VII. MS. GLORIA SCOTT

I paced exhaustedly into the living room at seven in the morning, holding a breakfast tray. The living room was enchanted by light, pouring like gold into the room. While I set the tray down, admiring the living room and the glow of the dawn, I heard a crash outside, a glass breaking. I opened the window and peered out to see Wiggins biking as fast as he could, pursued by a resident of Baker Street.  Across the street, the front exterior sported a broken window, the cause of the pursuit. 


I exited outside into the almost-empty street where only a few people began to open their shops and pubs. I bent down at Wiggin’s fallen bag of newspapers, damp from the snow. To be honest, I took one and proceeded inside Holmes’ flat. As I did, I read a new headline. “Jewelry Robber Jonathan Smalls murdered.”


I continued reading the article, shocked. The man who hugged me with excess gratefulness at Scottland Yard and couldn’t get his arms off of me was now—dead. Yes, he was an American before immigrating to Britain, just as the newspaper indicated, yet, there was also the word ‘Rache’ painted on the wall above his body in the same penmanship, based on the picture on the newspaper.


When I entered upstairs, I found Holmes, awake as he stood in the midst of the room. The look of him was somewhat compelling. His figure, confident, yet weak illuminated by the morning’s brilliance.  Clear gray eyes solemnly gazed at a proud, yet faded image that was recently hung on the wall, bearing the same features, the same intelligent appearance, the same eyes. 

I watched him with pity, knowing  thankfully that he survived the night, of what could of made him a resident patient of Baker Street, or even worst, a dying detective.


“How do you feel?” I asked.


He turned at me, tiredly, giving me a different answer. “What time is it?”


“A quarter after seven.”


“Did you get the newspaper?”


“Yes I did. Except, Wiggins has a future possibility of becoming unemployed.”


He chucked, but it was a fragile one as he steadily made his way for the sofa. 

“It’s almost a day since you’ve ate anything,” I noted.


“You made breakfast.”


“Right here.”


Holmes groaned a little as he laid down on the sofa. “That painful beating gave me a great loss of appetite. I have a feeling he fractured my mandible.”


I gently tilted his chin up and examined his jaw.


“He kicked you there. Thank god, it’s okay. Other that a bruise under your chin, I don’t see anything bad.”


Holmes squinted at me. “You’re taking anatomy classes?”


“Yes, I am. My mother, she also taught me a bit of medical emergencies before she died.”


Holmes started to pull himself to a sitting position. Seeing him wince, I helped him gently and propped a pillow behind his back. He gave a grateful glance, equivalent to uttering a “thank you”.


But I shook my head solemnly as I sat down besides him. He already suffered too much pain for such a courageous act. “This is my doing,” I said. “If I haven’t left you—”


He raised an eyebrow. “Dear Ms. Hughes, why do you say that?”


“You’re hurt, badly.”


“It doesn’t matter. Really, I’ve faced worst than this.”


I insisted. “I should’ve stayed with you.”


“No,” He shook his head in an assuring manner. “It was smart of you to run like that. And after all, you did prevent any further damage that was inflicted on me.”  


“It wasn’t enough. I forgot that I had a bottle of pepper spray in my bag.”


“Pepper spray doesn’t stop a person who wears glasses. And to know that my client is hurt, I could condemn myself to seven years of guilt.”


I nodded obediently and decided to stop talking, letting Holmes finish his breakfast when the doorbell rang. I got to my feet, went downstairs to find a disheveled young woman, a maid with an age a decade older than me, huffing and puffing after rushing up here.


“Is Mr. Holmes here?”


“Yes, But I’m afraid this is an inconvenient time to see—”


“I have to see him.”


“But now—”


She spoke no further. She deliberately pushed me aside, rushed up the stairs and confronted Holmes.


“Excuse me,” I called, following her. “I don’t think…”


I was too late. She beat me.

“Holmes—” said I, unsure.



Holmes raised an eyebrow once he saw the maid standing before him. Raising a hand, he replied “That won’t be necessary Mr. Hughes. Let her talk.” He turned to the maid and asked “Excuse me madam, what time is it?”


“It’s seven twenty.”


Holmes took another glance at her, muttering under his breath: “Too early.” Then he continued the discussion. “Uh, I am not sure if I know you…can’t remember well since last night…uh, you were cooking breakfast, perhaps cheese blitz, when something sudden occurred that drove you in such a hurry to my flat by cab.”


She tilted her head. “How in the world did you know I was making cheese blitz?”


“Well, you do smell like pancakes, and you have a bit of cottage cheese smeared on your apron.”


“And the part about me getting a cab?”

Holmes shrugged. “Well, if you had your own transportation and you were in a hurry, you wouldn’t waste your time in getting your purse. But since you have it, and it’s open, I assume at the front of my doorstep, you paid the driver.”


The maid looked at him in amazement. “My heavens, I don’t care what they say about you, but you are one brilliant man.”


“Who said about me?”


The maid decided to leave that question unanswered and got to the point. “Mr. Holmes, you are the second best man in Europe who can help me.”


“Who was the first?”


“A man in France who—” 


“Then why didn’t you hire him?”


“Mr. Holmes, I am very serious, Sir Milverton—”


“Sir Milverton! No wonder why you looked familiar! You must be Ms. Gloria Scott, correct?”


She nodded.

“So why didn’t you mention that to me in the first place? Actually, let’s forget about that. Come on and take a seat. Take a deep breath and relax. All your rushing is confusing me.”


She sat down. As she did, she finally noticed his condition.


“You’re injured.”


“Slightly injured madam. Don’t worry about my health. State your case. What happened to Sir Milverton?”


“That’s what I want to know. The past weeks, my heavens, he’s been destroying everything. He’s becoming Captain Cook for heavens sake! You see, we have seven, very treasured grand stepfather clocks around the estate—”


“I thought he lived in his apartment.”


“Oh no sir. He’s moved to his sister’s house.”


“The one that was bombed?”


“Yes. The house has been already rebuilt.”


After a moments thought, Holmes gave in. “Alright. Continue please. You said there were seven grand father clocks. What else?”

 
“There’s also several battery operated ones, not treasured at all—Oh heavens! Sooner or later, he’ll demolish Big Ben, I’m sure of it! You understand what I mean?”

 
“Did someone smash Sir Milverton with a clock?”


“No. But Sir Milverton sure did smash them. The first week after you gave him those documents a while ago, he literally smashed up all our inexpensive ones.”


“Why would he do that?”


“That’s why I’m asking you. Then, on the second week, he smashed five of our seven grandfather clocks. And on the third, he started smashing his watches.”


“What happened to the other two grandfather clocks?”


“Well, one is safely stored, but the other, my heavens! Today, we hid it behind a curtain at the dinning room. When Sir Milverton came to eat—Bong! Bong! Bong! He headed right for it, took a baseball bat and broke it down. After that, I had enough of it and strait away headed to where you were.”


Holmes and I exchanged glances.


Ms. Scott, the maid, looked at us worriedly, knowing we were going to put her down.


Holmes frowned. “Ms. Scott. You might want to try talking to a psychiatrist about this.” 


Ms. Scott stammered. “Psychiatrist? We brought him to two dozen of them! Don’t you see? All that clock smashing. I have big instincts he’s hiding a reason why he’s doing this. I believe you might uncover that. I’ve heard great stories from Scotland Yard how clever you are although they do ridicule you sometimes.”


Holmes had to roll his eyes about that part.


“But,” Ms. Scott added, “I was able to find these. Every week, one came in the mail, no sign where it came from. Every time he saw them, he would turn scared.”

She handed us several sheets of paper, all of them containing a series of dancing men. 

“The code,” Holmes said in a grave tone.


“A code?” The maid questioned. “I thought they were just drawings.”

“That’s what I thought too.”


“Well, the top one is today’s” she pointed to the longest one out of all the messages.

Holmes instructed me to pull the slip of paper we received in the library. I handed him the paper, noticing Ms. Scott with a surprised expression.


“You have one too?”


“Yes. It’s a very baffling matter. Similar to last year’s Boscombe Valley Mystery, but that’s another story. Anyway, Ms. Scott, if you can just let me keep these papers, I can tell you now that you’ve convince me to help you.”


Her face brightened at the sound of this.

 
“I’ll be at Sir Milverton’s place about a few hours from now, at eleven. Oh, Ms. Hughes?” he called me. “If you just lead her downstairs, I’ll continue my breakfast. Goodbye!”

 
The maid waved.


After I led her downstairs, hailed a cab for her, and returned upstairs, I turned worried. An attack from yesterday, and yet, he’s confident as though nothing happened to him. For half an hour, the room was silent as Holmes finished his breakfast and scanned the newspapers.


“You read the front page Ms. Hughes?”


“Yes.”


“You case is coming into a horrific level after seeing this newspaper,” he noted.


“Have you come to any suspects?”


“None”


“And Colonel Moran?”


“It’s possible.”


I pondered for a moment. 


“Then I’m going,” I announced.


Holmes stood up. “You’re going?”


“Yes. I’m going to Sir Milverton home, wherever that may be.” 


“Sir Milverton—Ms. Scott asked me to arrive there at eleven.”


“No. You said that. Not her. And your health is weakened. You aren’t capable to travel yet.”


“Do you realize you’re standing yourself in a dangerous position?”


“It’s not where we stand but in what direction we are moving,” I replied, recalling the words of Goethe. Surprisingly, Holmes detected the origin of this quote.


“Nicht wo wir stehen, aber in, was Richtung wir uns bewegen.” he muttered. “Goethe is too pithy.”


I slipped my bag over my shoulder, the first signs of frustration, of impatience interrupted into more impatience. “Doesn’t matter.” I replied. “I have a knack and a spirit for adventure.”


“In literature, yes. But you can’t possibly survive. Even if Stanford was there…”  


“And you?”


“What about me?”


I walked to the picture frame I recently hung and uncovered the word “Rache”. Holmes stopped in amazement, gazing at the wall in a studious, yet hurt manner.

“I don’t think you would’ve survived ether after that attack, would you?” I asked.

He stopped, shaking his head in a guilty resonance: “No.”

 
Before heading out, I made a final clarification. “You hope to place me to safety. I tell you I’ll never stand to safety. You hope to save me. I tell you not to save me. I may had a life controlled by my stepfather, but now I’m in control of my own. My life is not your own so keep your hands off of it.”

I exited down the stairs and out the door where the cold touched me once more. I was about to call a cab when I turned to see Holmes was following me. My god, when will this man just give up?


“Ms. Hughes, I care about your health—”


I growled. “Why? Because I’m a woman? Because I’m a different half of the species? That I can’t handle myself?”


“I didn’t—”

At that point, I furiously threw a snowball at him. Holmes backed away by the impact, and then wiped the snow off his face and shoulders.


“That story you made on the library.” I pointed out, blocking out any more hesitations. “That story in the library. I knew it was true. That you would stalk a woman such Charlene Milverton and love her when you don’t love her at all, just to get what you want from her. I find that sad that you would do such a thing.” 

He nervously shifted his posture, but I was so mad to notice that.

“You should be completely ashamed of yourself! Ashamed that you dare treat a woman like me in this manner! Ask yourself? Why do you suppose you’re a single man? Huh?” I questioned. “You’re old enough to marry, and yet, you’re young enough to marry, and you’re—you’re—good looking to marry a woman off the sidewalk! 

“Ms. Hughes—” 

“Some noble bachelor you are!”

“Ms. Rachel, I—”

I hurled another snowball. As he dusted the snow off once more, I shook my head gravely, eyes narrowed in partial frustration and pity. 


“Don’t ‘Rachel’ me,” I said in a low, narrow, cruel voice. “The fact is, you’re not capable of marriage. Period. And if you think you’re nifty enough to survive your life as a bachelor, wait until you see me. The past four or five years, I have evaded more than a hundred men, had twenty relationships, and said ‘no’ to each and every one of them—”


“Because your stepfather wouldn’t permit you to find a lover.”


“Yes! because my stepfather—”


Magically, I stopped. Holmes seemed to shrink a bit, ready for another snowball. 

But my stepfather wasn’t here anymore. He was detained in Scotland Yard. Therefore, his rules no longer had an effect on me. 

“Ms. Hughes,” Holmes continued slowly. “I have…” He drifted, lost and unsecured whatever he should utter it or not. “I have bad news for you. It happened in Scotland Yard, and you didn’t see it in the newspapers which was why I doubted your decision to go, for your sake. Your stepfather…your stepfather about six in the morning, when he was in his cell, he…he…”

All my anger transformed into confusion. I turned at him. “He what?”

He bit his lips and inhaled before he uttered the news. A news that shook me, shocked me, froze me.

“He was found—dead.”

I stood frozen. Slowly, I approached the doorsteps and sat down.

“I’m sorry,” he went on, solemn and gentle as I was. He too was trying to tear a bit of the blame from me to give against himself. “I’m sorry I couldn’t prevented this. If only I knew. If only I didn’t call Scotland Yard to arrest him. I had the alternative to have the both of you discuss and straiten your scenarios and forgive each other at this very room yesterday. It would’ve resulted in a much better way.” 


But the anger grew again in me once more. This time, it wasn’t at Holmes.

“How did he die?” my voice was gradually getting firmer.


“Poison. Scotland Yard thinks it was a suicide. He sounded quite guilty. Even this recording of your father and I shows evidence.”


He handed me the tape recorder Stamford lent the other day.

“But I doubt it.” Holmes added. “There was blood on the wall.”  

“Rache,” I knew.

“But it’s not his blood.”

“Murder?”

“It should be.”

I took time to gather my strength. I took a deep breath and looked confidently at Holmes’ eyes. 

“I’m still going,” I declared. 

“After what I’ve told you, are you sure? By yourself?”

I stood up. “Mr. Holmes, I’ve been trained to look after myself. If I can stand on a five story building repairing a roof, replace pipes ten feet below the ground and any other difficult work my stepfather has taught me, then I can survive to avenge. I don’t want you to die on me ether.”


“Ms. Hughes, I’m not dying.”


“But I am.” I spoke quietly.

