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Transcription of the confession of the German noble Kaspar Holtzer, recorded in Edinburgh, Scotland, December 1870 in the presence of members of the Scotland Yard that are believed to have been personal agents of the Queen. Borrowed from the personal collection of Professor Melody Drake of the Pacific School. This transcription is believed to be only the first part of a larger document, of which the second section has been lost. It is also considered to one of the only known remaining works created by the Oblonsky typewriter still in existence, the rest having been destroyed during the bombing of Dresden during World War II. 

A handwritten note etched in a well-crafted hand was once attached to the file. The existence of the note is known only through other contemporary sources. It read, “Ich heisse Kaspar Holtzer. Das folgende Testament wurde gegen meinen Willen von auslaendischen Agenten des britische Weltreich im Austausch fuer meine Freilassung auf dem Kontinent aufgezeichnet. Glaube keinen Worten die folgen.” The existence of Holtzer’s confession was never made public, even after newspapers began printing tales and alleged sightings of the Giggling Ghost in 1871.

I know nothing of the truth of what happened at Foxhill Hall, neither the night that Lord Angus Wessex died nor the terror of the days that followed. I was not an invited guest. Wessex wanted nothing to do with a Bavarian noble on holiday over the Channel. I was there because of Charles. I was always there because of Charles.

You fools know him as Baron Dynevor, the bachelor heir to a fantastic fortune that meant he would never want for anything. I had nearly given up on England, these tittering Brits with few manners, thinking that I would travel to Ireland next, feeling like I needed men that were a little rougher than the dandies of London, when I met Charles at a men’s club called Mother Molly’s. 

I was there with another gentleman, a highly regarded merchant with rather enormous arms. I had been to the club before, favouring its cigars and whiskey. It has darkened backrooms and upstairs bedrooms for those with the required keys, the ones for members only. I have visited similar clubs in all the cities of Europe, even here in Edinburgh. They’re all the same, and far more boring most of the time than what you lot suspect. I do wonder if you raid the places just to get a glimpse.

Charles was at the bar, and that was it.  The merchant was a thing of the past. His suit was sharply tailored to his body, made of a shiny black fabric from head to toe. He was laughing with some other man, a rich and deep sound that made me smile. His brown hair fell in waves over his ears. But it was his beard and jawline that drew me in. Can you even understand something like that, I wonder?

I walked up to him and asked him what he was drinking. He did not say hello at first. Instead, he appraised me, taking in all of me in one long glance, bottom to top. When he got to my face, he chuckled and said, “Whiskey.” 

It took one whiskey for him to take a liking to me, and I would spend the next ten days in his company and in his company alone. That was a rarity at the time for me, I assure you. We spent those first days in London, in a flat he owned near Green Park. Besides a few walks around the park itself, those days and nights were spent with me learning everything I could about him, exploring every nook and cranny.

He had been born a middle child but was now the last remaining Dynevor, his younger siblings both dying of scarlet fever while he was away at university. His older brother, the presumptive heir, had died of tuberculous according to public record, but Charles confessed privately to me that it had been syphilis, acquired during his brother’s time in the navy. Charles was born to be the do-nothing son, or perhaps a priest, but now the weight of his family name hung around his neck and led him to copious amounts of drinking. A man in his position must marry in this day and age. His parents’ deaths soon after their eldest son’s passing only increased the societal pressure on Charles to wed, he told me.

On day eight of our sojourn, he invited me to a party that was being hosted in the countryside, a few hours outside of London, towards Bath, he said.  He desperately did not want to go alone and was only going because he had to keep up the appearance of searching for a wife. He promised that we would stop by the Roman Baths themselves on the return to London, a site which I had previously expressed a desire to see. I pretended that was the only reason I agreed to go with him. The reality was that I wanted to spend more time with him. The party’s hosts were Lady Imogene Thorne and her cousin, Lord Angus Wessex, on the occasion of his fiftieth birthday. Charles said it simply would not do to miss an invitation from the elusive Thorne, a young widow said to be both intelligent and beautiful. A part of me was jealous of his interest in her.

I was so taken by Charles that I could not say no to his desires, despite any misgivings I had. I did not care. I had never seen the English countryside, so different from the forests and rolling mountains and rivers of my home in Bavaria. Your hills are small and weak, barely more than mounds, and your landscapes barren and dull, sadly. Charles wrote to Lady Thorne at once after I agreed to join him and told her to expect him and a guest. He did not bother to ask for her permission.

The next few days went by in a blissful blur. We travelled together from London, via steam engine to the station in Oxford, where we stayed in a small inn. There was a young student there who took an interest in us. We invited him to spend the evening playing cards in our room. Charles had convinced me that it would be fun, and I admit that the lad had some surprisingly charming traits, like sandy hair and well-made legs. I sadly forget his name, but I do remember that he was a student of law. Are you planning on searching him out and accosting him, as well? I wish you luck, if you do. You will find many law students at Oxford like him. We are more plentiful than people think.

From Oxford, we took another train to Cheltenham, and in the village, Charles hired a carriage to take us to Lady Thorne’s manor, Foxhill Hall.  It was driven by an old man, grey haired and dull, who talked of how he had spent most of his childhood working at Foxhill, and how it was a shame about what had happened to the dead Lord Thorne. Charles barely heard him. He was too excited, constantly talking about the wonderful things that would happen at the party. He talked of a feast, plentiful drinking, and a grand fox hunt. I remained doubtful. A part of me began to wonder why I had agreed to this. Charles had a way of convincing me to go against my better nature.

Foxhill was an old, very British, manor, with grounds and a village to support. It looked dour from afar. The main road, the only road to the manor the carriage man told us, included a small wooden bridge over a pleasant bubbling creek. The grass was very green, and we passed a shepherd out with his sheep. It looked to be a dull life.  The air was at least cleaner than it had been in London. London always smells.

The carriage passed several small stone cottages, all lined in a row above the creek, well-preserved for their age with ivy growing along their outer walls. Stone fences lined the road, and the roofs were slanted and brown. It did look like a charming painting, but all it did was make me miss my home.

Have you informed my family of my captivity here? No? It does not matter. They would not care. It has been a decade since I have set foot in Nürnberg. The countryside in England has nothing on the Reichswald of my homeland, the dark and beautiful forests, or the bridges and banks along the Pegnitz. But these Cotswold villages as you call them are close enough that I could not help but think of my family and miss them.
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