?”

“Sure. Same place. ’Is ’ouse.”

“His residence?”

“Much deceived if it ain’t.”

“Really! Where?” I demanded.

He didn’t know the exact address, so rather than telling me, he showed me. He drove, and Harold followed, and I sat decently inside Harold’s cab and put my hat back on, wishing that cabs had mirrors so I could study myself to tilt it most fetchingly. It was the very latest in lady’s toppers, a rich green velvet toque trimmed with golden ribbon, mint-coloured pompons, and a wired spray of bijoux faux, and it restored my confidence, especially as it perfectly matched my green velvet cape lined with shot silk. Whilst I was pleasantly engaged with my hat and my vanity, my cab travelled west through London City until I grew to realise that we were heading towards Mayfair, then in Mayfair, and in a very good neighbourhood indeed. Could it really be that we were right around the corner from Florence Nightingale’s home?

It could be, and it was! My cab stopped, and I got out on a mostly silent street, a small thoroughfare called Bindle Road, to see Popinjay pointing his whip at a house that stood cater-cornered to Miss Nightingale’s. “That be it,” he announced unnecessarily.

I nodded, tossed a bright silver coin up to him, and signalled him to drive away. Then, so as not to be conspicuous, I got back into Harold’s cab before I studied the house through the window. Although large and built of rich materials like its neighbours, it somehow stood aloof and had no opinion of the others. It was a stern brick house without any softness about its woodwork or curtains, without any gentle plantings, yet too proud, somehow, to be called merely plain. Surrounded by hedges trimmed to form strictly rectangular walls, was a tall, stark, frightfully linear house, the sort of place that would have black-and-white checkerboard marble-tiled floors inside, and very straight ranks of portraits not just hung, but actually built into the walls. Its blank windows, unadorned by any stained glass, seemed to watch me severely.

Nonsense, Enola, I told myself, but just the same I banged on the roof of the cab, signalling Harold to move on.

On the way back to the Professional Women’s Club I entertained some interesting thoughts.

“Thank you, Harold,” I told my faithful, good-hearted, conservatively dressed cab-driver when we had reached home and I was handing him his pay.

“You’re very welcome, Miss Enola,” he told me, touching his hat. But then, surprisingly, with unusual daring for him, he added, “And, Miss Enola, I must say I never knew you were such a one for decamping out of windows.”



Later that same day, I went out to post a letter—to my brother Sherlock, actually, because I hadn’t heard from him in weeks, and I hoped he wasn’t having one of his bouts of melancholia, and I wanted to know whether he was well. Missive in hand, then, I exited the front door of my club to find the little winsome-eyed flop-eared dog sitting by the boot-scraper. It looked healthy enough, for the cooks had been welcoming it into the kitchen to eat and sleep, so what did it have on its wee doggy mind? “Hello, sweetheart, what do you want?” I inquired, crouching and reaching out to pat it, but as usual, it cringed away. Yet it still lingered by the door when, after a few minutes, I returned from the postbox. Quite the darling animal, it looked at me and whined.

“What is it, puppy?” I asked, looking down at it but this time keeping my hands to myself.

It bestirred its tail a little, thumping it against the pavement, and it whimpered again.

“Are you cold?” I had never understood how short-haired dogs could keep warm in the winter. “Do you want to come inside?” I let myself into the Club but held the door open for the dog, and after only a moment’s hesitation it darted inside. It flashed past me, its claws clicking a presto tempo on the floor, and I ran after it just in time to see it hightail into the parlour where Trevina and some others were hemming nappies for foundlings. The dog whimpered; Trevina looked up, gasped, and dropped everything in her hands to the floor. She cried, “Euclid!” and the little dog cried, simply cried, wordlessly and with all its canine heart, rocketing straight into her arms, leaping onto her lap, and anointing her face with its long tongue. “Oh, Euclid!” she crooned, hugging the little mutt, laughing and crying, tears running down her face. The dog continued to sing its soprano song of reunion. Altogether, seeing the two of them come together was rather like watching a strong chemical reaction take place.

I sat down next to Trevina, studying her and smiling to myself; obviously she remembered something—her pet. The other women in the room laughed, cried, clapped, and raised a babel of commentary. One of them tried to pat Euclid, but the little dog ducked her head and shrank away, huddling even closer to Trevina. “Euclid is shy,” I remarked.

Trevina cuddled the pooch, and her face saddened. “Yes, Uncle was mean to her.” But then she gasped, and flinched as if she had been struck.

But I had already spoken. “Why?”

“I—I have no idea. He just was.” She had gone quite pale, her dark eyes huge; she had the most astonishing eyes, soft and soulful. “He was like that with everybody.”

Now, this was what I called “remembering”! My breathing quickened, but I tried to conceal any excitement; just like her dog, she was sure to shy away if I pressed her. It was terribly important to ask the right questions. I ventured, “What did he look like?”

“Terrifying,” she said, and then I knew she wasn’t going to tell me much more. Still, I had to try.

“Did you live with him?”

She responded without responding. “Euclid is the only one who loves me.” She kissed the top of Euclid’s head, right between the brown spot over one eye and the other brown spot over one ear. Euclid smiled and panted. Trevina asked, “May I keep her in my room here, do you think?” She no longer occupied the sickroom; she lived in a room upstairs, and no one mentioned the rent she should have been paying, or the membership fees. She was, as I have said, the favourite of the Club.

“I don’t see why not,” I told her. “Other ladies have pets. But the women in the kitchen are going to miss her.”

“I am so glad she found me,” said Trevina fervidly.

What had “Uncle” done to her? I wondered just as fervidly. I must, simply must find out. And I had a notion that I knew where to find her uncle.






Chapter the Sixth


First thing the next morning, directly after partaking of a fortifying breakfast, I went to see Florence Nightingale.

Accomplishing this was not as simple as it sounds. Once within the stately Nightingale home, I had to apply to Mrs. Crowley at the desk in the library and hand her the note I had sensibly written in advance, in order that Jackanapes might take it up to Florence Nightingale. Then I must needs settle in a chair and wait, along with several other people who had already sent up their notes ahead of me. I hoped they merely wanted questions answered and that none of them had requested the pleasure of conversation, as I had. Even so, I had to wait until Miss Nightingale had replied to their queries. And even then, when she addressed mine, she might not agree to see me. She might have some much more important business to attend to; she was involved in many reforms and played no small part in politics. It was quite possible she might simply ask me to write a detailed letter regarding how she might help me. She seldom saw anyone, not even the Prime Minister or the great Sherlock Holmes.

Speaking of Sherlock, what in perdition was going on with him? Whilst sitting in the silence of the library, I passed the time in vexed thoughts of my brother. Sometime back in January I had seen in the newspapers that he had been engaged by the French government, so it might sensibly be thought that he had gone to France, but was he still there? Would he receive the letter I had just mailed to him? He could at least have sent me a picture postcard! I had not heard from Mycroft, either, but I had been rather on the outs with Mycroft since he had done away with many of my childhood memories. Ferndell Hall, you see, my home until my ill-fated fourteenth birthday, belonged to Mycroft, and after our mother’s death he had made it his business to clear all of her things out of Ferndell, selling off her jewellery, her clothing, her dainty oriental furniture, and the many paintings she had done—she had been a skilled artist—leaving none for me. He meant to get back some of the wherewithal she had embezzled from him, I suppose. When I had reproached him, he had said, “I am not made of money, Enola.” He had also reminded me that we were a family of rationalists with no use for superstition or sentiment. Still, was it really necessary for him to sell off the contents of my bedroom? My sleigh bed, my books, my cottage furniture, my—

“Miss Holmes,” Jackanapes addressed me with unwonted formality, “you may go up.”

Eureka! At least I had someone to talk with!

Smiling, I trotted up three flights of stairs to Miss Nightingale’s sanctuary and slipped in. The cats were on the move, their fluffy tails straight up in the air like a parade of billy clubs, and Florence Nightingale was serenely upright in her bed, just as before, in the same sort of bed jacket and kerchief as before, changeless. “Enola,” she greeted me, “how nice to see you. How is Trevina progressing?”

“She is well and strong again.” Careful not to trip over the cats swirling around my ankles, I made my way to the visitor’s chair and sat down. “She had her seventeenth birthday on the eighth of March.” Feeling proud of myself for recalling the date on her wooden grave marker, I had surprised her with a cake and a small celebration at the Club. “I don’t think she remembered she was going to have a birthday, however. She has regained a few memories, but she’s timid, and not just about that. I’ve noticed she never sets foot outdoors. I think she’s frightened.”

Miss Nightingale sat up even straighter. “Frightened? Of what?”

Therein lay the realm of conjecture, but I had come to allow myself certain premises: Trevina was afraid of her enigmatic enemy, who was the one who had buried her, who was quite likely the one who had beaten her and drugged her and put her in a coffin in an immodest costume, who was the one who had sent her the tent pegs and the snakestones, who was her “uncle,” who was the tall, thin man who “poked,” whose picture I had sketched and brought with me.

“This man, I believe.” I showed it to Miss Nightingale.

She shook her head. “I do not believe I know him. Is his name Trairom?”

“I do not know. But I understand he is a neighbour of yours.” Beyond her large, iron-fenced garden of grass, sleeping flowers, and bare trees I could see the tall, stark house, and I pointed it out to her. She shook her head.

“I don’t know those people, dear, but I will try to find out something about them for you. Is that all you wanted?”

“No, there’s more,” I admitted, making a wry face in mockery of my own boldness. “I am a shameless mendicant. I beg you for permission to make free of your garden at odd hours of day or night. And, if you grant it, I beg you to instruct your gardeners to pretend they do not see me.”

Stroking the cats that occupied her bed, she studied me, then gave a slow, knowing smile. “Especially not if you are up in a tree?”

“It is sometimes useful to be able to see into upstairs windows,” I admitted.

“Enola, Enola,” she said, shaking her head, but then she added, “Very well. You have my permission, and I will instruct my gardeners to take no notice of you whatsoever. It would be too bad if you were to be apprehended as a trespasser! Are you planning to commence spying on my neighbour tonight?”

“If the weather allows, yes. And thank you.” I stood up, decanting the cat that had occupied my lap, and gave her a bow. “Thank you very much.”

“Let me know how it goes,” she told me, “and I will let you know if I learn anything.”



I spent that afternoon with Trevina, who made very cheerful company now that the good Euclid was restored to her. Let me say at this juncture that I am quite aware that the historical Euclid was not female, but in the case of Trevina’s pet, one felt willing to accept this disparity—even though, apparently, she had not remembered she was missing a beloved pet dog! With each day that passed, I wondered more about her loss of memory, how much of it was genuine, caused by physical trauma such as a blow, or high fever, or having been buried alive—and how much of it was due to sheerest fright? The mind is a strange thing, and one can never truly fathom what it is like to be someone else.

We sat in the sunniest parlour, with others, applying our needles and thread to the forever task of mending—a chore at which I do not excel. We spoke of this and that, and, trying to beguile the time by being amusing, I asked silly questions: of Netta, was she more of an Alice or a White Rabbit? Of Lottie, was she more of a lark or a dove or a night owl? Of Trevina, was she more of a town mouse or a country mouse?

“Town mouse,” Trevina declared. “I love the city. I have lived there for years.”

Aha! crowed I to myself without letting exultation show in my face. “In London?”

“Yes.”

“Whereabouts?”

“Somewhere … near Hyde Park. I liked riding my pony there.”

Aha some more! Her family was wealthy, or had been.

She went on, “But that was before … everything.”

“Everything?”

“That was when I was younger.” She looked away from me and cleverly evaded me by asking a question of her own. “Enola, are you more Mozart or Chopin?”

I shook my head, as I did not particularly like either.

“I am more Schubert,” answered Netta with a laugh.

“I am Strauss, perhaps,” said Lottie. “Anyone except Chopin. Trevina, I know something! I know what painter you are. Greuze.”

“Greuze?”

“Yes, you have Greuze eyes! There’s no mistaking them. Greuze paints eyes that look at you all dewy out of a canvas that is as dry as a desert. They are eyes just full of feeling and sentiment.”

Trevina said, “I don’t know much about painters.”

“There’s a book in the library. Wait just a moment!” Lottie dashed out in a whirl of ankles and petticoats.

“She’s quite a good artist herself,” remarked Belinda, “in watercolours.”

“Therefore, she’s allowed to be enthusiastic?” said Netta.

We laughed briefly, and then Lottie swept back in with a book like a pair of wings, thin of spine but with a vast spread of pages. Putting it down on a low table so that we all could see, she opened it to reveal an array of colour reproductions of art. “Greuze!” she proclaimed, flipping from one page to the next.

She was quite right about the eyes. I saw painting after painting of young women with liquid, soulful eyes and alabaster skin, garbed in pastel draperies—

“Wait!” I exclaimed, leaping to my feet and scattering the stockings I had been mending. “Go back!” I pounced on the book and turned to the painting that had caused my consternation, an oval painting of an exquisite dark-haired girl in a bizarre, filmy garment, with a shockingly bared bosom, carrying a sheaf of roses and a large grey jug with a piece knocked out of it.

Lottie read the title: “The Broken Vessel.”

“It’s you,” I tried to tell Trevina, but I seemed to have lost my normal voice. “It’s the way they buried you,” I whispered.

“All but naked?” she begged, so softly I could scarcely hear her.

There was a thin pink ribbon tied like a circlet around the girl’s head, holding a small posy of anemones. In the background was a big, ugly, leonine head protruding from a pillar of some sort.

“Yes,” I told Trevina, still whispering, “exactly like that. The only thing missing was the lion.”

The others didn’t hear us. Lottie cleared her throat. “Greuze’s famous painting The Broken Vessel touchingly symbolises lost innocence,” she recited, reading aloud the description of the painting. “Behind a young girl stands a fountain where she should have drawn water, being an anthropomorphic lion’s head through the mouth of which water flows. The girl’s clothing is dishevelled, almost revealing a breast, the roses she holds are fading and gathered at the level of her hips, and the broken jug—”

“I never!” Trevina cried out suddenly, springing up from her chair. “I was never a broken vessel! I’m not a hussy! He just hated me, that was all!” Sobbing, she ran out of the room.



I arrived at Florence Nightingale’s garden that evening in a fraught frame of mind. It had distressed me to see Trevina so upset, even though I was therefore able to deduce that her nameless enemy had knowledge of Greuze … and how would that help me? I had no idea. Knocking on the door of Trevina’s room, getting no response, going in anyway, I had found her lying on her bed, cuddling Euclid, and not willing to look at me. I blurted, “Trevina, of course you’re not a hussy! May I get you some tea?”

She muttered, “Leave me alone and don’t ask me any more of your prying questions.”

But if I didn’t learn the facts, how was I ever to know how to help her?

Sighing, I climbed over the fence to get into Miss Nightingale’s garden—I could have more properly gone through her house, but I did not feel like speaking with anyone—and, keeping to the most shadowy ways, I crossed towards Bindle Road, to the point nearest the object of my investigation, the severe rectilinear house, presumed abode of the enemy/uncle/tall, thin man who poked. The one who taunted Trevina with a broken jug, murderous tent pegs, and beautiful stones that had been spoiled and turned into snakes. He was also, figuratively speaking—or so I sourly decided—the ugly lion in the Greuze painting, and I dubbed his ever-so-rectilinear house the Cage.

As I approached the Cage, I heard the clocks of nearby church towers striking seven. The night was overcast, moonless, and quite dark. Just across Bindle Road from the Cage, but taking care to stay out of the lamplight, I surveyed the available trees and chose a lovely oak with deeply fissured bark and low branches. I climbed it with ease. Of course I had taken care to wear a dull, dark skirt and jacket with nary a trace of white and nothing that might catch the light. Black gloves. Soft old black boots with all the shine worn off. A knitted black scarf instead of a hat, and I had rubbed charcoal on my face. The only thing that might betray me was the whites of my eyes, but I couldn’t help that.

The English oak is a proudly spreading tree, a worthy symbol of the English empire, and this oak extended thick branches right out over the fence, high above the street. Perched on one of them, I looked almost directly down at the front of the Cage, and I could hear the conversations of people passing, although there were not many of those. Also, I could look into the Cage’s upstairs windows, noting the plainest of draperies and an utter dearth of the clutter one customarily saw in well-to-do people’s homes. I looked in vain for pictures, china figurines, mementos, fancy lamps, oriental screens, curio cabinets, potted plants, African masks, carved walrus tusks, or any of the other bric-a-brac, bagatelles, and absurdities I expected. I surmised that there was no mistress in this house, and the master was certainly not the usual bringer-of-trophies and collector-of-prizes. Nor did there seem to be any houseguests or company! I saw no one moving, heard no gaiety, saw or heard no one singing or playing the piano. All was singularly silent.

And so was Bindle Road singularly silent, showing itself to be very much a side street in a quiet neighbourhood with hardly any traffic. I became exceedingly bored, watching from that tree. And cold. Very cold. And what, really, was I expecting to see? Interestingly illicit activities seldom took place before midnight.

Yet, shortly after the clocks struck eight, something remarkable and quite worth my while occurred, in the form of a bent, elderly clergyman—I saw his white clerical collar as he came up the street, even though it was half smothered in side-whiskers that were almost equally white. He wore a shabby cloth coat with a pair of big patch pockets sewn onto the front, and an equally shabby fur hat. I was quite gratified to observe him turn in at the gate of the Cage and make his slow way to the front door, where he knocked.

And knocked again, and a third time, before the door was finally opened by a parlour-maid.

“John Fossick, humble Wesleyan and devoted apostle of the saviour, at your service,” he announced himself in a high, nasal voice. “I have come to speak to the man of this domicile.”

The parlour-maid’s response was inaudible and, I imagine, negative.

The “ranter,” as primitive Wesleyans are called, raised his pitch. “I come to save you all from the Pharisees! Tell me, how many imperilled souls tread the precipice of perdition in this household?” He started to push his way inside.

“Shut the door in his face, trull!” ordered a man from within, not even shouting, but his tone chilled me. His icy-smooth voice, even more than the shocking way he had addressed his maid, taught me the meaning of the phrase “zero at the bone.”

“Wait!” shrilled the clergyman. “I am offering you the only way!” He pulled rather lurid-looking pamphlets out of one oversized pocket and threw them over the hapless woman’s shoulder so that they landed somewhere within. The next instant she did indeed slam the door in his face, and he stepped back, still ranting. “Anathema Maranatha! Anathema on your household! I kick the dust from my sandals.” He said this and a great deal more as he went away. It was just as well he made such noise, because otherwise he might have heard me slipping down from my tree, with some haste, and over the fence to follow him as he shuffled down the street. I recognised his coat and hat, you see, gentle reader, for I had seen them in the closet of a room I had sneaked into one night a couple of years before.

Trailing after him, I kept well back, of course, afraid he might notice me, as there was no one else on the pavement. But when he disappeared around the corner at the first crossing, I walked faster so as not to lose him. I suppose I should have taken more prudent precautions, for as I rounded the corner myself, a hand shot out of the shadows and gripped my wrist with steely force.

I did not struggle, but merely said, “Sherlock, unhand me, if you please.”

“Enola!” He sounded quite aghast. “What are you doing here?”

“The same as you, I expect.” I rubbed my wrist, which he had released. “Did you see anything of interest inside?”

“Shush!” He took hold of me again and started towing me along at a mad pace.

Being thus manhandled annoyed me exceedingly, and I said a word so naughty that it shocked him silly for a moment; he faltered to a halt. “Shame on you!” he gasped.

“Shame on you! Why are you dragging me around like a little red wagon?”

“Because you’re in danger!”

“No more so than you are, and where do you think we’re going?”

“Shush. Come along, would you?” He set off again, but at a more moderate pace, propelling me with a hand cupped beneath my elbow. Why in heaven’s name do men do that? One’s elbows are not grips made of wood, and one is not a wheelbarrow. I thought of several more extremely naughty words, but refrained from saying them. In silence I allowed myself to be managed like a piece of luggage.

Just as I was on the point of losing my patience, we came to a cab he had waiting for him, and apparently the driver knew where to go, for Sherlock did not speak to him as he joined me inside the conveyance. We rolled away with a clatter of wheels and hooves; I raised my voice above the noise. “Sherlock, where are we going?”

“Baker Street. Not another word, now, until we get there.”

He was, indeed, in an uncertain frame of mind! What was going on? What had been going on all these weeks I had not seen him? But I humoured him, remaining silent until we had both climbed the stairs to his untidy lodgings and closed the door behind us.






Chapter the Seventh


It was not until Sherlock lit a lamp, then took off his coat, his hat, and his whiskers, that I saw how thin and pale he looked, how haggard and hollow-eyed. Not that he had ever in his life been plump and complacent, but I had never seen him quite so gaunt. I exclaimed, “Sherlock, you’re a shadow! What in heaven’s name has been going on?”

“It is certainly not in heaven’s name,” he retorted, sitting down and gesturing for me to do the same. But then he shrugged, amending, “Work, that is all. I have been burning the candle at both ends.”

I knew it was more than that. He seemed—and this is a ridiculous word to apply to my brother—but he seemed somehow haunted.

“I shouldn’t have brought you here,” he said in a distracted way, speaking to the air more than to me. “I am not thinking straight. You will have to leave by the back window and the plane tree when you go. They mustn’t learn about you or even know that you exist. How could I have been so remiss? I know they are watching me.”

“They?” I asked.

He blinked as if coming back from somewhere else, then gave a dismissive wave of his hands. “A criminal gang.” He focused on me. “Now, Enola, pray tell me how you and I came to meet on Bindle Road this evening.”

Why not? I thought. He might be able to help me with the problem of Trevina, and who would refuse a consultation with the great Sherlock Holmes? Willingly I outlined the problem for Sherlock, beginning in the cemetery with the clanging coffin, telling how ill Trevina had been, how she suffered from memory loss, and how I had sensed right from the start that she had an enemy. I detailed the bizarre ways in which that enemy had toyed with her, how I had come to suspect the tall, thin man who “poked,” and why I thought the enemy was he, and how I had tracked him to his Cage and decided to watch him.

“And you were doing the same,” I concluded. “Sherlock, why were you there? To throw religious tracts into his vestibule?”

“Merely to find out whether he was at home.”

“Why?”

“Because if he was home, then he was not actively murdering anyone, although he might still have directed other people to do so.”

It was my turn to be aghast. “Sherlock!”

“I am quite serious, Enola. He is the most dangerous man in London.”

“But who is he? What does he do? What is his name?”

“I shall not tell you anything more about him.” Sherlock leaned towards me, his harrowed gaze intent on me. “Enola, I want you to stay away from him. I want you to promise me you will forgo any further interest in him. Just turn away. Drop it.”

I must admit I felt cold fingers of fear squeezing my heart, for my brother was not prone to indulge in the vapours. But of course I could not just turn away.

“Are you going to drop it?” I challenged. “I promised Trevina I would help her.”

“The best help you can give her is to keep her far from that man.”

“But who is he? What is his name? Is it Trairom?”

As he took in that name, an odd sort of fugitive smile tugged at his mouth. “No. And that’s enough, Enola.” He stood up as a signal that the conversation was over. “My dear sister, I beg you and I order you to stay far away from Bindle Road and from the man whose name is not Trairom.”

He would have done better merely to beg. I did not take orders from him, or from Mycroft, either. And I could not just walk away from Trevina’s case, or my name would not have been Enola Holmes.



Just the same, when I got home to the Club that night (after climbing out of Sherlock’s window, as he directed, but taking the Underground rather than a cab, which would have horrified him), when I finally went to bed, I could not sleep, for my mind and my sentiments were in sixteen kinds of uproar. Vexation at Sherlock; he had refused to help me! He had not regarded me as a colleague, a comrade in the ranks against infamy; he had treated me as a simpering female who had to be protected from danger! But also, willy-nilly I thought of Sherlock’s thin, harrowed face, that and the never-to-be-spoken brotherly feelings that underlay his alarm on my behalf … and I shivered at the thought of another thing: I remembered the voice of the man whose name was not Trairom, the icy voice that had issued from the house on Bindle Road. More than anything else, the chill edge of that voice, smooth and steely as a knife, frightened me. Sherlock had given me to know that the man was a murderer! “The most dangerous man in London!” He was not just a brute who had bullied his niece; he was an out-and-out criminal, and—and what did that make Trevina? What if she and her uncle were in league against Sherlock and me?

When this thought struck me in the wee hours of the night, gentle reader, I confess I groaned aloud, flounced up in bed, and pummelled my pillow before forcing myself to face it.

Up until that very moment, I had regarded Trevina as a Victim with a capital V, beaten and drugged and buried alive. I could not imagine who was trying to play a trick on me, or trap me, or why. Not until I learned that her enemy was Sherlock’s enemy, and saw my brother’s pinched face, and realised that Trevina was associated with a dangerous criminal, did I start to experience frightful doubts.

Premise: Trevina had let herself be beaten black and blue, drugged, and buried alive in order to entrap me, and through me, Sherlock?

Conclusion, after several nasty moments: no. I had only to think of Trevina, and all my common sense shouted “No!” I knew real fear when I saw it, and therefore I knew that Trevina was afraid, as she would not possibly be afraid if she were her uncle’s ally. My heart still thudding, I gasped deep breaths of relief, asking myself: What could her horrid uncle have known of me, anyway?

Up until lately.

Oh, confound everything! Oh, good heavens, I thought, for now, surely, I was in danger, a thought almost as unpleasant as those that had preceded it. Chilled to the bone once again, I realised, more than ever before, how much danger Trevina was in. True, the Professional Women’s Club was a secure refuge, but her enemy knew where she was. How he knew I could not fathom—

No, wait! I sat straight up in bed, digging my fingers into my hair and clutching my thick-skulled head, whispering, “Nincompoop! Enola, you are a blind beetle!” for it was not mysterious at all. It was ridiculously simple: he had traced her by watching Euclid, or having his servants do so. The little dog was as good as a compass needle pointing straight at Trevina. Her “uncle” had tracked her down simply by observing her pet.

Bother. Blast and botheration, somehow I had to hide her more securely, but how? And where?

Damn it to perdition and back again! And blimey, blast, and blithereens, and where were all the swear words when I needed them? At some point during this sleepless cogitation, I flounced out of bed, lighted a lamp, got into a warm bathrobe and slippers, sat at my desk, and scribbled one of my everlasting lists:


	Need to find out how Trevina is being watched and by whom. Is anyone new in Club since she came here? New member, new maid, new cook?

	Need to find her a truly clever hiding place—how?

	Need to disguise her really, really well in her new home

	Need to transport her there with greatest secrecy—rolled in a carpet? Hidden in a trunk?

	What to do about Euclid? Hidden in a box she might scratch or bark.

	How to disguise Euclid? Can a dog be dyed??

	Need to enlist Trevina’s fullest cooperation. Is she still vexed with me?

	How to find out more about enigmatic enemy?



How, indeed. It all seemed quite impossible. Yet making the list gave me a fatuous sense that I had done something, and I was then able to snuff my lamp and go to sleep.



The next morning at breakfast I sat next to Trevina and exclaimed with unfeigned delight, “Today the kedgeree has sultanas in it!”

She responded with a genuine smile, so she had forgiven me. Good!

She said, “Enola, I envy you your enthusiasm for food.”

“Why? I was under the impression that you shared it!”

“I do, but not without bad memories. Mealtimes with my uncle were an ordeal.”

This was most unexpected, coming from her, and I am afraid I allowed my surprise to show. I exclaimed, “You remember?”

“Only a little. Let us talk later, Enola, or I will not be able to enjoy my sultanas.”

So after breakfast we adjourned to the smallest tearoom, just the two of us—well, and Euclid. Just the three of us, counting Euclid, with the door shut. And Trevina surprised me again by saying to me, “Ask me all the prying questions you want, Enola. It needs to be done.”

Euclid lay at Trevina’s feet, and we sat with our skirts touching, almost knee to knee. I looked straight into her glimmering eyes. “Your uncle’s name?”

“I honestly do not remember.”

“But this is he?” I pulled from my bosom the picture I always carried with me, that of the man who lived in the Cage.

She glanced at it unhappily. “Yes.” Her eyes had grown huge. Greuze, I had learned from Lottie, had made the eyes in his art look so liquid by painting tiny white dots along the lower lids. I wondered how Trevina did it.

Absurd thought. I reined in my errant mind to ask, “You lived with him?”

“Yes.”

“And had you always lived with him?”

Pain flickered in her face, and Euclid felt it, too; she lifted her head and whimpered. Trevina said, “I think not. Once upon a time, it seems to me, I had parents.”

I studied her face, then ventured, “Once upon a time, a long time ago.”

She almost smiled. “Yes.”

“In a land far away.”

Then she did smile. “Yes, it feels like a fairy tale, Enola. I do not know what happened to them.”

“Do you remember how old you were?”

“When I went to live with my uncle? About … ten, maybe?” She flailed her hands, clenched them into fists. Euclid leapt to her feet, whining. Trevina cried, “I want to remember things, but I can’t! There’s too much—too much torment in the way.”

“Yes.” I leaned towards her, ready to speak what was foremost in my mind. “I’ve spoken with my brother Sherlock, Trevina, and found that he has dealings with your uncle, and thinks you may be in danger from him.”

Her delicate eyebrows lifted. “May be? I would say that I most certainly am in danger.”

I am ashamed to say I actually clapped my hands, I was so delighted to find her in agreement. Euclid barked and jumped on me. “Down,” I commanded. “Don’t rip my new merino frock.” Then, to Trevina, “So you agree that we must plan some sort of escape for you?”

Hugging her faithful little dog, Trevina said, “More than just an escape. I need a new home. I need a new life. I need a new name.”



That evening, and for the next few evenings, I returned to Florence Nightingale’s garden and climbed my tree to watch the Cage, but I learned nothing, and I did not see Sherlock again.

And during those days, I asked, but found that no new people had been taken into the Club since Trevina’s arrival. Whoever was spying on her had to be doing it from outside. So one afternoon, hoping to find out more about it, I borrowed Euclid, and her collar, and her leash, in order to take her for a walk. Trevina might very well stay indoors all day every day, I pondered, but Euclid simply had to venture outdoors where she could be seen by unfriendly eyes, unless she were to do her business on the carpet! It was almost impossible to keep her hidden. So the problem of how to disguise the dog loomed large.

With that in mind, I had questioned a few daring members of the Club who used hair dyes—a practice which propriety discouraged due to its association with the lowest class of society—and they had educated me about the vagaries of henna, indigo, and saffron versus the stronger and more lasting effects of chemical concoctions involving ammonia, arsenic, and lead.

“I do not really want to use chemicals on you, Euclid,” I told the little dog as I led her out the front door. “Pleasant day, isn’t it? Sunny, and not too cold?” I am sure Euclid agreed. Whilst still unwilling for me to pat her, she seemed happy enough to trot at my side. I strode along with my hat tilted at a fashionable angle and my silk petticoats swishing to my satisfaction. There was no need for me to carry a parasol, hold a posy, or dangle a handkerchief; Euclid served the same purposeless purpose, to wit, that a lady, promenading, must have some decorative object in her impeccably gloved hand. So, enjoying an outing with my dear little dog, I walked gaily, putting on a heedless air but keeping an eye out. A block away from the Club began a business district where I could look at the reflections in the shop windows, and within a short while, sure enough, I detected two men who seemed to be following me. Or, rather, following Euclid, as I customarily went out many times a day without attracting such interest.

They were not terribly dubious-looking men, not such toughs as one might see in the East End; they did not look any more dangerous than most men. They carried newspapers, smoked cheap cigarettes, wore straw hats, had on jackets just slightly shabby and trousers just a little bit bagged at the knee. They had moustaches but no beards, and the moustaches were neatly trimmed. One of the men was stockier than the other and a little taller, but not much. They looked as if they might have been employed as shop assistants, although at this time of day they should have been working. I wondered where they had been waiting before they spied Euclid and started to “tail” me. Perhaps in the shadows between buildings? Perhaps inside the tobacco shop? Well, stuff and nonsense, I would ask them! Confronting them, the reaction they least expected of me, I might discover something.

I about-faced and, accompanied by Euclid, strode back the way I had come, straight at them. “Excuse me,” I addressed them, although I did not mean to be excused.

I expected them to say “Yes, miss?” or “May we help you?” or something of the sort, but they said nothing. The blank expressions on their faces did not change, and they did not tip their hats; that should have warned me! Then the heavier one of them smiled, but not pleasantly. In a high-pitched, mincing way he said, “Miss, what ever do you mean, accosting us in this manner? We have not been properly introduced.”

The other one snickered, and justifiably so, for he had just witnessed a clever lampoon of an upper-class lady squelching the sort of blighter commonly known as a “male pest.”

Touché, I thought, but I took care not to acknowledge. Instead, I said to my opponent, “What ever I do mean is, where do you gentlemen hide to do your spying?”

“Miss,” he said in the same mincing tone as before, “your impertinence is quite insupportable. I cannot tolerate it,” and lightning-quick, with one leather-gloved hand he slapped me across the face, crack! It sounded like a gunshot, he struck me so hard.

Quite staggered, I believe I yelped, and I know Euclid did—or rather, excellent dog! she quite fiercely barked, and she leapt at my attacker. He made as if to kick her away, but I whipped my eight-inch, razor-sharp weapon out of its sheath in my bosom and lunged at him, dagger point levelled at his throat. With my other hand I restrained Euclid with the leash, but I kept my eyes sharply upon the two ungentle men.

“I say, girlie, don’t be so hasty, what?” protested the one who had snickered.

I contemplated what I would like to do to him if he ever called me “girlie” again.

The other one looked uglier, his face distorted in a sneer. “I’ll kick a bitch if I want to!” he snarled at me.

“Go away,” I told both of them. “You make me quite tired.”

“I’ll smack you silly the next time I see you!”

And so on. I sensed that people looked out of windows, others gave us a wide berth as they passed by in the street, and I hoped someone would offer help, but no one did. Eventually, the men did go away, but they said a number of unpleasant things first, and they called me the most disgusting names as they retreated. I waited until they passed the next corner and turned their backs before I put my dagger away. Then, feeling most perturbed, unsure whether I had accomplished anything—perhaps I had been unwise and given myself away!—I returned to the Club.

I should have known there would be a hullabaloo. When I walked in, everyone who saw the marks on my face exclaimed. Trevina clutched Euclid, her violet eyes wide with horror, and several of the others scattered in search of soothing emollients, shortly returning with bottled oils and extracts of arnica, comfrey, lavender, lamb’s ear, worts and herbs and tonics I had never heard of. Netta got to me first. “You look like the American flag, Enola!” she exclaimed as she bathed my face with something that smelled pungent. “You’re quite white and you have red stripes and a blue mouse under one eye.” She was trying to jolly me, but I could not manage to smile. I had never been hit across the face before, not ever in my life, and the experience gave me a most unpleasant opinion of those who worked for Trevina’s uncle.

As soon as I could escape from all the friends fussing over me, I fled to my room, sat at my desk, and drew several pictures of the two men who had insulted me. But there was a knock at my door, and Trevina came in, carrying something wrapped in a clean dishrag. She stood behind me and held this to the more affected side of my face; it was cold and took much of the pain away.

“Ice!” I exclaimed.

“The delivery just came,” she said.

“You’re becoming quite brave, Trevina, venturing into the nether regions of the kitchen!”

She made a rather impolite noise through her nose; it might almost have been called a snort. “Who hurt you, Enola? Was it because of me?”

“Only very indirectly.”

“Was it these men?” She reached down to tap the sketches I was making.

Rather than answering, I asked, “Who are they?”

A long silence. The ice started to drip.

“Trevina, you recognise them, don’t you?” In my mind, I had started to call the one who had struck me the Sneer, and the other one, the Snicker.

More silence, and then in a very small voice Trevina said, “They are some of his strong-arm men.”

“His?”

“My uncle.” She had become strong enough to say this without much distress.

The most dangerous man in London, Sherlock had said. Did Trevina know? “What does he do, Trevina?” I asked. “For a living, I mean?”

“Criminal mathematics,” she said.






Chapter the Eighth


I blush to admit that I stayed within doors for the next several days, but you must understand, gentle reader, a lady could not be seen in public with a shocking face such as mine! Even my dear departed mother, who had been the most forward-thinking of women, would not have been seen with a pimple showing upon her countenance. I could perhaps have worn a veil, but I would have had to lift it to partake of tea, and where can one go without taking tea? I kept to the Club, thinking unhappy thoughts; had I drawn the unwanted attention of Trevina’s uncle to myself? But it was no use fretting, so I would go to the physical culture boudoir and swing India clubs. This became a daily routine for me.

My sudden interest in the India clubs was perhaps prophetic, considering the brouhaha that followed.

On Tuesday evening the seventeenth of March, as we Club members were gathered in the dining room to enjoy supper, someone knocked at the front door—not a courteous rapping, but belligerent blows. I think we all laid down our forks and waited, alert, as one of us, Twyla by name, went to answer. We heard the door open, a scuffle, a scream, a male voice snarling, “Out of my way! Where’s that pasty-faced wench Trevina?”

“Not on your life!” I exclaimed. We all ran towards the fray. I, by virtue of my long legs, got there first, to see the Sneer forcing his way in, no matter how Twyla flailed at him and tried to block him. With a surge of wrathful strength I picked up the eight-foot rubber tree that graced the entryway, levelled it like a battering ram, and charged, slamming its sizeable iron pot into his belly—yes, given the circumstances, I allow myself that coarse word. He folded with a wheeze, not even cursing; I think I knocked the breath out of him. Twyla said, “Well done!” and we slid him out of the door as if he were a dust mop—but there were other men stepping over him, trying to get in! In the dubious light of gas lamps I recognised the Sneer’s chum the Snicker amongst them, but there was no time to tell him what I thought of him. Instead, whilst my head was still out the door, I put fingers to my mouth and blasted a loud, piercing, most unladylike whistle, hoping to summon a constable. Then Twyla grabbed my shoulders and yanked me back inside. She and I and a third woman who came to our assistance, all of us had to throw ourselves against the door to get it closed against the brutes trying to open it, and keep it closed whilst a fourth woman bolted it.

No sooner had we done this than we heard glass shattering, and whamming sounds off to one side, and all was bedlam, men shouting and women crying out and Belinda screaming, “The windows! They’re trying to come in the windows!”

I ran to see what I could do and found the front parlour full of women on their feet in alarm, darting and gyrating and bumping into each other like so many spinning tops, staring wide-eyed at the windows that were under attack. Hammering blows sounded from outside, and two windows were partially breached, but they had many small panes, and a lot of wood and glass yet to break. A cudgel struck, glass splattered inward, and a gloved, masculine hand squirmed through the gap. Trevina shrieked, clutching Euclid in her arms. I seized a poker from the hearth and gave the invading hand a hard blow with it. From outside I heard a howl, and the hand whisked away. I hoped it belonged to either Sneer or Snicker.

“Trevina,” I called, “go lock yourself in your room! Take Euclid with you!”

“Just Trevina!” Mrs. Prendergast, the older woman who had been a professor at Girton, started to bark orders—a very good thing, as orders needed to be barked. “The rest of you, arm yourselves with whatever comes to hand and spread out! We need two women at every window and door on the ground floor. Light every lamp! Do not, I repeat, do not let these ratbags enter the Club!”

This was strong language, “ratbags,” and elicited a chuckle and a muted cheer. “The Club!” several voices sang out, a rallying call. The members scattered, but with purpose. Left alone, I applied my poker to poking; repeatedly I thrust it through the broken windowpanes for the purpose of running it into some hapless part of the men outside, and sometimes I succeeded. “Ow!” one of them cried. “Hell-born female!”

“Spread out!” some other man directed in unconscious mimicry of Mrs. Prendergast. “She can’t be everywhere.”

Then I heard a most welcome sound, a policeman’s whistle, and I thought it would all soon be over; the attackers would run away or be carted off to gaol.

“Hands up!” a manly voice commanded. “Drop them billy clubs and hands in the air, now!”

I expected to hear silence and weapons falling, and/or the sound of running feet. Instead, to my unpleasant surprise, I heard laughter, then mocking retorts.

“Or what? Or you’re going to take your nightstick to us?”

“Go away, bobby.”

“Look ’ere, mutton shunter, don’t yer know who we are?”

“’E never ’eard of Chalkface Morey,” said another man conversationally.

“Back off, copper, or our boss will see you dead.”

Such was the brutal word they used, “dead,” and their offhand tones as they issued such threats gave me a chill of horror. I heard nothing more from the constable, and could only suppose he had retreated, for there was raucous laughter, and the cudgels battered the windows anew. Glass flew, and two arms snaked through two separate windows! They were groping for lamps, trying to upset them and start a deadly fire! I swung my poker, beat one back, then whirled to address the other, but a large woman in a gingham apron was there, disciplining it with a carving knife.

“Cook!” I yelled in delight.

“Yes, Miss Enola, we all came up to help.”

Indeed, they had! At each window I saw three women, one or more of whom was a cook, a kitchen-maid, or a house-maid wielding a knife, a rolling pin, a cast-iron skillet, or a skewer.

“We can’t let anyone destroy our Club,” said Cook stoutly.

The Club members also were equipped with kitchen implements, except for some who had sturdy staffs (from walking tours) or crops (horseback riding) or pistols! Yes, wee ladylike pearl-handled pistols that fit in a handbag. Moreover, some of the household dogs stood at the windows, snarling, their front paws on the sills! Not the lap dogs, but Alsatians and the like. One of them, a wolfhound, shot partway out of a broken window and bit some portion of some man’s anatomy. There was copious cursing, and the bedlam increased. After a few more minutes of hammering with their cudgels, the “ratbags” took to hurling themselves bodily at the windows. They managed to topple lamps that way; ladies pounced on them, righted them, snuffed out flames. And I was not the only “hell-born female” wielding a poker, so the attackers took some fierce thrusts from them, and from skewers as well. But after several panting minutes of this, there was an ominous change. Silence fell outside the front of the Club, and the sounds of shouting, pounding, and breaking glass commenced at the rear.

“Stay where you are!” ordered Mrs. Prendergast as some of us turned towards the noise of combat, tempted to see what was going on. “Trust your comrades and hold your positions!” Then I saw her frown, worried by the shift in tactics, and she said softly, mostly to herself, “We should have someone watching from the upstairs windows to tell us what is going on outside.” She glanced around, plainly trying to decide to whom to assign this duty.

But a voice floated to us from the top of the stairs: “They’re going to use dynamite!”

“Trevina!” I exclaimed, a bit provoked because she was supposed to be hiding in her room.

She ran downstairs. “Did anyone hear me? They’re getting ready to use dynamite!”

“We heard!” several voices answered her, and our commander queried, “What are we to do about it?”

“Drop things on them,” Trevina said.

“Such as boiling oil?” Mrs. Prendergast sounded a bit wrought.

“Such as eau de chamber pots,” Trevina said.

It was such an elegantly simple idea that I whooped. I thrust my fists into the air, yelled, “The Club!” and cheered. Other cheers answered mine, and in a short time our commander had assigned me, Trevina, and four others to sortie upstairs.

Once I surveyed the scene beneath my bedroom window, I could quite plainly see, even in darkness lit only by gas lamps, what the situation was, and it was not encouraging. Chalkface Morey’s henchmen had drawn back to leave an open space around the Club’s front door, and they had situated their explosive on its sill. They would stay well away from the Club whilst they attempted to blow it open. Only one of them crouched by the door.

“He’s crimping the blasting cap with his teeth,” Trevina remarked as calmly as if she were taking tea. “Idiot, I hope he blows his head off. Thank God that’s not waterproof fuse I see. Listen,” she went on just as coolly, “we want to get right above where he is, directly above the dynamite, and when he lights the fuse, once the flame gets close enough we want to douse it as thoroughly as we can. We need to collect quantities of water. Quickly!” she added in a commanding tone.

The six of us ran from room to room bringing all the ewers and basins and combining them. I was dreadfully afraid we could not get ready in time, but we managed. Each with a brimming basin, we all gathered at the window overlooking the explosive situation. The hooligans down below us had just finished laying six feet of thick white fuse and were lighting a match. I reached out to open the window.

Trevina flung out her arm to stop me. “Don’t,” she told me. “Not until they’ve lit the fuse and backed away.”

She was quite right, of course; they might have heard me and taken measures to thwart us. Trevina seemed so cool, and my nerves were so utterly on edge! We were, after all, in acute danger of being most unceremoniously exploded! I watched in agony of spirit as the match flared and a man lit the far end of the fuse. Its flame leapt and danced and crept towards us like a living thing.

“Wait another minute,” Trevina directed as I reached towards the window again. “The flame travels about thirty seconds per foot.”

I could have howled like a hound dog with sheerest anxiety, and I was not the only one; I heard the women next to me whimpering. The men stood back, grinning and watching as the fuse burned, its flame eating its way towards us relentlessly.

Trevina touched me on the shoulder. “Now!”

I flung the window open. Men shouted in alarm. I emptied my basin of water at the dreadful flame and I missed, curse it! But Trevina came next, and her aim was true. Her cascade of water caused the flame to sputter and shrink to half its size. The next basin of water drenched it almost entirely, and the next one drowned it, and then came two more for good measure as each of my comrades took her turn. I could have cried with relief, and some of the men, I think, could have cried with chagrin! They ran forward, angrily roaring, and the foremost one, I saw with unholy glee, was the Sneer.

He stopped directly beneath me, glaring up at me, and I dumped a chamber pot on him.



Hours later, Trevina and I got a chance to talk, collapsing on the softest Chesterfield in the front parlour after helping to board up the damaged windows. The battle had ended when the police had come, after all, in force and on horseback. Most of the hooligans had taken to their heels, but a few had been collared—although Sneer, alas, was not amongst them. Constables had tsked over the dynamite, taken it into their safekeeping, and left officers at the door to guard us for the rest of the night, helpless ladies that we were. We did look quite dishevelled, with our hair frizzed out and falling down around our necks, our faces damp and shiny, our dresses sadly disordered. Trevina, I noted as she slumped back against the couch cushions, was just as rumpled as any of us.

“I devoutly hope the men they arrested will go to gaol and stay there for years,” I said.

“They won’t,” Trevina said, her voice very low. “They will be released in the morning, and they will never come to trial.” I eyed her, knowing she alluded to the power of Chalkface Morey, her uncle, and wondering whether I should ask her to tell me more. I decided against it; she looked terribly tired.

“You were bang-up-to-the-elephant brilliant,” I told her. “How do you know so much about dynamite and blasting caps and fuses?”

She smiled at me and answered obliquely. “I am not so afraid anymore, now that I have friends.”

“And you remember more?”

She hesitated, her eyes cast down, her sweet face oddly grim. “I remember enough about my uncle to know that he will try again,” she said finally. “As soon as he can. And next time the fuse will be waterproof.” She lifted her head to look at me, her great eyes awash with pain. “I am endangering everyone in the Club by being here, Enola. I must leave.”

She was quite right, of course. And after tonight, everyone would agree. Indeed, they would be relieved.

“But how?” Trevina went on. “I have no…”

No wherewithal, I knew she meant, although she was too well-bred to say so. I, however, had money. I allowed myself a brief mental image of all my small fortune growing wings and flying away. I sighed.

“Let us try to get to sleep,” I told her, getting up. “Then, in the morning, pack your bags. You shall be on your way tomorrow.”

“But where?”

“At first, just to a hotel. After that…” Realizing I needed to ask her yet more questions, I sat down again. “Trevina, how was your uncle accustomed to seeing you?”

She gave me an owlish look. “With both eyes?”

“Wretch,” I told her, “I need to know how to disguise you. How did you dress?”

She sobered and sat up as if to think more clearly. “Every which way,” she said quite seriously, “and no matter how I dressed, it was wrong. My uncle … he’s eccentric—no, that is too kind a word, he calls himself a logician but he is erratic, inconstant, a weathercock. He is both wealthy and miserly, outrageous and critical. He wanted me modestly swaddled and daringly fashionable. He gave me frocks and more frocks, made to order by a seamstress, and when I wore them, he called me a prude if I covered up, a trollop if I bared my neck.…” Her breath caught as if she might sob, and she ceased speaking.

“Was he never kind to you?” I exclaimed.

She made a frustrated sound, a sort of smothered scream. “Yes, in a queer, twisted way! He bought me the most extravagant gifts—jewellery, furs, a riding horse of the Spanish blood—yet flung them at me as if he hated me.”

I nodded. “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. He buried you, yet he wanted you to live. He drugged you and put you in a coffin, yet gave you a bell to ring, hoping you would awaken. Dreadful man! By what misfortune did you ever come to live with him?”

She did not answer at once, but I waited. Her shoulders sagged, and she slumped back to lie against the couch cushions again.

Slowly she said, “I think … I do not remember clearly, but I think it was because I was apt in mathematics … he simply took me away from my parents. Or something happened to them. Or he made something happen to them. Because he wanted me for his … his business, as he calls it. But I do not … want … to … do … that.”

I did not ask Do what, exactly? for she had talked until she was drained. I said only, “We shall see that he does not get you back.” I stood up again. “We really should get some sleep.”

But before I went to bed, I wrote a letter to my brother.

March 17, 1891

Dear Sherlock,

Trevina is slowly regaining her memory. She has told me that the man whose name is not Trairom took her away from her parents when she was about ten years old, and I get the impression that this was not a peaceful incident. Has something untoward perhaps happened to her parents/her family? If the word “uncle” is not an honourific, was her father perhaps that man’s brother, or her mother perhaps his sister? “Trevina” is an unusual name; was her father perhaps named Trevor? Trevina is intelligent and has been trained in mathematics. She says her uncle wanted her to help him in his “business.” She fears and hates him. I am telling you these things in case they might help you in your investigation. I am not appealing to you in any way.

I suppose you know who “Chalkface Morey” is? His hooligans attacked the Professional Women’s Club this evening in an attempt to gain admittance and take Trevina. They did not succeed, but I am moving her to an even safer place at once.

Please be in touch with me, Sherlock. I am concerned for you.

Your sister,

Enola

And, under the eyes of the constables standing guard at the front doorstep, I posted this missive that very evening. I noticed that the pavement was still drenched with water, and a less speakable liquid, from the shenanigans that had taken place earlier.






Chapter the Ninth


For the edification of Sneer, Snicker, or whomever else might have been watching, we made quite a show of Trevina’s departure the next morning, even though a miserable sort of drizzle was falling. Weather be cursed, we wanted to ensure that Chalkface Morey heard Trevina was no longer residing at the Professional Women’s Club, and we did up her exodus in style. Belinda loaned her a portmanteau, as she had none, and I provided hatboxes, and altogether we Club members put together a grand display of luggage, some of it empty, just for emphasis. The hapless cab-driver—not Harold, for I did not want the onlookers to associate Harold with Trevina; I certainly did not want them watching him! The unlucky cabbie loaded all of the luggage onto his roof, and then—picture the scene, gentle reader, when a score or more women came out, some of them in tears, to bid Trevina farewell! Making a grand tableau outside the front door of the Club, she wore her most stylish heavy silk dress, a rich woollen cape lined with matching silk, and a hat just towering with ribbons wired in bows and loops. I, however, wore my plainest clothing and held Euclid’s leash, acting the part of Trevina’s maid; I had instructed the others to ignore me. After she had been much kissed, we finally got into the cab and on our way as she waved her handkerchief from the window. Peering out of the other window, I saw a man on a bicycle start after us; it was Snicker! I restrained myself from making a naughty gesture at him.

Trevina looked misty after she settled into her seat at last. “They really like me,” she murmured.

“Of course they do.” I sat across from her to face her. “It’s going to be lonely for you now, Trevina.”

“Yes.” She lifted her chin. “But I plan to find myself work of some sort, and earn a living, and repay you—no, don’t protest!” as I started to interrupt. “I could easily be a clerk or an accountant. I am a master of maths. Perhaps I could work in a bank.”

“I am sure you could.” I nodded fervidly, for I myself had led such an extraordinary life that I would never tell any other woman what she could not do. “You should be thinking of a new name for yourself, so that you-know-who doesn’t find you. Something commonplace, so as not to draw attention.”

“Hypatia,” Trevina murmured. “I’ve always liked the name Hypatia.”

“Dagmar,” I offered.

“Goneril.”

“Quetzalcoatl.”

“Hildurella.”

“Kizzymatilda.”

“Mossymoo.”

Thus in absurd and happy competition we reached the hotel. I have often wondered whether cab-drivers could hear any of what went on inside their cabs. One must hope not.

The hotel I had chosen, the Blue Rooster Inn by name (pretending to be a venerable wayside stop when it decidedly was not), was neither fashionable nor shabby, but a meek middle-class sort of facility unlikely to attract the interest of society watchers. Also, it was in a respectable neighbourhood, and in proximity to a certain shop.

The Blue Rooster boasted a nice sweep of front steps, upon which Trevina made sure to show herself, as I had instructed her to do, whilst the cabbie unloaded her luggage. Keeping Euclid and myself hidden behind the cab, I made sure to spy out Snicker on his bicycle; was he there, watching? Yes, from a distant corner, he was, and he continued to observe as she accompanied the doorman inside with her things. I kept myself hidden behind the cab, thanking the driver and paying him, and then, as he drove away, I walked the dog around the corner and entered the hotel by a back door.

I found Trevina in her room on the third floor, busily divesting herself of her headgear and its many hatpins. “Oh! Euclid!” she cried as the dog and I came in. “Come here, darling!” and she sat down on the carpet as Euclid launched herself into her arms.

“Hello to you, too,” I remarked, seating myself on the bed. “How long have you had Euclid?” I asked for no reason other than curiosity.

“Since the Christmas before last. I was out by the road, gathering greens for decorating, and a child came by with a basket of puppies.” Trevina looked up at me with glimmering eyes. “Euclid was the runt. I took her so she would live. Uncle was so angry!” Both Trevina and her little dog visibly cringed. “I had to keep him away from her. He would kick her.”

“No wonder she’s shy.”

“Yes.”

“Well.” I sighed. “We are going to dye her with henna so that she will be all one colour, and we are going to disguise you as a Quaker, which will have much the same effect.”

She looked astonished. “What do you mean? How on earth?”

“Easily. There is a new-and-used Quaker clothing store right around the corner.” I had discovered it a couple of years before, when I had not yet reached an understanding with Mycroft and Sherlock, when I was still a fugitive from their attempts to consign me to a finishing school, when I had needed to disguise myself to my utmost. “I am going to get you a bonnet like a coal scuttle, Trevina, old-fashioned headgear which will be bang-up-to-the elephant for concealing your exquisite, maidenly hair and shadowing your eloquent, soulful eyes—”

“Enola, stop!” I had succeeded in making her laugh and blush at the same time.

I did not stop. “—and other than that, they wear the plainest clothing imaginable. You have your choice of brown, grey, dark blue, or olive green for skirt, blouse, and bonnet, white or white for apron and kerchief, brown or black for boots—”

“I don’t mind plain clothing,” she said.

“—but you can wear the fanciest underpinnings you can imagine, and nobody will ever know,” I finished.

“Thank you.” She grimaced at me. “Give me the henna, and I will dye the dog whilst you go shop for clothes for people who quake.”

Please understand, gentle reader, that we had already discussed this matter of dyeing the dog. In order to accomplish it, one had to pour powdered henna into water, mix it to the consistency of mud, apply it to all furry parts of Euclid—who, may I remind you, did not want me to touch her—and induce Euclid to allow it to remain on her for an hour so that it would “take.” I had purchased two large glass jars of powdered henna, a large pot, and yards of cheap, unbleached muslin in which I proposed Trevina should wrap Euclid in order to keep the henna on her and off of clothing, the furniture, the walls, et cetera. Inevitably, at least one of us would end up with hands stained a rich henna red. We had decided to my satisfaction that the red-handed person should be Trevina, as Euclid was her dog.

Standing up, I found the henna, the pot, and the muslin, then rang for water. Once it had arrived, I told Trevina, “Good luck!” then departed from our room and the hotel.

I returned two hours later to a mess best left undescribed, and I helped Trevina burn yards of grotesquely stained muslin in the hearth. Euclid might best be described as sulky and orange, Trevina as tired out. She begged to remain at the hotel for the night. I overrode her. And thus, gentle reader, sparing you a plenitude of tedious details, thus it was that, hours later, after the fall of darkness, a shy young woman named Maud Hatherley (Trevina’s choice of name; I had no say-so), in an all-concealing plain brown Quaker bonnet and cloak, left the Blue Rooster Hotel by a back door that gave onto a narrow alley. Immediately she stepped into a cab (Harold’s) awaiting her there. Her luggage consisted only of a valise that she carried. The cab drove off with her and stopped a few minutes later, along a main street, to pick up a tall young lady in a broad-brimmed emerald-green hat, wearing a stylish walking suit and leading a startlingly russet-coloured sort of beagle-terrier-mix mutt on a leash. ’Twas, of course, Euclid and I. We got into the cab, and Trevina/Maud greeted her dog with ecstasy, as usual, although she remarked that Euclid’s fur felt strange.

“It’s a good thing I’m wearing gloves,” she added. “My hands are all stained with henna. What will happen to the things we left in the hotel?”

“I’ve arranged for Harold to pick them up and take them back to the Club.”

When we reached our destination, Harold left me off at the front door, but Trevina and Euclid remained in the cab for the moment.

I climbed the wide stone steps and entered the large, gracious boardinghouse that I owned and operated, the Georgian-style russet-stone house that still bore the placard of the late, great Dr. Leslie Ragostin, Scientific Perditorian, in a front window. I entered the spacious anteroom, where the boy-in-buttons greeted me joyously. “’Ello, Miss ’Olmes!” He ran forward to take my things, but I shook my head, told him with a smile, “I’m only staying for a moment, Joddy,” and passed on into the office—my office. I closed its door behind me.

My office was a large, stately room with a chandelier, walls of bookcases separated by gas lamp sconces and pier glass, a massive mahogany desk, and a camel-back sofa and some armchairs arranged around a lush Turkey carpet. I should explain, gentle reader, that Dr. Ragostin was a fictitious personage created by me as a “front” in my days as a practicing perditorian. By the greatest good luck, the same office, before Dr. Ragostin, had been that of a charlatan who posed as a spiritualist and medium. The room had been interestingly modified for the purposes of that humbug’s seances, which suited it admirably for concealment. Of Trevina, of course.

I lit the fire and a single lamp, made sure the drapes were drawn, jettisoned my ridiculous hat, then exited by the secret door located behind a bookcase on the outer wall and concealed on the outside by a substantial evergreen bush. Without waiting for my eyes to become used to the dark, but with one hand on my tall board fence to guide me, I trotted back through the narrow passage between the house and the property line, then a bit farther to what used to be a carriage house, but was now a repository for garden tools and household detritus. Luckily, Harold’s cab already stood in the alleyway on the far side of this obstacle, and his carriage lamps shed just enough light to help me find my way through this minor labyrinth. The moment I reached the cab, Trevina and Euclid descended to greet me.

“I cannot see a thing in this parlous bonnet,” Trevina complained.

“Patience is a virtue,” I told her, taking her hand and leading her back the way I had come. Harold did not drive off straightaway; I surmise he wanted to lend us the light of his carriage lamps. Bless Harold, I could trust him utterly to keep his lips sealed. Never mind that he dropped his aitches, Harold was a gentleman.

It was not terribly difficult to find the way back to the secret door, for the light from the house’s windows illuminated the backyard somewhat. Euclid was a good dog, for a change, and refrained from barking. When we reached the concealing evergreen bush alongside my office, I pulled Trevina behind it and guided her hand to a certain curlicue in the fancy woodwork, making her press it so she felt the secret door glide open. She made a small, surprised sound in her throat, and I whispered, “Shhh!” as I led her inside and closed the door behind us.

At once, Trevina took off her bonnet and looked around her with wide eyes. “What is this grandiose place?”

Busy lighting lamps and candles, I ignored the question. “Keep your voice down,” I told her, my own voice lowered accordingly. “The page boy and the cook and the housekeeper are going to know you are in here, necessarily, but it will be much better if the lodgers do not notice you. You can sleep on the couch.” Plopping myself down on it, I patted it affectionately. “It is quite comfortable; I have slept on it many a time myself. You can walk Euclid in the back, where no one can see her from the street.”

Prowling the room and inspecting its dubious beauties, Trevina nodded. “The yard is completely fenced?”

“Quite. You could even let her loose in there.…” But then Trevina might need to call Euclid, and someone might hear. I frowned. “I don’t suppose we could change her name.”

“I hope you are not serious!”

“I don’t suppose I am,” I admitted. “But please do remember that your name is Maud Hatherley to Mrs. Bailey and Mrs. Fitzsimmons—that’s the cook and the housekeeper—and to the boy, whose name is Joddy.” I pointed out the bell-pulls by which she could ring them for subsistence or anything else she needed, then sighed and heaved myself up from the seductively cushy couch. Taking a candle and beckoning to Trevina, I led her to the first bookshelf on the office’s inner wall, reached behind a redoubtable tome of Pope’s essays, pushed a latch, then pulled the edge of the bookshelf towards me, opening the utterly silent door to the secret room where once the medium’s accomplices had hidden to enliven his seances.

“Some pumpkins!” Trevina gasped.

“Pumpkins?” I was quite puzzled; I had no pumpkins in there. Quantities of clothing, yes, and basins and mirrors and wigs and corsets and other weaponry.

“Bang up to the elephant,” Trevina explained.

“White elephants, mostly,” I agreed, purposely misunderstanding. “Neither cook nor housekeeper nor boy-in-buttons know of this room, and you must not tell them. I must clear it out so you can use it to keep things in. And if you go in and pull the door shut behind you,” I added, “it makes a splendid hiding place. Although a very dark one.”

Trevina said in a low tone, “I hope I never have to do that.” She was thinking, I am sure, of her uncle.

“I hope the same.” I got some blankets out of the secret room for her, then closed the door and made sure she knew how to open it by herself. I laid the blankets on the couch, then made a circuit of the office to blow out candles and turn down lamps, then told Trevina, “Put your bonnet back on. You must always wear your bonnet when anyone is going to see you. I want to introduce you to those who are going to take the best care of you. Remember your name is Maud Hatherley,” I added, “and try to soften your well-bred accent a bit.”

She said very little, actually, to Mrs. Bailey, Mrs. Fitzsimmons, and Joddy when I summoned them in, and in her deep bonnet and the dim illumination she seemed to be merely a soft-spoken, exceedingly plain shadow of a woman, which was just what I wanted.

We ate supper together in her room, and I saw to it that she had everything she needed. But she looked a bit wan and wistful as I was preparing to leave, to go back to the Professional Women’s Club and, gratefully, go to bed. “You are not alone,” I told her. “Trevina, do not think of yourself as alone or locked away here. You can go out, go anywhere, so long as you wear your disguise. Think of yourself as magnificently independent.”

She lifted her chin and smiled. I thought of kissing her good-bye—heavens, I had grown fond of her!—but I couldn’t bring myself to do it; I was not raised to be a kissy-face sort of person. I smiled back at her, bade her good night, and slipped out.



The next morning, breakfasting with pleasure at the Professional Women’s Club, I received a message. The woman who was tending the door at the time handed it to me, saying it had been brought by a ragamuffin boy who had run off without waiting for an answer. I received it with curiosity and some apprehension: just a sheet of foolscap folded over with Miss Enola Holmes pencilled in neat coarse-hand on the outside. Wondering and a bit worried, I opened it and read,

Dear Miss Enola Holmes

This is Harold Podbury your cab driver with humble salutations I went to the Blue Rooster as we arranged but they told me rough men came last night wanted to know where the young lady was forced their way in to the room and very angry not to find her they destroyed her things totally kicked and smashed and threw them on the fire so I cannot deliver them as arranged I am very sorry

Yours truly

Harold B. Podbury

I felt as if I had been struck. Trevina, worn out from dyeing her dog, had wanted to stay the night at the hotel! And had I agreed, “rough men” would have found us there, and—and taken us straight to Chalkface Morey, and then what would have become of us?

I pushed away my plate full of sausage and hothouse tomatoes, having quite lost my appetite. Friendly voices all around me asked me what was the matter, what had happened, but I did not answer; I sat and stared. The promptitude of this latest attack unnerved me and made me yearn to take action, to tally-ho straight to Dr. Ragostin’s office, assure myself by the evidence of my own eyes that Trevina was all right, caution her and confabulate with her—

But I must not. I knew I must not. The instincts of one who had been a fugitive for a long time warned me I would lead the Enemy straight to Trevina if I did so. Much as I wished and hoped that the Man Whose Name Was Not Trairom remained unaware of me, I knew better. Of course I had not been such a fool as to take the hotel room under my own name—and maybe he did not yet know my name—but he would continue to have the Club watched, wouldn’t he? In case any of us women went to visit Trevina. Of course he would.

Absolutely I could not go to Trevina! But I felt I needed to do something, so I would go see Sherlock, I decided, and save him the trouble of answering my letter, or the guilt of not answering it, as he had failed to answer the previous one.






Chapter the Tenth


“He’s not in, Miss Enola,” said Sherlock’s landlady, Mrs. Hudson, “but do come in!” And as all the cold air in the world was entering the front door of 221 Baker Street, I did so to oblige her.

“When do you expect him back?” I asked once she had shut frigid March out of her home and we both stood in the hallway.

Instead of answering directly, she said, “Oh, dear,” and turned towards her private entrance. “It is such a disagreeable day, you must come in and have a cup of tea, Miss Enola.”

I knew I must needs obey if I wanted to learn anything of my brother, so I followed her into her cosy parlour, a floridly wallpapered, tiger-skin-rugged, lace-curtained room I knew well and liked very much. Sitting on one of her bowlegged chairs, almost rudely—for I should have offered some polite chitchat first—I asked, “Mrs. Hudson, will you please tell me what has happened to my brother?”

She became very serious, leaning towards me in a sort of supplication. “Oh, Miss Enola, have you seen him lately?”

“Not for a couple of weeks, but then he looked worn to a frazzle.”

“Oh, he’s all of that and even worse! He barely touches his food, he hardly sleeps, he’s never in, and when he is I hear him pacing the floor back and forth, back and forth, night and day and day and night.” The housemaid brought the tea in, but Mrs. Hudson neglected to pour, for her hands were in the air, fluttering like thrushes caught in lime. “He snaps at the postman, he upset the washerwoman, he’s barely civil to anyone. Something has got him sorely troubled, Miss Enola, and do you know what it is?”

“A man whose name is not Trairom,” I said sourly.

Mrs. Hudson blinked, became aware of the tea-tray, poured, and passed the scones. “It’s a case that is upsetting him, then? Nothing to do with family?”

Certainly not that I knew of, although it had been a long time since I spoke with Mycroft, and I tied a knot in my hankie, mentally speaking, to remind me to do so soon. “Excellent scones,” I told my hostess quite truthfully. “Light and buttery. Mrs. Hudson, can you tell me where Mr. Sherlock Holmes is right now?”

“In Scandinavia,” she said.

I raised my eyebrows at her. “Where in Scandinavia? Norway? Denmark? Sweden?”

“The Scandinavian royal family needed his assistance, is all he told me.”

What Scandinavian royal family? It did not seem to me that there could be any, as “Scandinavia” was not a country. I smelled a rat. But it was of no use to argue my point with Mrs. Hudson. I asked only, “Did he say when he will be back?”

“No, Miss Enola, he did not.”



I left 221 Baker Street feeling disheartened and in need of inspiration, so I started walking with no destination in mind. The day was sunny, at least, although the London version of “sunny” meant smoke and soot that glowed. Black clothing was popular for reasons other than Queen Victoria’s obstinate mourning; it embraced soot hospitably. But, unorthodox person that I was, I wanted always to wear some pleasing colour, and on this day it was mauve, that glorious chemical hue of recent invention, as displayed in my fashionably gored skirt, fashionably cut jacket, and fashionably gargantuan hat. The contemplation of so much mauve cheered me somewhat, as did the contemplation of cherubs, griffins, eagles, unicorns, seraphim, lions, semi-naked Grecian people, dragons, parrots, peacocks, gargoyles—and heaven only knew what else—carved into the stony whimsies of the buildings I passed. When walking in London, I made it a practice to look up at the bizarre things to be seen in the architecture, even though, by so doing, I risked blundering into innocent strangers.

Innocent? Perhaps not. Sherlock had once told me that, judging by his studies, he estimated one in every thousand men to be a murderer.

Trevina’s uncle, according to Sherlock, was a murderer, and, judging by her fear of him, I could well believe it.

What was I going to do about Trevina?

What was I going to do about Sherlock?

Sighing, I removed my gaze from diversion—I had spotted what I believed to be a lizard in the carved ornamentation of someone’s pediment, and had paused to make sure—but I couldn’t be sure, after all, and the putative lizard was the least of it. In an uncertain frame of mind I turned my back on it and went to sit down on the base of a statue—another half-naked Greek deity—where, for the sake of accomplishing something, I prepared to write one of my lists. Although I sat in the sun, I felt none too warm, and with gloved hands I hastily scribbled,


	Trevina is safe for the time being, but I cannot support her forever.

	How to help her remember what her name is, what happened to her parents? Is there family she could go to?

	What does Sherlock know? He is somehow enmeshed in the problem.

	Where is he? Is he safe? Must find him.

	Who would know?

	Mycroft

	Watson

	The man whose name is not Trairom—but he is most unlikely to tell me.



Chewing the end of my pencil, I stopped there. I stared into space until I realised that people passing by were giving me doubtful glances. Then I stood up, crumpled the list, and shoved it through a grating into the sewer. I strode off with my eyes on the street, not the carved angels flying above me, and I walked all the way back to the Professional Women’s Club.



For nearly a week I quite simply stayed in the Club and sulked. One evening I visited Joddy’s tenement home where he lived with his mother, brothers, and sisters in the East End. I was welcome there, for I always came bearing gifts of food and necessities, although the real purpose of my call, of course, was to find out how Trevina/Maud was doing. She was quite well, Joddy assured me. All but invisible in cloak and bonnet, she went out morning and afternoon nearly every day, leaving the dog in the room. He had never seen a dog of such a peculiar colour, but it was a good dog and did not bark too much. No, he did not know where Miss Hatherley went when she was out. Yes, of course, he would carry a note to her from me. It was a very short, simple note to tell her that I was thinking of her and I would drop in to see her soon. Of course I called her Maud, and I did not sign my name; she knew who I was.

A couple of days later, just at lunchtime, a similarly short, simple note came to me in the post, except this note was besmirched by the inky pawprints of cats! Therefore, I knew at once that it was not from Maud; it was from Florence Nightingale, and it informed me that she would like to see me.

Heavens! This was extraordinary, unheard-of, and it bore the majesty of a summons! I gussied myself to my utmost. March would very soon turn into April; I might conceivably be excused for wearing a frock of springtime hue; so in my favourite calling costume of saffron-coloured bengaline and its sublimely matching white straw hat I sallied forth, and never mind that snow was falling. It was just a powdering, the “onion snow” as country people called the last snow of spring—the important word being “spring.” It was spring and I was a crocus, so there.

Great minds bake similar biscuits. “Are you a daffodil?” asked Florence Nightingale when she saw me.

“Just so, at your service.” I threaded my flowery way between the cats, who were delighted by the snowflakes and water droplets falling off of me. There were a great number of exceedingly fluffy kittens pouncing at my bootlaces, I noticed, and the room smelled a bit as if the sandboxes needed to be cleaned. “I’m in rebellion against winter,” I admitted to my hostess as I seated my damp self on the chair nearest to her bed.

“Quite understandable,” she responded with her usual serenity, stroking the large, rumbling cat in her arms. “How are you? And how is that interesting girl without a surname who once occupied my sickroom?”

“Much better. She has regained a good deal of her memory, but she remains without antecedents.”

“Well, in case it might be of any help, I have found out the antecedents of my neighbour in whom you have taken an interest.” A grey-and-golden cat climbed her arm and licked her ear; she took no notice. “His name is Moriarty. Professor Robert Moriarty.”

I pushed three cats off my lap and got paper and pencil out of a pocket. “Spell it, please?” It was not a common name, and I was afraid I would not remember it.

She spelled it, and I wrote it down, Moriarty. “He is a bachelor of middle age,” Miss Nightingale went on, “and he professed mathematics at one of the smaller universities in the midlands, but he resigned and moved to London, where he worked, and apparently still does work, as a private tutor for army officers preparing for examinations.”

Taking notes, I thought, but did not say, that neither a professor nor a mathematics tutor could make nearly enough income to afford a house in Mayfair.

“I wondered if there might be wealth in his family,” said Miss Nightingale (great minds bake similar biscuits), “and I looked him up in all the social registers, but found none. He has an older brother, James, who is an army colonel serving overseas; a younger brother, Philip, who is a stationmaster in the west of England; and a younger sister, Maud, who married one Trevor Hathaway, a schoolteacher of no particular distinction.”

“Just a moment,” I murmured, pretending to struggle with my notes, keeping my head down so that the wide brim of my hat hid my face, for heaven only knew what it showed. I felt the hair rising on the back of my neck and goose bumps forming on my arms, because I now knew who Trevina’s mother was—Chalkface Morey’s sister, and Trevina had all but named herself after her! Maud Hatherley, just a breath away from Hathaway—and I felt sure her father was Trevor Hathaway, and I felt, hotly and illogically, that I had been befooled. This Moriarty had toyed with me! I, Enola Holmes, whose first name, backwards, spelled “alone,” should have seen at once that Trairom, backwards, spelled Moriart. Plus a middle name, Yael, in order to add a Y, and it became Moriarty.

“Are you all right, Enola?” asked Florence Nightingale.

Exhaling gustily between puffed lips, I lifted my head and smiled at her. “Of course. I owe you a giant wreath of thanks for all this information, very helpful!” Putting my paper away, I gathered my skirts, preparing to rise. “I should be going.”

“Wait a moment, Enola, dear. Wouldn’t you love to have a sweet, darling little kitten?” Effortlessly Florence Nightingale made a long arm, scooped a fluffball off the floor, and thrust it at me. “How about this handsome little boy, black, brown, grey, yellow, not a speck of white on him?” She tossed the kitten into my lap and scooped another. “Or this wee girlie, just the opposite, pure white?” The second kitten joined the first in my lap.

“Um.” A kitten in each hand, I considered my options. Miss Nightingale quite wanted me to take the kittens; it might have been partly to get rid of them that she had invited me to visit her, for she could easily have written me in a letter all the information she had so kindly gathered for me. She expected me to do her the favour of taking the kittens, and I owed her many favours. I held the kittens up to eye them; they gaped their pink mouths to show me their wee white needlelike teeth.

“Um,” I said, stalling, “do they have names?”

“Sootface and Snowpuff, dear.”

“Snowpuff, of course, would be the dark one?” I joked, rising and wrapping the kittens in my shawl. “I would love to take them.” What an accomplished liar I was becoming! “They are just the sweetest little things! Thank you, Miss Nightingale. Thank you so much for everything you have done for me.”

Downstairs I went, and Jackanapes held the front door open for me, and down the gracious steps I went to where Harold awaited me with his cab. “Harold,” I hailed him, “would you like a couple of purebred Persian kittens?”

“No, thank you, Miss Enola.”

All the way back to the Club I shivered. I had dressed far too lightly for the weather.

“I am going to call you Moriarty,” I told the dark kitten, who was sinking his needle-teeth into my thumb right through my glove.



That evening, when I could expect to find her at home (in my office), I went to see Trevina.

For this expedition, I dressed in my drabbest, darkest outfit, so as not to draw attention to myself, and I left the Club by the kitchen door, begging a ride on the tram that came to pick up the servants. Once well away from the Club, I got off near a cabstand and hired myself a growler (a four-wheeler), but I had it take me to a newsagent’s near Mayfair, then walked the rest of the way to Dr. Ragostin’s—I always thought of it as Dr. Ragostin’s house, even though he did not exist and the property belonged to me. I went in the back way and entered by the secret door, soundlessly and without knocking. Euclid, however, by that remarkable perception native to dogs, knew I was coming and met me, growling, as I entered.

“Are you never going to be my friend, Euclid?” I asked her.

“Euclid, it’s Enola,” Trevina told her dog reproachfully, greeting me with a hug. She had her bonnet off, of course, as she was safely indoors, and she looked supremely satisfied with herself. “I have found a position as a factotum in the office of a brickyard!” she told me whilst still squeezing me. “I am to take care of the correspondence, the payroll, the ledger—”

“Unhand me, please.”

She did so. “And it’s not far from here by the Underground, so I can come home at noon and take care of Euclid! And I will have almost a pound per week! I will be able to repay you for these clothes, Enola!”

“You don’t have to.” I thought about how her other clothes had been destroyed by the hooligans who had invaded the hotel looking for her, and decided not to tell her. Instead, sitting in one of the armchairs, I plaintively asked, “Would you like a kitten or two?”

“Of course not! Euclid would eat them!” Sitting down across the carpet from me, she stared at me in consternation. “What ever are you talking about, my good Stanley?”

So I told her how Florence Nightingale had insisted on giving me the kittens, which I had left at the Club with a friend who had a cat and was therefore in possession of a sandbox. In order to keep Snowpuff and Sootface, I would need to have sand and sod delivered weekly. The thought of the expense made me cantankerous.

Trevina, who had been patiently listening, asked politely, “What are their names?”

The gentle reader must kindly excuse me for saying, “I have decided to name the dark one Moriarty.” I admit this was perverse of me, but I wanted to see whether she recognised the name.

She did. She gasped, and all the colour left her face; she almost fainted! I jumped up and hurried to pour her a glass of water from the carafe that stood nearby.

“I remember,” she breathed. “That awful name—I remember everything.”

“I am sorry,” I told her after she had sipped some water, “but why does it frighten you so?”

“Chalkface Morey,” she whispered.

“Yes, quite.” I plopped down on the floor at her feet, vying for position with Euclid, who was standing by anxiously. There were a hundred questions I wanted to ask, but I condensed them into one. “What did he do to you?”

A long moment passed, and I clenched my teeth to keep from speaking. She remembered; I knew she remembered, because she had not said she didn’t; she was not very afraid anymore, and she had reason to trust me. And indeed, when she finally spoke, it was quite collectedly.

“It was the springtime of 1885. We lived in a little villa in the country,” she said, “my parents and I. We had chickens, and ducks, and I was friends with the local girls, and I went to school close to home. My father and mother did not want to send me to a boarding school, for I was their only child. I was eleven years old, still just a little girl in knee skirts and pigtails, and it seemed as if everything about my life was heavenly and forever—but then that changed all at once. Out of nowhere, as if the devil had sent him, my uncle came and took me away to live with him in London! My parents were helpless against him; they knew what he was, and he made threats, and they knew he would, indeed, do terrible things if they resisted. All in one day he packed me up and carried me away.”

“Did he happen to say why?” I asked with irony.

“Actually, yes. He told me I would be his heir. That my mathematical ability made me worthy. That I would be of great use to him, that a woman could be a master criminal unsuspected by Scotland Yard.”

“Heavens,” I remarked.

“Hell, rather,” said Trevina fiercely. “I have never heard from my parents since. Not a letter, not a birthday gift, nothing. I am sure he told them to forget me, and of course I was not allowed to write to them, and if I displeased my uncle, he would threaten to do things to them.…” She had to pause to swallow her emotion. “I am sure he threatened them that he would do things to me. I missed my mother dreadfully,” she added. “In my uncle’s house there were no women—I mean, only maids who were deathly afraid of him. There was no woman I could turn to, yet—this makes me shudder—somehow my uncle knew what I needed. All the most unmentionable things, for my monthlies when I started to have them, and—and everything.” She actually did shudder, then. “He made quite a ceremony of presenting me with deodorant when it first came out, can you imagine?”

“No,” I admitted, “I can’t.” A man should not even know that a woman had armpits. What Trevina described was indecent. “Was he toying with you, perhaps?”

“I think he is just nasty by nature. He is my mother’s brother, but—I think he is just—odious. And the older I got, the less I wanted anything to do with his mathematics of embezzlement or his extortion schemes or his clever ways of organizing robberies or making his mercenaries available to commit murder! Of course I could not do or say anything, for I had seen what happened to anyone who defied him—but I think he sensed my feelings, for he started accusing me of betraying him in the most absurd sense of the word. He called me trollop, hussy, strumpet, harlot, and some words I didn’t even know the meaning of!”

“And, eventually, the Broken Vessel.”

“Yes, he did call me that, didn’t he.”

We looked at each other. I wanted to ask her why Moriarty had struck her, bruised her, beaten her, drugged her, and buried her alive, but I sensed that I had asked her enough—almost too much—for the moment. So, shaking my head, I got to my feet and stood looking at her. “I suppose it’s too late to change your name,” I said. “What on earth made you call yourself Maud Hatherley?”

She made a face. “At the time, I just thought it sounded nice.”

“So you didn’t remember your mother’s name?”

“No. Not then.”

“Or your father’s name?”

“Now I remember. Trevor Grice Hathaway. Maud Moriarty Hathaway. But I am merely Miss Hatherley here and at my work.”

I sighed, then said, “Tell me where you used to live, and I will find out whether your parents are still there.”

“Oh!” Her face lit up with the thought that she might see them again. “Oh, Enola, would you?”

“Of course. But meanwhile, Maud, be careful wherever you go. Speak little, and keep your bonnet on.”






Chapter the Eleventh


Trevina’s parents had lived at a villa called Patchwoodie near a village called Bent End, north of Kings Norton in Gloucestershire. Borrowing a railway schedule from Mrs. Prendergast at the Club, I found that the trip from London to Kings Norton took three hours. That was fairly daunting, considering that, once I got there, I would have to hire a conveyance of some sort to take me to Bent End. During previous investigations I had learned, to my sorrow, that countryfolk thought poorly of strange young women on bicycles, and that I was more likely to get easy answers to my questions if I made my appearance in a brougham.

“But you will get nowhere if you are pressed for time,” said Netta, with whom I was talking it over in the morning room on Thursday. “It will take you probably an hour to get to the village from the station, but then you want to be quite at your ease to chat with all and sundry, not in any sort of hurry; they won’t open up to you otherwise, will they?”

“No, they won’t,” I agreed, partly because this was true but mostly because it was always best to keep Netta smiling. “You’re quite right.”

“And after you find out what you want to know, it will take you another four hours to get back to London, so you might as well decide right this moment to stay overnight. Is there a hotel in Bent End?”

“Sure to be. A quaint country inn.” And if there wasn’t, I would sleep in a barn, but there was no point in saying that to Netta.

“What will you use for luggage? All of our luggage was destroyed in that dreadful contretemps at the Blue Rooster.”

“So it was. But a carpetbag will suffice for me.”

“Enola!” She was quite horrified, with the result that, a few hours later, she and I were making the rounds of the city shops, outfitting me, and not just with luggage. I remembered well the days when dresses had to be made by seamstresses who came and lived with the family when necessary, but I was a firm convert to purchasing clothing “ready-made” at “department stores,” and I bought myself some.

I prided myself that I, age seventeen, looked quite the modern twenty-five-year-old woman the next morning as I caught the Great Western train to Kings Norton from Paddington station. I wore a new hunter-green walking suit with a gigot-sleeve jacket and a “rainy-daisy” skirt of the new shorter length, just skimming the toes of my boots rather than dragging on the pavement. I felt daring and invincible. As my train puffed out of London and into the Berkshire countryside, my sense of well-being increased, for the soot cleared out of the air (and I could feel it clearing out of my nostrils!), I could see the sky just turning from rosy dawn to daytime blue, I could see a horizon of low, sweeping hills, and I could watch the silvery windings of the Thames. Forests trimmed the vista like fur on a mantle; I delighted in a sense of early springtime, for a mist of tiny kelly-green leaves veiled trees in red bud, imparting an oddly Christmasy effect. The other people in my compartment came and went; I kept my nose to the window in great contentment.

By the time I reached Kings Norton, however, my yearning for luncheon had overridden my good humour, and once off the train I adjourned directly to a small eatery adjacent to the station. I had bread and butter and jellied eel, because it was cheap, and beer, because one could not trust the water. Smelling a trifle drinkish, then, I went to hire myself a conveyance, resigning myself to the chill and wind of a victoria because I wanted to be able to talk with the driver without sitting haunch to haunch next to him. Even if he had been young and handsome that would have been distasteful to me, but in fact he was older, perhaps in his forties, and paunchy both in face and personage, and carbuncular of complexion, and jolly to a fault. “… and the bullet’s in her yet,” he was joshing with one of his friends as he climbed (a feat comparable to conquering the Matterhorn) onto the box of the victoria. “The bullet’s in her yet, ha ha! Where, pray tell, is her yet, ha ha! Hello, miss!” Touching the shapeless thing on his head that served as a hat, he turned to me with a snaggletoothed grin. “Silas Cowper be my name, and where be I taking you this bonny fine day?”

I gave him what I hoped was an engaging smile. “First, Silas Cowper, does your bonny fine horse also have a name?”

His puckered eyes made an attempt to widen with surprise. “Ay, to be sure, miss, her name is Matilda McGillicuddy, and a lovely Irish redhead of a mare she is to be taking you wherever you want to go?” He cocked a shaggy eyebrow at me.

“Bent End,” I said. “You know it?”

“Ah, aye, sure, and wasn’t I born and raised within a stone’s throw of Bent End!”

“How very nice!” I pulled the rug up to my chin and settled myself to collect information, most of it sure to be useless. “Tell me about Bent End. How do folk there keep the wolf from the door?”

He was glad to tell me that and a great deal more. He told me about his own family of barrel-makers, and of the many others who kept a dairy cow and a donkey, farmed a few acres of hay, grain, and vegetables, and took in laundry from the well-to-do. In Bent End itself, there were, of course, the essential shops—a butcher, a baker, a greengrocer, a smithy, an ironmonger—but also those who offered goods out of their cottage doors, so there were a cabinetmaker, a milliner, a seamstress, and a cobbler. And, of course, there had to be a publican.

“Are there more pubs or more churches?” I asked, joking, as he was the jocular sort. But, such is life, he took me seriously, telling me that there were two pubs, the Hound and Hatter and the Spotty Throstle, and three churches, conformist, evangelical, and Wesleyan. Meanwhile we rolled along at a fine rate of speed, thanks to Matilda McGillicuddy, and it was lovely country, and every breath of clean air was a delight to me. I felt my heart squeeze a bit, reminded of my childhood in Ferndell, the Holmes family’s estate in the country—but there was no time for reminiscing; I had work to do. Now that I had my driver prattling freely, I wanted specifics from him. At first, I made up names. “Is there anyone by the name of Wheeler living in Bent End?”

“No, but there be the Wheelwrights, old Enos Wheelwright ran the sawmill dogs’ years, and his sisters tended the weir, and their children and their children’s children, always in and out of the water, that family is wedded to the Bousie.”

“Bousie?”

“The river, miss. First-rate for gudgeon and sickleback.”

“Bousie,” I repeated. “Is there a family named Bousie thereabouts?”

No, but there were Browns and Brickells and Souses and so on and so forth until I saw by the signposts that we were getting near to Bent End its very self, so I shot my bolt. “Do you know of a family named Hathaway?”

“No.”

Gentle reader, you must realise that not once in the past hour had Silas Cowper said “No” in that way, without embellishment or the suggestion of possibilities for a “Yes.” He quite liked to talk. But when I asked about the Hathaways, it was as if a moat had sprung up against talking, a portcullis had come down, and the drawbridge had been taken in.

“Or perhaps it might be Hatherley,” I suggested, acting vague and harmless.

“No,” he said in the same way, and he did not open his mouth again until he let me off at the Hound and Hatter, which, as well as being a pub, was also what little the village offered by way of an inn. Then he unloaded my baggage without a word, accepted his pay with only a mumble, touched his amorphous hat, and retreated to the bar with a look very much askance.

Undaunted, I chatted up the pubkeeper’s wife, Mrs. Proudfoot by name, as she saw me to my room. Netta and I had decided I must say I was thinking of moving to Bent End, that doctors had advised me to take up residence in a quiet country place for the sake of my health, that old friends of my family had known people from Bent End who praised it to the skies, and so forth. My name, by the way, was Harris, Miss Nora Harris, and might the village welcome a small haberdashery if I were to open one?

“Oh, yes, Miss Harris,” declared Mrs. Proudfoot as she pulled back the curtains and threw open my windows to the fresh air. “Yes, all the ladies hereabouts does their own sewing and knitting and such, and they would be so glad of notions close at hand, buttons and thread and trim and such.” She plumped my pillows, shouted downstairs for a maid to bring hot water, and returned with towels from a linen closet. “Were you thinking of renting a cottage, like?”

“Or a villa. I have heard there are some lovely villas just outside Bent End. One called Patchwoodie?”

“Oh.” Both her voice and her face quite suddenly flattened like a rabbit in the grass when a hawk flies over. “Oh, I wouldn’t know about that. I hope you’ll be very comfortable, Miss Harris.” She bobbed at me and hurried away.

Hmm.

Well, I had the better part of the afternoon to keep trying, I reminded myself. So, after washing the road grime off my face and tidying my hair, I sallied forth, strolling down the dusty village street, which was merely rutted dirt, of course, between dwarfish old stone buildings. I made every effort to appear as random as a butterfly—or perhaps a bat?—veering here and there, mindlessly crossing the road from one shop to another. It would have been far more efficient to progress down one side and up the other, shop by cottage by shop, but being so obviously systematic would have put the villagers on guard against me.

Not that they weren’t on guard anyway. I praised cottage gardens and talked with goodwives over their wrought-iron gates, I bought trifles and chatted up shopkeepers, I hailed people I met and asked them by-the-way questions. I smiled and smiled and smiled whilst inquiring up and down Bent End whether anyone knew of the Hathaways or a villa called Patchwoodie. “No!” I was told, and “No!” and “No” again and again, always a flat denial with hidden alarm in it, and an invisible wall would go up. I even asked about a family named Grice, as Trevor Hathaway’s middle name was Grice, and I received the same exact “No!” And when, at the far end of the street and near the end of my patience, I asked the pubkeeper of the Spotty Throstle whether he knew of anyone named Moriarty, he reared up, reached for the blunderbuss hanging over the bar, and bellowed, “Get out!”

Interesting reaction, that, almost as if Bent End knew of Uncle Chalkface Morey! But I did not stay to discuss the matter. Ignominiously back in the street, I took some deep breaths, then continued as before, only confining my questions to Hathaway and Patchwoodie. And as before, I got no satisfactory answers until quite late in the day, when I brandished a penny in the face of a rapscallion boy spinning a top in the middle of the street. In rather a demanding tone I asked, “Where’s Patchwoodie Villa?”

He snatched the coin and pointed to a lane leading over the Bousie and out of the village.

“How far?”

He presented his grubby paw for another penny. I gave it, repeating, “How far?”

“Hop, skip, an’ a jump,” he said. “Just over the hill.”

I did not hop, skip, or jump; I ran. Once I was past the narrow stone bridge and a grove of beech trees hid me from the village, I pulled my skirt above my knees and raced up the hill. The first thing I saw when cresting the top, panting, was “Patchwoodie” carved in wood on a modest sign beside an entryway flanked by equally modest brick gateposts.

The next thing I saw was the villa.

It had been my intention to ask the people who were living in it about the Hathaways. But there were no such people. The place was in ruins.

As it had been sturdily built of brick, the walls were standing and the slate roof was intact, but the shutters were sagging, the windows broken, the doors ajar, the hedge overgrown, the grounds gone wild. A few snowdrops and crocuses peeped through the rank grass.

I stood and gawked, and then, of course, I walked towards it. I would not be Enola Holmes had I not gone in there, sending a hedgehog scurrying. Advancing along an erstwhile gravel path, I saw a few indications that the place had once been cared for—a fountain gone dry, a carved stone fawn lying in what might once have been a flower garden. I meant to go into the house, but halted to stare at a scattering of—of ammonites?

Yes, ammonites both large and small, not at all carved like snakes but well and whole, lying in quite a random way on what was once the lawn.

But it was no longer a lawn, not at all. Under the ammonites, in the middle of the grass, was a distinct rectangle where a plenitude of burdocks grew. Burdocks, the weed that can always be seen to flourish where the ground has been disturbed.

This particular patch of disturbed ground was more than six feet long, about two or three feet wide, and sunken in the middle.

Unless I was very much mistaken, it was a grave.



Hours later that same evening, well after dark, when all of the men in Bent End were busy on their third or fourth drink in the pubs, I slipped out of the inn, went down to a path by the riverside, and thus found a back way to a cottage I had decided upon earlier—the most slatternly dwelling in Bent End, or rather, just outside of Bent End, near the Bousie and in danger of being flooded. Whoever lived there, I trusted, was impoverished, scorned, might not care what the villagers thought, and might be tempted by blandishments of a financial nature.

The yard, innocent of any fence or wall, was a repository of broken lamps, spavined furniture, a wagon with only three wheels, and castoffs of that sort. The front door might once, long ago, have been painted. As I knocked, something dripped on my neck—moss, hanging down from the sagging roof. Blessedly, the door opened before I had to knock a second time, and I recognised the “hop, skip, and a jump” boy, still holding his wooden top, wrapping the string around it.

“Hullo!” I exclaimed.

“It’s the stranger lady,” he reported to someone in the small room behind him.

“Well, let ’er in!” said a voice sounding like that of an old, old woman.

He stood aside, and I entered—really, the place was nothing more than a hut. It reminded me of the flat where Joddy lived in London’s East End, where people slept on piles of rags rather than on beds and where they cooked over the hearth if at all. There was one chair, which was a comfortless article of furniture made of wood, and the woman who was occupying it stood up and gestured for me to sit.

“No, thank you,” I said.

She remained standing. “What can I do for you?”

Not nearly as old as her voice makes her seem, I judged, but she’s had a hard life. Very thin she was, with rough, sagging skin, calloused hands, shoulders stooped with labour—scrubbing clothes, scrubbing kitchens, digging potatoes? I would never know. If the boy—who was crouched on the floor spinning his top—if he was her son and she had no husband, that alone told a tale of poverty.

“I’ll ask you only one question,” I told her. “I want to know what happened to the Hathaways, and I’ll make it worth your while.”

She gave me no horrified denial, but only said, “How much?”

I gave her enough money to make life a good deal easier for her. She nodded. “It was in April of 1885. They took the girl first,” she said, “young Trevina, him and his thugs, they came in a coach and just carried her away. Kidnapped her, like.”

“Who is ‘him’?” I asked, wanting her to say the name.

But she hesitated, glancing at the boy. “Him, the tall, thin one dressed like a gentleman, face like death,” she said. “Mrs. Hathaway’s brother, they say, though it’s hard to believe, sweet lady that she was. Him and his toughs from London, they grabbed the girl, her and her family all crying and screaming, and they took her. Then some of them come back, not him with the devil in his eyes but the others, the hired help, you know. And they killed Mr. Hathaway.” She said that very word, “killed,” without any attempt to soften it. She was a woman, not a lady.

Having seen the grave, I was prepared to hear that. “How?” I demanded. “Did they shoot him?”

“Not them. That kind don’t use guns. They did him with their cudgels, most likely, or their monstrous belts with the big, heavy buckles they swing at people. Nobody rightly saw what they did, except Mrs. Hathaway, I suppose, but folk saw the grave afterward. They buried him up there at Patchwoodie.”

I nodded, swallowed, then asked, “And Mrs. Hathaway?”

“Folk say they took her away. Some claim they saw her with them in the drag that drove them away, through Bent End and back to Kings Norton and the railway. Maybe because she was his sister, reason he didn’t kill her.”

I tried again. “He?”

She gave me a hard look. “That’s all I know, miss, and if you let on that I told you and I get killed for it, I’ll come back every night of your life and pull your hair.”

“I don’t know your name,” I reminded her.

“And I don’t know yours, not the real one, anyways. And that’s all,” she told me.

Spinning his top, the boy who might have been her son hummed tunelessly and never looked up.






Chapter the Twelfth


I’m sure nobody was sorry to see me leave Bent End the next day. Silas Cowper, who picked me up at the inn as arranged, barely said a word to me all the way back to Kings Nelson. Matilda McGillicuddy, however, was happy to have me pat her nose and feed her a crumpet left over from my breakfast.

My train back to London was slow going, so I was quite fatigued by the time I reached my beloved room in my beloved Club. The next day was the sabbath—no good for anything, I told myself, but in truth, I was loath to face Trevina with such bad news about her parents, so I put it off. To soothe my conscience, I went in the evenings to climb my favourite tree in Florence Nightingale’s garden, from which I surveyed Moriarty’s rectilinear brick house, wondering at his peculiar taste in architecture. The windows were not arranged in the usual neat rows, and the top floor seemed to be taller than the one beneath. Some of the rooms seemed quite large, and others unusually small. But not much ever seemed to happen in those rooms. I stared at the Cage for hours on end and learned nothing. Or so I thought.

After being out nearly all night, I slept in the daytime. The kittens were staying in my room now, and patted my face with their dainty paws to awaken me, and charmed me with their mewling conversation. The dark kitten liked to sit up on his hindquarters like an odd sort of long-tailed pointy-eared bunny. The white one liked to bury her food beneath papers or handkerchiefs or my spare stockings or whatever she could get her little paws on. I had arranged with the young woman in the room next to mine—Gryphena was her name, and she sewed lace for a living—and she assured me that, if she heard the kittens voicing plaints when I was out, she was delighted to care for them, even if it meant getting them fish from the kitchen. But meanwhile, I was in, and I wasted considerable time playing with them, and decided I was going to name the white one Maud after Trevina’s missing mother. It was not until April Fool’s Day, ironically, that at last I steeled myself to go and visit Trevina.

She smiled when she saw me enter her room—my office—that evening, and she joked, “Have you come for the annual ceremony of the washing of the lions at the Tower of London?” This fake event was an April Fool’s tradition.

I grumbled, “No, I’m here for the tinting of the dog.” Euclid was looking a bit faded and oddly roan, as hints of white had begun to show in her fur. However, Euclid could wait. I sat down and gestured for Trevina to do the same. “How are you? Do you still like being a factotum at a brickyard?”

She did, and we chatted of this and that, and, considering that I had not actually informed her about my journey to Bent End, I had quite a bit of difficulty getting to the point. Finally, just as she was speaking of ringing for some tea, I blurted, “Trevina, did you know that Patchwoodie is deserted now?”

She goggled at me, understandably. “You’ve been there?”

“A few days ago. It’s overgrown, and the windows are broken, and no one lives there.”

“But—but what has become of my parents?”

I leaned towards her and reached out an appealing hand. “There is no easy way to say this: your father is deceased.”

She gasped, and her hands flew to her face. Whining, Euclid jumped into her lap. Hugging the little dog, Trevina rallied, lifting her head to blaze at me, “He’s gone? But how?”

“Foul play,” I said.

“At whose hand?”

I answered obliquely. “You remember those men who tried to break into the Club?”

There was a long silence during which she quite simply patted Euclid and stared at the walls. Finally, in her lowest tone, she said, “My uncle.”

“I think so, yes. And I think he took your mother away. She may still be alive, somewhere.”

She pushed Euclid off her lap and stared awhile longer, this time directly at me. Finally she whispered, “We must find her.”

“Yes.”

“Have you any clues, Enola?”

“This.” From a pocket in my skirt I pulled an ammonite I had brought home with me from Patchwoodie. I gave it to her. “There were a number of these scattered on your father’s grave.”

Her eyes widened. “My uncle’s doing, you think?”

“He sent you those snakestones.”

“Yes, but what do they mean?”

“I don’t know.” It all depended on my understanding of Moriarty, which was incomplete. “Did your uncle like puzzles? I mean, did he like to play tricks on you?”

“Yes, always and forever. He loved to catch me out and make fun of me. If I was reading aloud, he would mock me for saying the wrong word, even when I hadn’t. Or when he posed me problems in mathematics, he would think he had fooled me even when I got things right.” She shook her head vehemently, sending her soft curls flying. “Let me order tea. I need to do something. I cannot believe he—he rubbed out my father. That was what he called it, ‘rubbed out,’ when he had his thugs do mur—” She choked on “murder,” but forced out a few more words. “That was—why—he beat me—and buried me—because I wouldn’t…”

“You would not help him arrange to have someone rubbed out?”

She nodded, and wept. I patted her back, handed her a handkerchief, gave her silence, mulled things over, and ordered tea. When it came, she was calmer, and spoke of her father, off and on, as she ate. Euclid paid close attention to Trevina, but also to the finger sandwiches. I quite liked them as well, and the devilled eggs, and the macaroons. Altogether, I let a good hour pass before I brought up a question I had decided to ask Trevina, if only to distract her. “Trevina, you remember the snakestones?”

“Yes, of course.”

“You were going to tell me something about them. Something about magical numbers. Some Italian man’s name.”

“Oh, Fibonacci! Yes, he was Italian, from Pisa, back in the thirteenth century. He’s the man who cured us of using Roman numerals.”

“And what had he to do with ammonites?”

She smiled. Still teary-eyed, nevertheless she smiled at me. “He discovered something so amazing I can barely begin to explain it, but I shall try. Let me find the crosshatch paper.” She went to the desk and came back with paper ruled both side to side and top to bottom, so it was covered with tiny squares, or perhaps I should describe it as being marked with a grid. She sat down beside me at the tea table. “So, the smallest unit is zero, which I cannot draw, and then one, plus one makes two.…” She outlined two squares quite neatly with bright blue ink. “And then we form a matching square beside them.” She outlined the adjacent square, comprised of four little squares, marked it 2, then turned the paper. “And here, you see, we have the side of the next square, which is three.” She outlined a three-by-three square, marked it 3, and turned the paper again. “Two plus three is five, so here’s the side of the next square.” She outlined it, marked it 5, and turned the paper again. “What’s next, Enola?”

“Eight,” I said, starting to understand, albeit vaguely.

“Capital.” She outlined the 8 square and turned the paper. “Next?”

“Five plus eight is thirteen. Or are thirteen. Whichever.”

“Bang up to the elephant.” She drew the thirteen-by-thirteen square, then turned the paper. “Next?”

“Thirteen plus eight. Twenty-one.”

Smiling anew, she drew the square. “And then?”

“And then we run out of paper! But what on earth does this have to do with ammonites?”

Rather than answering, exactly, she put the point of her pen back where she had started, and through the middle of each square in succession she drew a graceful, sweeping curve that widened perfectly into the shape of a snail shell. “And there’s your ammonite,” she said. “Or seashell, or rose blossom unfolding, or cactus plant, or pine cone, or pineapple—”

“Or sunflower seeds, or ram’s horn,” I interrupted a bit tartly. “Quite lovely, but what is the use of it?”

“Well, just looking at the straight lines, it’s the perfect ratio for a human face.” She held up the paper and traced the large rectangle with her finger. “It’s Plato’s golden norm. Da Vinci used Fibonacci ratios in his Vitruvian Man. Artists and architects—”

I interrupted again. “Did someone whom I would rather not mention, namely your uncle, make use of Fibonacci’s teachings?”

She turned her face away. “I’d rather not talk about him. Enola, could you take me to visit my father’s grave?”

I shook my head. “Better not. Or not anytime soon.”

“Why ever not?”

“People in Bent End are frightened of the person we’re not talking about, and fear of him might cause them to betray you.”



I took Trevina’s rather amazing drawing home with me, placed it on my desk, made not much sense of it, and presently forgot about it. For the next several days, April did what April does best: it rained. But if one is well and properly English, one cannot let damp weather keep one from going about one’s business, and I had decided that my business must be to speak with Sherlock, not for my sake but for his. I felt quite anxious about him.

Accordingly, I ventured to Baker Street several times during the next week, each time at a different hour of the day, but Sherlock was never in! He was back from Scandinavia, Mrs. Hudson informed me, but Scandinavia had not improved his temper or his patience; he was as gaunt and testy as ever, she said.

In my concern for Sherlock, I almost forgot to be concerned for Trevina—until the first sunny day after all the rain. The temperature was pleasant and springish, the streets were crowded and full of din (although I imagined birdsong), a girl with a barrow was selling hyacinths, their heavenly aroma almost equal to combatting the prevalent stench of horse droppings, and I, on my way to Baker Street, was soodling along in my favourite apricot-coloured frock when quite suddenly my happy mood was shattered: two men not only failed to tip their hats, but they deliberately stepped into my path. I stopped, necessarily, and only belatedly recognised them as I gave them a haughty stare; they were the Sneer and the Snicker.

I gasped and reached for my dagger, but Sneer anticipated me. He had a walking stick, and from it he drew a sword! The expression on his face was most unpleasant.

I stepped back, but the other one, Snicker, grabbed me by the arm, his grip bruisingly tight. Sneer raised his sword and touched the point of it to the tip of my nose! He took it away at once, but his threat was clear. “Now, missy,” he told me, “if you do not want me to put scars all over your pretty face, you will tell me where you have hidden Trevina.”

The absurd notion that my face was pretty almost made me snort, and scorn completely restored my courage. Rather than responding as he expected, I put my fingers to my mouth and blew a piercing whistle.

Snicker exclaimed, “Blimey, it was ’er!”

Sneer said something rather naughtier and lowered his sword. The street was crowded, you understand, and my summoning a constable—or a cab—made many heads turn towards me. Sneer hid his sword against his leg, Snicker let go of my arm, and, the moment he freed me, I shot away like a rabbit. I darted into the street and rather daringly grabbed at a phaeton that was passing by, all open to the sunshine, taking an aristocratic couple for a pleasure drive. It was moving at a smart trot, but I managed to catch hold, place my foot on the step, and swing myself up to stand in the aperture that would have been a door on a more commonplace conveyance.

The lady in the phaeton screamed as if I were a sewer rat and kept on shrieking. The gentleman ogled me through a monocle and pointed at me with his index finger in quite a common way, as if I were not a woman worthy of his respect. “I say!” he blustered without even touching the brim of his towering top hat, “I say, you can’t do that!”

In retaliation, I assumed my uttermost upper-class accent. “But I just did,” I fluted. “Two strange men accosted me in a most insulting manner. I demand you stop this vehicle and summon a constable.”

“What? See here!” he roared, his brows gathering like thunderclouds as the lady continued to ululate.

“If you know your duty as an Englishman, instruct your driver to stop,” I ordered as if I were Queen Victoria herself.

Blinking, he aimed his rather alarming beard towards the coachman and shouted, “Tompkins, pull up!”

But as soon as the horses slowed to a walk, I jumped off the phaeton, dodged a pair of Percherons pulling an omnibus, and escaped between a tram and a hansom cab. The phaeton had left Sneer and Snicker far behind, but I felt shaken by my encounter with them. They knew too much! They recognised me, they connected me with Trevina, they knew where I lived, and apparently they had followed me, and—did they know my name? Did they know who I was? Did Moriarty know?

In a way, I no longer wanted to see Sherlock. And in another, I quite longed to see him.

I found an Underground station and went to Baker Street that way. But when I finally got there, Mrs. Hudson told me that Sherlock Holmes was not in.

It was then that I made up my mind: in the absence of Sherlock, I really, truly needed to speak with my brother Mycroft. In fact, I asked Mrs. Hudson for his address. I thought she must have it in case she needed to contact him about Sherlock, and I was right.

Now, gentle reader, of the three possible ways to speak with Mycroft, at his flat seemed the best. Like a predictable planet in an orderly solar system, Mycroft rotated (or revolved? I could never keep those two words straight) from his work to his club to his dwelling and around again—but I did not know where to find him in his government office, and his precious Diogenes Club, where he spent nearly every evening, did not admit females. I could have gone there disguised as a boy, I suppose, but I refused. I had my limits.

That same evening, therefore, as I had accomplished nothing worthwhile all day, I girded up my loins, mentally speaking, although I am uncertain exactly what loins are or how to gird them—but what I mean to say is, I fortified my intentions and betook myself to see Mycroft. Because I must needs be wary of Sneer and Snicker now, curse them both but especially Sneer, I once again left by the kitchen and took the tram; those two blackguards would not be looking for me there. But because I had to take such evasive measures, I arrived at Mycroft’s quite early.

He lived in Pall Mall, quite a fashionable street, but the building where he lodged was one of the plainer ones. He was not in—I had expected he would be at the Diogenes—but his landlady, a scrawny, long-faced woman, let me await his return on a rather uncompromising chair in the entryway. I became tired and crabby by the time Mycroft appeared, which was probably a good thing, because ill temper trumped my trepidation. When dealing with my brother Sherlock, you see, I always sensed fondness for me underlying occasional spleen, but when dealing with Mycroft, I had not ever sensed such affection.

When he appeared, he looked at me as if appraising a strange object. “Enola.”

At least he had removed his hat. I stood in order to face him levelly rather than peering up at him like a child. “Mycroft,” I said in much the same tone as he had used, “you look well.” His jowls glowed with health, or perhaps port wine, and his frontal amplitude stretched his watch chain a little bit farther than it had the last time I saw him.

He did not say that I looked likewise; he asked, “What are you doing here?”

“I need to speak with you. In private,” I added, lest he keep me standing in the hallway.

Silently he led me to his flat, unlocked the door, lit a lamp, deposited his hat, gloves, and stick on a table standing by for that purpose, and flapped one of his broad, white hands at me to indicate that I should take a seat. But I stood looking around at his room, which smelled like Sherlock’s but appeared utterly unlike—no stacks of mail, no bullet holes in the wall, no litter of chemistry equipment, no carelessly dropped newspapers drifting about the carpet—Mycroft’s home was tidy to an almost ladylike degree, although lacking any feminine touches such as antimacassars or tasselled lampshades. Upon his mantel, unlike Sherlock’s, no detritus had gathered; instead, across it marched a tidy row of small, carved, gilded elephants that looked as if they might have been Fabergé creations!

“Sit down,” Mycroft invited, or perhaps I should say ordered.

I sat in an armchair facing his Chesterfield, and he settled his massive personage opposite me. He did not offer me tea or any other sort of refreshment. “Now, Enola,” he said in a way that bespoke martyred patience, “what brings you here?”

“I am very worried about Sherlock.”

“Why?”

“He is pale, gaunt, haggard, and consumed with anxiety.”

“Is he? I have not seen him.”

I sat straight up, perched on the edge of my chair, giving him a level look. “You have so! He was here not long ago. I smell his pipe tobacco.”

He barely blinked. “My dear sister, you must be mistaken.”

Your dear sister, my hat. “I am not mistaken,” I said with some force. “In fact, I am certain he was here to talk with you about Moriarty.”

That staggered him. I saw it impact him like a blow. His pale grey eyes flinched, then widened as he blurted, “You are not supposed to know that name!”

“I do know that name. I know that Moriarty is a master criminal. I know he is responsible for the death of at least one man, Trevor Hathaway. And he has kidnapped, and possibly murdered, his own sister, Maud Hathaway. I am told Moriarty is capable of evildoing in any form. I know he is the head of a gang of hooligans who refer to him as Chalkface Morey. I know he profits handsomely from robbery, extortion, embezzlement, and other illegal endeavours. I surmise that my brother has locked horns with him, and I fear for his life. Sherlock’s life,” I clarified.

Mycroft sat silent and Buddha-like for a few moments, then spoke: “Both Sherlock and I wished to spare you any concern in this matter.”

Nincompoop men! I flared, “I do not wish to be spared!”

“Well.” Mycroft drummed at his knees with spatulate fingertips, then apparently reached a decision to spare me no longer. He sighed gustily through his nose, then said, “It is true that Sherlock is in danger, especially since Moriarty has perfected a new weapon called an air-gun, which shoots quite powerfully and accurately without making a sound. But, Enola, you know Sherlock’s wiles. He goes about in disguise, and he has five different lairs all over London, secret places where he takes refuge. I have every reasonable and logical hope that he will not only survive his dealings with Moriarty, but put an end to the man’s reign of criminality.” Mycroft sat up a bit straighter, steepling his fingers in a teacherish way. “For some time now, your brother has been aware that Moriarty organises, and profits by, almost all of the crime that takes place in London. Sherlock has been working for months to gather evidence against Moriarty, and he will not rest until Moriarty is defeated. And Sherlock will triumph, never fear. The endgame is in hand even as we speak. Within a fortnight of today, Sherlock’s case will be complete, and Moriarty and all of his henchmen will be defeated!” Mycroft gave me a steely look, declaring this in clarion tones, then heaved himself up and rose to his feet, dismissing me. “So leave it all up to him, little sister. Above all, don’t interfere!” Whilst Mycroft did not actually shake his finger at me, he might as well have. “Have you a cab waiting?”

As if I needed his help to make my way home. “I’ll take an omnibus,” I said. Sneer and Snicker would not be looking for me there, either.

“Enola, you ought to have a cab! A female alone after dark, you might be attacked!”

Turning to the door, I drew my dagger, raised it over my head in a gesture of farewell, and exited.






Chapter the Thirteenth


The next day, Friday, in the evening, I went to see Trevina, taking the tram until I was well away from the Club and lugging with me a carpetbag full of jarred henna powder and yards of muslin. Trevina had made it quite clear to me that never again would she undertake to dye her dog without assistance. As usual, I entered Trevina’s dwelling by the secret door, and as usual, Euclid greeted me with a growl.

“Just you wait,” I told the little dog.

Trevina grinned, hugged me, and said, “Let us first fortify ourselves with tea and biscuits and guess what, Mrs. Bailey has just acquired the season’s first strawberries!”

So we had strawberries topped with sweet cream, a delectable treat! And whilst we were eating, I gave Trevina the good news that she might expect her uncle to be arrested in a fortnight’s time, after which she could reasonably hope to be safe from him. “Only two more weeks,” I told her.

She shook her head. “If he were arrested tonight, he would be out on bail tomorrow morning, and the charges would be dismissed next week. He owns people in Whitehall, Enola.”

“Surely he can be defeated. And if so, Sherlock will defeat him.”

She shuddered. “I have come to think no one can defeat Chalkface Morey.”

“You have not met my brother,” I told her.

We left it at that, and set about dyeing Euclid for what I, at least, hoped would be the last time. We both wore aprons and got down on the floor, which was thickly carpeted with newspapers. Trevina wielded a sort of paintbrush, and I swaddled areas of Euclid as Trevina coated them, and Euclid, of course, objected to her utmost, splattering both of us and, at one point, biting my left thumb with great decision. I said something naughty but did not strike back. I could hardly blame the little dog.

After Euclid was completely coated in henna and swaddled in muslin to the tip of her little pointed nose, Trevina simply sat and held her (necessarily so) whilst I cleaned up the considerable mess and havoc. After a while, in a dreamy tone Trevina said, “Do you really think your brother will put my uncle in gaol?”

“Yes.”

“I cannot bring myself to believe … Enola, do you think my mother might truly be alive?”

“Yes.”

“How are we ever going to find her?”

“We haven’t properly tried yet,” I said, and I sat down and pulled out my constant companions and best friends, pencil and paper. “Your mother’s birth date?” I wrote it down; her mother had been thirty-three when Trevina was abducted and would be close to forty now. “Do you have a photograph of her?”

“No, of course not. Do you think my uncle would have allowed any such thing?”

“Of course not,” I echoed, wondering whether there were any such things left in the ruins of Patchwoodie. Then I laid my paper aside. “What was your mother like, Trevina?”

She gave me a startled look. “What do you mean?”

“Did she do anything interesting? Go on walking tours, ride a bicycle, play tennis, go horseback riding, attend seances, petition for women’s rights, grow prize-winning hydrangeas, raise poodles, write novels, take in laundry?”

By this time Trevina was laughing. “None of those things! She had frail health, which was part of the reason we lived so far out in the country. She could not take much exercise, but often sat outside in order to breathe fresh air.”

My eyes widened. “Did she have consumption?”

“Not really, but it was feared she might. She was pale, and not strong.”

“He might have put her in a sanitorium, perhaps under a false name,” I said, writing it down.

“Oh, I hope not!”

“It could be worse, Trevina. Lunatic asylums are far worse.” I wrote that down, also, and “leper colony,” although I did not think that very likely. “At a sanitorium she would have access to music, art, knitting and crocheting and conversation and card playing—did she like things of that sort?”

“Music, yes. We often played the piano and sang together. And we would read aloud to each other; she loved to read.”

“I hope she can do that, wherever she is.” I thought that she might very well be stowed in someone’s attic, “someone” being perhaps one of Moriarty’s criminal connexions, and I hoped we might be able to locate her once he was arrested. I added “attic” to my list, folded it and tucked it into the carryall that was my bosom, put my pencil away, and stood up in preparation to leave.

“Just wait a minute, wait a minute, where do you think you are going?” Trevina began to unwrap her dog. “You must help me rinse Euclid.”

The next week I wrote Sherlock another letter.

April 13, 1891

Dear Sherlock,

In case this information might be of any help to you: In April of 1885, Professor M forcibly removed his niece, Trevina Hathaway, from her parents and her home in Patchwoodie Villa near Bent End, a village in Gloucestershire. After he departed with his kidnap victim, his strong-arm men murdered her father, Trevor Grice Hathaway, and buried him in the villa’s lawn. I have seen the grave. Her mother, Maud M. Hathaway, is unaccounted for. Rumour has it that they took her away with them. I have made it my business to locate her.

My thoughts are often with you, Sherlock, because I know you are grappling with M and you are in grave danger. I expect nothing from you, not even a reply to this letter. If I can be of any assistance, you can count on me.

Fondly, your sister,

Enola

After I had posted this—and I saw a pair of strange men watching me as I did so!—I turned all of my attention to finding Maud Moriarty Hathaway.

I repeat, all of my attention, meaning that I tried not to think of Sherlock, and also meaning that I spent hours every day in the Subscription Library in St. James Square, a chill place with layers and layers of bookshelves and walkways made of openwork cast iron, so that only the shadows kept persons beneath from looking up one’s skirt! In this unfriendly place I consulted reference volumes to find the necessary addresses, in possession of which I wrote letters to sanitorium after sanitorium asking whether any pale, frail women thirty-three years of age had been admitted during April or May of 1885. When I finished that task—it took three days—I considered writing insane asylums, but decided it would be of no use; those places were neither friendly nor cooperative. So, on my fourth day of Herculean labour, I went to Florence Nightingale’s excellent library and began a rather hopeless search for Maud Hathaway’s hypothetical distant family. I looked in Miss Nightingale’s large collection of social registers for people named Grice (because of Trevor Hathaway’s middle name), or Hathaway—although Trevina had told me her father had no brothers or sisters—or Moriarty, and I was cursed to find far too many of all of the above, far more than I knew what to do with.

After trying to select the most likely to be fruitful, then giving up in despair, I had a sensible thought. Therefore, that evening I went to see Trevina, taking every precaution, as usual, to avoid being seen or followed.

Euclid gave me her customary unkind greeting as I entered by the secret door, but the sight of her was so startling that I did not remonstrate. “Euclid,” I exclaimed, “you are a four-legged pumpkin!” The henna had turned her quite a bright orange.

“Don’t insult my dog,” Trevina said. “Try dyeing that white kitten of yours.”

“I have named the white kitten Maud,” I told her.

“Poppycock!”

“Horsefeathers.”

“Twaddle. You’re dressed like a scholar,” Trevina remarked, referring to my skirt, blouse, and simple straw hat. “What have you been doing?”

Stripping off my gloves and sitting down, I told her about it, then broached the subject on my mind. “Your uncle James Moriarty seems to be well out of reach in Ceylon, but what do you know about your uncle Philip Moriarty?”

“Very little, except that he lives in a place called Stoat-on-the-Stile, and he’s married to my aunt Millicent, and they have no children.”

“Have you ever met him?”

“Seldom, because he and my father did not get along. Daddy took it ill that a stationmaster, and a rather stupid one, made more than he did as a schoolteacher.”

“Stupid?” It surprised me to hear her so describe the brother of a genius, albeit a criminal one.

“He seemed backwards, yes, and so did Aunt Millicent. My mother read reams more than he ever did.”

“Did your uncle-of-whom-we-do-not-speak have any dealings with him?”

“Only to refer to him as the dunce of the family.”

Hesitating over my next thought, instead of speaking it I said, “Trevina, does Mrs. Bailey have any more strawberries?”

She did. So not until we had again partaken of strawberries with cream, and Euclid had helped clear away every crumb of shortbread, not until the tray was sent back to the kitchen did I say, “Trevina, do you think I should go see your uncle the stationmaster?”

“To ask whether he knows anything of my mother, you mean?”

“Exactly. But keeping in mind that he might see fit to inform you-know-who of my inquiries? Which might endanger both of us?”

Trevina did not hesitate. “You must do it, Enola. I would go with you, but I might lose my place. You understand, don’t you?”

I did understand. Being a “factotum” was precious to her.

I went the next morning, Friday. Stoat-on-the-Stile was even farther from London than Bent End, and on a branch line of the railway, requiring me to change in Bristol. The weather throughout my five-hour journey was uncertain, vacillating between rain and shine, but the countryside was in glorious springtime bloom, trees in their very greenest leaf, gardens frothy with flowers, streams gleaming. I travelled in my favourite shirtwaist and in the greatest good humour—until I discovered that Sneer was on the train with me!

This, unfortunately, did not occur until after I had passed Bristol and was on the branch line to Stoat-on-the-Stile. On the larger train I suppose he had been more able to hide from me. But as the track followed the Severn valley and rounded a considerable bend, to my shock I saw him in the window of a carriage two cars ahead of me! I am afraid I said something, out loud, that made the other persons in my compartment look at me severely.

“So sorry,” I said, “a sudden cramp,” whilst inwardly I gabbled, You’ll do quite well on your own, Enola; think, Enola, think! This was most difficult, given the extent of my terror, for you see, gentle reader, I deemed it quite possible that the Sneer meant to do away with me! Certainly he had no kind intentions towards me.

Enola, stop dithering. Think!

I thought, thus: the Sneer sat facing away from me, so at least he was not looking back at me. And he had unwisely made himself noticeable by knotting a rather gaudy silk scarf around his neck, peacock blue, and he wore a boater hat with a peacock-blue band. Had I, also, unfortunately made myself noticeable? Alas, yes. I wore a rainy-daisy skirt—so modern, so practical!—and a fashionably bedecked hat, and, over my shirtwaist, a perfectly lovely coral-pink polonaise. It behooved me to alter my appearance.

Sighing, I stood up from my coveted seat by the window and asked one of the other three occupants, a workingman who was sitting by the door, “Would you trade places with me?”

Of course he obliged, although he looked at me strangely. But not as strangely as his meek-mannered wife did when, safely out of sight of the window, I asked her, “Would you trade me your shawl for my hat?”

She stammered, “W-w-why, miss, I-I-I couldn’t!”

“Don’t you like it?” Unpinning the lovely thing from my hair, I handed it to her. “Please say you like it. I want you to have it.” I made puppy-dog eyes at her. “You like it, don’t you, mister?” I appealed to her husband.

“Take it,” growled the fourth occupant of the compartment, an older fellow who appeared to be a businessman, although he wore a cheap suit off the rack. Why he sided with me in this matter, I have no idea, but his word seemed to settle the matter. The woman timidly placed her new hat on her head; I tied her shawl around mine, then peeled off my gloves and stuffed them into a pocket. That done, I stood up, removed my polonaise, turned it inside out to show its plain blue poplin lining, and put it on again, pinning it closed over my ruffled shirtwaist. The others watched but made no comment. Finally, after I sat down again, I reached under the polonaise and loosed the waistband of my skirt so that, when I stood up, it would slip down around my hips and its hemline would cover my feet in the old-fashioned way. Instead of looking noticeable any longer, I now looked merely mismatched and poor, or so I hoped.

“Thank you, all,” I said to the workman, his wife, and the older man in the shoddy suit. No one answered. We rode in silence the rest of the way to Stoat-on-the-Stile.

Actually, the workman and his wife got out a stop earlier, at a place called Toadworthy, for which I thanked my luck. And the older man remained on the train when we reached my destination. Do not go leaping off this train like a circus pony, Enola, I reminded myself, and do not go striding about like a ringmaster, and do not look for Sneer. Without glancing left or right, then, I let the guard help me off the train as if I were only a very ordinary woman, and I walked at a ladylike gait into the station. Regretfully, because it might call attention to me, I had abandoned my valise, leaving it under the seat in my compartment.

Once inside, I looked for the stationmaster and spotted him easily because of his uniform, dark blue with a military-style hat and a great many shiny buttons. He was not as tall as his brother, nor as cadaverous—in fact, he was built rather like a gatepost. He was not round-shouldered, nor did he poke. Indeed, he had a military bearing, and he was bearded accordingly. He did not resemble Moriarty much at all, but when I approached him and said, “Mr. Moriarty?” he turned to me, and when I saw his eyes, set cavernously deep in his face like his brother’s, I nearly flinched.

“Yes, miss?” Removing his hat, he smiled kindly enough.

I should have told him hello, my name was Nora Harris, and could I speak with him when he was not busy? But as I opened my mouth, out of the corner of my eye I saw Sneer strut into the station, and he had his walking stick! I flinched in good earnest, and what I actually said was, “Oh my stars! Hide me!”

Understandably, the stationmaster did not at first comprehend. “I beg your pardon?”

“Please hide me from him! The one with the swordstick!” I shot my eyes towards Sneer without moving my head.

Mr. Philip Moriarty took just a glance and seemed to understand immediately. “Right this way, miss.” Taking hold of my elbow to guide me (why do men do that!?) he headed towards the back of the station, steering me in front of him and perhaps even concealing me by placing his body between me and the Sneer. He escorted me into his office, a small room pretty much filled by a large desk from which he could survey the station through an inward-facing window. He closed the door and, as I stood surveying my predicament, he manipulated clever, slatted blinds to block the window. “I am due for a break,” he remarked as he turned up the gas to enlighten the situation. “Please, have a seat.” He indicated the visitor’s chair, a very modest one indeed, and sat himself down behind his desk. “Would you like some tea? And would you care to tell me what Heavy Neville wants with you?” His shadowed eyes were not unkind.

“Is that his name?” I demanded. “The one with the boater and the flaming blue scarf around his neck?”

“And the swordstick? Yes, he goes by Neville, and ‘heavy’ denotes his avocation.”

“But—you—how do you know him?”

“Oh, the railway talks, and I listen.” He smiled at me in a placid, friendly way. “But you know my name; might I know yours?”

“Not the real one.” This man was neither stupid nor a fool, I had decided; it was something inert about him that made him seem so. “Call me Miss Harris, if you please.”

“And what business brings you to Stoat-on-the-Stile, Miss Harris?”

I took a deep breath. “I came to speak with you, Mr. Moriarty.”

“Really!” He looked childishly pleased, as if this were a rare treat, and I wondered whether it amused him to act the innocent, and if that was why his family thought him a dunce. “Well, we certainly must have tea.” He gave orders into a device that communicated via a tube with some other part of the station, then turned back to me. “Speak with me regarding what?”

“On behalf of a friend, to ask if you know where your sister is.”

“Maud?” He looked genuinely astonished. “Isn’t she in London with her daughter?”

Obviously not true, but I asked merely, “Is that what you have heard from her?”

“Heard from her? Oh, no, Maud and I do not correspond. Because of Clever Trevor, she has no use for me.”

Gentle reader, do you hear the whining note in his voice? There was definitely something childlike about this man.

I suppose I might have raised my eyebrows at him, because he added, “Oh, I know what happened to Trevor. The news came down the railway to me that Heavy Neville and the others had buried him in his own garden. But around the same time the railway told me that my brother the Professor had taken Trevina and Maud to London to live with him.”

Wryly I asked, “Do you correspond with the Professor?”

“No, he has no use for me, either. Do you know him, Miss Harris?”

I thought I saw a gleam in his deep-set eyes as he asked me that. Was he baiting me? What a peculiar man he was!

“Only indirectly and by reputation,” I answered.

There was a knock at the door, and I quite cravenly jumped up and hid behind it so that no one should see me when it opened. Smiling to himself, my host called, “Come in!” and a boy appeared carrying a tea-tray, which he placed on the desk. “Is Heavy Neville still hanging about, Billy?”

“He’s across the way watching the inn, sir.” The boy left, closing the door behind him, and I emerged from hiding, eyeing a goodly spread of scones and marmalade with great favour.

“Would you care to pour, Miss Harris?”

I would.

Blessedly, appetite precluded serious conversation for some time, but all good things must come to an end, and in the end, Mr. Philip Moriarty asked me, “Could you please tell me, Miss Harris, why Heavy Neville is hunting you?”

“I’m sorry, but I cannot.” Apparently this particular Moriarty knew nothing of Trevina, and I deemed it wise to keep it that way.

“You needn’t fear,” he protested. “Any foe of my brother’s is a friend of mine.”

Interesting! But still, I could say no more. Shaking my head, I asked, “Is Heavy Neville still awaiting me outside the inn?”

The stationmaster spoke into his communicating device again, then listened at it, then turned to me and nodded. “He is.”

“Heavens,” I said, mostly to myself, “where am I to sleep?”

“I can offer you the brake van that is parked on a siding in back of these premises,” said the other Moriarty.






Chapter the Fourteenth


The brake van, that abode of the guards, generally pulled at the end of the train, was no larger than any other carriage. By way of appointment, it turned out to have a cot not much wider than a bookshelf, a sturdy woollen blanket, a tiny stove, a bucket of water, four windows but no curtains, a large box of sand, a lever whereby to spread the sand, several brake levers, and a small built-in seat. (There was also another sort of seat. Inspecting it later, I discovered to my horror that it was used to answer nature’s call directly onto the tracks beneath!) My spartan room at the Club seemed palatial by comparison. Nevertheless, I expressed grateful satisfaction to my host, who left me there with a candle, some matches, and the evening newspaper. Tipping his hat, he went out (watching his step, for the van stood well above the ground), shut the door (which had no lock or key), and trudged back to the station to resume his duties. I watched him until he was out of sight.

“Hmm,” I murmured. I took the opportunity to adjust my skirt so that it once more fastened around my waist, and whilst I was at it, loosen my corset. Then I sat down, but I did not read the newspaper, and when day turned to dark, I did not light the candle. I watched and waited—probably quite unnecessarily, but I simply could not seem to trust a Moriarty, and what if Sneer found out where I was? But finally, when the night seemed to have progressed quite long enough and a quarter moon provided a stingy bit of light, I got up and slipped out of the brake van, taking the newspaper, the matches, and the candle with me, but untroubled by luggage, as I had none.

I stood in kind of a railway yard, behind which I had seen a likely-looking barn where I hoped to find a nice bed of hay. I made my way towards it easily enough as long as I could walk between the tracks, but then I had to find my way past a hedgerow—an appalling mixture of stone wall, plank fence, and blackthorn—and then across an overgrown meadow, so I was in a thoroughly rumpled frame of person and mind when I finally reached the barn door. Inside, it was so dark that I had to light my candle, in sore violation of sense and safety when one is around straw and hay. Several large cows regarded me with disapproval as I entered their lodging. But once I had spied the ladder to the loft, I pinched out my candle with wet fingers, stowed it and the used match in a pocket, and climbed. Sprawling in sweet hay, I spread my newspaper over me against the chill, sternly reminded myself to awaken in time to catch the first train out of Stoat-on-the-Stile, and slept.

As it turned out, I failed to wake up when I should have, but was roused by the farmer when he came at dawn to milk his cows. He was none too pleased with me for spending the night in his barn, and something about the set of his chin warned me not to offer him money; this was not a man who lived for lining his pockets, not like Mr. Huff of Besselgreen Cemetery! So, rather than dip my hand into my treasure house of a bosom, I simply and humbly told him that I was hungry, and I did my best to help him with the milking, after which, in his cottage, he and his wife provided me with water to wash, the use of their mirror to tidy my hair, and breakfast! It was only porridge, but I was glad of it and grateful for it. Also, the farmer’s wife was delighted to take my polonaise (lovely thing! I could have wept, parting with it) and let me have a rusty-looking old cloak of hers instead. She was kind enough also to give me a bonnet that had been out of style for a good ten years and had evidently seen some use in the fields, shielding her eyes from the sun. No bonnet, I felt sure, could entirely hide my aquiline nose (wretched feature, just like Sherlock’s!), but this bonnet came close.

And so it came to be that, not long after sunrise, I walked back to the railway station in an entirely different guise. Shorten your steps, Enola, I instructed myself, and walk hesitantly; you are a meek little woman. And indeed, I quaked inwardly at the thought of meeting with the stationmaster, let alone meeting with the Sneer! However, I did not see Mr. Moriarty at all, and, as I made my way through the morning crowd around the clock tower, I began to hope that Heavy Neville had slept late—

Heavens! As I turned away from the ticket booth, he stood directly in my path! I nearly screamed! But a well-trained personage is a remarkable ally; my mouth remained closed, my feet perambulated, I scraped past him, walked away with cold little lizards of fear scampering up and down my spine, and nothing untoward occurred. I did not dare to look back until I reached the platform, but then I turned my head to peek out of my deep bonnet, and saw him still standing near the ticket counter, looking around him. I all but panted with relief. I did not breathe easily, however, until my train arrived, I boarded, and, watching like a hawk, I sighted him just exiting the station as the train pulled away. He was not on the train with me! Hallelujah!

Yet, changing trains in Bristol, irrationally I worried that he had somehow caught up to me, and I did not feel truly safe until, much later that day, I found myself finally back in the embrace of the Professional Women’s Club in London.



The next day was the sabbath, and I napped through most of it. On Monday, replies to my letters to sanitoriums started arriving, and I happily occupied myself investigating them for the next few days; that, and going to watch Moriarty’s house in the evenings. It seemed to me that there was an unusual amount of activity in and around the Cage, hooligans coming and going like ants when the nest is disturbed, and I wondered whether their swarming might be a response to the efforts of Sherlock Holmes, and I felt hopeful that all of my problems would resolve if I just possessed my soul in patience and waited. Mycroft had said that Moriarty would be arrested shortly, and then Sherlock would be safe, and so would Trevina, and so would I. Meanwhile, I needed only to keep my head down and wait.

Little did I know.

Around six o’clock Thursday evening, a brief and frightening telegram arrived from Trevina: COME AT ONCE. Not even taking time to change out of the simple frock I was wearing into something more suitable for the street, I jammed a straw hat onto my head and went forthwith. Even in my alarm, however, I retained the good sense to take my usual precautions not to be followed. I arrived safely at the secret door. When I opened it, Euclid growled at me, as usual, but then she darted outside.

Trevina said in a strained voice, “It’s all right. She needs to go. I forgot to put her out when I got home, this thing rattled me so.”

Turning towards her, I saw at once what “this thing” was: on the tea table beside her stood a large bouquet of fluffy pink roses in a cut-glass crystal vase. The roses and the vase were exactly like those I had seen once before, in February, when she lay in the sickroom in Florence Nightingale’s house.

A leaden feeling weighted my heart. “He knows where you are,” I said.

“Yes. The roses are a kind of trademark of his. He has the gardener force them in a hothouse just so he can frighten people.”

“Start packing your things,” I said, walking over to look more closely at the flowers of ill omen. Last time they had been fastened to tent pegs. This time I saw a number of hair combs, fashionable tortoiseshell combs meant to decorate one’s chignon, jammed onto the rose stems by their teeth! I plucked one off and held it up to look at it as if it could tell me something, but it did not.

“I have no idea what they mean,” Trevina said.

Why was she still standing there? I dropped the tortoiseshell comb and turned to grip her arm. “Pack your things,” I urged, trying to shake her into action. “We must get you out of here.”

But at that very moment I heard a series of belligerent blows on wood, someone knocking at the front door of my boardinghouse in a manner I remembered well. Gasping, I ran to tell Joddy not to answer, but it was already too late; I heard a harsh voice growl, “Out of the sodding way, boy!” and the sound of a cuff, and shouts of rude laughter as Joddy cried out in pain. All I could do was lock the door of the office, then run back to Trevina. “Don’t you dare scream,” I warned her, shoving her towards sanctuary. Already the brutes were pounding at the office door, ramming their shoulders against it to break it down, as I got the secret room open, bundled Trevina inside, followed her, and closed it after us. We were, of course, utterly without light; we stood in darkness tenebrous.

“But Euclid!” Trevina whispered.

“She’s out in the yard. Don’t move or you’ll knock into something. Shhhh!”

There was not yet any danger that the hooligans had heard her, for they were bellowing curses much too naughty for me to repeat. Then we heard the loudest crash yet, and the wood shrieking as it ripped, and a ghastly shattering sound as the door burst apart, and the wham-bang-thud of booted feet trampling into the room. Right outside the secret chamber where we hid, a man yelled, “Where the tarnation is she?”

“She can’t have gone far!” shouted another.

“She was just sodding here! Look, there’s her sodding bonnet, and she left the lamp going like bloody blue blazes.”

I heard three men, and I thought one could have been the Sneer, but I was not certain.

“Where can she have gone, Neville?”

Yes, it was the Sneer.

“She’s not under the sodding desk.”

“She was looking at this—this thing she dropped on the floor—what the whosamagidget is this gubbins, Neville?”

I heard that malefactor laugh his sneering laugh. “Oh, that pretends to be a tortoiseshell comb for the hair of the lady fair, but it is a Judas, for if she wears it near the hearth, her head will catch on fire. Yes, I promise you!” In response to disbelief from the other two. “Let me light a match, and I’ll show you. Now, just bring it near—not too near—”

There was a sputtering, fizzing sound, and a yell of surprise, and a three-part chorus of laughter.

“What does Chalkface Morey mean, giving her the likes of that?” the inquisitive man exclaimed. “If he don’t like her, why don’t he just kill her outright? What does he want us to bring her back for?”

“Why, he fancies her, that’s all,” said the Sneer.

“But she’s his niece!” The man sounded shocked.

The Sneer laughed. “All too true, and there’s his problem, he fancies her but he cannot have her, don’t you see? He can’t pully hawley and he can’t seem to bring himself to kill her, either, so he goes back and forth in his mind over her.”

“But he preaches cold logic so!”

“Just as true, and there’s the rest of his problem … but we have our orders, and where is the wretched girl? We did not see her go out, so she should be here! Where haven’t we looked?”

If they’d had a decent brain between the three of them, they would have dumped all the books off the shelves and found latches to the secret doors, and I grew cold just thinking it—but they didn’t. “Maybe she took a walk out back,” one of them said. “Through the kitchen, like.” And they tramped back out the way they had come, or at least so it seemed, but we couldn’t be sure.

There followed what felt like a very long time of standing in the dark and listening, waiting for something to signal either doom or deliverance. I reached out, found Trevina’s hand, and gave it what I hoped was a reassuring squeeze. I heard the office clock sound a quarter of an hour; I heard the ponderous tread of Mrs. Bailey in the kitchen; I heard Euclid barking in the garden; and, finally, with mixed hope and terror, I heard a knock on the front door.

I heard Joddy open it, and I heard him say gladly, “Officer! This way!”

Immediately I shoved my way out of the secret room, hauling Trevina after me, so that when the police came into the office, stepping cautiously through the ruins of the doorway, they found both of us standing in front of a bookcase and blinking like a pair of owls. The constable said things to us, but neither of us paid proper attention. In a shaky voice Trevina told me, “I need to get Euclid! She’s been out there so long!” and she started towards the secret door.

“Go by way of the kitchen!” I grabbed her to stop her. “Just call her from the doorway; do not go out in the yard. And put your bonnet on!”

“Enola, you are such a bossy britches!”

“Someone has to be!”

“Now see ’ere!” bawled the constable, who had been trying to get my attention, “what ’appened?”

“Nothing,” I told him.

“Nothing busted down yer door?”

“That’s what I said.” Without much success I tried to keep irritation out of my tone; it had been a trying evening, and it was not nearly over. “Officer, I am the owner of this property, and I do not wish to pursue any action regarding the damaged door. Thank you so much for coming.”

He showed no sign of leaving. “Yer the owner?” He didn’t believe me.

And so on and so forth. The good constable did not believe anything I said, understandably, as I told him I had seen nothing but would not say where I had been in order to prove this unlikely tale. Trevina came back into the office with her orange dog, the very sight of which must have shaken his confidence in our sanity. He resorted to questioning Joddy, then Mrs. Bailey. His continuing presence was, I grudgingly realised, a good thing, as Chalkface Morey’s hooligans were less likely to return whilst he was there, although I would not have put it past them. I felt great relief when the most essential of Trevina’s things were packed and being loaded onto the cab Joddy had summoned for us. “Where are we going?” Trevina asked.

“Hotel.”

“Oh!” She brightened. “The Blue Rooster?”

“No. They would find us easily there. Different one,” and I told the cabby, “Oxford Street Hotel, driver.”

I had not chosen this hostelry at random; it lay not far from 221 Baker Street. Desperate situations called for desperate measures; it had occurred to me that my brother Sherlock, according to Mycroft, had five secret lodgings in various parts of London, and surely the least he could do would be to let Trevina use one of them for a few days! I intended to speak with Sherlock first thing in the morning.

But what if he were not there?

Bosh. Just this once, he had to be.






Chapter the Fifteenth


First thing the next morning, after a poor night’s sleep and feeling not very presentable in my wretched frock, I walked to 221 Baker Street, leaving Trevina behind me in the safety of the hotel. One is always peevish in the morning, is one not, with the night’s damp and chill in the air? Hunched with cold, I strode along with my eyes on the pavement, not noticing until I stood on the doorstep and raised my hand to ring that Mrs. Hudson’s front door swung ajar.

Then, through the open door, I heard a voice speaking from upstairs, a threatening voice that I recognised with a chill to my bones even though I had heard it only once before, an icy-smooth voice, low but ineffably frightening. “If you continue to cross my path, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said Moriarty, for I knew it was he, “rest assured that I will destroy you.”

Then I heard Sherlock speak. “If my efforts serve to assure the safety of the public,” said my brother almost cheerfully, “then so be it.”

“I will destroy you,” repeated Moriarty in his chillingly soft, precise way, “I promise you. I promise you!” And I heard his steps descending the stairs.

The sensible thing for me to do would have been to duck away and whisk around the corner of the building, out of sight. But what I actually did was open the door and step inside. In Mrs. Hudson’s small hallway I met Moriarty face to his cadaverous face, his eyes deeply sunken beneath the white dome of his forehead. He halted and I halted, eye to eye with him, and I stood like a pillar of salt, for I found myself looking into the depths of a man without a soul. Yet I heard my voice speak as if in friendly greeting. “Professor Moriarty, how nice to meet you. I admire the lovely roses you grow in your hothouse.”

“You!” His skeletal face contorted, and he all but spat the word. “You hellcat!” And he whipped his gloved hand back, but before it could strike, I had my dagger out and pointed at his throat.

“It takes a double-dyed coward to strike a woman,” said Sherlock from the stairs, “and I have not yet found leisure to put my revolver away.”

Moriarty hissed like a snake, swaying his face about. Suddenly realising my own temerity and feeling as if I confronted a cobra, I stepped back, and the man shoved past me and stormed out the door. Sherlock walked the rest of the way down the steps and stood beside me in his dressing-gown and carpet slippers.

“Good heavens, Enola,” he said, studying me as if I were a very rare specimen of some species hitherto unknown to him.

I took it upon myself to close the front door and turn the key in the lock. Only then I put my dagger away.

Sherlock looked worn to a shadow, even more thin and pale than before, and he was still observing me quizzically. “Enola, you have just dived right into the sitting duck soup.”

I shook my head. “I was already swimming in it. Heavy Neville has been following me, and somehow Moriarty has found out where Trevina was staying, and his thugs came for her last night. They did not get her, and I have her safe in an inn right now, but I was hoping—” I paused for breath. “I was hoping you might let me use one of your hideaways for her.”

He looked a bit dazed, but he said only, “You had better come in.”

Once in his remarkably untidy lodging, however, he said, “Have a seat, Enola. I am in great haste. I cannot stay here, for fear of air-guns, amongst other unpleasant things,” and he disappeared into his bedroom. “How do you know about my hidden lairs?” he called, evidently willing to carry on a conversation even under these indelicate circumstances.

“Mycroft told me.” I was still sweeping newspapers off his sofa, trying to clear a space to sit down.

“Mycroft failed to tell you that not one of them is suitable for a lady.”

At last I sat. “But in case of emergency—”

“Rubbish, Enola.” He emerged from his bedroom fully and impeccably dressed in a remarkably brief time, and he began to stride around the room selecting papers (from their various positions on his floor, his furniture, his desk, or transfixed by a jackknife to the middle of his mantelpiece), scanning them, discarding some and relegating others to a large envelope propped on his music stand. “I plan to emulate the hen-pheasant fluttering hither and yon to lure the fox away from her chicks, Enola,” he said as he went about his business, “and make Moriarty pursue me, as he has expressed himself as determined to murder me. If you are careful, you should be quite safe until Monday, when he ought to be arrested if all goes well. Just keep Trevina at the hotel.”

“But I am not made of money, Sherlock!” Indeed, after months of hiding Trevina, I was almost entirely out of the lovely lucre.

“Ah! Mycroft’s old, sad cry!” Suddenly abandoning his papers, Sherlock strode into his bedroom and came back out a moment later carrying, of all things, a very shabby leather violin case. “My second-best fiddle,” he said, kneeling in front of me and presenting it to me with a flourish. I started to protest, for I thought he was making a nonsense of me, but then he said, “I want you to have it, my dear sister,” and there was something, a breath of feeling in the tone of those words, that hushed me.

I looked at him, but he did not meet my eyes, and in half a moment he was on his feet again and back to sorting papers. “Take the violin, Enola, and do what you like with it, pawn it or sell it or turn it inside out, there’s a good girl. You and Trevina had better stay in your room until Monday, but then all should be well. Back you go to her, sister mine, and be sure to buy her a good breakfast. Cheerio, now.”

I did not want to leave him. Something urged me to stay. But he had about him that characteristic air of command his dear Watson was so proud of praising, so, bewildered by this hectic dismissal, I left. I remember seeing him slip his pistol into his pocket as I closed the door behind me.

The date, as I had reason to remember for years afterward, was Friday, April 24, 1891.



I walked back to the Oxford Street Hotel in a mood no better than the one in which I had left it. Still lazing in bed when I got back to the room we shared, Trevina said with excellent perception, “You are discombobulated.”

I flung the violin case down on the floor and myself down on a chair. “Yes, and I’m not sure why! Well,” I added, calming as I began to think it through, “I ran smack-bang into your uncle.”

With a gasp she sat straight up in the bed. “Where!”

“At Sherlock’s.”

“But what on earth was he doing there?”

“Threatening to—” I almost said that dreadful word, “kill,” but I simply couldn’t. “Threatening to destroy my brother.” And, to my complete surprise, tears filled my eyes and trickled down my face.

“Oh,” said Trevina softly. “Ah. No wonder.”

Trying to keep from sniffling, I did not reply.

Trevina added, “But of course he will not succeed.”

“That is the plan.” Annoyed at myself, I wiped the tears away with my sleeve; as was often the case when I needed one, I had no handkerchief. “He wants to do away with me, also, actually.”

“Did he say so?”

“He called me a hellcat and tried to hit me.”

“Oh! Did you duck?”

“I drew my dagger.”

Her lovely, violet-coloured eyes widened to their utmost. “Mercy, he most surely wants your head on a platter after that!”

“Even if he didn’t before.”

“But he won’t get it.”

“I certainly hope not.”

Trevina glanced around and saw a way to change the subject. “What is in the violin case?”

“A violin, than which there is nothing I need less.”

“Oh, but perhaps it is a Stradivarius! Let us see it!”

Sighing, I picked up the violin case, the shape of which reminded me of Mrs. Tupper’s coffin, or Trevina’s for that matter. The fasteners were stiff, but I finally managed to snap them open, swing back the top, and bare the violin. That’s all it was, a second-best fiddle with not even any fancy rosewood or clever carving about it. But, looking at it, Trevina gave a little crow of laughter.

“Pick it up!” she cried.

Sighing like a martyr, I grasped it by the neck and lifted it into the air—but as I moved it, I heard a rustling sound. Startled, I shook it the way one shakes a Christmas gift before opening it. It rustled again, and its weight seemed to shift.

Laughing in earnest now, Trevina told me, “Enola—look in—you know, those holes on top—”

Already I saw the crisp corners of bank notes peeking out of the f-holes. The violin was stuffed with money.

A most generous gift, making it possible for me to stop at the hotel in safety. “Thank you, Sherlock,” I whispered, wishing I had said it when he could hear me.

Despite our differences, I had always known my brother Sherlock cared for me.



Despite lavishings of lucre, Trevina and I found the ensuing days tedious in the extreme, for we could not go out; we were in hiding. We ate well by ordering meals brought to our room from the hotel kitchen. I used up all the paper in my bosom drawing pictures, mostly of Euclid, as she was handy, and Trevina did a few drawings, too. We sent a messenger boy to buy us cards, and we played innumerable games of whist. Also, we spent a great deal of time pulling money out of the violin with tweezers Trevina happened to have in her possession. But otherwise we languished, unable to take a promenade amongst the shops for fear of Moriarty, Heavy Neville, and the like. Euclid was a problem; we scrubbed a lot of the henna out of her fur, turning her into a pinkish, faintly spotted dog, then paid the boy to walk her and hoped that Moriarty and his minions might be busy enough not to take notice of her. I survived a period of four days with only one frock, for I did not dare to send for my clothing; surely the Club was watched. Trevina had only her Quaker garb, which made her a plain target now that our enemies knew of it. So we kept to our comfortable prison, and got to know each other better than most sisters, throughout Friday, Saturday, Sunday, and most of Monday.

“I have definitely lost my job,” Trevina lamented.

I grumbled, “Well, at least you are unlikely to starve.”

Being in that everlasting hotel room for so long had made me tetchy. Late Monday afternoon, I was playing solitaire when quite suddenly I boiled over, so to speak. I naughtily banged my hands on the table, scattering the cards, then blundered to my feet, declaring, “Blast it to hell and back again, I need to know what is happening! Trevina, I am going to Scotland Yard.”

“No need to make so much noise about it,” Trevina complained, for Euclid had scuttled to her for reassurance.

“Fuss and bother. Keep the door locked!” Without even primping, I strode out, exited the hotel and, blinking in unaccustomed daylight, caught a cab. At Scotland Yard, I went looking for Inspector Lestrade, hoping he might remember me, although—heavens, had it been almost three years since we met? And he had barely seen me then, for I was disguised as a widow, wearing a heavy black veil! No, probably he would not remember me, although I recalled him with some affection for being shorter than I was.

The whole of Scotland Yard was in an uproar, and I had difficulty finding Lestrade or getting anyone to listen to my inquiries for him, but at last I located him just returning to his office, a small, wiry man, just as furtive and ferret-like as ever.

He startled when I stepped in front of him, and he stared at me.

“Miss Enola Holmes,” I explained myself.

He recovered quickly and mendaciously. “I know that, Miss Holmes, but I am terribly busy—”

“Then I will be direct,” I interrupted. “Has Moriarty been arrested?”

“No, confound it! I beg your pardon!” He looked flustered at having used strong language in my presence.

But his news was so heinous that I quite wanted to use strong language myself, and I fought against believing it, begging, “But Sherlock said—”

“Professor Moriarty eluded arrest,” said Lestrade, his dark, beady eyes hot with anger.

“Oh, no!” I whispered to myself, for at that point everything looked hopeless. Slumping, I studied the floor.

“And he is beyond our reach,” added Lestrade bitterly, “for he escaped across the Channel.”

Wait, he was no longer in England? Then Trevina and I might perhaps breathe a bit easier. My posture corrected itself, and I stood straight again.

“What about Heavy Neville?” I demanded.

“Oh, we got him, and all the other members of the gang except Moriarty himself.”

“Thank you,” I told him quite formally. “That is good news.” And I left him to go about his business. But rather than taking myself directly back to the hotel, as conscience decreed, instead I told my cab-driver, “Kindly convey me to 221 Baker Street.” Hope sang in my heart, for I reasoned that, as Moriarty had fled England, Sherlock should be out of danger, at least for the time being! I wanted to talk with him, thank him for his second-best fiddle, and see whether the strained and haggard look had at all left his face. Riding in the hansom, I came all too close to traffic thick on all sides of me—heavy drays; mutton on the hoof; a farmer driving a slow, slow yoke of oxen; carriages dodging around him; boys darting into the street and risking their lives to sweep manure; a donkey-cart full of cat meat—reminding me that I owed Gryphena a great deal of cat-meat money—an omnibus almost as slow as the oxen—and I fretted at every delay, I was so looking forward to seeing my brother. Having achieved Baker Street at last, I felt myself smiling like a Cheshire cat as Mrs. Hudson opened the door.

But my grin quickly dislimned, for upon seeing me, Mrs. Hudson looked distraught. “Miss Enola, I haven’t seen him or heard from him since the last time you were here!” she exclaimed, anticipating my question. “And Mrs. Watson was here asking for news of him! It seems she came home from visiting an old friend and found a note Dr. Watson left her that he was going to Europe with Mr. Holmes, and she hasn’t heard a thing more from him, not a telegram or a letter, nothing! And that isn’t like her husband at all, Mrs. Watson says. And I apologise for keeping you standing at the door like this, Miss Enola; won’t you come in?”

But I thanked her, declined her invitation, and walked back to the hotel feeling rather dazed. “I plan to emulate the hen-pheasant fluttering hither and yon to lure the fox away from her chicks,” Sherlock had told me—had he meant to lure the fox to the Continent? Had Moriarty fled to Europe, or had he pursued my brother there? If my brother came to harm, was I to blame?

Nonsense, Enola, I told myself. Europe was a big place, I tried to reassure myself—but was it big enough to keep Moriarty away from Sherlock Holmes?






Chapter the Sixteenth


Reasoning that, with Moriarty gone from England, we could look forward to at least a few days of safety, I took Trevina with me back to the Professional Women’s Club. There I greeted my own room with joy, my kittens even more so, and my wardrobe full of clothing most of all. Inversely, my fellow members greeted me with glad hosannas, having wondered for several days what on earth had become of me.

Trevina was welcomed, also, especially once we assured everyone that the thugs who had tried to dynamite their way into the Club were no longer a danger. Our friends exclaimed a great deal over Euclid’s henna-stained fur, and even more over Trevina’s Quaker bonnet and severely plain Quaker garb. When she expressed strong feelings that this disguise begged to be discarded, they were delighted to loan her other, less conspicuous clothing, and the day after we returned, I was relieved to send her and her special friends shopping for a new wardrobe with the money Sherlock had given us.

I, however, had the Club’s messenger girl go (riding her bicycle in the best style of modern womanhood) to find Harold’s cab for me and summon it. Harold and Brownie were glad to see me after such a long time! Making certain to pay him even more handsomely than usual, I had him drive me to the home of one of my favourite people: the sweet and steadfast Mary Watson, Dr. Watson’s wife.

“Oh, my dear Enola!” We were on a first-name basis, Mary and I. When her maid brought me into her modest parlour, she jumped up to greet me with a kiss. I returned the kiss, and hugged her, being careful not to crush her in the process, for I was by far taller and stronger than she. I asked her if she was well; she and I exchanged such inanities until the maid left the room, and then I said, “I hear you are missing a husband.”

“And you are missing a brother,” she said with her usual brave smile. “Men are such knights errant, are they not? Will you have some tea with me?”

“Of course.” And over that soothing beverage and its accompanying biscuits, she told me how she had come home from visiting “dear Mrs. Forrester, my generous employer before my marriage, Enola,” to find her husband flown, and propped up against the breadbox a note from him, which she showed to me:

My dearest Mary,

You know an old campaigner cannot refuse an appeal to aid a friend in trouble, so you will understand that I simply must accompany S.H. in his flight to the Continent to elude a death threat! Please do not worry, and you know I will be back as soon as I can.

Yours always,

John H. Watson

—with the signature floridly underlined.

“Hardly calculated to keep you from worrying,” I remarked.

“Men,” said Mary Watson, “will be the death of us all if we are not resilient. Of course I am terribly worried. Aren’t you? About your brother, I mean?”

“Yes,” I admitted, although I was scarcely willing to acknowledge the depths of my concern for Sherlock, not even to myself.

Mary said, “One can sometimes tell something, I mean regarding men, by what they carry with them, so I looked over John’s things to see what was missing, you know, and I found that his revolver is gone, and his life-preserver, and his blackthorn stick!”

“I suppose,” I suggested, “it should comfort you that he is well armed?”

“One would think so, would one not?”

We sat looking at each other over our dainty teacups, knowing that neither of us felt comforted.

“Enola,” said Mary, “do you know what it’s all about?”

I nodded.

“Could you tell me?”

Would it do Sherlock any harm if I told her the whole story? I thought not, yet I hesitated. Finally I said only, “It is about a murderous criminal whose name I will not disclose, because even to know it seems to put one in danger.”

I returned to the Professional Women’s Club in no very happy state of mind. Indeed, I spent most of the next couple of days in my room, drawing pictures of Sherlock and playing with my kittens, who were now triple the size they had been when I brought them home, well on their way to becoming cats. Trevina came to see me from time to time, reporting on Euclid and also telling me that she had gone to see whether she could get her factotum job back, only to be angrily refused and sent away without a reference. So, concerned about keeping the wolf from the door, she had gone and sold her Quaker things back to the shop where I had bought them. And she quite intended to find another position, she told me with a proud lift of her chin, perhaps in a shop or even in a bank? She meant to start straightaway.

She set a good example for me to emulate, I knew, given the empty state of my exchequer, but I could not seem to gather myself and act. Those days, I awoke to anxiety and went to bed with anxiety and waited anxiously in between, expecting a telegram of some sort, good news or bad, at any moment—but no telegram came.

However: on the very last day of April, in the middle of the day, I was lying on my bed like the useless creature I had become, and Kitten Maud and Kitten Moriarty were making a shambles of my room as usual, when the little imps sent a pile of papers cascading from my desk, and one of them caught my eye. It was the diagram Trevina had drawn for me on crosshatch paper, the picture of what she called the Finobacci sequence, or was it Filonacci—I could not remember the Italian mathematician’s name, but it didn’t matter, for I looked at the picture and saw something else entirely.

Sprawled on my stomach and staring at the paper on the floor, I blinked several times, thinking hard, and then my thoughts caused me to gasp, spring to my feet, grab the paper, and run out of my room to find Trevina, not even bothering to put my slippers on! With only stockings on my feet I pattered along the hallways to Trevina’s room—she was not in—then downstairs to the ground floor of the Club, where I ran like an excited child through library, morning room, parlour, tea room, writing room, card room, causing heads to turn everywhere I went, until I finally found her talking with Lottie in a little sitting room.

I barrelled straight into their conversation, sending it flying. “Trevina! Did your uncle build that house on Bindle Road?”

She goggled at me, understandably. “Yes. Why?”

“And designed it?”

“Yes. Enola, what—”

“I think I know where your mother is.” I plunged to my knees beside her chair, slapped the paper onto the small table holding the lamp, produced a pencil, and began to draw a rendition of the Cage right on top of Trevina’s mathematical diagram.

“Enola,” said Lottie—I did not look up, but I heard amusement in her voice—“you have nearly made Trevina faint!”

“I never faint,” said Trevina. “Lottie, will you please excuse us?”

“Of course.” She left the room in good humour.

“Enola,” said Trevina in not nearly such good humour, “what on earth—”

“Let me show you. Look here.” I angled my drawing so that she could see it better. “Here’s the mansard roof, in perfect proportion on top of your Finobacci—”

“Fibonacci.”

“Yes, just so, he of ammonite fame. You will see that everything fits exactly. Here at the hub of your spiral are those two oddly placed square windows—”

“My uncle’s very private study. His sanctum sanctorum. The smallest room in the house.”

“Yes. And then, following the spiral, here are these normal-looking, rectangular windows—”

“Bedrooms.”

“Very high-ceilinged, and not many of them?”

“The servants sleep in the attic.”

“Of course. And then this much larger room over here, with the double windows?”

“The ballroom.”

“A very lofty and grand one.”

“Never used, in my experience.”

“Then why have one, except to follow the Fibonacci pattern?”

I heard Trevina draw a rather marked breath. “Enola,” she said in a wondering tone, “you are right!”

I pulled a droll face at her. “This has been known to happen.”

“It is a Fibonacci house! But why did I never see it so?”

“Because the spiral is cut short.” I followed the swooping line downwards. “Here is the front door, you see, exactly where the line intersects the street level, but then it continues into the ground.” Leaving the paper where it was, I moved to Lottie’s chair, where I could face Trevina levelly. “I think your uncle’s house includes a huge cellar.”

“But it doesn’t!”

“I think we should go see.”

Her lovely eyes widened in terror, she whispered, “Oh, no! I do not dare!”

“Your beloved uncle is not there,” I pointed out. “He is in Luxembourg or somewhere.”

“It’s raining, isn’t it?”

“That’s a poor excuse.”

“Enola, I simply cannot!”

“It’s your mother,” I said. “It’s your mother!”

Her mouth firmed, and her chin lifted, and she nodded.






Chapter the Seventeenth


We went almost at once. I called upon the Club’s messenger girl (her name was Carla, a fine, strong girl) and sent her to find Harold to take us to Bindle Road, because I felt I could count on him for help if necessary. Trevina felt a need to change out of her lacy frock and into her sturdiest and least attractive dress. I fortified myself similarly, wearing my hardiest boots and a decidedly mannish hat. And, standing in the rain, I spoke with Harold for some time before he took us to the house on Bindle Road.

When we reached there, accordingly, he put the hitching weight on Brownie and accompanied us to the front door.

“I will knock,” said Trevina with commendable courage, and she did so.

No one answered.

She plied the doorknocker again, then, when no one responded, she tried the door. It was locked.

“We’re getting wet,” said Harold, who was holding an umbrella over both of us.

“Enola,” Trevina told me, “get the wire off the lintel. I am not tall enough.”

Puzzled, I groped atop the beam over the door and found a stiff piece of wire.

“Now poke it into the hole.” She pointed at a brick over the top of the door, and yes, it had a hole in it, as if a carpenter bee had tunnelled there, except of course that was nonsense, as it was not wood. “He made it so that only he could reach it,” she added, and indeed, I had to stand on tiptoe and stretch myself as tall as possible to get the wire in there, and all the time the rain drenched my arm and trickled down my sleeve.

“Jam it in hard,” Trevina said.

“I am trying!”

“You are sometimes very trying!” Just then something shifted, and the wire sank deep into the brick. “Good,” Trevina said. “Turn the brick.”

It turned by itself as I drew the wire out of it, swivelling on a shaft, and a long key fell out of the hole it made in the wall, tumbling down to clang on the doorsill where we stood.

“You’re welcome,” I said.

Ignoring me, Trevina picked up the key, used it to unlock the front door of the Cage, and pushed it open.

Inside, all was dark and silent. No lamps were lit, and severely plain draperies were drawn across all the windows, blocking even the meagre light of a rainy day. Familiar with her surroundings, Trevina felt her way in, found matches and lit a lamp, then lifted it to look around. “I don’t think anyone is here,” she whispered, showing utter lack of logic, as she kept her voice down to avoid disturbing the people who were not there. Echoes drifted back at her from the emptiness.

The parlour—for we were in the parlour—boasted no decorations of any kind, only severely plain furniture that was richly polished and upholstered with costly damask, a single painting over the fireplace that I recognised, to my surprise, as a Greuze, and glassed-in cabinets displaying a large collection of ammonites. Many of the fossils were highly polished and artfully bisected to show their lovely, intricate inner structure, which I had never seen before. I gazed at them.

“You didn’t tell me he was so fond of ammonites,” I murmured to Trevina.

“We are not here for ammonites!” she said peevishly, handing me the matches. “Find yourself a candle, Enola. You, too, Mr., um—”

“’Arold, miss.”

“Mr. Harold, thank you for lending your assistance. In order to go to the cellar, we must find our way through the kitchen. I hope no one is there.”

I said, “I think the rats have left their sinking ship.” Despite being empty, or perhaps because it was so echoingly empty, the Cage felt frightening to me, as if haunted by its evil architect’s ghost.

“It appears so. This way.” Trevina led us back through a series of dark corridors in which I saw signs of disorder: a broom and a feather duster lying on the cocoanut carpeting, a breakfast tray perched on top of a hat-rack, an apron hanging from a lamp sconce. In a place where everything else was so severely orderly, these trifles spoke volumes, so I was not surprised, once we had reached the green baize door and pushed through it, to find the kitchen empty, the stoves cold, and a sink full of unwashed dishes that smelled as if they had been there for days.

“They have all been gone since Monday,” I said. “And this is Thursday.”

“I know what day it is, Enola.”

Reminding myself that Trevina was undergoing great strain, I held my tongue.

It was a large kitchen with an impressive array of doors, all painted a leaden grey. With Harold and me at her heels, Trevina opened three in turn, discovering the pantry, the back stairs to the servants’ quarters, and the creamery.

As she had taken it upon herself to be the leader, and as this venture was about her mother, not mine, I stayed out of her way. But such restraint wore upon my patience, and I blurted, “Haven’t you ever been to the cellar?”

“Why would I?”

As, indeed, there would be no reason at all for the master’s well-bred niece to venture into the nether regions of his house, I had no answer to that.

Trevina next opened doors to the scullery, then the butler’s pantry where silverware was polished, and finally the back-door vestibule, out of which led yet another door. She opened it and muttered “Finally!” as she stared down steep wooden steps plunging to the cellar. “There’s some light down there!”

Looking past her, I saw that the steps descended not into blackness, but into dim illumination.

“Who’s down there?” she whispered.

“Would you like me to go first, miss?” asked Harold, surely London’s most gallant cab-driver.

“Thank you, but no.” Leaving her lamp behind and gripping a rickety wooden handrail, Trevina led the way down the creaking steps, and we followed.

“There’s an area,” I complained as soon as I saw the source of the light. “We could have come in that way.” I deduced a sunken area running outside the back of the house from narrow horizontal windows set above the level of my head in the whitewashed earthen walls. They illuminated a floor covered with cocoanut matting and not much else. Even here, I saw, this household maintained austerity. In most people’s homes, the cellar would be cluttered with castoffs from upstairs, but here I saw only washtubs, coal scuttles, a coil of rope, and too much empty space.

“There’s nothing here,” Trevina said with a quiver in her voice.

I took charge. “This way.” For I deduced, or perhaps imagined, that the key to our puzzle would lie where the imaginary line of the Fibonacci spiral pierced the cellar floor. Of course, I did not know whether the brain of Moriarty drew this line more towards the front of the house or the back, but, betting upon the exact centre, I led the way there, then got down on my knees, drew my dagger, and began slicing into the cocoanut matting.

This was, I see in retrospect, overly dramatic of me, for surely I could have simply turned it back, had I bothered to search for the edge. But all the eternal bile-coloured cocoanut matting had grown tiresome to me, as had this entire house with its corset fastened far too tight, so to speak, and I vented my feelings rather forcefully upon the matting—

“Who’s there?”

I confess I jumped like a deer and nearly cut myself when the voice—a woman’s voice, not at all demanding but quite polite!—wafted up from below. Trevina squeaked, Harold exclaimed, and none of us answered, but Harold bent, grasped the matting, and heaved it up until it ripped. I enlarged the tear with my dagger, and, voilà! A trapdoor in the floor was revealed.

“Have you brought tea?” inquired the ladylike voice beneath our feet. “And some kerosene? My lamps have all gone out—it seems like days ago.”

Good heavens, what sort of monster had Moriarty been? Trevina was not the only one he had buried alive.

Trevina cried, “M-M-Mother?”

“Trevina?” The tone of her voice—Maud Hathaway’s voice!—transformed from controlled courage to wild hope.

“Mother!”

“Trevina, he told me you were—were—expired!” Then the voice wafting up to us began to weep.

Trevina, also, began to weep, and became useless. Meanwhile, Harold and I were trying to get the trapdoor open. “Mrs. Hathaway,” I told the floor, “please do not faint. We will be with you directly.”

Mrs. Hathaway did not reply except to sob more loudly.

My decision to bring Harold along proved right; it took both of us to heave the trapdoor open. Looking down through its square aperture, I saw only blackest darkness until a pale, ghostly oval walked over to stand well out of reach beneath me. I heard the footsteps; otherwise I might not have been able to identify her face and—her hair had gone completely white!

“Mrs. Hathaway?” I ventured.

“Yes,” she replied, mastering her emotion. “Who are you?” Her trembling voice was sweet and soft, like Trevina’s.

“A friend,” I replied. “Trevina is here with me, and another friend. Trevina,” I addressed that person over my shoulder, “do please dry up.” I turned back to Mrs. Hathaway. “Is there a way for me to get down?” I wanted to see how she was, after having spent years in captivity, before doing anything else.

“Only the rope.”

The coil of stout rope was fastened, I saw, by a formidable knot to a thick iron ring clamped to the ceiling. Then it lay neatly coiled on the floor. Finding the end, I began to feed it into the cellar beneath the cellar. Harold helped, and we let down coil after coil of it before we finally felt it hit bottom. Putting a candle and some matches in a pocket—I always made sure my clothing had plenty of pockets—I wound the rope around a cleat that was fastened underneath the trapdoor, apparently for that reason. Then, feet first, I lowered myself into the dark orifice.

“Enola, be careful!” Trevina protested, having finally dried up.

“I should do it, Miss Enola,” said Harold.

Ignoring both of them, I hung on the edge of the opening by my gloved hands, then let go with one hand to feel for the rope, then transferred both hands to the rope, then managed to grip the rope between my feet as well. At first I swayed horribly, snaking hither and yon in space, but then I felt the rope stabilise, being gripped from below; Trevina’s mother was perhaps stronger than I had any reason to hope! Letting myself slip down little by little, I descended the rope until my heels thumped on the floor. Not seeing, only sensing, I knew that Mrs. Hathaway stood close beside me.

“Enola, are you all right?” Trevina called.

“Bang up to the elephant.” Scraping a match against the rope to light it, I smiled into Maud Hathaway’s face, which at last I could now see. She did not, however, smile in response; her look was anxious. She had great, liquid, lovely eyes much like Trevina’s, but more deeply set; I could see a hint of Moriarty there, and in the thinness of her face beneath a cloud of flossy white hair. She stood hunched over like an old woman, but she looked clean, not neglected; she was fully clothed in a dress that had once been expensive, although it was now out of fashion.

“Moriarty is away from home,” I told her, “and we have come to get you out.”

“Oh, but what has happened to my brother?” she asked. “I knew something was wrong! No one has brought me anything to eat, or a bucket of water, or—”

“Mother,” Trevina called, “can you climb the rope?”

“No, dear. Can you climb down?”

“I don’t think so. Mummy, have you been down there the whole time?”

“How old are you now, sweetie?”

Both of them started talking at once. Neither of them speaking or answering very sensibly, they exchanged heartfelt twaddle whilst I lit a candle and looked around Mrs. Hathaway’s prison. Her bed looked comfortable enough, with plenty of blankets to ward off the cold, and a little stove and a hod of coal nearby. She had a basket of yarn and crochet hooks, and she had a small shelf full of books. The place was stuffy, but there must have been some ventilation shafts, perhaps hidden in the hedges outside; otherwise, she would not have been able to survive. And there was a regrettable odour, but that was because waste had not been removed for a few days. My impression was that she had received regular care, albeit raised and lowered on a rope. Still, how had she not gone mad, down here by herself for so long?

I took matters in hand. “Harold,” I called, cupping my hands around my mouth and aiming my voice upwards.

“Yes, Miss Enola?” He stuck his head through the entry so he could see me.

“Have we enough rope to send down another length?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“Do you need my dagger to cut it?”

“No, I have a jackknife.” He disappeared.

“Trevina!” I bellowed. “Trevina!” Until, after several such yawps, I had her attention. “Pull up the first rope and tie knots in it about an arm’s length apart.” I had to repeat that, too, until she understood. “Then let it down again.”

I should have climbed up there, then tied the knots myself, I thought when it took Trevina forever to accomplish the task, but at last all was ready. Harold sent down the second rope, and I tied it securely in a noose beneath Mrs. Hathaway’s arms. “You seem a nice girl,” she said, studying me as I did so. “How do you come to be in this line of employment?” I nearly laughed, but instead I instructed her regarding what I needed her to do. Then I climbed the knotted rope and joined Harold at the end of the other one. He had knotted it, also, to provide us with handles of a sort; very clever of him.

“Are you ready?” I asked, taking hold along with him. “One, two, three, heave ho!” And we tugged to our utmost. Mrs. Hathaway was not a weighty lady, not at all, but there is more to lifting a person up out of such a hole than one would think. We pulled and backed up and pulled even more; Trevina’s mother, I presumed, was also lifting herself by climbing the knotted rope, and finally, hallelujah! I saw Trevina help her over the lip of the trapdoor opening!

But then I saw Mrs. Hathaway’s eyes roll upwards, and she fell upon the cocoanut matting in a faint.



“She is a brave woman,” I told Trevina. “She used up all of her strength, and never said a word.”

We had tried to revive Maud Hathaway, but we did not have any smelling salts or any cold water, and she remained unconscious.

“She is breathing strongly enough,” I added, trying to reassure Trevina.

Harold was carrying Mrs. Hathaway to his cab. “I can manage, a little woman like her,” he had said. He had brought the rug from his cab to wrap around her against the rain, and he had carried her out the cellar door into the concrete-floored area, up a brick stairway, and out between strictly straight hedges to the street where Brownie awaited us. Running ahead of him through the pelting rain, Trevina and I climbed into his four-wheeler and helped him lift Trevina’s mother to lay her on the seat. “Where to, Miss Enola?” he asked, panting from his exertions.

I had been thinking about this, and had decided on the nearest refuge. “Miss Nightingale’s house.”

Mrs. Hathaway did not awaken on the short way there, although her pulse remained strong and her hands warm. It was not yet late in the day, so Miss Nightingale’s door remained open to all comers; I simply walked in and led the way to the sickroom. Harold followed with the insensible woman in his arms. Trevina followed Harold, wringing her hands. Heads turned as we passed through the parlours; I am sure all of us, soaked and shivering, looked like half-drowned victims of a shipwreck. There was no need for me to ring the sickroom bell; maids were already converging to help us, and Jackanapes, of course, stuck his busy nose in. “I’ll inform herself,” he said, meaning, of course, Florence Nightingale, head of household.

A few hours thereafter I was summoned upstairs to the aerie. I went with an easy mind, for Nurse Dobbins had already restored Mrs. Hathaway to consciousness by loosening her corset (as had been impossible to do in the presence of Harold), and the doctor had said Mrs. Hathaway needed only good food, plenty to drink, and a few days’ rest. Moreover, I knew the charitable nature of the house.

Just as I expected, Florence Nightingale invited Mrs. Hathaway to stay for as long as she needed—but not until inquiring after the kittens! “How are Sootface and Snowpuff, my dear Enola?”

“They are bang up to the elephant, Miss Nightingale.”

“Is that the same as what I believe the Americans would call ‘copacetic’?”

“I think so.”

“And how is your dear and famous brother, Enola?”

“I wish I knew.”






Chapter the Eighteenth


The next day was May Day. I was glad to awaken in my own bed, at the Club, although Trevina had stayed at Florence Nightingale’s house to be with her mother. And I was glad to have found her mother for her. But I was not, otherwise, in particularly good spirits, not about to go outdoors to wash my face in the morning dew (a May Day tradition supposed to enhance my beauty and attract a husband for me!) or pluck wildflowers for a May basket—if there were any to be had in the middle of London! I lay abed, and not even the kittens patting my cheeks with their velvety paws could cheer me. It was exactly a week since the morning I had gone to see Sherlock and met Moriarty on his doorstep, a week since he had said he planned to lure the fox away, a week since he had fled in fear for his life, and one would think I might have got tired of worrying about him, but I had an abundance of worry left in me, it seemed.

That day and during the days that followed, I tried to think more of Trevina and her mother than I did of Sherlock. After taking Euclid to the Nightingale house to join them, I visited often to look in on Mrs. Hathaway, who was feeling much better and seemed glad to make acquaintance with her daughter’s pet dog. I found talking with Trevina’s mother to be a pleasure, for she was intelligent, spirited, and almost too bighearted. Despite having been kept prisoner in her brother’s cellar, having seen few people and no sunshine for the past six years, still, she managed to feel concern for his safety as he fled from the law! “When we were children, he was no worse than the usual boy,” she explained. “It was only later that he went all stony and turned in on himself like one of his precious ammonites.” Yet she was not one to deceive herself; she faced facts, and she was troubled to think what to do next, as was Trevina. Where were they to go? Where were they to live? How were they to support themselves? And, even worse, what if Moriarty did not go to prison?

I felt for them, truly I did, but of course they could contact Mrs. Hathaway’s other brothers, Philip Moriarty and James Moriarty, for help. So yes, I tried to think more of Trevina and her mother than I did of Sherlock, but I failed. I could not sleep at night; I imagined him being stealthily stalked by ruthless men with air-guns, hunted like a deer, chased by savage hounds, struggling through snow atop the Alps, slaughtered by an assassin who climbed in his bedroom window where he lay fugitive in some Bavarian chalet—all sorts of absurd scenarios. My daylight hours were no better; Sherlock’s harrowed face came between me and my attempts to distract myself. Breakfast, elevenses, dinner, tea, and supper ceased to interest me; I picked at my food. I was becoming a bit haggard myself.

“Darlings,” I said to my kittens in the middle of Sunday, that most trying of days, “what in the name of sanity am I to do?”

Kitten Maud mewed, showing her sugar-white teeth and candy-pink mouth. Kitten Moriarty sank his claws into my hand, pouncing on me where I slumped on my unmade bed. None of this provided any answer. Yet I survived Sunday, and most of Monday, until quite suddenly, late on Monday afternoon, I erupted into activity, deciding to visit my brother Mycroft. After finishing his daily work at Whitehall, I knew, Mycroft would walk back to Pall Mall, arriving at the Diogenes Club at exactly quarter to five. By gum and by glory, I would catch him as he crossed the street!

I did exactly that, watching Pall Mall from Harold’s hansom cab, then catching Mycroft by the elbow as he approached the Diogenes Club at four forty-two o’clock precisely. To my surprise, he greeted me with courtesy if not actual warmth. “My dear sister, you are just in time for a very late luncheon! I think I can escort a woman into the Diogenes Club just this one time; after all, I am a founder! We can eat and converse in the Stranger’s Room. Come along.” He took my elbow and propelled me—how I detest being thus propelled, but I held my temper!—he escorted me into the club and into the indicated room, where he showed me to a place at a highly polished table amidst a glorious gloom of russet velvet and plush olive-green carpet. He held my chair for me, spoke with a uniformed footman who appeared to be at our service, then came and sat across from me. He seemed to be in quite a good humour, for Mycroft; I think I almost saw him smile!

“Have you any news of our brother?” I asked after he had adjusted his frontal amplitude to his satisfaction.

“My dear Enola, are you still worrying about Sherlock? But you know he has always thrived on danger, and this is not the first time someone has threatened his life; indeed, it is a commonplace occurrence to him!”

“Moriarty is no commonplace enemy.”

“Well, no, which is all the more reason why you cannot expect news, Enola! Letters can be traced by a criminal of parts, such as Moriarty, and telegrams can be traced, and even postcards, so you may be certain that neither Sherlock nor Watson has sent any to anyone. The last I saw or heard of either of them was more than a week ago. Sherlock spent the afternoon in my flat on the day that Moriarty accosted him, and someone driving a two-horse van tried to run him down before he even got there; also, someone tried to drop a brick on his head from atop a building. In the evening he went to see Watson, and on the way there he was attacked by a nasty sort of fellow with a bludgeon. Where he spent the night I do not know.”

“And that was the last you heard of him?”

“No, I saw him the next morning when I drove Watson to meet him at Victoria Station. He was disguised as an old Italian priest. And I myself was disguised as a coachman!” Leaning back in his chair, Mycroft actually chortled. “That was the first and I hope the last time I have taken part in such shenanigans as are dear to the heart of Sherlock! And, just like our brother, I came back to peek after I was supposed to have left. Moriarty arrived at the station in a frenzy as Sherlock’s train pulled out. Moriarty then engaged a special and set off in pursuit. He was in Paris when the police attempted to arrest him two days later, but he gave them the slip. That was Monday almost a week ago.”

“And you have heard nothing since?”

“Nothing at all. Ah, here is our sadly belated luncheon!”

Someone had tapped at the door, then in came several footmen with dishes of smoked salmon, beef tongue, spring onions, baby carrots and new potatoes, sweet buns, rhubarb pie, and of course a steaming teapot in a cosy, and—it was an excellent repast. The remarkable thing was that food interested me for the first time in a week! Mycroft poured, and passed plates, and was a model host to me. For the first time in my life, I felt comforted by his presence, and he was as genial as I had ever seen him.

But then there came another tap on the door.

“What is it?” Mycroft called.

“Telegram, sir.” The footman came in and handed him a rectangle of paper the same bilious hue as cocoanut matting.

Mycroft read it, and the colour simply drained out of his face, leaving him as white as a plaster bust, and his expression nearly as stony. Without a word he passed the telegram to me.

It was very short. And very cruel. It said:


HOLMES AND MORIARTY BOTH DEAD WATSON

You might think, gentle reader, that Mycroft and I would fall into each other’s arms, weeping, but nay, not so; the Holmes family was not made that way. Mycroft merely said, “I must go see about this, Enola. I trust you can see yourself home?” and my mother’s voice inside my head said, You will do very well on your own, Enola, and I said, “Of course.” In a dreadful sort of daze I walked out to the street, and Harold was there to pick me up, asking, “Is something wrong, Miss Enola? You don’t look well at all,” and naturally I answered, “No, Harold, I’m quite all right; just take me home, please,” too proud to shed a tear until I reached my own room at the Club, where I threw myself on the bed and wept.

For three days.

The kittens tried to comfort me, licking the tears from my face with their sandpapery tongues, and my friends tried to comfort me, coming in to pat my hands, pat my back, hug me, and bringing me clean handkerchiefs by the basketful, and tea-tray after tea-tray, and sponge cake, and Turkish delight, and toffee, all sorts of treats to encourage me to eat, and wine to help me sleep. At night I would sleep a couple of hours, then wake up sobbing and cry myself back to sleep. During the day I insisted on reading the newspapers, which made me weep yet more, although the accounts were quite incomplete, saying only that the famous Sherlock Holmes had met a tragic and unfortunate death by being plunged into the gorge of the Grand Reichenbach Falls near the village of Meiringen in the Swiss Alps. Of Moriarty, the newspapers said nothing!

Perversely, as if in an effort to increase my own pain, I wanted to know everything about the Reichenbach Falls, and after exhausting the resources of the Club’s bookshelves, I went to Florence Nightingale’s house to see what I could find in the fine library there. Also perversely (given what society expected), although I dressed very plainly for this venture, I did not wear black, for Sherlock would not have wanted me to; he was a rationalist. After the demise of Mrs. Tupper, who was a very traditional woman and would have liked to see me in mourning for her, I had dressed in black, if only for a few days following her funeral—but for Sherlock there would be no funeral! His body would never be found! And this thought almost drove me to annoying tears as I entered Florence Nightingale’s front door! I confess I wore a veil to hide my red eyes and woebegone face, but still.

“Terribly sorry to hear of your loss, Miss Holmes,” said Jackanapes.

Thanking him, I hurried to hide in the library, but within a few minutes, Trevina came to find me there. No doubt Jackanapes had alerted her.

“Enola!” she whispered to me. “I am so sorry!”

I tried to smile at her, and in that moment, for the first time, it occurred to me that perhaps she and her mother hadn’t heard about Moriarty! “I am an idiot!” I exclaimed.

“Shhh!” hissed Mrs. Crowley, the librarian.

Never mind Reichenbach Falls, I thought, grasping Trevina by the wrist and towing her out of the library. “I am an idiot,” I repeated as I steered her towards a deserted corner of the front parlour. “I have been thinking only of myself.”

“Quite understandable, under the circumstances.”

“But I should have told you at once: in his telegram, Dr. Watson said that your uncle—meaning, um, Moriarty, you know—that he is, um, deceased.”

I was doubly an idiot, for I should have made sure to sit her down first, and she looked as if she might fall over like a tenpin! Hastily I pushed her into a chair. Her eyes huge and owlish, she opened her mouth several times before a word came out. Then she squeaked, “What?”

I sat down beside her. “I don’t know how. All I know is, I was there when the telegram came, and it said ‘Holmes and Moriarty’ both.”

“Telegram from whom?”

“Dr. Watson.”

“Who is he?”

Heavens, she had never met the good doctor!

My brain having begun to work again, I realised what else I had idiotically lost sight of: Watson should be back from Europe by now! I sprang to my feet. “Trevina, come with me!”



“Dr. Watson is the one who chronicles the cases of Sherlock Holmes,” I explained to Trevina as both of us sat in the cab. “Or used to,” I added with a pang fit to break my heart.

“I never actually read any of those accounts,” Trevina admitted. “I just knew of your brother by reputation.”

“It doesn’t really matter,” I said, truthfully, for nothing seemed to matter to me at that desolate time. “Just think of Watson as a close personal friend of Sherlock’s, one who spent his last days with him. And a good friend of mine, also,” I added. “Here is his house.”

Of course it was also his surgery, and there was a sign on the door saying that the doctor was not in, but that did not deter me. I knocked until Rose, the parlour-maid, answered the door, and if she did not know Trevina, at least she recognised me, and invited us into the vestibule. “Trevina Hathaway,” I introduced my friend, and Rose went to announce us.

In a moment, Mary Watson came running out to greet us. “Oh, Enola, I am so sorry!” She threw her arms around me, embracing me and patting me as if I were her own child. “Oh, how are you bearing up? And this is your friend, who comforts you?” She turned to Trevina.

“Miss Hathaway is concerned in the Moriarty business,” I explained, “and I am not at all clear about what happened.”

“Come in, come in, both of you!” Mary led us towards the parlour. “John was quite prostrated when he returned from Europe yesterday, but he is feeling much better today, and I am sure—”

“Of course I shall tell you all about it.” The good doctor rose from his chair as we entered the parlour, and although he smiled, or tried to, his honest brown eyes looked haunted. “Enola, I constantly reproach myself that I should have been able to save Holmes. Somehow, I should have been able to save him.”

“Nonsense,” I told him, although tears were trying to force their way to my eyes. “Think no such thing, Doctor; you know quite well that you did your very best for him. Please shake hands.” I offered him my paw, and he shook it gratefully, then turned to look inquiringly at Trevina.

“This is Miss Hathaway,” I explained. “She has had some uncomfortable dealings with Moriarty. Can you assure both of us that he is well and truly deceased?”

“I can. Please, ladies, be seated! Mary, my dear, might we have some refreshment for the ladies?”

But the most-essential tea and tarts were already on their way, and as we sat and sipped and nibbled, Watson told us the following remarkable tale:

He and Sherlock had been in Strasbourg when they received news that Moriarty had escaped being arrested, and Sherlock, profoundly disappointed, had urged Watson to go back to England for his own safety. “He said that Moriarty had no occupation any longer, was lost if he returned to London, would devote his life to revenge, and he was right.” Watson, however, would not leave him, and shortly the two of them were on their way to Geneva. During the week that followed, walking and using trekking sticks, they wandered up the valley of the Rhone and over the Gemmi Pass of the Alps. “Your brother spent his last days in beauty, Enola, with spring-green valleys below, snow and alpine villages above. He was never depressed. Indeed, he was often in exuberant spirits.” On the third of May they came to the little village of Meiringen, where they stayed at an excellent inn, and on the afternoon of the fourth they set off to walk through more of the scenic alpine countryside towards the hamlet of Rosenlaui. On the way, of course, they simply had to see the cascading waterfalls of Reichenbach.

(As Dr. Watson reached this part of his story, I grew stiff with dread. I half wanted to clap my hands over my ears and flee from the room, and I more than half wanted not to miss a single word.)

The falls, Dr. Watson said, were fed to their utmost by the melting snow of the Alps down which they gushed and tumbled. The Great Reichenbach Falls plunged with furious clamour into a horrifying chasm that narrowed into a veritable pit, the green water frothing and seething as if boiling in a great cauldron made of deadly, jagged rock. Sherlock and Watson looked upon this spectacle from a narrow path carved into the cliffs, a ledge that necessarily ended, meaning that they had to go back the way they came. They had turned to do so when a boy came running to them with a letter from the landlord of the hotel they had just left. “It said that I was needed,” Dr. Watson told us. “An English lady was haemorrhaging from consumption and might not live. An English doctor could comfort her better than a Swiss one; imagine the feelings of one dying in a strange land, et cetera. The appeal was one I did not feel I could refuse.” He was loath to leave Sherlock, but the boy agreed to stay with him, so the good Dr. Watson hurried back to the inn, taking, he said, over an hour to do so—only to find that there was no sick Englishwoman awaiting his care! The note he had received was a dastardly fabrication.

“May I never again feel such dreadful fear,” Dr. Watson said to Trevina and me. “I did not walk back to Reichenbach Falls; I ran.” There he found Sherlock’s trekking-stick leaning against the cliff, but no sign of his friend or the Swiss boy, and he shouted for Sherlock in vain. He knew Sherlock would not have left his stick behind if he had gone onward towards Rosenlaui, and the knowledge sickened him. Still, he tried to reason the thing out. On the path, a mere three-foot ledge between sheer cliffs upwards and downwards, he clearly saw footprints left in the moisture from the falls: two men had walked to the end, and neither had returned. At that point, the ferns that fringed the chasm were torn and uprooted. Watson stared into the gathering darkness and shouted in vain; no one answered him. But when he returned to where Sherlock’s trekking-stick stood, something bright caught his eye; on a ledge of rock he found Sherlock’s cigarette case, and beneath it, a note!

“Three pages of paper torn from Holmes’s notebook,” Dr. Watson explained with a world of restrained feeling in his voice. As if lost for words, he silently drew the note from an inner breast pocket of his suit jacket and handed it to me.

I took it with trembling hands. How strange it was to read my brother’s crisp handwriting when my brother was gone! The note was dated “May 4, 1891,” and it said:

My dear Watson,

I write these few lines through the courtesy of Mr. Moriarty, who awaits my convenience for the final discussion of those questions which lie between us. He has been giving me a sketch of the methods by which he avoided the English police and kept himself informed of our movements. They certainly confirm the very high opinion which I had formed of his abilities. I am pleased to think that I shall be able to free society from any further effects of his presence, although I fear that it is at a cost which will give pain to my friends, my small family, and especially, my dear Watson, to you, for which I grieve—but I know the staunch British stuff of which you are made, and so knowing, I give you one final commission to fulfil: tell Inspector Patterson that the papers which he needs to convict the gang are in pigeonhole M., done up in a blue envelope and inscribed “Moriarty.” I made every disposition of my property before leaving England and handed it to my brother, Mycroft. Pray give my greetings to Mrs. Watson, and believe me to be, my dear fellow,

Very sincerely yours,

Sherlock Holmes

When I finished reading this missive, and reading it again, I passed it to Trevina, then sat silent and numb, my bitter, childish thought being that Sherlock had included no message to me!

Trevina, who had said hardly a word since entering the Watson parlour, gave our host her amazing, limpid gaze and spoke. “Dr. Watson, by any chance do you also have the note that sent you back to Meiringen?”

The impact of her Greuzian gaze (to coin a phrase) sat him straight up in his armchair and made him fumble for an answer. “Why, yes … yes, I think I do, in my things … Mary?”

“It’s on your nightstand,” said his wife with a smile. “I’ll get it.” She whisked out of the room, returning shortly to hand Trevina a sheet of paper with a hotel letterhead. Trevina read it and offered it to me; I shook my head.

“It is definitely my uncle’s handwriting,” she told me.

“Your uncle?” exclaimed Dr. Watson.

She turned to him. “Yes, to my sorrow. My uncle Robert Moriarty. I hate him. Are you certain he is deceased?”

Dr. Watson swallowed his surprise. “Yes, he could hardly be otherwise. The scene was examined by experts, all of whom concluded that the two men, in hand-to-hand combat, must have reeled over the edge, very likely locked in each other’s arms.”

I shivered.

“No attempt was made to recover the bodies,” Dr. Watson went on. “Quite hopeless.”

“Enola,” said his sweet wife, my friend Mary, “would you like to lie down?” She got up and extended her hand towards me. “Come, rest on my bed, and I will bring you a toddy.”

I must have looked sick, I realised, but if I had accepted her kind offer, I would have dissolved in tears, and pride prevented me. I shook my head. “Thank you so much, but no. We should be going.” I shambled to my feet. Trevina rose much more gracefully. “Thank you for telling us, Dr. Watson; I know it was not easy,” I gabbled not very coherently, and with felicitations and commiserations on both sides we took our leave.







Chapter the Nineteenth


It fell to Trevina to tell her mother, Maud Hathaway née Moriarty, that her brother Robert Moriarty was deceased, but I had not much thought for Trevina at that time, and I did not offer to help. I had the cabbie (not Harold this time) drop her off at the Nightingale house, then take me back to the Club, where I rushed to my room, shut myself in, gathered both kittens into my arms, and wept.

But an hour or two later, when I had dried up, I sat at my desk drawing picture after picture of Sherlock, then Mycroft, then Dr. Watson, then Trevina, then Florence Nightingale, then Mrs. Tupper.

Mrs. Tupper?

Yes. I drew her for comfort; I felt her to be a link to the afterworld, if there was any, and I felt that she had things to say to me. She and I had talked a great deal when she was dying—or, rather, she had talked and I had listened, for she was quite deaf—and she had known what was happening, and she had talked about death. I, as a lady, had grown up being taught never to say that harsh word “death,” but Mrs. Tupper, a common woman, said it readily, and had interesting thoughts about it. She had seen a lot of it in her life, starting when she was just a child and saw her neighbouring villagers stone a man to death. They buried him deep, she said, but his ghost walked just the same. She did not just believe in ghosts; there were ghosts to her, just the same as there was bread. Ghosts were just part of the uncertain nature of death. People came back from the dead and talked to people they’d left behind. She could often feel her mother’s presence from beyond the grave. Sometimes dead people came back in the form of a new baby, or sometimes dead people moved things, rearranging the cupboards, or stole little things out of the house then put them back years later, just to show that “gone” should not mean “forgotten.” Mrs. Tupper had talked with me long and earnestly about these things; she did not want to become a ghost, or, even worse, be buried alive! People could seem to be dead, yet still be alive. Those people who robbed graves often found damage inside the coffins where people who had been buried alive had tried to fight their way out. Mrs. Tupper made me promise that, after she died, I would set her body aside for a few days and make sure it was starting to decompose before I put it in a grave, and I had done so, against Florence Nightingale’s protests. Now, I realised, I needed to visit her grave, checking to see what care it needed, and I needed to provide her with a headstone.

Sherlock would have no headstone and no grave. There was nowhere … except the accursed Reichenbach Falls, and did I want to make a pilgrimage there and throw flowers into a frothing chasm? I did not.

Mrs. Tupper’s ear trumpet hung on my wall, and I often looked at it fondly. What did I have of Sherlock’s? Not a thing. Even his second-best fiddle I had given to Trevina. I had nothing.

Nothing!

A wretched sense of that nothingness stayed with me throughout the rest of that day, and into the evening, and haunted my sleep. In the morning, I arose feeling panicky: What if Mycroft had already sold off the contents of Sherlock’s rooms? Why on earth had I waited this long? What had become of my mental acuity; I hadn’t been thinking! I dressed in haste and, without even waiting to eat breakfast, I sent Carla for a cab and told the driver, “Quickly, 221 Baker Street!”

All I wanted was something, just some little thing of Sherlock’s, perhaps the Turkish slipper in which he kept his foul-smelling tobacco? Copies of some of the monographs he had authored? The golden snuffbox given to him by the king of Bohemia? It did not matter what, as long as it had belonged to him and somehow retained the invisible impress of his hand. Such were my thoughts as I rode behind a smartly trotting Hackney in the hansom, the sooty air of London windy in my face.

“Wait,” I told the cabbie when he pulled up in front of the well-known door. I descended to ring the bell. A few moments later, Mrs. Hudson’s housemaid showed me into that good landlady’s parlour. “Oh, my dear Miss Enola!” she cried, wrapping her hands in her apron. “Oh, such dreadful news, I never, I simply cannot believe it! And he was such a gentleman, so kind, so distinguished—”

Mycroft had been there and told her about Sherlock, of course. I could hardly bear listening to her, and I am afraid I cut her short. “Mrs. Hudson, would it be possible for me to visit my brother’s rooms?”

“Of course, Miss Enola, how good of you! Sisterly affection…” She prattled on as she trotted into the next room and returned with a key. “I’ll show you up directly.”

“Are all of Sherlock’s things still there?”

“Of course, Miss Enola! Mr. Mycroft Holmes instructed me to keep Mr. Sherlock Holmes’s rooms just as they are.”

This made no sense, and I pondered it in silence whilst we climbed the stairs.

“For how long?” I asked as we stood at Sherlock’s door and she turned the key in the lock.

“I beg your pardon?”

“For how long did Mycroft say you are to keep Sherlock’s rooms the way they are?”

“Indefinitely, he said, and he gave me a year’s rent. Sentimental, I suppose.” She opened the door. All of Sherlock’s lovely, eccentric disorder was there exactly as he had left it. His chemistry equipment, his great drifts of papers, his books, his violin, his loaded riding crop, his V.R. done in bullet holes in the wall, all there—indefinitely, Mycroft had said? A year’s rent?

Mycroft being Mycroft?

My mind exploded in a blaze of white light, a sunburst epiphany, and I knew as surely as I had ever known anything in my life that Sherlock was alive.



I did not take anything away with me. There was no need. Walking out of 221 Baker Street, I noticed for the first time that the sun was shining, the pigeons cooing, the rooks flying overhead, the angels dancing in the carvings on the pediments of London. Back in my room at the Club, I threw open the window curtains, hugged the kittens and danced them to the wardrobe, put them on top of it and pulled out all the prettiest clothes I owned, changed out of my drab dress and put on a glorious apricot-coloured frock! And I was crying, but no longer for sorrow.

I ate a gargantuan lunch. Friends asked me what had happened to so change my mood, and I knew I could not and should not explain it to them, yet I could not doubt. All that afternoon I tested, and retested, and tested again my reasoning in my mind, and it held. Sentiment? In Mycroft? I knew better; my brother Mycroft was the most pragmatic of all rationalists. He was a worker in the government, for goodness’ sake, a member of the “bureaucratie”! And he all but worshiped money; look at his dealings with our mother, and with me. If Sherlock were dead, Mycroft would have sold off his things, and the sooner the better, to save paying rent on his lodgings! No, Sherlock had been in communication with Mycroft. Sherlock was alive, somehow, and I wanted to know how.

Late that afternoon I took a cab once again, this time to Pall Mall, intent on speaking with Mycroft. As I had done on that wretched occasion four days before, I waited in the cab until I spotted Mycroft walking ponderously down the pavement at his invariable time to enter the Diogenes Club. Then, telling the cabbie to wait, I jumped down out of the cab and ran to head my brother off.

Mycroft was wearing a black armband—the masculine form of mourning, whereas women were expected to change their entire wardrobes. As I approached my rather uncouth, tall and portly brother, he halted and peered at me quite strangely. Well, no wonder, if he expected to see me swaddled in black and sunk in grief.

I looked him straight in his steel-grey eyes and challenged, “Sherlock is alive, isn’t he?”

And I saw at once that I had hit the nail on the head, for, rather than rolling his eyes at me as if I were a crazy woman, Mycroft seemed staggered. “Shhh!” he said in a low voice, stepping closer to me and taking me by the arm. “We must speak on the street, I am afraid, for walls have ears. Walk with me.”

“If we are going to promenade,” I replied none too sweetly, “I should hold your arm, not the other way around.”

“Quite right.” Making that adjustment, he led me off at a sedate amble.

“Well?” I urged after Mycroft had remained silent for quite long enough.

“He knows jujitsu. He won the fight. He climbed the cliff,” Mycroft said as if one could not be too brief, under the circumstances. “He sent me a coded message, but do not expect to hear anything more, Enola. He is still in danger. Moriarty was not the only one.”

That was a hard thing to hear. I absorbed it in silence. We crossed the street and turned to walk down the other side. Finally I asked, “When will he be back?”

“I do not know. Enola, how did you find out?”

“Logic. Deductive reasoning. You are paying his rent. You would not pay his rent if he had really passed away. When do you think he might be back?”

“It could be years.”

That was also hard; yet still my heart sang. An absent brother in danger was yet infinitely better than a deceased one.

In the middle of the pavement, in front of an optician’s shop, Mycroft halted and turned to face me, taking me by the shoulders. He lowered his head like a bull to peer into my eyes. “Enola, you cannot, must not, shall not risk his life by trying to locate him. Promise me.”

I nodded.

“Promise.”

Heavens, Mycroft could be as masterful as Sherlock! “I promise.”

“You cannot tell anyone he is alive. Not your friend Trevina, not Mrs. Hudson, not anyone, and above all, not Watson! He is far too chuckleheaded and softhearted to be trusted. Promise me.”

“I promise.”

Mycroft’s stare upon me softened, yet grew even more intense. “Enola, I want you to promise me on your honour as a Holmes.”

An odd, incorporeal embrace seemed to squeeze my heart. I took a deep breath and gave thought to what was needed. Then I said, not loudly but quite clearly, “I promise on my honour as a Holmes that I will not betray my brother’s secret to anyone, and I will do nothing that could possibly endanger his safety. Is that good enough, Mycroft?”

I believe he said that it was. I do not remember his exact words. What I do remember is that I saw something in his eyes that had not been there before, almost as if he might harbour some affection for me after all!



There’s little more to tell. Trevina and her mother—and Euclid—left Florence Nightingale’s house and went to live in their own house on Bindle Road. Maud Hathaway’s health continued to improve. Trevina found herself a position teaching mathematics in a progressive school for girls, but of course it did not pay enough to keep the wolf from the door, so she and her mother sold Moriarty’s ammonites, and rented out the ballroom for weddings and such, and took in boarders, until at last they received a substantial inheritance from Moriarty’s estate! Thereafter, Trevina kept her job, for she loved it, but she and her mother enjoyed spending lavishings of money upon settees and chandeliers and swags and cuckoo clocks and epergnes and Japanese screens and bearskin rugs and curios until they had made a good and proper overstuffed home out of the Cage.

As for me: given my financial woes, I decided that I would once again earn my living as a professional perditorian. Dr. Ragostin’s establishment would reopen for business. First I had the damage to my fictitious boss’s office mended, and then I undertook to spread the word of his return. I sallied forth to Scotland Yard and spoke with Inspector Lestrade to let him know that I was available to solve cases, making plain to him that I was not touting myself as another Sherlock Holmes; my brother had his intellectual gifts and I had mine, which were not the same. I had a knack for finding the lost and missing, whether people or things, and in that regard I offered my services, expecting of course that a fee would be involved. Also, I went to call on Florence Nightingale, taking the kittens (which were quite nearly cats!) in a covered basket; she was delighted to see them again, and happy to pass on the news that I was accepting clients. Moreover, I stopped in at 221 Baker Street, commiserated with Mrs. Hudson on my brother’s untimely passing, and asked her to refer his inquiries to me. And yet furthermore, I asked everyone at the Club to pass the word. Slowly I found clients, enough so that I could afford to install a telephone—an extraordinary and very modern device!—in the Club! A telephone for Scotland Yard to ring me upon, and for all the members to share.

So those were productive days, and satisfying ones. I saw Trevina often, and also my brother Mycroft! He stayed in touch with me, and invited me to dinner on occasion, and even sent a couple of clients my way!

And all the time, during those days, whilst I rode the streets of London in a hansom cab, or bought new hats, or dangled a feather for my kitties to play with, or met new clients at Dr. Ragostin’s distinguished establishment, I hugged my precious secret in my heart: my brother Sherlock was alive, and someday he would return. It was as if Professor Moriarty had once more buried someone in a clanging coffin, although this time he had not provided a bell—yet even so, the villain had been unable to keep a Holmes down! And I, on my honour, I was a Holmes! Although “Enola,” backwards, spelled “alone,” I no longer felt alone; I felt fully included in the long and proud lineage of the Holmes family! I felt that I belonged, and it was everything I’d ever longed for.






Epilogue


Mycroft Holmes, 1894

Dear reader, perhaps you are familiar with me, although I am only the least illustrious of the three Holmes siblings, my brother Sherlock being world famous and my sister Enola rightfully notorious. At this time, I request your attention because I am acting under the aegis of Enola. When she asked me to write an epilogue for the book you have just read, of course I felt obligated to do so, to please her, for I have been too much on her bad side in the history of our relationship … and in order to write the epilogue, I had to read the screed, and imagine, dear reader, my astonishment upon finding out that, throughout the spring of 1891, my sister was the best of friends with the niece and ward of the late, unlamented Professor Moriarty! That Enola, on her own, discovered Moriarty’s identity! That she spied on Moriarty’s house! That she rescued Moriarty’s much-abused sister! These revelations left me flabbergasted, thunderstruck, gobsmacked, dumbfounded!

Immediately I went to call on Enola at her little business in the most bohemian neighbourhood of the city, the office of one so-called Dr. Leslie Ragostin, Scientific Perditorian. “Enola,” I demanded when I found her idling, drawing a picture of a cat, at her desk in the anteroom, “why did you not tell me that Moriarty kept his sister imprisoned in his cellar?”

She looked up at me with her impish smile. “Why did you not tell me that Sherlock went to visit the head lama in Tibet?”

Touché. I had shared with her none of the encrypted messages our brother had sent to me during his three-year absence. Not only had he journeyed to Tibet, adopting the identity of a Norwegian named Sigerson, there to dally with the lama for some days; also he had traversed Persia, visiting the mosques of Mecca, and, furthermore, he had gone on into Egypt, to Khartoum, where he had hobnobbed with the heads of the Madhi State! After all of that, it is anticlimactical to say that he returned to France and conducted research into coal-tar derivatives—or perhaps I betray, by belittling this chapter of his adventures, that I have never found chemistry nearly as interesting as Sherlock does? In any event, in the spring of 1894, almost exactly three years after he had disappeared from London, our brother—Enola’s and mine—Sherlock Holmes returned, startling his landlady nearly into hysterics and his old friend Watson into falling down in a faint.

But Enola knew all this. Or perhaps I should say she knew it now, because Sherlock and I between us had disclosed it to her after his return. But she had known nothing of it at the time.

Nor had I known anything of her shenanigans with the Moriarty family at the time.

So we were even, she was saying. There she sat at her disorderly desk, plying coloured pencils upon her picture of a cat and smiling up at me in her mischievous way. “I take it you have read my book,” she said.

“Yes, I have. Whatever do you expect me to say in the epilogue, Enola?”

“Whatever you like.”

So what I would like to say, dear reader, is that I am no longer so foolish as to underestimate my sister, Enola. And that I expect to be seeing a good deal more of her than I did previously.

She held her portrait of a cat at arm’s length, contemplating it, nodding. “It looks just like Moriarty,” she said with satisfaction, then laid it aside. “Would you care for tea, Mycroft? I understand Mrs. Bailey made lemon pound cake today.”

I accepted this invitation with pleasure for the sake of her company.






Author’s Note


Regarding Moriarty’s first name: his creator, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, neglected to give him any for quite a while. In “The Final Problem,” his first mention of the character, he says that Moriarty had a brother, Colonel James Moriarty, but nothing more. Ten years later, due to what I believe to have been a confused memory, Doyle says that Moriarty’s first name is James—but surely there are not two Moriarty brothers named James! However, in Sherlock Holmes: A Drama in Four Acts, an 1899 stage play of which Doyle was a coauthor, the villain is named Professor Robert Moriarty. Considering this to be Doyle’s best effort, I have used this name, and I hope you have enjoyed my Moriarty.
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