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TESTIMONIES: 1910

B I L L  P E S C H E L

1.

t happened over there, around the corner. Over by the clothesline.I Show you? You’ll have to go there yourself, after you’re done taking my picture. You’re
lucky to get me up this far.
Damn your eyes I seen that look! I’m no paper tiger. I drummed for Lincoln! Company B, 2nd

New Jersey. Saw the elephant at Fredericksburg. Wounded there, too, and spent the night on the
field, listening to the vultures taking their last full measure from the dead.

All right, then. 
Mrs. Euminides found me down with the boiler where I was feeding the boiler. I think she’s from

Greece. We don’t talk, except for when I collect the rent. As the super, I get a double sawbuck a
month, the apartment, and tips — although I can’t remember when I got a little something to sweeten
the pot; this building’s hit the skids since McKinley was president. She scrubs floors at the Tribune
building over on Newspaper Row. She’s a geed-up thing, bent like a question mark and always wears
white, with a paper-thin white shawl, even in winter.

Seeing her at the door, jittering and raising Cain, gave me the yim-yams. There was blood on her
mouth, and from the grimy scratches on her cheek. She was up on the roof hanging her laundry and
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some boys were catching and tormenting the pigeons. She tole them off, and they knocked her down.
That got me upset. Not the pigeons; they’re rats with feathers. But Mrs. Euminides don’t deserve

the rough stuff, and I tells her so.
“You needs to go up there,” she tells me. “Get them to go, or else I do something about them!”

And she skedaddles. 
While I’m toweling off, I could hear her climbing the stairs, calling down the whammy on the

kids.
On my way up, I pass by her room on three. She’s got her music box going, and you know what’s

she playing? “Since Maggie Dooley Learned the Hooley Hooley.” Heard it?

“And every colleen on the street,
is all dressed up like shredded wheat,

since Maggie Dooley learned the hooley hooley.”

She got a bunch of them Hawaiian songs.
At five, I take the access stairs, but I’m puffin’ so I stop at the top. There’s needles of light

around the door and I take the sweat off my brow and watch the dust motes drift. The hooligans are
whooping it up like Apaches, and thinking of them pushing down Mrs. Euminides brings the mad
back, and I push open the door and the wind sends the freeze through me. 

I turn the corner and see the three of them, probably 14 or 15, sitting on the ledge by the
clothesline. Street kids. Baggy pants, sweater vests, caps. They had snagged a couple of the birds and
tore ‘em apart, tossing the bodies onto the street. Feathers were swirling around like they were drawn
to the boys.

They had blood on their hands.
I felt gutshot. Once you seen blood, you never forget it. It sticks to everything, it doesn’t come

out of the clothes, and there’s just so much of it. I had to force myself to walk over there, just like
I was still on the line at Cold Harbor.

I yells at them to get off the roof. They ignore me. I says. “What’s the matter? You got wax for
ears? Get the hell off my roof.”

That’s when one of the jaspers pointed his Daisy at me.
I froze. My head told me it was an air rifle. Those pea-shooters sting, but that don’t mean

anything. But I was back on the field, armed with a drum, hearing the hum of the Minié balls
thudding, watching the bodies fall, the shafts of wheat turning red. You never saw the bullets. You
only saw the bits blown off their heads, the spurts of blood, the dark stains. I was snake bit.

One of ‘em tackles me. Another swings a bottle at my head and connects. I see stars, but I get
a few punches in. I’m on my back, I can’t see, my head’s on fire. Someone’s got a choke on me and
I’m seeing black.

“C’mon. Let’s see if he’ll fly,” One of them says. I’m hauled up and flung. The low wall keeps
me from going over, and I sag over it. The stars clear and there’s the street below. I feel my legs
being lifted up.

This is going to hurt, I think.
Then, I hear a flutter of what sounds like a thousand wings and a shrieking fit to raise the dead.

I feel it pass over and my legs hit the roof and I roll over and slump down. The boys are screaming,
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and then they’re gone.
Mrs. Euminides is standing there, watching me. She’s looking bad. Her skin’s pale and thin, and

her shawl’s hanging from her shoulders, gently swaying in the breeze. Her grey hair’s loose and
drifting across her face so she’s claws the strands away.

“They won’t bother us again,” she said.
My knee’s aching like the blazes, and I’m feeling like I’m about to puke, but I gets myself up and

looks over the ledge. And there’s all three of them, sprawled out in the middle of the street. Two of
‘em were still alive. I could see them twisting and flopping like a bird with a busted flipper. The third
looks like he’s takin’ a nap.

I turn away, and she’s gone. Swirling around the roof are feathers. I look close at them. They look
like pigeon feathers, only they’re bigger, darker, like ravens. 

And then, I remember something I can’t put my mind to describe completely. You know how,
in a dream, something happens and you try to put it in words, but the words can’t hold what you’re
trying to say? Like being in battle, the words just can’t put you where I was, what I was seeing and
feeling. I can tell you the details, but I can’t tie them up and make you see what I saw.

Because when them boys let go — when they were made to let go — I turned over and saw Mrs.
Euminides. She was moving her hands in front of her, and there was a space. An opening, a
shimmering darkness, the color of light hitting an oil slick, only brighter. And she was pulling the
edges together, and things were bending, it until it was gone.

I guess they shoulda listened to Mrs. Euminides.
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2.

here are many thresholds we cross in life.TPassthroughs that reveals the mysteries of life as
bountiful gifts, the blessings of a manifold deity who

watches over us as the shepherd watches over his lambs.
But lambs will stray, yes they do. Stray into the folds of

the landscape, into the briars and brambles in search of cool
streams and green pastures.

I came up from the Lowcountry, where during the week
I picked cotton in the shadow of crumbling mansions and on
the day of rest preached the Word of God. It took years of
saving before I could afford to ride the freedom train north
to this city. Bernice agreed to stay behind with the children
until I could send for her.

It was hard living at first. The city had plenty of preach-
ers and no cotton to pick. I learned the tile-setting trade.
There was plenty of work, and it was a fine trade, but the
hours were long and the heat of the summer was such that
I sometimes longed for the sandy bottom lands of South
Carolina, where I could stop when I pleased and drink from the stream.

The years passed. I moved from tenement to tenement, and I had forgotten the Word. The
landscape inside me changed. Instead of Bethany, Nazareth and Jerusalem, I knew Brooklyn, Staten
Island and Manhattan. During one of my moves, my Bible misplaced itself. I vowed to acquire
another, but that promise was forgotten.

So was Bernice.
The city changed me. I was a chrysalis before, and a butterfly after my arrival. And like the

winged glory, I went searching for greener lands, and colorful blossoms.
Green is what she wore when I first saw her at Fulton’s. Niall is her name, and she emigrated

from the shores of Ireland in the ‘80s, the wife of a man who was coarse in name and manner, who
did not appreciate her beauty and talents. When I caressed her milky white skin, I was reminded of
the cotton bolls I held in South Carolina, soft and white. She told me of his manifold brutalities, and
enticed me so, like David when he lusted for Bathsheba, I resolved to have her.

I waited for him in the alleyway outside a blind tiger in Five Corners. He staggered out and
turned his feet toward the Broad Way. I followed him through those night-shrouded byways, until
he passed through a narrow arch. At the end of the alley gleamed the gas lights of the Way. I could
see the finely turned-out carriages rattling the cobblestones. The time had come. 

I called his name. He turned, I said, “This is for Niall,” and I struck.
He did not die quickly. He put up no resistance, but held on to me as I gently lowered him to the

street. Blood bubbled on his lips with each exhalation, but he dribbled out enough before he could
speak.

“Tell Niall that I love her.”
It was then, in the dark that I wondered if I had been betrayed. I had seen no rage dying in his
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eyes; only acceptance of his fate, and a will to leave some crumb of comfort behind.
At the end of the alley, a figure blocked the light. I stood, letting the knife fall from my nerveless

fingers, and stepped toward it.
A woman withered by time, dressed in grey, stared me down. She betrayed no anxiety at the

blood-spattered man walking toward her, nor, in the golden gleam, could I see anything other than
sadness at my plight. 

She was gone when I reached the street. 
At the apartment, Niall was gone as well.
My dreams that night were troubled and repetitive. I relieved the stabbing, over and over again.

Sometimes, it was Niall’s husband. Sometimes, it was Niall. Even the old woman was not spared
my wraith.

Sometimes, I plunged the blade into myself.
The next morning, I came down the stairs of my apartment building. In the gloom of the hallway,

through the open double doors, I could see the grey skies, the thin rain washing the streets. I would
have to hustle to make the streetcar. As I brushed the dust from my derby, I considered shielding it
with my body from the damp.

As I considered, my eye was drawn, as usual, to the tile floor, that beautiful diamond pattern
called the Four Flowers. I had laid that very floor myself — six, seven years ago? — and
remembered what the flowers represented.

Faith, hope, charity and love. 
I remembered preaching on that subject, and noting that those qualities can also be turned.
Instead of faith, we have unbelief.
Instead of hope, we have hopelessness.
Instead of charity, there is covetousness.
And instead of love—
My heart gave a wrench. I dropped my hat and stumbled through the doorway. I felt the cool

spray of water from Heaven, and the words lifted from memory glowed, and I whispered:

“By the rivers of Babylon,
We sat and wept

When we remembered Zion”

Then, the last particle of control I could exercise in this world faded, and I fell.
Before my eyes clouded, I thought I beheld my Bernice, who had come to the city and tracked

me down.
She stepped over me, and in the doorway, I saw that it was not my love, but an old woman,

shawl-bound and bird-like, and she beheld me without pity.
I saw, with the clarity of the dying, how far I had strayed. 
“Nemesis?” I whispered.
She must have heard me, for she tilted her head, as if in thought, then nodded.
And, with my last breath, I paid the wages for my sin.
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3.

ngel and me, we alA ways meant to do the
right thing. That’s

what mama talked into us.
What dada beat into us with the
strop from the bathroom door.
He’d use it on his razor and
sometimes what mama would
call our fundament. Grownup,
I learned there’s a word — fun-
damental — and I wondered
what the link is between my ass
and fundamental. Fundamental
means essential. That’s what an
ass is: essential. Can’t do any-
thing without it: crap, sit, hold
your pants up.

Yeah, laugh. That’s me.
Angelo, the joker of the family. My brother’s Angel. Mama really liked the word, so when we
popped out, he three minutes before me, she christened us Angel and Angelo.

From the start, we ran around together. We played. We fought. We were more than brothers. We
were mirrors. We were halves that made a whole, and we were a whole lotta trouble. That’s what
Dada told us as he was using that strap. I can still see him, standing before him, twirling his Masonic
ring while considering how many strops he’d lay down.

So as soon as we could find the doorknob, we were out on the streets, and we clung to each other
no matter what. We ran stale beer, we hawked papers, we rolled lushes, then we began poisoning
horses. Thirty-five clams for one, half a C for a team. That brought us to the Marginals, over on the
West Side. They were fighting the Hudson Dusters and needed muscle, so we gave it to ‘em and
gave it to ‘em good.

Then Dada died, so we moved back home to take care of her. We moved up in the Marginals and
began taking on some blackmail and extortion, to make ends meet, you know?

Then, we heard that cousin Frankie, had taken a dive off with two other boys off a building over
on the East Side. We didn’t like that.

Angel and I talked with the landlord, and after a bit of persuasion with the knife, told us about
this old woman who chased ‘em off. She had moved out, he said through a mouthful of broken teeth,
but she worked over at the Herald press building, washing floors.

We paid her a visit.
The night guard said she worked up on 12, so we got into the cage and elevated up to 13, found

the stairs down the hall and walked down. 
She was on all fours in front of the elevator, sweeping the marble floor with a scrub brush. She
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wore a black shawl that made her look like a raven spreading her wings. 
She stopped when she heard us approach.
“Mrs. Euminides?” Angel said, gentle-like, while I hauled open the doors.
She scoped us with her watery eyes, then stood up slowly, gathering her shawl slowly around her.
“You know a boy, Frankie Lupo?”
“Frankie the Wolf,” she said with a certainty that made my spine buzz. “He tore apart the birds,

Frankie did. He was going to shoot Mr. Salvatore.”
“What you did not a nice thing to do,” Angel said, as if he were talking to a very slow boy. 
She said nothing, and that worried me more. Fear I can handle, bluster, too. The man who stands

the tallest to you is the one who falls the farthest.
This old bird did nothing of the sort. She was still as a tombstone, and I wondered how she knew

Frankie’s name.
If Angel was bothered, he didn’t say so. He took her elbow. “Come on.  It’s time to go.”
“So you believe in revenge,” she said in that terrible voice. “Revenge is a knife that slices both

ways. Are you willing to follow its path? The cobra spits. The biter bit. The scythe that sweeps down
all in its way?”

“What do you know about revenge?” Angel said.
“Plenty,” she spat. “Women are taught vengeance, and old women become experts. Who suffers

more, the young and innocent or the old and corrupted? The male who takes pleasure or the woman
who gives it, squeezed from her like an orange and then tossed?”

“Who are you?” I said. Angel looked at me with eyes that said, What is the matter with you? Are
you letting this crazy woman drive you crazy?”

“I am Nemesis,” she said.
Then she turned to Angel.
“He killed Dada,” she said.
“No!” But Angel looked sharp, like I had said yes instead.
“He was found dead in Central Park when you were 15,” she went on. “He had been shot, his

pockets turned out, and he was left to die in the snow. You dragged him farther off the path to make
sure, didn’t you? Angel, you want revenge? Look to your brother, then, and call him murderer,
parricide, father slayer!”

“I didn’t!”
“You took his ring,” the old woman said. “You wear it now, on a chain around your neck.”
I reached for her, but Angel had me by the lapels. He slammed me into the open gateway, and

my foot found nothing but space.
He rimmed my neck, found the chain, and ripped it off. In the pale gaslight, the circle of gold

gleamed dully in his palm. 
“You did,” Angel said, and he cast me into space.
And I held onto him, too, and down we went.
Together.

* * * * *

The old woman knew she wouldn’t see anything, but she braced herself against the jamb and
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looked down. The sound of something scraping reached her, then silence.
It seemed to be the thing to do. It also gave her trembles leave to go away.
“It doesn’t get any easier, does it?” she said softly.
She paused, and to an onlooker, it appeared as if she was awaiting an answer.
If so, she seemed resigned to it. She pulled the metal grating over and carefully latched it in

place. 
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ELEMENTARY, MY DEAR TWAIN

B I L L  P E S C H E L

Editor’s note: The discovery of a cache of Mark Twain’s papers at an auction in Carlisle, Pa.,
caused great excitement in the literary and mystery worlds. The manuscripts, intended by Twain
for the fire but preserved by his housekeeper, Etta Soames, contain reminiscences of his
sometimes contentious relationship with the great English consulting detective, Sherlock Holmes. 

The two men rarely saw each other. They met in New York in 1880, when Twain was an author
and Holmes acting in a Shakespearian troupe. That meeting resulted in an adventure Twain
recounts in “The Great Electrical Folly,” currently in preparation. The fragment reproduced
below takes place in 1894, nearly two decades later.

ark Twain and Sam Clemens were getting along as well as two cats in a burlap bag.MWe were not on speaking terms. Henry Rogers, my good friend and the financial
wizard behind Standard Oil, had convinced me to close Webster & Co., my publishing

concern, and I was obliged to shoulder its debts. I was a pauper, same as my father was fifty years
before, and confirmed to those who knew the family back in Hannibal the old saw that “the apple
doesn’t fall far from the tree.” People who knew Mark Twain expected tall tales and japes, and
what they got instead was Sam Clemens, who was in no mood for such jollity.
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I closed the Connecticut house that I had designed and lived in for nearly 20 years, and sent
the family to Paris to live more cheaply. When the Webster business was concluded, I followed
them on the _______. The trip took a week, and I spent it in my state room, smoking cigars and
bathing in the bitter waters of failure.

It was when the ship stopped in Southampton where Weatherwax shanghaied me. He had
read in the papers about my bankruptcy and my travel plans, and he wired me to expect him. He
had a problem that needed my help.

Warned by Weatherwax’s telegram, I laid low in my cabin and intended to plead ignorance of
his cable, but he bribed his way on board and barged in, acting like the wretched course of my
life had been taken solely for the purpose of coming to his aid. I was overcome. The fight was not
in me. My bags had been packed in anticipation of leaving at Le Havre six hours later, so he
ordered them unloaded and bundled into his railroad car.

Weatherwax was a florid bruiser I was acquainted with back in San Francisco. He had a
vegetable market for a face: cauliflower ears, beet-red cheeks, a strawberry nose and corn-silk
hair. He had struck it rich in California, and a decade amid Eastern society had refined him. I
could tell when he bit the cigar end off and opened the window to spat out the stub. A shower of
cinders and smoke flew in and we were obliged to keep the window closed. He set fire to the
remainder and said,—

“Chloe’s in a bad way, Twain. She’s taken to her bed.”
“I’m sorry to hear that.” I winced at the mention of my cursed name, but his news concerned

me. I had known Chloe since she was a playmate to my daughters. She had a sunny disposition
that was leavened with a streak of kindness that would make a saint feel inferior. Even at that
tender age, she had the most sense in the family. 

But it turns out she wasn’t so much sick as protesting. Weatherwax explained that he was in
England to get his only daughter knotted in matrimony to a fellow named Winthrop, a genuine
copper-bottomed gold-plated English lord. They were staying at Chalkhills, his lordship’s estate
on the coast, while the lawyers were hammering out the contract. Only, Chloe wasn’t having any
of it, and had taken to her bed.

“I thought she was shamming, but the medical man thinks that the stress is making her ill.
You know how women are, Twain. The least little thing sets them off. Not like us, eh?, eh?” He
puffed on his cigar and I caught a whiff. When we were poor Californians, we got by on cheap
stogies, and it became apparent that Weatherwax never broke himself of the habit. He said,—

“I was afeared his Lordship would call it off, but he said he’d like nothing better but to carry
on.”

I eyed him critically. Was he a humbug or a hypocrite? I had met many aristocrats on my
previous visits to the mother country, and if Winthrop was like them, he probably had the morals
of an idiot and was chronically short of money. Even if it meant marrying a near-corpse,
Winthrop wasn’t about to let pass this golden opportunity. Weatherwax poured smoke like a
steamship behind schedule and through the fog said,—

“You know what happens when a girl gets a notion into her head. Takes dynamite to blast it
out. She’s taken a dislike to his Lordship. But she knows you, Twain. You’re like an uncle to her.
She’s looking forward to seeing you. I’m sure you can talk sense into her, eh?, eh?”

He prattled on in this fashion. The carriage filled with smoke. I had the notion of opening the
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window using it to screen my exit from the vehicle, but I decided against it. I wasn’t as athletic as
in my youth, and leaping from a speeding carriage no longer held any romantic charm. Weather-
wax let loose another chimney full of smoke and said,—

“I told my Chloe that it was her duty as a daughter to obey. His Lordship’s as good as the
next man, right Twain?”

“Assuming the next man was the Marquis de Sade,” I wanted to say, but the pressure in me
was building like an overheated boiler. I suffered like a Christian martyr, my eyes streaming and
my lungs boiling. Weatherwax fired another cannonade and said,—

“Don’t know what else to do. We talk to her and talk to her, while Lord Winthrop pays his
calls on her. The lawyers are still tussling over the contract — and won’t it make your eyes start
to read the details in the Herald. Sureties alone would make a Vanderbilt pause. It’ll cost a mint;
titled aristos are short on the market. Wouldn’t believe what a mere baron would ask for; without
a castle. Viscounts are holding firm and asking for the moon — and getting it! Why —”

That’s when I shot myself. Unfortunately, I missed, and instead, said,—
“Yes, yes, but what about Chloe? Why’s she taken to bed? What’s the matter with her?”
“Don’t know. Doc won’t say. Consumption, cholera, the yim-yams.” He grew silent and

worked his jaw some while looking at the passing coastline. I knew he was working up a head of
steam to say something, and finally, he said,—

“This is strictly between us, Twain. We didn’t meet out West, but I feel I can tell you things I
can’t tell a man like Beecher or Howell back in Hartford. They’re too refined for such sordid
matters.”

“And I’m a crude hayseed.”
“Please! Please, Mark. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to insult you. But you know what I mean. I

can tell you things.”
He paused, then delivered his line like an actor on the Bowery stage,—
“Mark, I’m being blackmailed.”
I gasped. I felt it was expected, but I sucked a large cloud of smoke that tickled my lungs, and

I spoiled the effect by hacking into my handkerchief. Weatherwax pounded my back until the
spasm passed and said,—

“A week back, Lord Winthrop’s house was burgled. I thought they hadn’t touched us, but a
few days later, I got this note.” He pulled a crisp half-sheet out of his pocket.

It read,—

“We found these pretty notes on our last visit. His Lordship gets the jake unless you place £100
on the sundial at the Grecian folly at sundown. Tell no-one.

“THE WHYOS”

“They had taken Chloe’s jewelry box. There were some letters she had written to a boy in
Hartford. The affair ended three years ago and they returned each others presents and notes. But
instead of burning the letters, she kept hers! They sent a page from it with this demand.”

“But it’s no crime to fall in love,” I said.
It was hard to tell in the haze, but I swear Weatherwax blushed. He said,—
“The . . . sentiments . . . were, well, indiscreet. I don’t have to spell it out to you, do I,
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Twain?”
“Did you pay?”
“Of course! Cleaned me out of my ready money. I received the rest of the letter in next day’s

post.”
“So your troubles are over.”
Weatherwax’s face grew red and he said,—
“But that’s just one letter! They’ve got the rest. This gang will either bleed me dry or expose

my daughter. I’m trapped, Twain, no two ways about it.”
This left me in a fix. I wasn’t looking forward to playing Dutch uncle with the girl, but not

even a broken-down pauper lecturer like Mark Twain was expected to play policeman. But I
knew someone who did, and while he was a genius at his work, he was also a monstrous egoist. I
said,—

“Weatherwax, I know someone who might help . . .”

* * * * *

It was night by the time I reached the great metropolis and the hansom cab bearing my remains to
Baker Street rang on the cobblestones with that cadence familiar to all of London’s visitors. The
woman let me in, and the moment I stood at the base of the staircase, I knew he was at home. The
stench made my eyes water. My nose refused its duty. I climbed into the sulphurous haze and, at
my knock, was ordered to enter.

Holmes was deep into one of his chemical experiments. He brusquely begged me to park my
corpse in the spare bed until he was finished. His rudeness when his mind was otherwise engaged
was well-known to all, so I took no offense. I was exhausted from my journey and quickly fell
asleep amid the stink of bubbling gases and the clink of test-tubes.

I dreamed of Hell.
Holmes’ mood improved dramatically with the coming day, and he greeted me with the

warmth born from our long association and called downstairs for breakfast. 
I like and admire the English, but my affection does not extend to their cooking. It was

designed by a remorseful Puritan hoping to achieve a state of grace by scouring the innards. And
an English breakfast cooked by a Scotch landlady must be intended as a form of revenge for the
occupation of her native heath.

We ate the kippered herrings and the grilled mess of tomatoes and bread and drank the strong
coffee. We both looked like cats dragged from the coal-bin, but he was neatly dressed in his robe
and slippers, while I had spent the night in my clothes. I laid the case before Holmes and tried to
make the mystery of the case as enticing as my powers of speech could make it, but I needn’t
have worried. He said,—

“With my recent experiments concluded to my satisfaction, I have some time on my hands.
Are you familiar with the Whyos?”

His question startled me. Holmes has that nasty habit of asking questions to which only he
knows the answer. But he couldn’t dog me with this one.

“They’re a gang of New York ruffians, found in the Five Points area.”
Holmes nodded. He got up and searched among the line of scrapbooks along the wall until he
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pulled out one newspaper-sized volume. “One of the biggest,” he said, opening the covers. I
glanced over his shoulder and marveled at the array of stories culled from the city’s newspapers.
He said,—

“This concern has been in operation since your Civil War, and they have covered the range of
criminal activities. One of them even went so far as to carry a menu of their services.”

He pointed to a crudely-handwritten half-sheet on which could be read offerings such as
“Punching $2,” “Ear chawed off $15,” “Shot in leg $25" and “Doing the big job $100 and up.” 

“They’re nearly finished as a major criminal force in the city, but it appears from your story
they’re attempting to rebuild their fortunes by exporting their expertise to our country. We’ll go
down today. You might be able to lend a hand if you wish, Clemens.”

“Your invitation is appreciated,” I said sarcastically. “Are you sure I won’t get in the way of
your Dr. Watson?”

He shook his head and the regret in his voice was apparent. “After my affair at Reichenbach,
he returned to his practice and is dealing with consumption and dropsy and the membranous
croup. No, I’m afraid you’ll have to do.”

I gritted my teeth and said no more.
An hour later, we left Baker Street and boarded the train at Victoria, stopping only to acquire

a stack of newspapers. I never saw a man who had such an appetite for news. London was a great
town for newspapers, too, with at least a dozen of them in all flavors. Our journey began quietly
as we smoked and read, but presently he shoved the stack aside and we talked. He wanted to hear
the news of the great financial panic of last year, when a number of railroads collapsed. Credit
became as hard to find as a banker’s smile, and no less than sixteen thousand businesses went
under, one of them being mine. When I had finished describing the scene on Wall Street,
crowded with investors watching their fortunes disappear with each swipe of the chalkboard, he
refilled his pipe and said,—

“A number of my countrymen had invested heavily in those railroads, and suffered severe
reverses as a result. Unfortunately, I expect we’ll see more of these shocks. But let us turn our
minds to more profitable uses. Your news about events at Chalkhills was most welcome. Several
country homes in that area that have been robbed. The gang strikes when the home is empty. The
valuables small and large are carried away, from the plate and paintings to furniture and statuary.
This could be our best opportunity to get a line on this gang.”

“How do the Whyos tie into this?”
“That remains to be seen. The Empire has enough experienced thieves for there to be no need

to import more.”
“And what about the extortion?”
Holmes smiled as toward a child asking where the sun goes at night. He said,—
“I turned my mind over your story at breakfast. Surely a solution has already presented itself

to you.”
A caustic reply came to my mind about Holmes’ indulgence in a stagy jim-crack, but I bit it

back. I can’t stand reading this supercilious claptrap, but Holmes is a genius at what he does, and
genius must be served. I’m told people think the same about me.

Instead of a hired wagon we met last time, a cart was waiting for us at the station. A young
man in the rough clothes of the drover’s trade transferred our bags and with a courtly “Arfter
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yew, gents,” bade us to climb aboard. Holmes said,—
“You must be Rannulf, Lord Winthrop’s son.”
Rannulf whipped his head around, a look of shock on his face, and said,—
“Right as rain, sirrah. How d’yer guess?”
“Your hands told me so. They are rough from use, but well-cared for. The nails are trimmed

and squared, not thick and chipped. Your skin is fair, telling me that either you are not out in the
sun much, or you take care to wear that wide-brimmed hat when you are. You also bear the
classic Winthrop profile.”

Rannulf chuckled and urged on the horses and said,—
“That’s as good a trick as any I seen on the stage and you pegged me sound. Helping out on

the estate helps us keep an eye on the workers.”
“What do you raise?” Holmes said.
“Mostly barley and potatoes. Quite a lot for this area; we’ve had to set up a shipping concern

to export the lot to France and other lands. I oversee that end.”
I said,—
“The workers must appreciate the attention that you pay to their welfare.”
“Oh they hate it. They took great offense when I took to joining them in the fields. Com-

plained to the pater, they did, when they caught him between routs, rides and revels. Now, I don’t
help ‘em as much with the real work and they chalk it up as ‘the young master’s queer touches.’”
Here’s the turn into Chalkhills. Mind your hats, the ride’s going to be a little rough.”

That’s when the first ruts hit the axles amidships. We jostled about, our teeth banging and
clashing. Rannulf apologized; the rains recently turned the road into muck. Emulating the great
detective methods, I concluded that whatever the source of his Lordship’s fortune, it did not lay
with concrete or paving stones.

Weatherwax had been anxious for our arrival, and he popped out of the mansion’s front door
at our approach and said,—

“Chloe’s taken a turn for the worse. The doctor’s with her now.”
Weatherwax led us through a maze of corridors and great halls until we reached the bedroom

wing, where we were met by a cadaverous gentleman at the doorway. 
Weatherwax said,—
“Dr. Conover, what news? Is there any change?”
The doctor shook his head and said,—
“I have her on medication to stabilize the heart. She’s resting comfortably now, but I cannot

speak for any improvement until he’s moved from the source of her stress.”
Holmes said,—
“Is it ectopic?”
“The heartbeats? That’s a harmless condition with no bearing on this case. Are you a

doctor?”
Holmes said,—
“Never mind. May we see her?”
The doctor nodded and mentioned he had to consult with Lord Winthrop. We went inside.
The shades were drawn and the gas lamp by the bed was the merest flicker. Chloe lay under

the sheets, her eyes were closed, her cheeks were hollow and her eyes rimmed in red, her hair
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spread like damp seaweed across her pillow, like Ophelia pulled from the brook and only half
dried-off. What a pitiable sight! A small band of gold set with a single pearl on her left hand was
the lone spot of cheerful color over the dismal scene.

Holmes crept to her bedside and gazed at her in that peculiar fashion that always gave me
chills. A serpent could not have been more still eyeing his prey. He said,—

“Part the curtain, Clemens, if you would.” 
I did, but only for a moment. A sliver of light crossed Chloe’s face and she flinched and

cried, “No, no, leave the oysters be! Cabbages! Cabbages! For the love of God!”
Her outburst startled me so I slapped the heavy drapes closed. The door opened behind us and

a young woman, slender as a reed and quick as a whippet, strode in and hissed,—
“What is all this? Who are you?”
Weatherwax said,—
“This is Mr. Holmes and Mr. Twain. I asked them—”
“Oh, for shame, Mr. Weatherwax! Your daughter is ill and must rest. Any disturbance could

be fatal!” Chloe chimed in with a terrible moan and her babble pursued us as we fled the room.
Rannulf met us in the hall, his face a mirror of fear and confusion. Holmes told him briefly

what had happened, and the young man scowled at us. He would have stayed to upbraid us for
our conduct, but his desire to see to Chloe’s comfort won the struggle and he went into the
sick-room. When we last left them, the woman dabbed at Chloe’s forehead with a damp cloth
and he caressed her hand and murmured soothing words.

Weatherwax closed the door and Holmes gently led me away. I was horrified. Chloe looked
far worse than I expected. It brought vividly to memory the suffering and death of my son,
Langdon, dead these many years, and a dread rose in me that her time was near.

Weatherwax fumbled with his watch and turned to view its face by the light of the window.
He stood there quietly with only the ticking of the hall clock for conversation. 

Then he wiped his brow with a spotted red handkerchief and said,—
“Hotter than Hades in there. Come on, let’s go see his Lordship.”
I linked his arm with mine. As we walked down the hall, I said,—
“She’ll recover. She’s young and vital.”
Holmes — a stranger to emotion as usual — asked,—
“Who was that young woman?”
“Her? That’s Lord Winthrop’s sister, Judith. She’s been looking after Chloe when Dr.

Conover’s not here.”
“Conover’s the local man, then?”
“I should say not! He’s one of the most eminent physicians in London. From Harley Street

itself, with fees to match!” He pulled a paper out of his pocket and shoved it at Holmes. “Take a
look at his latest bill.”

Holmes glanced at the paper and I caught the amusement in his eye. He handed it back and
said,—

“Then she must be in very good hands.”
His lordship was seated before the library fire, fresh from a morning’s ride. Your typical

English aristocrat tends to run toward extremes. This one was a twig. His glory was found in his
moustache, which stuck out like branches, giving him almost a cross-like shape. A butler was
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engaged in removing a boot, which had not been scraped. He assisted by pressing his other boot
firmly against the man’s backside. He smelled of smoke, peat and horse, and the thought of
Chloe shackled to this nearly broke my heart. Holmes led the discussion and outline our purpose
in being there and Winthrop, after casting a beady eye on me and resolving to count the silver-
ware when I’m gone,  agreed to put us up for the night. He said,—

“I heard from the medical man. Weatherwax, I’ll have to put the wedding on hold. No point
in concluding a pact over a dead woman.”

Holmes said,—
“Your concern for your future wife is admirable, Lord Winthrop. Between the negotiations

and the recent burglary, the strain must be burdensome. May I ask if any progress had been made
in locating the gang?”

Winthrop shook his head and said,—
“Noakes is a good constable, but all he’s really good for is chivvying the local drunks and

investigating the burning of hayricks.”
We were interrupted by a servant bearing a coil of paper on a silver tray. Winthrop passed the

strip through his fingers and I recognized it as a stock-ticker tape with the latest prices. He
frowned, then he fixed me with his eye and said,—

“Mr. Clemens, you’re from New York.”
I admitted some familiarity with the metropolis.
“A fascinating city. I have not been there myself, but both Rannulf and Judith have visited

friends there. You know Mr. Jay Gould. His railroad stock is profitable to buy, I believe.”
I cannot fathom why a foreigner would assume that a resident — or in my case, a visitor only

— to a city of over a million souls would be on easy familiarity with them all. I said,—
“Men like Gould, Vanderbilt and Morgan don’t enter business to lose money, but I can’t say

that’s true for anyone who joins them.” 
He frowned again at this, then rose and excused himself to finish cleaning up. Judith came in,

and his Lordship suggested that she show us about the place.
British mansions tend to be built on the notion that giants may someday decide to take up

residence. We wandered amid soaring ceilings and oversized furniture, while Judith regaled us
with the family history, mostly honest, and a complete description of the bric-a-brac. Her
knowledge of furniture, its designers and provenance of the better pieces, was encyclopedic. We
ended the tour in the billiard room, where she suggested we might relax here before dinner. 

This suited me something powerful. I had a table installed in my home in Hartford, and there
is no better exercise to be found. I’m sure there are billiard parlors in heaven. In England’s better
homes, a proper billiard room contains two tables, one for snooker and another with holes in it
for the honest American game. 

While Holmes sat in a chair and smoked his pipe, I racked the balls and Weatherwax and I
stroked for lead, but I found my heart wasn’t in it. My concern for Chloe affected me still, so
much that my eye was off and Weatherwax was able to run the table and pocket a side bet I could
ill-afford to lose. I was almost grateful when Holmes interrupted the transaction and asked
Weatherwax for a list of Chloe’s complaints. He said,—

“Until this morning, when she took a turn for the worse, fever, weakness in the limbs,
sensitivity to light, headache, great fatigue, cramps. You heard her babbling of oysters. She’s like
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that when the fever’s on her.”
“What did Dr. Conover say about that.”
“All he’d say was that the disease will declare itself in a few days and that an effective

treatment will follow. Then he presented his bill.”
Holmes nodded. “Let us turn to this threatening letter. How did you receive it?”
“By mail three days ago. A servant from the hall fetches the bag from the post office and

Judith parcels it out at lunch.”
“And it contained this note,” he pulled the sheet Weatherwax gave me, “and part of a letter?

Did you talk to Chloe about it?”
“No, Judith forbade it. The doctor ordered complete rest.”
“Do you still have the letter? I must see it.”
The man shambled off, looking wretched. I shot a game in the ensuing silence while Holmes

paced and smoked. He was cogitating hard and I knew to let him be. He stopped and said,—
“A very pretty problem this is, Clemens.”
“I’m glad you think so,” I said with asperity. “A girl’s dying and you’re entertained. Her

funeral will be the high point of your social calendar.”
“Oh, I don’t think it’ll go that far. Miss Weatherwax’s illness, although serious, is not fatal.”
I slammed the stick on the table.
“Confound you! Talk sense.”
He put his hand on my shoulder like he was calming a skittish colt and said,—
“She’s shamming, Clemens. Did you remark her face?”
I felt the world reel below me. “You saw her only for a moment.”
“You see, but you do not think,” he said in that superior way of his. “You shined a light on

the truth, and a literal one at that. There was kohl under her eyes and makeup on her cheeks to
emphasize the cadaverous effect. And one does not normally see smears of makeup on the
pillows. You saw my Hamlet on the New York stage; I made the application of make-up a
specialty of mine, and wrote a monograph on the subject. With the proper tools, Clemens, one
can bring the dead to life and life to the dead. She’s fine.”

I was so overjoyed at the news that I forgave Holmes his monstrous ego, and it was there that
I blundered terribly. Weatherwax came in bearing the note and I said,—

“Put your mind at rest, Weatherwax. Holmes here has determined that Chloe’s not sick at all.
She’s —”

I froze as I realized what that meant. Weatherwax thrust the note into Holmes’ hand and
said,—

“So that’s her game. We’ll see who’s shamming who—”
Judith encountered Weatherwax in the doorway, and he threw her the most terrible look. She

was perplexed, but recovered and came to me and apologized most prettily for ordering us out of
the sick-room. I assured her that I had been thrown out of worse places with less courtesy. I
introduced her to Holmes, who was studying Chloe’s note by the light of a window.

Then Weatherwax returned, rubbing his hands with the air of a man who had performed a full
day’s work and said,—

“Holmes, you were right. I looked in on Chloe and found she was shamming with make up
and acting. So I had a brief chat with Lord Winthrop and conceded the last few points. She is
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now officially betrothed.”
Judith turned pale and cried,—
“But her illness—”
“A sham, Twain assures me. Right, Mark?”
I babbled that I was guessing, but my stock sank rapidly under Judith’s furious look. Holmes

said,—
“I’m afraid that’s true.”
Judith said nothing but she played with a small pearl ring on her finger. Her look said it

would please her greatly if I would fall dead of apoplexy.
“I must inform Chloe,” she said and left. Weatherwax said,—
“And I must tell my wife and see to the packing. Chloe’s to be married in six weeks in

London and there’s a mort of work to be done.”
The door closed and it was left to Holmes to complete my humiliation:
“There must be something in the American character that encourages babbling. Your lack of

discretion makes me long for my Watson.”

* * * * *

Holmes abandoned me in the billiard room, saying he had work to do before dinner. I spent the
rest of the afternoon playing and smoking, but my heart wasn’t into either pleasure.

Dinner that evening would have tried a saint’s patience. Winthrop and Weatherwax kept up a
fair rumble over horses and hunting. Judith was glum, Chloe looked even worse, and her mother
tried to behave civil, but failed. I couldn’t bear to look at Rannulf, for he alternated between
looks of comfort directed at Chloe and hatred at me.

Holmes was in disgusting fine spirits. He joined in the talk about Ayeshires and Derbyshires
like he had spent his life on the farm. It was a relief when the cloth was drawn and the ladies
excused themselves. Using my old age as a shield, I begged off an evening of claret and cigars
and tottered to bed. For once, I was happy that my reputation as a storyteller left these people
unimpressed. I would have been incapable of raising a laugh from a hyena.

It was an unhappy Sam Clemens who sat smoking in bed that night. It seemed that everything
I touched turned to ash, and I was not looking forward to resuming my journey tomorrow with
Chloe stranded in an unwanted marriage. I set my cigar aside and lay back, but, as usual, sleep
would not come to relieve my sorrows.

Then, a woman’s shriek sent lightning down my spine. I leaped out of bed and was tucking
my nightshirt into my pants when Holmes burst in and said,—

“Come with me, Clemens. Chloe has disappeared.”
There was a great hullabaloo going on in the girl’s sick-room. The place was a mess, with

clothes thrown everywhere, the furniture tumbled about as evidence of a great struggle. A bloody
towel was draped over a chair. Winthrop was in a fine fury, questioning the maid and brandishing
his riding crop, and she shouting between choking sobs that she heard the sound of breaking
glass and found the room empty and the French doors shattered. 

At the sideboard was a tray of water that held several curious sheets of flypaper, damp and
crushed. A glass of water was next to it. Over by the French doors, Holmes was on his hands and
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knees, inspecting the glass shards with a lens. Over him stood Weatherwax, bearing a candelabra,
and he said,—

“We have to do something. We must call the police.”
Winthrop banished the maid and joined me at the sideboard. He picked up the glass, swirled

it roughly  and said,—
“It’ll take an hour for Noakes to get her. We have to act now.” He was about to take a drink

when Holmes cried “No!” and threw his lens. It dashed the glass from Winthrop’s hand, and he
whipped around in anger at the affront.

“It would be worth your life to drink that,” Holmes said. “Send a man to the police-station
and leave the room untouched. Come, Clemens. There’s not a moment to lose.”

We ran onto the terrace and raced for the stables where we secured two horses. I said,—
“Holmes, what happened?”
“You just witnessed the denouement of your revelation. More fool I was not to have

anticipated this, but logic fails before the ways of the heart. Let’s ride, Clemens. We have to get
there before it’s too late.”

“Too late for what? What are you on about?”
Holmes had mounted and was off down the road, and it was all I could do to stay aboard my

horse and follow.
We pounded down a road that moonlight had turned into a ribbon of silver, past shrubbery

and fences that took the form of glowing fantastical shapes. I had not ridden for years, so the first
mile was sheer torture to my bones. We reached the coast road and turned toward town. Our
screws were thundering at a steady pace, and I lifted myself in the saddle and looked about. Over
the cliff to one side rumbled the surf. On the other side were moon-lit fields of flax.

When we reached town, Holmes slowed his horse to a trot and allowed me to catch up. The
chase had proved as beneficial as any tonic. Everything had been forgotten — my decrepitude,
my financial worries, my failures. I was on an adventure, and I must have sounded like a boy
again when I said,—

“Where to, Holmes?”
“The wharf.”
We rode past the slips and, at every boat, Holmes asked if any couples had boarded within

the last half-hour. All said no until we reached the steamer Esmeralda. Smoke poured from her
stacks, and the mate of the watch said she was bound shortly for America. A half-crown bought
us permission to come aboard and directions to their cabin. 

At the door, Holmes said,—
“Do you have your gun?”
I told him it was at the wash.
“Then be on your guard for anything. They’re desperate.”
He knocked and sang out in a Boston accent that the captain would like to speak with them.
The door opened to reveal a small thin man in a moustache and bowler. He gasped and tried

to close the door, but Holmes pushed in. The man raced for the table and pulled a pistol from a
bag, but Holmes twisted it from his hand. Then, in a single swipe, he pulled off the hat and
moustache.

“Judith,” I cried.
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A connecting door opened and Chloe entered. It was a much-improved edition of the young
woman I saw at dinner. The color was high in her cheeks and her smile of welcome was
charming. Kidnapings in the nether hours of the night proved very agreeable to her. She said,—

“Hello, Mr. Clemens, Mr. Holmes. How lovely of you to see us off.”
Holmes bowed and said,—
“Miss Weatherwax. You led us on a merry dance. I’m glad to see you’ve dropped the

masquerade.”
She laughed and said,—
“Oh yes! I was so looking forward to home again. How did you see through it?”
“Your extortion note spoke very clearly. A hundred pounds is far too small a figure for

thieves who had stolen thousands at a go. You’ve insulted the Whyos dearly by asking for such a
pitiable figure.”

Chloe said,—
“I apologize on their behalf, Mr. Holmes. I knew it was all the cash father had at hand.”
I said,—
“What did you need the money for?”
“To pay Mr. Conover,” Judith said. “He’s a medical student, but so poor. It was only right to

compensate him for his trouble. But now that we need the money for our passage, I’m afraid he’ll
never receive it.”

Holmes said,—
“Don’t worry about your friend. He saw through my little test about ectopic heartbeats, and

he’s been billing Mr. Weatherwax at twice the going rate for a Harley Street physician.” He
pulled from his pocket the note Chloe had written. “This love note, however, confirmed the hoax.
The ink is much too fresh for a three-year-old letter, and the paper bears the same watermark as
the extortion note.”

Chloe laughed again, and, despite the trouble she had put us through, it did my heart good to
hear her. Her mood turned serious, however, when a sailor knocked at the door and said it was
time to cast off. She said,—

“Must we go with you?”
Holmes said,—
“Twain? You know the girl. What do you think?”
What could I do? Bring her back to a loveless marriage to an English walking-stick, or send

her off to America with next to nothing. It was a terrible choice.
But then Heaven sent an inspiration.

* * * * *

We rode slowly back to the house. It was late, but it was an occasion for cigars, which the captain
graciously provided. In fiction, I despised this moment when the Great Detective is sitting high,
wide and handsome, and prepared to reveal all, and I wasn’t about to give him his opening. But
Holmes had more tricks in his bag than a riverboat gambler. He said,—

“It was a near-run thing in Chloe’s bedroom, Clemens.”
I couldn’t help myself. I said,—
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“What do you mean?”
“You remark the paper in the basin? That was flypaper. Soaking it in water brings up the

arsenic. His Lordship would have been dissatisfied with his drink if I hadn’t intervened.”
“So Chloe meant to destroy herself?”
“Until Judith interrupted. She must have encouraged her to flee, packed what they could and

tumbled the room to make it look like a kidnaping. Judith probably lashed out at the French
doors as a final touch of verisimilitude. But the glass wasn’t crushed into the carpet, as it would
have been if someone stepped into the room after the doors were kicked open.”

I thought of the bloody towel and understood how desperate they must have felt.
“And the boat to America, how did you figure that?”
“Logical inference from the available data.”
“You mean you guessed.”
Holmes ignored my jibe. He was in full lecture mode, which cannot be interrupted by any act

short of dynamiting. “They had two choices: flee into England or away by boat. The authorities
will be sure to watch the roads and the railways, whereas no one would enquire after a modest
couple seeking passage to the States. They’ll be fine, especially after you gave them a not to your
friend at Standard Oil.”

“Rogers will look after them until something else is arranged.”
“That was a noble deed you performed.”
I shrugged and said,—
“It puts paid to the trouble I caused her.”
“And are you going to write about this, like my companion Watson would?”
“The hell I will! I have no intention of playing second fiddle behind your brass band. You

want to burnish your reputation, write it yourself.”
“I may do that. But we have a more important question to face.”
“What’s that, Holmes?”
“What will we encounter when we return to the house? Will Lord Winthrop fulfill his

promise to let us stay the night after we let his daughter run away for what you Americans call a
Boston marriage? Or will we have to doss down elsewhere? It will be an interesting test of the
British capacity for politeness.” 


