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From the written testimonials of Buster Blanchet. Found among the artifacts owned by the Aparecida and stored in the Library of the Dead at the Pyramid.

Originally believed to be the second half of another letter from Blanchet written in July 1883 that detailed Blanchet and the other guests’ arrivals at Foxhill Hall, this testimonial’s dating has never been authenticated. Some scholars believe that this ‘second portion’ was actually written much later, after the events known as the Fey Dawn, and is part of a larger trove of Blanchet’s writings that form part of his masterwork, “The Order of Flowers.” 

Part of the reason for this assertion is minor discrepancies between this writing and the dated testimonials and letters from other survivors, and how Blanchet titles some of the other members of the Foxhill party.

Six people at Foxhill Hall were dead. Lord Wessex had died, stabbed multiple times, on the party’s first night. Lord Redwall was attacked later that evening but survived his grievous wounds and seemed to be recovering. Cook died the next morning. We don’t know how long she suffered before she managed to crawl down the kitchen hallway to get the attention of the German noble Freiherr Holtzer. She did not survive long after that. Writing this makes me tired and sad, but I made a promise to the Princess to tell the truth and I intend to keep it, no matter what has happened since. I will make a record of what happened, so that the memory of those lost will not fade, so that the truth of it can be known, the last night of Foxhill Hall.

The scum known as Cornelius Jenkins, brother to the Lady Viola Bergdahl and nemesis of our host Lady Imogene Thorne, had been caught stealing the sapphire-crowned tiara called Nephthys’ Diadem. It belonged to Lady Thorne, a gift from her amateur Egyptologist husband. Jenkins was thought to be our murderer, the villain coined later by the papers as the Giggling Ghost. This nom de plume remains the worst name I’ve ever heard. 

The survivors tied Jenkins up in the library, under the watchful eyes of the Princess and the less useful eyes of myself. Jenkins’ sister, her husband Lord Felix Bergdahl, and their three servants, all members of the Dankworth family who had served the Bergdahls for generations, were supposed to be confined upstairs in their apartments. But as the remaining nobles argued over Jenkins’ guilt and who should protect the Diadem, the Ghost struck again. Above our heads, Lady Bergdahl and her servants had been torn apart, their blood soaking through the carpets. Lord Felix Bergdahl was found holding the bloody knife and was threatening to turn it on Lady Thorne, the Princess, and the Comte de Mirabeau.

I am lucky to have not witnessed the bloodshed. Lord Wessex was the first body I ever saw, and though he had been stabbed, his body had not been mutilated. There was blood, but he had seemed whole, still human. I did not desire to see for myself more of the Ghost’s handiwork. Before Lady Thorne and the others had realized something was wrong in the Bergdahls’ rooms, the Princess had sent me to find the Baron Charles Dynevor, the last scion of a prosperous noble family. He had taken the Diadem from the library for safekeeping. He claimed he would lock the Diadem away, to protect it from being stolen by Jenkins again.

The hallways of Foxhill Hall were dark as I tried to follow him. Night was coming, and the day was long. Baron Dynevor turned a corner ahead me and was gone, into the darkness. We were running out of food, oil, and gas. Though Foxhill’s ground floors had been fitted with gas lamps lining the hallways, they had been dark for nearly a whole day, as we worried the waning storm would return and we would be plunged into complete darkness while still at the mercy of the Ghost. The rains continued to pour, but the lightning had become more sparse. As I turned the corner, I found the hallway that led to the gentlemen’s rooms completely empty, though I had assumed there had not been enough time for Baron Dynevor to reach his room. I knocked on his door, called his name, but there was no answer. The door had been locked, and I did not have a key. I nearly turned back to return to the library, but I heard another set of footsteps, from behind me. I hid in the nearest unlocked room I could find and waited behind a door cracked open. I believe the room had been Lord Redwall’s before the Ghost had attacked him in the chapel.

I wish I could say for certain what I saw and heard while I waited, but I no longer trust my own memory. There was no gentleman in white laughing as he floated down the hallway. There was no German or French or Russian words spoken aloud so I could overhear the details to an intricate and nefarious plot. A thief carrying a tiara that seemed to glow even in darkness did not pass by. There were footsteps. There was shouting. In the dark, where I remained out of what I can admit was perhaps only my own fear, all I could see were shadows moving in and out of the darkness. 

I may have stayed in my hiding place for an hour. Perhaps it was less, only minutes. In the end, I was grateful. When I returned to the foyer, the discovery of the terror on the first floor had already happened. Lord Bergdahl had been knocked senseless by Mirabeau and carried down the steps over his shoulder. The other guests and remaining servants had been called up from the kitchens, so that everyone would be together. Six people were dead, a thief had been caught, and a lord had been caught holding a bloody knife. But there were doubts that either the thief or the madman was the Ghost.

I remember Lord Redwall calling my name when I emerged from the hallway’s darkness and into the foyer. I was alone and a bit startled to see everyone gathered together without me. I would immediately count who remained, especially when I noticed Lord Bergdahl’s unconscious form laying not far from where Lord Wessex had died. I could not see Bergdahl’s chest rise and fall in the dim light. Even after the explanation of what transpired above, I noted that both Freiherr Holtzer and Baron Dynevor were missing from our party. Though Holtzer had gone to search for the baron after the discovery of the bodies upstairs, I told the others I had not seen either man. The Princess pulled me aside the first moment she could to ask about the Diadem, but I told her I had lost Baron Dynevor almost immediately after leaving the foyer.

The Princess cursed in Russian under her breath. She went straight to the library’s locked door, where the thief Jenkins was meant to be. Lady Thorne reached her just as she pushed open the door and held up one of the few lit oil lamps with any remaining oil we had left. 

Jenkins was gone, his bonds freed and left behind on the chair where he had been tied up. 

“Everyone inside the library, quickly!” Lady Thorne shouted, ushering all of us inside. The housekeeper Lauretta and the valet Orville immediately began to organize, grabbing chairs, and directing Forest, Lady Cavendish’s servant, to help. I was left holding the door open for the entire party, including Mirabeau as he dragged Lord Bergdahl by his ankles into the room with us. When I walked in last, the Princess locked the library door behind me. 

Eleven survivors remained. Everyone was arguing. The twins, the Lord and Lady Redwall, suggested we form new search parties to look for Baron Dynevor and Freiherr Holtzer, but Mirabeau countered that the killer was already captured, pointing to Lord Bergdahl, who Orville and Forest were tying up in Jenkins’ former bindings, the library’s drapes. Lady Cavendish told Orville we should try for the carriages, as the rains were slowing, and that perhaps the roads would be passable and the swollen creek at least fordable. She thought we could make it to the villages on the edge of the property. The Princess paced the room, asking several questions of Lady Thorne about how the gas lamp lines worked. 

I have seen the Princess do this many times. At our home, Falls Park, she could often be found at any time of day wandering the halls in complete silence, her eyes staring into the distance at something the rest of us could not see. Then she would disappear for days into her workshop, emerging only when requested food or additional materials did not appear in a timely manner.

I remember Mirabeau staring at me as the Lady Cavendish began to suggest it was foolish to believe that Lord Bergdahl was the killer, bloody knife in-hand or not. She called him weak. When Mirabeau protested, saying Bergdahl should hang for what he had done to his wife and servants, let alone to Wessex and Cook, Lady Cavendish called him a fool. If Lord Bergdahl had been the killer, she argued, he would have attacked them upstairs. Lady Cavendish said the killer must be someone like Mirabeau, someone strong, to have killed Lord Wessex. It was clear that not all the people gathered in the library believed Mirabeau to be innocent.

Though our time spent in his bed together could exonerate him from being the Ghost, I had not told anyone. I suspected he had not, either. Mirabeau said nothing in response to Lady Cavendish’s accusations.

Instead, the arguing erupted further. Lauretta argued that Mirabeau had helped them upstairs and could not have freed Jenkins. She also said there was no way Jenkins would have killed his sister. It had been clear to everyone that his sister was the only thing he truly loved. In this one thing, we all agreed. Lauretta then turned her vile onto Freiherr Holtzer, saying that he had not even been invited to Foxhill, to Wessex’s birthday party. I was shocked to see a housekeeper speak so boldly, but those were extraordinary times. Lady Redwall admitted that neither had her or her brother had been
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