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After my
release of the case titled the Ghost of Belgravia, I have had
communications from the papers, who wish to hear more of the
strange cases involving my friend. I feel no small pride in the
fact that I have in some small way made the world aware of my dear
friend and his deeds. Though yet again I find myself hard pressed
to choose from the many cases we had worked on together. After
reviewing the first article, I find that I had made mention of the
case of the broken window, and seeing the main turns we took before
reaching our conclusion, I felt it the best choice, though I am
glad the Count is no longer with us so that he would not have to
relive the event.

It was July 25,
1864 when next I found myself in the company of my unique and
somewhat strange companion, though at the time I was not aware that
our paths would cross. The day was reaching its end when something
very queer happened. As I had collected my coat and hat, I was
approached by a younger constable already sporting a wide bushy
moustache. I was informed that the chief inspector wished to have a
word with me and as my time was not quite done I accented. Chief
Inspector Anderson was a broad man, though more so through the
waist that chest. His eyes were a pale green almost sickly, and he
had grown a large but neatly trimmed beard.

“Tell me
Wright; is it your prerogative to consort with criminals?” The
first question hit me with all the force as a rampaging horse.

“Why, no.” I
huffed trying to catch my bearing. “Not outside of work that is.
Why do you ask?”

“Well it seems
one knows you. There was a murder over at Upper Philmore Gardens.
Seems some rich git by the name of Cartwright got himself shot.
Blasted out the second floor window and lodged in his chest.
Inspector McMurdy was placed in charge of the scene, and could you
believe it when he began to investigate he founds a man prowling
the streets with an uncommon knowledge of the crime. He won't
answer any of the questions we set to him; all he will say is that
he wishes to speak to you.”

“What a strange
incident.” I muttered more to myself.

“I would prefer
that this gets taken care of quickly.” Anderson said. “The address
is 1907 Upper Philimore Gardens. Get the suspect to speak. I have a
feel that when he does things will become much clearer.”

I was out of
the door before the conversation had finished, and dropping a
half-pence into the hands of a coach man I was soon whisked off in
the direction of the crime. I must admit that I was intrigued by
who this man could be, as I didn't keep company with many outside
of work and a handful of friends. It took me a quarter of an hour
to reach the scene, and when I jumped down from the hansom I was
greeted by the constable who was first on the scene, whom I vaguely
knew as Morris.

“Inspector
Wright. It is good that you are here, as perhaps you could shed
some light on this queer individual.”

“Is he so
unique?”

“I should say
so.”

I would have
questioned him further but when I entered the mansion I was greeted
by the sight of a deeply crimson waist coat that I had come to
associate with one man. As my eyes focused I took in the rail thin
frame, and narrow features.

“Count.” I
uttered in astonishment, as my friend and companion was seated on a
velvet duvet with irons clapped over his wrist sat the Count of
Samerand.

“Ah my
Inspector Wright, it is good you are here. Since you recognize him
as the Count of Samerand, I suppose that you are in fact acquainted
with him. I must say though that I frown upon inspectors
associating with the sort who would get themselves involved in such
a matter. He won't even be as good as to tell us his name.”

Inspector
McMurdy was a short man with a wide frame, small eyes set together
and a large moustache that showed tobacco stains.  

“I have
wondered often times myself what it is but he has never deemed it
necessary to inform me.”

“And I never
shall my friend, there are some mysteries that are better left
alone, but come come, surely with my good name restored to me you
can surely release me from this bondage.”

McMurdy looked
dubious. “Your good name does not except you from the law.” Said
the inspector. “When I arrived on scene, I perceived this gentleman
wondering around the area with far too much interest. When I spoke
to him, he advised me that I would be better off not inspecting the
error for the murderer, without me saying a word. Why I had him in
cuffs so quick that his head would spin, and would you guess it
that when I did so, we found a spot of powder on his cuff. I think
we shall soon have this case wrapped up.”

It was only
from my experiences with the Count, that I was able to see his
expression of polite congeniality was false. “Really, Inspector,
you place the blame at my feet before ever I can prove my
innocence.”

“I think we are
well beyond that.”

“But surely,
you must give me a chance to prove myself.”

The inspector
considered it. “You are no detective, so how could you hope to
prove your innocence?”

“Inspector.”
Said I. “The Count has helped me on many a case and I can assure
you that his powers of deduction are like no I have seen
before?”

“Is that so?”
McMurdy said dubiously. “Well if they are so wondrous, I will give
him two hours. That is if he can prove it to me, perhaps you could
glean something about me just from sight.”

“I have already
remarked you dear inspector.” The count said absently. “You are a
man of some vices. You take liberally of both smoke and drink, you
are suffering from a rather, what I believe to be gout, and you
have lost your wife six months ago.”

“My good man,
how could you know that?”

“Quite simply.
When I examine your left hand I see tobacco of stains of deep
colour circling out from your index and middle finger, the
comfortable place for a cigarette. The shade tells me that you have
had several since the last time you have washed your hands. You
shirt on the other hand gives away your love of the drink, having
several spots of a tangy odour, and the shaking in your limbs. The
gout I surmise from the red swelling around your joints, and the
fact that while you should be limber from the drink your limbs are
in fact quite stiff. As for your wife, I observed your wedding ring
and jacket when you placed the cuffs on me. Your jacket is older
and has been mended many times, but if you were to look close you
will see the older stitching is quite straight and done with a
steady hand, while the new is jagged and in several spots has wood
shaving, meaning that you placed it on the table as your shaky
hands made the work impossible. When you pushed the need through
several times you ended up scoring the wood leaving the shavings.
If your wife no longer mends your clothing then that leads us to
her absences of one fashion or another. If your marriage had soured
or if she had left it could be explained. I disposed of this
conclusion when I saw your wedding ring. It is deeply scarred,
telling me that you never remove it, speaking of intense feeling.
In either of the first two cases the ring would not hold such
value, but if your wife had passed it would fit quite nicely. As
for the time, I estimated the mending to be six months old from
regular wear and recent work.”

“It seems the
inspector has not embellished your abilities.” McMurdy said rather
sourly. “You have your two hours.”

The Count held
up his still shackled hands. “Now if you would.”

McMurdy
considered it for a moment, before relenting. “Alright, but I am
keeping you in sight.”

With the cuffs
removed, my friend regained the masterful expression that would
often have all eyes in the room drawn upon him.

“Count. In the
time I have know you, you have never voluntarily involved yourself
in a case.”

“No, I don't.
If I involved myself in all crime I fear that I would never have
time for anything.”

“Then what
brings you here tonight?”

“I asked for
him to come.” The voice that spoke now was feminine, but with a
richness.

Descending the
main stairs was Mrs Cartwright. Dressed in a blue dress with a high
bosom reminiscent of the French design, made her quite the scandal.
Even in the light of such a nefarious act she was stately, and
breathe taking. 

“Mrs.
Cartwright.” Said McMurdy. “This is the first time that you have
told me that you invited the count.”

Her face was
still pale from what must have been the shock of her husband's
death. “I am sorry; it is my fault for not making you aware. I can
only blame the horror that this tragedy has upon my mind.”

When her feet
left the stairs, she slowly came over allowing the Count to clasp
her hand in both of his own. 

“It will be
alright, Louise.” Said the Count in his gentlest tones. 

“I wish, I
could believe that, but Henry...He...” I thought she might loss
herself, but with a supreme effort she rallied. 

The count
nodded and helped her over to the same seat he had just vacated. “I
will do all in my power to set this right.”

“Thank
you.”

The pleasant
expression that usually sat upon my friends features was changed
once we had entered the study of Mr Cartwright.

“Count, I have
never seen you like this.”

“No.” He said
briefly. “It is not often that someone I care for is faced with
such a tragedy.”

As was his
custom my friend examined the room first. Starting with the desk
that was neat and orderly as if it had not been used that night,
then the window examining the surround roofs, and finally the
fireplace. He fingered a half burnt piece of paper, picking it up
and examining it, though what he saw I could not tell as it
appeared black to me.

It took him at
least twenty minutes to come towards the body, in which time
McMurdy had joined us, leaving Mrs Cartwright in the hands of the
Constable. The Inspector, with new appreciation for my friend’s
skill, stood quietly, though his manner told me he was eager to
know what the Count thought.

The Count
turned the left hand of Mr. Cartwright up examining the wound to
his hand, still covered in shards of glass.

“His fingers
probably landed on the glass after it broken, and with some
desperate last act of trying to save himself, ended up embedding
the glass in his hand.” Said Inspector McMurdy.

“That is a
possibility.” The Count said in an offhand manner.

Taking up his
bag of tools, which he was never without, the count opened it up
and retrieved a pair of forceps. Having the tool he used it to
carefully extract the largest piece of glass, carefully polishing
it with handkerchief. He held the piece up and looked through it,
before picking up a piece from the floor and doing the same. With a
smile he placed the two pieces in his pocket and returned to the
hand. Paying careful attention to the thumb, he raised it to his
nose and sniffed.

“My word count.
What are you doing?” Asked I.

“Really, Wright
must I explain each time we work together.” Returned the Count. “It
is remarkable. Rarely have I ever had such a treasure trove given
to me so early.”

“Surely you
have not solved it already?” Asked McMurdy.

“Sadly not, but
I believe that I am well on the way. Now if you gentleman would be
so good as to help me lift the body.”

A little heated
from the earlier reprimand, I silently raised the body up along
with the help of Inspector McMurdy. With the instructions of the
count we held him in the position he would have been standing when
the fatal blow struck him. With a length of cotton cording, the
count drew a line from where the bullet finally came to a rest to
the body. Having us hold the length of cord, he retrieved a
measuring device that reminded me of a sextant. In most cases I had
worked with the Count, his face would become more animated as he
worked. In this case it seemed like the more he searched the darker
his appearance became. 

“I think that
is all that I can learn here. I must return to my client.”

“Count. Surely
now you can shed some light on this?” Said McMurdy.

“Don't worry,
my good Sir. Soon I hope to have an answer for you.” And with that
he returned to the side of Mrs. Cartwright.

“It's very
queer.” 

“What is?”
Asked I.

“He is very
tight lipped, and did you see the way that Mrs. Cartwright looked
at him.”

“I admit there
was something in her gaze.” I admitted.

“Perhaps...” He
started but glancing at me decided not to share.

When we had
rejoined Mrs Cartwright I and inspector McMurdy were surprised to
find a gentleman standing at her side, and my friend the Count
speaking to them.

“Who might you
be Sir?” Asked McMurdy

“I am Baronet
Rodger Burton, a friend of Henry Cartwright. Mrs Cartwright sent me
a letter informing me of what has happened, and of course I came
immediately.”

“That is very
good of you.” The count said amiable. “Though for some reason I
believe I have seen your name somewhere before.”  

“Ah, you must
read the papers.”

“Quite
frequently I do.” Admitted the count.

“Then you must
have seen the announcement of my coming nuptials.”

“Yes, that is
it, to the Lady de Clare no less, a very smart woman from an old
family.”

“Quite so.”
Said the baronet with a well meaning smile.

“Louise.” Said
the count addressing Mrs Cartwright. “Did your husband own a
revolver?”

Admittedly, I
was taken aback by the question and apparently I was not the only
one as Mrs. Cartwright's paler grew.

“No. He loathed
the things. Why do you ask?”

“What I have
observed leads me to believe there was a gun in the room at the
time of his death.”

“You can't mean
to say that the killer was in the room with him.” McMurdy
blustered.

“Perhaps,
though I don't yet have all the facts.”

“Surely you are
just trying to save yourself by casting doubt.” Said McMurdy in a
suspicious tone.

“Think how you
like, but I still retain one hour to prove my innocence.”

During the
interlude, Mrs. Cartwright had remained completely silent, but now
she reached out and gripped the Count By his hand.

“Please, could
we speak privately?”

“I cannot allow
that.” McMurdy said. “The Count is a suspect and I cannot allow him
out of my sight.”

Mrs. Cartwright
looked hopelessly from one to the other before she released his
hand. To me it was clear she held some integral piece of the puzzle
but was not willing to divulge it anyone but the Count.

 

“Inspector
McMurdy, surely we can give them a moment.” I said

“No. I will not
allow it. If I allow the Count the chance to escape, the Chief
Inspector would make me eat my hat if he got away.”

The count
squeezed Mrs. Cartwright's hand reassuringly. “Please, Louise. I
have one more question. Was your husband involved in any legal
matters?”

Her pallor
seemed to increase and she her eyes flicked to the Baronet.

“I don't
believe he was.” Said the Baronet. “As much as he was my friend, he
was also my business partner. We ship cotton to the Americas, and
he brought me into his confidence in every matter.”

“That is well
then.” Reaching his hand towards the Baronet. “I thank you for your
aid.”

The baronet's
hand seem to fumble before clasping with the counts.

“Come, Wright.
I believe we are close to our answer.”

Before I
followed the Count, I observed the wife and Baronet glance at each
other, and the Baronet placing a reassuring hand on her
shoulder.

Our next order
of business was to question the staff, which consisted of three
maids, a small Negro boy, and a chamberlain. The three maids seemed
to be of no help as they were deep within the house at the time of
the murder and did not hear the shot until the Mrs alerted them to
it. The chamberlain as well was little help, but my friend further
questioned him on the comings and goings of the visitors that the
Cartwright's entertained.

“There are not
many.” Said the man in a welsh accent. “The only person they see
with any frequency is Mr Burton.”

“He is a
frequent visitor?” asked the count.

“Yes. He had
business with the master, and would often come round with papers
for him to sign, or if the master was out he would hand them off to
the Mrs.” 

“Was he out
often?” 

“A few
times.”

“That is well.”
Said the count. “Did you hear the shot?”

“Well, I can't
say really. I heard the window breaking but the shot must have been
from some distance as I couldn't hear it.”

“That is
strange. Did you hear nothing after Mr Cartwright retired for the
night?”

The chamberlain
seemed uncomfortable. “Well I don't like to speak of the goings on
of a marriage...”

“There was some
disturbance?”

“Some small
disturbance yes. The master seemed quite annoyed with Mrs.
Cartwright before returning to his study. He must have been really
very annoyed with her as a little while later he dropped a book. I
could hear it hit the floor.”

“You are sure
it was a book?”

“It must have
been it was a thumping sound not very loud.”

“So it couldn't
have been the sound of a pistol?”

“Surely not,
the sound was quite soft.”

“He says it is
not Count, so surely you must give it up.” Said McMurdy with a self
important air.

My friend waved
the chamberlain off and the three of us were left alone for a
moment. To me, who was so used to the relaxed expression of my
companion, I was shocked to see his dark mood. His brow was heavy
with a storm and his eyes were slight downcast.

“My Lord,
Count. Whatever is the matter? Surely you have not lost hope.” Said
I, feeling like a student whose favourite tutor had failed his
expectations.

“He should. As
I have said from the first, he is our man.”

My friend
seemed not to hear McMurdy or his remark, as when he looked up at
me his eyes were filled with deep sadness. “Tell me this, and be
truthful my friend for this time I rely on you. If the one you
chase is one you care for, should you give up the chase or hound
them and give them up to justice?” This was all said in a hushed
tone, so that it was clear to me that McMurdy did not hear nor seem
to care to hear having already come to his conclusion.

“I believe that
we can do what we will to protect them before the event, but once a
crime is committed we must give them up to the law.”

My words seemed
to rally the Count, and with an effort his back straightened and
his face became stoic.

“Then it seems
I have no option.”

For a short
time I must exclude myself from the events that followed as I
forced by duties to attend another matter, what I repeat are the
events that transpired in my absence.

So it was that
I was not there to stand by my friend, the count of Samerand when
inspector McMurdy placed the iron cuffs once more. Mrs. Cartwright
wept openly and touched his hand, telling him that she would do
everything in her power to help him, the good Baronet at her
side.

“Inspector
McMurdy. Surely with these upon my wrists you could give me and
Mrs. Cartwright a chance to speak privately.”

The inspector
seeming placed in good humour with his arrested accented, allowing
my friend fifteen minutes in the study.

Now I must take
a step back from my person, and as best I can relate the events
that transpired as they were to me later by the Count.

Having been
left on their own, the Count took her hand, squeezing it tenderly
before leading her to the duvet, and having her sit in it while he
placed himself in the large sitting chair across from her.

“I am sorry
this happened to you.” Mrs. Cartwright said.

My friend
smiled sadly folding his hands on his lap. “You were always the
most fetching creature.”

“And you are
still a flatterer.”

“Tell me,
Louise. What happened to you that would make you do this?”

The question
took Louise Cartwright off guard, and she faltered for a minute.
“What do you mean?”

“How could you
involve yourself in the death of your own husband?”

She flushed and
stuttered. “Surely, you don't...” but when she saw the look in her
eyes, her demeanour changed. Her back straightened, her eyes cold,
and voice lower several degrees.

“I was involved
because I had no other choice.”

“Your husband
learned about the affair?” Said the Count.

Mrs.
Cartwright's eyebrows moved up a fraction at the question. “Yes, he
caught me with Richard tonight, and flew into a rage. He said he
would expose our shame to all of London. I would have lost
everything, and Richard's marriage would have been ended. The poor
dear, I knew he couldn't afford to lose his betrothed. He is, in
truth, lacking in the means to support his lifestyle. His marriage
was to secure are a large dowry that would alleviate any debts he
had acquired.” 

“That was when
the two of you followed him into his study, and Mr. Burton shot
your husband.” 

“My dear Count.
Even after all these years you don't miss much. Yes, Richard shot
him, but my dear husband was able to get a hold of the pistol
before he fired, while tearing Richard's glasses off with the
other. If he fought a little harder he might have survived, but as
they struggled the pistol went off.”

“And in his
death throe's, he crushed the spectacles, embedding the glass so
you couldn't remove them.”

“Yes.”

“So you smashed
the window, and removed the wire rims so as to let Scotland Yard
believe that the glass was from the window.”

“It had the
bonus of making them believe that the killer was outside the room.”
She said with a wicked smile. “Then all that was left was to send
you a message. Knowing you as I do, I realized that the inspector
would peg you for the suspect.”

“And you
counted on my sympathies to misdirect my investigation.

“It did work
out that way.” She said brushing her dress over her thighs to press
out the wrinkles. “Now you will be executed for the death of my
husband, and I will live as the rich distraught widow.”

“Ah, well.
There is one flaw in all that.”

“And that is?”
Mrs. Cartwright said with smug self assurance.

“That you have
just told the entire truth to my good friend inspector James
Wright.”

I came out of
where I had been hiding behind the drapery, to the increasing
pallor of Mrs. Cartwright. Going to the door I opened it for
inspector McMurdy and Constable Morris. Richard Burton was lead by
the constable with irons cuffed around his wrist.

“H...How?”

“My dear, you
don't pay very close attention to the time do you.” Said the Count
holding up his watch. “I still have two minutes left. I assume
inspector that this clears my name?” 

“It certainly
does.” Said McMurdy, approaching Mrs. Cartwright like a viper, and
soon she too was in irons.

The last time I
saw Mrs. Cartwright her posture had become was meek, and her beauty
distorted by terror of what must have known was to come.

It was sometime
later that we found ourselves in the Tomas & Harding
Gentleman's club, having been rejoined by inspector McMurdy.

“I must ask
apologizes Count, and add that I have never in all my years neither
seen nor heard of anyone such as yourself.”

“You do me
honour.” Said my friend.

“There is one
thing more, I would like to know. How did you come to the
truth?”

“Surely, with
the conclusion you can surmise how I reached it.”

“Surely, I
cannot. It is still as muddled to me as ever.”

“Really? Then I
will do my best to help you. If you had perceived it, the study
gave us all our facts that we needed. The first I saw was the fire
place, and a burnt scrap of a letter.”

“What could you
make from a burnt scrap?”

“Not much I
admit, but from the grade and the remains of the Houston legal firm
mark 

I realized that
the paper at one time was a legal one.”

“I saw no
mark.”

“It was not
complete; if you looked closely you would have seen the tips of an
eagle, along with a slight greenish tinge in one of the few on mark
sections gave it away. So I knew that before his death, Mr.
Cartwright was writing a legal document, but if you examined his
desk you would have seen that it was neat an orderly. In fact it
appeared as if it had not been touched. This told me that someone
was in the room to cover it up, so even if the gun man had been
outside someone in the house had aided him.”

“It does seem
to come together.” Said McMurdy.

The next clue
as you know was the glass embedded in his left hand.”

“Yes, you
figured out that the glass was in fact from Mr. Burton's
spectacles.”

 “Well do
be fair, I did not at the time know who they belonged to, but I
observed that when you gazed through them, your sight was
magnified, leading me to a man with poor eye sight. I compared this
with the glass from the window to be certain. After that I noticed
a peculiar smell emanating from his right hand.”

“Gun Powder?”
Asked I.

“Yes, but also
the hint of lavender.”

“Lavender? How
the devil did that get there?” Chimed in McMurdy. 

“As you became
aware, I have known Mrs. Cartwright for many years. I have observed
that she had the habit of spraying all of her personal items with
lavender. Something like an artist’s flourish.” The Count did not
go further into detail of how he knew she marked all of her
personal belongings.

“With this, I
realized that Mrs. Cartwright was involved, and thus she must have
removed any signs of gun powder. I further went on to prove that
the murder had been in the room.”

“How so. Count?
The next thing you did was get us to stand up the body.” Said
McMurdy.

“Exactly. If
you will remember I had you stand up the body, and from that I
measured, using strings, the angle at which the bullet it
travelled. From this I knew that if the shot had come from outside,
it would of come through the siding, and not the window. Since
there was no hole in the wall, the killer most of been in the room
with the victim.”

“But, how did
you know that Mr. Burton was the killer?”

“It was quite
simple. If you had observed Mr. Burton's nose you would have seen
two small impressions on either side. These are common to those who
wear glasses for several years, and yet he wore no glasses. There
was a chance that I was wrong, but with the way that Mrs.
Cartwright glanced at him as he spoke, the closeness at which they
stood, and his upcoming marriage I was certain I was right.”

“And if you had
told me before, I would have put it down to conjecture.” Said
McMurdy sombrely.

“Quite so. I
knew you would not hear me out so I needed further proof. A full
confession would.”

“And now we
have to murders sitting in Scotland Yard awaiting their
punishment.”

“Yes.” It was
to my eye that I saw the thin mask that my friend wore, and I knew
beneath the relaxed expression was the most bitter pain.”

“Count.” I said
though what I hoped to say I knew not.

My friend waved
it away. “It's alright, Wright.” He said before standing up.

“Leaving?”
Asked McMurdy his heavy jowls moving as he spoke.

“Yes, it was
time that I was off.” Said the Count, and with a half-hearted
goodbye he was off into the dark London night.

As I seek to
give all the facts that are involved in any of the adventures I
have had with the count of Samerand I feel it necessary to relate
the fates of Mrs. Cartwright, and Baronet Burton. With the expert
testimony of myself, Inspector McMurdy, and the good count Robert
Burton was convicted of murder, while Mrs. Cartwright was found
guilty of adultery, and being complicit in her husband’s murder. In
another time perhaps she would have lived out her days, but on
August 8, only two weeks after the events, Lord Burton and Mrs.
Cartwright were executed for the murder of Mr Henry Cartwright.
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