V. THE DETECTIVE

The autumn blazed with many colors as its own breath, the wind, swept hundreds of fiery leaves across the street. Some of them danced, others whirled in a circle as the breeze whisked them all away, high and low under the mild, pink-orange afternoon sky.

Eventually, many were caught in a pile against the curbs and crevices of the city. From there, they were trampled by the feet of many, their delicate and wrinkled surfaced crunched into fragments where they were once more carried in the wind.

Among those who stepped on the leaves, was a detective, strolling leisurely on his way to a client. To many of his “friends” at the yard, he was known as the amateur, the unofficial one, yet his pondering was indeed, officially gifted. With a touch of delicacy, and an admiration of life, he observed his surroundings, not just seeing them.   

As he passed by the rows of copper beeches, branches rustling with the sound of an imaginary, waving sea, he pondered on a theory. There are some trees, he considered, that grow to a certain height and then suddenly develop some strange eccentricity. Not only that, but there just may be a theory that people do that too, I wonder…

After a pleasant walk, he arrived at his destination: a large, elegant apartment complex. There, he was greeted warmly and led inside the bold, richly furnished flat, gifted with tea, crackers, and more tea from the housemaid. His client sat across him in an armchair, middle aged, slender, welcoming, sensible. A well known, wealthy man who has proven a wise image of himself since his years of devoted charity.

After the housemaid left, The detective began.

“Your new housemaid seems somewhat obedient.”

The client, Sir Milverton, gave a gaze of astonishment.

“How did you know I recently hired a maid?”

The detective leaned back on the sofa, casual. Next to him, was, Pompey, who was unfortunately, a bulldog, a temporary pet to Sir Milverton, owned by his sister. 

“Well, your maid looks nervous, not because of my presence, but because of her job. A usual habit when you begin a career. Also, I believe her former job was a guitarist, as I noticed her fingertips. And since she is tanned a bit, she must of done some performing outside in the city, specifically, for the tourists and—I’m not offending your maid, am I?”

“No, not at all. Unless it happens to be an offensive remark.” 

“Don’t worry. It’s not.” 

As soon as the detective reached out to pat Pompey’s forehead, The bulldog threatened him with a growl. The detective drew his hand back quickly. 

The client chuckled a bit. “Don’t worry about Pompey. He’ll only bite your ankle off if you make him mad, or his owner tells him to. Otherwise, he’s perfectly fine and he doesn’t even listen to anyone else. Even I can’t tell him to bite you.”

The detective nodded, yet was quite nervous about having Pompey near him. But then, in a brisk, business tone, “well then, state your case,” he began.

“I had a butler before I hired the maid, who wanted me to raise his wages. Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to do that due to my younger sister, Charlene, and I having to handle financial problems with our business.”

“What business?”

“Milverton Jewels.”

“Yes, of course! No wonder why you look familiar. The robberies that have occurred has greatly affected your business, hasn’t it?”

The client made a hopeless sigh and a nod. “Yes, it has.”

“Well,” said the detective, “dull, but comforting to say, you’re not the only one having these financial problems. I’m coping with them too. Anyway, continue on, please.” 

“My butler, unfortunately, quit his job never to be seen, and was employed by my sister, so I heard. Then came the jewelry robberies, especially where I was able to find this at last week’s robbery.”

Sir Milverton, handed a wrinkled sheet of paper. The detective examined it, finding a series of simple, yet cheerful looking stick men, all in a different dancing position. Some were holding flags. Others, upside down.

 I happen to suspect my former butler, who usually does these codes,” Sir Milverton continued. “At the beginning, I thought they were little careless sketches since he happens to be a great artist.”

“How did the robbery happen?”

“God knows. Even the security cameras cannot catch a single sign of them how they got in.”

The detective thought a moment before the client added another piece of information.

“My sister called this morning saying she’s willing to give something very important in deciphering the code. She found the key of the code tucked somewhere in the butler’s bags one day, except…”

“Except what?”

“She’s asking for a price.”

“How much?”

“Full ownership of the Jewelry Company.”

The detective tilted his head, somewhat confused. “Then, what do you want me to do about it?”

“I want you to get it from her.”

“You mean to say, you want me to steal it from her?” 


“Yes.”


The detective thought for a moment. “This is like a scandal in bohemia.”

 
“I know, I know. You’re wondering why I should hire a detective like you, but it’s the fact that a man such as you are quite good at detecting things, especially an object. Even I have hired men to intrude her home. They looked everywhere. Every page of every book, behind picture frames, inside the drawers, under the furniture—everything! Every nook and every cranny.”


 “And what about every cook and every granny?”


“Well, I don’t recall her having a cook or our grandmother, if she happens to be raised from the dead.”


“Is she co-owns this business, and that business is threatened by these robberies, why doesn’t she inform the police about this key?”


“Oh she doesn’t care about the robberies. She cares about knocking me off.”


“And you didn’t inform the police about this piece of evidence.”


“Well, she’s forced me to tell anyone. She’s got Pompey, right next to you. One little dissatisfaction to her and she’ll order the pup to tear my neck off.”

   
The detective turned at the dog, the dog looked up at the detective, quietly loathing at the detective’s nervous look with a soft growl before laying it’s lazy head on the couch once again.  


“Have you made sure that she wasn’t carrying it with her,” the detective continued.


“Yes. We’ve been following her quite often. We even tried to ‘rob’ her, and found nothing.” 


The detective rose from the sofa. “Well,” he remarked. “this sounds very similar to Edgar Allen Poe’s ‘Purloined Letter’. However, helping clients who deal with a crime is one thing, but helping clients commit a crime is certainly a concept I can’t take.”


“But—”


“I find it boring and too simple that you would want me to steal some key to a code from your sister, which your butler drew, and was found in a bank robbery. Boring and insignificant. I consider it a waste of time where I’m willing to just spend it on a client who  has a better cause to be desperate. Now if you want to get that key, hire a cat burglar, and better yet, if you want to know who is doing the robberies, ask Scotland Yard to work a little harder.”


The detective was about to head out the door when the client spoke coolly. “Seven thousand pounds, Mr. Holmes.”


The detective turned, his interest curiously caught.  


“Excuse me?”

“Seven thousand.” Sir Milverton repeated. 

“Seven thousand?”

The client nodded. “Seven thousand, if you can get it”. 

To the detective, it was an irresistible temptation, a cheery twinkle in the client’s eye that sparked a difficult inner battle between morals and money.

“You said you were in financial trouble.” The client went a little further. “If a boring, simple task such as getting that paper in my hand really does happen, I guarantee your troubles are over.”

The detective stood for a considerate moment.

Within that hour, the agreement was made.

It didn’t take long to figure the address and location of  Ms. Charlene A. Milverton’s home. With the help of the directions given from Sir Charles, It laid somewhere in the area of London, Hempstead that is. Made of brick and wood, it was captivated by the gates of metal and stone which divided t estate from the outside world and refused to let any pass between the two areas. Along the walls, crept by thin slender vines of ivy, the detective walked along the sidewalk and this wall, examining the extent of this wide property.

He was a different person now, younger, rakish, and smartly goofy. His hair was spiked, dyed blonde, and he was wearing one of many white overalls he would constantly wear for the next few days.   He was a perfect copy upon the fresh new wave of society, one who wore a short goatee and a bright set of eyes that tamed opposed his bursts of careless humor and his youthful energy.  

It wasn’t until he arrived at the front gates of the estate that he realized he was trailed by an unusual follower. Looking around, his conclusions rested on the from of something small in front of him right behind the other sides of the gates.


It growled.

It was the bulldog alright, much much worst that an Sussex Vampire. It was a giant rat of Sumatra, enough to cut a devil’s foot, or even the detective’s ankle. It had been scratching the walls, jumping incredibly high that he could manage to see beyond the walls, bouncing in and out of sight. 

The detective sighed. It happened to be the most vicious of all elements in this task. Vicious things do come in small forms—this was no exception. It continued to bounce, up and down, up and down, growling eagerly with vain as the detective stared at it.

“Excuse me. May I ask who you might be?”

He turned to see Charlene Milverton, the same age as him, young, pretty and smart. It was the very qualities of a woman he continuously ignored—the innocent qualities that could greatly deceive anyone to her advantage. 

“You must be Charlene Milverton,” he said in a friendly voice.

She looked at the detective, doubtful, but astonished. “Do I know you? How did you know about my name?”

“I can see your name.” he pointed. “I think it would be a good idea to show that around. People can do something dangerous to you if they had that information.”   

“Thank you for telling me that. If you can ask me what your name is, I’ll be on my way home.”

“You live there, don’t you?” The detective ignored, pointing at the large house.

Somewhat suspicious, Ms. Milverton replied. “No.”

“It should be. Your address is on that bag too.”

“For the third time,” Ms. Milverton sighed, “Who are you? If you can’t give me a good reason why you’re here, I will call the police.”

Still ignoring, the plumber said, “Oh really? I can just call you. I can see your phone number as well.”

Quickly, the woman opened the gate, went in and slammed it closed. She faced the detective with a frightful gaze. “I mean it now. I want you out. This is no game.”

The detective didn’t reply.

Ms. Milverton picked up Pompey and  raced to her house, looking back several times. From there, The detective started laughing.

“Ms. Milverton, it was a just a joke. Thought you might need it cause you look like you had a bad day today. Never thought you’d take it too seriously! Your butler—I think his name was Jonathan Smalls—he called me about that sink of yours. He said it was leaking. Oh come on now! I’m sorry about that. If you let me in, you’ll be sure nothing’s going to happen to you.” 

Charlene Milverton stopped and looked back. “Oh really? Prove it.”

The detective reached in his pocket and retrieved a business card. He held it up to the gate.

Charlene Milverton slowly approached him once more and read the card.

“You’re name is Escott?”

“Yes.”


“How do you know that your not some man who’s trying to earn my trust, then steal something out of my house?”

The detective shrugged. “Oh I don’t know, it all depends on fate. If I happened to leave my laundry there, then that’s a good reason I’ll be stealing that.”

Ms. Milverton gazed at him a bit, until she made a smile, a bit wry from her dissatisfaction and suspicion against him. “Well,” she sighed, opening the gate, “I think you’re alright. But no more jokes from you or else I’ll really kick you out.”

“Oh don’t worry,” The detective said, “you’ll take my word nothing rude will come about from me.”


Pompey growled at the moment of intrusion. The detective, in stepping into the estate grounds backed away, distant from that vicious little dog that rested in Ms. Milverton’s arms.


“Pompey!”


Ms. Milverton tapped her hand against the bulldog’s head. “Enough of you!” Then she looked at the detective/plumber who gave the dog a somewhat unpleasant look.


“You should really excuse Pompey here. He’s not very kind when it comes to strangers.”

 
The detective/plumber nodded. “I don’t blame your dog for that. I’ve known to be chased by other dogs much…bigger than him.”


“Oh, Pompey’s much worst I tell you.” she closed the gate and the two headed to the estate. “He can bite into an man’s ankle and won’t let go until he tears it off. You should see him. The past few months, he’s chased a bloke down the street, killed a pair of stray kitties and beaten a dog five times his size.”


There was a second of silence before an uncertain reply.   


“Really?”


In a week, he had his information. That the house was built by a Norwood builder. That it was a two story home (with an extra bedroom, an attic) with several rooms and a few bathrooms. There was a study, a large kitchen, a sitting room and a garden outside, all elegant in some perfection. That there was a hole under the wall made by the dog, which meant Pompey had to stay outside had to be leashed in the yard. 


It was based all on those friendly discussions (all those talks!) between him and Ms. Milverton that he was able to deduce where the note was located. And along the way, Pompey growled from his bed, loathing this strange new ‘friend’ as a loyal Jonathan Smalls (the butler) assisted him with his work, quite an unusual suspect in attempting such a vast task. Too obvious, too stupid to conceal any evidence against him—unless he wasn’t a suspect at all. Also, he was a recently immigrated citizen from the United States, proper and considerate unlike the rush-rush-rush of the rustling cities that laid across the other side of the Atlantic.


All those qualities, fitting perfectly into a match. And still, something did not seem right.


He decided to play all his cards down and run one of the biggest risks he had attempted. All that useful information, used in a bad manner, for a good purpose. He decided to gain entry to Ms. Milverton’s room by ‘burgling’ the house, taking nothing but the one thing that mattered. The key. A small innocent paper, tucked somewhere in the hidden areas of Ms. Milverton’s bedroom.   


A quarter to eleven, he set out for Hampton, for the large house bordered by its wide yard, peppered with trees and lined by its stone walls and gate. He set out dressed in dark clothes, one who has recently left a theatre as he walked along the ivy covered wall, and heard the growls of the Giant rat of Sumatra behind it as he came closer and closer to the gate.


The wrinkled, bullish face of the bulldog bounced above the wall in and out of view. Finally, detective and hound stood face to face to each other from two sides of the gate. The dog made a growl. The detective made a nervous glance. Sighing out his fears, he started to climb the gate. The dog was several feet away, leashed by a long chain that was linked to a tree. Thankfully, that left a safe bit of room for the detective to stand between the dog and the gate. 

As he landed on his feet, the dog lunged at him, but was choked by it’s own leash and collar. It was pulled back where it growled more, more,  until it was a ferocious bark.

Ignoring the dog, the detective glanced at the house, empty and without light. Ms. Milverton as he had learned, was out to do an errand with Mr. Small assisting her.

He went to the door, pulled out a key (which he stole during his work as a plumber) and opened the door. After going in and unlocking it, he proceeded upstairs to Ms. Milverton’s room, a large, colorful place in the house adorned by furniture, cabinets and curtains. But the most notable of all objects was a black peter, a safe tucked between her bed and her wardrobe. 

He pulled out his magnifying glass, a Musgrave Ritual that constantly occurred in every case and examined the handle on the safe. There was a dense coat of dust on it, an indication that she hasn’t used it in a while.  

Then he saw it, just as though Edgar Allan Poe had wrote it. The key, slightly rumpled, out in the open where her other important letters were. As soon as he got it, he saw a car drive up to the gate from the window. The butler came out to open the gate for the car, and the car drove up to the driveway. Finally, Ms. Milverton came out her car and opened the door to her house. 

The detective scanned the room, quick but noiselessly. Escape? Escape was too risky. After all, Pompey was more of an alarm dog, and the butler was also present.  

Hide? In the closet? Behind the door? Somewhere else in the house. No. Anytime, she could uncover those places. 

Then, he found his option. Under the bed. He stuffed the paper in a drawer and dived under the bed in to see door open behind him. In walked Ms. Milverton where she closed her door, proceeded into her closet, changed her clothes and jumped in her bed where she lost no time in going to sleep.

What seemed an hour, the detective waited, lying down against the floor under the bed in impatience and discomfort until he was confident that the woman above him was asleep. His expectations were different. Half an hour later, she rose from her bed sleepily and descended down the stairs to the lower portion of the house. From there, the detective slowly crawled out and proceeded out. He slid the drawer open, yet found not only a letter, but a curious device with an LCD display, counting down less than a minute.

An explosive. 

Terrified, he jumped out the window and scaled down the tree, then rushed out into the grass where the house boomed, igniting fire through it’s windows and brick walls. The explosion took him by surprise and in that moment, he fell on his face. A blast of heat filled the air, and as he looked breathlessly at the lovely large home, he began to pity the likable resident who met her fate, and could not afford the time or knowledge to escape at all.

Aching, he lifted his head, about to get up, and saw the next fearsome thing that awaited. 

The giant rat of Sumatra.

Both of them were face to face, and in that instant moment, the detective sprang up and raced away from this hideous pet. Yet, that giant rat of Sumatra was sharply pulled away from his prey by the tree, giving a bit of calmness that it was safe for the detective to run no further.

Yet, the giant rat of Sumatra was still growling, cursing with raging barks and yelps of hatred.

The butler, at the other end of the lawn had spotted him, becoming a new pursuer.

The detective ran, jumping over the gate and onto the pavement. At that moment, the butler struggled to open the gate and at the same time, the thin collar round Pompey’s neck slipped off, freeing the hideous pet as he burst through the hole under the wall and after the detective.

An unusual chase scene.

Past several night-going pedestrians, signs, streets and intersections, the pursuit went. He passed two blocks until he collided into a young Scottland Yard detective, a familiar and close acquaintance, where he panicked and continued to escape, turning a corner. It left his friend dazed, lost in senses, until a butler with disheveled clothes roared a command of help.

The chase unusually traveled around two blocks: a circle. 

And the giant rat of Sumatra remained an inch closer at his prey’s heels. 

Incredulous! Thought the detective. This was no ordinary bulldog, one that should be remained in the wilderness until any Siberian tiger with equal violence could make it’s meal out of this Giant Sumatrian Rat.   

Indeed, it was the most insane scene ever witnessed in the streets. A concert attendee, chased by a bulldog, who was chased by a butler, who was chased by a young Scotland Yard detective. And if that wasn’t the case, then it was probably the concert goer chased by all of them.


Madly, the giant rat of Sumatra was on his heels, growling, getting closer. The detective had to reconsider his thoughts once more. This dog must of not been a giant rat of Sumatra. Perhaps a supernatural cat-killer, holding unusual powers of fast paws for running and a vicious sense of attacking.   

The detective passed by a driver, loading several of his things into his car. One of them, notably, a  delicate painting. Quickly grabbing that, he stopped and smacked the devil of a bulldog into the air. The driver saw this, and started to curse, but the detective heard none as he continued his escape. Unaware, behind him, the airborne bulldog was caught by the butler who fell down from the impact of the catch. As for the Scotland yard detective, he tripped over the fallen butler, as well as colliding into the driver who raced frantically to catch the dog as well.

After a safe distance, the detective slowed down and felt his pockets.

The key! It was gone!

He must of dropped it, two blocks down. That was the last time he felt the paper in his pocket. Furiously, he raced back, towards the tangled pile of men (and the dog), cursing and unable to move, jumped over them, found the paper several feet away, then jumped over the pile again where he started his direction once more. But with the delay in his escape, the pile of pursuers disassembled and were after him again. This time, thankfully, the injured dog was in the driver’s hands, rather than going after the detective and biting it’s heels.     

They were gaining on the detective. Gaining. One step, two steps, three steps, especially that of the Scotland Yard detective, a very fast one. They crossed over traffic, cars screeching and beeping their curses as they passed the intersection and stepped onto the sidewalk once more. Finally, the detective veered around the corner and was temporarily lost in site. By the time the pursuers turned into a direction, the Scotland Yard detective bumped into a familiar person wearing a hat and a dark brown jacket.

“Holmes!”

The Scotland Yard detective looked around. His runaway was no where to be found. 

The friend looked at him oddly at the exhausted pursuers, eagerly tracking their suspect.

“Stamford, you look very—disordered. Anything wrong?”

“Yes…A house is bombed…A man…he ran…”

“His name is Escott,” the butler added. “He’s a plumber.”


“Yes,” The Scotland Yard detective agreed, “that’s it”.

The friend scratched his head. “No wonder why a man bumped into me and ran. He’s a young devil of a runner.”

“Have you seen him?” they asked eagerly. “Where did he go?”

“That way,” the friend pointed. 

Without further ado, they left him and dashed down the sidewalk.  

“You might catch him!” the friend added. “I think he broke his leg on the wall by bumping into me. Serves him right!”       

 When the pursuers had disappeared, the friend sighed with relief. As he paced down the opposite direction, he pulled out a slightly crumbled paper, a key, and began to study it.

