
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Axton Crescent Ghost

        

        
        
          Paranormology, Volume 11

        

        
        
          Jeremy Tyrrell

        

        
          Published by Jeremy Tyrrell, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      AXTON CRESCENT GHOST

    

    
      First edition. October 30, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jeremy Tyrrell.

    

    
    
      Written by Jeremy Tyrrell.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For my partner in pain, Michelle.

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Beazley


[image: ]




Truth is such a strange word. We throw it around as if it weighs nothing, as if it is some fanciful toy that can be picked up and put down at will. We instruct children to always tell it. We pretend that our lives are built from it. It is rigid, and perfect and, at the same time, flexible and muddy. One’s own perspective, impermanent as that is, casts doubt upon what should be so obvious.

Yes, we play with the truth, happily taking comfort, relying on it to be there when we return from our daydreams and fantasies, only to be shocked when it is not as we left it. We see the other side, the ugly side. The side we knew was there, but quietly avoided lest we stare into its depths and see ourselves. Then it becomes a lead weight, a mill–stone that we drag along. We might lighten the load by sharing it, of course, but that would also mean sharing the hideous reality.

Such is the burden of truth.

I was mulling over this, more or less coherently, one Tuesday evening at the Hare and Furrow. I say ‘more or less’ because I had brought upon myself, rather shamefully I might add, a touch of the stupor that only comes from one too many cups of ale. Sally, my beloved, had grown dissatisfied with our lot.

My hand reluctantly pushed the pen this way, but I am compelled to write what is true.

And the truth is this: that the affair was doomed from the start. Of course it was. There were obstacles in our way – the difference in age, the difference in culture and status. What relationship is without its trials? Ah, but I am making excuses again. The largest obstacle proved insurmountable, being sheer geography. We simply lived too far away from each other. Correspondence through the mail was tiresome and expensive and, though I wrote to her frequently, words can only convey so much meaning, and the heart can only bear so much absence.

We played a losing game, I knew it. I think she did, too. Enamoured as I was, I played fast and loose with my heart and with hers. I buried my frustrations, pushed the truth away, put on a brave face and soldiered on. Only, Sally did not need a soldier, she needed a friend. No. She needed a husband. I thought that our engagement would have changed things but, alas, it did not. The truth, of course, is that we were too different. She wanted a regular man with a regular job who would do regular things and held regular friends.

Given my line of work, I am none of those things and, honestly, I could never be any of those things.

So there I was, poring over my sorrows while the keep poured me another cup, when I felt the table dip slightly. I looked up to see a round, moustached face looking at me eagerly. I muttered something, maybe a greeting, I cannot remember, and went back to my cup. When I looked up again, the face was still there, intent as ever.

Bracing for a fight, though I did not have the foggiest clue of what his beef was, I said something to the effect of, “Do you need something?”

He licked his fat lips and said, “Yeah. I do.”

“What, then?”

“You're him, ain't ya? You're that one, right? The one who goes around with that white haired guy, right? Like, to houses and whatnot.”

If he was spoiling for a fight, he did not seem it. If anything, he appeared nervous. His eyes when not intent on me, were darting left and right, scanning the other patrons in case they took an interest to him.

I said, “I guess so. I have attended a house once or twice.”

“Eh?”

“Might I suggest you be more specific about what it is that you are after.”

He lowered his voice to the point where I could barely hear him over the din of the bar. “I've got a problem,” he said.

“We all have problems. Just look around you,” I said, going back to my beer. “If you want to trade them, I would be up for it, though I doubt you would take my offer.”

“Well, I might, that is to say, it ain't me, right, but my master who has the problem, you see.”

Clearly this man was not going anywhere and, though I was not eager to continue the uninvited conversation, I entertained him.

“Your master has a problem, you say? What kind of a problem?”

“Shh! Not so loud. His problem is an odd one.”

“Odd?”

“That is to say, one that ain't regular, if you catch my wind.”

I put my cup down and with it my thoughts of Sally. My stomach had had enough ale – honestly, I was just swilling at that point – besides, listening to a stranger’s problems was a welcome distraction from my own. I straightened up and turned to him.

I said, “Alright. How irregular, exactly?”

“You see, it's a bit sensitive, it is, and my master might not like it known that I'm associating with the likes of yourself – er, that didn't sound right. But, if you are who I think you are, you'd prolly understand, yeah?”

A warning pierced through the haze surrounding my mind and rang a bell somewhere at the back of it. I have grown accustomed to listening to such warnings but, I fear, the beer had suppressed my intuition and replaced it with bristly brashness.

“I might. That is to say, I am used to dealing with matters of an especially sensitive nature. You ask if I am he, the one who goes into houses and, er, whatnot. Tell me, how do you know of me?”

“Well, it's not so much you as that old man you work with. He's some kind of mind, ain't he? Goes to the University and all of that.”

I said, “That is why he is the Professor. What of it? Do you go to the University, too?”

I thought I might have caught him in a lie. I knew most faces at the University, even if I did not know them personally.

“Naw, naw. I'm not that smart, see. Though I reckon I might be if only I visited, but that's not for me, no sir.”

“Alright, how about we talk about your problem.”

“Not mine, you see –”

“Your master's, yes, yes. Does he know the Professor?”

The man shuffled nervously, scratching his head and rolling his shoulders.

“Well? Does he?” I persisted.

“In a manner. You might say, he knows of him, right? Like, he's heard about him. In a round-about way, you see. No, no, it's like this. There's a gentleman at the University what's in good stead with my master.”

“Who?”

“His name is Blaxland.”

I coughed to clear my throat, looked around and sat up. I asked, “What has Mister Blaxland said about the Professor?”

The man smiled, “So you do know him! I knew it was you, I knew it!”

“Hey, hey. Pipe down, man! We, er, we might want to take this somewhere a little more private,” I said. He nodded earnestly and pointed to a seat close to the back. I took my cup to steady my progress and flopped down.

He checked the other patrons. Apart from a few weary eyes that wandered our way, they seemed utterly disinterested. Happy that we were out of earshot from the rest of the room, I turned to the chap again.

“So, er...” I prompted.

“Eh?”

“Mister, er...”

“Mister? Mister who, then?”

“Your name, sir!”

“Oh, right. Um. Beazley. But don't call me that here, right, because if anyone knows I'm here, I'd find the devil himself with his hand out.”

“Go on.”

“This is secret, you see. Look, I even made a disguise,” he said, surreptitiously removing his moustache. “Not bad, eh? I clipped this from ol' Thunderbolt and stuck it down myself.”

I smirked. The job was quite a good one. He hastily applied it once more.

“You can understand that it's a secret, yeah?” he pushed.

“Of course. Does your master know you are here?”

“Yeah. Um. Kind of. Well, not really, but he did ask me to help, so in a way, that's what I'm doing, like. Look, it's like this. My master has a problem of the, er, super-natural kind, right?”

“A haunting?” I asked.

He flailed his arms at me. “Shh!”

“Sir, I can assure you that I have no problem using the word. The Professor and I deal with it on a daily basis.”

“Listen, it’s like this. It's my master. He's not in a good way. He's not his normal self. Something ain't right, I know it and whatever it is – look, I've served him since I was a pup, and I know when something's off, see, and there's something off, no two ways. He's lost weight, he has. And his hair is thin. It's falling out, it is! I should know because I'm cleaning it up after him. He won't eat, he never smiles anymore and he's up most nights ranting in his room.”

“Have you talked to him about this?”

“I have! And first he said he was just under the weather, but I know better. Then he said he caught the lurgy from his latest expedition, but he didn't get the sleeping sickness like he said the others did, so I didn't buy it, right? I can't stand to watch him like this, so,” he said, taking my cup and having a swig, “here I am.”

“Here you are,” I agreed. Giving up on getting my cup back, I signalled the keep for another. I asked, “What does that have to do with me?”

“You need to get rid of it.”

“Get rid of what?”

“We've all seen it.”

“Who has seen what? You're being vague, man!”

“There's something lurking around and I think it got to him. I said as much. Only he lashed out at me, he did. Stuff and nonsense, he said. Not true, I said. Mind your tongue, he said. So I did, but it’s only been getting worse, see? Some days he never leaves his office.”

“You said he asked you for help.”

“Yeah, he did.”

“From what you describe, it does not sound like it.”

Beazley ignored my comment and said, “You know what I think? I think it’s something in his collection.”

“His collection?”

“Aye. It's a big collection. Things from all over the world, he has. Half the stuff gives me the creeps just looking at it. I’ve never liked it. Anyways, I reckon that's brought some kind of spell down on him.”

The keep plonked two more cups in front of us. Beazley greedily swigged the rest of his drink and started on the other. I slowly sipped mine, vaguely aware that I needed to concentrate my faculties. He looked up at me expectantly.

“So you think it is a curse, then?” I prompted.

“I don't know. I'm not an expert, you see, but I've read stuff, you know. Stories about deserts and jungles and mountains and how there are spirits waiting there for travellers.”

“Like the jinn?”

“Eh?” he said, looking at his ale. “There’s gin in this?”

“No, er, never mind. Has anyone seen or heard anything unusual?”

“All sorts! Where do I start?”

I said, “How about we start with you.”

“Me?”

“Yes. What have you, personally, experienced?”

“Naw. You'll think I'm loony.”

I smirked, thinking back on some of my experiences, and said, “Try me.”

He licked his lips and whispered, “See, it's like this. I was upstairs taking care of the washing that Maggie had brought in. Whoop! I shouldn't have said her name.”

“It is alright, I am sure there are many Maggie's around,” I chuckled.

“Can't be too careful. Anyways, I was folding the sheets and tucking them away in the closet when I heard someone crying.”

“Crying?”

“Yeah, like, sobs every now and then. At first I didn't think much of it, given that Maggie gets in a state every now and then on account of her husband passing – God rest his soul – only I came to realise it couldn't have been her.”

“And why not?”

“Because she went in town, you see. That's why I was folding the sheets, you see.”

“I see.”

He nodded, adjusted his moustache and had another swig. There was a lengthy pause, during which he managed to get halfway through his beer.

I prompted, “So, did you happen to investigate? Did you go and find out?”

“Eh? Find out what, then?”

“The crying.”

“Oh, right, yeah. Thought I mentioned that. I had a look around, I did. Went into the other rooms and up and down the stairs only when I went down the stairs, the crying went up. And when I was up, the crying went down. Then I got tired of that and went down to the kitchen to ask Harold about it, only he weren't there, neither. After that, the crying just stopped.”

“It stopped? After you went into the kitchen?”

He shrugged. “Not quite. I went to Harold's house and found him there, asleep. Anyways, I came back to the kitchen and made myself a pot of tea, and that's when I realised I couldn't hear the crying anymore. I was so startled, I forgot about the sheets, you understand.”

I regretted not having a notepad with me. A voice in the back of my mind, sounding oddly like the Professor's, was telling me that I was making a mistake.

“Beazley...”

“Don't call me that here!”

“No one can hear us! Listen, I think it would be wise to end our conversation...”

“I knew it! You don't believe me! You think I'm a loony!” he grumbled, getting agitated.

A few of the patrons looked over at us. I reached over and put my hand on his shoulder to stop him from getting up.

“Beazley, please. Sit down for a minute. What I meant to say was that to do this properly, I will need to take notes and to introduce you to the Professor. I would like you to come by the laboratory tomorrow, if you will.”

He quietened down. “The laboratory? Is it safe?”

I smiled, “It is where the Professor and I work. He will be interested in what you have to say and, besides, any formal decision to investigate will be up to him.”

Beazley beamed, grabbed my hand and shook it, then swigged the rest of his ale. “Thanks, mate! Thanks a bunch. I knew you weren't a flake!”

“Be still, sir. I cannot promise anything. Like I said, it is up to the Professor to decide.”

“Right, right. Well, I'd best be off, then.”

“Uh, Beazley?”

“Hmm?”

“Firstly, your moustache has fallen into the ale. Secondly, do you even know where the laboratory is?”

I found a scrap of paper next to the bar and scrawled the address on it for him. He put it in his pocket as if it were made of gold, bid me a good night and scuttled out of the bar holding the moustache firmly to his lip.

***
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THE NEXT DAY, BRIGHT and early, I hustled to the laboratory in order to catch the Professor up. I had barely hung my coat and put the kettle on the stove when there was a knock at the laboratory door. Beazley was there, moustache restored to its rightful position. It did cross my mind that I ought to ask him to return after an hour, say, but the poor soul looked so anxious that I could not bear it.

I showed him inside, got him a seat next to the Professor's desk and added more tea to the pot.

“The Professor should be in any minute, Beazley. Yes, I will use your real name within the laboratory. Likewise, let me suggest that if you wish for him to take the case, you will need to supply some genuine details,” I said, putting a cup in front of him. “We work off facts, you see. It is the only way we can work.”

“Facts? Er, right. Facts, got it.”

“Biscuit? And you can lose the moustache while you are in here. These walls are safe enough. Now, I know that you have already related that, ah, the Professor has arrived. Excuse me for a second.”

I helped the Professor inside and hastily filled him in. His mouth flapped about and his eyes darkened when I told him of the association to Mister Blaxland.

“Laddie! That investigation was done in confidence!” he hissed. “You cannot just go blabbing about our dealings, especially regarding one that safeguards our funding!”

“I did not mention –”

“Clearly you did! At the pub, were you?”

“Well, yes. I mean, no, but –”

“Had one to many had you?”

“No, I mean, maybe, but –”

“Trying to impress someone with stories of your exploits, hmm?”

“No, Professor! I was minding my own business.”

“How would he have known otherwise?”

I hissed, “I have never met him before, nor have I ever mentioned Mister Blaxland’s case outside of the University.”

The Professor's beard poked out straight as he regarded the young man sitting at his desk.

“Did it cross your mind that this could be a ruse from our enemies to poison our relationship with Mister Blaxland? Why, I wouldn't put it past Pinkerton to stoop so low.”

I shook my head and said, “That did not occur to me, no, I admit it. Yet I have also not said anything about our dealings.”

“What if he is a journalist, eh? We've had run–ins with them before, remember?”

“I assure you that all information has been one sided. I have only promised that you would hear him out.”
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