CHAPTER FOUR
He refuses to answer any more of my questions. We are almost running to the boardinghouse now, and the man never once asks where it is. He obviously knows. This brings the barrage of questions on again. Questions he won’t answer, and it perturbs me. How does he know where I work or where I live? Has he followed me before? The idea gives me both unease and confusion. Why would he follow me?

There are things in London. I can’t get the words out of my head. He didn’t say people, he didn’t say horses or wagons or carriages. Things. More than one. Not just a thing. There are things. 

Once we get to my door, he nods once, not quite meeting my eyes. The dark man disappears into the crowd, weaving through it easily, vanishing and reappearing at times. I stand dazedly by the door for a moment, and then slowly turn to face it, but still do not touch the doorknob. 


Suddenly he’s beside me again. 


“Don’t forget what I told you,” he orders. “Stay inside at all times. Take cabs to your work. Make sure you’re never alone. And do not wander around the city at night. Even the daytime is dangerous. Go inside. Stay inside until tomorrow morning.” 


He doesn’t wait to see what I will say, or if I will follow his directions. I get the impression that if I were to disobey there would be disastrous results, and it would be prudent to listen to him.

And where had his accent gone? I am sure that the person the old woman talked with was him when I stood outside that shack. He spoke to her with that Cockney accent that I hear some of the maids and other women in my boardinghouse speak in. 

People with no education are the ones that use it. Sometimes people who have had no education, like Beatrice, pick up proper English anyway, as it is easier to find employment. Some use the Cockney when alone, out of habit. Perhaps that’s what he does, I tell myself sternly. Stop leaping to wild conclusions. 


But I remember my Father’s voice, saying that people who come from the slums are not to be trusted. He’d said that people with no education have no comprehension of the law. “Murder and thievery is not a crime to them,” he’d told me. “To them, it is a means of survival.” 

Yet, I trust Beatrice. I trust Grace and Sarah. Perhaps my father was wrong for once in his life. Perhaps I can also trust this mysterious, beautiful stranger. 

Sarah swings the door open. “My goodness, Rachel, where have you been?” she demands. I am staring into the street, trying to catch one last sight of the man. At the sound of her voice I jump.

“Oh, I didn’t mean to startle you,” she frets. “I was worried that you had gone for a walk like you do sometimes. Didn’t you know there’s been another murder?” Grabbing my arm, she pulls me inside, and takes my coat. 

“I—I did go for a walk.” I confess shakily. Had it all been a dream? And a more important question: Do I want it to be a dream?
Sarah clucks ########## in displeasure. “Sometimes I wonder about you, Rachel Martin.” She leaves me in the foyer. 

My mind is racing. I’m going back over what the old woman said. What the stunning young man said:
Your present will not remain such as it is for much longer.

Shadows will fill your journey.

Your past will become part of your future.

Your entire purpose will change.

Something precious will be lost.
Laughter will die.
Something unbreakable will be broken.

His dark eyes gleaming in the sun as he had stated it so calmly: There are things in London. Things you don’t want to encounter.
*  *  *  *  *

All night long, my mind churns. I go over and over everything that had happened: the murder, Amy and Mr. Garret, the fortune, running through the streets back to the boardinghouse—my mind lingers especially on the part with the young man and me racing through the streets. And the way I had been helpless under the gaze of his black eyes. Why had I been so speechless? So vulnerable? 


I keep asking myself the same questions over and over, and can still find no answers. How did he know so much about me, like where I live? Where I work? What things are walking around London? Does it have anything to do with the murders?


There is something else as well, something that has been niggling at me but won’t come to the surface. I toss and turn, trying to find what it is. The only thing that I am able to find is that the night passes too quickly, and I have not yet slept. But this unknown thing still presses me. Why do I care so much?


I am already awake when the other girls begin to stir, having been able to sleep only a little and opening my eyes as soon as the sun same up and through my window in a faint trickle. I can hear the others getting up sleepily through the slight wall to my left. I can’t find the will to get up, as they do. Fear keeps me rooted to my scratchy mattress. 

I hear someone singing outside in the street. His cries sound thin and sad; it makes me ache, and also eases my fear a little, in some strange way.

I keep thinking about the things in London. The man said it isn’t safe. How unsafe is it? Could I die today?


“Fran, hurry! We have to go!” a girl shrieks in the hall. At the sound of those words, I groan. I’m late again, and I quickly get ready, making for the stairs.


“Rachel! What are you doing? We have to go!” Danielle spots me from where she stands in the foyer, glaring at me sternly. She already has her coat on and is part-way out the door. “I’ll see you there, if you don’t lose your position!” she shouts, and then leaves. 


I quickly throw on my own coat, discarding everything the strange man had said about taking a cab to work. I don’t have the money, or the time to hail a cab!


When I’m outside in the fresh air, my fear completely dissipates. There are crowds of people, as usual, and none of them are cowering in their homes like I had considered doing. They go about their various businesses, some smiling and others frowning. But no faces hold fear. If they feel there’s no reason to fear, why should I?


Reassured, I run all the way to the Nathanials, keeping Danielle in my vision. I’ll only be a minute behind her. Anxiety about losing my postion causes me to add more speed to my steps.

Both of us recieve scoldings from Grace when when arriving at the town-house, but neither Danielle nor I are dismissed. For once Jillian doesn’t show up to bring me to my duties right away, and I take advantage of it.

My heart slows a bit as I walk through the house. I go to find Beatrice, wanting to avoid my normal duties as long as possible. I find her rushing down the hall. “Finally, a normal day!” she says when she sees me. 


“What do you mean?” I ask breathlessly, straightening my cap and following her into Miss Nathanial’s room.

“Miss Nathanial will be up from breakfast shortly. Make the bed!” Jillian orders us, bustling past.  


“Well, today is a Monday,” Beatrice continues brightly, “and Mondays are always normal. And there are no new murders today!” 


“It’s only morning,” I needlessly remind her. We enter the large room and set to work straightening it. 


“Why not hope for the best, Rachel? Perhaps there will be no more murders.”

“Oh!” Miss Nathanial gasps, standing in the doorway. “Murders? What do you mean?” 


I feel a brief moment of pity for the young girl. She is so sheltered by her parents that she hears nothing of the outside world. My father had thought it important that I knew what was happening in our world.


“Miss Nathanial!” Beatrice smiles in greeting. “May I lace your corset this morning? Your mother expects you to be ready—”

“Fine,” the girl snaps, stepping into the room and pulling off her dressing gown. 

“Very good, miss,” my friend replies patiently. Beatrice brings the corset we had ready about our young mistress’ plump waist. Beatrice jerks at the corset strings, and Miss Nathanial gasps. 


“What—what about the murders?” she asks again through her tears. 


“Never you mind, Miss Nathanial,” Jillian says, rushing into the room. She casts a scathing glare at Beatrice. “It is not a matter fit for a young girl’s ears.” 


Miss Nathanial pouts. “But—”


“How was the ball, Miss Nathanial?” I ask, hoping to spare Beatrice another lecture later. Miss Nathaniel’s frowns, probably debating on whether or not to let the subject be changed. But then her self-absorption prevails, and her face changes into a happy, smug expression. 


“Oh, it was just perfect! Everything went as it should. I danced with Mr. Garret, and he stayed by my side the entire evening!”

We are all appropriately awed and coo at her as she chatters on. “Get me the blue one!” Miss Nathanial snaps at me when Beatrice has finished lacing the corset. 


Clenching my jaw to keep myself from speaking out of turn, I go to her closet and pull out one of Miss Nathanial’s favorite dresses. It is an outrageous shade of bright blue—quite daring. 

We pull the blue dress over her head. It doesn’t fit quite right, because it seems that she’s gained more weight since the last time she wore it. Miss Nathanial, of course, blames Beatrice for not tightening the corset enough. Yet she declines when Beatrice offers to tighten it some more. Behind Miss Nathanial’s back, Beatrice rolls her eyes at me. I fight a smile. 


We find a different, larger dress and put it on our young mistress. This time it is a suitable color of pale yellow. I like how putrid it makes her pale, chubby skin look. 


“Time to do your hair now, Miss Nathanial,” Jillian interrupts the flowing talk coming from the girl’s mouth, “I will leave you with Rachel and Beatrice here to do it.” 


Before she goes out the door, Jillian gives each of us a glare of warning. Beatrice smiles ##########, and I stare blankly in response. 


When we’re sure Jillian is gone, Beatrice and I relax a little. “Why don’t you sit down in front of your mirror, miss?” Beatrice suggests, and Miss Nathanial complies. 


I am one of the girls that are the best at doing hair, and it is one of my jobs. So I pick up some pins, and brush through Miss Nathanial’s unimpressive hair. It is dull, and has none of the richness mine has. I allow myself a fleeting surge of selfish pleasure. 


“What about the murders, now that that annoying woman is gone?” demands Miss Nathanial. 


“Oh, some people were just killed,” Beatrice says airily. I am appalled at her rashness about it. “Now, tell us more about you and Mr. Garret.” She darts a look at me, and I know she’s finding out for my sake.  She thinks I am hopelessly infatuated.


“Yes, are you and Mr. Garret courting, miss?” I ask Miss Nathanial pleasantly.  Beatrice’s cough is knowing, and I finally scowl at her with impatience. 


Miss Nathaniel sighs. “No, not yet. Soon, I hope.” Her eyes narrow at her reflection. “Some of my friends told me that he’s been spending a lot of time with a girl from a dress shop. They say he will ask her soon. Imagine, choosing an apprentice over me!” 


I don’t comment, and slide some of the pins in her hair. Miss Nathanial surprisingly brightens. “But if Mr.Garret does not ask to court me, Mr. Darren surely will!” she speaks with confidence.

I accidentally jerk her hair, and the girl shrieks in pain. Beatrice looks at me sharply. 

“What are you trying to do, pull out my hair?” Miss Nathanial demands, nostrils flaring, and swats at my hands. I take them away and fold them behind my back.


“I’m sorry, miss,” I mumble with downward eyes, not meeting Beatrice’s gaze. “You—I—I’ve heard of Mr. Darren. He sounds… handsome.” 


Miss Nathanial eyes me, trying to decide whether to be angry with me or go on about Mr. Darren. She chooses the latter.


“Yes, he was very charming when I spoke to him. I danced with him twice.” She grins at herself in the mirror with satisfaction. As I gaze at her exression, I am reminded strongly of Amy. She has the same catty smile, the same self-ambition. 

“How wonderful,” I reply, once again arranging her hair. I put in the pins deftly, my hands shaking slightly. Beatrice doesn’t miss a thing; I catch her looking at me shrewdly.  


“It is curious that I’ve never met him before. In fact, I’ve never even heard of him until recently,” Miss Nathanial babbles on. My heart has gone cold.


“Your hair is done, miss,” I say.


She stands, now in her yellow dress and her hair finished. She looks as presentable as it is possible for her. 

“I’m off to breakfast now. I’m simply starving!” she announces. I bite my lip to keep from telling her that I’ve seen starving people, and they do not have such a thick waistline like she does. 


“Clean up this mess!” Miss Nathanial unnecessarily orders us over her shoulder as she leaves. 


There is a moment of silence, as Beatrice and I stand still. Then I sigh and move away. “Well?” Beatrice plants her hands on her hips. “Are you going to tell me?” 


“Tell you what?” I ask evasively, picking up a pillow from the floor and placing it on the bed.


“You know Mr. Darren!” Beatrice accuses. “Aren’t you going to tell me the story?” 


I sigh. “Beatrice, it’s nothing worth telling. Besides that, we have work to do.” 


“All the Nathanials are gone, besides Miss Nathnial. And she’s bbusy stuffing her face. Just try me.” She stands like a soldier, looking so expectant I sigh again. The desire to tell her everything is strong. I want a friend—I need a friend. Is it worth the risk? No matter who the person or how loyal, there is always a possibility of betrayal. I remind myself of Rand. 

But as I scrutinize Beatrice’s kind face I decide to tell her; she’s proven herself faithful through all these weeks I’ve been here. She’s helped me get out of trouble with Jillian when I didn’t do all my work, has kept quiet about Amy visiting, and has even done some of my work when I was too tired.


But I have to be sure. “Can I trust you?” I ask. She glares at me, and it is answer enough.


“Right. Well, sit down. This may take a while. I’ll try to keep as short as I can, though.” I exhale noisily. Beatrice glides to the door and shuts it gently. 


We walk to opposite sides of thebed, and straighten the pillows. Together we smooth out the tousled sheets. And as we do so, I begin my story.
*  *  *  *  *

Amy and I grew up in the grandest of homes fifty miles south of London, with the best servants, the best clothes, the best food, the best everything. We also went to the best finishing schools. Our mother and father loved us, though we didn’t see them very often.


Mother was always at some ball or some social event. She was one of those women always seen at charity events and everyone always heard about her large donations. She rarely had time for Amy and me. 

My father was ambitious. He began his career as a lowly German, just new to England. But eventually, through patience and dedication on his part, his fortune grew by his wise speculating. He never involved our family in his business affairs; he thought a woman’s place was in the house—and nowhere else. We, his daughters, were his little angels. But Father made it no secret that he loved me more. 

I don’t know why he chose to love me more than Amy. Maybe it was because he was the oldest of his brothers and sisters and he received little love from his busy parents and much responsibility, and I guess he didn’t want me to have it the same way. Or perhaps Father saw the hurt in my face whenever my mother called Amy to her room for an infrequent visit instead of me. Whatever it was, I was never ungrateful. 

My father’s love is what tore Amy and I apart. She was constantly burning with jealousy, even though she had everyone else’s love. Our servants, our mother, our relatives—they all loved her dimpled smiles, and charming manners.  But it was never enough for my sister. She always wanted what she didn’t have. Eventually, her bitterness grew until she didn’t even want to speak to me anymore. She pulled away completely.
We had a nurse when we were small. Then as we became older, Father sent both of us to separate finishing schools for the refining of young ladies.  Father had thought it wise—he knew the strain in our relationship. He did nothing about it himself, but he thought his noninvolvement was best. I don’t think he ever realized that he was the one who created it. 
Things went well over the next few years. Amy and I grew into ladies on separate sides of England. We never wrote. We rarely spoke when we saw each other on holidays. I tried, but Amy wanted no part of me. Especially, on Christmas, when Father would give me private little gifts, just from him, and my sister saw the affectionate exchange. 

Amy and I had had no idea what was happening at home while we were away. Mother was barely ever at the house and didn’t bother telling Father where she went. I have always suspected that she spent much of her time with one of her closest friends—a Mr. Doyle Ganes.

My father was no fool. He realized what was happening. So Father, trying to get retribution in his hurt, turned to the company of another woman. 

I never found out who the other woman was, but Mother did. She left my father. She never told anyone where she was going or how long she would be gone. She didn’t send word to me, or even Amy. 

The newspapers ate up the scandal and displayed our private lives for everyone in London to see. I happened to pick one of the copies up at the finishing school I was at. I immediately sent a brief letter to Amy explaining everything and took the first train home. 

Father had been a disaster. He’d taken to drinking while we were gone, and had become heavily dependent on it when Mother left. He locked himself up in his study and didn’t let anyone enter—not even the servants. I arrived, and poked my head around the door. He saw me, and began to wail, calling out my name repeatedly, in tones I had never heard from him. It shook me to my core.

The next few days after I had returned home, I spent my time trying to get Father back into good health. He’d have nightmares in the night, and continually begged me for one more drink.

His business, in his absence, declined. Realizing this, I tried my best to bring it back up again. But Father had never let me learn anything about it and I knew almost nothing of what was to be done. Our supposedly-loyal friends had pulled away when the newspapers revelaed our scandal. Father had had no partner, family, or his own close friend, so there was no one to turn to. Mother’s family had renounced all of us when they learned of Father’s indiscretion.
Amy never bothered coming home. She wrote a short letter back, saying that she was sure I had things well in hand, and that she would try to come home over the next holiday break. 

Father didn’t get better. His nightmares increased, and his need for the drink became more urgent. The father I respected and admired so much was weakening before my very eyes, going against everything he had ever advised or taught me. He allowed his inner pain to consume him. One day I went into his room with his supper. He’d strangled himself with the bed sheet.  It wouldn’t have worked if he hadn’t of been so weak from lack of food and rest. But as it was, he managed to escape this wearisome world. 

The investments he’d made in his business failed, and by the time he died there was nothing left for Amy or me. 

Again the newspapers told the world of the events in our lives. About our father’s death and our loss of fortune. Ruin, to put it bluntly. 

I was not allowed back at my finishing school and Amy had to leave the finishing school she was at. Neither of us had had our proper debut to society. After Amy was shut out of her school’s doors it was only then that she finally came back home. 

Other than our absent mother, we had no other relatives that we knew of to turn to. The money was gone. The house was emptied, and we watched all our fine belongings sold in a public auction. As a final act of pity, our one-time lawyer secured us tickets to London and found me work with Madame Bouclé. Amy was younger, so she stayed at the place we were managing to scrape by living at. About one year later, Amy sewed something for her own entertainment, and Madame Bouclé happened to see it—she was captivated from the moment she laid eyes on it. 

It was then that I became a maid, and Amy the apprentice.

*  *  *  *  *


“The great Baldwin scandal,” Beatrice murmurs, realization lighting her eyes. “You changed your last name.” 


I nod, swallowing my useless sorrow. “Yes. We tried to keep it the same, but too many people knew of us and snubbed us for it.” 


Beatrice mulls over this. “So your real name is Rachel Baldwin. I like it. I always thought Rachel Martin was so boring.” She smiles.


“Really?” I ask, the beginnings of a relieved smile pulling at the corners of my mouth.


“No.” 


We both laugh, and I feel the tension in the air disappearing. 


“Your mother has never contacted you?” Beatrice asks, anger now taking the smile on her face away. My own smile dies. 


“No. Neither of us has heard from her since she left Father.” 


“What kind of—”


A creak sounds in the hall and we both freeze. Beatrcie and I hold our breaths and wait. But now there is silence from behind the closed door. 


“I think whoever it was is gone,” Beatrice finally whispers. I bite my lip.


“Do you think they were listening? Oh, that was idiotic telling you here, where anyone could have heard! If someone has found out I could lose—”


“Don’t be silly. No one was there.” Beatrice pulls off her cap, pats her hair, and plops it back on. 

I just chew on my lips some more. “But—”
“And where does Mr. Darren come in?” my friend asks, ignoring my worry.

“Beatrice, if someone had heard that…”

“Stop worrying and tell me about Mr. Darren!” Beatrice exclaims. My stomach clenches again at the sound of his name. I sigh, forgetting my concern.

“It’s nothing. He and I used to be courting.” 


“Nothing? The look on your face that day we were working on the dress wasn’t nothing.” Beatrice retorts. 


“He’s not a… a nice man,” I say. An image of his perfect smile directed at me causes me an instant of pain before I shove it to the back of my mind, as I always do.

“Why? Did he hurt you?” Beatrice looks hungry for another appalling story. I turn from her and pick up a stray dress on the floor. 


“Yes. In a way, he did.” 


“Tell me!”


“I don’t want to talk about this,” I snap, feeling horrible as I do so. “We need to finish this room before Jillian comes back.” 


Beatrice is shocked into silence. But she doesn’t press me further. “Perhaps some other time,” she says quietly.  


I sigh. “I’m sorry Beatrice, I—”


“Don’t you dare feel sorry, Rachel Baldwin!” Beatrice says vehemently. “You actually showed some backbone at my bullying—for once—don’t you dare take it back!” 


I give her a small smile. 


“Now, let’s get all this cleaned up, and then go downstairs and see if we can convince Grace to give us some sweets,” she continues briskly. 


“Sounds wonderful,” I laugh. “Maybe she’ll even give us a few of those strawberry tarts.” 


“Miss Nathanial is probably eating them all as we speak,” Beatrice groans. 


“We’d better hurry, then.” 


We hastily finish cleaning the room, and rush down the stairs. Grace has managed to save two of the strawberry tarts. Beatrice and I squeal and Grace smiles. It is one of the lightest moments I’ve had in a long time. 

It occurs to me, as I’m eating and juice is sliding down my chin, that I should tell Beatrice about the young man’s warning not to walk in the streets. About the danger in them. But then Mrs. Nathanial marches in the kitchen, back from tea, demanding to know why she has idle maids eating when we should be working. We scramble out of the warm kitchen.

When night has fallen, and as I ready for bed, it is then that I realize I’ve forgotten to tell Beatrice about the things in London.
*  *  *  *  *

The lamps along the sides of the streets produce a soft glow on the cobblestones, and they allow me to see ahead. But they only intensify the darkness of the alleys in between the tall buildings. I try to keep my eyes on all of them at once as I pass. Looking for things. 


There are only three people milling about as I look around, and I almost wish Bart Penndel and his dim-witted drunkenness were here. At least everything wouldn’t seem so empty, and I wouldn’t feel so alone. Where is everyone? Why are the streets so empty? Have the murders scared off nearly everyone when darkness falls? 

The back of my neck prickles like a pair of eyes is following it. It creeps down my back. 


“Run!” someone screams. I whirl, my eyes widening in panic. The voice is coming from an open doorway.


“Someone is kicking up their knickers!” the voice continues screaming. Then they burst out into hysterical laughter. I can hear some girls laughing uncontrollably also. Probably the ones kicking up their knickers. 

People spill out of the doorway. They are just some scantily clad girls as I expected, and a gentleman—clearly indisposed. The girls’ bosoms are pale and exposed in the moonlight, and their long hair tumbles about their bare shoulders. The group is giggling, and slink down the street. I watch them go with disgust. 


I irritably pull my coat closer, scolding myself for being so paranoid. There aren’t monsters in these streets, and I most likely dreamed the fortune telling woman and her son!


But I am unreasonably distressed when I think this. The thought that the beautiful man I had seen was unreal, or imagined, makes my soul enigmatically heavier. 


I am an idiot. 


The sound of my footsteps echo eerily. There is a pitiless wind, and it slithers in the threadbare fabric of my coat. I shiver. 


“Her beautiful eyes were a terrible curse!” someone starts singing out of a window. “Three days in his grave she ran off with his purse!” 


I try to ignore it. 


Even more intensely than before, I feel that crawling sensation down my back. Stop it, Rachel, I scold myself. There is nothing out here that will hurt you. You are perfectly safe. There is nothing lurking in the darkness. Nothing waiting for you, ready to pounce. Still my mind unwillingly conjures images of long claws and wide jaws. I should’ve left the house with Danielle, but Jillian insisted on my pounding those blasted rugs…


I think I hear something to my right, and my pulse leaps. I look around wildly. Nothing jumps out. I pull my coat tighter around me. I must think of something else. That’s it. Something else. 


The walk to my boardinghouse has never seemed this long before. Perhaps I really should’ve taken a cab—damn the cost!

I keep my eyes glued to the road in front of me. The stones of the street are gray and smooth. A finely made road, to be sure. 


Then I hear it. It’s undeniably real this time.


A faint shuffling. 


My heart picks up speed again, and my breath now comes in short gasps. 

“It’s nothing,” I say out loud, to comfort myself. But the sound of my own voice scares me. It is trembling, and the words are barely recognizable. 

The footsteps come closer.

I forget everything that I had decided about monsters and dark alleys. I put my hand to my head automatically, securing my cap, and start to run. 


It’s coming after me. I can hear its feet against the ground. The sound is small, like it’s almost flying across the cobblestones. 


The thought briefly flits through my mind that I’m being silly; that there’s nothing after me. My rational mind beats frantically at my whirling panic, fighting to cage it again. 


But there is the feeling of someone, something, behind me. I push myself harder, not looking behind me.


I see the boardinghouse. It’s never looked so welcoming. I am so frantic that I accidentally let go of my cap. It flies behind me, but I don’t care. 


It’s getting closer; it’s speeding up. It knows I am just feet away from safety. 


“Oh, God!” I sob. “Save me!” 


It’s right behind me. I can sense it reaching out—it’s going to grab me. 


But I dive forward and reach the door first. I grasp the handle and whip around, expecting to see a revolting, drooling, angry monster with horns and huge teeth. 


There is nothing.


Just a still, empty street. 


I am absurd. Father would be ashamed. His levelheaded daughter letting loose her emotions like I just have. I must have looked so ridiculous running down the street like that, pale as if I had just seen a ghost. My imagination has gotten out of control. 


And yet… I was so sure that there had been something behind me. I had felt its cold breath on the back of my neck, as it got closer… It is foolish, I now know, but…For some reason I have the feeling that…


It was toying with me. 
