IX. QUEEN IRENE 

I found myself waking up in 221B Bakers street, gasping at the sight of the slightly charred last night’s clothes that were still on my skin. By looking at the time, it was seven in the morning, where the bronze rays shone through the windows and all was silent. I looked at the blanket spread over on me, and Holmes’ red scarf, slightly singed from the fire, wrapped around my neck, a once forbidden color that opposed the gray and black of my clothes. 


“Holmes?”


I rose off the couch and entered his bedroom. It was empty. I searched through every flat, all empty of any life. All the chemicals, music, clothes, books—untouched. I was worried and alone.  And although I have lived much of my entire life alone with the exception of my step-father, being alone at this time had become a very bad sign. After trying the phone, (which the wires were cut from the attack on the flat) I looked around.


I noticed the century old picture I recently hung and noticed something very different. The frame—old and cracked, was replaced by a smooth, dark red, well-polished one. Astonished, I lifted the frame out of it’s nail, wondering if I had lost my memory or not and was greeted by a sight behind it.


The bloody writing on the wall was gone.

I rushed outside into the cold, looking at the glowing sky for answers. The air had a curiously warm temperature while a scarce array of employees began to unlock their businesses in Baker Street. There, I caught a newspaper that Wiggins hurled. Unnoticing what I’ve done, I irresistibly yelled with rage, “Sucks to you, Wiggins!”


I believe he was surprised that I was the one who said it because the next thing that happened, he started to stare at me and failed to avoid the light post that collided with his bicycle.


I did not laugh or gasp at the spectacle. I was sitting down on the steps, feeling terrible that something must have happened to Holmes. Newspaper in my hands could provide an answer and I slowly unrolled the newspapers, scanning the columns. At last, the news came: an article near the front page mentioning the  burning of wealthy jewelry shop owner’s home. The incident of last night also resulted in a minor car chase and the deaths of three people. One was Colonel Moran, the ‘unidentified’ suspect of the robberies and the ‘Rache’ murders that had occurred recently. The other two, both long time friends, were Jabez Stamford, a young, ambitious, amiable Scotland Yard detective trapped in the inferno, and Sheridan Holmes, a private detective who managed to survive the fire, but received a gunshot wound and was taken to Charring Cross Hospital where he died a few hours later. 

I lowered the newspaper, lost in frozen disconsolation.  I didn’t move a single muscle for a moment, unbelievable, when a polite voice interrupted me.  


“Mornin’ Rachel. What’s a matter with you, doing out here in the cold right here?”


Winston, dressed intelligently in bright, plaid clothes and a straw hat, smiled at me in an excessively sunny, slightly silly manner. I squinted my eyes, frustrated, hurt, tense. I clenched my teeth and swallowed, hoping to hold back any tears that would escape my eyes.  


“Nothing,” I spat out in a cruel voice.


“Nothing?” he continued. He stepped a little closer and sat down on the steps next to me. “You look terribly glum today.”


“I am glum.”


“I’m ‘eading for breakfast. Want to come?”


“No.”


“Are you sure.”


“Yes.”


“You mean to say, you do want to come?”


“No.”


“But I thought—”


 
“No. I do not want to come.”


“I thought—”


“Don’t—patronize—me,” I growled insinuating, narrowly.


Winston silenced himself. I gazed at the street, the cheerful shops, pubs, windows, doors…slowly opening into the light of day. Quite funny, I thought to myself. Why am I thinking about them?


“Rachel…I—”


“SHUT UP!”  I roared.


Frightened, Winston jumped away. “You want me to leave?”


“No.”


“No?”


“Yes!” I said, tormented. “Leave me! Go away! Can’t you see I need to be alone?”


Winston watched me uncertainly. “Are you—” 

I sprang up and hurled a snowball at him. Winston fell onto the sidewalk, shocked from the impact. He picked himself up and looked at me with confusion.


“Alright, Rachel. As you wish.”


He made his last bow and was gone.


I was by myself now. I bowed my head, sucking any air that would replenish my cool and gazed once more at the newspaper. All stories in the books I’ve read, all stories, almost every one of them, must had some happy ending. But this one was a horrible one.


“Rachel, I forgot to mention—”


Seeing Winston return, I moaned loudly, threw the paper at his face, tramped up the stairs and slammed the door. I locked it and stomped up seventeen steps into Holmes’ flat. From there, I furiously jumped into the couch and folded my arms, stiff for several minutes. Thoughts ran through my mind. Jonathan Smalls, Charlene Milverton, James Hughes, Jabez Stamford, and now Sheridan Holmes. 


I  touched my eyes and felt tears coming out of them. I have never done that in my life, even when my mother died. 


“Rachel—”   


Startled, I fell off the couch. Winston was in the flat.

“Leave! Go! Get out of here!” I shouted. “Come on before I call the constable!”

“But wouldn’t you care—”


“I don’t care!”


“Rachel—”


“That’s it! I’m calling the police!”


Just when I stormed towards the telephone, he replied: “Rachel, you can’t call the constable because the telephone isn’t working.”


I stopped. There was something odd in that statement. Turning, I calmly asked, “How did you know the telephone’s not working? Wait a minute! How did you get in here? I locked the door.”


“Mr. ‘olmes told me about the phone and gave me this,” He held up a dangling, thin set of keys. “Saw ‘em after my doctor’s appointment last night at Charring Cross before ‘e died. He asked me if I knew you, so I said yes. Then he asked me to write what he said, so I did. But since you want me to leave, I might as well go on.”


I turned silent with guilt as Winston  politely retreated to the door.


“Winston,” I spoke quietly, “it would be great of you if you can spare some time on reading that letter for me.”


“Really Rachel? At this moment?”


I nodded. “Yes.”


Winston searched clumsily in his pockets until he pulled out a folded paper from his pocket and began to read it.

“Dear Rachel, or should I say, Irene,
It’s usual that for every case I solve, or at least, accept, I have a habit of sending a final letter to the client. Unfortunately this letter will be the last of them, if fate does happen to turn against me.


This letter holds every information about the connection of your case between Sir Milverton’s  threats, the chain of robberies on Milverton jewels, as well as the murder of Jonathan Smalls and your stepfather. As you know, it was Stamford, a.k.a. Colonel Moran, who caused all of this out of jealously as well as heredity. He was a line of your mother’s family, Coincidentally, a cousin of yours who have continuously been stalking you and your father  for years. It was apparent that he also gained my trust the past few years to plan  a plot of vengeance over a past conflict that occurred between a late member of his family line and a late member of my family line. 

In addition, It was a successful row of cases for me  that had come to pass which irritated Stamford secretively. So frustrated of my success, his wide knowledge about Scotland Yard proved useful in committing a crime and getting away with it. By doing that, he could use the crime as a case of his own and solve it with his own credit by accusing someone else. With the help of Jonathan Smalls’ code (which I conclude that Jonathan Smalls had no purpose of that code but to entertain himself), he sent secret messages between he and his accomplice. Ingeniously, if the code was discovered, which has happened, It would eventually frame Jonathan Smalls instead of leading a another step of suspicion on Stamford.  


However, Stamford discovered me not only as a cause of his crimes, but also a barrier as well, You should know already that I was hired by Sir Milverton to decipher the coded message left at one of the jewelry robberies that occurred over a month ago. I discovered my first suspicion on Stamford, since Stamford immediately started pursuing me right after the bombing of Charlene Milverton’s home with no explanation why he was close to the scene of the explosion. In addition, was several blocks distant from the home. Even if he did hear the explosion, how could he possibly known that a  house was “bombed” unless he had any knowledge of it?


Finding that the bombing had not killed me, he set out to find another way to distract me—You. With your stepfather as a partner, and himself as the unidentifiable stranger “Colonel Moran,”   they made their first and last robbery together. The robbery was almost a total failure, since I was able to decipher the time and  location the next robbery with the help of the key taken from Charlene Milverton. It was luck that helped them get away, earning nothing other than an engagement ring which was later given to you by “Hosmer”. From there, I found myself chasing Colonel Moran, who changed appearances, transforming into Stamford. After doing so, he ran into me, giving the impression that he had recently arrived at the scene of the crime as well as preventing me from capturing my suspect. However, when I exited out of the alley, Stanford’s car made no tire tracks on the snow covered street, a sign that he was around the area the entire time.


After the arrest of Jonathan Smalls (following the robbery which I mentioned above), came you and your case of your disappearing fiancée. As we know, Hosmer eventually turned out to be your father. Your father’s testimony after his arrest enabled Jonathan Smalls to be set free. At that point, Stamford plan of successfully outwitting me had turned difficult, and believed that the only way to outwit me without becoming suspected, was to frame me with his crimes. With you in my company, he attacked me at the alley. By doing an array of injuries on me, he engaged in a fight with Jonathan Smalls in the same fashion, with my injuries as evidence that I was his attacker. Furthermore, my act on giving a sandwich to your father(his last meal) also led Scotland Yard to suspect that I poisoned him.     


Yesterday, as you know once more, I was arrested based on this evidence. However, I secretively brought along the encoded messages I received both from the maid and from your book that was curiously returned to the university library without your consent . From there, I took time deciphering the message while being confined and concluded that the messages were haunting Sir. Milverton, threatening him that he was to share the same fate as his sister: falling a victim to a ticking bomb. It clearly shows the reason why Sir. Milverton is smashing clocks, since he was not only threatened to live there, but in addition, the clocks resemble the same noise as a ticking time bomb, the type of bomb I found on Charlene Milverton’s home.”

Winston stopped at that moment.


“Why did you stop,” I asked.


“That’s all there is on the letter.”


“That’s all?”


“I’m afraid so.”


“No sincerely? No goodbye?”


“’ow could I write it? He died as soon as…oh Rachel! I’m so sorry.” Winston shook his head. “It just happened like this. And right before it happened, he told me to give something to you.”


He handed me a heavy object, wrapped in a white bandage from the hospital. As I unraveled it halfway. I uncovered Holmes’ magnifying glass. 


I looked back at Winston.

From his hand, the folded letter dropped on the floor, blank on both sides, clean and unwritten. His glasses were off, his hat removed, and his red hair, a small resemblance to a lion’s mane, uncovered a different hair colour. The silly, amiable face transformed and in Winston’s place was an intelligent, clever-looking acquaintance.

I gave a cry, moreover, a scream.


It was Holmes. 


I jumped back. I stood still. I became breathless an hour that only spanned for a few seconds. Although I was quite surprised, I was even more surprised that I wasn’t showing any shock. Perhaps I was so embarrassed for humiliating Winston when I was thinking more of Holmes. 


“Winston—Holmes?”


Holmes stood there, folding his arms in a fond manner.

“How did you—Stamford—he killed you—I saw—you—” I stammered.


Yet, Holmes gently stepped forwards. “Ms. Hughes—”


“No, no, no…” I said quickly, retreating behind the couch, “you stay away from me.” his immediate and unpredictable appearance had frightened me, making, me unsure whatever it was a hallucination. He came towards me again and I kept my distance as a pattern emerged, as we circled around the couch in an unsure fashion. Finally, Holmes chuckled. 

“Ms. Hughes. I won't hurt you. Just give me the magnifying glass and all’s okay.”


I shook my head, clutching the object to my chest. “No.”


“Oh come on now!” 


I shook my head a second time.


“Alright then,” he sighed casually. “If you insist, I’ll just sit here and wait for you to figure it out.”


As soon as he jumped into the couch, I scrambled back, bumping against the table with the disconnected telephone. From there, I dropped the cloth-wrapped magnifying glass and was greeted by a curious spectacle that I had not noticed in the first place.


The dense lens was cracked in a web-like, jagged fashion, and at the center of the lenses, was something hard, and metal. A bullet. 


“It’s quite curious,” Holmes began in a pondering manner, not even turning his head to look at me at me, “That our own ancestors were the greatest of enemies. And yet, come to think of it, we ourselves have become a good pair of acquaintances. Even today, we aren’t aware of our heredity. Sure, our heredity may destine us, yet we are the ones who control our fate.” 


I slowly approached Holmes, slightly ashamed of my fright, and sat gently next to him, the magnifying glass in my hands once more as I handed it to him.


“My god, it was you,” I muttered, shaken. “You! Winston! I—all those pranks I did to you. The superglue—and the flower pots—and the insults—and the bucket of water—”


“And dropping books on my head,” he added calmly.


I nodded, tense with guilt. “I am sorry,” I finalized. Never in my life had I apologized as deep as this. “I am deeply sorry about all those things and being so rude to you the past few days, and trying to kill you kill you that night. I’m sorry for misjudging you very much and—”

“It was nothing.”

“It was something,” I insisted. “I want to let you know that I carry that guilt after having you save my life last night. But from this day, I’ll always remember your gratitude. You really are the second best person I’ve known in my life and I’m thankful for that.”


He raised an eyebrow. “Second best? Who was the first?”


“Well, since you’ve indeed called me ‘Irene’, it’s very obvious who originated it.”


“Well then,” he made a grin, “Mother really does know best.”


At that moment, the bell rang, interrupting us. Before Holmes could ask me, I jogged downstairs, able to find a group of cheery people greeting me and entering. They were Sir Milverton, his maid, and the Scotland Yard pair, Lestrade and Gregson, all of them holding gifts, balloons and cards up the stairs and into Holmes’ flat.


“Halloa amateur. Feeling better?” Lestrade asked. 


Holmes smiled. “Actually, I’m quite surprised you spent all that money to cheer me up.”


“Nah. The whole news about you being hurt went around the Yard like fire. Funny, but even Mr. Ford’s been spending pounds and pounds on flowers. There’s much much more where that came from and it’s downstairs.”


“I can picture Hugh’s gift shop making a great sale. They must of sold out by now,” Holmes noted.


“Yes, it—Hey! How in the world did you know we got them from Hughs gift shop?”


Holmes laid down on his sofa, what seemed all in a day’s work.  “Ah, too complicated. My mind is already lazy from all this adventure.”


“By the way,”


“Well now!” Gregson spoke out and interrupted us all. She clapped her hands in a friendly fashion, a sign that her loathing against Holmes was over. “It sees like an illustrious client such as you, Ms. Rachel Hughes, is one of three students on the newspaper. Something you ought to be proud of.”


I smiled, grateful of the comment. “please,” I insisted, “I think Irene would be such a better name.”

The seven of us chatted, about today’s news, about borrowing Sheridan’s “for sale” sign to use on the house burnt from yesterday (as a joke), and about of Stamford, the best and most ambitious of all young Scotland Yard Officials, an instant hero with an instant end. This was a secret Holmes and I kept for so long. We never told a thing that Stamford was liable for these crimes. Sad to believe, but sometimes, we thought of him as an ordinary human being, liable for mistakes, too desperate to solve a case of his own that his shyness of speaking out his true feelings and dreams as a great detective was what created this “mishap”. 

Finally, Sir Milverton requested Holmes to stand before him (like one receiving knighthood, which comically settled in our minds). Obediently, he did, standing tall despite all the injuries inflicted on  him  since last night along with his confidence that was a little singed.


“This belongs to you. It may be stolen, but this is compliment that needs to repeated ten times to show how much I am grateful for risking your life for my behalf.”


He handed the stolen ring from the jewelry store, the ring Hosmer Angel, or should I say, my stepfather had given to me, and the ring which Holmes now possessed. He squinted, studying the little object before tucking it in his pocket.


“Thank you. It’s…the second best thing that I’ve seen this week.”


Sir Milverton tilted his head. “Really? What might the first be?”


Holmes smiled warmly and pulled a slip of paper from the table, the check written out to him. “I’m in a great deal of debt, you know.”
EPILOGUE: THE BAKER STREET REGULARS

So this is where the adventure ends. But from this end, there is, however, more to begin.

After the discussion came to an end and our visitors departed to their homes, their own personal businesses, and own jobs, Holmes and I were by ourselves in 221 Baker Street. Between us for the rest of the day, we started a new discussion, and indeed, there were things about each other we didn’t seem to reveal, the things even to the closest of our acquaintances did not know. Yet, instead of acquaintances, client and detective, we became good friends.

“There’s one more final problem,” Sheridan Holmes asked, a little sad that our adventure together was over, and so was the cheerful talk that was now ending. He helped me carry my bags to the front door,  and before we exited outside, he frowned a bit in thought and asked me.

“Yet, you don’t have a place to stay in London, do you?”

“No.”

“But you do have an aunt lives in Oxford, correct?”

“Correct.”

“But I understand you desire to continue you study at the University in London, true?”

“Yes, that’s true. Why are you asking me this?”


He shrugged, and wondered for a moment. Then, he shook his head, dismissing the thought. “I don’t know. I was just wondering.”


We went outside and said our quiet friendly Good-byes, back to my life as it was before as well as his. We exchanged a few hopes for the future, an a hug for luck before I finally let go and proceeded down the sidewalk. 

I could see behind me that he hailed a cab for himself. To our surprise, a familiar one stopped in front of us, one with the expressive cab driver and the not-so-vicious, resurrected Rat of Sumatra—Pompey who gave one of those curious whines. 


“Hallo amateur! Where to?”


I smiled back at him. He smiled back at me, and I started on my way off to Oxford where a small, but new family would be waiting.


I was several steps away when Holmes jogged after me.


“Irene?”


I turned back. He sighed a bit in consideration before continuing. “I was wondering…might I trouble you with a cab ride with me and stop at Marcini’s for a little dinner along the way? I was considering that we could discuss about 221 Baker Street having some company. And a loyal, talented one such as yourself who desires to continue her studies at the university seems a suitable resident.” 


As the driver called out at us in a friendly, impatient manner, Holmes offered his hand out to me, a new dawn on new adventures, of new cases, the start of an incredible year. 

“So how about it?” he said. “A spinster and a bachelor, an irregular and an adventuress—together in one roof?” 

I chuckled, then found myself hugging him, ignoring that hand of his which seemed more than enough. Finally, I warmly took his hand and nodded confidently, the sign that the adventure was over, and a sign that new ones were to begin as we both headed for the cab. 

“Elementary my dear Holmes. Elementary.”

NOTE:

Known cases involved:

+ a case of identity (Main case)


+ * adventure of the seven clocks (secondary case)


+ Charles Augustus Milverton (case, scene)


+ a study in scarlet (“Rache”, Stamford)


+ the dancing men (The dancing men)


+ the illustrious client (scene)


+ * the wax gamblers (scene)


+ Musgrave ritual (Bulldog)

* from “The Exploits of Sherlock Holmes” 

