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By Doralynn Kennedy

I rapped softly at the open door as I entered. “Sir, may I speak with you?

His expression proved an easy read. You just did, it chided. 

I took it as a yes and continued. “I wish you a happy birthday, Sir, but I’ve hit upon a bit of a snag.” 

Sherlock’s thick brows came together slightly, and he went on puffing his pipe, the smoke rising in wispy, cherry-scented clouds. 

“The eggs expired in April, Sir.” 

It was January. 

“Of 1999.” 

A startled gasp escaped the lips of everyone in the room, all except Holmes and his brother Frederick. 

After all it was 2062. 
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CHAPTER ONE
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❦

I woke one day and found myself employed at Sherlock Holmes’ country estate, Blackthorn Manor. I didn’t question anything. It was what it was. I blamed my lack of memories on the accident and the surgeries. I blamed my lack of interest on the drugs. 

And self-preservation, of sanity if nothing else. 

I knew things were peculiar, more than peculiar, but I couldn’t deny the facts. Despite my lack of a past, I knew how to function, but I couldn’t explain how I did it. I didn’t question my home or my profession. Nor did I question how I came into either. My ignorance produced bliss. 

I only needed to look as far as my own skin to realize I didn’t want my memories. Scars traversed my body. The result of a train wreck, or so I was told. None of them were easily visible, fortunately, but I assumed the mental scars were just as disturbing. Facing them did not tempt me. Drugs kept me pain free and unquestioning. Since I possessed no memories, I possessed no regrets, no remorse, and no guilt.

The mansion went on forever before me: a maze of ornamental rooms, red mahogany furniture, maroon carpets with exquisite patterns, deep, dark recesses, and plush chairs. Antiques guarded long stretches of space, and masterpieces kept their wary eyes on trespassers, residents too. Certain rooms remained perpetually locked, and I did not maintain the keys that opened them. There was one unsettling chamber that was opened daily for dusting but immediately locked afterwards. Glances cast my way during that routine were equally disturbing.

I felt at a loss as I traveled the creaking floors, not because of a lack of memory, but because I didn’t know how to break the news. It was his birthday, his two-hundred-and-eighth, but he didn’t look a day over forty. 

I didn’t question that either. 

His guests waited with him in his lounge, scattered at varying distances around the dark but comfortable room. Sir Henry played a solitary game of billiards, balls clacking sharply against each other intermittently. Doctor Watson was bent over the fireplace, as if the answer to his latest medical emergency had etched itself into the burning embers, and Frederick Holmes engaged Doctor Cecil in a lively debate on the feasibility of Intelligent Design.

I rapped softly at the open door as I entered. “Sir, may I speak with you?” 

His expression proved an easy read. You just did, it chided. 

I took it as a yes and continued. “I wish you a happy birthday, Sir, but I’ve hit upon a bit of a snag.” 

Sherlock’s thick brows came together slightly, and he went on puffing his pipe, the smoke rising in wispy, cherry-scented clouds. 

“The eggs expired in April, Sir.” 

It was January. 

“Of 1999.” 

A startled gasp escaped the lips of everyone in the room, all except Holmes and his brother Frederick. 

After all, it was 2062. 

As I spoke, I realized my announcement in front of guests might be inappropriate, so I didn’t mention the other impediments to the nights planned lobster fest, primarily the lack of any lobster. And for some strange reason, the lemon juice was boiling in the back of the refrigerator. I assumed it had been there so long that the chemical composition had changed. Or it might have been one of Frederick’s strange experiments. 

The blame certainly did not lie with me, even though I was the housekeeper, but I didn’t know how I knew that. 

My mind sneered at my certainty. In your shape, how are you to know anything with certitude.

“Shall I order pizza?” 

“Oh blast it all.” Holmes pushed away from his seat in exasperation and sprang to his feet. “Doesn’t anyone deliver lobster anymore?” 

I didn’t believe so. Not since the Great Drone Disaster.

A local shopkeeper had agreed to deliver ours, for an exorbitant tip, but he never arrived. 

A noise of protest rose with each man in the room. “Oh, God, not pizza again.” 

Our visitors shuffled their various positions and settled down like ruffled feathers. 

“Oh forget it, old man, order the bloody pizza.” 

Frederick’s calm voice won out, and each man chimed in on toppings and crust. Armed with my new mission, I set out to place the order as quickly and efficiently as I could. I understood Holmes’s disappointment. We ate an inordinate amount of pizza. That would change, though, once Frederick and Cecil determined I was well enough for shopping trips and travel beyond our expansive, but confining, gates and walls. 
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THE DELIVERY DRIVER soon arrived, not our usual man, but a stern and imposing figure. He blew in with a puff of cold wind and a flurry of snow. He leered up at me from the servants’ entrance. Normally the owner, Wallace, delivered our pizzas. Apart from the gardener, the laundress, and the aforementioned visitors, Wallace remained my only other regular acquaintance. I stood to the side, and the newcomer brushed past me, smelling like the beakers that bubbled in Frederick’s lab. A warning bell, deep within my chest, made its way past the tranquilizers and anti-depressants. He didn’t belong here. I pictured him behind the gray walls of some stone institution. Probably a prison. Though whether he was the warden or an inmate I couldn’t be sure. 

He unloaded his boxes on the table and turned to face me, hands resting on his hips. “I said you’d order pizza tonight. I bet on it, in fact. Then I doubled the bet since I was so sure.” 

I felt the muscles in my face contorting into what I hoped was a smile. “You’re lucky,” I informed him. “We were planning on lobster, but it was never delivered.” 

He laughed, and the bell inside me clanged noisily. “Then come out with me tomorrow. I’ll order some lobster for you.” 

My knees wobbled slightly, and the room dipped in an alarming way. Something told me I’d never be allowed to go out, and certainly not with this man. 

“I’ll have to think about that.” I’d be thinking about it all night. Or worrying, to be more precise. 

“Good. You do that.” He moved forward abruptly and grasped my hand. He turned it over and stared at the scars that ran along my wrist. He pressed two fingers into my skin and held my gaze. My mouth dropped, but no words came out. The effrontery of the man. He was taking my pulse. 

A slow smile raised one side of his crooked mouth and then the other. “Wish Holmes a happy birthday for me,” he said, then dropped my hand as abruptly as he’d taken it. 

“Do what?” The words, the only ones I could think of, barely squeaked out. 

“Tell him Moriarty says Happy Birthday, and welcome back, to both of you.” He left as abruptly as he came. 
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