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Praise for Butcher, Baker, Candlestick Taker, the first book in the Spokane Clock Tower Mysteries
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“A vivid and intense historical thriller featuring murder and mystery, mayhem and madness in 1901 Spokane. Ms. Meredith can write!” — New York Times bestselling author William H. Keith

***
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“FROM HER INGENIOUS title to the well-formed characters with quirks, Patricia Meredith has crafted a mystery that is unique and entertaining. I was never quite sure where this story was taking me, but I was glad to be along for the ride... Meredith’s historical knowledge of Spokane shines, as does her mastery of blacksmithing and clocks.... Overall, a strong beginning to a new mystery series!” — Tonya Mitchell, author of A Feigned Madness

***
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“A PAGE-TURNER... THE characters were compelling and likable, and the murder itself was something that made me fascinated to discover how everything would come together in the end.” — Corin Faye, author of The Beautiful Era

***
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“FANTASTIC HISTORICAL fiction!” — Ginger Morticia, Bookstagram Reviewer

***
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“HISTORICAL MYSTERY with all the Agatha Christie vibes I could want. I think one of the great things that the author does is contain the energy and aura of the turn of the century. The new ideas, the mixing of different cultures, the inventions, and especially all the lovely literary references such as Sir Conan Doyle with Sherlock Holmes, Kipling, etc. The historical details in this are spot on.... This book is just perfect fall reading.” — Bibliobrunette, Bookstagram Reviewer

***
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“I WAS IN SUSPENSE THE whole time.” — Alex Fergus, Spokane Historian

***
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“FIND A COMFY SPOT TO read this and don’t be surprised if you can’t put it down! The story and characters will have you locked in to find out what happens next and you will not be disappointed. The ending is so unpredictable and exciting you will be on the edge of your seat to solve this mystery! You will be addicted. I laughed so much as her characters have such a sense of humor. There’s charm, wit, mystery, irony.... You will love these characters!” — Anne Fischer, Goodreads Reviewer

***
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“I CAN’T GET THE BOOK out of my mind.” — Kathy Buckmaster, Historical Fiction Reader
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Book Two of the Spokane Clock Tower Mysteries

––––––––
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by Patricia Meredith
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Prologue
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Mr. London wished he was a dragon. 

Then, instead of simply blowing out ferocious smoke clouds through his mouth and nose, he might also devour anyone who stood in the way of what he wanted.

He just couldn’t catch a break. He should have known. He should have known things were going too smoothly. He’d made himself invaluable. Done everything required of him and more.

Now it was all gone. Poof.

He blew out more cigarette smoke from between his lips.

He’d lied to give himself a purpose, because that’s what he’d been told to do. He’d come to Spokane for one reason, and had stayed in Spokane for another.

And now he found himself pacing the bluff that hung over Hangman Creek, the wind whistling in his ears and biting his red cheeks, threatening a spring rain shower as he looked out across the deep ravine carved over the years by what was now just a creek. A thin, rocky, very slippery path led down the slope to his left, but his feet wanted so desperately to take the shorter way down. 

Hangman Creek, it was called, where Colonel Wright hanged a Yakama Indian chief in the 1850s without a trial. The city wanted to call it “Latah Creek” but that name could only be found on maps of the area.

He wondered what they’d call it if they found another body...
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Friday, May 17, 1901 — Spokane, Washington
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Thomas Carew finally had something other than food on his mind. But somehow he wished it wasn’t so.

When Marian Kenyon had run into the workshop a month ago in a whirl of red curls and flashing green eyes, his heart had stopped in his chest. The sun had blazed through the doorway behind her, silhouetting her petite form in an evergreen overcoat that had only enhanced the remarkable nature of her eyes. For days now he’d been unable to think about anything else but the beauty of her flushed face in that moment.

He knew what it was. Love at first sight. But to say such a thing aloud was to admit believing in such atrocious hyperbole.

It made him sick to his stomach. 

No, maybe that was just Mrs. O’Flanagan’s breakfast. She was the most recent in a long line of new cooks his sister-in-law had been trying out this month. This one was the first cook he’d met who could over-boil an egg. 

Best not to think on it—Mrs. O’Flanagan’s breakfast or the dryad of his dreams.

Instead he should focus on the task at hand. Which was more difficult than one would think seeing as it was just more mindless paperwork in preparation for the arrival of President William McKinley and his wife.

The President was due to arrive next week with an entourage that would fill a small country, let alone Spokane, Washington. A train had been arranged for his travels up and down the West Coast, complete with a private car for the President and his wife, two Pullman compartment cars as well as two Pullman sleepers, not to mention a dining and combination car. Traveling with them would be Mrs. McKinley’s personal maid and physician, the general agent of the Southern railway, the passenger traffic manager of the Southern Pacific lines, two managers of telegraph companies, almost the entire cabinet, press representatives, stenographers, assistants, assistant stenographers...

And that was just those coming in the President’s party. Chairman Black of the McKinley Reception Committee had said the city should expect upward of twenty-five thousand people to visit for the occasion. Public offices and labor of all sorts were to be suspended, the city declaring it a holiday.

It wasn’t McKinley’s fault he was a popular President, not that Thomas had voted for him. But that was just another long line of thoughts not worth delving into right now.

After the joys of catching a murderer—and probably the most inflammatory one of the century—Thomas was finding it extremely unlikely he would be able to focus on tedious matters like paperwork ever again.

Of course, if he wasn’t doing paperwork, he was downstairs in the cells talking to Mrs. Sigmund, or as the newspapers called her, “the Baker.”

He and Bernard were required to speak with her every day, to follow up on any questions they had while they closed up their investigation and prepared for the trial that probably would never happen.

But then, that wasn’t really Thomas’s problem now, was it? That was Bernard’s. And he could have it, along with everything else that came with catching a murderer—especially the good stuff. 

Unlike Thomas, who was right back at his desk with the paperwork piled high, Bernard was still enjoying pats on the back and “well done, chum” congratulations, thanks to the capture of the notorious person who claimed to have started the Great Spokane Fire back in 1889.

Bernard’s five minutes of fame had stretched to a month. It felt like he’d continue forever in the spotlight, reaching a renown to rival the catching of Jack the Ripper, if he was ever caught, and Thomas had to admit, the Baker was almost as gruesome.

If his twin dared to say one more thing to him about the lauds and commendations he was receiving, he was going to—

“You’ll never guess what I just received in the mail.” 

Speak of the devil.

Thomas turned his glare from level three down to level one—so as not to burn Bernard to a crisp—before looking up from his work.

“A congratulatory letter from the President himself?”

“You’re not too far off the mark, actually.” Bernard held out a piece of expensive-looking paper before Thomas’s eyes. 

The letterhead read “From the Office of the Washington Governor” and taking up half of the bottom of the page was a signature that would be difficult to mistake: John Rankin Rogers.

“He wrote to thank me for the enlightening dinner conversation we shared last night. Isn’t that nice?” Bernard asked, his dark eyes alight. 

Thomas couldn’t stop the puff of air that escaped him. He shook his head. “I have to admit, that’s pretty spiffing.”

Bernard turned the letter back toward himself as though he didn’t already have the thing memorized.

“It is, isn’t it.” His barrel chest was puffed up more than usual—almost as large as the gut he was gaining thanks to all the congratulatory dinners he’d been invited to enjoy.

***
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“‘CONGRATULATIONS ON catching the most intriguing deviant of our time,’” Bernard read from the letter. “‘Intriguing deviant,’” Bernard repeated. “She is that, eh, Thomas?”

His brother just shrugged and turned back to his paperwork, making it clear he was too busy to offer further congratulations at the moment. Bernard had hoped for at least a handshake or a rough slap on the shoulder. But his twin had been growing oddly distant over the past month. Then again, Bernard had been oddly busy. It seemed everyone wanted to talk to the Great Detective Carew. 

And why shouldn’t they? To have solved such a twisted case in just four days? It was quite a feat.

Then again...he couldn’t help but wonder... Sometimes he felt a little, what was it? Guilty? Because he hadn’t actually solved the case, now, had he? The culprit had walked in, assumed he had all the pieces, and started defending herself with her story. And the Baker’s part in all of it? Even the murderer hadn’t been aware of her involvement!

He wished they could just send her to the Medical Lake asylum—all fresh and new, built just ten years ago, with a psychiatric wing perfectly designed for such a person. But no, they’d been struck with a smallpox epidemic in the north wing of the women’s side, so as part of their precautions they were holding off on taking new patients. No matter how insane, apparently.

Bernard sighed and folded up the letter. He paused before returning to his desk, looking at what Thomas was currently working on, his neat handwriting filling the page.

“Writing to The Spokesman-Review?” he asked.

Thomas took a deep breath before lifting his head and blinking his eyes above the thin line of a smile. “As you’re reading over my shoulder, I know you can see that yes, I am writing to The Spokesman. Was there anything the Great Detective Carew would like to add about the measures the police are taking to ensure President McKinley’s visit will be not only entertaining but safe?”

Bernard rubbed his thick black mustache, choosing to ignore the heavy cloud of sarcasm emanating from his clean-shaven twin brother. “Well, considering the fact that Chairman Black received official word today from Secretary Cortelyou that the President will no longer be coming, I’m not certain the information will be greatly received.”

Thomas threw down his fountain pen, ink spattering across his words. “Well, that’s just great! This morning’s paper said Mrs. McKinley was rallying!”

“It appears she’s not rallied enough to warrant a continuation of their journey. Word is they head straight back to the East Coast once she’s well enough.”

Thomas crossed his arms across his chest. “How come nobody deemed it worthy to tell me this somewhat important fact?”

Bernard shrugged. “I just did.”

Thomas clamped his teeth shut with a click. “Thanks.” He rolled his eyes and shook his head, then began cleaning the small mess he’d made.

If anyone else had spoken to him like that, Bernard would’ve quickly reminded him to show some respect to his superior. As a detective, he was above patrolmen like Thomas. But no one else would ever speak to him like that. Everyone else thought he was marvelous, even the other detectives who had always treated him like larva who needed to be kept in his place. Instead, he’d turned into a butterfly beyond their expectations, and even Detective Burns tipped his derby to him when he saw him, instead of hiding pins on his chair like a schoolboy. 

Besides, Thomas should have known the news was coming. The First Lady had been reported as being at death’s door for the better part of the week, and yesterday’s front page headline had read “President Can Not Come North.” So it wasn’t his fault Thomas was choosing to be moody when Bernard was just trying to be helpful. Think how silly Thomas would have sounded turning this into The Spokesman. He should be grateful Bernard saved his hide.

Bernard decided to look beyond his brother’s immature attitude for now and take the high road.

“Speaking of The Spokesman, I’ve finally found a new boarder to replace Prescot.” 

Thomas balled up his ruined paper and tossed it in the can at his side. 

“He’s a newspaper man,” Bernard continued. “Came over from Tacoma to work with his cousin at the paper. When he interviewed me this morning about the Baker, he mentioned he’d love to get the ‘inside scoop’ as he called it.”

Thomas pulled out a new piece of paper from a drawer.

“I figured since Prescot moved up to the House, and we still need a boarder, I’d offer him to stay with us for a week or two.”

Bernard didn’t have to clarify to which house he was referring. They’d taken to calling the late Miss Mitchell’s house “the House” since it had become the house on the hill that continuously drew them to it. It was also where they’d discovered the wondrous and marvelous Mrs. Curry and her talents for cooking, though they’d originally gone there for a theft which had turned into a murder investigation.

Thomas dipped his fountain pen into the inkwell along the top of his desk, pressing the small crescent on the outside that allowed him to draw the ink into the pen, holding it for a couple seconds while it filled the small sac within. “It’s your house, Bernard. You don’t need to ask my permission.”

“I’m not.” Bernard shuffled his feet. “I’m telling you. Just thought you’d like to know so you weren’t surprised when you came home for dinner tonight and found an investigative reporter seated beside you.”

Thomas twisted the ring closed on his pen once it was full and wiped the outside with a pen wiper. “Can’t wait to meet him.”

Bernard gave up. He turned around and stalked back to his desk, letting his full weight fall on his heels just because he knew it irritated Thomas. 

***
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THE RED ROGUE WAS AT it again.

And feeling like a deceptive nincompoop the whole time she did it.

Marian had told herself she was through.

But even though she’d inherited her grandmother’s home free and clear, the interest from her grandfather’s investments was not enough to live on in the booming economy and growing city of Spokane. She’d thought about returning to her job photographing people’s homes, but as that had always been her way of casing a place before her nightly escapades, she’d worried that might be too close to temptation. So instead she’d found an occupation where she wouldn’t even think about her alternate persona of the Red Rogue. What could be better than as a companion to a detective’s wife?

Unfortunately, so far it hadn’t made it any easier for her to quit. For the past month, she’d kept one foot firmly planted out the door and on the nearest rooftop, part of her ready to leave at the slightest hint that they distrusted her.

Detective Bernard Carew, the man who’d sniffed out her connection with Miss Mitchell’s house—albeit not her connection exactly, but the Red Rogue’s—was the very man for whom she now worked, which only heightened the risk of the whole venture. But that was what made it exciting.

If she didn’t have that, she’d merely be a companion.

Nain would have approved of the Carew family, would have been filled with joy to know Marian had found a new loving home, and a respectable position.

Starting a new job, moving into a house with a detective and an officer of the law, not to mention her friend Archie Prescot knowing the truth, only emphasized the fact that she must give up the Red Rogue part of her life, no matter how difficult it might be.

So why couldn’t she stop?

Maybe it was because the Maid Marian part of her felt she was still needed. Every time she passed a hungry street urchin, she couldn’t stop the way her heart reached out to them, wanting to do more than hand them a loaf of bread or a couple coins. 

And so, she snuck out at night, hitting the houses mostly located on the South Hill, where the rich lived in their swell mansions, feasting on food they never finished and throwing parties that cost as much as a week’s wages. They lived in safety, while the men in the mines they owned toiled and died on a less-than-average day’s wage. 

And if they suddenly found themselves short a couple candlesticks, a few expensive baubles and trinkets from their travels abroad? They probably wouldn’t even notice.

But those candlesticks and baubles and trinkets would mean the world to that hungry street urchin.

As Thomas Love Peacock had written in her favorite book, Maid Marian, “William took from the poor and gave to the rich, and Robin takes from the rich and gives to the poor: and therein is Robin illegitimate; though in all else he is a true prince.”

Marian closed the back door of Nain’s house and removed the burgundy overcoat and driver’s cap that were the apparel of the Red Rogue.

“For the last time,” she said aloud, standing before Nain’s chair in the living room. 

The armless daisy-printed chair stood before Nain’s fireplace in quiet acceptance of Marian’s claim.

“You cannot make an omelet without breaking eggs,” she heard Nain’s voice say.

So perhaps not entirely quiet.

“I know it’ll be difficult to give it up, but I mean it. I’m done,” she said, this time with more emphasis, wrapping the coat and cap together into a small ball.

Then she turned on her heel and marched down the hall to her old bedroom. The bedroom that had been hers since she’d come to live with Nain at a young age. 

She barely remembered her parents. Just the faint glimmer of a smile, but that was mostly because it was the same smile that had crossed Nain’s face whenever she looked at her. Her father's smile. 

In her bedroom, Marian shoved the heavy dresser over two feet before carefully lifting the loose floorboards hidden beneath it. When she’d discovered them, Marian had hidden her diary inside, even though it had only been filled with the musings of a child unaware of the complexities of the real world. 

But since her return from Seattle, she’d been using it for quite a different purpose. Beneath those floorboards was hidden her treasure trove, to her more precious than that of Jim Hawkins in Treasure Island.

She’d sold most of the larger pieces in order to finance a personal mourning wardrobe, so she wouldn’t have to continue borrowing from Nain’s closet, an act that had felt uncomfortable to say the least.

What remained now were her favorite priceless first editions and her first pair of stolen candlesticks. She’d taken to stealing a set at every house after reading Les Misérables, in a sort of ironic tribute to the fact that a set of stolen candlesticks had launched her into a new life, just like Jean Valjean.

She gently set down the rolled up cap and coat amongst the collection. 

“‘Parting is such sweet sorrow.’”

With a heavy sigh, she buried the Red Rogue in her bedroom.

Then she stood and returned the dresser to its place before moving on to the next hardest thing.

One by one, she wrapped Nain’s things in newspaper and covered the furniture in sheets, shutting the door on each room as she completed it, until all that was left was Nain’s chair.

“‘I have too grieved a heart to take a tedious leave,’” Marian quoted, even as she stood there, holding the folded sheet to her chest, vacillating over whether to cover the chair or leave it as it had always been.

Everything you have in this world is just borrowed for a short time, the chair said softly. This is the beginning of anything you want.

Marian knelt before the chair, placing one hand on its soft cushion.

“Perhaps,” Marian said, finding herself once more arguing with a memory. “But as you used to say, ‘You know it’s love when you have been saying goodbye how many times but still you’re not ready to leave.’”

There was no escaping death. Perhaps it was part of what gave life its meaning.

***
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PETER BACH HAD BEEN blessed with a gift: an ability to draw people in with his chiseled cheekbones and striking, full beard, coupled with his unassuming nature which made him likable and charming. When people spoke with him, they found themselves saying things they wouldn’t normally have shared with anyone outside immediate family. So naturally, when he’d decided he needed to try a new career on for size, he’d picked being a reporter. 

Picking a name had been a bit more difficult.

His friends had called him “Peter Piper” after the Pied Piper of Hamlin, who could whistle the rats out of every corner. Given the alliterative nature of the name, however, he’d felt he couldn’t claim Piper, and instead had opted for Bach as a surname, given its musical connotations.

Of course, attracting rats did mean one was bitten occasionally. He hadn’t meant to unmask one of the leading lumber magnates in Tacoma as an adulterer with three mistresses on the side on his third day on the job. But, really, was it his fault? Shouldn’t the man have been more careful, more prudent, since he was from a family of such high standing? 

Peter understood how important a man’s background was to his reputation. A year ago, he’d moved out of his family’s inglorious home near Commencement Bay, refusing to live and die a fisherman like his old man. And so, through a variety of jobs and names, he’d moved up in the world both physically and mentally, from Old Tacoma around North 30th Street with its modest shops and homes up to New Tacoma and an apartment above a grocer on Pacific Avenue.

But that was his old life. At first, Peter had thought being exiled to the wilder eastern side of the state meant the end of his newest career path. Fortunately, it had turned out that Spokane was a lot like Tacoma: a small town that wanted to be a big city. And that meant plenty of social-climbers with skeletons in their carriage houses.

His cousin even had quite a nice setup at The Spokesman-Review, and best luck of all, the Baker’s recent arrest was turning heads and pages, perfect for a go-getter like himself willing to do anything to learn the truth.

Unfortunately, no one had been allowed to speak with her yet—no one but police, at any rate. They’d kept her confined to a jail cell in the bowels of City Hall. Peter wondered what they were hiding...

But luck had still been in his favor—it usually was—and at his interview this morning with Detective Carew, he’d landed an inside informer position by acquiring an invitation to stay at his home as a boarder. His cousin Daniel had cursed his good luck. He hoped that perhaps the next step would be a chance to speak with the Baker herself.

Now he sat in the front room of the Carew residence, overly decorated with Swiss bear furniture, drinking tea with the lady of the house. Mrs. Carew’s flaxen hair was as blonde as his beard, her eyes an intelligent blue, but she was trapped in a wheelchair, causing Peter to question why a man as broad and strong as Bernard Carew had allowed himself to be tied down by an invalid. 

The quiet, polite young lady who sat beside her in somber black was of good form and moderate breeding. And yet she, too, had bound herself to this incapacitated woman. It was a shame to waste such beauty.

“I’ll not beat around the bush, Mr. Bach,” said Mrs. Carew. “I hear the reason for your stay with us is to acquire further information on the subject of Eleanor Sigmund.”

“Elean—yes, the Baker.” Peter nodded and sipped his tea, hiding his surprise that Mrs. Carew had referred to the Baker by her given name, rather than her infamous title.

“You must understand, then, that my companion, Miss Kenyon, was a friend of Mrs. Sigmund’s, so we only refer to her by her true name in this home.”

Perhaps Peter hadn’t hidden his surprise, after all. He glanced at Miss Kenyon, whose eyes over the rim of her teacup dared him to contradict this statement.

“Of course, Mrs. Carew. And I shall naturally do the same as long as I am in your charming company. I had not realized there would be so many people attached to the case under one roof. I seem to have struck gold.”

Mrs. Carew merely tightened her lips and reached for her scone. She was going to be a difficult one to warm up to. He attempted to change the topic of conversation. “I understand Detective Carew’s brother was also involved with the case?”

Miss Kenyon and Mrs. Carew exchanged a glance.

“It might be best, Mr. Bach, not to speak of the case with both brothers at the same time,” Mrs. Carew said delicately. “Speaking with them individually will provide you with two unique yet cohesive points of view.”

Peter nodded and sipped politely, smiling over the rim of his cup at the wooden bear crawling up the leg of Miss Kenyon’s chair. He had struck gold all right. And maybe a few rats.

***
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SOME DAYS ROSLYN CAREW felt like she was nothing more than a talking carriage. Only, her carriage couldn’t take her anywhere. Instead it inhibited her movement, like putting a saddle on a horse only to have it go in a constant circle on a lead. She wanted to gallop. To run. To be free. 

But she was limited to stretching muscles only in her mind, making her a voracious reader. She had long since given up on reading novels and moved on to the wonders of discovery to be found in books of learning. Philosophy, psychoanalysis, astronomy, physics—new and old sciences, they all appealed to her.

Unlike other women who usually turned to the small women’s column found in The Spokesman-Review alongside recipes and gossip of the week, she read the paper cover to cover, and then when The Chronicle arrived in the evenings, she did the same. The blatant, gory details of murders and hangings intrigued her, but she found herself even more fascinated by the anatomy behind the event: Why exactly would a man’s body require dismemberment before being cooked in a blacksmith’s forge? How might one go about doing such a thing? 

And when the local papers had nothing new to offer, her magazines from across the nation and some from overseas kept her active mind engaged. She’d taught herself Italian, Spanish, and French, finding them to be similar enough in their Romantic style that she could pass between the three with relative ease. She’d even become fluent enough in French to read the papers directly from Paris, though she preferred the scientific journals to the fashion mags. 

So much knowledge in the head of someone considered an “invalid” was often overlooked, and she’d thought so many times that she’d make a decent detective for that reason. Who better than someone taken for granted to manipulate the unwitting into revealing all their secrets? Of course, the police would never hire a woman, much less one in a wheelchair, no matter how intelligent she might be. 

She’d been blessed in finding the Carew brothers—both of them were well-read and remarkably intelligent—but it was Bernard’s kindness that had won her to him, and his persistent love overtures.

No one else would think it to look at him, as he was quite a bear of a man, but he was soft inside like pudding when it came to Roslyn. She knew he’d do anything for her, and she for him. 

And for that reason, among others, she’d taken it upon herself to find an exceptional cook for the house. She’d allowed Mrs. Hill to stay on for far too long, but as she fired the fourth cook in a month, she remembered why she’d eventually settled on her. At least she could boil an egg—sometimes. She was starting to worry she’d never find someone the equal of Mrs. Curry up at the House, whom both brothers claimed was the best cook they’d ever met—and she had to admit, after sampling the meals she’d sent home, that Mrs. Curry would indeed be quite the catch. But the good cook refused to leave the inventor who had inherited the Mitchell estate, so there was no way of persuading her to come to them.

Once again, her poor companion, Marian, would have to take over in the kitchen. She filled in the gap quite willingly, saying always that cooking reminded her of her Nain, but then again, everything reminded her of her Nain. The girl was grieving, Roslyn knew, but sometimes she wished the conversation didn’t always turn back to her dead grandmother. 

Other than the constant Nainisms, Marian was proving to be quite a remarkable find. She was sweet, helpful, and surprisingly intelligent and well-read. She could hold her own in a conversation, even when Roslyn didn’t agree with her take on something.

In fact, Roslyn was beginning to think she wasn’t the only one who’d taken a shine to her. Thomas, who always had something to say, had been unusually silent of late whenever Marian was in the room. Of course, he was also often giving the cold shoulder to his brother ever since The Spokesman-Review completely ignored his involvement in the catching of the Baker.

She understood his jealousy—she had certainly been the one overlooked on several occasions—but she was waiting for Bernard to ask her for her opinion or figure it out for himself. It had been a month, however, and she was beginning to consider how she might subtly bring up the topic. 

After the departure of the new boarder to collect his things, she now sat with Marian in the kitchen, chopping vegetables on a wooden board in her lap to be of assistance.

“Really, Mrs. Carew, I don’t mind doing that,” said Marian for the third time.

“If you try to take this knife from me I might ‘slip’ and slice your finger off and then every time you look at the stub you’ll be reminded what happens to those who think I cannot do something for myself.” She focused on her cutting as she spoke and then looked up with a smile.

Marian smiled in return from where she dressed the roast that would accompany the vegetables in a long day’s stew for supper. “Oh, Mrs. Carew, you know I would never think such a thing. I merely meant I did not think the lady of the house should have to find herself working as a cook’s assistant.”

“I suppose it is somewhat uncouth, but then I’ve never been one to stand on ceremony.” Roslyn studied the young woman with her sleeves forced up above her elbows, an apron protecting the black mourning gown that emphasized her fashionably pale skin. “And how, pray tell, did you come to have such fine cooking skills yourself? I know you had a maid growing up, didn’t you have a cook, as well?”

“My Nain”—there she was—“insisted on doing all the cooking herself in our home. Said no one else could bake apple pie the way my grandfather liked it. The only hired help she’d allow was a maid...like...Eleanor...”

And of course, naturally the conversation had turned to Eleanor, the ghost that occupied Marian’s other shoulder opposite Nain, though she was not dead. Yet. 

Roslyn ignored the specter. “And how did the closing up of your grandmother’s house go this morning?”

It took a moment for the depressing cloud to roll away from her brow. Finally, Marian jingled the key to Nain’s house, which hung from her chatelaine along with the key to the Carews’.

“It’s done,” she said with a sigh. “But I intend to stop by every now and then to make sure everything’s all right. Wouldn’t want thieves to think it’s the perfect unguarded location.”

“At least if they did, you’d know who to call,” Roslyn said with a smile. After all, even though Bernard had solved a murder case, that didn't mean he was removed from the more normal jobs of the Spokane Police detectives: that of thieves, drunkards, and ruffians.

“Thank you again, Mrs. Carew.”

Roslyn set down her knife. “For what?”

Marian wiped the back of her hand across her cheek distractedly as she looked up from her work. “For inviting me into your home and life. I was feeling quite lost and I...really needed it.”

Rosslyn smiled. “I do wish you’d call me Roslyn, my dear. As my companion, I hope you’ll look upon me as a friend rather than a mistress.”

“I suppose it has been almost a month since I moved in, though I can hardly believe so many days have passed by already.”

“Yes, somehow we’ve survived Mrs. Harwell’s ‘world-famous blood sausage,’ Mrs. Dougherty’s corned beef—or foot, it was hard to tell—as well as Mrs. Malone’s British tea cakes—or rocks.” 

“And Mrs. O’Flanagan’s dreadful boiled eggs this morning.” Marian wrinkled her nose.

“Ah, yes. I never thought someone with such credentials might never have cooked an egg before. I still cannot believe that she tried to tell me all boiled eggs are green on the inside.” Roslyn laughed, and Marian joined in.

***
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MARIAN MISSED LAUGHING. These days it seemed the only times she did so was when she was with Archie Prescot. She wished he hadn’t decided to move out of the Carews when she moved in, but she’d gotten the distinct impression he’d felt it improper for him to remain, and he could certainly accomplish so much more living up at the House with his colleague, Mr. Matsumoto, with whom he did his sound theory research.

She wondered what they were working on today.

Marian sliced through another carrot, focusing on the even back and forth of her knife. Nain had taught her knife skills from an early age. 

“Never look away from your knife while it’s in motion,” she’d said. “Keep your fingers curled, so should you nick anything, it’s only a knuckle and not an entire finger tip. Always wash and dry your knives immediately after use, to ensure they remain clean and free of rust.”

Marian had run her fingers along the cuts in the cutting board in her kitchen before she’d closed up the house that morning. It was good for her to be out of Nain’s house officially. Perhaps by doing so the dream-memories wouldn’t be so terrible. She’d been plagued by them almost every night since her return, though now they tended to be about Eleanor, not Nain. 

Eleanor hadn’t known she’d been living a double life, with a secondary personality that sometimes took over to defend her against abusive husbands. Or she had known, but she’d hidden it? Or...something like that. It didn’t make much sense to her, but Roslyn had promised to look into it, to do some research, which was her strength and certainly not Marian’s. Marian was a woman of action, while Roslyn was a woman of the mind. She actually understood the psychology of the problem in a way Marian just couldn’t. And it was going to take all the best doctors to figure out what exactly was wrong with Eleanor.

But the whole double personality thing wasn’t what haunted Marian. It was the look on Eleanor’s face when she’d walked through that workshop door and her eyes had connected with Marian’s... She’d known Marian had figured it out.

Marian hadn’t even bothered speaking with Eleanor about it first. Instead, she’d rushed right to the police.

Why? That was what bothered Marian, had tormented her for a month now. Why had she done that? Why, upon making that connection, had she felt the need to run to the Carews to tell them she knew what Eleanor had done? Why hadn’t she, instead, taken Eleanor aside and given her a chance to explain herself?

If she had, if Eleanor had still told her the truth, and the Baker had still revealed herself as Eleanor’s whatever she was...would Marian have reacted differently in a private setting? Would she have forgiven Eleanor for murdering abusive husbands who deserved it anyway? Would she have shared about her own secondary personality and her temptation to steal? Would she have connected with Eleanor, or even the Baker?

“If ifs and ands were pots and pans, there’d be no work for tinkers’ hands,” Nain’s voice calmly reminded her.

She shook her head and turned her focus back to the meal at hand, wishing her doubts and worries were as easy to trim as a cut of beef.

***
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ARCHIE PRESCOT WAS knocking down walls with sound.

Walls of glass, that is. 

One of his favorite stories growing up had been the story of Joshua and the battle of Jericho. He’d been very young when he’d first suggested to his father that one day, he would bring down walls with sound, just like Joshua.

His father had laughed and said, “These days, men are more interested in building walls between people and countries, rather than breaking them down.”

His father had misunderstood.

Of course, as he stood next to the Japanese inventor, Matsumoto, he wondered if maybe both of them had been correct.

Through experiments with sound theory, he and Matsumoto planned to break down walls in many different ways, but for today, they were starting with glass.

Matsumoto set up the thin pane of plate glass between two vices from his workshop and then took a step back.

Bang. Bang. Bang.

The glass wall shattered. 

Fifty feet away, Archie stood, banging one of Mrs. Curry’s old cooking pots with a metal spoon in front of a large, conical funnel aimed at the wall.

“It seems it does not matter whether we use a brass, tin, or steel pot,” he called out. 

Matsumoto pushed his white shirt sleeves higher up his arms, though they were already rolled above his elbows, and pulled out a pad of paper and a pencil from his blacksmith’s apron pocket. Although blind, and therefore unable to read his own handwriting, he was still capable of reading and writing. He and Archie had taken to using a thick pencil that pressed into paper with something firm behind it, in a way that engraved the words onto the page, allowing Matsumoto to feel the words while Archie could still see them.

“I count five attempts with each,” Matsumoto called back. “Shall we try the cast iron next?”

Archie nodded as he approached to assist in sweeping the broken glass bits safely to the ground, and then realized he should probably say his yes aloud, even though Matsumoto had the uncanny ability of using his hearing to “see” far more than one would expect of a blind man. It was this ability which had allowed him to continue in his trade as a blacksmith, even though most people would think blindness the end of his career.

Matsumoto replaced the notepad and headed to the workshop to grab another glass pane from the collection set neatly inside, well away from the funnel so as to ensure they were kept whole until it was time.

Archie was pretty certain he was living the dream. Getting to work alongside an absolutely brilliant mind on something that he’d thought only interested him, while also working on his clockwork masterpiece for which he’d traveled from Connecticut? That was pretty extraordinary. Even though Matsumoto had offered him free room and board in exchange for his assistance with his research, Archie had insisted on paying him the stipend the Seth Thomas Company had sent along with him for lodging. It was the least he could do. 

Matsumoto needed the money, he knew, to hire new staff, seeing as the butler had disappeared after faking his references, the chauffeur had been murdered, and the maid was currently in jail. They didn’t need a new butler—it wasn’t like anyone was going to come out here to visit them—but they would need a new maid. The chauffeur question was still up in the air, though, as they’d considered selling the automobile that had only recently been acquired by the previous owner. Archie realized that for either of them to be able to keep the thing in working order, they’d have to learn a whole new set of skills, but for now he thought they should hold onto it. If anything, it might have parts that would be useful to their experiments. 

Especially his Big Idea.

The sound engine. In his head and on paper he’d been working on a theory that used vibrations in water to turn gears, thereby creating movement with sound as the force—a rather inexpensive resource when compared to the electric and gas combustion engines on which automobiles currently ran. But so far, it wasn’t an actual thing. That was where Hayate Matsumoto came in.

Matsumoto had designed a sound gun that combined his ironwork skills with something he called “echolocation.” It had the possibility for multiple uses: from assisting others afflicted in their ability to see, to a weapon that could maim rather than kill, which might even end wars before they could begin. Like Archie, however, he didn’t have a prototype that worked as yet. They hoped that through the combination of Matsumoto’s experiments with sound and Archie’s familiarity with complex small machines as a clockmaker, they might be able to begin making prototypes of their ideas.

Thus far, they’d managed to work together amicably, but Archie had worked with others before on projects and things had not ended well. At least, not for him.

Then again, if they could survive both of them being suspected of murder they could probably survive anything.

The events of last month had rattled him a bit, what with being considered as a possible “butcher” by his previous landlords, but in the end, the Carews had also become good friends.

And then there was Marian. He sighed. He could almost smell her seated beside him, laughing at his words, and joking about the trials they’d survived together since their chance meeting not so long ago. Discussing books and desperately trying to avoid the subject he knew she wanted to talk about: her secret past as a thief.

He sighed again and tried to turn his thoughts back to their experiment.

Once Matsumoto had the new glass pane in place, Archie hit the cast iron pot, and a low, reverberating tone like a gong rang out and through the funnel toward the glass pane. But this time, the glass did nothing. He tried again, trying different parts of the pan and hitting them repeatedly in quick succession, but nothing worked.

“I suppose that explains why the Crystal Palace of the Great Exhibition was made of cast iron and glass,” Archie said as he crossed to where Matsumoto stood.

Matsumoto nodded and ran a finger over his chin, considering their next move, giving Archie a chance to catch his reflection in the glass. Like the dog in Aesop’s fables, he studied his reflection and didn’t like what he saw.

He’d given up his attempt at a fashionable mustache after realizing it would never look like anything more than a caterpillar, but that unfortunately left his face bare for all to see, other than his frog-eyed glasses. He was cursed with cherub’s cheeks and two chins—four if he tilted his head down just right—that would have been adorable on a baby but were less than admirable on a man who’d be thirty this year. The roundness of his features didn’t stop at his neck, either, but continued in curves upon curves all the way down to his toes—or at least he imagined so, for he hadn’t seen them in years.

He wished he’d been born into a time when the girth of a man symbolized great wealth and power. If he’d been born a redhead he might have been able to pull off a worthy impression of King Henry VIII in his later years. 

But he wasn’t redheaded—dull black curls instead—and this wasn’t the 15th century—or whenever it was the king had made his name as a wife-killer.

His thoughts returned to the beautiful redhead that was a part of his life and he sighed once more. There was nothing for it. He was doomed never to be his Maid Marian’s Robin Hood, but only ever her Friar Tuck.

***
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BERNARD LEANED BACK at his desk with his hands folded beneath his chin. He tried not to look at the letter from the governor, but his eyes kept flicking to it. Finally, he threw open a drawer, tossed the letter in, and slammed the drawer closed again. 

What did he care what Thomas thought. He was acting just like when they were younger and their father had complimented Bernard on his memorization of the entirety of Hamlet’s “to be or not to be” speech. Thomas had been upset because he’d helped Bernard memorize it, had offered him ways of remembering which line was next by acting out the lines in a sort of sign language. Yet when Bernard tried to tell their father this, he’d merely smiled toward Thomas and then continued in his congratulations to Bernard since he was “the one who’d performed it so eloquently.”

Was it really Bernard’s fault Thomas wasn’t getting any credit? Perhaps he could say more when the interviews came, but he felt he did try. The papers just weren’t interested, really, in the solving of the crime. For now, they wanted to know all the juicy details about the Baker, since Chief Witherspoon wasn’t letting anyone speak to her outside of the Carews as yet. 

Bernard wasn’t sure if this was a decision of protection or promotion, as by hiding her away he was creating a great hubbub of interest, which would undoubtedly be good publicity for the police department as they fought the politics of possible cutbacks.

“Detective Carew.” 

Bernard looked up to see Sergeant Hollway’s mustache headed his way—for it was impossible not to notice the immense thing on his face before realizing there was a small, thin man behind it. The facial hair demanded Bernard’s focus before Hollway stepped aside with a wave of his hand.

“This man would like to speak with a detective,” was all Hollway said by way of introduction as a hobo plopped into a chair beside Bernard’s desk, and Hollway disappeared back to his place as the gatekeeper of the station.

It was like the man had been soaking in gin in the bottom of an oil can packed with horse manure. Bernard politely breathed through his mouth as he pulled out a piece of paper and his fountain pen.

“How may I help you?” he asked, turning to the hobo, his red-rimmed eyes studying Bernard’s feet warily, as though he found something familiar in the dirt on their soles. 

He sniffled and brought his fingertip up toward his nose, but that was all Bernard saw, for he averted his eyes to study his pen for a minute before returning his gaze. The hobo’s eyes were red and watery and his large, Roman nose hovered above a mouth full of blackened and yellowed smoker’s teeth, the lines around his mouth and chin caked in dirt. Had the man been eating out of the sewer as well as living in it?

Bernard cleared his throat and tried again, louder this time. “Sergeant Hollway said you wanted to speak to a detective?”

It was difficult to guess the man’s age under all that filth and rags, but he might’ve been a soldier once upon a time. Maybe he’d returned from the Spanish-American war without all he’d left with. It had happened to many.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
BoOOK TWO OF THE
SPOKANE CLOCK TOWER MYSTERIES

PATRICIA






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





