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To Sir Arthur Conan Doyle:
 
    Steel true, blade straight
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INTRODUCTION

by Laurie R. King and Leslie S. Klinger
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When Dr. Watson suggests to Sherlock Holmes in “The Five Orange Pips” that the identity of a late-night caller ringing their bell might be “some friend” of Holmes, Holmes famously answers, “Except yourself I have none.” We know that this is an exaggeration, for Holmes must admit to at least a few close acquaintances: Wilson Hargreave of the New York police; old Sherman, the taxidermist and owner of the dog Toby; young Stamford, who introduced Dr. Watson to him; the French detective Francois Le Villard; and of course, Mrs. Hudson, who was so fond of him. Perhaps the truest measure of a man’s friends is the roster of those who attend his funeral. As can be seen by the contemporary newspaper report discovered by Leslie Klinger in 2012, I Holmes’s mourners included dozens of professional colleagues, former clients, and others whose lives he had touched (as well as, it must be admitted, some who wanted to be sure that he was dead).

The circle of Holmes’s friends continued to expand long after his active years, as Dr. Watson’s accounts of their years together grew more and more popular. Films of Holmes’s cases made him the most popular subject in the history of cinema. Thousands of radio broadcasts and stage plays further spread his fame and won him new friends. Today, there are over three hundred members of the Baker Street Irregulars, hundreds of members of Holmes societies in numerous countries, and thousands who belong to local Sherlockian groups, every one of whom would name Holmes as their friend.

The origin of this series of anthologies has been told before. We were asked to appear on a panel on the subject of Holmes at a mystery convention and requested the addition of Lee Child, Michael Connelly, and Jan Burke. When the organizer protested that those were the guests of honor of the convention, we mentioned that they were also secret admirers of Holmes and would be fine panelists. After a splendid panel discussion, we thought, “Why don’t we ask them to write stories inspired by Holmes?” The panelists agreed, and the rest, as they say, is history: This series now extends to more than ninety distinguished writers—drawn from the genres of crime fiction, thrillers, fantasy, science fiction, horror, and other fields, including artists, novelists, screenwriters, and short story specialists—all happy to count themselves “in league with Sherlock Holmes.”

We’ve been approached by agents asking if their clients could submit stories. We’ve been asked by well-known writers of Holmesian tales if they could join the company. We’ve turned these down, not because the materials we would have received would fall below our standards but because we’ve tried to keep to a simple and consistent approach. Firstly, we have limited the contributors to our friends. This is, after all, a project for our own enjoyment—not “work”—and the pay is far below what these fine writers usually command. Secondly, we have strictly—well, pretty strictlyII—required that the contributors must be persons not previously known to be friends of Holmes. There are dozens of fine anthologies consisting of pastiches of the Holmes tales written by dozens of well-known pasticheurs. Ours are intended to be different, because—thirdly—we have emphasized that we are not asking for stories about Sherlock Holmes; rather, we seek stories inspired by Dr. Watson’s tales of Holmes.

The responses to our invitations have been delightful, astonishing, amusing, and even breathtaking (which should be no surprise, considering the credentials of those we’ve invited to contribute). Here you’ll find tales of persons who think like Holmes or admire Holmes or set out to emulate Holmes. There’s even stories featuring Holmes. You’ll discover secrets about some of Holmes’s acquaintances and his foes. You will journey to Victorian England, the modern New Jersey shore, the teeming metropolises of London and New York, and many points in between. Some of what follows are detective stories, some are not. We hope that you will be as delighted, astonished, and amused as we were—and henceforth boldly proclaim yourselves to be “in league with Sherlock Holmes”!

Laurie R. King and

Leslie S. Klinger



I. The article, which appeared in the May 27, 1891, issue of the Yorkshire Evening Press, is reprinted in Leslie S. Klinger, “In Memoriam Sherlock Holmes,” Baker Street Journal 62, no. 2 (Summer 2012): 22–28, and a collection of Klinger’s writing, Baker Street Reveries (Indianapolis: Gasogene Books, 2018). The memorial service in question, held in St. Monica’s Church in May 1891, was, of course, a sham, perpetrated by his brother Mycroft, for unbeknownst to Dr. Watson and virtually everyone else in the world, Holmes was alive and well in 1891.

II. Neil Gaiman, John Lescroart, and Jonathan Maberry were exceptions in two of the previous anthologies, each having previously written a single story about Holmes, but we really, really wanted them to participate.






THE STRANGE JUJU AFFAIR AT THE GACY MANSION

by Kwei Quartey
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During the months of June to August, the weather in my hometown Liati Wote, which lies at the base of Ghana’s Mount Afadja, can be quite cold—at least for a Ghanaian. It was there one evening, during a weekend off from my detective work, that I joined my dear friend Prosper around a crackling wood stove, simmering upon which was a large pot of palm soup, emitting the most heavenly aroma. As we awaited the readiness of the meal, I told him the tale of the murder at the Gacy mansion.

As I told Prosper, I would almost certainly never have solved the crime had I not consulted one Superintendent Mensah Blay. The legendary detective, known for his formidable powers of observation and deduction, had retired after a rumored nervous breakdown during his final days in the Ghana Police Service (GPS). What had caused his abrupt decline was unclear. Some suggested that it was the death of his beloved wife, while others claimed that Blay’s own genius had “overpowered him” and inflicted irreparable harm to his psyche.

At the time I went to see the superintendent, I was a young, inexperienced homicide detective at least half Blay’s age. My colleagues at the Criminal Investigation Department had decried my idea of seeking his help, even though the case had us all completely at sea.

“Superintendent Blay doesn’t like to see anyone,” a colleague warned me.

Another, “He is not taking on any new cases.”

“He will kick you out,” said yet another.



From what I knew, Mensah Blay now spent much of his retirement time engaged in the hobby that had become his livelihood—making wooden toys for children. When Blay had been much younger, he had made them for his own children and then, with the passage of time, his grandchildren. Blay’s delightful yet robust replicas of cars, planes, and trains had functional moving parts, as did his dollhouses, with doors and windows that opened up to reveal perfect tiny furniture and staircases within. As a matter of fact, I had bought one of his miniature cars for my own little boy.

After asking around, I found out that the superintendent lived in Kasoa, a bustling suburb in the Central Region. It would mean a somewhat prolonged journey from my home in Accra, and without any way to contact him in advance, I had no assurances he would be there.

The morning I set out to Kasoa, the weather was miserable. An intense monsoon-like downpour had caused flash floods in several Accra neighborhoods. To get to my humble little Toyota, I rolled up the hem of my trousers and took a splashing run across a street along which water was rushing like a muddy stream. People in Accra are famously unprepared for the rain.

Traffic to Kasoa is always dense. The fifteen-mile journey took me all of two hours, by which time the rain had ceased and the sun was attempting to sneak around the clouds blocking its way. I followed some vague directions given to me by an old policeman who claimed he knew where Superintendent Blay lived. The difficulty was that his directions lacked clarity, containing such descriptions as, “near the Barclays Bank” and “opposite the MaxMart store.” What I did know, however, was that the superintendent lived atop a hill in a house he had built himself. Along the way, I came across a vendor roasting plantain on a grill at the side of the road and asked her if she knew the whereabouts of the retired police superintendent.

“You mean Mr. Blay?” she said, expertly flipping the slices of plantain. She nodded and pointed up the road behind her. “Go straight.”

I followed this terse direction and went up a rutted laterite road that ended in a thicket of neem trees, at which point I could proceed no farther on wheels. I ditched the car and continued on foot. The sun was now fully out again, and as the climb was rather steep, I perspired quite a bit despite my relative youth and vigor. On the crest of the hill, I came to a house painted a lurid green. A dog with a sandy coat came out barking and wagging its tail. It wasn’t too serious about defending its property and didn’t object to my patting its head. It followed me amiably as I approached the house but stopped at its guard post under the shade of a mango tree.

I came to a ramshackle door at the front of the house and knocked firmly. I received no response, so I went around to the rear of the abode where I found a courtyard so overgrown with weeds that they pressed up against the low, rusty gate before me.

In the near distance, the back of a shed faced me, but from the other side, which I could not see, I heard a man’s voice singing softly. It was not a studied performance, but rather an incidental accompaniment to another activity.

“Hello? Superintendent Blay?” I called out.

The singing stopped.

“Hello?” I said again.

A head looked around from edge of the shed and I was astonished. Framing his face like a starburst was a shock of perfectly white hair. I guessed his age to be late sixties, but he could have been older than he looked. At any rate, he was a trim, smallish man wearing a soiled white T-shirt and a pair of ragged khaki shorts. He held a block of wood in one hand and a chisel in the other.

“Superintendent Mensah Blay?”

His brow creased. “Yes?”

“I’m Inspector Desmond de Souza. Please, may I come in?”

Blay nodded and gestured me in. The gate squeaked as I opened it against the foliage.

“Can I help you?” Blay asked.

“Please, I would like to talk to you about…” I trailed off, not sure what approach would be most persuasive.

“About?”

“About a murder case I’ve been working on without success. I work at CID Headquarters.”

“I’m retired,” he said abruptly but dispassionately. “I no longer involve myself with police cases.”

“Please,” I stammered deferentially. “I’ve come all the way—”

“From Accra,” he said, sounding impatient. “Yes, I know.”

I was momentarily confused. “You know, sir? Em, please, were you expecting me?”

He shook his head. “Not at all.”

“Oh,” I said, still not getting it.

“The paper stub sticking out of your breast pocket is the bottom of a toll ticket dated today,” Blay said, “which means you’ve traveled from another region. I heard on the news this morning that the Greater Accra Region had had a sudden and unseasonal rain shower that resulted in flash flooding in the city, which was duplicated nowhere else in the country. You have fold marks at the bottom of your trousers as if you rolled them up for some reason—to prevent them getting them wet, for example. The specks of mud spatter on your trousers are consistent with your splashing through some flood water, very likely placing you in Accra.”

It was an extraordinary, all-around picture: this little man with a crown of white around his head and what appeared to be—at least for the moment—an uncanny talent for deduction.

“Nevertheless,” Blay continued, “you are not originally from the Greater Accra Region. You are a Fante from the Western Region, are you not?”

I smiled. “Yes please, I am. But that one was easy. My surname shows I am descended from the colonial Portuguese who settled in the Western Region.”

“Nor did I claim my simple observation to be more than that,” Blay retorted.

He began to turn away from me and I had a flash of panic. “Please, will you listen to my story, sir?”

He shook his head. “I’ve already given you an answer.”

“Okay, sir,” I said, “but then will you at least mend one of your toys?”

Blay whirled around. “Which toy?”

From my pocket, I produced a miniature VW Beetle and held it out to the superintendent. “I bought it for my little boy a couple of years ago. He takes it with him wherever he goes.”

Blay’s face softened as he took the miniature from me and regarded it with the smile of a parent beaming at a favorite child. “One of my originals,” he said. “I see it’s the left rear wheel that’s coming off. I can fix that for him at no charge. It’s no problem. Come along, Mr. de Souza.”

I followed him to his workspace in the open courtyard under the shade of a canopy. Blay pulled a chair up for me, and I watched him in silence as he worked on the toy with much dexterity and skill, only once using a small power tool. Meanwhile, I racked my brain for a way to persuade him to listen to my story of the case and, hopefully, help me with it. He said nothing at all as he repaired my son’s toy, and then he presented it to me with only a hint of a smile.

“Thank you very much, sir,” I said.

He nodded.

“Goodbye,” I said, rather mournfully.

As I walked away dejected, he called out to me. “Who was the murder victim?”



At this point in my tale, the palm soup was ready to be ladled into a large, shared bowl over plump mounds of fufu. Nothing bonds friends more than partaking in a common dish. After we had washed our hands and begun the feast, Prosper urged me to continue my story.

Wiping my lips to continue, I told him how thrilled I had been that Superintendent Blay had changed his mind and decided to assist me with the baffling case. It appeared that my giving him my son’s toy to repair had touched a soft spot within him. Blay invited me into his home and we sat down together. After I had expressed my profound gratitude, I began my tale.



In the Sakaman District of Accra where the Blue Lagoon Road meets the Busia Highway, there is a large expanse of land called Gacy Park. Both a recreation and event space for weddings, parties, ceremonies, and so on, it is a beautiful area of manicured green lawns and symmetrically planted palm trees. All of this gigantic property is—or, I should say, was—owned by Peter Adjetey Gacy, a millionaire and entrepreneur. To say that he had a reputation for ruthlessness in business would be an understatement, and, of course, he had some enemies, personal and otherwise. This was relevant because on the morning of the tenth of March, Gacy was found murdered in his study.

Gacy lived in a sprawling mansion on the premises of his park in a secluded area that few people know about. In fact, he had built two mansions not far from each other. A family man, he loved to have members of his nuclear and extended family around him—the ones he liked, I should add. Living in the same large house were Gacy’s wife, Efua, their daughter, Celine, and the older of their two sons, Robert. The younger son, Edgar, resided at the Airport Hills Estate.

On the ninth of March, Celine Gacy was married to Matt Roos, the son of the Swiss Ambassador to Ghana. The wedding, held on the grounds of Gacy Park, was lavish and almost certainly excessive. The after-party lasted well into the late evening. Celine and her new husband went off to the second mansion for some much-needed rest in advance of their honeymoon.

Gacy hosted three close friends, Jacob Baah, Solomon Damptey, and Cleophus Ferguson, for an overnight stay. The three guest rooms were next to each other on the ground floor of the mansion. On the second floor were Gacy and his wife in the master bedroom, and their son Robert in the far bedroom on the opposite side of the landing.

Everyone had retired to their respective bedrooms by midnight, but as was his habit, Gacy went to his study on the ground floor to do some work. He was a night owl and a compulsive worker who thrived on only three or four hours of sleep—as if his riches would evaporate as he slumbered.

When Efua woke in the morning, she was surprised to find her husband wasn’t in bed. This was unusual, since Gacy usually returned to bed before dawn. As she got dressed, she heard an awful, animallike scream of terror downstairs, followed by a high-pitched wailing.

Following the sound, Efua ran downstairs and across the family room where she found Ama the house girl collapsed and shrieking in front of Mr. Gacy’s study door, which was firmly shut. On the floor were her abandoned housework items—a rag, furniture polish, and a broom.

It took Efua barely a second to understand what had given Ama such an appalling fright. Hanging by a string from the top of the door was a hideous figurine. About six inches in length, it was a revolting caricature of a man with protruding eyes and misshapen limbs. The color of tar, it was splattered with a crimson substance that was almost certainly blood. The string by which it was suspended was wrapped around its neck. Efua was frozen at the sight. It could be only one thing: an ominous, evil juju object or a fetish.

At that moment, Baah and Ferguson emerged from their rooms to see what the commotion was about. “What is happening?” Baah said.

“Look!” Efua exclaimed, pointing at the door.

“My God,” Baah said, taking a step back.

Efua snapped out of her horrified paralysis and went up to the door to call out her husband’s name. Receiving no response, she tried the door, but it was locked. She hammered on it and shouted. “Peter! Peter! Are you in there?”

Just then, Robert and Damptey came in from the front terrace on the other side of the house where they had met to talk.

“What’s going on?” Robert asked. Then he saw the hanging figurine and his face registered his revulsion. “What the hell is that thing?”

“That’s what Ama found when she came to clean the office,” Efua said tremulously, looking at the house girl, who nodded in confirmation.

“But where is Dad?” Robert said, thoroughly confused.

“I don’t know,” Efua said in distress. “He must be in the study, but he’s not answering to our knocks.”

In an authoritative manner, Robert went to the door and began to pound it with his fist as he bellowed, “Dad! Are you there? Open the door! Open the door!” He turned to the men present. “We must break down the door. We have no choice. He could have had a stroke or heart attack and be lying in there unconscious.”

“Is there no window we can force open from the outside?” Baah asked.

Efua shook her head. “The room is completely sealed off.”

Robert and Damptey, the largest of the men, put their shoulders to the door multiple times until the lock began to weaken. Both men almost fell as the door abruptly gave way with a crack and went flying open against the wall to the side.

Everyone crowded in the doorway to look. Efua screamed.

Slumped forward in his executive chair, Gacy was face down on his broad mahogany desk.

Robert was the first to reach him. “Dad! Dad?” He lifted his father’s head and let out a hoarse cry of horror at what he saw. Gacy’s face was discolored and bloated twice its normal size.

“What’s happened?” Efua wailed. “What’s wrong with him?”

Crying and babbling incoherently, Robert began to shake his father as if to rouse him.

Pushing Robert aside, Baah addressed Damptey urgently. “Help me get him on the floor so I can do CPR.”

Together, Baah and Damptey struggled to ease the dead weight of Gacy’s corpulent body onto the carpet and Baah began chest compressions as Damptey looked on and Robert paced the floor whimpering in shock. Gacy’s eyes were open and staring to one side.

Efua, standing some distance away near the door, was weeping uncontrollably.

Ferguson came to her and put his arm around her. “Come, let’s go outside. You must not see this.”

He guided Efua back into the hallway and handed her over to Ama. “Take her to lie down in the sitting room and get her a drink of water.”

As the other men watched with growing horror, Baah continued to pump on Gacy’s chest, but it was no use. Exhausted and pouring with sweat, Baah finally gave up and fell back in defeat. He began to weep. “He’s gone,” he said, burying his face in his hands. “He’s gone.”



At this point, I paused in my account. Prosper, who had finished his meal, was staring at me with rapt attention. “So then,” he said, “how did Mr. Gacy die? You said it was murder?”

“Yes,” I responded. “Ligature strangulation and asphyxiation were confirmed in the autopsy results.”

“Was the ligature found?”

I shook my head. “No trace.”

“Something is bothering me,” Prosper said. “Is it certain that the door was locked?”

“It is,” I responded.

“Then it’s obvious that the murderer had a spare key,” Prosper declared confidently. “On leaving the room after committing the crime, he must have locked the door behind him.”

I shook my head. “Efua Gacy told me that her husband—who was prone to absentmindedness except in financial matters—had lost the key to the room long ago and they had never had a spare, nor did they ever change the lock. So, the door could not be locked from the outside—only the inside.”

“If that’s the case,” Prosper said, “I can only conclude that the killer locked the door after murdering Mr. Gacy and remained inside the study. Why have you not told me where the murderer was hiding?”

“No one else was in the room besides Gacy,” I assured my friend. “Where would the killer hide? Under the desk? Behind the one armchair in the room? Those would hardly conceal him—or her.”

“No hidden passages behind the walls?” Prosper persisted. “What about an opening in the floor?”

I chuckled. “You have been watching too many movies, my dear Prosper.”

My friend shook his head. “Something is very wrong with this story. And what was the significance of the bizarre juju object hanging outside the door?

“I believe it was a ruse meant to make people believe that this murder occurred supernaturally, or ‘spiritually,’ as people say.”

“You don’t believe it?” Prosper asked skeptically. “Then how do you explain the door being securely locked with no other access in or out of the room? Only juju can explain this!”

“That’s what Efua and a few others speculated,” I said, “but I do not believe that. Neither did Superintendent Blay.”

“What about the juju figurine? What more do you know about it?”

“We found it to be a wood carving painted with ordinary black acrylic paint. The red splatter over the black was also painted on—not blood, as it had first appeared.”

Prosper scratched his chin. “The question now is who would have wanted to strangle Mr. Gacy to death.”

“Correct,” I agreed. “I uncovered some interesting pieces of information. For example, Efua felt that notwithstanding Baah being Gacy’s friend, Baah had all along been a carpetbagger. Earlier on the wedding day, Efua stated she overheard her husband arguing with Baah. It appeared he had wanted a high executive position in the company, but Gacy had refused. Gacy cut the quarrel short by telling Baah, ‘We will discuss this later. Now is not the time.’ So perhaps Baah had motive.

“Another person with a possible reason to kill Gacy was his older son, Robert. Gacy preferred his younger son, Edgar, who had always been the brainy one, the ‘good’ boy—obedient and studious. Robert was an underachiever, erratic and blasé about most things. Robert was jealous of Edgar and angry with his father, with whom his relationship had soured badly.”

“Did no one hear any commotion during the night?” Prosper asked. “Like sounds of a struggle?”

“No one. Not surprisingly, because the study is on the other side of the family room and the farthest away from the other rooms.”

“I see,” Prosper said. “So, this is not only a mystery of who did it but how was it done. The room was locked from the inside. It seems impossible, Desmond! And you say you solved the case?”

“Only with Superintendent Blay’s assistance,” I said.

“Then tell me, man! Don’t keep me in suspense.”

I laughed. “Okay,” I said. “I’ll continue. After I had told the superintendent what I’ve just related to you, he wanted to see three things: pictures of the study in general and the desk in particular; a photo of the juju figurine; and a photo of the study door the men had smashed open to get to Mr. Gacy. I have the pictures on my mobile, so I can show you.”

Prosper eagerly took a look. The study was well-appointed with a tidy bookcase and luxurious furniture, but the desk against which Gacy’s head had fallen was in disarray, indicating a physical tussle. Papers, a pair of scissors, pens, pencils, a tape dispenser, a pair of spectacles, and framed family photos were scattered, some cast to the floor.

The picture of the door showed how, as a result of its being forced open, the wood had split vertically along the grain around the body of the lock and the strike plate. The door had a conventional handle on both sides and a dead bolt lock operated from the outside with an ordinary key (long ago lost) and by a lever on the inside.

“So,” I said to Prosper, “this door cannot lock itself. On exiting, you must use a key, and after entering the study, you must turn the lever you see in the photo. It would be impossible for Mr. Gacy, after being strangled, to get up, lock the door, and then return to his desk to sit down in that slumped position.”

“How can you be one hundred percent certain?” Prosper said cynically. “Stranger things have happened.”

I shook my head. “We dusted the dead bolt lever for fingerprints. None. Gacy could not have touched it at any time in the recent past.”

Prosper grimaced in frustration. He still hadn’t scored a point, but not for lack of trying.

Finally, I pulled up the image of the juju figurine with the string attached. Prosper shuddered. “What a horrible object. What was the superintendent’s assessment of it?”

“He didn’t offer one to me initially,” I said, “but he did ask me if I could provide him with the actual juju object. I hurried back to CID and signed it out from the exhibit room that evening. I returned to Superintendent Blay the following morning. He took measurements and several photos of it and gave it back to me. He then instructed me to come back in four days, which I did. At that time, he gave me a small, sealed cardboard box, the contents of which he would not divulge. He told me I must have a courier deliver it to Cleophus Ferguson, and then just wait.”

Prosper was intrigued. “How strange. Did you have any idea what might be in this box?”

“No clue,” I said. “Nevertheless, I went ahead and had the box delivered to Ferguson. After four or five days, nothing had happened, and I called Superintendent Blay to let him know that. He was very short with me. ‘I told you to wait,’ he said, and ended the call. Then, after almost a week had gone by, I was sitting in my office when one of my junior officers knocked on the door and showed a man in. It was Mr. Ferguson. I was surprised to see him and asked him to have a seat. For a while, he seemed to have trouble telling me why he was there, but then his face crumbled and he burst into tears and began to speak unintelligibly. I made him slow down and start again. What he then said stunned me. He told me he had killed Peter Gacy.”

Prosper was startled. “What? Really?”

I nodded. “He confessed he had been having an affair with Efua Gacy for over a year. He was deeply in love with her and begged her to leave her husband. But over and again, Efua had told him that as long Peter Gacy was alive, there was no way she could, or would, leave him. Ferguson began to seethe, obsessed with having Efua for himself. All the while feigning friendship with Gacy, Ferguson started to plot how he could kill him. During visits to Gacy’s home, Ferguson familiarized himself with the layout of the study and also took note of the curtain ties in the sitting room. Sturdy yet flexible, the ties were the perfect length for an effective and satisfactory strangulation.

“But when would he have the opportunity? The answer came when Gacy issued an exclusive invitation to Ferguson and two other friends to stay over on the wedding night. Ferguson now saw his chance. He knew that Gacy invariably stayed up late at work, sometimes into the wee hours of the morning. Ferguson was betting that Gacy would do the same thing, even on the wedding night of his daughter.

“Meanwhile, Ferguson began preparing. A superstitious man, he went to see his juju spiritualist to request an amulet to protect him from any curses that enemies might place on him. The juju-man gave him a miniature sculpture in the form of a grotesque, misshapen man and instructed Ferguson to keep it with him at all times. Over the next few days, it struck Ferguson that he should attempt to make the murder seem not only impossible, but as if juju was involved. He understood that Ghanaians’ fear of juju is so widespread and profoundly ingrained in the subconscious, that any appearance of juju causes general befuddlement, even in the minds of the police authorities that would ultimately investigate the murder.

“On the joyful wedding occasion, celebrations lasted until close to midnight, and finally everyone retired to bed—except Gacy. Ferguson, standing at the slightly ajar door of his guest room, saw Gacy pass into the family room on his way to the study. Giving enough time for Gacy to settle in, Ferguson went to the sitting room, where he removed one of the ties holding back the heavy curtains.

“Returning silently to the study, Ferguson peeped around the door to see Gacy seated at the desk in his executive chair with his back to the doorway. Softly playing in the background was classical music, which Gacy very much enjoyed. Deeply engrossed in his work, he neither saw nor heard Ferguson come up behind him. Ferguson quickly looped the curtain tie around Gacy’s neck, crossed it behind the strut of the chair’s headrest, and pulled with tremendous force. As the ligature tightened and held fast, Gacy kicked and thrashed around, but Ferguson slowly rolled the executive chair back on its wheels, preventing his victim from gaining any leverage or traction. After what seemed like several minutes, Gacy finally stopped breathing and moving. Ferguson wheeled him back to his desk and removed the ligature, allowing Gacy’s body to slump forward.

“Now, Ferguson had to act quickly. On Gacy’s desk were the tools he needed: a pencil and tape. He attached the pencil with the tape to the dead bolt lever in the unlocked position. To the bottom end of the pencil, he tied a length of string that he passed over the top of the study door to the outside. He then exited and shut the door, pulling the string firmly but gradually. That applied torque to the end of the pencil and hence the lever to which it was taped, thereby engaging the dead bolt. For the finishing touch, Ferguson tied the other end of the string around the juju figurine. The last step was to put the curtain tie back where it had come from. In the morning, upon discovery of the body, all Ferguson had to do was be sure he hid the pencil attached to the lever before anyone saw it, and he succeeded in doing that.”

“Diabolical!” Prosper exclaimed. “But your account is far from over. How in the world did the superintendent get Ferguson to come in with this full confession? I suppose it had to do with the contents of the mysterious package delivered by the courier?”

“Yes, you are correct, Prosper. In the box was a figurine identical to the one Ferguson had left hanging on the door. With his superior carpentry skills, Superintendent Blay had fashioned the identical object, except that he detached the head from the body and placed both in the box. Added to that, he placed a length of string, a roll of tape, a pencil, and a note that said, ‘Unless you confess, the juju will turn against you.’ ”

“My God!” Prosper exclaimed, both shocked and thrilled. “But how did Blay know to put those items in the box, and how did that result in Ferguson’s confession? How did he even know whom to send the box to?”

“First,” I rejoined, “Superintendent Blay told me that the solution to a mystery is almost always right in front of you. Often, the offender will use what is already available at the murder site, because the less he can bring with him and the less he has to take away, the better. That’s why the superintendent asked to see the photos of the room, the desk, the door, and so on. Superintendent Blay figured out how the pencils, tape, and the string on which the figurine hung could be used together to engage the dead bolt from the outside. He tried it out at his own home, and it worked.

“The superintendent told me something else: what you see at the crime scene tells you much about the offender’s belief system. Since Gacy’s murderer chose to insert a juju object into the scene, whether he used it as a misdirection or not, he almost certainly had at least a trace of belief in juju. There’s a saying that if you mess with juju, juju will mess with you, and all juju practitioners know that if you take on more than you can handle or if you use juju inappropriately, it can turn against you.

“When Ferguson received the box and saw the contents, he rushed in a panic back to the spiritualist to show him the beheaded figurine and the ominous note that came with it. Putting two and two together, the spiritualist asked Ferguson if he had committed a crime, and Ferguson confessed he had, although he did not say which. And here, I will try to reproduce the conversation as Ferguson reported it to me:


“Have you kept the talisman on your person at all times as I instructed?” the spiritualist asked.

Ferguson lowered his gaze. “No, please.”

Anger flashed to the spiritualist’s face. “Why? Now, you see what has happened? Someone is turning the juju back against you because you haven’t used the talisman correctly.”

“Can you help me?” Ferguson implored.

“Bring a sheep to sacrifice and I will plead your case to the gods,” the spiritualist said, “but now that you have thrown everything into confusion, I cannot guarantee your safety.”

“ ‘How will I know if the gods have saved me and everything is okay?” Ferguson asked fearfully.

“If the gods protect you, nothing will happen, and it shall be well.”

“And if they don’t?”

The spiritualist shrugged. “Then you may die.”

“So, what should I do?” Ferguson wailed.

“What do you want me to say?” the spiritualist snapped angrily. “The only thing you can do to be one hundred percent sure that nothing bad will occur is to do as the letter says. Whatever crime you have committed, you will have to confess.”

Ferguson burst into tears.



“So that’s how he came to the confession,” Prosper said. “He was terrified of the same juju he tried to plant.”

I nodded. “Yes.”

“But what I still don’t understand,” Prosper said, “is how Superintendent Blay knew it was Ferguson who had committed the crime.”

“Well,” I said, “After Efua and the four men entered the room, it was vital for the murderer to remove and hide the pencil and tape before anyone saw it all. Recall the sequence of the men’s entry into the office. Robert went to his father’s side first. Next came Baah, who asked Damptey to help transfer Gacy to the ground. Baah performed CPR with Damptey and Robert looking on. We know Ferguson stayed behind them and escorted Efua out of the room in order that she shouldn’t witness this terrible event. This gave him time to remove and hide the objects while the three other men were occupied.”

“Ah, I see now,” Prosper said. “And Efua Gacy? Is there any evidence that she knew what Ferguson was going to do?”

“She has denied it,” I said. “If she did—well, we may never know, but there isn’t any evidence connecting her to the crime and, short of a confession, we can’t charge her as an accessory.”

“Thank goodness for Superintendent Blay,” Prosper said, stretching out his legs and looking at the dark, starry sky. “Will you use him in the future?”

“If need be,” I said, “I will certainly approach him, but he is a most taciturn gentleman, and there are no guarantees what he will agree to do.”






WHAT MY FATHER NEVER TOLD ME

by Tess Gerritsen
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The room is dark when I wake up, and for a moment I am so disoriented I don’t know what time it is, or where I am. Then, through the hotel window, I hear city traffic and pedestrians laughing on the street, and I remember.

I’m in London. With Daddy.

Packed in my suitcase is the wooden urn containing my father’s ashes. A box of merely two hundred cubic inches contains all that remains of the man who rocked me to sleep when I was a baby, who held my hand at my mother’s funeral, who danced at my wedding and dried my tears after my divorce. Tomorrow, I will scatter his ashes on a field somewhere in the Surrey hills, near the village where he was born.

I’m bringing you home, Daddy. Just as you wanted.

Something rustles in the darkness and I turn on the lamp to see that an envelope has just been slipped under my door. I assume it’s merely a welcome note from hotel management, but when I open it, I find a heavy correspondence card with a handwritten message:


My deepest condolences on your loss. JSW.



I stare at the card, baffled. I don’t know anyone with those initials. In fact, I don’t know anyone in London, and I’ve told no one in this hotel why I’ve come to England, for fear I’ll violate some law by scattering human ashes in the countryside. For a few moments I sit on the bed, struggling for an explanation, and finally just toss the card on the nightstand. I’m too jetlagged to solve this mystery right now, and too hungry. The last meal I ate was breakfast, after I’d arrived on the overnight flight from Boston; it’s time to hunt down supper.

When I step out of the hotel, I’m overwhelmed by the bedlam of Covent Garden. It’s a Saturday night in May and the streets are riotous with honking horns and rowdy laughter and the clip-clip of countless high heels on pavement. I thread my way through the crowd and catch savory scents that waft from the restaurants I pass: fish and chips and curries, pizza and kebabs. Whatever cuisine you crave, in London you can find it. I spot exactly what I’m looking for right across the street: an Italian restaurant. Pasta and salad and a glass of wine. Yes. A bus is rumbling toward the intersection, so I halt on the curb to let it pass.

That’s when a hand lands on my back. It’s not merely a touch but a brutal shove that sends me toppling forward onto my knees in the street. Time freezes to a standstill. Headlights rush toward me. Brakes shriek.

Someone grabs me by the collar of my jacket and wrenches me back onto the sidewalk.

Time suddenly leaps ahead. I see faces, so many faces, open-mouthed and staring at me. The driver jumps out of the bus and shouts: “Miss? Miss, are you all right?”

I’m barely able croak out an answer. “I—I’m fine. I think…”

Someone in the crowd snorts: “Aw, it’s just another Yank, looking the wrong way.”

But I didn’t look the wrong way. Already the crowd is dispersing, and no one hears me when I say the words aloud: “I didn’t look the wrong way. Someone pushed me!”

“I know,” a voice says.

It’s the man who pulled me out of the street. The man who saved my life. In his tweed jacket, his black hair streaked with silver at the temples, he looks like a distinguished college professor, not someone I’d expect to see wandering among these late-night revelers.

The man glances up and down the street. “He managed to slip away, but I doubt he’s gone far.”

“You saw him?”

“And not for the first time. Come, we need to get you out of sight.” He raises his arm to flag down a taxi. It pulls over to the curb and he opens the door for me. “Hurry, Eve. Before he returns.”

He knows my name. I hesitate, staring into the shadowy interior of the taxi. “Where are we going? I don’t even know who you are!”

“Forgive me, I should have introduced myself. Julian Watson. I was going to pay you a call in the morning.”

JSW. The initials on the card. “Should I know your name?”

“Your father never mentioned me?”

“No.”

“Then you have a great deal to catch up on.” He gestures urgently toward the waiting taxi. “Please. We may not have much time.”

I step into the taxi.

Watson slides onto the seat across from me, and as the taxi navigates the maze of London streets, he studies me intently. The facing seats leave me exposed to his gaze, and I have no choice but to stare back at him. Lit by the intermittent flashes from the streetlights we pass, his face is all sharp angles—jutting cheekbones, a wedge of a chin, a prominent brow. He obviously knows me, so I must have some memory of this man, perhaps one that’s been tucked away since my childhood, but I cannot retrieve even a wisp of recollection.

“You have your father’s eyes,” he observes.

“You sound as if you knew him well.”

“I saw him only three months ago, the last time he was here in London. I can’t believe he’s gone.”

“Why did he never mention you?”

“It seems there’s a great deal he never told you.” He scans the roadway, checking to see if any vehicles are tailing us. “I’m afraid that’s placed you in a dangerous situation.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Do you know how your father died?”

“It was an accident. He was on a business trip in Brussels. The police said he slipped in the hotel bathroom and hit his head.”

“Yes, that’s usually how it’s done. Made to look like an accident.”

“You’re saying it wasn’t an accident?”

He looks out the window again. “Here’s where we get out.”

The taxi has brought us to a quiet residential neighborhood where I don’t see a single soul. Watson climbs out, but I hesitate to step out onto the eerily silent street.

“If you want to know the truth about your father, if you want to know who you really are, come with me.” He holds out his hand.

After a moment, I take it.

We slip through a locked gate into a private garden that’s enclosed by high walls and dense shrubbery. The grass is overgrown, and the scraggly hedges appear long neglected. As he unlocks the door of a stately house, I notice dead leaves scattered across the front steps, a sign that no one has been here in some time. When we step inside, I smell dust and dank air that has been trapped inside far too long.

He turns on the lights and I blink in surprise at what I see. Everywhere I look in this cavernous room, I behold wonders: A medieval tapestry of a lady and a unicorn in a bower of trees. An Egyptian funeral mask, agleam with gold. The mounted head of a monstrous canine, its citrine eyes glaring at me. I cross the vast room to peer into a cabinet of curiosities and marvel at intricate ivory carvings and mounted birds with brilliant plumage. On one shelf is a speckled snake, posed by the taxidermist as if it’s about to strike.

“Is this a museum?” I ask.

“No. This was your uncle’s house.”

I turn to him in surprise. “What uncle? I have no uncle.”

“Your father never told you about his older brother?”

“No. What happened to him?”

“His name was Colin. Twenty-seven years ago, he fell from the tenth-floor window of his London office. His death was deemed a suicide.” He gazes around at the room, where dust layers every surface. “His house still stands empty. Waiting for someone to return.”

I shake my head, stunned by this new information. An uncle I never knew about? A father whose death was not an accident? The room suddenly tilts around me. Or maybe it’s jetlag and hunger that sends me reeling toward a green armchair. Legs wobbling, I sink onto the velvet cushion and sit shivering.

He lights the gas fireplace. Flames suddenly leap up in the hearth, bright and cheery, and I hear the squeak of a cabinet being opened and the clink of glassware.

He hands me a crystal tumbler of whiskey.

“When your uncle Colin died, your father was already living in America. He believed he was safe there. He never thought they’d bother to hunt him down. Perhaps that’s why he never told you about his brother or about his family. He must have thought ignorance would protect you.”

“Protect me from what?”

He pours himself a glass of whiskey and sits down in the chair facing me. The silver hair at his temples flickers with reflected gold from the firelight. “What do you know about your birth name, Eve?”

“Moriarty?” I shrug and take a gulp of whiskey. “The name is Irish, I think. Not a particularly unusual one.”

“True, there are Moriarty families scattered all around the world. But there’s only one Moriarty bloodline that’s directly descended from your ancestor.”

“Which ancestor?”

“You may have read about him. Professor James Moriarty.”

As the heat from the whiskey seeps through my bloodstream, everything I’ve seen and heard tonight suddenly snaps together, like the pieces of an absurd puzzle. Professor James Moriarty. Julian Watson. The mounted head of the giant hound on the wall. The speckled snake in the cabinet.

“Oh, for god’s sake.” I stare at him. “This is a candid camera prank, isn’t it? Some stupid media stunt.”

“I assure you, everything I’ve said is absolutely true.”

“Right.” I’m so annoyed, I slam down the whiskey glass. “And now you’re going to tell me this so-called Professor Moriarty died at Reichenbach Falls.”

“He did. Pushed off the cliff by Mr. Sherlock Holmes.”

In disgust, I rise to my feet. “I’m going back to my hotel.”

“That would be most unwise.”

“What, are you going to stop me?”

“I can’t stop you. But I will point out it’s not safe for you to leave.”

“Hey, is someone filming this right now?” I look around the room and yell: “You can turn off your camera! I’m leaving!” I head toward the door.

“Please, Eve. Stop and think,” he says, his voice perfectly calm. “If this is merely a media stunt, would we risk your life by pushing you in front of a bus?”

My hand freezes on the doorknob. Slowly I turn to look at him. He’s made no move to follow me and he sits relaxed in the green velvet armchair, his long legs crossed, his hands casually joined to form a steeple. There’s nothing to prevent me from walking out the door and calling a taxi back to my hotel. Nothing except the logic of what he just said.

Someone did try to kill me tonight.

He seems not at all surprised when I quietly return to the chair and sit down. “I knew you’d see reason,” he says. “Just as your father always did.”

“How can I believe anything you say?” I tell him. “These names you talk about—they’re the names of fictional characters, invented by a storyteller. Sherlock Holmes never actually existed.”

“I assure you, Holmes was real. As real as you and me.”

“And Dr. Watson? Professor Moriarty?”

“Also real. But they were nothing like the characters described by Arthur Conan Doyle. His stories twisted the truth and libeled good people. He portrayed Professor Moriarty as a monstrous criminal, when the real James Moriarty stood for all that was right and decent.”

I rub my temples, struggling to absorb this upside-down view of everything I’d read in the Conan Doyle stories. “Then who was the real Sherlock Holmes? Are you saying he wasn’t a brilliant detective?”

“Oh, Holmes was definitely brilliant. Far more brilliant than that gullible Conan Doyle, who never questioned the falsehoods that Holmes told him. Falsehoods designed to smear Moriarty’s reputation and justify his murder at Reichenbach Falls. No one mourned James Moriarty because everyone believed he was a criminal mastermind who deserved to die. When in truth, the real mastermind was Sherlock Holmes himself.”

Dazed, I reach for the glass of whiskey but it’s empty. He refills it and patiently waits for my next question.

“And Dr. Watson? He was your ancestor, I presume?”

“Yes. And like James Moriarty, also a victim.”

“Holmes again?”

He nods. “A few months after Moriarty fell to his death at Reichenbach Falls, John Watson met his own death on a London street, when he fell under the wheels of a carriage. It was declared an accident. Just as your death tonight would have been. But Holmes didn’t know that John Watson had been keeping meticulous diaries, documenting in painstaking detail all of Holmes’s criminal enterprises—names, dates, aliases, account numbers. Incriminating evidence that could expose the real Sherlock Holmes.”
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