

    
        
          The Dreadful Pennies: The Case of the Giggling Ghost Part 4

        

        
        
          The Dreadful Pennies, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Patrick Dyer

        

        
          Published by Patrick Dyer, 2025.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

The Dreadful Pennies: The Case of the Giggling Ghost Part 4

The identity of the Giggling Ghost is revealed, but is this the Ghost’s last laugh? Find out the fate of Foxhill Hall in The Case of the Giggling Ghost Part 5, the end of the first story arc of THE DREADFUL PENNIES. | Available on ebook platforms starting May 22, 2025.

Sign up for Patrick Dyer's Mailing List

Further Reading: Gareth Steward & the School for the Uncanny Volume 1

Also By Patrick Dyer

About the Author


Letter. Written by Lady Imogene Thorne of Falls Park to Jennifer Wollstonecraft of London, circa 1871. Held at the Order of Flowers’ collection at Cambridge. 

My dearest Jenny,

All that has happened is my fault. I did not know when we met that my life’s path had already been decided by the choices my husband and my cousin had made. It is the purview of women the world over to be at the foolish whims of men’s terrible decisions. I will try to explain where it all began and why, and I hope, in the depths of my heart and my affection, that you will understand. These are not things I can speak aloud. I can only write them down. And that if you understand, perhaps you can, someday, forgive me. 

When we met in London, I was already a different woman than I had been when I was young. You would not have recognized the young Imogene, the one who was swept off her feet by Nathaniel and agreed to marry him after only knowing him a few weeks. I am certain that you would not have liked that Imogene. I had a title and a formidable dowry. My parents had been gone several years. My only family even when I met Nathaniel was my maternal grandmother’s sister, the Lady Ruby Cavendish, and my cousin Lord Angus Wessex, on my father’s side. I fancied myself the talk of London.

Nathaniel was tall, handsome, and charming. He had built his modest family shipping business into one of the most prominent mercantile fleets between here and India. He spent most of his time talking about Indian food and the vibrant colours of their clothes. He loved anything exotic and thought that London was boring. It came as no surprise to me that when the national obsession with Egypt began that he was one of the first to import goods, supplying anything that resembled the real thing, to satiate a clamouring new market. The Thorne Shipping Company’s wealth soon overcame my own fortune under Nathaniel’s stalwart guidance.

It was not his wealth, and the comfort it could bring, that drew me to Nathaniel. We were truly in love, at least what I thought of as love then. Most of it was due to his inquisitive and caring nature. He cared for me, and for his workers. He thought that the businessmen who did not care for their employees would destroy the world with their greed if someone let them. He believed no child should go hungry. It did not matter how many times the urchins of London robbed him. A truly modern man. He loved the writings of Flaubert and attended talks in London about the future of the world, of the post-industrial days to come. His competitors told him he was a childish fool, that he would squander his early victories, but his success spoke for itself.

There were rumours when he died suddenly that it had not been an accident, when his body was found floating near the Thames docks owned by the Bergdahl family one Sunday morning. The Scotland Yard told me that his body had no wounds. There had been a storm the night before, with large waves and a terrible wind. He could have easily been knocked in and drowned without anyone knowing. I made myself believe their story. It brought me some measure of peace. I could not live with the idea that someone could have wanted Nathaniel dead, and worse, had succeeded in making it happen. 

You know I have witnessed murder. The events at Foxhill have been splashed over every tawdry paper London has to offer, over and over again. The Giggling Ghost they call him. I have even been sent by post the story, my story, our story, written in Dutch, German, Spanish, and more. I burned them all, whether I could read the language or not. I learned after my parents’ deaths that looking forward was the only way to continue on. And Foxhill is now firmly the past. Though I know you need to hear the story, and that it is time you learned the truth of the events that would lead me to you.

Among my husband’s things at Foxhill that I found after his death, locked away in his piles of trinkets from India, Egypt, and even the Cape that he had acquired during his travels, was a box marked for me. I do not know if he had intended it as a gift for my birthday or perhaps for the following Christmas, as both were far off when he died, but he had already written a simple note inside the box, saying only, “For Imogene, my greatest love.” Within the box was the tiara called Nephthys’ Diadem, a brilliant piece of silverwork that encircled the largest sapphire gem I have ever seen. When worn, the sapphire sits centred high over the forehead. It was too beautiful and ornate to wear in public, though I admit to wearing it around Foxhill on occasion and catching my reflection in a mirror for fun. I put it back in its box but kept it close for several years, as it was the last gift Nathaniel would ever give me.

I had asked Angus to look into the Diadem’s background. I could find no receipt for its purchase among the paperwork at the Thorne Shipping Company offices, and none of Nathaniel’s normal agents knew anything about it. He had acquired his most grandiose objects through expensive and legal means, filling Foxhill with jewelled pyramids and my closet with saris of all the colours of the rainbow, but Nephthys’ Diadem seemed to have come into his possession with no history. My cousin Angus was known as a man who could find things, and someone who could make connections in the oddest of places. I figured if anyone could locate the Diadem’s origins, it was he. I now wish I had never asked. The Diadem was at least partially to blame for what happened to Angus and to Foxhill.

I do wish you could have seen Foxhill in its glory. The grounds were always green, and the buildings in the charming village nearby could be seen from the front steps. The foyer’s winding staircase, that led to what should have been our nursery, made a grand impression when stepping into the entrance hall. Nathaniel had decorated the floor beneath with several rugs straight from India, each more vibrant in colour than the last. I took down many of his other rugs and drapes after his death, as each reminded me of him, but the rugs in the foyer – a mixture of greens and yellows – were too beautiful, so I left them. 

After Nathaniel’s death, I dismissed most of the servants, save for my housekeeper Lauretta, the butler Orville, and the Cook, a stern Irish woman who had been with the Thorne family at Foxhill since Nathaniel was a little boy. We closed up the majority of the wings, leaving only enough space for the four of us to work and live. I managed to retain control of the Thorne Shipping Company, appointing several managers under the guidance of both Aunt Ruby and Angus. I was not a genius at business like Nathaniel was, and so our growth slowed. But the business he had created was already so well-maintained, the work continued on and the Thorne Shipping Company remained more than profitable. The fools who suggested I could not manage the company found themselves without the money to be able to buy our assets, so each offer was turned away, one after the other.

This was not without scandal, including many of Nathaniel’s competitors believing that a woman should not be allowed control of such a powerful company. The smartest decision I made in those harrowing days was trusting the people that Nathaniel had trusted. They in turn continued to do business with us. The fleet did not run itself, but I knew enough to keep the boats on the water. A new player had entered the scene shortly before Nathaniel’s death, as well, with the marriage of Viola Jenkins, daughter of a wealthy London merchant, to Lord Felix Bergdahl, whose family owned the Bergdahl Docks. Nathaniel had worked closely with the Bergdahl family, and I had hoped we could get along. Instead, I found that the newly named Lady Bergdahl and her brother, Cornelius Jenkins, openly wished to take Thorne from me by any means necessary. Lord Bergdahl seemed to not care, either way. They were the loudest and most obnoxious of my competitors, but they were not alone.

I withdrew more and more to Foxhill, managing my business from within its halls. It was some two years after Nathaniel’s death that Angus came to me with an idea to host a gathering at Foxhill for his fiftieth birthday. My cousin had spent the last several years, since even before Nathaniel’s death, in self-imposed exile from London. He and the Queen had known each other as children, and she had quite publicly denounced him, though he had worked in service in her military for many years. It had been a long time since he wanted to see people, and he told me that he thought now was time, if there was ever going to be any. I had believed him.

Angus was getting older, he said. And I, as he and Aunt Ruby both often reminded me, was too young to be a woman living alone in a big house in the middle of nowhere, sitting on all the money in the world. Many men would take advantage. Many men had already tried. I will happily tell you, my darling Jenny, that they all failed, much to their chagrin and a bit of damage to their pride.

Angus prepared a list of invitees, including the wretched Bergdahls. Angus’ excuse was that he wanted me to make amends with them. The Company’s managers had told me that the situation at the Docks was becoming untenable, with Jenkins causing trouble at nearly every ship arrival. Angus also invited two old family friends of his, the Duke of Marlborough and his children and the recently elevated Baron Dynevor. Lastly, the talk of the town was the Comte de Mirabeau, a fitting mark for any re-entry into society, and someone Angus said he thought would annoy the Queen. Aunt Ruby invited herself.

The majority of the men were single, either widowed like I was or never married, and I suspect now that my cousin had multiple plans in mind with each invitation. I saw Angus as a good-hearted old soldier, with a knack for picking up strays, like Alyona and Buster. Alyona had been an exiled Russian princess when they met during a campaign in the Crimean War, and he had taken her in like she was his own daughter. Buster was the son of one of his shipmates, he had told me. Now I know that Buster’s parents had been Angus’ compatriots in the Order. My cousin had been a good-hearted man by any account, save the Queen’s own.

I know now that was only the face he chose to show me. There were other faces that I never met while he was alive. I wish I had never learned of them. Or that Angus was alive to explain the choices he had made.

If I had known of Angus’ true intentions, that he had wanted to know if any of us were like him and Alyona, if we were candidates for the Order, I do not know if I would have chosen differently. If I had known that the Diadem was more than it seemed, or that Angus had ulterior motivations after requesting to remove Nathaniel’s final gift to me from Foxhill, after claiming he only wanted
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