VI. THE STALKER


“…So that’s all I can say of him and his case,” Holmes ended. “There isn’t much to say about him, except he’s a really compassionate person. He wrote a letter to him client, mentioning how he too had lost a sister, and telling his side of the story of this bombing, although he wished for the police not to know about his burglary. He felt so sorry for him that he decoded the message to save his client time, figuring out the next time and location of the next robbery. My friend also refused to have his pay, knowing that his client would need the money for the services of his sister.”


We both paused in thought a bit heartfelt.

 “That’s a very…interesting story,” I said quietly. 

 
“Yes. My friend hasn’t kept in touch lately after this scenario, so I can’t really say what’s happened to him, or what cases he has—” 


“Or what disguises he’s used,” I added.

He nodded.


“But how often do you disguise yourself?” I asked. 


“Well, I have disguised myself as a retired colourman and a veiled lodger for the Three Gables—No. Wait a minute. Not the three gables, the Three Garridebs! Yes! I remember,” he remembered. “Three Garridebs who lived in Wisteria Lodge who had a queer case of why they were missing three quarters of Christmas wreath they made of rings that contained five orange pips. The entire case is complicated, but another day, I’ll tell you of it.”


“But why are you in disguise.”     


Holmes showed his concern. He looked around and lowered his voice, leading me deeper into the shadows of the towering bookcases.

“I have feelings I’m being followed.”

“You’re in danger?”

“Possibly.”

 He glanced around, then looked at the shelf behind him. He traced a hand back, scanning every book until he pulled a book called “The Three mysteries of C. Auguste Dupin”. Once he opened the book, another small slip of paper fluttered to the floor. He picked it up. They were the figures of stick men, who look like they were dancing. There was also two Polaroid photographs. One of them of a wall painted in blood—Rache.  

We glanced at each other.

“This wasn’t here before,” he said with a grave tone. “I received this letter a few minutes ago, from this book.”

I was staring at the book also, the reality completely wrong.

“And I never turned in that book,” I added.

He looked at me. “Was there only one copy of that book?”

“Yes, I looked in the library catalogue. And I’m very sure.”


Then he thought for a moment…


“Then someone must of stolen it from you and returned it.”


And another moment of thought…


“This is getting quite too serious.”

I looked at him, nodding. Before I can say something else, we heard a quiet noise, a book, slipping into a shelf. He breathed, tensely. He looked at the second photograph.

It was a photograph of Holmes and I, a few minutes earlier, just when I met him at the table.

“So we’re really are being followed,” I tense, but quiet. Holmes didn’t hear me. He gestured to me as we both slipped away, silent and quickly. We wove through the books, the shelves, the ladders, cautiously gazed around, scanning to see any watchful faces, from the covers of the books to the students who casually flipped through the pages, focused and busy on completing their projects. We bumped into one, alarmed, and as we warded ourselves away, the student glanced at us questioningly at our nervous faces.

After weaving cautiously past rows and rows of bookshelves, we made our way outside, greeted by the noisy traffic and clusters of pedestrians.

Holmes clutched me by the wrist and furiously paced into heart of a bunch: tourists, Londoners, students, and many other people, waiting to cross the street.  Holmes glanced nervously, gray intense eyes darting around as he kept still and quiet.

“Don’t look behind you. He’s following us,” he quietly said.

It wasn’t until we neared a window that I was able to see a reflection of  the creeping man, our stalker, a man dressed in an overcoat, dark glasses. Part of him face was masked by a thick scarf that wrapped around his neck snugly and his hat shadowed much of his face.

I clenched my teeth tight, looking strait ahead without any sense of direction.

Holmes and I reached the intersection of Baker Street and Marylebone Road. However, Holmes ignored the desire to go home and headed strait for the underground, crowded with daily passengers that came in or out. Quickly, we violated the “mind the gap” concept and loaded into one of the cars, unknowing where we were heading. As the tube came to a stop, we jumped away and without doubt, ascended once more into the streets of the city where another hundreds of pedestrians would welcome us with casual ignorance. 

“Is he gone?” 

Holmes took several more steps, then stopped.

“Is he gone?” I repeated, eagerly.

Holmes’ eyes darted, between one person, to the next.


“I don’t see him.”


Before I could utter a sign of relief, he said. “But it doesn’t mean he’s gone.” 

Seeing an entrance to a dark alley, we both entered it and disappeared into the dark.  

“We don’t have much time,” Holmes explained urgently, stopping by a pile of junk linked by cobwebs. He dug into his pockets and handed the papers and the photos to me. “I want you to run back to Bakers Street. Use the telephone and call New Scottland Yard. Ask them for Stamford and report about this, but don’t tell anyone else that it’s from me since they won't listen at all.”

“And you?” 

“Never mind about me. The matter is that you’re safe and that we can get behind this matter.”

A long shadow fell on the alley. We squinted out eyes and saw the dark figure penetrating the bright light at the end of the alley. Holmes pushed me away.

“Ms. Hughes! GO!”

I ran as fast as I could, not looking back. The last glimpse I saw was of Holmes fetching a broomstick from the pile of trash and whirling and jabbing skillfully at out saboteur. I ran down the alley, past waste bins and a cat, then turned into another one where it led to light—an open street.

At last, I stopped at the end of the alley, relieved, but alone. I looked back to find that Holmes wasn’t with me.

There was a little, ominous feeling, a feeling that the worst had happen. In the alley, I could hear a voice, crying out in pain. Pleading in my mind it wasn’t him, I slowly proceeded back to the alley, every cry haunting the air. As I took a breath and peered around the corner, the feeling turned true.

Holmes was on the ground, curled, and tense with agony. Our stalker was upright and tall, still strong as he gave several sharp blows. In the stomach, at the back, under the chin, almost everywhere. 

I shrank back, alarmed and clamping my mouth. There was no way to stop it. 

Then, the idea came. The pile of bricks. Yes! Quickly now, I scooped up a dozen in my arms and charged into the alley. My yell must of frightened our pursuer because he backed away as I stood by Holmes and hurled bricks at him. One by one, the bricks smoldered on the ground in pieces  until he vanished into the light. Finally, I ran after him until I came to the opening of the alley where the man disappeared among the countless of pedestrians. I continued to gaze, incredulous, until I saw a button on the ground near my foot. Looking at it, it wasn’t scratched or dirty, a sign that it was recently dropped. I pocketed it then headed back into the alley.

I bent by him and I pulled him to a sitting position as he cringed with discomfort. He wasn’t doing too good. There was several bruises, and his forehead was bleeding. Exhausted, aching, breathless, he begged me in a faint voice to take him home to Baker Street.   

“But the hospital—” I protested.

“No.” And he fell into unconsciousness.

With the help of Stamford, I brought Holmes back to Baker Street in the afternoon. While we entered into his flat, we were startled. The room was vandalized. desk overturned, books out of shelves, things broken here and there. The bed was a mess, it’s blankets and sheets ripped and torn. Papers scattered across the floor and even the most startling, the word “Rache” on the wall. 

I growled, narrowed my eyes and folded my arms tightly. Many people will say how kind, persistent and patient I am although I often hold a fragile temper, but never in my life have I been so furious, enough to kill someone, anyone.

Stamford and I set Holmes on the sofa, and while he remained unconscious, I began cleaning the apartment, stacking the books and arranging everything. Stamford kindly offered some help, but I refused to, allowing his to continue his own business after having me interrupt him for his help. There wasn’t anything else to say about Stamford for this day, except he left a bit of condolence in a from of a paper: a written riddle.

Making sure the word “Rache” wouldn’t startle Holmes, I set a sandwich and a glass of milk on the coffee table and set off to find a picture frame that would cover those red words. In each room, I found, instead,  the rooms full of picture frames, of family members. I decided to study the pictures briefly, although I was somewhat envious of how happy and proper this family came to be. They were the opposite to mine’s which my mother escaped from. There was pictures of men in one room, a great number of them in uniforms during the first and Second World War, many of them with their wives. Yet, it took a while for me to discover that the post war pictures had a tint of gloom in it, with the same wives, now aging more, smiling less, and without their husbands. In my room, it was the recent, years old pictures of a small family, Holmes’s own family that is, although Holmes wasn’t in a lot of them.  Like math, things come in cycles, circles, or patterns. In the older images, the “group pictures” had many people. Now, the latest one had only four, specifically, a nuclear family: mother, father, brother, daughter. Thus, it was apparent that this happy family tree constantly faced drastic times: the less younger the pictures were, the less people it had.

But it wasn’t until the library that I found the largest of all the frames that contained the oldest photograph in the house, one that came from the Victorian period of a man who held a similar resemblance to Holmes, although Holmes was quite younger. I lifted the frame gently from it’s nail, and as I did, a small dusty, newspaper clipping fluttered in the air between the wall and the picture frame and onto my hands.

Through the fancy, ancient prints, I read the article word for word.  They mentioned of a detective and a leader of an international organization who both engaged in a fight over a waterfall in Switzerland and fell to their deaths. Yet, the news was somewhat shocking. The two men who fell on Riechenbach falls contained the name of my mother’s maiden name, as well as Holmes’.  

So our ancestors were enemies.


I lowered the article, full of bewilderment and tension.


“Often thought of, never seen


ever coming, never been,


daily looked for, never here


still approaching, coming near.


Thousands for it’s visit’s wait


But alas, for their fate,


Though they expect me to appear,


They’ll never find me here”


I returned to find Holmes unconscious. The sandwich and glass of milk untouched.


Tomorrow, indeed, would never come. Yet, it was destined to be an unpredictable day.

