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PROLOGUE 

 

           Abigail Smith was tired. Not that she was sleepy, no, this was the sort of 

tiredness that made one wish for a bottle of something strong. She usually wasn’t 

in the mood for a drink, and it certainly wasn’t legal, but she longed to be with her 

friends in Idaho and tell them that she was okay, that she hadn’t lost her love of 

adventure, that she had survived a strange and harrowing ordeal. Soon the train 

would be far from the city and she would be away from all that had taken place in 

those last few months. Across from her sat an old man wearing a worn uniform 

from the Great War. He had a short white beard, held a wooden cane, and stared 

at her with cool grey eyes. 

           “What do you want?” she finally asked. Usually, she was patient with 

elderly folks, but she wasn’t in the mood. 

“I’m sorry if I’m bothering you,” the man replied in a friendly tone. “It’s 

simply that you had a look about you that I recognize.”   

           “A look?”  

           “Yes, it’s the weariness in your eyes, I’ve seen it in the men under my 

command when they’ve returned from battle, and I suffered from it the first time I 

returned from the trenches.” Abigail looked away quickly. She debated whether 

or not to move to another seat, but the old man would not be dissuaded. “I am an 

old soldier and I have seen much, but the stories of those with that look always 

worry me. I have been around a lot of young people and know when they are 

troubled. Will, you tell me what happened?”  

Abigail considered what he said. Was there any harm in telling this old 

man her story? “Will you promise not to tell anyone?” To Abigail this was non-

negotiable.  

“I’ve kept many secrets from my army days,” he assured her. With that 

promise made, Abigail Smith began her story.  
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CHAPTER 1 

The Arrival and a Chance Meeting 

 

I had been born the youngest of a family of four. Having to compete with 

three older brothers for our parent’s attention, I was often ignored. We lived in the 

town of Dagwood, Idaho on a small beet and potato farm. Growing up, I was 

expected to help with the farm work. During the harvest, my fingernails would 

become so caked with dirt that no amount of scrubbing could ever get them truly 

clean. In my spare time, when I wasn’t at school or working on the farm, my 

grandmother’s small shelf of books became my oasis. They provided solitude, a 

peaceful place away from my chores, and from my brothers’ bickering. I had a 

fondness for mystery stories, with Poe and Dickens being particular favorites of 

mine. The books, in my mind, would take me far away, to distant cities and 

countries. One day, I would be in the dark cobbled streets of Boston and the next 

day, I would be on the narrow-bricked alleyways of London. I imagined myself 

wearing a dark coat draped over my shoulders, weaving through foggy 

passageways, the cool orange glow of gas lamps illuminating the world around 

me.  

 By the time I was thirteen, I had become quite the sleuth. I had discovered 

where my mother had lost her wedding ring by examining the indentations in the 

baking flour, and on another occasion, I had uncovered which of Mr. Timothy’s 

sons had vandalized our pig pen based on the blue paint under his fingernails.  

Four years later, I told my mom I wanted to be a detective. It was then that 

I learned that most women did not become detectives. Still, my mother was 

supportive and suggested that I ought to become a journalist. However, this would 

require a degree and my father did not believe women should go to college. But 

with mother’s persuasion, he finally, agreed. I received my degree from the 

University of Idaho. I sensed that my professors did not have great expectations of 

me, and so, I spent most of my time studying, eager to prove them wrong. 

Eventually, my work paid off. I proudly stood on the stage on graduation day with 
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my other mostly male classmates and received my diploma. From there I knew 

that I was going to try to leave Idaho behind for good. 

I had no particular reason to choose Seattle. I could have chosen another 

city on the west coast, like Portland, but I heard that there were jobs and that the 

city was growing. I’ll admit that something about the city interested me. I think it 

was the way that the brick buildings were built along the water front with curved 

archways above the windows. It reminded me of the way the streets of Boston 

were described in my grandmother’s mystery novels.  

When I arrived in Seattle on the 16th of May, I stepped down off the train 

on King Street Station. I was excited, who wouldn’t be? Me! A girl who grew up 

digging up potatoes on an Idaho farm, had made it to a proper city! Look out 

world here comes Abigail Smith! I carried with me my favorite fountain pen and a 

notepad in my small leather purse, the heavy Gladstone carpet bag my father had 

gifted me firmly in my grip, and an optimistic smile on my face. I was shocked at 

how many people were in the station. The marble-floored interior bustled with 

activity as people hurried along, dragging over-loaded bags behind them, 

corralling small children, and lining up to purchase tickets. In front of me were 

the smattering of fellow passengers who had disembarked from my train. I saw 

the weary-looking mother who had sat across from me holding onto her red-faced, 

screeching infant and the man in a suit and tie with a fedora who had jumped on 

the train right before the doors had shut back in Idaho. Most of us were small-

town people unused to the bustle of crowds. Trying to escape the din, I found 

myself swept up in a group shuffling towards the exit. Finally, I was out of the 

station and I felt for the first time the cool damp air. Looking back, and peering up 

at the station’s brick building, I saw a clocktower above me. It reminded me of 

the photo I’d seen once of that famous tower in London. Even though this one 

was much smaller, it was still amazing to a girl who had never seen a building 

taller than the town church spire. A drizzle began to bounce off my shoulders and 

I pulled my cloak over my head. The streams of cold rain flowed down the streets 

mixing with loose mud and rocks, seeping around my shoes and into cast iron 

drains. This was different from the rain back home. In Idaho, we had 
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thunderstorms that came down hard and fast but cleared up just as quickly. The 

rain here was misty and smelled like the sea.  

Walking up the steep hill away from the station, the buildings around me 

were square and set into the hillside. As I reached the top, they gradually tapered, 

as the city around me came into clearer view. On the sidewalk, there were some 

shiny glass rectangles set into the cement. Some of them were lit up from under 

the street. I silently wondered what secret underworld could be hidden beneath 

them. Unfortunately, that would have to wait until later. Right now, I had to focus 

on practical matters that were more important. I had arranged to rent a room in a 

house in the Beacon Hill neighborhood, and pulling my cracked pocket watch 

from my skirt, I saw that it was still an hour until the room would be ready. The 

long train ride and subsequent walking had made me hungry and tired. I was glad 

to see the large sign of a restaurant named the Merchant’s Cafe on the street in 

front of me. 

          As I walked into that cafe, I saw a burly, broad-shouldered man standing 

behind the counter. He wore a stained white apron. 

 “What can I get ya?” he said in a gruff and stiffly polite tone as I sat on 

the leather stool in front of him. A small tattered and grease-stained menu was 

dropped on the counter in front of me. Looking at it, I saw the only options were 

steak, eggs, and toast.  

            “I guess I’ll have the steak and eggs,” I said, handing the menu back to 

him. He snatched it from my hands and walked through a swinging door behind 

him, revealing a kitchen that seemed as though it hadn’t been cleaned for ages. 

Taking a look around the restaurant, I noted that only a few people were sitting at 

tables. On the seat next to me, I spotted a recently discarded Seattle Times, and, 

picking it up, began to read the headline. 
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Body Found in Elliot Bay! 
Police are investigating the mysterious circumstances surrounding a body found 

in Elliot Bay. Early yesterday morning, local crab fisherman, Johnny Tanaka 

reported to authorities that he had found the body floating in the shallow waters. 

“I had just pulled in my crab basket at exactly six o’clock like I do every 

morning,” he told police. “When this body floated up. I nearly fell overboard 

when I saw what it was.” Police were informed half an hour later. “I didn’t want 

to touch the thing, so I left it on my boat, and told a boy to phone the police. They 

soon came, looked it over, and took it away.” Police later identified the body as 

belonging to Adam Winchester—a local police officer who had been an 

experienced investigator for the Seattle Police Department. He had been shot 

once in the lung, and so far, no weapon has been recovered. 

If you have any information, please contact Detective Clemens at 555-1795-403. 

 

           I felt a tremble of excitement, terrible as that may sound, it was like 

something out of the detective stories on my grandma’s shelf. Back home the 

biggest mystery was when Joe Taylor’s favorite cow went missing. It had been a 

Tuesday night when Joe had forgotten to lock the cow’s pen and she had 

wandered across the train tracks and into the woods. There had been a search, but 

it was only after I had thought to look where the bush was trampled that we were 

able to find her.  

Engrossed in the newspaper article, I didn’t hear the door open behind me, 

but suddenly, a tall man with a cap was sitting on the stool next to me. He was 

older, perhaps in his fifties or so. He wore a dirty brown coat over a police 

uniform. I pulled my stool over to give him some more space.  

           “Hello, Clemens,” the man at the counter said to the officer with a grunt, 

“The usual?” Clemens nodded, taking off his coat, and tossing it haphazardly over 

a stool.  

           “Hi!” I said in a friendly tone. “Are you a police officer? The only police 

we have back home is the sheriff. I could tell you’re a policeman because you 
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have the badge, all police officers have a badge, or at least that’s what my books 

told me.” 

           “Huh,” Clemens asked. “What are you on about? Besides, I’m a detective, 

not just some beat cop, get it right.”  

“Oh, my apologies, you’re the first detective I’ve met. Oh! I haven’t even 

introduced myself.” I held out my hand to him. “My name is Abigail O’Leary 

Smith.”    

           “And I should care why?” he asked, ignoring my outstretched hand.  

           “Well, back home, we like to know people’s names Mr. Police Officer,” I 

said in a somewhat saucy manner. I believed that since we were sitting at the 

counter that he should at least introduce himself.  

           “Well, you’re not back home now, are you?” He said with a toothy, 

tobacco-stained grin. He leaned back and stared up at the ceiling. “Although, I 

suppose one cannot blame a woman for her chattiness.”    

           I was taken aback by this. “You are quite pretty,” he continued, “why don’t 

you let me take you around? A girl like you might get hurt by yourself.” 

             I was just about to respond when we heard the familiar creak of the door 

opening. A younger man in a clean pressed police uniform and a boyish face 

walked in with a confident step. His whitish blond hair peeked out from his blue 

cap. Walking up to us, he gave me an apologetic smile which highlighted his blue 

eyes.  

           “Good afternoon miss,” he said, taking off his cap and holding it to his 

chest. “It looks like you’ve already been acquainted with my partner Clemens. I 

hope he’s been polite and friendly to you.” I could hear a hint of sarcasm in his 

voice.  

           “Everything is alright,” I responded, a bit flustered. “My name’s Abigail.”  

           “I wasn’t doing nothing. I was only telling her that she shouldn’t be 

walking around by herself.” Clemens replied sullenly.  

“Well, we all know how welcoming you are Clemens” the younger man 

replied as he leaned forward and stuck out a gloved hand, “I’m Neil, by the way, 

Detective Neil Wells.”  
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           “You’re a detective?” I asked, “But you look so young!” 

           “They still haven’t given him the new badge either,” Clemens interjected. I 

looked back with annoyance at the tobacco-scented man, but to my surprise, Neil 

gave a hearty laugh.  

“It’s true,” he admitted, “I was only promoted about a month ago.” His 

eyes glanced down at the newspaper article in front of me. “Grisly, isn’t it?” he 

remarked. I sensed a professional detachment from his manner, but I thought he 

might know something about it.  

           “So, what happened?” I asked innocently. 

           “Well, I can’t really say...” he admitted.   

           “I think I might go down there,” I said. “You know, to take a look around. 

I’m new in town, and I’ve never seen Puget Sound. I wanted to be a detective as 

well, but ended up becoming a reporter. I came here looking for a journalism 

job.”  

“Just be careful,” he told me. “The area around Elliot Bay can be a bit 

rough.”   

           Considering his advice, I placed the money for my meal and the tip on the 

counter, and grabbed my purse and the Gladstone bag. To my shock, as I stepped 

out onto the street, a scraggly-looking man ran out in front of me. His shoulder 

rammed into mine and my bag fell to the ground as I landed heavily on my rear. 

Quickly standing up, I saw my attacker snatch my purse off the ground. Before I 

could scream, the door opened again and Neil stepped out, firmly grabbing the 

man’s arm with my purse in it.  

“Getting into trouble again Eric?” Neil asked, staring sternly at the man.   

           “What’s it to you?”  

           “Sorry, can’t have you robbing the city’s guests.”  

Neil reached down and unhooked the man’s grasp on my bag. Lifting it up 

he handed it back to me. The man gave me and Neil a dirty look before 

scampering off.  

“Sorry about that,” Neil said, helping me up. “This area can be a mess.”  
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           Rearranging my cloak, I put my purse strap over my shoulder. My heart 

pounded, but I was determined not to show my fear. Finally, having recomposed 

myself, I turned to Neil and asked, “shouldn’t you arrest that guy?” 

           “No point, even if I did, he’d be out on the street in a day. Well, I have to 

get going, they’re going to need me back at the station. Hey, are you going to be, 

okay?” 

           At that moment I wanted to say no, but I found I couldn’t. If I said no here, 

I would never be able to survive this city on my own. I would have to travel back 

to Idaho and live on my parent’s farm for the rest of my life. So, instead, I said, 

“Oh yes, yes, yes, I’ll be quite alright, you know where I come from, we have to 

be made of strong stuff!” 

            “I don’t doubt that,” Neil replied, and with a friendly smile, he tipped his 

cap and began walking down the street. 

I watched as he turned the corner and disappeared from view before 

setting off on my way. It was only a short walk to the Sound. The rain had still not 

let up, but the sun was starting to peek out of the clouds when I arrived at the 

seawall that ran along the waterfront. I could see that it was low tide. Barnacles 

and starfish had adhered themselves to the concrete berm. Walking down the road 

I followed the coastline for a while. Eventually, I came across a short dock that 

jutted out from the seawall, it looked as though it was ready to collapse. Looking 

closer I saw what looked like footprints, dark gray ones, on the wooden planks. I 

did not find the prints’ existence to be particularly odd, but thought it strange that 

they appeared to be turned backwards and seemed to drop directly into the water.  

 

After a while, I pulled out my pocket watch and flipped it open to find that 

it was only a short time before my room would be ready. I had chosen a small 

boarding house that had a good reputation and only rented to women. My father 

would never agree to me living in a house with men. Before I left Idaho, my 

parents had fretted about me going into the city.  

“Don’t go into speak-easies, don’t talk to bums,” they’d say. They also 

warned me not to get too close to anyone and not to look a stranger right in the 



12 
 

eye. I flipped my watch shut, picked up my bag and began to make my way 

towards Beacon Hill.  

           When I finally arrived at the white boarding house, a large man with a 

thick black beard and a bowler hat was standing by the door, smoking a cigar. 

Noticing me, he took it out of his mouth and tapped it against the white railing.  

           “If you’re here for the room, you’re late,” he stated, clearly annoyed. I 

stood panting, bent over with my hands on my thighs and rain dripping from my 

cloak.  

     “Sorry. I got caught up!” I apologized. “You see I just met some nice 

police officers and we got started chatting about that murder in the Sound...” I 

stopped when I saw he wasn’t listening. I reached out to shake his hand and 

grasping mine firmly, he pulled me towards him, his sunken eyes peering closely 

at my face as if deeply examining it. I wriggled my hand free and stepped 

backward, his breath was rancid with smoke.  

           “I’m Abigail,” I said, coughing.  

           “I know who you are, I read the letter you sent to my wife.”  

           “Yes, of course, Is Mrs. Hancock here?”  

           “She’s out, but I’ll show you to your room.”  

           “Well, I guess so.” I could feel a growing sense of embarrassment as I 

followed him into the building. 

“Here’s your room.” Mr. Hancock stopped at a wooden door with the 

number 103 painted on it in red. With a grunt, he tossed me a small black key. I 

stumbled, trying to catch it, and watched as it dropped to the floor. Picking it up, I 

saw that it had the room’s number engraved onto it.  

           “Good catch,” he remarked with sarcasm after I had picked the key up. 

Taking a puff from his cigar. “You’ll be charged if you lose the key, so be 

careful.”   

           The door hinges screeched as I opened the door and stepped in. It was pitch 

dark and I felt around for a light switch, finally coming across the round metal 

button. The room filled with an orange glow from a fixture that dangled 

precariously from a chain attached to the ceiling. The walls were covered in a 
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floral print wallpaper. A twin-sized bed was pushed to one side and a small 

dresser was against the other wall. A pitcher and basin sat on top of the dresser. It 

had been difficult finding someone who would rent to me, since I was from out of 

town and couldn’t afford much. It was a wonder that I was lucky enough to hear 

about this place from a friend back home.  

           I dropped my bag by the bed and looked around the room, staring up at the 

glowing fixture swinging above me. Sure, the place was cheap, and the wallpaper 

was peeling off in places to reveal nailed boards, but it was my place. In time, I 

could fix it up and make it more presentable. Then I remembered the murder, and 

I pulled the newspaper from my bag along with a pair of scissors. As I sat on the 

bed, I cut along the edge of the article. I would paste it into one of my notebooks 

later. Tomorrow, I was going to get up and find myself a journalism job.  
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CHAPTER 2 

The New Job 

 

The next day, my job search began in earnest. I traveled up to the Seattle 

Times building by trolly car and stood in the foyer area filling out a lengthy job 

application. I had never been on a trolly before, and the ride had unnerved me. 

When I was finally able to speak with the hiring manager, he looked over my job 

experience and said, “Sorry, we only hire experienced writers.” In all honesty, I 

didn’t expect to get a job at the Seattle Times right away. I thought another 

smaller paper would accept me, and, in time, I could move on to bigger 

newspapers. But I found that even the neighborhood newspapers wouldn’t hire 

me.  

“We’re looking for someone with more experience.” Their editors told me. 

Those papers were even more difficult for me to travel to and I was exhausted 

from trying to understand the trolly routes. Eventually, I started looking for a job 

at periodicals, all of which rejected me. As enthusiastic as I was, after many 

rejections, I began to feel discouraged.  

 

Later on, I was sitting at the counter of the Merchant’s Cafe going over 

wanted ads when the owner, whose name I had learned was Louis, leaned over the 

counter. “Having trouble?” He asked, refilling my drink.  

           “I’m used to trouble,” I stated.  

           “You know, I could spice up that ginger ale of yours, on the house.”  

          “Unless you mean lemon juice, I’m not interested.”  

          “Eh, suit yourself.” He shrugged turning away. “Hey,” he said after a 

moment. “If you need a job, I’ve heard some rich woman on Capitol Hill is 

looking for a new house cleaner. I know it’s not quite what you’re looking for, 

but, hey, it will pay the bills. They’ve had trouble keeping their housekeepers, and 

they need someone quickly.”  
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          A few days earlier I would have been insulted at the idea of being a 

housecleaner, but looking at my financial situation, I realized that I needed a job 

and I wasn’t going to be picky. Louis handed me a card with a name and address 

on it.  

 

The next morning, I found myself standing in front of a large white 

Victorian-style house with a round turret built into the roof. My hands shook as I 

went to ring the bell and I heard a loud “DONG” resound inside the house. It felt 

like an eternity before the door opened and revealed a tall, lean man with short 

black hair wearing a butler’s jacket.  

           “Good morning, who may I say is calling?” He spoke with a formal accent 

that seemed as though he was trying to hide a southern drawl.  

           “I’m here to ask about the housekeeping job?”  

           “And what may I call you?” he repeated.  

           “Oh, I’m Abigail, Abigail O’Leary Smith.”  

           The tall man nodded and motioned for me to enter. As I stepped in, he said, 

“wait here.” 

After a few minutes, he returned and motioned for me to follow him into a 

drawing room with tastefully arranged burgundy furniture. I was told to sit on a 

tapestry-covered sofa and wait for the “mistress” to arrive. As I waited, I noticed 

how expensive the sofa appeared.  

  I felt tense and tried to stretch my legs out in front of me. There was a 

grandfather clock on the wall that went tick-tock, tick-tock as the seconds passed 

by. Eventually, the door opened again, and I turned my head to see a tall woman 

in a dropped waist dress and short blonde hair walk in, the butler trailing shortly 

behind her.  

           “Hello,” I said in the friendliest tone I could muster. “I’m here for the new 

housekeeping position.” 

“Yes,” she replied. She dutifully shook my hand and said, “My name is 

Elizabeth Wells.” Turning to the butler, she said, “you may be dismissed Adwell.” 

He nodded before quietly slipping out of the room.  
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           As he left, Elizabeth sat on a chair across from me. She carefully surveyed 

my appearance, and I self-consciously smoothed the wrinkles in my skirt.   

“Stand up.” She demanded. I quickly obeyed and stood erect. Getting up, 

she walked around me, before returning to the sofa. I wasn’t sure if I could sit 

down so I remained standing.  

           “You say you want to work for me?” She asked with an icy tone.  

“Yes,” I replied. “I heard you need a new...”  

           “I know what you said before.” She replied curtly. “You may sit down.” I 

did.   

“So,” she looked at me with a doubtful expression, “why should I hire 

you?”  

           I sat there for a moment. I didn’t know how to answer that question. 

Swallowing, I replied, “I have some skills in cleaning.”  

           “From where? You don’t look like you’d have a ton of experience.”  

“I helped my parents around our house and worked on the family farm.” 

           “Lots of young women do, I don’t think that makes you unique.” 

“I don’t think that,” I replied.  

“What other skills do you have that would be good for this position, Miss 

Smith?” Elizabeth continued.  

“I can garden...I’m an expert at growing vegetables.” I felt that it was okay 

to stretch the definition of gardening to include farming since they were pretty 

much the same thing in Idaho.  

           She looked at me skeptically, “I already have a gardener.” 

“I can cook” I offered. 

           “Quinten is an excellent chef.” At this point, I was running out of jobs I 

had experience with. Eventually, I decided I would have to move beyond the 

more feminine pursuits.  

“I’m pretty good at building stuff,” I said proudly. “I had to help build 

chicken coops and raise the odd barn back home.”  
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           “I would have never guessed, either way, I already have someone for that. 

Now, why should I hire you?” I felt a little defeated, and she looked at me like she 

had won.  

           I sat for a moment, there was nothing left. Finally, I thought back to my 

first job interview at the town grocer. “But I can do all of those things, and I’m 

probably the friendliest person you’ll meet in the next month,” I smiled broadly.  

           For the first time, Elizabeth laughed. It was a cackle, but at least she was 

laughing. I sat back down on the couch feeling a bit more in control.  

           She quickly recomposed herself and replied, “You’re entertaining Abigail, 

okay, fine, I’ll hire you.” 

 “Thank you!” I exclaimed. After this the tone shifted to something more 

relaxed as we began to discuss things outside of my qualifications.  

 “So, why did you come to the city?” Elizabeth asked me.  

“I came looking a journalism job,” I told her proudly. 

 “Really, most girls come searching for boys,” she said coyly.  

I had to laugh at this. “Well, I suppose I’m unconventional. Speaking of 

which, do you live with just the servants? I imagine it would be lonely living in 

this big place with no close other family, but I know you aren’t married.”  

 “And how do you know that?” Elizabeth inquired, with interest.  

“Well, first of all, if you were, I imagine your husband would be in charge of 

hiring servants. Also, you don’t have a ring.” 

 “You are a sharp one and you’re right. Truthfully, I’ve never held much 

interest in men, I feel they take away a young lady’s independence.”  

 “And what gives a young lady independence?” I asked.  

“Cigarettes and cocktails,” she responded with a laugh.    

 We spent the next hour chatting before I left to get ready to start the 

following day.   

 

           I arrived back at the mansion per Elizabeth’s instructions at eight a.m. 

sharp. Adwell opened the door and informed me that from this point on I was to 

leave and enter the house through the side door. He remained stoic as he shut the 
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door behind us. “Now then, if you are to work for the mistress then you must be 

properly trained. If you cannot perform all of your duties efficiently, you cannot 

work.” I nodded in agreement. “Now remember, the mistress tends to hire people 

on a whim, as such I have full control over whether to fire you if I find your skills 

to be unsatisfactory. This next week, I will be teaching you how to perform your 

expected tasks and judging you accordingly.” I gulped. The butler nodded like he 

had dealt with inexperienced maids many times before. I have to admit, I found 

the work to be degrading, how could someone with a college degree end up 

working as a housecleaner? My lack of experience only caused further problems. 

The level of cleanliness required of me was exhausting. I was constantly getting 

tools mixed up and I almost used the wrong cleaner on the good hardwood floor 

before Adwell swooped in to stop me. It also took me a while to learn how to 

properly fold a fitted sheet, though the consequences of that were far less 

disastrous.  

           “The Mistress can never do them properly either,” Adwell admitted in 

confidence as he redid my shoddy work. He had warmed up to me at some point 

and decided I was harmless if not somewhat amusing. “If we can’t get to folding 

the sheets fast enough, she’ll try and do it herself, and just end up wadding them 

up and shoving them into the drawer.” He then ordered me not to laugh.  

           Eventually, he judged my training to be complete, stopped hovering over 

me, and let me do my work on my own. For a few weeks nothing much happened. 

It was a live-in position so I moved my meager belongings to a small room in the 

back of the house. I was relieved to be away from the boarding house and the 

manger’s husband who hadn’t gotten any friendlier after our first meeting.  

 My daily schedule went something like this. I was to get up by seven a.m. 

and be ready to work by eight. My first job was to serve Elizabeth’s breakfast in 

the dining room. Typically, it would be black coffee and eggs. While she was 

eating, I would wash the pots and pans and put away yesterday’s laundry. 

Eventually, I would hear the little bell that told me she was finished eating, and 

would come to take her plate and cup, this I would wash as well.  
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 It would be around nine a.m. by this point. I’d spend the next hour doing 

the rest of the laundry and hanging it to dry. When ten came around, I’d do the 

dusting, and wash the windows. A long pole with a rag attached to it was 

necessary for reaching the higher windows and dusting the ceiling corners. At 

11:30 a.m. I would take my lunch break. At twelve, I would serve Elizabeth her 

lunch. Breakfast and lunch were fairly similar processes, with the exception that 

lunch required many more dishes to wash.  

 At one p.m. we cleaned the bathrooms. Elizabeth’s large stone bath in 

particular took a while to scrub. I also set out fresh towels. The next couple hours 

would often involve odd jobs that needed to be done, things like polishing the 

silverware or sharping the knives. When five o’clock hit I helped prepare and 

serve Elizabeth’s dinner before washing those dishes, and finally being dismissed. 

I would collapse into bed exhausted at the end of the day.  

  

           One day, I was making Elizabeth’s bed when a small square of paper fell 

out and drifted to the floor. Bending down I could see that it was a tintype photo, 

a rather old one it seemed, with watermarks across the tops as if it had been kept 

in a damp room. Looking closer, I saw that the picture was of a child, a young 

blond boy of about six years of age. He was holding a uniformed man’s hand. The 

man’s face was obscured by the aging of the picture. Looking at the picture’s 

back I read the name “Samuel” and the date January 7, 1906. Not knowing what 

else to do with it, I placed it carefully in the nightstand drawer and quietly went 

back to my duties.  

           

 That night I found Elizabeth distractedly looking through her room.   

           “Can I help you find something?” I asked. She looked at me skeptically, 

“I’m not sure if you can help me. You haven’t seen an old photo around, have 

you?”  

           I explained that I had left it in her nightstand to which she sighed in deep 

relief.  
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“It’s a nice picture, are they family members?” I inquired. She hesitated as 

she opened the nightstand drawer.   

            “Oh, no one of importance,” she replied before suggesting I help Quinten 

in the kitchen.    

The next day, I was polishing the silverware when I heard the ring of the doorbell. 

I wasn’t used to hearing a doorbell and it took me a moment to register. By the 

time I reached the foyer, the butler had already let the caller in.  

            With his white button-up shirt and smartly arranged fedora, I almost didn’t 

recognize him.   
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CHAPTER 3 

Neil Makes a Visit 

 

“Neil?” I asked with interest, running to the door, momentarily forgetting 

my duties.  

“Abigail?” He said, with a note of confusion. “I didn’t expect you to be 

here.”  

 

At this point in her story, Abigail was interrupted by the roar of the train 

as it entered a tunnel. The veteran cleared his throat and replied, “It sounds like 

you were excited to see him.”   

“I thought I was,” Abigail replied. “Honestly, I was just lonely, Neil felt 

like the only person in the city whom I could call a friend.” Abigail leaned back in 

her seat and took a deep breath before continuing. “From the outset the city seems 

like one giant emerald monolith, but when you enter it, every little detail becomes 

obvious. Back home, I might see three or four people on any given day, outside of 

my family, and without fail, those people would stop and talk with me, no matter 

how busy they were. But, while walking around Seattle, I saw too many to count. 

Hundreds upon hundreds of people, everyone with their own lives, and with their 

own friends. I tried to talk with people on my first few days, but each attempt was 

met with blank stares and looks of impatience.” 

 “So, you were relieved to see a familiar face?” the veteran responded.  

“Neil already knew a lot of people in the city, and I felt that through him I 

could meet some new friends.”  

 As she spoke, sunlight flooded the train again and Abigail continued her 

story. 
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    I looked at Neil with some embarrassment. “I just started here. I’ll admit, 

it’s not the job in journalism that I had hoped for, but it’s still a steady living.” I 

kept staring at his clothes, he looked so different out of uniform.  

           “Yes, of course,” Neil replied.  

“I see you two are already acquainted” Elizabeth quietly came up behind 

us.  

           “Ah, yes,” Neil said apologetically while scratching the back of his head. 

“We met a few weeks ago.” 

           “But how do you two know each other?” I inquired, looking confused.  

           “Well, he’s my brother,” Elizabeth said with a smile. She wrapped her arm 

around him and pulled him closer to herself, as if showing him off like a new car.  

 “You’re siblings?” I asked, surprised.  

“Well of course we are.” Elizabeth told me. Neil nodded in agreement, 

and, awkwardly placed his hand on her shoulder as well.   

 I thought to myself that they got along much better than I did with my 

brothers, perhaps this was the difference between my simple family and the upper 

classes.  

As I pondered the coincidence of the relationship, the two of them walked 

away and Elizabeth asked for tea to be brought to the drawing room. When I 

walked in, carrying the tea tray, they were sitting on the couch whispering to each 

other. Their conversation abruptly stopped, as I walked across and laid down the 

tray. I wondered what they were so worried about me overhearing.    

           “How has work been?” Elizabeth asked after a moment.  

“Oh, same old” Neil replied. 

           “Any interesting cases?”  

“Not really.”  

 “What about the body that got pulled out of the Sound?” I interjected.  

Neil and Elizabeth looked at each other quickly.  

 “Well, that’s not really my case.” Neil said, turning to me.   

While I passed some sugar to the pair, I noticed that they were looking at one 

another with sideways glances, before they both took a sip of tea.  
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           “It’s quite the coincidence,” I remarked, hoping to cut some of the tension. 

“My working here and having met Neil on my first day in the city.”  

Neil nodded quietly.  

           Elizabeth glanced at him. “My brother was supposed to take over the 

family business, but he decided being a public servant would be better. Honestly, 

I can’t say I don’t mind him letting me takeover. We’d probably be arguing all the 

time over it anyway.”  

           “You were always more suited for that sort of thing than me.” Neil 

laughed.  

“Abigail,” Elizabeth turned to me. “Can you be a dear and get us the 

shortbreads, oh, and close the door on the way out.” Nodding dutifully, I bowed 

out of the room. I was glad for the excuse to leave, as I felt I had gotten myself 

into a situation where I didn’t belong.  

  

Quinten was in the kitchen. He was an older man with wispy white hair 

that hung out over his collar.  

           “Need something?” he asked as I walked in. 

“Shortbreads.” I told him.   

           “Ah, Neil must be home.”  

“How did you know?” 

           “Lizzy always makes me get out the shortbreads when he visits.”  

           “He likes shortbreads?” 

“Ever since I’ve known him.” Quinten said. 

           “Quinten, I was wondering if you knew the name, Samuel? Did Elizabeth 

or Neil have a friend named that?”  

           “Not that I can remember,” Quinten responded quickly. I found it odd how 

little time he took to answer me.  

            When he handed me the shortbreads, I noted that they didn’t appear 

particularly special, just plain cookies. They were set on a plate with a glass bowl 

above them. Carefully taking them from Quinten’s hands, I pushed the door open 
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with my foot making sure to hold the treats securely. I was still mastering the art 

of carrying trays properly.  

           “Miss, are you ready?” I called out before opening the drawing room door.  

           “Yes, you may enter.” She replied. As I walked in, I found her sitting 

alone.  

“Where’s Neil?” I asked confused.  

            “Ah, something came up, he had to leave. My brother’s job means that he 

doesn’t have a lot of time for chit-chat.”  

“I see,” I responded, I went to set the tray down, before leaving the room, 

I noticed that Elizabeth was staring quietly out the window.  

 

As the days passed the strange relationship between Elizabeth and Neil 

deepened in my mind.  When they sat together, they certainly didn’t act as I did 

with my brothers. It felt as if their relationship lacked the normal friendly banter 

that siblings usually engaged in. However, I couldn’t get the photo out of my 

head, nor could I figure out why it was so important to Elizabeth.  

           That night, I laid awake looking up at where the light from the moon cut 

through a shadow on the ceiling. I kept thinking in my head about the boy and 

uniformed man in the photo.   

  

 Abigail worried that her story was beginning to bore the old man and 

glanced up to see if he was still listening. 

 “It must have made quite the impression on you,” the veteran remarked as 

if responding to her look.   

  “I’ve always been curious; it wasn’t really the photo that interested me 

but the fact that Elizabeth wouldn’t tell me about it. Truthfully, she could have 

given me any explanation and I would have accepted it.” 

 The veteran nodded. “Well, please continue.” Abigail began her story 

again.  
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           A few days later, I decided to return to town and see if I could meet with 

Neil. So, I asked Elizabeth if I could take Sunday morning off.   

           “I suppose I cannot keep you on the Lord’s day,” Elizabeth remarked. I had 

learned from my time working for her that she wasn’t the church-going type.  

The first stop I made was at the police station. I didn’t want to ask 

Elizabeth where Neil lived but I was determined that I could get the information 

from his work. I stepped in carefully, unsure if this was considered proper. Back 

home the station was made up of a single desk and a single cell designed to 

temporarily hold the occasional drunk. We didn’t really have any crime and most 

things that happened were done by the same people. This station, on the other 

hand, was a bustle of activity. People walked around hurriedly with papers and 

did not seem as if they even noticed me.  

           “Hi!” I said walking up to the front desk. A middle-aged man sat behind it, 

with a hooked nose and square glasses. 

           “Yes?” He stated, looking at me like he thought I was going to be a 

problem.   

I put on my most innocent smile and clasped my hands together tightly.  

           “I was wondering if, you could maybe tell me where a certain person 

lives?”  

“And who would this person be?” he asked, leaning forward.  

            “An officer named Neil Wells.”  

“And what relation do you have with him?”  

           Suddenly, an idea struck me. 

            “I’m his cousin.” I stated in the nicest voice I could conjure.  

The man looked at me and scoffed.  

           “Nice try missy” he stated. “But Neil doesn’t have any cousin that I’ve 

ever heard of.”  

           “Um, he never told you about me? I’m from out of town, just visiting. This 

is my first time in Seattle, so I’m very lost.”  

“Sorry, it’s against policy to give out addresses. You can probably 

imagine why.”  
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 “Hey, you’re the girl from the cafe!” I heard behind me. Looking back, I 

saw Clemens walking up.  

“Do you know this young lady?” The man behind the counter asked.  

 “We met a few days ago,” Clemens told him. Grabbing my wrist, he 

turned to me and said “let’s go talk outside.”  

 When we got out the doors. Clemens asked “What are you here for?” 

“I need to talk to Neil, I said.   

 “What for.” 

I quickly devised a lie.  

“You know that big house that his sister lives in?” I asked.  

 “I’ve seen it, never been in there though.”  

“I’ve just started working there as a housecleaner, and the mistress sent 

me out to deliver a message. When I got down here, I realized that I have no idea 

where he lives.”  

 Clemens laughed at this.  

“Well, I did hear from Neil that his sister had just hired the girl that we 

had met at the cafe to be her new housecleaner.” He took a pen and a notepad 

from his jacket. “Here,” he said, scrawling something down. He ripped off a sheet 

and handed it to me. “He lives there.”  

 I thanked him profusely. “Don’t tell anyone I gave you this.” He warned 

me. I nodded before heading off again.  

 

           I was surprised to find that Neil did not live far from my old boarding 

house. Though his place appeared much nicer from the outset. The building was 

made of brick and the door was beyond a large garden guarded behind a tall 

wrought iron fence. A man sat outside in a covered station. The word GUARD 

was painted in black on the small building.  

          “Hi” I said in a friendly tone when the guard stuck his head out. “I was 

wondering if a Neil Wells lived here?” 
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           “I can check,” he said. “It will be a minute though.” I nodded in acceptance 

as the man stepped out of his covered office and unlocked the iron gate. Telling 

me to wait here for him to return.  

 

As I sat and waited, I pondered at how it was that Neil, a simple police 

officer could afford such a nice apartment. It occurred to me that he was likely 

receiving money from his family’s estate, and when you are wealthy you can get a 

job doing anything you like. I wondered then why he had chosen to be a police 

officer. After about twenty minutes, the guard returned with Neil in tow. He had 

an annoyed look about him as though he was being taken away from something of 

particular importance. For a second when he spotted me, it seemed like he almost 

looked scared, but that quickly gave way to a friendly smile.   

           “Oh, it’s you Abigail.” He took my hand and politely shook it. “How did 

you find this place?” He asked in a tone that seemed to mix wariness with 

confusion. I told him of how Clemens had given me his address after learning I 

worked for his sister.  

           “Well, now that you are here, we may as well chat. The sunlight on the 

garden is excellent.” He led me into the garden’s center, and into a white marble 

pagoda. In the very middle was a circular pond with some strange fish swimming 

in it. They almost resembled large goldfish but were striped colors of red and 

white. I sat on one of the white marble benches that flanked the pond.  

           “So, what are those fish?” I asked Neil. They were swimming playfully 

around each other.  

“Ah those are koi,” Neil responded half-heartedly. 

“Koy?” I said, pronouncing the word as best I could. 

“Koi. K. O. I. they’re Japanese.”  

“They’re beautiful.” I remarked. 

“Innocent things often are,” Neil replied, staring at the pond. “It’s the fish 

that live in the dark parts of the sea that become ugly.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, confused. 
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“These fish were born here, guarded from predators they swim happily 

along, unaware of the world outside their little pond. They never worry about 

where their food will come from or whether they’ll become a shark's next meal.” 

He said this with a distinct bitterness. 

“You almost sound like you’re jealous of them”, I said teasingly. 

“Perhaps I’m being unfair,” he remarked. “But enough about the fish. 

Abigail, why are you here?”  

           I brushed my hair from my eyes. I figured that now was the best time to 

ask my questions, but how ask them without appearing too nosy? I decided to just 

go for it.  

“I wanted to ask you about something.”  

           “Go ahead,” Neil said after a moment in a friendly tone.  

           “I was just wondering if you heard of someone named Samuel?”  

Neil appeared to be searching for how to respond. 

“Samuel...” he mused. Turning to me, he asked, “have you ever lost 

anyone, Abigail?” 

“Lost anyone?” 

Neil reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a box of cigarettes and a 

lighter. Popping one into his mouth, he lit it and took a long drag, blowing up 

smoke while staring at the sky.  

           “Want one?” he asked, holding out his packet of Chesterfield Cigarettes. 

           “No thanks,” I responded. “I’ve never been much of a smoker.” Nodding 

politely, he placed the packet back in his jacket pocket and began.  
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CHAPTER 4 

Neil Tells his Story 

 

“We first met Samuel when we were children. It was a hot summer day 

and our father had decided to take us to the city. At some point, Elizabeth and I 

became separated from him, and quickly became lost. It was only a short time 

before it began to rain. My sister, quite worried about her new dress panicked and 

ran off, leaving me to chase after her. It wasn’t long when I heard the familiar 

sound of her sobbing. Rounding a corner, I found her. She was sitting in a muddy 

puddle, crying. I reached down to lift her up, and tried to stop her tears. It was 

then that I heard a voice behind us.  

           A boy was standing there, wearing a dark blue jacket, with a ratty old hat. 

Looking at his jacket I could see stitching running up and down it as if it had been 

torn and restitched a thousand times. I stared at this boy, with blond hair who 

appeared to be about my age and asked who he was. 

          ‘Why do you want to know?’ he responded in a rude tone. By this time my 

Elizabeth’s tears had dried somewhat and I was able to raise her to her feet. 

           ‘Oh, hello,’ she said, staring with interest at the boy. My sister was the 

polite and formal type when she was little, even to those she didn’t know.  

‘You two ain’t from around here.’ He spat at us. I’ll be honest, we were scared of 

this street rat in front of us, especially Elizabeth, whose little hand clung to me 

like a vice. He had a shifty look in his eyes like he was five seconds away from 

deciding to make off with your wallet.  

‘What’s the matter?’ he asked us ‘lost your nanny?’ 

           ‘Why don’t you shut up?’ I told him, placing my arm to shield my sister 

from him.  

‘Oh, the rich boy is getting angry.’ He remarked. I was always told that 

fighting was to be avoided as much as possible, but I felt that I had something to 

prove. I took the first swing, or at least I tried. It went wide, the force of the punch 

throwing me off balance. Before I could recover a sharp pain struck my jaw 
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sending me reeling to the ground. My ears were ringing and I could hear 

Elizabeth shouting my name. I struggled to my feet, my vision blurred, the ground 

felt like it would slip out from under me. Still. I ran forward again, my fist 

clenched tightly. But just as I was to swing at him, the boy grabbed my shoulder 

and with his knee struck me in the stomach. I reeled again, but before I could fall, 

I managed to grab his shoulders. With all my might I slammed my forehead into 

his with a crack. I’ll admit, it hurt, and it was an act of desperation, but it sent him 

collapsing to the ground in a heap. I followed soon after. The two of us lay there 

as the rain splashed off our faces. It was only a few seconds before I could hear 

the boy start to laugh. He rose to his feet before I could and I got the sense that he 

wasn’t really all that hurt.  

‘Hey,’ he said, leaning over me, ‘I’m Sam, Samuel Hale.’ I took his hand 

and allowed him to drag me up. I felt that I had passed some unspoken test of his. 

We spent a good while talking that day. We learned that Samuel’s father was a 

policeman who left his son alone most days and didn’t bother checking if he was 

going to school. So, Sam simply spent his time wandering the city streets and 

bumming cigarettes off people. Elizabeth wanted to know why he felt the need to 

make fun of us when he first met. 

 ‘I’ve always hated you rich folk’ he explained, ‘standing above the rest of 

us, what right do you have to come down here?’ Looking over I could see my 

sister staring down at her feet and could see by the welling of her eyes that she 

was going to cry again.         

           ‘I’m sorry,' she sobbed. He stared over at her, and his expression softened. 

‘I suppose I can’t be too harsh on you.’ He stated, laying his hand gently 

on my sister’s head. ‘It’s not really you, I’m mad at.’  

           ‘Really?’ my sister asked.  

‘Yeah,’ Sam told her. I wondered how he felt about me. We talked for a 

while more before our father finally found us and dragged us away from what he 

viewed was a random vagrant. He was shocked when my sister reached up and 

Sam’s his cheek as he pulled her away. Still, I managed to get his address, and on 

days when we could get away, we would steal some money to call a taxi and 
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travel into the city to see our new friend. Sam gave Elizabeth the tintype photo as 

a gift, he said his father had it taken when he was six.  

           I listened as Neil told his story. “So, what happened?” I asked. 

“I’m getting to that. One day, me and Lizzy arrived at Sam’s house. We 

found it open and empty. My sister saw the landlord walking by and asked if Sam 

was around.  

           ‘Haven’t you heard?’ the man said, ‘both of the people living here were 

pulled out of a ditch stone dead a few days ago.’ You can imagine the shock that 

brought us. My sister still doesn’t like talking about it.” 

 

           “I’m sorry,” I responded. How else could I respond to something like that? 

I was sad for Neil, and I felt that my suspicions about the photo had only brought 

up bad memories.  

“So, you, who have never seen the world outside your little town, how 

could you understand my grief?”  

“I think you’re wrong,” I responded.  

“What?” 

            “My uncle died in the war when I was eleven. I first heard about it when a 

man in a military uniform came to give my mother the news. I couldn’t talk to 

anyone afterward. I couldn’t believe it when the war ended a month later and 

everyone else got to come home.” I reached into my dress pocket and pulled out a 

photo I always kept of my uncle. “Look, he sent this to me only a week before he 

was killed.” The picture showed my uncle with his buddies sitting in a group. 

“That’s my Uncle Henry in front,” I told Neil, pointing at the photo.  

 Neil took the photo from me and stared at it a moment before handing it 

back.  

           “I suppose I must apologize,” he said. “It seems you’ve had some hard 

knocks in your life.” 

 It felt to me like Neil was being rather dismissive, but I decided not to say 

anything, figuring he was simply upset about the story he had told me.  
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           He stabbed the cigarette against the bench, leaving an ashen mark on the 

marble.  

As Neil walked me to the gate, I remembered something I had to tell him. 

“Hey, I went down to Elliot Bay and I noticed the oddest thing. There appeared to 

be footprints on a dock, but they were walking backwards, right into the bay, 

strange huh?” 

 Neil paused for a moment and avoided my eyes. “That is strange,” he 

finally said. “But I wouldn’t worry too much about it.” 

 

As I was walking back from Neil’s place, I pulled out my pocket watch 

and found that it was only around ten. Neil’s answer was objectively satisfactory, 

but something still bothered me. Why was the cook so evasive? Why not just tell 

me who the people in the photo were? No, something was still off, and I decided 

that I would not be satisfied until I discovered what they were hiding from me.  

           Still, where was I to go from here? I needed someone else, someone who 

might know something but wouldn’t have a reason to hide anything. Walking 

down the street I scanned my memory and realized that there might be someone 

who knew something.  
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CHAPTER 5 

 Abigail Meets Gladys 

 

  While working at the mansion, I would frequently hear Adwell and 

Quinten mention someone named Gladys. Asking Elizabeth, I learned this was the 

old housekeeper, who had been loyal to Mr. Wells, but had left after he had 

passed away.  

 “I think I’d like to meet her,” I told Elizabeth one day.  

“Are you certain, I’m not sure she can remember anything.” 

 “Well, my grandma was a bit hazy, and I was able to have nice chats with 

her.”  

After some consideration, Elizabeth got up from her chair, told me to wait, and 

walked up the marbled stairs, returning a few minutes later with an address 

written neatly on a card.   

           “Here’s Gladys’ address,” she said, handing it to me. 

          “Thanks” I replied, taking the card from her. For a second it felt as if she 

didn’t want to let it go, but her resistance disappeared so quickly I felt as though it 

must have been my imagination.  

           Gladys lived somewhat outside the city limits and I was grateful that 

Elizabeth decided to lend me her father’s old car, knowing that I couldn’t afford 

to pay a taxi fee the whole way.  

“Just be careful of the gearshift, it tends to stick going uphill,” she said as 

she handed me the keys. It was a 1903 Ford, black, and worn out and muddy, with 

scratches where the paint had worn off, but it started and I had to trust that it 

would take me there and back again.  

           As I drove up north, and made my way out of Seattle, I saw how the brick 

and concrete buildings of the city made way for the familiar pastures and 

farmhouses of the countryside. It was comforting, like how it feels to return to 

one’s own bed after a long trip. Finally, I turned up the gravel path to a white, 

neatly kept cottage.   
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       I stepped up onto a white-washed porch and hesitantly knocked on the 

door.  

 “Coming!” I heard a somewhat surprised voice respond. Behind the blue 

door, I could hear the sounds of shuffling and sniffles. Eventually, the door swung 

open to reveal a thin, but strong looking elderly woman with her grey hair done 

up in a bun and wearing a pink apron.  

           “Eh?” she said, as she looked at me over her square rimmed glasses. “Who 

are you?” 

“Hello!” I said, in a friendly tone. “My name is Abigail Smith, I wanted to 

know if you used to work for someone named Elizabeth Wells.” 

 “Yes, I was her maid. Why do you want to know?”  

I knew there was no guarantee that this would lead to anything, but this woman 

was my best shot at figuring out what was going on.  

 “I’m working for her as the new maid.” I continued. “and I wanted to 

know if I could ask you about something.”  

“What did you say?” Gladys asked. “My hearing isn’t so great anymore.” 

She tugged at the lobe of her left ear.  

 “I said, can I ask you some questions?” I repeated louder.  

“Why don’t we talk inside?” Gladys suggested. Without waiting for an 

answer, she turned on her heels and marched back through the door. “Well come 

on.” She ordered, turning back to me.  

Gladys stared seriously at me as we sat across from one another. She 

grabbed a packet of cigarettes off the table between us. Her hands shook as she lit 

one with a lighter from her apron pocket.  

           “So, you’re the new maid?” she said after taking a long drag.  

           “Yes,” my hands were folded over my purse. “I started working there a few 

weeks ago.”  

           “So, what brings you here? It’s been a long time since I worked for the 

Wells family.”  

I swallowed hard, unsure of how to approach the topic.  
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           “It’s just, I think people are keeping something from me and I was 

wondering if...” 

“Normally people have a reason for their secrets.” Gladys looked out 

through the window, avoiding my gaze. She probably thought I was being a busy-

body.  

           “I understand that,” I replied.  

           “So, why have you come all this way to ask me about something that does 

not concern you?” 

           “Well, I was talking to Elizabeth’s brother and he told me a story about 

when they were children.”   

         Looking up I saw that Gladys was staring off into the distance with a glassy 

look in her eyes.  

 “Are you alright?” I asked concerned. 

“Just reminiscing,” Glady’s replied. “It was so wonderful seeing those 

boys play together. I could barely tell them apart. I remember that one was very 

neat, while the other was a bit of a mess.” 

 “There were two boys living here?” I asked, confused.  

“Yes, but only for a short time. Sorry, my memory is a bit hazy. Mr. Wells 

treated that boy like he was his own son, and he became such good friends with 

little Elizabeth.” 

 “Was that boy Samuel?”  

“Oh, yes, that was his name.” Gladys said pointedly.  

 I thought back to the story Neil had told me “Do you remember when he 

died, I inquired?”  

“Samuel died?” She looked at me confused. “Oh, yes, of course. 

Something happened, but I can’t remember what.”  

I felt that Gladys was getting tired and doubted I would get any more 

information out of her than I had.  

“That was very helpful.” I thanked her, rising up. Gladys gave me some 

food and a cup of coffee and I left her house with more questions than answers.  
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The drive back was a somber one and as I drove, I thought about Neil, 

Elizabeth, and the boy named Samuel. I found it odd that Gladys was saying 

Samuel was so beloved by Neil and Elizabeth’s father, when the story Neil had 

told me had given such a different account. But perhaps Gladys was confused 

about what had happened.  

 

When I got back into the city, I was about to drive to the mansion when I 

went past the police station and saw chaos erupting. Cops swarmed the place like 

locusts. Pulling over, I stepped out.  

           “What happened?” I asked a beat cop who was busy keeping civilians 

away.  

           “A cop was shot,” He said seriously.  

           “Who?”  

           “A man named Clemens.” 

           I froze. Surely it couldn’t be the Clemens I had met at the cafe, but how 

many Clemens could exist in one police station, or even one city?  

           “Hey, this Clemens, he didn’t happen to wear an old duster?   

           “Yeah, how did you know?” The cop asked.  

           My head swam, someone had shot Clemens, but why would anyone do 

that? He was rude, but murdering him seemed extreme.  

           “Please,” I said, “let me through, he’s a friend.” It wasn’t a total lie.  

           “Sorry, were in the middle of an investigation.” The cop said firmly. “Just 

stay out of the way and move along.”  

I nodded in agreement, while thinking of how to get around the barrier. 

People were everywhere, with cops running around in a panic. Covertly slipping 

through the barricade, I could see around some large canvas tarps. In the middle 

of the street a body lied sprawled with its arms spread out and pool of partially 

dried blood around it.  

           I felt sick to my stomach. There was blood everywhere, and Clemens laid 

in a heap. His eyes were wide open and his neck was bent so that he was staring 

straight up at the sky.  
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           “Hey!” a voice called out behind me, nearly causing me to leap out of my 

skin. “Who the hell are you?” A gruff cop came barreling towards me. “I said no 

reporters! You’ll mess up my crime scene!”  

           “I’m sorry!” I yelled, turning quickly, “I just...” 

           “Hmm?” The gruff man said, stopping in front of my face. “A girl? It’s a 

bit cruel of them to send a lady in, isn’t it?”  

           I’ll admit I was scared, with this man leaning towards me, and the corpse 

on the ground behind me. Unsure of what to say, I tried to fight my way over the 

barrier rope. Suddenly a familiar voice called out.  

           “Hey, what are you doing here?” 

           “Neil?” I asked, looking up.  

           “Hey” he repeated. “You always seem to be finding your way into the 

middle of things, don’t you?”  

           “It’s just, I saw that there were police everywhere, and I got caught up in 

the moment.” I started to sob. I didn’t know why I was sobbing, I just felt like I 

had to cry. I was scared, I guess. 

           “Hey, I’m going to be a while, if you need to talk...” Neil began.  

           “No, I’m fine.” I responded, wiping my eyes, “I’m just going to go back to 

the house.” Neil nodded and I stepped away from the barrier, nearly bumping into 

a heavy-set cop on the way out. I took off down the street and decided the better 

route away from the station was along the waterfront. 

          

  That night I paced back and forth in my room. How could I sleep? 

Thoughts swam through my head and I felt like one of those fish, taken from my 

peaceful pond and thrown into a mighty river, my thoughts kept running and I 

couldn’t stop thinking about Clemens’ body. 

           Perhaps, I thought, it would be better to just let everything go. I could just 

forget it all, do my job and get on with my life. It would certainly seem to be the 

safer option. If I went too far, I could end up dead just like those two cops, lying 

in a puddle of my own blood. I shuddered at the thought.  
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           I decided that I needed to go for a walk, the winter air was much cooler 

than it had been, but one of the wool coats that Elizabeth had gifted me would be 

substantial. Walking outside, I could see that the night was clear and Orion hung 

over me. Clear nights I found to be rare and so it seemed like such a treat when 

they did appear. However, I found in Seattle that the clearest nights were the 

coldest, and the cloudy nights were warmer. This was just another one of the 

things I had to get use to.  

           Suddenly, out of the corner of my eye, I spied a small window that was 

attached to a storage area off the kitchen of the mansion. Turning quickly, I stared 

at the foggy window, which was in an area of the house so ignored that now the 

white wall was covered with thick vines of ivy. I made my way through the 

bushes and crouched under the window that I saw was partially open. 

           Faintly, from inside I could hear Neil’s voice. “I promise, I’ll set 

everything right, and no one will ever know.” 

I could hear Elizabeth respond, “But, what about the girl, she was there 

today, right?” 

           “It’s fine, she doesn’t know anything.”  

           “Are you sure?” 

           “Positive.” 

           “I love you.”  

           My hands clasped to my mouth, so that I would not gasp. I didn’t know 

what the conversation was about, but it was so confusing, had they been talking 

about me? I decided that I needed to get away. I couldn’t let Neil and Elizabeth 

know I had heard them talking. I made my way from the wall, hoping with all my 

heart that they wouldn’t look outside. Suddenly, I felt something catch my foot 

and before I could stop myself, I fell with a large whump to the ground.  

           “Hey!” Neil’s voice called out. But before he could look out the window to 

see me, I leaped into the bush, hiding amongst the branches. 

           “It was probably just a raccoon honey” I heard Elizabeth say.  

           I stayed in that bush, not daring to come out until I saw the little light in the 

window disappear.  
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CHAPTER 6 

 Abigail Discovers Evidence 

 

           The next day I was utterly exhausted. I hadn’t slept well the night before, 

as you could imagine, and I’d hurt my foot when I tripped in the bushes. 

           “Feeling alright?” Elizabeth asked, as I limped my way downstairs. Her 

voice sounded like it always did, but somehow, I expected her to view me with 

suspicion.  

           “Yeah” I replied, nodding my head. “Good, did your talk with Gladys go 

well?”  

            “What?” 

            “You know, the reason I lent you my car.” 

            “Oh, yeah...it went great!” After last night, I wasn’t thinking about 

Gladys.  

 

I decided that I needed to be more careful about how I acted in front of 

Elizabeth from then on. If I walked away from the maid job then, they would 

become suspicious. But, where would I go? They already had my home address. 

No, I realized that I had to see this through to the end, it was the only possibility. 

           I decided to find the room where the window was, but I waited a few days 

so as to not appear overly suspicious. What I never realized about these old 

Victorian houses was that there were many hidden rooms, and it wasn’t surprising 

that I hadn’t even been in the storage area where I overheard the conversation.  

Elizabeth was the only permanent non-servant, and she seemed to prefer to spend 

her time in the same rooms every day.  

 When Quinten was done with the afternoon lunch that day, I went through 

the kitchen and examined all of the doors. There was an exit into the sun room, 

and another door that led to the great room, but obviously, these didn’t lead to any 

storage area. Since there weren’t any other doors, I walked around to the outside 

of the house to where I had been standing the night before. Seeing that I had the 
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correct window, I went back inside. This time I found the corresponding wall, and 

then I noticed a wood trap door built into the wainscoting. Fortunately, I had 

small strong fingers and was able to pry the board open. Seeing that it led to a 

small set of stairs, I put the board back in place and decided to wait. 

           That night I snuck out again, a bit later, but before Adwell would arise. As 

I made my way down to the kitchen in my stockinged feet, I was worried that I 

wasn’t going to remove the board quietly enough. Cautiously, I stuck my fingers 

in the grooves and it started to budge and I gently pulled it out and rested it 

against the wall. I put my feet on the cold steps and reached in to grab onto the 

metal railing.  

 At one point, the railing suddenly stopped, and I was going to have to find 

the rest of the way by using my hands and feet. The darkness hung around me, 

and I searched the walls, hoping to find a light switch. The stairs finally stopped, 

and I was standing on a cold damp floor. I reached out and touched the wall next 

to me, using my hands to feel along it. I was still look for a light switch, or at least 

a door. Instead, I found myself clutching at a cold piece of metal. Feeling around, 

it, I found that it was a ladder. Carefully, I pulled myself up and began to climb. 

Pushing open the trap door, I climbed up into the upper room. 

           It was mostly dark inside the room, but through the window I could see 

well enough by moonlight. I didn’t dare turn on the light. A small pile of papers 

sat neatly on the table. Before I moved anything I noticed that the table was 

covered in a heavy dust, and I thought that I would need to be careful not to leave 

any fingerprints. I also noticed that there was no chair. It was as though they were 

using this room to keep old documents. There wasn’t any heat in the room and I 

pulled my robe tighter around me. I kept thinking about the board against the 

kitchen wall, as I anxiously tried to decide where to start. 

           Reaching down I lifted a paper from the pile, holding it up to the moonlight 

to read. At the top of it was printed “Certificate of Death Washington State Board 

of Health.” As I read further down the name “Neil William Wells” was 

handwritten onto it. The date read March 14, 1913. Neil was dead? Wait, was it 

the same Neil? I picked up the next paper down in the stack. Written on it was 
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“Official Adoption Papers of Samuel Hale. Arthur Wells is officially the legal 

guardian of Samuel Hale, until the point where either party passes or Samuel Hale 

reaches the legal age of majority.” At the bottom of the document was a photo of 

a blond boy, who looked like an older version of the boy in the photo I had found 

in Elizabeth’s room.   

           I started to wish that there was a place to sit down where there was no dust. 

Why was there a death certificate for someone who was clearly still alive? I was 

so confused. I thought back to the Neil that I knew, the one who had shown me 

the koi fish and who had rescued me at the Merchant’s Cafe. But, why was there a 

death certificate for him?   

        Suddenly, I heard someone walking on the gravel outside. My heart raced 

and I hastily crept down the ladder and up the cellar steps. I squeezed through the 

door and rolled out onto the kitchen floor. I laid there for a couple of seconds and 

made sure that no one had heard me before I ran to the center staircase and back 

up to my room. 

           

The next morning while I got dressed, I thought about what to do next. 

First, I needed to know if the man named Neil Wells, whomever he was, was 

really dead. Before I had left the storage room, I noted that his death certificate 

had written on it that he was buried at Mt. Pleasant Cemetery in 1913, and 

decided that visiting it would be my best course of option.  

           Knowing that the cemetery would be closed after dark forced me to wait 

until the next Saturday to visit. I pulled out the trolly schedule and figured out 

what time would work, since there weren’t that many trollies on Saturday.  The 

cemetery was located in the north part of the city and the trolly travelled along the 

Alaskan Highway to reach it. The graveyard was large, with swaying trees dotted 

over a grassy landscape. I was dismayed at having to search through so many 

tombstones for a single name, but suddenly one memorial stone caught my 

attention. How could it not? It was massive.  

           A man sat on top of a stead holding aloft a large sword. The statue was 

solid bronze. The marker below read “HERE LIES ARTHUR WELLS 1858-
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1913,” and underneath it was something written in Latin. Next to the statue, the 

other graves felt quaint by comparison. Adjacent to it, I found another tombstone 

that read, “SAMUEL HALE WELLS, Beloved Son, 1900-1913.” On the tomb 

was the image of an angel embracing a young child. Kneeling down to look 

closer, I saw that the tombstone etching on the child’s grave looked much newer 

than the father’s, even though they had both passed in the same year.  

The more important thing was that the name on this child’s grave did not 

match with the name on the death certificate. Which one was real? Was either 

real? Thinking about it, I realized that the information hidden in the secret room 

would be more likely to be true, as why would someone hide a lie? Considering 

how the dates on the death certificate for Neil Wells that I had looked at in the 

storage room were the same as the dates on this tombstone, I realized that the 

body that lay under my feet was most likely him. But why would someone change 

the name on the grave, and if Neil was truly dead, then who was the Neil that I 

knew? 

           I thought about where to go next. The hidden room had provided the most 

clues, but it was risky and I wasn’t sure what I needed anyway. The police? No, I 

didn’t know for sure there was a crime.  

           I needed to know why Neil was acting so evasive about the Winchester 

murder. I thought back to that article again. What about the fisherman? Sure, it 

would be a stretch but there’s a chance he saw something that didn’t end up in the 

article. It’s not like I had any other leads. Making a plan to find him, I plucked a 

small daisy from the grass and left it at the foot of Neil’s grave before making my 

way back to the trolly stop.  
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                CHAPTER 7 

        The Fisherman’s Clue 

 

           A few days later, I found myself standing at the pier. The strong smell of 

fish was rancid and it was bitterly cold. My hands curled up inside my thin 

gloves. I imagine I looked the strangest sight, standing there with my fancy hat 

and long skirt. Still, no one seemed to pay me any mind as I stood looking around 

for any sign of the crab fisherman. As time dragged by however, I began to feel 

that this had been a dumb idea. There had been a photo of the man next to the 

article, so I knew what he looked like, but I had no proof he would be here today. 

What if he took the day off? What if he went to another pier? Maybe he had 

decided to stop fishing?   

           Deciding I had made a mistake, I elected to leave when out of the corner of 

my eye I spotted a pair of fishermen stepping off of a boat. One of them donned 

the same heavy oil cloth coat as the man in the newspaper. “Hey! Hey!” I called 

out waving franticly at them. The man in the coat finally turned and seemed to 

notice me for a moment before returning to helping his partner unload the baskets. 

I decided to run over and get his attention directly, and as I approached; I heard 

the fisherman’s friend say something to him in a language I couldn’t understand 

while pointing at me. Looking up the fisherman caught my gaze and with a nod 

began to make his way toward me.  

           “Ah, it’s always nice to be approached by a pretty young woman,” he said 

kindly with an accent. Seeing his face in clearer view, I could see that he was 

Japanese, and realized the language I had heard must have been his native tongue. 

Wiping his hand on his pants he reached it out to me. He smelled strongly of crab. 

“I’m Johnny Tanaka, what can I do for you?” he asked as I took his hand. His grip 

was rather loose.  

           “Well.” I started, becoming a bit nervous. “I read the article about the body 

you found and...” 

Mr. Tanaka cut me off. “Perhaps we had better go somewhere else.”  


