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Chapter One


The sheep heard it first.


They had been grazing peacefully on the hillside overlooking the pretty coastal town below, but now they had almost as one raised their heads, disturbed from their foraging. They stood still and silent as if petrified.


What had disturbed them was a rhythmic thudding, not at first discernible to the human ear but vibrating through the earth. They stood for a while like fluffy sentinels, and then, with no warning, they scattered to the further reaches of the fields. In the town below, nobody noticed a thing. Children sat upon the beach, captivated by the puppet show, shrieking with laughter at the criminal antics of Mr Punch and screaming in terror at the crocodile.


Young couples walked arm in arm, the girls holding parasols, the men wearing boaters, looking at each other with moon eyes. Above them, the pulsating rhythm could now just be heard but was still not recognisable. If your eyes travelled upwards, however, it was now possible to see where the noise was emanating from. Newly built, halfway up the cliffs, lay a rail track, a symbol of the new industrial age. Embedded within the very rock itself, like a gaping mouth, was a tunnel.


The noise began to change in volume and pitch. A whispering repetitive noise that was constantly building within the tunnel, becoming louder, louder. Then, with a banshee’s wail, a train burst from the dark hole, its funnel spitting plumes of smoke from within, engulfing it before it sped off into the distance. Eventually, it became nothing but a silhouette against the skyline. The sheep slowly returned to their grazing.


You would have had to have been of keen eye to have seen the two figures fighting for dear life upon the roof of one of the train carriages.


The first man, in his late 30s, was built like an athlete, lithe and muscular. His frame was more like a cat than a circus strongman. He had an austere face which bordered on arrogance, but if seen at a social event, you would still be drawn constantly towards gazing at him. His eyes were blue and penetrating as if he could look into your very soul.


If he asked you a question, you would end up telling him your life story. He wore a long, flowing coat which flew out behind him as if held by wires. His hair was longer than the fashion of the day, almost collar length, and so light in colour it was almost white. Although his face was grubby at present and smeared with soot, you could not mistake that this man was of noble birth. This was Farringdon Chase, or to give him his full title, Lord Chase of Lambourn. The world-renowned amateur detective and a man who had never failed to solve a case.


His opponent, at first glance, looked a lot older due to his clothing, which was shabby and ill-fitting. But when studied more closely, his stance and agility marked him out clearly as someone of a similar age to Chase, though heavily disguised.


This disguise was now failing. His fake beard hung limply from his cheek and chin. A false nose had been partly torn off his face. The effect of the steam’s heat upon the theatrical glue which kept the disguise in place gave the horrific impression that his face was slowly melting. Although his real face was so hideously covered, his eyes remained true. Hard and staring, they spoke of malevolence and a clear focus, like an alligator peering just above the surface of the water, searching for prey. His name was Sylvanus Sharp, and he was Chase’s nemesis.


“There’s no escape, Sharp,” Farringdon Chase pronounced. “You’re trapped on the roof of the 3.23 to Grantham, and we’re surrounded by fenland marsh!”


His opponent wobbled slightly as the train rounded a bend, but Chase stood firm. The fighting stopped whilst each man took a breath.


“Why is it always you, Chase, that spoils my plans?” Sharp spat.


“Crime is a blemish on society, and it is my duty to stamp it out,” Chase replied with a flourish of his hand.


Sharp sneered. “But how could you know that I was in East Anglia?”


“You made one small error,” Chase replied smugly. “The smallest deposit of earth left on the Raja’s bedroom rug. Hardly noticeable to the untrained eye, but a short chemical test told me it contained a quantity of sand…” Chase paused for effect.


“Well…tell me,” Sharp screamed venomously. “I know you are dying to!”


“The trace also contained wood and barley,” Chase continued calmly, perfectly balanced on the top of the carriage like a dancer. “A type of wood commonly found in the woods around Hunstanton. But what of the barley? I deduced the wood to be shavings from a shop floor.”


“Fascinating, Chase,” Sharp growled. “But what has this got to do with me?”


“Patience is a virtue, Sharp. Some dishonest butchers pack sausages with non-meat products to cut costs. I simply visited every butcher in the local Hunstanton area. Only one butcher used that particular type of barley in their sausage filling. A Mr Alfred Ripley of Heacham!”


Again, Chase, ever the showman, waited for dramatic effect. “Thus, in one day, I returned to the Raja the Golden Golf Ball of Wonoffpar, and the people of Heacham can now enjoy a superior standard of sausage!”


Sharp crouched, taking all the information in. “But…”


“How did this lead to you?” Chase smiled. “How did you enjoy your breakfast, Sharp?”


“What!” Sharp blurted. “Are you telling me that if I had not tried Ripley’s famous Cumberland sausage, I would have escaped?”


“Precisely, beaten by your stomach!”


The train hurtled on into the deep fens.


“But why this train?” Sharp asked. “How could you have possibly known what train I would be on and the exact time?”


Chase allowed himself a slight smile. “You really must stop this penchant you have for aniseed, Sharp. The smell lingers and does not easily disperse in the air. I just followed its aroma across the station until I arrived at this train.”


Sharp’s melting face twisted even further in hate. “Confound you, Chase!” he shouted, “Your mind is almost the equal of my own. If only you had joined forces with me and turned to crime, nothing on Earth could have stopped us!”


Chase looked disgustingly down his nose at the villain. “The very thought appals me. Now come nearer so that I can arrest you on behalf of the police.”


Sharp stared at Chase and then shook his head. “Oh, I will come to you with pleasure, Chase, but not to be arrested. We will ride this train to hell and only one of us will be saved from its flames.” With that, Sharp charged towards Chase and bundling into him, almost sent the detective over the edge. Only his nimbleness managed to stop his fall, and soon, the two men were grappling again for dear life.


“Time and again, Chase, you have blocked my plans, but now these games must end.”


Chase tried to put some sense into his opponent. “Stop this, Sharp. We are surrounded by marsh, hundreds of feet deep. Why not just give yourself up gracefully?”


With a cry, Sharp increased his attack, gripping the detective’s shoulders and trying to use his anger to throw them sideways. Just as it looked like he had the upper hand, Chase relaxed his body, confusing Sharp, before trying to use force to push the villain back to the centre of the train carriage roof. But Sharp’s momentum was too great, and instead he fell past Chase and disappeared over the side of the carriage.


Chase, shocked, stepped carefully to the edge and was surprised to see Sharp clinging to the side of the train by one hand. Getting down on his knees, Chase offered his hand to the hanging man.


“Sharp, take my hand. Quickly, man, quickly!”


Sharp looked up at the offered hand and then up to Chase’s face. His melted lips sneered.


“No, curse you, Chase! For nearly twenty years, you have dogged my every move across the country, across the world. Blocking my nefarious schemes, spoiling my dreams. Do you know what that feels like? Of course not, you are always the winner. But just once, just the once, I wanted you to fail. Not for my sake, but just so you could experience the bitterness of defeat.


“Well, this is my chance, and I am not going to waste it. I am tired of all this. I will not let you bask in the glory of my capture. Doctor Sylvanus Sharp, the greatest criminal mind of all time, was humbled by Farringdon Chase, the so-called master of detection. Forced to spend years chained up behind bars.”


Chase again offered his hand and begged, “Please, Sharp, take it.”


“I said no!” Sharp screamed. “My sacrifice will be your downfall. I curse you, Chase, with my last breath. Let me haunt your dreams and your waking thoughts. My blood is on your hands. I win, Chase, at last, I win!”


With that, he let go of the edge of the train and fell with speed into the deep marshy ground below.


Chase’s screams of despair, as he watched Sharp slip below the surface, were hidden by the wail of the train’s whistle as it thundered towards another tunnel.


Article from THE TIMES newspaper. 5 January 1890




The Chase is Over! Farringdon Chase to Retire From Public Service


After six months of silence, which has been gravely felt by the whole of the United Kingdom, indeed across the globe, it was announced today that Farringdon Chase, the greatest private detective in the world, is to retire.


The Times received a telegram yesterday evening explaining that the detective, also of course Lord Chase of Lambourn, no longer wishes to put his skills to use for the benefit of the general public and instead wishes to be left in peace.


Chase has not taken on any cases since the death of his evil nemesis, Doctor Sylvanus Sharp, whose death some believe Chase blames himself for. Despite this, many major crimes are being committed throughout the country, in particular the despicable crimes of the Gaslit Ghoul, who has terrorised the capital city for the last three months. Despite the efforts of Scotland Yard to get the great detective to help them with their investigations, Chase has remained silent.


It is rumoured that Queen Victoria herself has written to Chase in an attempt to change his mind, ‘disturbed and not amused’ by his decision.


Meanwhile, it is reported, but not yet confirmed, that the Gaslit Ghoul may have struck again last night, and the question remains: With the living legend of detection no longer able or willing to help and the police it seems unable to make any progress, who can save us from this creature?


Music Hall song Farringdon Chase as sung by Maisie Mullins, the Cockney Canary.


Written after the announcement of his retirement from crime detection.








Farringdon Chase, Farringdon Chase,


Of villainy, you leave no trace,


You see off crime with style and grace,


What will we do without you?


The case of the Mummy’s fingernail,


The Mystery of the Sands,


The Beast of Black Moor’s Footprints


The curse of the Gibbons Hand.


The Great Petunia Scandal,


The Case of the Frowning Clown,


The recovery and safe return of Queen Victoria’s crown!


O Farringdon Chase, Farringdon Chase,


You never fail to solve a case,


Make London Town a safer place,


What will we do without you?


The League of the one-eared gentlemen,


The case of the cross-eyed nun,


You found the missing masterpiece


And the plans for the naval gun.


The Treasure of the Mermaid,


The mystery of her smile,


The Conundrum of the Caliph’s Cat


And the riddle of the Nile!


O Farringdon Chase, Farringdon Chase,


The crème de la crème of the human race,


In the art of detection, you set the pace


What will we do, what will we do,


What will we do without you?

















Chapter Two


James Mayberry was a very patient man, but his patience with his close friend Farringdon Chase was being sorely stretched. His neat little moustache twitched on his top lip like the whiskers of a nervous mouse. Mayberry had aided and abetted his friend over many years, assisting on cases and being that quiet voice of common sense that Chase sometimes needed to use as a sounding board for some of his most outrageous deductions.


But as Mayberry sat staring at Chase across the drawing room of Chase’s London home, his anger was also tempered by heartache. It pained him to see his friend reduced to the person who sat opposite him.


He missed the energy that Chase brought to a situation, being rather a mild man himself. He missed the laughter, the dynamic charisma of the man. And, although he would never have thought it about himself, the adventure of the hunt and the solving of criminal activity. Now his friend sat, as he had sat on every occasion that Mayberry had visited over the last few months, bolt upright in the high-backed armchair near the fireplace, his hands gripping the armrests and his gaze focused on a non-specific point ahead of him.


Whenever Mayberry tried to start a conversation, be it on an interesting story in the newspaper or a banal observation on life in general, all he received in reply was a slight tightening of the lips from Chase in recognition, but no verbal reply. Deciding that he should leave, unable to bear the suffocating silence anymore, Mayberry decided that he would take a constitutional walk along Piccadilly and so made his excuses and left Lambourn House.


The difference between the stifling atmosphere he had just left and the general bustle of life outside was both startling and, for Mayberry, exhilarating. All of London life could be found here in Piccadilly. From the constant rattle of horse-drawn carriages along the road, the hawkers who sat selling flowers around the statue of Eros to young office clerks racing from their offices after a hard day’s work, heading for the music hall or a public house to spend a few of their hard-earned pennies.


Walking down towards Piccadilly Circus, Mayberry continued down Shaftsbury Avenue and as far as Oxford Street. He thought for a while about visiting his club but felt guilty about doing this whilst his friend was suffering so badly, and instead decided to return to Lambourn House, hoping to find his friend a little more eager to communicate. However, he was to be greatly disappointed.


Chase was still sitting in the same chair upon his return, but now his left hand was raised, twisting in all directions as if he were silently conducting an orchestra. Mayberry watched for a few moments, then sat with a slight huff and picked up the newspaper from the coffee table. He began to rifle through the paper, but glancing up, saw that Chase continued to wave his fingers erratically in the air.


He decided to attempt to break the silence. He tapped the paper and turned it so the front page with its banner headline faced the detective.


“Dear, oh dear, Chase, this Gaslit Ghoul character is severely getting out of control. It seems another poor soul fell afoul of his wicked ways last night. That makes three victims mercilessly poisoned in just two months! First two homeless vagrants, it says here, left in a coma-like state, never again able to live a normal life, and now it seems he has changed his pattern; this victim worked in the docks. At each attack, he leaves a message which reads, THE WORK OF THE GASLIT GHOUL.”


Looking at his friend, he noticed no change, so he tried another tack.


“How about a nice cup of tea? I’ll call Mrs Peters and…oh, I’m forgetting. You dismissed her.”


Mrs Peters had been the long-serving, and in many ways the long-suffering, housekeeper of Farringdon Chase for many years. Just the week previously, she had been left a letter in the kitchen from her master telling her that her services were no longer required. Never being the sort of person who took fools gladly, it was Mayberry who had had to console the poor woman who had been visibly upset, being very fond of Chase, despite his odd ways.


“Shall I brew the pot?” Mayberry enquired but received no answer.


“How about a muffin? I know you are partial to them. A swift walk down to Charing Cross Road will do us both a power of good.” Chase’s fingers continued to spiral. Mayberry gave a slight shake of his head and returned to the paper, and then said energetically, “I see Grace hit another century yesterday. I must say the good doctor is in good form.”


At the sound of the word ‘doctor’, Chase’s fingers froze in mid-air, and he seemed for just a second to wince as if containing an internal pain. It was momentary, and then his fingers once again began to move through the air.


“What are you actually doing, Chase?” Mayberry finally asked, standing and moving towards his friend.


Chase continued to twist his fingers but replied, “I am watching the dust flecks in the beam of light coming from the window, dancing in the air, floating, fascinating. Or I was. You are standing in the way now; would you please move?”


Mayberry stood defiant, finally reaching the end of his tether.


“Confound you, Chase!” he shouted. “I never thought I would live to see the day when I would say it, but I am in severe danger of losing my temper with you! You have got to pull yourself out of this depression. Life must go on; it has been six months. Just tell me, when is it going to end?”


Chase, unable to see the dust motes, had now dropped his hands back to their customary position on the arms of his chair.


“I cannot and do not want to see an end,” he said quietly.


Mayberry perched himself on the footstool which sat in front of Chase and tried to calmly get through to his companion.


“Listen, what happened on that train was not your fault. How many more times? It’s what Sharp wanted; he told you so. You did all you could to try and persuade him differently.”


Mayberry was shocked when, with no warning, like a hawk spotting prey, Chase suddenly swivelled his head upright to stare straight at his friend.


“Did I? Did I really?” he asked in a hushed but dominant tone. “I wonder. Sharp told me he would haunt my thoughts, and that curse has come true. But it is my own words which really haunt me. I told him that crime was a blemish that I intended to wipe out. Perhaps that is exactly what I did.”


“Chase, please. He wanted to die. He was a blaggard, a villain, no loss to the world at all…”


“But still a human being!” Chase interrupted Mayberry with force and then, after a pause, added, “One I saw die, one I helped on the road to death.”


There was a heavy knocking on the front door, which made Mayberry’s heart jump against his ribs.


“That is Inspector Trumper,” Chase said.


Mayberry was impressed. “Good Lord, Chase. What’s that? A little piece of detective skill creeping out from within you? It is in your blood, Chase; you cannot deny it! What was it, the heaviness of the knock against the particular type of wood? A code within the number of knocks?”


Chase let a slight patronising smile play on his lips. “Nothing of the kind, Mayberry. It is Trumper without a doubt, but I know this to be the case not because of any great detective prowess but because, at 5.30 precisely each day for the last month, Trumper and that clown of a sergeant of his have felt the desire to grace my home with their enquiries into this Ghoul business. Will you kindly ask them to go away?”


Mayberry moved towards the door of the room but mumbled, “It is just what you need, Chase.”


When he had gone, Chase returned to his fascination with the dust in the beams of light.











Chapter Three


When Mayberry opened the door, he discovered that Chase’s prediction was infuriatingly correct. Inspector Trumper was a very small man with a very large moustache, which framed his mouth before finishing with a slight twist at each end. This was a statement piece, as like many small men, he had an inferiority complex when it came to talking to others.


His facial hair made him feel secure even though it was very hard to see his lips beneath it, and it made eating oxtail soup, which he was particularly partial to, rather messy. He wore a small bowler hat and a trim three-piece brown suit. There was a constant tension about Trumper as if the world was playing some kind of joke on him, and he just wanted the chance to get one back.


Casting a very large shadow over him was Sergeant Potts. Potts always had a vague look upon his face which suggested that he knew he should be doing something, but for the life of him, he could not remember what. He also wore a three-piece suit, but his large frame was almost bursting from it. Either he had put on a great deal of weight since he had bought it (and judging by the state of it, that was some time ago), or it had shrunk dramatically in a wash.


When he stood upright, his hands, shirt cuffs, and a large proportion of his arms hung below the sleeves. His trousers did not reach his socks and stood at half-mast as if in mourning. However, he was an amiable soul who was keen to be of assistance, not that he often was.


“Good evening, Inspector, Sergeant,” said Mayberry with a smile.


“He’s in, I suppose?” Trumper asked with a flick of his head towards the drawing room door.


Mayberry pursed his lips. “Goes without saying, I’m afraid.”


Trumper began to enter but then stalled and moved secretively towards Mayberry, before speaking through the side of his mouth as if sharing a secret. “What sort of a mood is he in today? A bit more with it, I hope. I don’t mind saying Mayberry, it’s hard going. I’ve had more sentences strung together coherently by the drunken navvies we pick up and throw in the cells on a Saturday night.”


Potts had moved up behind the Inspector and made him jump. “He’s not drunk, is he?”


Trumper gave himself some space. “No, Potts, I was just making a comparison.”


“Righto, Sir. Do you want me to write it down?”


“Not at the moment, Potts,” Trumper replied in frustration.


“In answer to your question, Inspector,” Mayberry said, “there is little change, but feel free to try again.”


Trumper flexed his shoulders, pulled down his waistcoat and entered the hallway, saying, “Oh well, once more unto the breach…”


Potts stood in the doorway looking around himself. “Which way’s that, Sir?”


“Follow me, Potts,” said Trumper, moving towards the drawing room door without looking back at his sergeant.


As he entered, Chase suddenly leapt to his feet and shouted, “No, Trumper!”


“Sorry?” Trumper asked, taken aback.


“The answer is no! No, I won’t help you solve the Ghoul case. No, I do not feel any better. No, I don’t want to be a detective. No, I don’t want a cup of tea. No, I do not want a muffin. And no, I have no interest in cricket.” With this, Chase slumped back in his seat and continued to stare at the dust motes once again.


The three other men stood in shock by the door in stunned silence. Finally, Trumper broke it.


“Blimey, he is in a bad way, isn’t he?”


Mayberry approached Chase and sat on the footstool beside his chair. “The inspector just called by to see how you were feeling.”


Trumper edged forward slightly, a little nervous that Chase might decide to attack him.


“Just a social call, nothing more,” he said with a smile, only noticeable because his moustache rose slightly up in the air.


Potts, confused as ever, added, “Oh, and to ask about the Ghoul case as well!” He bowed his head as Trumper delivered a murderous look in his direction.


Chase looked up. “Exactly, Trumper! You have never in the past been remotely interested in my well-being, so it becomes a little tedious and a little obvious when you do so now.”


Straightening his tie and clicking his neck, Trumper said, “Well, as the subject of the Ghoul has been raised, I don’t suppose you have had any ideas?”


Chase just shook his head in response.


“I was hoping that you would feel it your civic duty to help the forces of law and order,” continued Trumper.


“Well, you are wrong, Trumper,” replied Chase, sitting back in his seat. “You see, any detective work I once carried out in my past was done for the sake of fun, an amusement. The chance to tax my obviously brilliant deductive mind in the pursuit of pleasure. Whereas your futile attempts at law enforcement just happen to be your job, for which you are handsomely paid.”


Trumper thought he spied an opening. “Well, if it’s money you’re after, I’m sure we could come to some arrangement of a financial nature.”


Chase shook his head again. “Trumper, I am a lord of the realm! Money is of no importance! You really don’t understand, do you?”


Trumper replied grumpily, “No, Chase, I don’t. What do you want?”


“To be left alone!”


Trumper thought for a moment, twirling the ends of his moustache. “What if I told you that there was something special about today?”


Potts bounded over, like an excited puppy and shouted, “Ooh, it’s not your birthday, is it, Sir?”


Trumper gave him a look of disdain. “No, Potts.”


Potts stepped back, disappointed that there would be no cake to share around back at the station.


“What if I told you, Chase,” continued Trumper, “that I have been asked to come here today by none other than Sir Edward Bradford himself!”


Chase sat up, as if impressed. “What? You are here on the personal request of the Head of the Metropolitan Police?”
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