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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      As with the four short stories collected in Victorian San Francisco Stories: Volume 1 and the longer collected works in Victorian San Francisco Novellas, my primary purpose in writing the four short stories collected here in Victorian San Francisco Stories: Volume 2 was to give minor characters from my Victorian San Francisco Mystery series the chance to take center stage.

      

      My main series protagonist, Annie Dawson (previously Annie Fuller), owns a boardinghouse on O’Farrell Street in San Francisco. Consequently, the boardinghouse staff and boarders produce ten or more regularly reoccurring secondary characters. There has been no way to give all these permanent series characters important roles in every full-length mystery novel. This turned out to be particularly true in the sixth book in the series, Scholarly Pursuits, since most of the action in that mystery occurred across the bay in Berkeley on the campus of the University of California.

      

      Fans of the series noticed this. In their reviews, quite a few pointed out how much they had missed hearing from many of their favorite characters. That prompted me to write these four short stories set in the months between the end of the action in Scholarly Pursuits and the beginning of the events in Lethal Remedies, the seventh full-length mystery in the series. While Annie Dawson, her husband, and new daughter play very slight roles in these four stories, it is the minor secondary characters (and the historical setting of 1881 San Francisco) that get the spotlight.

      

      The first story, Beatrice Bests the Burglars, features Beatrice O’Rourke, the O’Farrell Street boardinghouse cook, who has been left alone in the house while everyone else is off at a July Fourth picnic. As she tours the empty rooms, Beatrice recalls how her own history and the history of the house have been intertwined for forty years. My intention with this story, told through Beatrice’s point of view, was to give readers a clearer image of both the woman and the boardinghouse. I confess this story also let me grumble a bit about getting older. Ironically, over thirty years ago, when I created Beatrice O’Rourke for my initial draft of Maids of Misfortune, the first book in the series, I was near the age of Annie, while Beatrice was based on an amalgamation of the older women in my life. By the time Maids of Misfortune was finally published, Beatrice and I were pretty much the same age, with many of the same aches and pains.

      

      Dandy’s Discovery, the second story in this collection, is also set in the boardinghouse and gave me a chance to feature another favorite series character, the Boston Terrier Dandy. While exploring how Annie Dawson is handling motherhood, this story also lets the younger residents in the house (the three boarders, Emmaline Fournier, Ian Hennessey, and Jamie Hewitt, and the young Irish servant, Tilly) play important roles.

      

      The third short story, Mrs. O’Malley’s Midnight Mystery, is set outside the confines of the O’Farrell Street boardinghouse, and my primary purpose was to reintroduce another of my recurring secondary characters, Biddy O’Malley. While Biddy showed up in both Uneasy Spirits and Pilfered Promises, I had written very little about her family, beyond the fact that her mother, Mrs. O’Malley, had numerous children and worked nights for the local Catholic hospital. This story fleshes out Biddy’s family and home life. Perceptive readers may notice the sense of claustrophobia that I was experiencing while writing this story; it was written during the spring of 2020 while I was first confined to my home by the Covid-19 pandemic.

      

      The final short story in this volume is Tilly Tracks a Thief, and it was written to provide readers with a Christmas story, one that takes them outside the boardinghouse to traverse the streets of San Francisco. I was in the ninth month of socially isolating when I wrote this story—and really needed to take my imagination outside the confines of four walls. In addition, I was feeling sorry for the youngest boardinghouse servant, “little Tilly,” who hasn’t had many speaking roles before now.

      

      For those of you who would like to learn more about the historical research I did for these stories, I recommend that, after reading the stories, you read the Historical Tidbits essay at the end of the book.
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        Noon, July 4, 1881

        O’Farrell Street Boardinghouse, San Francisco

      

      

      

      Beatrice O’Rourke gently kissed Abigail’s tiny fist and secured the baby more firmly against her shoulder as she watched her mistress, Annie Dawson, dig through a wicker basket sitting on the kitchen table.

      “Bea, are you sure I packed the clean diapers?”

      “Yes, I saw you put them in the basket. But Annie, you can change your mind about taking Abigail with you to the picnic. I’d be more than glad to keep her here with me for the next few hours. What if some wretched boy sets off a fire cracker and spooks the horses?”

      Annie looked up, with several of the cotton squares she’d just unearthed in her hand. “Now, Bea, Jefferson Square isn’t but a five minute ride away, and you know the Eddy Street stables have the best trained carriage horses in town. You could set off a cannon under their noses and they wouldn’t notice.”

      The baby stirred at the sound of her mother’s voice and Beatrice patted her as she rocked from side-to-side. She knew how important this outing was to Annie, who hadn’t left the house since Abigail was born seven weeks ago. She sighed and said, “Don’t mind me, dearie. I’m being a silly old goose, worrying so.”

      Closing the basket’s lid, Annie chuckled. “No one would ever dare say you were silly or a goose. However, I promise we will be back by four at the latest, hours before sunset, which is when any pyrotechnics will start in earnest. Besides, Patrick told us yesterday that the hooligans getting drunk in the Barbary Coast saloons are the ones most likely to cause trouble today, and that’s way across town.”

      Beatrice was proud that Patrick, her young nephew and one of San Francisco’s policemen, was following in the footsteps of her deceased husband. But sometimes her nephew could be too full of himself, showing off in front of the maid Kathleen. When she recommended that Annie hire Kathleen Hennessey to come work for the O’Farrell Street boardinghouse, Beatrice had never expected that her nephew would fall head over heels in love with the young servant. Or that Kathleen would return the sentiment, although––sensible girl that she was––she’d made it very clear to Patrick that she wouldn’t even consider an engagement, much less marriage, until she’d successfully shepherded her youngest brother, Ian, through school and into a decent profession.

      But that seemed to have only encouraged Patrick to work harder to impress Kathleen––and Annie––whom he steadfastly believed was his ally in his campaign to get a ring on Kathleen’s finger. Patrick claimed that this part of town would remain untroubled today on account of the city canceling most of the festivities in response to the attempted assassination of President Garfield two days ago.

      Beatrice did think it was a shame that the poor man had been shot and––if the papers were to be believed––was at death’s door. Seemed even more of a shame that the bigwigs had decided to deprive the poor San Francisco workingmen of this one summer holiday they could count on. Most of the other cities in the state hadn’t felt the need to cancel their celebrations––just add on prayers for the president in all the speechifying.

      As for the kind of mischief the shiftless young men of the city might get into, she wouldn’t be surprised if, without the parade and sporting events for people to attend, there wouldn’t be more––rather than less––trouble. She’d lived through enough July Fourths to know that no part of the city was safe from the reality that men of every age and station loved devices that made loud noises and threw off dangerous sparks.

      That’s the main reason she’d volunteered to stay home when her mistress declared they were going ahead with the picnic at Jefferson Square. Beatrice had already heard the distant clanging of a fire engine twice this morning and she wouldn’t be able to enjoy herself at the picnic, worrying the boardinghouse might burn down in her absence.

      In any event, she’d not been terribly excited about spending the afternoon sitting outside on the ground. Especially in this heat, when she felt every one of her fifty-nine years. Picnics were for young people.

      “Ma’am, Mr. Nate’s coming down the alley with the carriage.”

      Tilly, the little Irish maid, skidded into the kitchen from the back yard, her cheeks pink with excitement. Then, noticing Abigail in Beatrice’s arms, she whispered, “Oh, I’m sorry, ma’am.”

      Annie smiled warmly and said, “That’s quite all right, Tilly. You’ve seen how soundly Abigail sleeps right after a feeding. Do go back and tell my husband I will be out in a moment. But first, can you take this basket with you?”

      Beatrice watched as the young girl bobbed a hasty curtsy and took the basket, leaving the kitchen at a more proper speed. No doubt she would break into a run as soon as she was out of sight of the kitchen window.

      Although Tilly was about to turn fifteen, she wasn’t much more than four and a half feet tall, so she appeared considerably younger. Beatrice had been worried when Mrs. Dawson decided to hire the wee girl to help out Kathleen, fearing that Tilly’s life back in Ireland, chronically starved and beaten by a brutal father, made her too scrawny and timid to hold her own in such a large, boisterous household.

      Luckily, what Tilly lacked in size she more than made up for in a fierce desire to better herself. And while the young girl hadn’t grown but an inch in the past year and a half, her cheeks were now round, her eyes healthy and bright, and she could do a full day’s work without flagging. She still had a tendency to get tongue-tied when Mr. Nate, Annie’s husband, or any of the male boarders spoke directly to her, but she could be quite chatty in the safety of the boardinghouse kitchen, working with Beatrice and Kathleen.

      Annie, who had moved to the small mirror that hung on the kitchen wall to adjust her hat, said, “Now Bea, I want you to take the opportunity to rest this afternoon. You’ve been on your feet cooking for days. When we get home, Tilly can finish up the last dishes that are soaking, and I asked Kathleen to be back by seven…in case any of the boarders get home that early and need something from the kitchen.”

      Beatrice smiled at the idea she would ever leave dirty dishes in the sink, but she did appreciate Annie’s thoughtfulness in telling Kathleen to return early. Otherwise, Patrick would have tried to get her to wait at Jefferson Square until he got off work at nine. The boy never seemed to get it into his head that, for a live-in servant, a holiday or an afternoon off didn’t mean there weren’t still chores to be done. Most Tuesdays, Kathleen would have spent the day tackling the week’s ironing. The holiday today meant that tonight she would need to spend a couple of hours ironing sheets and table linens before she headed to bed––if she had any hope of getting through her normal chores over the next few days.

      “Here, I’m ready to take Abigail now.”

      Annie carefully placed one hand behind the baby’s head as she transferred her from Beatrice’s shoulder to her own, where she had draped one of the clean diapers. “With any luck, she’ll sleep through the trip to the park and won’t want to be fed again until we return. But that’s why Nate reserved a closed barouche for today, so I can sit in there if I need to feed her.”

      Beatrice stood at the kitchen door and watched as Annie crossed the back yard to where Tilly stood holding the gate open for her. The bright sun touched off sparks of flame in both Abigail’s and her mother’s reddish blonde hair. There was a definite spring to Annie’s step.

      She was glad her mistress had decided to join the rest of the boarders at the picnic. She did need to get out, and the fresh air wouldn’t do little Abigail any harm either. Beatrice could depend on Mr. Nate to whisk his wife and daughter home the first sign of a chilly wind or fireworks.

      I am being a silly goose to worry.
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        * * *

      

      Beatrice dried the last bowl and put it on the shelf, glancing at the kitchen clock. Only a little past one and she’d finished the dishes, washed the baby’s soiled nappies and hung them out to dry, and started a pot of baked beans to simmer. She also had mixed up enough dough for rolls, which would rise slowly over the afternoon. All she had to do now was peel some potatoes and boil some eggs so she could make potato salad when it was closer to supper-time.

      Tilly had instructions to bring back any of the left-over fried chicken and roast beef when she accompanied Annie and Mr. Nate home. But, if there wasn’t any left, or the meat had sat too long outside, there was still half of Sunday’s ham in the larder to go with the beans and potato salad, in addition to fresh greens from the garden.

      She’d bake some cookies later in the afternoon, since she doubted very much if any of the pies she’d made would survive the picnic. And the master did love her cookies. Annie often joked that Mr. Nate only wanted to marry her because of Beatrice’s cooking.

      As she sat at the kitchen table and started peeling the potatoes, she looked around the room with satisfaction. Everything neat and tidy as she liked it.

      But so empty.

      Even the old black cat, Queenie, had deserted her, going outside to lay in the shade of one of the bushes at the back fence.

      Beatrice couldn’t remember the last time she had been all alone in the house.

      Between the other servants, Kathleen and Tilly, her mistress Annie, and Annie’s husband and new baby, as well as the eleven boarders, there was always someone here. Even the few times a month she took an evening or afternoon off and left the boardinghouse, she only visited one of her numerous relatives. This meant sitting in crowded kitchens, listening to her sisters complaining about good-for-nothing sons-in-law, flighty unmarried daughters, or grandchildren who had gotten into some sort of mischief.

      Could this really be the first time that I’ve been all by myself since Mrs. Waterstone died? Hard to believe that was over three and a half years ago.

      Agatha and Timothy Waterstone first hired Beatrice in 1840. She’d recently arrived in New York City, a shy eighteen-year-old, fresh off the boat from County Cork. The saints had surely been looking after her that day when they led her to the employment agency where Agatha Waterstone had put in a request for a maid-of-all-work. Not only did Mrs. Waterston turn out to be a kind mistress, which Beatrice would learn was rare indeed, but the woman, who had no children of her own, had taken Beatrice under her wing—patiently forgiving her mistakes, listening to her small concerns, and giving her wise advice.

      By the time Mr. Waterstone, a sea captain, decided to retire and move out west to make his fortune in ’49, Beatrice was a well-trained parlormaid and the only servant brave enough to come with them and weather the first few years of living in tents and crowded boardinghouses. As a reward, as soon as they moved into the newly built O’Farrell Street house, Mrs. Waterstone promoted her to the position of lady’s maid, with an increase in weekly wages. With those wages she’d even been able to help pay for the rest of her siblings to come west.

      Such fine times! Dressing her mistress for a constant round of afternoon visits, fancy parties, and nights at the theatre. And then there were the small select dinners the Waterstones hosted, where Mr. Waterstone made his successful business connections. With a staff of five servants, the house had hummed with life.

      Nevertheless, Beatrice had begun to yearn for a home and a husband of her own. Agatha Waterstone, unlike some mistresses who tried to make a good servant feel disloyal if they chose to leave, supported her decision to marry the brash Irish copper, Peter O’Rourke. She even paid to have a dress made special for her for the wedding. A lovely light blue plaid that matched the color of her eyes, with yards and yards of material in the skirt. When Peter danced with her, sweeping her up in the air, it twirled out so sweetly. She pitied the young girls nowadays, like Kathleen, who wanted dresses like their betters…with those narrow skirts and awkward bustles. Couldn’t be much fun on the dance floor.

      But twelve years ago, her dances with Peter came to an end when he was shot dead by some thief who objected to her husband’s demand he hand over the wallet he’d stolen.

      Oh, that had been an awful day.

      She’d always known Peter’s job put him in danger. But she was still young enough to believe that disasters happened to other people, so she’d not been prepared. The small pittance the policeman’s benevolent society gave her barely paid for the funeral and wake, and she surely hadn’t wanted to go live with one of her younger sisters or brothers. But she feared she’d not be able to get a decent job as a servant—the only paid work she’d ever done. There weren’t very many employers who would be interested in hiring a woman in her late forties, specially not as a lady’s maid. The styles had changed so much from the hoop skirts and curls of the eighteen-fifties, which was when Beatrice last held that position.

      She remembered thinking that maybe she could get a letter of recommendation from Mrs. Waterstone. She’d kept in touch with her former mistress, who’d occasionally hired her to help out in the kitchen when the Waterstones hosted a large dinner party. The kind woman had known it was hard to make ends meet on a policeman’s meagre salary.

      What Beatrice hadn’t imagined was that––the day after Peter’s funeral––Agatha Waterston would arrive at her doorstep and ask her if she would consider moving back to the O’Farrell Street house to work, telling her that her current cook had left her in the lurch. Only later did Beatrice learn the truth, that Mrs. Waterstone had gotten a friend to hire her cook, at a slightly higher wage, so that she could offer the job to Beatrice.

      All she had known then was that the second she stepped back into the O’Farrell Street kitchen, put on the apron that hung by the back door, and fired up the old wood cookstove, her heart had begun its slow process of healing.

      She soon got the opportunity to show her gratitude. As Mr. Timothy’s health and business declined in the early seventies, one-by-one, the other servants either left and weren’t replaced or had to be let go. Beatrice cheerfully became a maid-of-all-work again, doing what she could to keep the house clean, the laundry washed and ironed, and the meals cooked and served. She even helped out by taking over some of the nursing duties so her poor mistress could go to church and keep up some social life, doing her charity work, playing whist with her old friends.

      Then came Mr. Timothy’s death and, a few months later, the stroke that felled her mistress. Merciful heavens, that had been a shock! Although Agatha Waterstone had been in her seventies, she’d appeared quite healthy.

      Even in death, her mistress had reached out to help her. First, with the small annuity she’d left Beatrice in her will––a sum that would have kept her out of the poor house if she’d not had family to take her in. But Mrs. Waterstone had also left instructions with Mr. Stein, the executor of her will, to let Beatrice stay in the house, at least until Mrs. Waterstone’s widowed niece, Annie Fuller, came to take possession.

      When Mr. Stein told her about the niece inheriting the O’Farrell Street house, she’d not been surprised. She knew all about Annie. Beatrice was still working for the Waterstones in 1852 when Annie’s parents, Elizabeth and Edward Stewart, arrived in San Francisco. They’d taken the trip west to join the Waterstones by way of Panama, and Mrs. Stewart was already pregnant with Annie when they arrived.

      Beatrice had even been in the room when Annie was born, and she had been given the job of taking the newborn down to meet her father and aunt and uncle who were waiting down in the small front parlor.

      Yet, back then, what Beatrice really wanted was a baby of her own. So, when she left the O’Farrell Street house to get married a year later, she’d not given it a thought that she might not see the little girl again. Beatrice didn’t even bother to come by and say goodbye when she heard that the Stewarts and their little girl were moving down south to Los Angeles, for Mrs. Stewart’s health.

      She had felt a passing sadness when Mrs. Waterstone told her that Annie’s mother had died. She’d been back working for the Waterstones by then. And after Mr. Stewart took Annie back east to live, Mrs. Waterstone would read her the yearly Christmas letter Annie sent. From these letters, Beatrice learned about the girl’s decision to marry a young man named John Fuller. Then came the terrible news that first Annie’s father and then her husband died.

      When Mrs. Waterstone heard this last piece of news, she reached out to Annie, asking if she wanted to move back to San Francisco to live with her and her husband. But she’d never received an answer. Eventually, as Mr. Waterstone got sicker, she gave up writing.

      Beatrice now knew that Annie never received those letters. Her young mistress never spoke much about her marriage to John Fuller, or the five unhappy years after his death that she spent living with his family as a kind of unpaid servant, but Beatrice often wondered if Annie’s in-laws had kept Mrs. Waterstone’s letters from her.

      Thank heavens, as executor, Mr. Stein was of sterner stuff. He’d even hired a private detective to track Annie down and sent the funds to bring her to San Francisco to take up possession of the O’Farrell Street house.

      And a month after Mrs. Waterstone’s death, when Annie showed up at the back door, Beatrice had been sitting in this very kitchen, all alone. Annie had been right off the train from back east, looking so tired and sad, so lost. Yet she’d given her such a brave smile when Beatrice had come over to welcome her.

      Maybe that’s why Beatrice had opened up her arms to fold the poor girl into a tight embrace. That smile had called forth one of the last times Beatrice had seen Annie, a sturdy one-year-old who’d smiled in exactly that way after she’d fallen and skinned her knees.

      Or, maybe it was that Beatrice saw in Annie a woman like herself, who’d found herself widowed, too young, trying to make her way in the world.

      In any case, that embrace, which Annie returned with fervor, forged some sort of kinship between the two of them, and Beatrice knew in that instant that in the same way that Mrs. Waterstone had become the mother she’d needed, Annie was going to be the daughter Beatrice had never had.
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        * * *

      

      Beatrice grunted as she shut the last kitchen window, feeling the twinge of sciatica that told her she’d been sitting too long on the hard wooden kitchen chair. Seemed contrary that sitting, rather than all the standing she usually did while cooking, woke up this familiar pain that snaked down the back of her right leg.

      She hated closing the windows on a warm day like today. Even with the fire now out, the oven would be throwing out heat. Didn’t feel right, though, to go upstairs and leave any of the windows open with nobody in the kitchen. Maybe she should leave them open and sit in the rocking chair and close her eyes for a bit instead of going upstairs.

      Knowing Annie, though, she’ll want to hear that I went to my room to rest, and a short lie-down does sound right nice. Anyways, I’ll be back in the kitchen in plenty of time to open up the windows before Mr. Nate drops them off.

      After removing her apron and hanging it up on the hook next to the kitchen door, she started up the back stairs, being careful to hold onto the railing and lift up her skirts so she wouldn’t trip as she went from the sunny kitchen to the unlit gloom of the narrow stairwell. Sitting might cause her sciatica to complain, but her knees were the grumblers when she went up the uncarpeted back stairs. She certainly was thankful that Annie usually came down to the kitchen when she wanted to give Beatrice instructions. Let Kathleen and Tilly run up and down those stairs a dozen times a day––they were young.

      As Beatrice made it to the first floor, she decided to make a circuit of the rooms while they were all empty. She might reign supreme in the basement kitchen, but Kathleen, with little Tilly’s help, maintained the rest of the house. They cleaned the fireplaces, dusted and polished the furniture and woodwork, and swept the carpets on a daily basis. Kathleen also decided when it was time to clean the lamps, take the draperies and carpets outside for a good beating, and she would let the mistress know if any of the upholstery needed mending. Nevertheless, Beatrice did like to take an occasional visit to the “upper realms,” as Hannah, one of the Waterstones’ first cooks, used to say.

      As she exited the stairs and went through the door that divided off the front hallway, she first looked briefly into the small back parlor where Timothy Waterstone used to sit in his easy chair, smoke his pipe, and read the papers. She would swear that sometimes she could smell the special tobacco he used. Daft thought! This room, like many of the rooms in the grand old house, had undergone several changes since then.

      When Annie decided the boardinghouse didn’t make enough income, and that she’d have to find some other way of making money, this room became the place where she would apply the cosmetics and wig that transformed her from being Mrs. Annie Fuller, the respectable widow, to Madam Sibyl, the exotic clairvoyant who gave advice for the tidy sum of $2 a session.

      Since Annie’s marriage to Mr. Nate last year, she no longer worked as Madam Sibyl. Instead, she now saw people she called “clients,” even though they were often the same men and women who had come to her for business advice as Madam Sibyl. She had fancy cards printed that listed her new married name as Annie Stewart Dawson, Accountant and Business Consultant. Annie said she’d been right glad to be shut of her former married name. Too many bad memories. She confided to Beatrice that she hoped by including Stewart, her maiden name, people might remember her father, who’d been some kind of a genius at making money back in the day.

      Annie also changed the purpose of this little back parlor to go with her new job. Got rid of the washstand and mirror, installed more bookshelves, brought in upholstered easy chairs, and started calling the room the library. Agatha Waterstone would’ve been pleased…never did like to see the room fill up with her husband’s smoke. Said it leaked down the back stairs into the kitchen. Mr. Nate had given up his cigars for Annie. Beatrice figured this was a fair trade for Annie giving up her fortune-teller outfit.

      Beatrice crossed over to the dining room, the largest and grandest room in the house. It hadn’t changed much from the time the house was brand new. The Waterstones had spent a fortune continuing the beautiful dark oak wainscoting and ceiling from the front hallway into this room. They’d also bought a table and chairs and an intricately carved sideboard in dark oak to match.

      She thought back to how Agatha Waterstone would survey the room, making sure everything was perfect for one of her dinner parties—the table covered by a spotless white linen cloth, the special dark blue Wedgewood dishes and cut-glass crystal, all set out in a row. Then there’d be the lovely flower arrangements that sat between the tall candelabras, and the sideboard covered with wine decanters. Her mistress looked so elegant those nights, her wide satin skirts gathering up the light from the candles to fire up the glints of red in her dark brown hair.

      Agatha and Annie’s mother were sisters, and while Annie had inherited her father’s fair hair and business sense, Beatrice knew that the bits of red in Annie’s hair and the chocolate brown of her eyes came directly from her mother’s side of the family. To Beatrice’s mind, baby Abigail looked to have gotten her mother’s coloring. She hoped the baby had inherited Annie’s sweet nature as well.

      Picking up an errant crumb from the tablecloth and putting it in her skirt pocket, she thought about how nowadays, the dining room was always in use. At breakfast and lunch the sideboard was crowded with chafing dishes so the boarders could come in and eat according to their different schedules. Each evening, the table held all eleven boarders with occasional guests, their chatter and laughter filling the room and spilling out into the hall. So much more cheerful than in the years when Mr. Timothy’s declining health meant that the elderly couple had taken most of their meals upstairs in their sitting room.

      Shaking her head at this sad thought, she went through the pocket doors that joined the dining room to the formal parlor, or drawing room, which is what Mrs. Waterstone had always called it. The dark oak wainscoting from the dining room continued in this room, although the ceiling was painted a light blue to match the new wallpaper Annie had hung in both rooms. There were easy chairs, a settee, a small writing desk, a table with four chairs that matched the dining room furniture, and an old upright piano.

      Back in the Waterstones’ day, this parlor was only opened up on the one day a week when friends knew they could call and find her mistress home, or when the couple was having one of their dinner parties. Now any boarder who wished to use it, could do so, any time they wished. The Moffets, the elder dressmakers, often did their sewing here during the day. In the hours after dinner, many of the boarders gathered to talk, play card games, and listen to Mrs. Hewitt play the piano. As a result, the doors between the two rooms usually remained closed—so the servants could set the table and then clear the dishes after each meal without bothering anyone.

      Today, Kathleen must have left the pocket doors open to let the cool morning air that came in the parlor’s front windows freshen the dining room. Most summer days she would have closed those front windows by now, to keep out the noon-day heat and dust from the street. The poor girl had been in a hurry this morning, trying to get all the daily chores done before Mr. Nate came by with the carriage. He’d taken Kathleen with Mrs. Hewitt and the bulk of the food, and the plan was for them to swing by Mason Street. There they would pick up Ian, Kathleen’s brother, and Jamie Hewitt and his dog Dandy. The boys and the dog had spent the morning selling the special edition of the Chronicle. Mr. Nate then returned to the boardinghouse and picked up the Misses Moffet and their niece Emmaline, the clerks, Mr. Chapman and Mr. Harvey, and the rest of the food. Only then did he return on a third trip to pick up Annie, Abigail and Tilly.

      Beatrice closed the pocket doors to the dining room and went over to shut and lock the two parlor windows. She’d ask Tilly to open them back up once a cooler breeze started up this evening. Now, all she had to do was go across the hallway and check to see that Kathleen hadn’t left the windows open in the small front parlor as well.

      When the home was first built, over thirty years ago, this smaller front parlor was where the men congregated after the meal when the Waterstones had a party, to smoke, drink, and discuss business, while their wives withdrew to the formal parlor. Years later, after Beatrice returned as cook, this small parlor was used less and less often, as the Waterstones restricted their entertaining to only their closest friends, Esther and Herman Stein.

      Then Annie had arrived and chosen this room for her work as Madam Sibyl. In those years, the most important piece of furniture was a large round table where people paid good money to sit across from her in her full clairvoyant get-up. She pretended to read their palms and talk about their star signs.

      Annie tried to explain to Beatrice how such smart, wealthy people would fall for the Madam Sibyl foolishness, but Beatrice thought that this never did make much sense. She was glad that her mistress no longer had to put on the wig and make-up to get people to pay her. Yet she thought Annie sometimes missed those days. Might be why she continued to get involved in what her mistress called her investigations.

      Now the room was called the office or study, and it was where Annie met clients during the day and her husband did his lawyer work when he was home in the evenings. In addition, Mr. Nate’s sister, Miss Laura, and her friends often gathered here to prepare for their university classes on the weekends. Gone was the table with its green velvet tablecloth; instead, there were two desks, a settee under the front window, and two upholstered chairs next to the fireplace.

      As she walked over to shut the windows, several loud popping noises startled her.

      Firecrackers for sure.  Sounds like it was just down on Market!

      She hoped Officer Stanley, who patrolled this neighborhood, was keeping a sharp eye out. Glancing out the window, she noted how empty the normally busy street appeared in the hot, mid-day sun. She guessed everyone was taking advantage of the nice weather to leave their stuffy houses.

      Now Beatrice, you could have gone with Annie and them all. Stop feeling sorry for yourself and get upstairs for that little rest you’ve promised yourself.
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        * * *

      

      Feeling daring, Beatrice used the front stairs to get up to the second floor. She’d had to laugh when she overheard Kathleen trying to explain to little Tilly why she had to go all the way down the hallway to the back stairs every time she went from the first to the second floor. The poor girl had frowned and said, “But Miss Kathleen, you always say we’re to be as quick about our work as we can be, no dilly-dallying.”

      Kathleen finally said, “It’s just the rule. Mrs. Dawson won’t snap your head off like some mistresses would if you forget. But it’s best if you get in the habit.”

      Beatrice remembered when she started out in service that Mrs. Waterstone had given her a sensible explanation for that rule. She said that since servants were often carrying something––a pail of water, a stack of wood, a dustpan of cinders, or a fully laden tray––it would be difficult if they unexpectedly ran into the lady of the house coming up or down the stairs. Since the style back then was for ladies to wear huge skirts over hoops that could measure a good three feet across, she’d no trouble imagining the disaster that could happen if they accidentally spilled something on one of those skirts. The days of crinolines were long gone, and since there would be no chance of running into anyone this afternoon, Beatrice was glad to save a few steps.

      At the top of the stairs, she paused, taking out the small ring of keys she kept in her skirt pocket. She didn’t have much reason to use anything but the keys that locked and unlocked the larder, the pantry, and the doors to the dining room’s sideboard, but she did have the master house key, as well as the special key that unlocked the Stein’s two rooms.

      Esther and Herman Stein, a well-to-do couple in their sixties, may have been much younger than the Waterstones, but they had been their closest friends, particularly at the end when Mr. Timothy’s health began to falter. The couple made sure that their carriage was available for Agatha Waterstone to use. And, at least twice a month, they would come to dinner, Mr. Stein telling Mr. Timothy about the latest financial and political scandals, while Mrs. Stein would entertain them all with amusing stories about her children and grandchildren. But those small kindnesses didn’t hold a candle to what the Steins had done for Mrs. Waterstone’s niece, Annie.

      Not only did Mr. Stein advise Annie on how to turn the O’Farrell Street house into a boardinghouse, but he and his wife sold their place in the Western Addition and moved into the Waterstones’ old sitting-room and bedroom, paying a top-notch room and board rate for the suite.

      Mrs. Stein said they had already been talking about selling. Said she was lonely rattling around in their big house now that all the children were grown and gone and her husband was on the road so much on business. She also told Beatrice it was her cooking that sealed the deal with Mr. Stein.

      But the Steins could have easily moved into one of the local hotels like the Baldwin or even the Palace Hotel, like so many of the wealthy did, and those places had fancy French chefs. No, it was just plain goodness that made them help Annie out, with their money and their advice.

      Walking into the Stein’s sitting room, Beatrice thought about how she had always admired both this room and the adjacent bedroom that were connected by a pocket door. Both rooms had special plaster carvings of flowers on their ceilings that looked right pretty with the floral wallpaper that Mrs. Stein had picked out. The Steins had replaced all the Waterstones’ furniture with their own favorite pieces and covered the floor with a lovely, thick carpet that muffled any sound. Their furniture might have been a mite too big for the size of the room, but to Beatrice’s mind, this made it cozy. Helped wipe away some of the sadness she felt when she remembered finding Mrs. Waterstone slumped in her chair by the fireplace that terrible morning she’d died.

      This July Fourth, the Steins were spending the day at the home of their youngest daughter, Hetty, who was hosting the whole extended family. Beatrice had heard Mrs. Stein tell Annie that she had half-a-mind to skip this affair and come to the picnic at Jefferson Square. She said Hetty had been complaining, as usual, that she didn’t understand why her parents had moved to that dinky boardinghouse, since it would have been so much more convenient to hold the holiday celebration at her parents’ old house.

      Beatrice secretly wondered if one of the reasons the Steins sold their house was so that Mrs. Stein didn’t have to host these sorts of family parties. She had confessed to Beatrice more than once that, while she loved her family, she liked them in small doses. Beatrice knew exactly what she meant, especially when her younger brothers and sisters felt they had the right to tell her how to manage her life.

      After making sure the windows were open so the rooms would have cooled off by the time the Steins returned home, Beatrice locked the sitting-room door before crossing the hall to Annie and Mr. Nate’s bedroom.

      Ever since Abigail’s birth, entering this room made Beatrice think about how life had come full circle. Annie’s parents had occupied this room back in the fifties, and it was where Annie had been born. Seemed fitting, somehow, that this is where Annie’s own daughter had been born.

      The mahogany wardrobe and dresser that had once graced the room had long ago been replaced with less elegant cast-offs, and the expensive Persian carpet was now slightly threadbare, but the round table and the large ornately-carved bedstead were part of the original furnishings. Even the old clock sitting on the fireplace mantel was the one Annie’s mother had brought all the way from New York so many years ago.

      Annie once told Beatrice that this clock and the two blue jugs on either side of it were the only things she still had of her mother’s. She said just knowing her parents had lived in this room, slept in that bed, sat at that table, and looked out that window, brought her a kind of peace she’d thought she’d never experience again after her father’s death.

      Of course the mantel now held a couple of Mr. Nate’s law books, the wardrobe was a good deal more crowded with his suits, and they’d had to squeeze a second small dresser into the room to handle his clothes. Not to mention all the baby’s things that were now in the room, including a crib. Good thing Mr. Nate wasn’t fussy.

      It helped that Nate’s sister Laura, who lived in the next room, had agreed to take the trunk that usually was at the end of the bed, as well as the full-length mirror that used to be where the second dresser now stood. But this made her room pretty crowded as well, which Beatrice couldn’t help notice when she stuck her head in to see if anything needed straightening.

      Miss Laura had left early this morning and she did tend to leave her belongings scattered about. Poor girl had thought she would have the whole day off. However, at the last minute, she’d been called in to work so she could help set the type for a special edition about President Garfield’s attempted assassination. She did hope to get away early enough to join everyone at Jefferson Square later in the afternoon.

      Beatrice went further into Laura’s room so she could pull the curtains open, since the sun would no longer be hitting this eastern facing window. As she passed the mirror sitting on its wooden pedestal, she paused. Didn’t know when she’d taken the time to look at her herself from head-to-toe. Of course, she knew her hair had all turned grey, except for the very tips. But those were hidden at the end of the braid wrapped around her head. What shocked her was how wide her hips appeared in the mirror. From the front, didn’t seem like she had any waist at all. Well, no matter. People said you couldn’t trust the meals in a house with a skinny cook.

      Did make it a bit difficult to thread her way around the end of Laura’s bed, what with the additional furniture, including a small dresser Annie had bought for the baby’s things. Thank goodness Miss Celia, Miss Laura’s friend from the university, had moved out before the baby came. And the crowding was only temporary, because next month Laura was to move into Mr. Harvey and Mr. Chapman’s room, letting Annie turn this room into a full-time nursery.

      When she got to the two male boarders’ room, she saw that they had, as promised, left the curtains and the window open. While Beatrice would miss Mr. Harvey when he moved out, she was glad he was finally able to bring his wife and two sons to live with him in San Francisco. For a moment, she’d thought her kind-hearted mistress was going to try to figure out how they could fit his whole family into the boardinghouse! But he’d found a small place to rent down south of Market, and his roommate, David Chapman, had agreed to move with him and sublet one of the rooms to help pay the rent.

      That was the biggest shame––losing Mr. Chapman. The man was so kind, always willing to help out, take Jamie, Ian, and Emmaline on excursions or play cards with them after dinner. He would be sorely missed.

      Now at the back of the house, she came to the entrance to the back stairs, right across from the water closet. Mrs. Waterstone had this tiny room carved out of what had been Mr. Timothy’s dressing room when her husband started having trouble making it downstairs. Sure was a convenience for everyone who now lived in the house. Especially in bad weather, when no one likes using the old outhouse at the back of the property.

      As she walked up the stairs to the attic, she could feel the temperature rise. Last summer when Jamie had complained about how hot it was at night, how hard it was to sleep, Mr. Chapman explained to him why hot air rose. Beatrice didn’t know how people who lived in those tropical places that were hot all year round stood it. At least in San Francisco, even when it did get occasionally warm, it usually cooled off at night. Not like back east. She certainly had bad memories of the summers in the Waterstone’s New York townhouse, when sometimes the nights seemed hotter than the days. Hadn’t helped that she had to share a bed with the parlor maid who gave off heat like an oven.

      Thank heavens, once the Waterstones moved into the O’Farrell Street house, she never again had to share a bed, even back in the early days when the third floor attic had housed all four of the female servants. Those had been fun years. At night, the attic rang with whispered gossip and laughter. She recalled how the cook warned them that they’d better get to sleep or they’d regret it the next day. She’d thought the cook, in her late forties, was an old fogey. Back then, Beatrice had been able to rise at six, work a fourteen hour day, then go out on her nights off and dance with Peter until the wee hours. Youth…and love, were a great tonic. Beatrice sighed.

      That tonic was missing in the sad period after Peter died and she returned to service with the Waterstones. As the other servants left, one-by-one, the attic became just a place to lay her weary head. Getting the cook’s large, pleasant room at the front of the house was nice, but it didn’t make up for the long days of hard work. Or the general loneliness she felt at night when she came up the stairs to the attic, now empty of people but filled with trunks of out-of-fashion clothing, discarded and broken furniture, and carpets, curtains, and bedding that needed mending.

      Since Annie had arrived and turned the tired old home into a boardinghouse, the attic had become a cheerful, lively place again. Filled not with servants, but with boarders, it was now a place that rang with children’s laughter over the antics of a small dog.

      The first boarders to arrive had been Miss Minnie and Miss Millie Moffet, the old dears who held adjoining rooms on the east side of the attic. They were two of the city’s most sought-after dressmakers, and they had turned the bigger of their two rooms into their workroom, taking advantage of the eastern and southern facing windows that gave them plenty of light in the morning. Six months ago they were joined by Emmaline, their young orphaned niece, and they had carved out a corner of their workroom for her bed and small dresser.

      Next to move in was Barbara Hewitt, who took up the large room on the southwestern corner of the attic. Mrs. Hewitt, a lovely woman with such a pleasant voice, taught at Girl’s High. She had a sad history. Really such a shame, because it seems to have turned her off men and poor David Chapman was awful smitten with her. Kathleen swore the reason he’d been so quick to volunteer to move out of the boardinghouse and room with Mr. Harvey was because he thought if he weren’t around all the time, Mrs. Hewitt would miss him. Absence making the heart grow fonder and all that.

      Up until this winter, Jamie and his small black and white dog Dandy shared his mother’s room. But after Christmas, Annie, bless her heart, said he could move into the small box room next to his mother’s room. He now shared that room with Ian, Kathleen’s brother, who needed a place to live. Beatrice knew for a fact her mistress wasn’t charging Mrs. Hewitt any more than she had been, even though she was really getting two rooms, and she wasn’t charging Kathleen more than five dollars a month for Ian’s room and board, and that boy could eat!

      At least Emmaline’s rich guardian, the owner of the Silver Strike Bazaar up on Sutter, was more than happy to pay for the young girl’s room and board, and both Jamie and Ian, good boys that they were, had offered to turn over some of the money they made selling papers. Annie told them to save their money, but that she would ask them to do occasional chores around the house and run errands for Mr. Nate. So far, that had been working out well.

      But Beatrice worried that the loss of income from Mr. Harvey and Mr. Chapman was going to send Annie back to work too soon.

      Well, not my job to worry about that.

      Walking towards her bedroom that overlooked O’Farrell Street, she wondered if she would be able to get a decent breeze going up here if she left the door to her room open. Otherwise, she was going to have to take her grumbling knees right back downstairs to the kitchen, to take that little cat-nap in the kitchen rocker.
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        * * *

      

      Jerking awake, Beatrice’s heart pounded, and for a moment the room, glowing with a bright heat, felt so strange that she wondered if she were still dreaming. Had she been awakened by some more of those infernal firecrackers?

      As she sat up and looked around, she decided that daylight wasn’t particularly kind to the old chest of drawers and wardrobe across the room, showing up every scratch. Since she seldom spent time in her bedroom during the day, she’d never noticed this before, or noticed how faded the bed quilt had become from decades of washing. Not that Kathleen didn’t make sure the room stayed spotlessly clean, and Annie had bought her a cheerful, red carpet for the floor last Christmas and had the Miss Moffets sew up curtains that matched it perfectly. No, it was more that candle-light softened the edges of everything, hid the effects of age.

      This probably explained why each morning the mirror over her washstand reflected back a face that, to her mind, hadn’t changed much since she was a young woman. Maybe the face was a little rounder and there were a few more wrinkles around the eyes, but it wasn’t the face of the old woman she saw when she looked in the kitchen mirror in the daylight.

      A noise from outside got her attention. She glanced at the clock on the table beside her bed and saw it was three-thirty. Mercy! I’ve slept for nearly two hours. No wonder I feel out of sorts.

      She heard the noise again. Seemed to be a man’s voice, quiet-like, but definitely coming from the side of the house. Maybe Annie and the baby were back already. The plan was for Mr. Nate to drop them and Tilly off in the alley behind the house and go back to the park so he could bring the others home later. This would give Annie time to get Abigail down for a nap, maybe take one herself, before everyone came home.

      But Mr. Nate wouldn’t have gotten down from the carriage and left the horses. So, who had she heard? Could be Mr. Chapman or Mr. Harvey had come back early as well.

      She pushed herself off the bed and went quickly over to the washstand to rinse her face, sticky with the heat. As she poured tepid water into the washbowl, she tried to figure whether she had time for a bit of a sponge-off so she could put on a clean dress before going on downstairs. Then she heard voices.

      “Hisst…George, see anyone about?”

      “No, and I looked in at all the windows. Don’t look like anyone’s at home. You ready to do this, Jimmy?”

      When she realized that she was hearing two men, neither of them men she knew, Beatrice hastily dried her face and tip-toed to the window, being careful to stand where it would be hard for someone on the ground to see her. She first spied a wide-shouldered man wearing a derby who stood near the front parlor’s side window.

      Then she noticed another man––or a boy, given his size and the cap on his head—walking from the front of the house to join the larger man. She watched as the two started towards the backyard.

      Up to no good, whoever they are.

      Thank goodness, she’d made sure all the first-floor windows were locked. Surely they’d leave once they found everything closed up.

      What about the high window in Kathleen’s room back of the kitchen? She often leaves it open a crack. Surely it’s too narrow for a man to slip through. But if they do figure out a way into the house, only the Stein’s doors are locked!

      No-one, except the Steins, ever bothered to lock their rooms when they left the house. Certainly made life easier for Kathleen and Tilly, who were in and out of all the rooms multiple times a day, tidying up, cleaning the fireplaces, dusting and sweeping, and putting away newly laundered clothes. Plus, the front door was always locked, and there was always somebody in the kitchen, except at night, when that door was locked as well.

      She grabbed up her keys from beside the bed and ran back down to the Moffets’ work room at the end of the hall. The windows in that room should let her see what the two men were doing.

      Beatrice made for the window that overlooked the back yard. To her dismay, the two men weren’t making for the back alley, instead they were standing beneath the kitchen window. As she watched, the big man with the derby swung some long, cloth-covered object, hitting the window, causing it to shatter. Quickly clearing out the shards of glass left in the frame, he climbed into the window and disappeared, followed immediately by the young man with the cap.

      Saints above! They’re in the house. I should have shouted at them, first I saw them outside my window.

      Her heart racing, she trotted to the top of the back stairs and leaned in to listen. In her experience, sounds from the kitchen came up the stairwell, clear as could be.

      “Jimmy, you search here and down the back kitchen passages. See if they keep any of the silver in the pantry. I’ll go on up, search the first floor. We’ll meet in the dining room. That’s the best place to find something of value, outside the bedrooms.”

      Beatrice thought she heard Jimmy grunt in reply. The thought of some ruffian combing his greasy fingers through her kitchen shelves made her sick, but he wouldn’t find anything worthwhile, even if he could break the lock on the larder and pantry doors. All the silver plate and flatware were safely locked away in the dining room sideboard.

      But she knew that some burglars were able to break into even these kinds of locks.

      Maybe if she ran and got Officer Stanley, he’d get here in time to catch the two men in the act and arrest them.

      But I can’t leave the house by the kitchen or the front door without chancing that I’ll run into them.

      She hurried back to her room, thinking that if she could see someone on the street, she could shout for them to get the police and hope the burglars wouldn’t hear her.





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/sv1_ebook_vol2_1600x2560.jpg
VICTORIAN
SAN FRANCISCO
STORIES

VOLUME 2

M. LOUISA LOCKE






