





rom the diary of Hester Jekyll:
o

‘my figure suspi-

The inspector’s eyes darted
T > he told me. “I

ciously. “I hunt a nrirderer,
am after Hyde.” e

“But Hyde is dead.” 1 was bewildered. “I told you that
he and Jekyll were one and the same—"

“You told us a wild story—something out of a fairy tale.
You may not have had a hand in the beginning of this
affair but you’re taking part in it now. I want Jekyll and I
want Hyde—both of them!”

“But they are dead,” 1 cried.

“Are they now? Well, I can’ give you proof that Hyde
still walks this earth. We opened his coffin today, you see.
And, miss—it was empty!”’
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ester shifted one of the grayish net curtains that veiled
the single window of the room and which, from the start of
its service, had been so relentlessly starched that its edge
might slash an unwary finger. There was the smell of boiling
cabbage in the air, battling the choking fog outside. She
pulled her shawl closer about her shoulders. There was cer-
tainly no chance of lighting a fire in that cramped iron bas-
ket. Beyond the window the yellowish billows closed in
more closely, rising to blot out the street and the resolutely
respectable, if narrow, houses on either side.

She bit her lower lip as she let the lace weapon of the
curtain clank back into place and turned a little to survey this
prison for ‘“respectable’ females, which Mrs. Carruthers
kept mercilessly so that it might in turn keep her—at least in
toast and kippers—two new scents having now been added
to the general collection controlled by the damp-exuding
walls. '
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Skirting two unsteady chairs and a small bow-legged table,
pulling her skirts as tightly against her as she could lest one
of the skimpy ruffles upset all the furnishingj ; ino
might bring down a whole line of its fellows@
herself upon the board-hard bed and took up her lap vmtmg
desk. Bringing out that book she had bought so hopefully
two months ago, she now ruffled through its pages. Her head
was turned once more to the curtained window, but what she
saw in imagination were the gallant flames of maples against
the less flamboyant oaks. September in Canada was a riot of
color. Here in London it was the dregs of a not-too-well-
washed pot.

She settled the desk carefully lest the small 1nk bottle drip
its contents.on the coverlet of the bed. Hester began to
write, slowly at first, with rolling loops and the flourish of a
document meant for official eyes. Then, as her fingers grew
less stiff from the chill, she covered pages with greater
speed. The scratch of her pen now did not produce fine pen-
manship but rather was.ridden by the desire to keep some
record of her own recent actions, reactions, hopes, and more
common fear.

“Thus I left Eakand Abbey yesterday.” Her pen sput-
tered. She needed a new one, but even so small an expense
must be carefully considered now. “Her Ladyship was
pleased . . .” Hester’s lips tightened into a thin line and the
wrinkle between her straight brows deepened—it was fast
becoming a permanent feature there. She blotted one of the
splatters of ink and continued. “. . . to offer me a recom-
mendation.

“When I declined, I was treated to a major outburst of
that pettish anger that Lady Ames uses to control her house
and family. I no longer wondered why Major Ames had en-
trusted me with the care of his daughter’s overseas traveling.
Now I am sorry to have to leave Hazel with such a guardian.
If there was only some way I could see her in better hands—
but I am powerless. So I came away just before dusk with
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skimped pay for two months of work and an exceedingly
scanty wardrobe. Thus I am to meet a London that is far
different from that I have built for myself in dreams.”

Unconsciously she was listening to her father’s querulous
voice to snap her into life, ready to take dictation.

Hester gave a slight shake of shoulder and straightened.
She would never hear that voice again. This was London,
not a thousand miles away and months in the past. Her hand
smoothed the already too-well-worn black skirt considered
suitable for a governess in mourning. "l"h'ough the purchase
of that, and two other very modest and most simply fitted
dresses, had made a hole in her funds.

“Does my present situation really please you, Father?”
Even in her own ears her voice sounded harsh and rasping.
She was—was beginning to sound like him. Hester brushed
her hand across her lips and refused to be silenced.

“You so often commented that I was practically useless to
you—it would seem that opinion of me is nearly universal
now.” !

Hester dropped the pen into its groove on her desk and
began leafing back through the ledger. An envelope inse-
curely kept there fluttered to the bed. She ran her finger
along its open edge to pull out its contents though she al-
ready knew them well. One was certainly her first step to-
ward her own freedom. She had heard and wondered at the
sums of money paid by the New Yoré Ledger and its like—
and that women writers did more than a little of that earn-
ing. She herself ventured once to send them a much copied”
and toiled over manuscript—though it had not sold. But she
had sold elsewhere—to The British Lady, which was housed
right here in this fog-ridden city. This note was from one of
the editors approving two short articles she had dared to

. send. Though, of course, she did not use her own name—no

lady would. :
Here she was addressed as Dorothea Meadows. However,
the words beneath that somewhat stiff beginning brought her
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warmth even in this cold room. *. . . like your article on the
wonders of the Great Falls and your descriptions of the
primeval forests of our sister country overseas. If you should
come to London, I would like to meet with you a#scuss
some matters that might be to our mutual advantage.”

She folded the much-creased letter briskly—#2a# must be
acted upon—and put it back in the envelope. But the other
scrap that had fallen free was different; she really did not
know why she had kept it all these months.

Father had managed to turn @/ funds toward his own com-
fort, buying an annuity that made no provision for her. But
he had been unable to part with the only things he had ever
enjoyed—his books. Those she had taken a kind of savage
delight in selling, doubtless for much less than they were
worth but enough then to give her a tiny refuge against be-
coming an utterly penniless woman. What she held now in
her hand had fallen from one of the leather-bound volumes
of poetry printed in its native Greek. It was for that reason a
good hiding place, because Hester did not know the lan-
guage; she had been battered through Latin in order to bet-
ter serve her father’s work, but she had not been pushed to
learn Greek. The book had remained on his bedside table -
during those hours he had lain like one already dead. It had
not been added to those tied up in unwieldy bundles waiting
for the bookseller to clear them away. She had even brought
it with her—why she did not know—one of the few things
to remind her of that other narrow house and the musty-
smelling rooms where fresh air never entered.

The book had borne, under its cover, a shield bearing the
arms of what she now knew was an Oxford college, hinting
at one of those parts of her father’s past that he never dis-
cussed. Below the shield, in a flourish of lines and loops, a \
name was penned, the ink so faded now that it had near
disappeared forever. ’

“L. Jekyll,” a name she had never heard her father refer
to.
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The clipping was not a part of the past. Just a newspaper
notice she was sure her father had cut out, so meticulous-was
the edging.

WANTED—

Information leading to the discovery of one Leonard
Jekyll, Esquire, who left England in the year 1863. If
he or his descendants (if any exist) wish to hear some-

thing greatly to their advantage, let such write to Rob-
ert Guest, care of Turk’s Court, The Temple, London.

“Jekyll.”” She spoke the name aloud now. It was a strange
one and for some reason she took a dislike to the sound of it.
Now she laid the clipping aside and drew from the bottom of
her traveling desk, turning out paper and envelopes to se-
cure it, the very book that had given it shelter in the past.
The binding was of maroon leather, quite unlike any she had
seen before. She wondered if her father or one of his ac-
quaintances of the far past had not abstracted it willfully
from its native shelf. Page by page she examined it. There
were a few comments on some of the margins written in-a
spider-foot lettering, which she recognized as her father’s be-
fore the bouts of crippling rheumatism had crooked his fin-
gers so he was unable to write at all.

On impulse she took up the scrap of paper, smoothed it
out as well as she could and laid it over the Oxford seal,
closing the cover firmly. She very much doubted that the
earnestly seeking Mr. Guest would consider this the sort of
evidence that would be worth her paying out the price of a
cab on such a day to take it to Turk’s Court.

The fog seemed to have crept into the very room, gather-
ing in the corners to build up behind the chairs and under
the table and bed.. She had thought that some of the rooms
at Walford Castle would be good places to conceal a ghost,
but this shabby, long-used chamber, in spite of its breath of
too-old cabbage and kippers, might readily summon the un-
known. Nonsense! She was an intelligent woman, she had
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run a house since she was twelve, at the death of her last
downtrodden governess. Ghosts existed only on paper, and
here—in this shabby room—none worthy of frightening any-
one could possibly appear.

Hester turned her head to study her reflection in the dull
and wavery surface of the small mirror. Her skin was olive,
to be sure, but it was clear and when she was troubled or
angry had a faint glow about the cheekbones. There had
been rumors raised in the Sisters’ School, during the two
terms she had attended, that she had Indian blood. But the
rumors had died when the very correct manners her father
had drilled into her (and railed at Poor Mouse Fremont to do
the same) met each and every covert taunt or snicker or sug-
gestion with aloof dignity.

Her hair was not black but a dark brown, very thick and
long, which sometimes in the full sunlight showed a reddish
tinge. For the rest she was in want. She had a nose, neither
aristocratically bold nor turned up or down—just a nose.
Even all the rest was undistinguished—her mouth was over-
wide, with faint lines about it that appeared to be perma-
nently set by now. Her broad forehead was revealed to its
greatest extent by braiding her hair and pinning the braids as
close to the skull as firmly as she could for her governess
role. There were no stylish fringes or loose locks flying. Her
dark eyes, of course, did not possess any mysterious depths.

Hester chuckled, recalling the various eloquent descrip-
tions of heroines in the books of fiction she had read during
stolen moments. Fluff and trifling those novels were, but
they had the art of transporting their readers into a kind of
dazed shadow-life. And she did not doubt that their writers
got better returns for their pains of procreation than she had
been paid for the sale of travel articles that had won her
grudging awards in the past. No, if one was to live by one’s
pen, one had to be a Mrs. Southworth and possess a power-
ful imagination.

She did not need to look into her purse to count her
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riches—it was so flat that one worn sealskin side rubbed the
other in a most familiar fashion and had done so for a long
time. Hester had been trained solely to be a handmaiden to
one man’s selfishness and now, at twenty-three, she needed
work and had no suitable skills to offer. She had not been
judged a proper governess, and she had no introductions to
take her past the outer door of any girls’ school. Could she
be a servant? She feared not. Kitty’s tales of life downstairs
were most discouraging, and besides, she had no written ref-
erences to back her.

She began to write on a sheet of foolscap, using her best
choice of word and phrase to compose a letter to the editor of
The British Lady. When she had finished she put it aside for a
second and later reading.

She tapped her penholder against her teeth and again re-
read the news clipping. She had never heard what had
brought her father from England to the northern province of
the west. All the days she had known him he had never
referred to his past. Why, she had never even known his
age! His narrow face, its graying skin so seldom touched by
sunlight, had not seemed to add a single year as time passed.

Once more she turned to the front of her ledger and read:
“Father is silent always concerning the past. He never con-
sorts with anyone directly from England. When the new
vicar came to call last year he was so chill and distant of
manner that the poor man must have been speedily frozen.
We have never had even a tea party.”

She sniffed and hunted hurriedly for a handkerchief.
Surely she was nor going to have a cold now! That would
give Mrs. Carruthers further chance to set her out on the
street—or would it?

Hester, her head tilted a little to one side in thought, con-
sidered the advantages of taking to her bed-and demanding
comfort and nursing. Someone small and appealing—such as
Hazel would probably be in another five years or so—could
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carry that off readily, but a big gawk of a woman such as
herself—no.

Instead she gave a last sniff and returned to her reading.
Even the one small essay into the wide world of these past
two months had impressed deeply upon her the singularity
of her own house—one could not really, she decided
bleakly, have called it a home.

Of her mother she had the vaguest of memories—there
had been a quick-moving lady with a wide spill of curls that
persisted in seeking freedom from a net to fall to her shoul-
ders or dangle about her cheeks. Then that presence had
vanished without explanation from her narrow circle of life
and all she could remember. Shades had been pulled down
to turn rooms into dull and frightening caves; her father wore
a dark band on his coat sleeve for a season. It was then they
had moved out of Montreal to a small town near the Amer-
ican border. The servants she had always known left, and
the wrinkled-faced woman who had been hired as a govern-
ess stayed on as housekeeper. But this arrangement had not
worked and Hester, in her early teens, had taken charge of
the household.

During those years she and her father had been almost
totally isolated from others of their own kind. A day pupil at
the Sisters’ for a time, she had been strictly forbidden to
take part in any unnecessary activity. Nor did she have any
friends. She had turned early to her books and her own scrib-
bling for relaxation from her father’s lessons, which were
hard and sharp, meant to make of her a reliable aide for his
own labors. Occasionally letters arrived that she was forbid-
den to open, and these were subsequently burned, still un-
opened, in the fireplace.

Now the memory of those unread screeds somehow be-
came joined in her mind with the cutting from the Montreal
paper. The mystery surrounding that clipping was in truth
her only legacy from her father. Though they had subsisted
comfortably while he lived, his death meant utter poverty for
his daughter.
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She still thought that she had been very lucky to be intro-
duced to Major Ames when her plight was fully realized. To
escort Hazel Ames overseas, and there act as her governess
for at least six months, seemed the perfect answer to her
problems. For, with that natural resilience common to youth,
she was sure that something fitting her talents would turn up
in the future. The most common answer was, of course, mar-
riage.

Hester frowned in a way that erased any small claim to
attractiveness she might possess. The few men she had met
under her father’s roof had all been elderly and solemn, most
of them ignoring her as if she were the statue of Truth that
adorned the end of the stair rail. In addition, her father’s
constant disregard for any thought or desire of her own, his
demand for her constant attention, had made her strongly
disinclined to meet others. To allow some man complete

~  dominance over her again was what she shrank from the
most.

She reached again for the ledger and flipped over page
after page, realizing that this last thought bore the ring of
truth—she had looked upon her father’s death as a release
from a burden that was fast becoming intolerable. Hard-

. hearted, unnatural daughter? She had in truth played a role,
~ without realizing it, ever since she had gone through the
house marking down the lists to be handed to the auc-
tioneer. She had busied herself finding positions for the two
elderly maids upon whose shoulders most of the keeping of
the house had depended. It was Hester who had been left
with no future but what she could carve out for herself.

She smoothed out the letter she had written earlier be-
cause she knew now she dared not overlook the slightest aid
to a fruitful future. She read word by word—in the most
restrained and formal way. Surely she could concoct a suit-
= able letter for Mr. Guest. ;

Having taken the measure of Mrs. Carruthers, Hester had
no desire to leave her two missives to await a tardy visit to
the pillar-box on the part of the pinched-face maid. Fog or
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no fog, she could at least mail her own letters. Once more
she leafed through the book—such a dull account and-so
drearily presented! ,

It was the latter pages that held her now. Though she had
known very little about the care of children when she met
Hazel, she had been struck by the child’s shyness and began
to wonder if they had not a bond in their dislike for people
and situations that made them feel unhappy and miserable.
Her own answer—books—came immediately to mind and
she put firmly into the bottom of Hazel’s ‘“‘on-board” satchel
some others beside the school texts. She produced the few |
that she had kept because, first her mother's name was |
within, and, secondly, she had come to feast herself upon :
their livelier prose years ago. Hester made Hazel aware of
the works of Miss Austen and Jaze Eyre, though she was
certain that Lady Ames would not have found the misfor- =
tunes of poor Jane, the governess, suitable for Hazel’s read- |
ing at all. : ;

Her eyes found another entry in her record. “Hazel has |
asked me a question concerning the ‘horrid’ mysteries as :
mentioned in Norzhanger Abbey. 1 have never read one (what |
would Father have done with Mrs. Radcliffe’s volumes—
thrown them straightaway into the fire?), but I told Hazel
that they were a kind of ghost story intended to set shivering
the adult reader who professed that only in their extreme
youth long ago had they known such childish tastes. I think
she believed me.

“8till, it struck me odd that our entrance into this country
was not unlike the general atmosphere of the ‘horrids.” We
came ashore or a damp, dark day of which there are so many
here. A hard-faced woman clad in creased black, with a foot-
man, met us. Hazel took one look at the woman and,
straightaway, her manners became once again those of the
timid and fearful child. I could not guess then to what extent
this woman’s influence reached. She had a voice as harsh as
her face as she introduced herself as. Mrs. Riggs, Lady
Ames’s personal maid.
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“So we were ushered through the town to the house of
the Ames family and informed, in one of Mrs. Riggs’s
clipped speeches, that the lady was suffering from an attack
of nerves and would see us at teatime but not before.

“Hazel kept tight hold of a fold of my skirt drapery as we
went into a suite clearly furnished for a lady of at least twice
her years. She asked, in the very low, trembling voice she
had lost during the time spent in my company, where I was
to stay.

“Riggs sniffed and looked down a thin sliver of nose that
bore a hairy nob on one side, answering that Lady Ames
would decide that upon seeing me. Nor was she quite out of
the room before Hazel, clinging still to me, began to cry.
Between sobs she said she did not like this place and would
I not please take her home again.

“‘I—I know that Mama is gone,” she whimpered. ‘But
Papa would not make me stay where I was afraid. You know
he would not, dear Hester!”

“‘You are tired, cold, and hungry,’ I said, trying to reas-
sure her. Perhaps I could have made my own voice more
emphatic had I not inwardly been daunted by our reception,
too. Stooping, I put my arms about her.

“‘Come. Come now,’” snapped Riggs a half hour later
when I had gotten Hazel calm and had suggested to her this
was something of an adventure if she would only look upon
it as such. Riggs stretched her long neck like a crow I had
once seen harassing a cardinal, peering at us both as if we
were succulent morsels tamely awaiting attack. “Best you
get young miss here ready for tea. Her Ladyship always
wants what she wants to be delivered as soon as she orders.’

“I saw an expression of obstinacy begin to stiffen Hazel’s
small face and I hastened to shut the door through which
Riggs had disappeared. Then I turned to my charge with the
best advice I could at the moment summon.

“‘Come, Hazel, you must not let your grandmother think
that you have in the least taken a dislike to your situation
here. Remember you are the daughter of a brave soldier.
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Stand up straight, and report as would one of the scouts of
your father—answer fully any questions that your grand-
mother may ask.’

“She stood docilely enough while I combed her long,
strikingly pale, silver curls, and allowed me to bring her a
pair of soft slippers to change for her damp boots. The dis-
mal color of her mourning dress threw her hair and the sun-
creamed hue of her skin into almost startling relief. Looking
at her with approval and, yes, love, I was sure she would find
a place in Lady Ames’s life—and, God willing, her heart.

“Our introduction to Lady Ames was a complete failure.
Me she ignored after a nod of the head that dispatched me to
a stiff-backed chair at the far end of her very feminine room,
where stout, hard cushions, worked in silk flowers of quite
violent colors, could make even a most comfortable chair a
seat of growing torment.

“She pounced upon poor Hazel with a series of ques-
tions—several of which suggested to me that she strove to
discover some dispute or dislike between the child’s parents!
Her son had apprently married a countrywoman of mine and
Lady Ames far from liked that. There was plainly an abun-
dance of spite in her voice and no grandmother’s kindness at
all.

“Hazel was again on the verge of crying. 1 could stand it
no longer and, quite forgetting my own lowly place in the
eyes of this household, I came forward hastily and waited for
a chance to speak.

“‘My lady, Hazel is very tired and her breakfast was only
milk and bread. Could you not wait until she is rested to
question her about family affairs?’

“Lady Ames leaned forward. Her naturally high-colored
countenance took on a quite alarming shade of red and her
eyes appeared to protrude from their cushions of flesh in
order to favor me with a most daunting inspection.

“‘Very well.” She drawled her words, but there was a bite
in her tone, which was now an octave higher than the one
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that had greeted us. ‘Riggs!” She did not reach for the small
silver bell buried in the litter of things on the table. But
Martha Riggs appeared almost instantly in the doorway, as if
she were indeed some eerie creature able to project her per-
son from one room to another through the very walls.

““You, young person,” Lady Ames continued, ‘I wish to
speak with you now. Hazel, you are dismissed—for the pres-
ent.” Then she turned as forceful a look of judgment upon
Hazel, but one of a slightly different kind.

“The little girl had already raised one real protest as Riggs
propelled her toward the door. I trusted that my own gaze
was as threatening to the maid as the one her mistress had
directed toward me.

““‘Hazel, my dear.” I hastened to soothe the rising fears of
my late charge. ‘I shall come to you soon.’

*‘Hazel—what an odd name! What is your second name?”’
Lady Ames’s voice had fallen into its usual screech.

“Hazel jerked free of Riggs’s hold on her shoulder. She
made a graceful little curtsy she must have learned in her
mother’s drawing room and answered with the singsong
voice of one uttering a well-drilled ritual.

“‘I am Hazel Renée Ames.’

“‘Renée?” For the second time a wrinkle of distaste added
to Lady Ames’s collection of skin folds. “That name is al-
together unsuitable, child. Thus we must call you Hazel
after all. Very well, go with Riggs now and she will serve you
tea.’

“I forced a nod and a smile, so Hazel went off reluctantly
with the stone-faced Riggs. Lady Ames was already address-
ing questions to me.”

““You call yourself Hester Lane—’

“‘l do not ““call myself”’ anything, Your Ladyship. Hester
Lane is the name I have carried from my birth.’

“Her pudgy hands, aglitter with rings, pawed through the
general mess on the table as she leaned forward among her
nest of pillows, her lace-fronted morning gown actually
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threatening to split in some important places. Now she came
up with a letter, the bold handwriting on the envelope easy
enough to see. It had come from Major Ames.

“‘My son says’—she smoothed out the crinkled paper—
‘that your father was a scholar and a distinguished historian
writing a book about those cruel Indians. Also, you have
been his amanuensis and acquitted yourself well in that situ-
ation.’

“She paused to sweep me from head to foot with a bold
stare that I was sure she would never use with one she con-
sidered her social equal. ‘He also has written that you are a
lady of family.’

“‘I was my father’s researcher and assistant for six years—
from the time I completed my formal education.’ I kept my
voice carefully neutral.

“Now she dropped the letter into her lap. ‘Latin—pauhg!
Philosophy, history—all too heady and severe for any weak
female mind to comprehend. You do speak French?’ she
asked sharply in that language but with an accent so twisted
that I could barely understand her.

“I replied in the same language that I could. Also, that I
could teach German if that would be required of me.

“Her pop eyes were slitted as she said then, not in a fum-
bly foreign tongue, but in English, ‘Can you teach tabor
work, netting? Do you know perfectly the rules of society
and all concerning those families that are classed so? Can you
dance, play the piano, draw, teach watercolor?”

“To this list of talents I was forced to answer no, and she
gave a sigh that was one of relief as she settled back again
among her cushions. ‘You are hardly an acceptable govern-
ess, Miss Lane.’

“If Lady Ames had expected some plea from me (in spite
of that touch of fear), she was disappointed.

““You may stay the week,’” I had jotted in my ledger—
her words were not the kind that were easily forgotten.

““The Brougher girls are to be sent to a school in
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Switzerland. Luckily I foresaw something of this present sit-
uation and have approached Miss Cantry, their present gov-
emess. But, of course, I shall provide for you.’”

Hester scowled, and flipped the next three pages over to-
gether.

“The Miss Cantry of Lady Ames’s choice did not appear
within the week as looked for. Thus I was given respite for
another week, during which I strove to prepare Hazel, as
best I could, for her place in life. She was sent for several
times, to accompany Lady Ames on her daily ride in the
park, returning each time with either a scowl on her face or
reddened eyes that were the result of an outburst of tears.

“She did not confide in me, and I did not ask any ques-
tions. Though once she inquired if it were true that ‘ladies’
were wrong in throwing a penny to the boy who swept the
crossing outside.

“Knowing her grandmother would strongly disapprove,
but not wishing to pass judgment upon her selfish snobbery,
I thought it best to keep silent.

““You cannot tell me!’ Hazel crossed the room and gave a
vigorous tug to the bell ribbon. Then she took her small net
purse to the table and turned it upside down, allowing its
contents, including several shilling pieces, to spin across the
table’s crimson velvet cover. Swiftly she separated them.

“The. door opened for the young kitchen maid, Kitty,
with my tea, unappetizing hunks of bread spread with du-
bious butter, and a pot already half chilled because of the
long walk the bearer had had, up from the kitchen. But Kitty
winked at me as she set down the tray and whisked off the
cover. The chunks of bread were enriched by a delectable-
looking pair of muffins. She grinned.

“‘Them’s prime, miss. Cook put aside a basket of them
for her friend the constable. It’s Old Riggs with her smarmy
orders as gits you such rotten stuff! She’s—

“‘Miller, what are you doing here?” Miss Riggs’s voice
came from the hall outside so often I had reason to believe
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she listened whenever Hazel and I were together. But it was
Hazel who answered her now.

““Kitey is going to run an errand for me, Riggs!’ The be-
ginning of hauteur touched her—a legacy from her grand-
mother. It made the woman stare at her somewhat bemused.
She had certainly never seen that aspect of my charge be-
fore.

“‘One of the footmen,’ said Riggs, who might have been
rocked for an instant but was now steady once more, ‘would
be suitable for messages, Miss Hazel, and my lady would
want to know all about it.’

“Hazel snatched up the unwholesome-looking plate of
bread chunks and thrust it at Kitty. ‘Give this to the little
boy—the one at the street corner. I think he must be very
hungry.’ :

“Kitty bobbed a curtsy. ‘Yes, miss.’

“She fled the room while Riggs walked quickly to the

window. But the gathering darkness did not yet have the .

street lamp to cut it.

“‘Miss Hazel, ’tis my bonded duty to tell Her Ladyship of
this—' She drew such a deep breath that I was sure it
reached clear to the shoes hidden beneath her skirts.

“‘Yes, Riggs.” Hazel nodded. “The vicar spoke Sunday
about how treasure came from feeding the poor and hungry
people with bread and fishes. Only I did not have any fish.’

“Riggs was indeed shaken and only muttered something
inaudible as she went out the door. Hazel turned to me, and
there was a faint flush in her cheeks and her eyes were wide
and sparkling. ‘Hester, you will do it for me, won’t you?’ She
shoved her shilling piece in my direction.

" “I was already reaching for my waterproof cape and the
bonnet that was supposed to possess the same properties. It
was in this manner I met Freddy, a very dirty urchin in a
patched coat that Hazel had described to me. He was chew-
ing on one of the hunks of bread as if he feared it would be
snatched away from him, and a lump just above the length of
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rope that held his coat together made me surmise that he
was saving more than half the bounty. He looked at me with
red-rimmed eyes that held the impression of sly wariness.

“‘“Whot yuh wants, missie?’ He jerked his head to indicate
the envelope into which I had inserted and sealed Hazel’s
charity. ‘Message run? Fred’s yur boy, he is.’

“He held out his hand, having crushed all the rest of the
bread into his mouth, which gave him a very stuffed look. I
released the envelope to the pull he gave as soon as he got
his filthy fingers on it.

“‘No message, Fred—just a gift from a little girl who
wishes you well.’

“He clutched the envelope tightly and looked as if he had
no belief that anything good might really happen to him.
Then he turned and ran out into the fog, lost from sight in
seconds.

“Again Miss Cantry did not appear and I was given respite
for another seven days.

“My time was up yesterday—"

And now here she was, on her own.

Hester leaned back a little. Those fingers of fog that she
had earlier imagined reaching for her from the corners of the
room were growing longer and more menacing. It was one
thing to be prepared to earn one’s living and then always
being assured in some fashion of the future, and another to
possess four shillings and sixpence in an otherwise empty
purse. What did those noble, familyless heroines do in
books? Did they have jewels to pawn or something of that
sort? Her rent was paid until a week from tomorrow and
bread and tea could fill a stomach. What had Freddy done
with all that wealth Hazel showered upon him? He’d never
come back to that corner as a sweeper again.

Hester drew her shawl more tightly about her. Dragged
along with its fringe across the bed were her two letters.
This afternoon—rvyes, this very afternoon—she could send
both of her answers out into the world.

But would the world reply?
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It was a case of hate at first sight.

That, at least, was what Inspector Newcomen told himself
as he perched uneasily on the edge of his chair, in Mr. Utter-
son’s outer office.

First sight, but not first meeting. His previous dealings
with Utterson had produced a somewhat disagreeable im-
pression of the lean, unsmiling, elderly solicitor, but at the
time he had seen him as an ally in a common cause.

Utterson was the friend as well as the legal counselor for
Henry Jekyll, M.D., and Inspector Newcomen, the officer
assigned to investigate certain events surrounding Dr.
Jekyll’s mysterious disappearance.

It was last March that Utterson had come forward with the
story of how he and Dr. Jekyll’s butler, Poole, found the
body in Dr. Jekyll’s cabinet—the office maintained at his
home. As a matter of fact, Newcomen himself was involved
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from the very start. He examined the office, questioned the
servants, and viewed the corpse discovered there. It was Ut-
terson himself who corroborated statements from Jekyll’s
household staff and personal friends, attesting that the de-
ceased was one Edward Hyde.

There was no doubt whatsoever that Hyde had met death
by his own hands, through the ingestion of prussic acid,
though the reasons for his apparent suicide were never clar-
ified—at least not by the enigmatic Mr. Utterson, who said
he had little personal contact with Dr. Jekyll’s unfortunate
friend. But last October, when Sir Danvers Carew was
clubbed to death by a man identified as Edward Hyde, it
was Utterson who conducted the inspector to Hyde’s vacated
lodgings, though he claimed no knowledge of the man him-
self. Nor did anyone else appear to know much about the
dwarfed and almost apishly deformed man who had seem-
ingly been an intimate of Dr. Jekyll’s for several years.

It was then that Inspector Newcomen's reservations about
the solicitor took form. Surely he must have known more
about the relationship than he was willing to volunteer. After
his suicide was officially established Hyde was interred in a
pauper’s grave. No ceremony was performed and no mourn-
ers were in attendance. It appeared that the late Edward
Hyde had neither family nor friends. Except, of course, for
Dr. Jekyll, who remained absent on that occasion.

Inspector Newcomen scowled and stirred impatiently in

~ his chair. Confound Utterson for keeping him waiting like

this! Months had passed since the death of Hyde and the
disappearance of Jekyll, and during all that time Utterson
had played a waiting game. When questioned about some of
the strange apparatus and peculiar chemicals discovered in
Jekyll’s laboratory, Utterson protested he knew nothing of
them. When confronted with the fact that Edward Hyde
possessed his own key to Dr. Jekyll’s private quarters and
apparently came and went as he chose at all hours of the day
or night, Utterson kept mum.
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It was indeed a waiting game, and no mistake. But then
through his years in the service of the law, Inspector New-
comen had come to despise all men of the law; barristers,
solicitors, attorneys, magistrates, and judges; the whole kit
and caboodle infesting Temple Bar, cluttering the courts as
they pranced about in their absurd getups. Silly wigs and
stupid gowns belonged at masked balls rather than in a court
of law. As for the pomp and ceremony—from ‘“Hear ye,” to
“All rise,” to “If it please Your Honor’—Newcomen re-
garded it as sheer poppycock. All of it was game-playing, not
to serve justice but to obstruct it.

That Utterson was obstructing justice he had no doubt;
not after a passage of long months since Henry Jekyll’s dis-
appearance. And it was high time to put paid to the matter
once and for all.

“Mr. Utterson will see you now.”

The glorious tidings issued from the lips of the solicitor’s
chief clerk, one Robert Guest, who emerged from the inner
sanctum to address the police officer.

Newcomen lost no time in acceding to the invitation. As
he entered the private office Mr. Utterson elevated himself
from behind his desk, greeting his visitor in a manner more
curtly than courtly. If, indeed, “‘Inspector?” could be con-
strued as a greeting. His tone carried with it the unspoken
but unmistakable implication that Newcomen’s very pres-
ence was a sore trial to his patience.

And trial it very well may be, the Inspector told himself.

Complete with judge, jury, and sentence, unless you come up with

some proper testimony.

“Please be seated.” With a diffident gesture Utterson in-
dicated the vacant chair placed near the corner of his desk.
As Newcomen moved to occupy it the solicitor uttered a dry
cough. “To what might I owe the pleasure of this visit?”’ he
inquired. d

“A matter of business,” Newcomen replied. “There are
questions that require immediate answers.”




I S R ML e T N TR

The Jekyll Legacy 21 I

The solicitor seated himself behind his desk. “‘Please be
assured that I shall do my best to provide them,” 'he said.
“Granted, of course, that such answers are known to me.”
Inspector Newcomen nodded. ‘““Then I propose we come to
the point,” the lawyer said.

“What further news might you have of your client Dr.
Jekyll?”

Utterson shrugged, his expression unchanging. ‘“None
whatsoever. I assure you, had I obtained the slightest word,
you and your superiors at Scotland Yard would have imme-
diately been informed.”

Newcomen’s nod brushed the reply aside. “What have
you done to locate him?”

Again Utterson shrugged. *‘I should think that question
should be best addressed to you. As an officer of the law the
apprehension of missing persons falls under your jurisdiction
rather than mine. You have powers and facilities not avail-
able to a private citizen such as myself. And if you cannot
find him—"

“Hard words, Mr. Utterson. I grant we haven’t located
Dr. Jekyll as yet, but that we shall, given the proper infor-
mation. Which leads me to another question.”

“Yes?”

“Why did you sack Dr. Jekyll’s household staff?”

“I should think the reason would be obvious,” the solic-
itor said. “As Dr. Jekyll's counselor I see no point in main-
taining unnecessary expense and have therefore closed the
house pending his return.”

“Why didn’t you inform Scotland Yard of this decision?”

“Because I felt it to be none of their concern.” Now there
was the slightest hint of defiance in Utterson’s voice. “Not
to put too fine a point on it, it is the concern of Scotland
Yard to find Dr. Jekyll and you have failed.”

“Perhaps that could have been avoided if there’d been a
chance to question those servants at greater length. I’'m par-
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ticularly interested in Jekyll’s butler and the footman. If
you'd supply me with their present addresses—"’

“I’'m afraid that is impossible,”” Utterson said. ‘“‘At the
time of their employment, all of Dr. Jekyll’s household staff
resided on the premises, and I did not regard it as a matter of
concern as to where they might have removed themselves
following their dismissal.”

“I see.” Newcomen nodded. ‘“But I suggest to you that

_there’s another explanation. If it was to someone’s interest,
the servants could have been paid off to disappear and avoid
questions.”

Utterson half rose from his chair, right hand curling to
form a fist. “Are you accusing me of obstructing justice?”’

“Only an observation, if you take my meaning, sir.”

“Then be so good as to consider this.”” Utterson sank back
into his seat but there was open anger in his voice now.
“Both my friendship and my professional relationship with
Dr. Jekyll extend to a period of over twenty years. No one is
more desirous of ascertaining his present whereabouts and
receiving assurance of his well-being.”

“In that case, sir, you may be able to help us.”

“In what way?”

“I’d be greatly obliged to see a copy of Dr. Jekyll’s will.”

Utterson stiffened. “But that’s impossible!”

“Is it?” Newcomen spoke quietly, choosing his words
with care. “I've made inquiries and have been told there are
two ways to go about it. Either you permit me to glance over
the document here or I get a warrant for that purpose, in
which case the contents will become public knowledge.”

“You leave me no choice.”

Utterson rose. and went to the door; drawing it open, he
summoned Guest. After heeding instructions issued in a
voice scarcely above the level of a whisper, the clerk de-
parted, presently to return with the desired instrument.

Thereupon he withdrew, and Utterson, making no at-
tempt to disguise his reluctance, extended the document to
Inspector Newcomen.
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“You hold in your hands,” he said, “the last will and tes-
tament of Henry Jekyll, M.D., D.C.L., L.L.D., F.R.S.; et
cetera. Note that it is in holograph form; a comparison with
other examples of Dr. Jekyll’s handwriting will attest to its
authenticity. Its brevity is self-apparent. As to its con-
tents . . .”

He did not complete his sentence, for the inspector was
already reading, brow furrowed in concentration. Utterson
retreated behind his desk and resumed his place there,
awaiting the moment when Newcomen concluded his per-
usal.

When the inspector glanced up again his eyes and voice
conveyed open accusation. “He wrote this will without con-
sulting you?” he said.

“Quite so,” Utterson replied.

Newcomen glanced down, scanning as he spoke. “I
gather that in case of his decease or disappearance or absence
lasting more than three months, all of Dr. Jekyll's posses-
sions were to pass to the hands of—what’s the way he puts
itP—his friend and benefactor Edward Hyde.”

“That is correct.”

“I notice from the date that this was drawn up over a year
ago.”

“That too is correct. Have you any reason to question the
date of its execution?”’

Newcomen shook his head. “When it was made out is a
minor matter.” He leaned forward, tapping the page as he
spoke. “What I would like to know is when Dr. Jekyll
crossed out the name of Edward Hyde as a beneficiary and
substituted a new heir—John Gabriel Utterson.”

The solicitor met his gaze without flinching but his voice,
when he replied, lacked resolution. *I don’t have that infor-
mation,” he said. “The change had been made before the
will was placed in my possession.” He gestured quickly.
*“‘Again, if you compare, there’s no doubt that the change has
been written in his own hand.”

“Voluntarily?”
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“As I told you, the substitution occurred prior to my re-
ceiving the document. You have my word on it.”

“I’d take more comfort in Dr. Jekyll’s word,” the inspec-
tor said. ;

“It’s true, I swear it!” Utterson exclaimed.

“Very well, sir.”” The police officer’s tone softened; he
could afford to be charitable in this instance since the answer
to the next question he proposed would be of considerably
greater importance. “But can you also swear that Dr. Jekyll
is still alive?”

“I tell you I do not know—"

Ignoring the attempt to answer, Newcomen assailed the
solicitor once again. “Have you reason to believe him dead
or are you merely trying to convince the authorities so you
can inherit his estate?”’

Utterson shook his head. “Do you take me for a fool? If
this was my intention, I would have found some excuse for
not showing you the will. And now that you have seen it I
refer you to the stipulation that I could take full possession
of the property three months after Dr. Jekyll’s disap-
pearance, should his absence continue. As we both know, I
have made no move to do so. Let me repeat, Henry Jekyll
and I have been close friends for many years and I want no
part of his money or possessions.”

The waiting game. Inspector Newcomen nodded, more in
response to his own thought than to Utterson’s protestations.
A cunning man of law—and wasn’t this a description of the
entire breed?—would do just that. He’d wait it out until all
suspicions were quieted and the investigation itself was filed
and forgotten. Then he could safely claim his lawful or un-
lawful inheritance, whichever the case might be.

“You doubt my assurance?” Utterson said. “Very well. I
am prepared to offer proof.”

“Of what nature, might I ask?”

“Some while ago I recalled a conversation with Poole, Dr.
Jekyll’s butler. In the course of our exchange he stated in
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passing that his master had once referred to his family con-
nections, mentioning that he had distant relatives in Can-
ada.”

“Did he mention any names?”

“He did not. But indeed if such relatives exist, then it is
my honest intention to see to it that they, rather than my-
self, become the inheritors of the estate. To that end I
placed this advertisement in a number of Canadian newspa-
pers.” As he spoke, the lawyer opened. the drawer of the
desk before him and withdrew two items, which he placed
on the desktop for Newcomen’s inspection. One was a large
sheet of foolscap on which was a list of a dozen Canadian
newspapers, together with their addresses. The other was a
clipping of the actual advertising notice reproduced in print.

“This is from the Toronto press, I believe,” Utterson
said. “I can furnish you with copies from other sources, to-
gether with correspondence dealing with their placement.”

The inspector nodded but did not break his silence as he
scanned the printed item. He rioted how cleverly it was
worded; nothing was said that could lead a reader to believe
Dr. Jekyll dead, but the implication was there. A Canadian
relative, however distant, might well reckon it worthwhile to
respond. No doubt about it, Utterson was a clever man—
clever even to the point of withholding his own involvement
in the matter and soliciting that replies be dispatched to
Robert Guest, his clerk.

As he finished reading, Newcomen glanced up. “Any an-
swers?”’ he asked.

“Not as yet,” Utterson said. “But I still have hope, and
should I be in receipt of any reply, I assure you—"

“Of course.” The inspector gestured quickly. There was
no further need to continue badgering Mr. Utterson, at least
not at this moment. For the present he was more than satis-
fied.

He took his departure quickly, leaving Utterson reas-
sured. As for himself he wanted only to be alone with his
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thoughts. Utterson’s disclosures required a bit of mulling
over, and it had best be done at once.

Canadian relatives. The placing of that advertising notice
opened up a whole new area of speculation. _

Should such Canadian family members exist, they might
have knowledge of Dr. Jekyll’'s wealth. If so, it was even
possible that someone could have made a trip to London in
secret with the purpose of doing away with him in order to
gain so sizable an inheritance. In which case it might be ex-
pected that the perpetrator of such a deed would now reap-
pear again in the guise of an heir.

No doubt about it, the advertising notice could serve as
bait, and if someone answered and appeared, Inspector
Newcomen would be waiting.

All that remained was to set the proper trap.
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Did it ever do anything but rain in London? The lash of a
quite severe storm struck against the grimy windowpane,
washing soot down in tracks. Hester had come to believe
that this sprawling city was the dirtiest she had ever had the
misfortune to see. Down on the street, carts and, here and
there, a genteel barouche or cab, sent liquid black mud fly-
ing, much of it at those condemned by some misfortune to
plod two-footed through the gloom. She had been excited
earlier by the wonder of the new electric lights that gave
sparks of radiance along some streets. But now even those
miracles of men’s ingenuity were no longer novelties.
Dreary as the outside world seemed from her window in
Mrs. Carruthers’s boarding house, it was better to stay gazing
into that murk than to look behind her into the barren,
musty-smelling, chilly room. Her worn purse lay upon the
bed and she knew just how much was in it and how far that
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could stretch even by most heroic efforts at semistarvation.
At least in the past she had never had to scant on meals,
even though the dishes served had been of the plainest
kinds. What did one do when there was no more money?

Appeal to Lady Ames? She recoiled from that idea, which
struck at her again and again. Surely there was some honest
way of earning her living instead of groveling—there must
be! Cold as it was there was a bright flush of color on
Hester’s checks.

No—she refused to let the darkness of the day dim her
hopes. Not when she had this! She swept away from the
window and picked up the letter that had come by second
post. A letter from an editor!

She read the letter again. Miss Agatha Scrimshaw would
see her at ten precisely this morning. While she had been
with Lady Ames she had seen, and then got Kitty to smug-
gle to her, the current copy of Tke British Lady. Though that
publication was considered “advanced’ and sometimes very
close to the line of being unacceptable in polite drawing
rooms. Lady Ames dearly loved a lord, as the old saying
went, and the fact that the editor, Miss Scrimshaw, was of an
old family, being granddaughter to an earl, and having her
own lines of information running into court circles no less,
made it a publication that could be mined for some tidbits of
news which never touched real scandal, of course, but al-
lowed the reader the feeling of moving among the elect.
Those articles written by Miss Scrimshaw herself, dealing
with such questionable ideas as the. higher education of
women, the need for considering the unhappy state of
females beneath the notice of anyone truly well born, could
be easily skipped.

It had been those articles and not the light chitchat that
had attracted Hester, and she had thought several times that
in a different sort of a world, she might have been able to
use her own education, acquired privately though it was, for
some justifiable purpose.
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She dressed carefully. Though with only the well-worn
waterproof cape to abet her umbrella, she could hardly pres-
ent a figure to rival the fashionable ladies portrayed in the
pages of the publication whose outer gate she was about to
storm.

As she pulled wet-weather boots over her feet she thought
that at least she had made a good usage of her time as gov-
emess. Even Lady Ames could not scorn or consider unnec-
essary to the education of young ladies visits to places of
historic note as recommended by the most discreet books of
travel knowledge. Thus almost at once on her arrival Hester
had set herself to the memorization of routes to such parts of
London as she thought would be important in her own fu-
ture plans.

Of course, it was true that there was much of the city into
which a lady did not venture at all. Probably she should use
some form of transportation, but a cab fare was too crippling
to be considered now. The startling new electric omnibus
did not carry passengers from this part of the city. Luckily
she considered herself a good walker and she had seen quite
respectable-looking females trudging under umbrellas,
striving to remain clear of the showers of sludge that carriage
wheels dislodged.

She gave one last lingering critical look into the dim mir-
ror. Her hair was sternly pinned into complete obedience
under the brim of the plain weather-resistant hat that had
faced the storms of Canada for more than one season, and
she was smoothly buttoned into the basque of her shabby
black dress. The skirt had no ruffles and was almost too
scant. All in all, she decided,. she did not look even as smart
as an upper housemaid on her afternoon off. Would the all-
seeing Miss Scrimshaw think the worse of her because the
package she was offering was wrapped so shabbily? High-
mindedness often allied itself purposefully with dowdiness—
as if there were some rule that one could not have both a
useful mind and a pleasing outward appearance. She could

k.
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only hope that Miss Scrimshaw was a convert to that way of
thinking.

By the time she reached the street the drive of rain had
ceased its first fury and settled into a steady downpour.
Damp chill reached through her cumbersome weather coat
and, in spite of all her efforts, there were streaks of mud
about the hem of her skirt. She huddled in the doorway of
the building she had sought, and made two futile attempts to
erase the worst of the streaks with one of her father’s large
square handkerchiefs that she had kept for such usage.

There were stairs to be climbed, the drip of her umbrella
pattering on each as she went. Then she was facing an open
door of what was plainly an office. There was no one at the
desk within so she hesitated for a moment or two before she
entered. She seated herself on the hard cushionless settle on
the outer side of a railing that appeared to divide the world
from the inner workings of Tke British Lady.

It was not until she was seated that she became aware that
the inner door beyond the rail stood ajar and she could hear
voices—both of them raised in argument.

The low, almost growling voice appeared to be in com-
mand; the second was even lower in tone, as if its owner
fought for a temper-keeping modulation.

‘. . . of the lowest sort.” The lower voice was climbing
higher.

“You’re not being asked to live with them, gel. You will
have an introduction to Captain Ellison and she will tell you
to go where you can observe.”

“Everyone knows they are thieves and murderers, drunk-
ards, and—and worse! This so-called army is interested only
in such. No lady would even read about them, let alone be-
come an actual witness to report some degrading scene!”

There followed a rustling of paper and the more forceful
voice sounded as if it were now engaged in reading aloud.

“‘Her Grace was most charmingly dressed in a muted
melody of lavender and voilet shades. The well-known
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splendor of the Evedor pearls shone softly, like precious
dewdrops, about her throat, on the bosom of her gown,
about her fragile wrists. The tiara that is the crowning piece
of this famous jewel collection found a perfect setting in her
sable ringlets. She was the center of a gay party from the
Evedor Towers, and it is well known that this coming season
will see Evedor House once more opened to the polite world
when Her Grace introduces her eldest daughter, Lady
Maude Evedor, into society.’ Pish!”

“But Miss Scrimshaw!”” There was outrage in that inter-
ruption. “The Evedors are one of the oldest families in—"

“Old? And has being longtime masters of a strip of ground
ever made a family worthy of being really counted? Do you
know, gel, that living on the duke’s own estate are a
gamekeeper and a groom whose families date back at least
five generations before the time old Sir Simon Evedor did-
dled the first manor out of James—and in not a particularly
pleasant way, either! The Evedors started marrying wealth
about the same time they achieved landed status and have
been noted for their luck in the matter of snaffling at least
one wealthy bride in a generation. For the rest, what do they
really do? The present duke sits in the House of Lords,
ready with a firm no in answer to the least sign of any pro-
gressive thinking. He never opens his mouth otherwise.

“No, it is not the duke, the duchess, and their ilk that are
important now. Rather it is what is going on below, a good
couple of flights below their airy perch.”

“But,”—the second voice had now regained some cour-
age-—*‘our readers want to hear about the duchesses and the
gowns and the parties. There were at least twenty write-ins
in response to the account of the Howe-Ainsworthys’ mar-
riage.”

“Very true,” conceded the other. “Oh, we’ll continue to
supply the pap. Mainly because we can always hope that one
or two of those avid readers will turn a page and find some
more forceful meat. And meat has to be hunted, Dale.”



32 Robert Block and Andre Norton

“I can’t! I just can’t go to one of those meetings!”” What
little courage that voice had held earlier was gone now. “No
lady would do it. If I did, and it were known, I never could
get within the gates of a decent house again!”

“But do you, Dale?”” There was a braying sound that
Hester could not accept as a laugh. “I think mest of your
‘facts’ come out of the mouths of ladies’ maids and some-
times at a rather stiff rate. No, it’s time you got out in the
real world—think about it, gel.”

The door swung from its partly open position with such
force that it near slammed back against the wall. A young
woman darted out. Her face was deeply flushed and tears
were gathering in her eyes.

She had taken two strides beyond the railing, her eyes
straight ahead with no glance at Hester, and she already had
a hand at the outer door when it opened so abruptly that she
stumbled forward straight against the young man who had
been about to enter.

Giving an exclamation that was half a hiccup, she wwisted
by him, the drumming of her boots sounding from the hall.
The man glanced at the desk behind the railing, frowned
slightly, and went toward the door of the inner office. Per-
haps she had somehow become invisible, Hester thought.
She was sure that neither of them had seen her. The man
was already into the inner office. He had closed the door
behind him. Again it did not latch but swung open far
enough for Hester once more to hear.

“Well, Aunt Agatha, and what have you done now? Here
is Maud Dale apparently racing from some major danger.
Who put the fox into the henhouse this morning?”

He spoke lightly in a voice that Hester recognized—for it
was much like her father’s accent. She had only caught a
glimpse of him as he passed but what she frankly observed
had not particularly impressed her. This was just another
young ‘‘gentleman’ who did not have to depend on work to
keep bread and butter on the tea table nor an unleaking roof
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over his head. Doubtless such mundane needs never oc-
curred to him at all.

He was clean shaven, which was not quite the norm in a
city where elaborate hirsute adornments—or disguises—
were the general rule. He wore no dashing guardsman’s
mustache, no fluff of sideburns, nor beard. His hair was
dark, so much she had seen when he tugged off an all-
weather tweed hat before he entered the inner office.

For the rest, he was slender, his caped mackintosh did not
hide that, and the hand with which he held his hat was well
kempt. Surely he was a stray from a more lofty world and so
not in her experience at all. He would have to be about forty
years older, with a scholar’s slightly bemused look, for her to
place him properly. Young men had played no part in Miss
Lane’s past.

“The stupid gel.” The voice that could only be Miss
Scrimshaw’s boomed clearly. “Working is not all silk, pearls,
and what is to be offered at the buffet supper. I want that
story and she only wants to dabble. But a story like this—"

“What story?”

“The one about the Salvation Army—or whatever they
call themselves. I can get a gel into one of their meetings, let
her write it up. By God, Albert, most of the daily papers are
writing pure libel about them. If we can get them a truthful
story—that Sir John of yours—get him to ask a question or

* two, bring things out into the open. D’you know, Albert,

that it’s said the police have their orders to stand by and let
roughs beat up these people? Is this England—or some nasty
little state in the East where no one has any freedom? I want
a story, a truthful, eyewitness story—"’

“Which you aren’t going to get, Agatha,” the man an-
swered her coldly. “No lady has any business anywhere near
one of those rebellious, unlawful meetings. It dangerously
abuts on treason, you know.”

There came a sound that could only have been a snort.
“Don’t you start talking such folderol to me, Albert. In fact,
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my boy, aren’t you going to do a little investigating yourself?
And one of the latest bits of gossip flying around is that Sir
John Dermond is interested in how the other three quarters
of London live. Interested enough so that he has sent you an
order to skulk about to see—"

“I shall do—"

“Exactly what you are told, m’boy. Just the proper gen-
tleman as always. Come here to the window with you!”

That order was followed by a creaking as if some bit of
furniture were sturdily resisting any move. “Look down, Al-
bert—not just at that disgusting mud which laps about the
ankles of anyone who does not have a penny or so for a ride.
There are those who are walking. What about that woman
over there who has taken off her shawl to cover what’s in her
basket? Proper old hag you’d call her, now wouldn’t you?
That’s Bessie Fuller. And she doesn’t count as many years as
you, Albert. She’s got an infant to support, and a drunken
horror of a husband who has battered teeth out of her jaws,
given her that permanent lump over one eye—she can’t see
very well with that anymore. Look her up and down, Albert.

“Bessie’s a decent woman, she sells her matches along
this street and has for some years now. If she gets enough
some days for a hot tater or a broken pastie she feels she has
luck . . . She’s the kind the Army looks for. In fact, she has
already asked their help—so she will not even go on the
poor rates, which take a penny or two out of your pocket.
And there are hundreds like her.”

“There are charities to which she can apply—"

Again came that disparaging snort. ‘Do not prate to me of
charities, or workhouses, or all the other inhuman devices
you and yours are so smug about. If you are going to do a bit
of looking around for Sir John Dermond, do it right. Don’t
wade about the edge of that sea of nastiness out there.
Plunge right in—if you can take it. Personally, I wonder
about you, Albert—you need a good shaking up to lose your
ingrained blindness, and really see the world that lies about
you.”
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“If someone, Aunt Agatha, must go lodking in this evil pit
of yours it had better be a man. As I think you will agree,
you can’t be wholly lost to all that is right and proper.”

“How I get my results is none of your pompous business.
You would do better, much better, Albert, to do a little
straight thinking on your own and not accept the rubbish
heard at dinner parties after ladies have withdrawn and you
gentlemen pass a goodly aged bottle among you.”

“Aunt Agatha!” There was real outrage in his voice now.
But Hester lost Miss Scrimshaw’s answer because a side door
to the right, which she had not previously noticed, was hur-
riedly opened, and another woman entered on the far side of
the railing.

Apparently it was customary for females invading the busi-
ness world to retain the formality of street attire, for this
pinch-faced lady wore a bonnet and white gloves on about
her wrists, the fingers enrolled across the backs to afford
more foom and freer movement for the digits enclosed
within. That she was employed here was evident in her
glance, which betokened a cold recognition of Hester as a
stranger. This guardian of the world beyond the rail made a
dramatically better appearance, in a much smarter walking
suit, than Hester when she rose. A gloved hand caught up a
pince-nez dangling on a black ribbon around her neck and
settled it firmly on her nose.

“Well, and what can I do for you?”’ Her inquiry had a rude
note, as if she were facing Bessie Fuller on the road below.

“I have an appointment with Miss Scrimshaw. My name
is Hester Lane.”

“Lane?” There was a moment of hesitation. Then the
guardian went to the door. Noting it was ajar she frowned,
then gripped the knob firmly with one hand as she knocked
with the other. At an indistinct murmur from within, she
pushed the door forward, partially opening it as she spoke.
“Miss Hester Lane, Miss Scrimshaw, by appointment.”

“Good—come in, gel.”

The gloved guardian nodded at Hester, opening the door
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wider to permit her passage. The young man who had been
standing before the desk stepped back and to one side as she
entered, but it was Miss Scrimshaw who commanded
Hester’s attention at the moment.

The woman enshrined behind the large desk, whose top
was entirely covered with a thick drift of papers, might be an
earl’s granddaughter, but she also might well be as much of a
sight as the match seller on the street below. The vast curves
of her body stretched a purplish serge gown almost dan-
gerously, and she too wore a bonnet, which bore a curl of
purple feathers constantly aquiver. Her complexion was a
pallid, yellowish white, while the wide expanse of flesh held
features that seemed too small for the rest of her.

Her button eyes might be smallish when compared to the
two broad chins and the side dewlaps she attempted to con-
trol with a dog collar of reddish-purple stones, matching a
large cross resting on her shelflike bosom, but for all their
lack of size they were very keen. Hester felt she was being
examined, weighed, and measured with no little skill.

Though she was looking straight at Hester, Miss
Scrimshaw’s hands were scrabbling in the drift of paper on
her desk. They retrieved a rather battered document Hester
recognized as the letter she had written to ask for this inter-
view. Miss Scrimshaw’s right hand went searching again,
while with the left she held Hester’s letter almost to the full
length of her massive arm. Then she produced a lorgnette
out of the flood and held it up, bringing the letter back into
focus.

“What makes you think, gel, that you would be of service
to B.L. here?”” was her opening.

Hester hoped her face remained passive and gave away
nothing of the nervousness she really felt.

“Come, come, gel! Whose servants might be made to talk
secrets with you?”’ She was no longer staring at Hester in
that measuring fashion but looking over the girl’s shoulder,
presumedly at the young man. ‘“That’s what's expected of
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us, you know. Our readers want neat little paragraphs of sto-
ries about milady’s parties, the coming out of highborn mis-
ses, and all the rest of such stuff. Ladies do not fret their
minds about other things—they have no brains in their
heads, or so is the general opinion, ain’t it, Albert?”

“Aunt Agatha!” The protest came loudly from the corner.

“Albert, you may do as you wish under your own roof—
this happens to be my domain. Come out of hiding there
and meet Miss—Miss Lane. She’s from the colonies—Can-
ada. Miss Lane, this is my cousin Albert Prothore.”

Hester had half turned so that she could acknowledge this
strange introduction. The young man’s face was flushed, and
she noted that his hand was gripping his hat brim with force
enough to rend that article of clothing in two were he to
follow the dictates of temper.

Albert, Miss Lane, is parliamentary secretary to Sir John
Dermond, and a very good one too, I have heard. He’d be
even better if he shook some of the cobwebs off him.

“Now.” Once more her attention fastened on Hester.
The girl had murmured something in reply to that introduc-
tion, but the awkwardness of the situation embarrassed her.
She had turned her head away quickly but she had heard no
acknowledgment from him.

“—if you are willing—"

Hester blinked and hoped she had not colored. She had
been thinking how pompous this Albert Prothore was in
spite of his youth and in so doing had missed something un-
doubtedly important.

“You can’t!” That was Prothore. ‘“You know how unfit-
ting, how even dangerous such action can be!”

Miss Scrimshaw’s small mouth showed how far it could
enlarge when necessary. And surely that expansion was
meant to be a grin.

“Now, Albert, do not make decisions for others.” She
nodded and the tuft of feathers on her bonnet bobbed back
and forth as if in a stiff breeze. “You may decide, gel. I'll
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give it to you on simple terms. This can be a story that will
make your name famous—"’

“Infamous!” challenged Prothore.

“Albert!” The smile became that of a frog about to close
on a fly. “This is a matter of business—but then you don’t
even know what that word means.” Once more she turned
back to Hester, waving a mittenlike hand, which displayed a
pair of gold rings mounted with reddish-purple stones similar
to those on her collar and cross. “We have a London out
there unknown to readers of the B.L..—a London that others
are trying to change for the better. If what I have heard is
true, they are beginning to make some headway. Have you
heard of the Salvation Army, gel?”

“No.”

As Hester replied she was again conscious of Mr. Pro-
thore’s anger. For years she had been attuned to this—rage
sensed in silence. How many times had she been the butt of
that particular treatment when dealing with her father?

“Well,” Miss Scrimshaw was continuing, ‘“‘there is an or-
ganization working with and for the poor. They have per-
sisted in the face of persecution and all kinds of opposition.
The time has come, it is even a little past, to tell of what the
Salvation Army has done for those we do not want to notice.
Their work should be explained simply and earnestly to peo-
ple such as our readers who have no connection at all with
the depths of depravity, do not even know what exists.

“You are new to London, my gel. Therefore you would
see much that would not be clouded by prejudice. I
think”—she planted one broad elbow on the desk with her
hand supporting her layered chin—*‘that we need a fresh
outlook, a very fresh one. So what do you say, Miss Lane? I
shall wish perhaps a series of articles—from what I have
heard there is plenty to write about. You would be put on
staff rates, and I think that this, if done well, could be for
you a good opening into the field.”

“No!” The instant protest came from Prothore. ‘“Listen to
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me, Miss Lane. You certainly do not want to become the
target of gossip, to follow a course which, were it uncovered,
would be unwelcome in any assembly of your sex—"

“You”’—Miss Scrimshaw’s pudgy forefinger pointed to the
still partly open door between Hester and her cousin—*‘go,
Albert. I would lay a wager with you—if you were in the
least open-minded—that this gel shall learn more than you
will ever uncover for that sensation-seeking employer of
yours. Meanwhile, this is a place of business and you are
disrupting my business—"

Ignoring his aunt’s heated words, Prothore turned to
Hester. “It is all madness, do not let yourself be drawn into
her experiment.” He did not name his kinswoman, only
nodded slightly in Miss Scrimshaw’s direction. “It is rank
and utter folly, and she knows it too!”

Miss Scrimshaw ignored him. ‘“What about it, gel? Do you
think you are writer enough to give the B.L. a picture of
what happens on the side streets of this town, while ladies
ride snug in their barouches on the avenues?”

Hester drew a deep breath. She knew as well as this prig
Prothore that her decision might be the greatest folly. Still—
as Miss Scrimshaw had pointed out—it might also give her
firm standing in the world she had so long desired to enter.
For so many years she had yearned to escape that musty and
silent web of scholarship that held nothing for her. What
other post was there for a proper female?

“Yes.” Though saying that made her suddenly breathless.

Mr. Prothore scowled more heavily. “All right.” He spoke
directly to Miss Scrimshaw. ““7 will get your story for you!”

“Miss Lane has accepted.” Agatha Scrimshaw gave a vig-
orous nod of her head, so that the crest of feathers was flung
about as it might be under a breeze. “Go your own way,
Albert. But I hardly think you are one to dig deep enough—
even to please Sir John.”

Prothore moved toward Hester, as if he were about to
shove her back through the door.
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“Don’t do it!” It was not said imploringly—she did not
believe that this stiff young man had ever experienced the
need to plead for anything—but rather as an order.

Hester moved a little to one side away from him.
Thankfully she discovered she was able to meet his gaze
levelly as she answered.

“I have already given my word!”” Then she dared to add a
dismissal.

“Good day, sir.”

Miss Scrimshaw laughed. Prothore’s lips were set tightly
together as he passed Hester, slamming the door behind him.
The girl felt a little qualm then. This was indeed taking
charge of her own life and she hoped she wouldn’t regret it.
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'f it were not for the grime on the windowpane and the fog
beyond it, Inspector Newcomen could almost sce the lion-
guarded grandeur of Trafalgar Square. But even such a sight
was hardly compensation for his present surroundings. The
lack of central heating or even the presence of a fireplace
literally sent a chill down his spine during a good eight
months out of every year; warmer weather afforded little re-
lief, for want of adequate ventilation. At this moment the
dimly lit cubbyhole that served in lieu of an office, shared
with two others of equal rank, was musty and dank.

Wedged behind his battered rolltop desk in the corner,
Newcomen gazed glumly on his surroundings. Even though
his fellow officers were absent from their own desks at the
moment, he still felt a sense of vague oppression when con-
fined here. And confinement it truly was; there were felons
in Newgate Prison incarcerated more comfortably than he
was here in Scotland Yard.
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There was no yard area on the short and narrow thor-

oughfare beyond nor any hint of Scotland; long centuries ago
a palace had been reared on this site to provide accommoda-
tions during the royal visits of Scottish kings. But there was
nothing palatial about the present structure. Metropolitan
Police Commissioner Sir Edmund Henderson promised a
new Yard in a new location within a few years; meanwhile,
his officers must serve their sentences in this creaking, crum-
bling gaol.

The flickering gaslight cast Newcomen’s shadow on the
wall and did nothing to disperse the shadow of melancholy
overcasting his spirits.

Ever since his meeting with Utterson earlier in the day
he’d been troubled by persistent unease, and now with the
coming of twilight his mood intensified. From past experi-
ence Newcomen realized there was only one way to dispel
such a difficulty. He must meet the problem head-on and
overcome it.

A hard case. Or, as his father had been wont to say, a
tough nut to crack. A question formed its kernel; was Utter-
son lying or not?

If the solicitor had been telling the truth, it was only in
part. Too much was still unaccounted for, particularly con-
cerning Dr. Jekyll’s friendship with the shadowy Mr. Hyde.

Shadowy. Again Inspector Newcomen glanced at his sil-
houette wavering on the wall. Additional light would dispel
that, but it would take a different sort of illumination to
erase the shadow of Edward Hyde. Shade, perhaps, for
Hyde was dead.

At least there was no uncertainty about that fact or the
coroner’s verdict of suicide. But a new doubt had arisen to
trouble the inspector since he had seen Dr. Jekyll’s will.

He kept thinking about that altered clause. Dr. Jekyll’s
original intent had been to leave his entire estate to Edward
Hyde. Was Hyde aware of this fact? Given the man’s history,
his knowledge of the clause might well have prompted him

.
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to murder his benefactor. Instead he killed himself, and it
was Jekyll who remained alive. Or was he? If so, why hadn’t
he come forward? It was still possible that Hyde disposed of
his longtime friend before doing away with himself. But
should this be true, how and where had the deed been done
and what had become of the corpus delicti?

Newcomen pursed his lips. Questions within questions.
Do shadows cast shadows of their own?

In this case, yes. The shadows cast by Hyde in life had
been ominous indeed. Newcomen remembered the accounts
of his activities; the trampling of an innocent child in the
street, the savage murder of an old man in a deserted lane.
The name of the little girl who had been the object of
Hyde’s callous cruelty was unknown to witnesses, but the
old man—Sir. Danvers Carew—was easily identified. The
sole witness to this particular crime had been a maidservant
peering through the upstairs window of a nearby residence;
according to her account killer and victim seemingly encoun-
tered one another by chance and only a few words were ex-
changed in the darkened lane before the man she identified
as Edward Hyde struck Carew with his heavy cane. When
the old man fell he was beaten senseless, then battered to
death with such ferocity that the stout wood splintered and
the weapon broke in two. The vision of that shattered cane
and the mangled corpse beside it remained vivid in New-
comen’s memory.

But Edward Hyde was still a shadow. And the visit with
Utterson led nowhere. Aside from the solicitor there was
probably only one person who might shed light upon the
matter—Jekyll’s butler, Poole. He had been present on the
occasion of Hyde’s death and he gave testimony at the brief
inquest where suicide was established. At the time Dr.
Jekyll's absence didn’t enter into the formal investigation, so
Poole was required to say little about it. Now Newcomen
wanted to hear more.

He leaned back, frowning to himself as he recalled Utter-
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son’s excuse for dismissing Dr. Jekyll’s household staff and
his disclaimer regarding their whereabouts. Surely the solic-
itor must have had a long acquaintance with the elderly
butler who had spent twenty years in service. And Poole had
known Utterson well enough to call upon him at his home in
one instance at his master’s bidding.

It was possible that the solicitor was deliberately con-
cealing the knowledge of where Poole might be found. As to
motive, again Newcomen bethought himself of the bequest.
That would be reason enough for Utterson to discourage fur-
ther investigation, particularly if it might lead to suspicions
regarding the circumstances under which the will had been
altered.

Inspector Newcomen rose and paced the floor. Not much
of a trudge, really; a mere half-dozen steps brought him to
the grimy windowpane, and upon turning, the ancient floor-
boards creaked only seven times before he came abreast of
the doorway at the other end of the room. The sound of his
footsteps distracted him, but there was no help for it. Bare
wood was good enough for Scotland Yard inspectors; carpets
were for kings.

The descent of darkness beyond the windowpane
prompted the inspector to consult his watch.

Donning his coat and bowler, he extinguished the gas and
stepped out into the drafty hall. As Newcomen made his way
to the stairs, he exchanged greetings with several of his fel-
lows who were arriving on night duty. Once he reached the
lower landing the inspector sought an inconspicuous side exit
leading to the street. Here the fog was beginning to lower
and he raised his coat collar to ward chill from his cheeks.

The exit he had chosen shortened the route to Trafalgar
Square. Atop the Corinthian column Lord Nelson peered
down through swirls of fog, his one-eyed stony stare fixed on
the blaze of light below. Inspector Newcomen, his own eyes
intent on the bustle of traffic, headed for the cab stand at the
nearby curbing. As he did so, church bells chimed the hour.
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Seven o’clock it was, precisely on the dot, and Jerry was
waiting. i

The man on the box of the cab nodded as Newcomen
approached. “Evenin’, Inspector,” he said. “Where to?”

“Home.”

“Can’t say as 'aow I blame you,” the cabby said, descend-
ing from his perch to close the door as Newcomen settled
himself inside. “It don’t look to be a proper night to prowl
abaht.”

“Sorry you feel that way,” the inspector told him. “It so
happens I had an errand for you in mind.”

“Errand?”’ The cabby’s smile expanded into a toby-jug
grin. “’Appy to be of service. Yours to command an’ no
questions arsked.”

“But that’s the job—asking questions.” Newcomen nod-
ded in abrupt dismissal. “Up you go again, and get cracking.
On the way home I'll tell you what's wanted.”

He did so, and by the time they pulled up before New-
comen’s lodgings on Bayswater Road, the cabby had been
provided with information necessary for the task before him.
This, plus his fare, a generous tip, and the promise of a fur-
ther fee if his mission was successful, sent Jerry off into the
fog with a cheery whistle.

Whether that whistle was directed at his patient horse or
intended as a farewell to Newcomen himself didn’t greatly
matter. As the inspector made his way into the welcome
warmth of the hall beyond the entrance, what mattered to
him was whether or not he might have to whistle for his
money. Cab fare and tip were his obligation and he preferred
to pay extra rather than brave the rigors of public transport
on a cold and clammy night following a long day’s duties.
But he could be out of pocket for the fee he’d promised
Jerry; only in special instances did his superiors at the Yard
repay him for extra expenditures. Pity they weren’t em-
ployed by the Chancellor of the Exchequer; their stingy,
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mingy ways would be of more value in that branch of govern-
ment.

Newcomen plodded upstairs to his bachelor quarters,
changed into more comfortable attire, plodded downstairs to
take dinner with the other boarders. This being eight o’clock
of a Wednesday, it was mutton as usual, but he paid little
heed to what he ate or to the conversation of his compan-
ions. His thoughts were far away in the fog, following Jerry
to destinations unknown.

Once back in his room he settled before the fireplace, en-
joying the solitary vice of a Trichinopoly, the smoke of
which mingled with the gas flame flaring before him. The
warmth soothed him but he could not relax completely,
knowing himself to be a fool. Cab fares, cigars, fees to infor-
mants—no wonder he was fated to live out his days in a
rented room rather than a proper flat of his own, complete
with housekeeper and a decent cut of beef on the dinner
table.

He was a fool, and it was sheer folly to fancy the Yard
paying for any money he laid out in Jerry’s behalf. While the
question of Dr. Henry Jekyll’s present whereabouts was still
of interest to the authorities, it was not presently of pressing
concern. What's more, Newcomen had never been officially
assigned to the case, if case it was. Nothing had prompted
this further and continuing inquiry except his own curiosity,
and the determination to appease it.

Staring into the fire and basking in its glow, he found him-
self wondering once again about Jerry and what he might be
finding in the fog. This was far from the first time he’d em-
ployed the cabby on such a mission; by unspoken agreement
Jerry brought his hack around to the square promptly at
seven every evening, and on most nights Newcomen was his
fare. But on certain occasions he had undertaken special as-
signments, almost always carried to a successful outcome. It
was the unspoken rule that the inspector never inquired as to
the means Jerry employed in obtaining information. Enough
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to accept the fact that a London cabby was far more knowl-
edgeable than your average constable or detective.

Enough, and yet not enough. When Newcomen prepared
for bed, turning down both his covers and the gas log in the
fireplace, he knew he was in for a night of troubled slumber.

This he could endure, but what he hadn’t reckoned with
was the morrow. Although the day dawned bright, he him-
self was dull, his thoughts still shrouded in fog. He was
peckish at breakfast, off his feed at luncheon, and had no
appetite at teatime.

But as seven o’clock approached Newcomen was
positively ravenous, and it was hunger—hunger for informa-
tion—that sent him out of the Yard and into the square a
good five minutes before the appointed hour.

There was no fog tonight, and the lights on the encircling
streets cast a garish glow, so that Newcomen had no problem
in identifying Jerry’s cab as it stood at the front of the long
line. He'd come early, the inspector noted; that was a good
sign.

As Jerry glanced down at him from his perch the cabby’s
gargoyle grin was reassuring, and once inside the cab, the
homeward-bound Newcomen had reason to rejoice.

“Found him?” he said.

Jerry shrugged. “In a manner of speakin’. Leastwise I
found ’er.”

“Her? Who are you talking about?”

“The missus. Or so she says.”

Newcomen frowned. “I didn’t know he was married.”

The cabby’s voice rose above the clatter of wheels and the
clop of hooves. “What say?”

Newcomen frowned. “I suggest you take a turn straight-
away at the next crossing and pull up,” he said. “At least we
can talk without all this commotion.”

“Right you are.”

And it was to the right that they turned, halting beneath
the street lamp just beyond the corner of a small lane termi-
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nating in a mews entrance at its far end. It was here, in
solitude and silence, that a series of questions and answers
began. During their course Jerry revealed for the first time
just how he set about searching out information and infor-
mants.

“I reckons you ’eard of the Salvation Army,” he said.

Newcomen nodded, but there was a guarded edge in his
voice. “You went to them for help? Where?”

“Nightly prayer meetin’. Queen Victoria Street, one-oh-
one.”

“That’s City, isn’t it?”’

“Right you are, but no matter. The boozers come from all
over, an’ arter the band stops playin’ an’ the preacher stops
prayin’, that’s when they stand up to be counted. An’ them
as won’t come or can’t stand, it’s their wives an’ muvvers
what gets up to testify an’ pray for ’em.” The cabby’s hand
rose to scrape the stubble of a chin that had not recently
been scraped by a razor. “‘Staggerin’, ’ow much you learns
abaht, jus’ by cockin’ a ear.”

“So that’s how you found her!” Newcomen muttered.

“Found ’00?”

““The missus,’ as you call her.”

Jerry shook his head. “It was Betsy Dobbs I saw.”

“I don’t know the name.”

“Nahrt likely you would. Sails on ’er bottom down Tower
way, gettin’ street trade from the barracks. Come to pray for
’er dear ol’ dad, she did, ’im as turned ’er out to earn keep
for them both. ’E drinks up the rent money fast as she brings
it in, so she stopped by the meetin’ to pray for ’is salvation.
While she was at it she thought to put in a word to the Lord
for *er friend ’oose ’usband suffers from the same complaint.
That’s when she made mention of ’is name—Edgar Poole.”

“It was that easy?” Newcomen shook his head. “I can’t
believe it!”

The cabby shrugged. “Bit o’ luck. Most I *oped for when
I went there-was bumpin’ inter some bloke I knew 0o might
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steer me onto anovver. You keeps on going ’an somewheres
down the line you ’it the target.” Jerry’s gap-toothed grin
returned. “But oo am I to tell you, Inspector? That’s yer
line of business.”

“Get on with it, man. Tell me what you learned.”

“Per’aps I'd best tell you on the way there.”

“Where do you propose to go?”’

“To Poole and his missus. I ’ad a chat wiv friend Betsy
arter the meetin’ broke up. She give me their number over
on Newgate Street. Seein’ as 'ow you was so keen on the
matter, I took the liberty of askin’ Betsy to speak to Mrs.
Poole and noterfy ’er y'd pay a call on the ’appy couple
tonight.”

“Why didn’t you tell me this before we started? Now 1
daresay we've come a good quarter of a mile in the wrong
direction?”’

“No ’arm done,” Jerry assured him. “We’d ’ave ter clear
round the square in any case, an’ if I doubles back at the
next crossin’ we can ’ead into ’Igh ’'Olborn by way of
Shaftesbury.”

During the journey the inspector pressed for more infor-
mation on Poole’s background. He discovered that Dr.
Jekyll’s longtime butler had entered matrimony only a few
months ago, after being discharged from his position by Ut-
terson. That in itself was hardly unusual; it was not custom-
ary for house servants to marry without the specific
permission of their employers, because experience had
shown it tended to disrupt them in the performance of do-
mestic duties. What surprised him was that Poole’s bride was
Nell Curtis, who had been Jekyll’s housemaid.

Even more surprising was the fact that between the two of
them they had apparently saved a sufficiency to rent decent
living quarters. Instead of settling in an East End tenement
they now occupied a rear three-room flat on the ground floor
of a comparatively respectable dwelling. Quite possibly they
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had it on the cheap, for Aldergate was hardly a fashionable
address, at least not in the shadow of Newgate Prison.

Once past St. Paul’s there was little traffic to be encoun-
tered on the darkened side streets, and when Jerry’s cab
rounded the corner Inspector Newcomen anticipated a sim-
ilar situation -ahead.

But there was light aplenty surrounding the address they
sought: a bobbing of bull's-eye lanterns darting to and fro
before the entryway to. the four-story dwelling.

Apparently it had been emptied of its occupants, for most
members of the clamoring crowd on the walkway were in
shirtsleeves or house aprons, with no protection against the
evening’s chill. Rays of lantern light slivered the sides of
box-shaped vehicles stationed along the curbing; the form of
these conveyances left no doubt as to their function, nor did
the uniforms worn by the lantern bearers.

“Pull up!” Newcomen commanded. Even before the cab
halted completely he was out the door and headed toward
the nearest light source. The constable was wielding his lan-
tern as a warning signal, waving it in the face of the crowd
and shouting at them to stay clear of the walkway.

Preoccupied with the enthusiastic performance of his du-
ties, it took a full moment and a hard nudge in the ribs be-
fore he acknowledged the inspector’s presence. He turned
with a glare matching that of his lantern.

‘“’Ere now, whacher fink yer doin’?”

“Inspector Newcomen, Metropolitan Police.” The reply
was accompanied by a proper display of identification, but
had scant effect on the constable’s glowering. And no won-
der; there was little love lost between the Metropolitan and
the City police. But rank has its privileges, and the City con-
stable forced himself to be civil to a superior.

“Sorry, sir.” A perfunctory pinch of his helmet served as
the modern substitute for a tug at the forelock or a full mili-
tary salute. “I diden’ reckernize—"

“No matter,” Newcomen said. ‘“Just tell me what’s hap-
pening here.”
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The constable’s lips moved in a reply that could not be
heard, for as he spoke the voices from both sides of the
walkway rose to a deafening level. Newcomen glanced to-
ward the dwelling as, preceded by a lantern carrier, four uni-
formed members of the City constabulary emerged bearing a
stretcher. The coarse departmental-issue blanket completely
covered its occupant, as they moved in the direction of an
ambulance at the curb.

No need now to inquire what had occurred; there was
only one question and Newcomen asked it.

“Who?”

“Can’t rightly say, sir. But we come ’ere on report uv a
murder. Some chap as lived in the flat at the rear.”



Edgar Poole had been beaten to death.

There was no question about that; Inspector Newcomen
obtained the name of the victim from one of the City detec-
tives on the night of the murder.

But little else was forthcoming and no further information
had been volunteered. It was made plain to him—not in so
many words, but rather by their absence—that the City Po-
lice were definitely in charge of the case and wanted no in-
terference from their Metropolitan rivals.

Naturally, he had no opportunity to speak with Poole’s
widow at the time. She had been taken immediately to
headquarters on Old Jewry Street for further questioning,
and Newcomen had to content himself with the cursory ac-
counts of the crime published in the papers on the following
day.

As determined by these reports, Poole had absented him-
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self from home during the afternoon before he became the
object of foul play. Where he had spent his time, and quite
possibly a shilling or so, was still a matter of conjecture, but
there was no doubt regarding what he’d spent it for. When
he reeled home shortly after six o’clock in the evening,
Poole immediately took to his bed, ignoring both the re-
proaches and the tears of his spouse.

According to Mrs. Poole he had been despondent ever
since the loss of his former position and made no effort to
find further employment. It was she who had been contrib-
uting to their support by doing piecework, “‘sewing hats and
such,” at home. Indeed, it was the necessity of delivering
the results of her day’s labor to a millinery establishment in
nearby City Road that required her to leave their lodgings
while her husband, fully clothed, lay in deep slumber on the
bed. _

“Drunken stupor, more likely,” Newcomen had muttered
to himself when he read the newspaper story. But his un-
charitable comment was the product of professional frustra-
tion rather than moral judgment. What Poole did was his
own business; what was done # him was Newcomen’s.

Just exactly what had been done to him during the hour’s
interval between his wife’s departure and her return re-
mained unclear. None of the other occupants of the dwelling
who’d rushed outside to view the spectacle after the police
arrived had since stepped forward in the role of an eye- or
even an ear-witness to the crime.

“Same old story—hear no evil, see no evil, speak no
evil,” Newcomen muttered to himself. “Fine lot of monkeys
they are, too.”

As for Mrs. Poole herself, she’d come back from her er-
rand with some hope of a cold supper but little expectation
of sharing it with a cold-sober husband.

What she was not prepared for was the discovery of his

battered corpse sprawled just beyond the doorway of their
bedroom.
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Bones had been broken and facial features disfigured by
the force of the blows inflicted upon the victim; even if he’d
made no outcry, surely the impact of his fall should have
attracted some attention from other residents. But no one
admitted as much and it was only Mrs. Poole’s own screams
that summoned the neighbor woman from down the hall and
sent her out into the street in search of a constable.

There had been no further notices in the public press, a
circumstance that did not greatly concern the inspector, for
he placed little credence upon the probity of the penny pa-
pers. His immediate thought was to seek out another oppor-
tunity to interview Poole’s widow, but the plan was
scotched; upon presenting himself at the Aldergate address
following her return there, he was informed by a neighbor—
coincidentally, the one who had first summoned the police—
that Mrs. Poole was in a state of prostration and had taken to
her bed.

It occurred to Newcomen that the bed in question was the
one occupied by her late husband at the time he met his
death; as such, hardly the place in which to seek comfort and
consolation. Still, he supposed one had to make the best of
it, and Mrs. Poole could hardly be expected to sleep on the
floor. Somehow, despite its tragedies, life goes on.

And so did the neighbor lady who informed him of these
circumstances. Or would have gone on and on if the inspec-
tor hadn’t cut her short, thanked her, and made his depar-
ture. He had no time to waste on gossip and hearsay;
tomorrow morning there’d be a coroner’s inquest from which
the facts might be forthcoming.

Autopsy reports, official findings of police officers at the
scene of the crime, answers to questions addressed to Mrs.
Poole under oath—this was the stuff clues were made of.
Despite the ongoing petty rivalries between Metropolitan
and City police, formal inquest proceedings were open to the
public and Newcomen intended to be present even if only in
the role of a private citizen.
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It was not meant to be. Unfortunately, in his role as in-
spector he spent the morning of the inquest in the apprehen-
sion and detention of one Archibald Hix, who had been
discovered jimmying open the rear door of a haberdashery
just off Regent Street. The arrest itself was a simple matter;
not so, however, the tedious paperwork required thereafter.
And by the time Newcomen was free to extract the watch
from his vest pocket, the inquest was long over.

Allowing for the equally tedious task of transcribing its
findings at City Police Headquarters, Newcomen realized he
must somechow contain himself for yet another day until he
could hope to secure a copy.

This he somehow managed to do, and on the afternoon of
the day following, paid a call to Old Jewry Street, identified
himself, and received a transcript grudgingly given.

The findings of one Dr. Angus Blystone were, as might
have been anticipated, of little help. The deceased had suf-
fered a fractured skull—Newcomen made no effort to set
down the sawbones’ medical Latin—contusions on and
about the face and neck, plus broken bones in both arms,
the fingers of his right hand, and the rib cage. The immedi-
ate cause of death was a massive cerebral hemorrhage at the
point where the skull had been crushed by a blow or blows
from an unspecified blunt object or instrument.

Meaning they didn’t know a bloody thing about what had
happened, or how. Newcomen scowled to himself as he read
the familiar phrases woven to form a threadbare but conve-
nient cloak for ignorance.

Only two brief bits of testimony from the City detectives
offered some slight enlightenment. The first reported the
presence of bloodstains on the upper surface of the shabby
sheet that did double duty as a bedspread. The second in-

volved the absence of anything that might have served as the
murder weapon.

Presence—the murderer had surprised Poole and probably
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struck the first blows even as he awakened; then, staggering
upright, he was battered to the floor.

Absence—the murderer came armed, or else had found
something in the room for use as a weapon and subsequently
carried it away upon departure.

But when asked, Mrs. Poole had been unable to specify
that anything was missing that might have served a deadly
purpose. For that matter, when asked, Mrs. Poole was not
too specific about anything.

Newcomen’s frown deepened as he went over her answers
given at the inquest, which did little to augment what the
newspapers had already reported. No, she could not account
for her late husband’s depressed state nor his recent overin-
dulgence in drink except that both seemed the result of los-
ing his position. No, they hadn’t quarreled. No, Edgar
didn’t have an enemy in the world.

And no, Newcomen told himself, it couldn’t be that much
of a mystification. There had to be more to it than that, and
she had to know more than that. Or at least suspect.

Death at the hand of person or persons unknown. The ex-
pected verdict that didn’t explain the unexpected, the an-
swer that resolved no questions, Thus the law simply
washed its hands of the matter without removing the blood-
stains.

Again Newcomen stared down at his hastily scrawled
notes. Something about them jarred his -memory. Of
course—it was almost like the Carew case. Sir Danvers
Carew had been murdered on a public thoroughfare, Edgar
Poole in a private residence; one victim was a member of the
aristocracy and the other a discharged manservant. But the
similarities were there. A sudden surprise attack without ap-
parent reason. Death from a blunt instrument—in Carew’s
case, a cane that had been broken and left at the spot where
the onslaught occurred. But in the assault on Poole a similar
weapon could well have been used without breaking, where-
upon the murderer merely carried it away with him.

B W -
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There was, of course, an important difference between
the two affairs. In the first, testimony from an actual witness
identified the perpetrator of the crime as Edward Hyde. But
Edward Hyde was dead. Other later witnesses had identified
his corpse. He could not have risen to kill again.

That left only one more link, and a slim one. Both Carew
and Poole had a common enemy in the late Mr. Hyde. And
both had a connection, personal or professional, with Hyde’s
former friend Dr. Henry Jekyll. Dr. Jekyll, who might be
described as the /aze or the former himself, for all Newcomen
might know.

All he might know indeed, but not all he wansed to know,

which was precisely the point—there must be something
else, Aad o be.
- It was in his office that the inspector’s ruminations were
interrupted by the arrival of a uniformed runner from down-
stairs who presented him with a missive received in the last
delivery of the day’s post. The envelope addressed to him
contained only a brief note bearing the signature of Robert
Guest, writing at the behest of his employer, Utterson, but
its message erased Newcomen’s frown.

Utterson was inquiring if it might be possible for the in-
spector to wait upon him tomorrow afternoon at three? If so,
he would have the opportunity of meeting Miss Hester
Lane, a relative of Henry Jekyll’s who had recently arrived
from Canada.

Recently arrived? Now there was something to chew on.
Had she been here when Poole died? Did she know the
whereabouts of Dr. Jekyll? In any event he was grateful for
Utterson’s invitation. Barring the unforeseen, he intended to
have a bit of a chat with this recent arrival.

But that would be tomorrow’s business. Right now his
watch was ticking closer to the hour and a glance through the
begrimed windowpane confirmed the imminence of seven
o’clock.

Seven o’clock and all was well; Jerry was waiting, nodding
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down at him as he approached the curb. One minute later,
and all was confusion.

“She wants to see me?”’ Newcomen said. “Tonight?”

“That’s wot she said to tell you. I popped around there on
the orf-chance abaht an ’our ago when I dropped a fare at
Liverpool Station. Says she’s sorry she wasn’t up to seein’
you earlier, but better late than never.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Jerry shrugged. “She diden’ say right out. I reckern there
might be somefink she ’eld back at the inquest an’ naow
she’s ’aving second thorghts.”

The inspector wasted no further time in reckoning for
himself. Once he was in the cab they circumnavigated the
square to Lord Nelson’s stony satisfaction and headed to-
ward the Strand. Newcomen’s mounting anticipation made
the journey seem to last forever; he urged Jerry, who in turn
urged the horse, and the cab rolled through the roiling traffic
of Fleet Street.

When at last they arrived, Newcomen found the quiet he
had expected to encounter earlier in the week. “Wait here,”
he told the cabby, then hurried inside.

Three minutes - later he was seated in the parlor with
Poole’s widow. The former Nell Curtis was a mousy little
woman whose straight brown hair was streaked with gray.
She was wearing mourning, and its bleak blackness accentu-
ated the pallor of her haggard face. But her welcome seemed
sincere and Newcomen thought he could detect relief in her
eyes and voice as their conversation began.

“Yer the one ’00 come ’ere to see my 'usband the night ’e
was buckled?” she said.

Newcomen nodded.

“Nart in any trouble, was ’e?”’

“None that I know about. All I wanted was a chat. Jerry
can tell you that.”

“So ’e did.” As she spoke, the widow’s eyes narrowed in
calculating scrutiny. “But ’e ain’t telling wot you’d be chat-
ting abaout.”
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“That’s because he doesn’t know.” The inspector leaned
forward. “Anything that passed between your late husband
and myself was to be strictly a private matter.”

There was 2 moment of silence as the diminutive woman
weighed the big man’s words. When she spoke again her
stare was less intent, but there was still an edge of suspicion
in her voice. “’Aow do I know I can trust a rozzer?”

Newcomen shrugged. “For what it’s worth, you have my
word.”

“Meaning this weren’t go no further?”’ she said.

“No further than me. The City police are in charge here.
That’s why I wasn’t allowed to see you at their headquarters.
And that’s why I won’t be running to them with what you
tell me tonight.”

“Wot if I was to tell you somefink I din’t let on at the
inkques’?”’ Again she hesitated. “Mind you, I ain’t sayin’ as
‘aow I will—"

“No need.”” Newcomen permitted himself a smile that
was both solicitous and self-congratulatory. ‘““That’s why you
were disposed to see me.”

“Been ’eavy on me mind ever since it 'appened.” The
widow shook her head. “City police—they treat you like
dirt, comin’ at you wiv questions day ’an night. Good thing I
’ad witnesses, or like as not they’d ’ave me take the drop for
pore Edgar’s murder. Fine lot o’ ruddy blaggards if you ask
me, ’an them as ’eld the inkques’ was the worst.” She
gripped the arms of her chair, knuckles whitening.

Inspector Newcomen spoke softly. “So you got angry and
rattled and didn’t tell them all you knew,” he said. “Now
it’s a case of second thoughts, because you want to find your
husband’s murderer.”

“Can you?”

“I can’t promise anything until I hear what you have to
say.” Newcomen gestured. ‘“Before we get to that I'm

minded to ask a question or two first. And I'll want the
truth.”

“Do me best.”



60 Robert Block and Andre Norton

“I understand your husband had been feeling poorly these
past months. Started when he lost his position, eh?”

“Oh no, sir!” Mrs. Poole shook her head. “Edgar weren’t
’isself for a longish time afore that.”

“When did you notice anything was wrong?”

The widow frowned thoughtfully. ‘“’Ard to say. ’E
seemed right as rain up ’til Dr. Jekyll got too friendly-like
with that ’Yde bloke.”

“Edward Hyde.” The chair creaked beneath him as the
big man leaned still farther forward. “Did you know the
man?”’

“Never set eyes on ’im. Used ’is own key for Dr. Jekyll’s
private quarters, so’s to come an’ go as ’e¢ pleased.”

“But your husband knew him. Did he ever say anything
about Mr. Hyde to you?” ’

“Only that ’e was an ugly customer, one as Dr. Jekyll
would best be rid of.”

“And did he?”

“Did ’e wot?”’

“Did Dr. Jekyll murder Mr. Hyde?”” Newcomen’s eyes
were intent upon her face. “Straight out now. Did he?”

‘“’Ow can you say such a thing? Dr. Jekyll was a proper
gentleman, allus kindly disposed, Gawd rest ’is soul—"

“God rest his soul.” The inspector’s voice boomed its °

echo. “Do you think he’s dead?”

“Edgar did.” The widow nodded quickly. “’E reckoned
’Yde made away with the doctor an’ then finished ’isself
orf.” She grimaced. “Narsty piece o’ work that was. Edgar
saw the body. ’E really took it ’ard, even afore we was
sacked. I ’ad the feelin’ Edgar was chuffed to get away from
that ’ouse. But arter that it was all downhill, wot wiv the
nightmares an’ the drink—"

“Pity.” Newcomen spoke softly. ‘A great pity, as I well
know.” He paused. “What I don’t know are the things you
didn’t tell them about at the inquest.”

Mrs. Poole sighed. “Per’aps it’s best left at that.”
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“Not if you want to bring justice to whoever killed your
husband.” Studying her reaction as he spoke, the inspector
modulated his voice to a confidential whisper. ‘“‘Now that the
inquest is over you can’t expect much more from the City
police. They’ve got other fish to fry. Which means this busi-
ness is strictly between the two of us.”

Mrs. Poole hesitated. “But you scarce knew Edgar! Wot’s
yer concern?”’

Now it was Newcomen’s turn to hesitate as he pondered
his reply. Telling her his real reason would be a gamble, but
as the saying has it, in for a penny, in for a pound. “Truth is,
I've a notion the murderer of your husband might be con-
nected with the death or disappearance of Dr. Jekyll. And
with your help, I intend to find out.”

Mrs. Poole nodded, then leaned forward, speaking in low
wones. ‘“The glass,” she said. “I din’t tell them that part.”

The inspector frowned. “l read your statement at the in-
quest. You said the window had been broken.”

“But I left out abaout ’earing it. I give the front door a
right proper slam when I come in. No one else paid 'eed so |
figger as aow they’d not ’ear what I ’eard on me way down
the ’all.”

“The sound of the window-glass being smashed in your
bedroom?”
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