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The Morning Times, September 13, 1869. Page 4. One of many notices surrounding the aftermath of the attack at Foxhill Hall.

GIGGLING GHOST SIGHTED IN LONDON

Piccadilly residents have reported strange apparitions in recent days. Described as a young man in a white trench coat, hat, and mask, he stalks the busy streets, disappearing into alleys, laughing maniacally all the while. The Giggling Ghost, recently famous for the murder of Lord Angus Wessex of Falls Park, among others, was blamed for the destruction of Foxhill Hall in Gloucestershire County.

Residents have been asked to report any sightings. No arrests have been made. The Ghost, believed dead, may have escaped the destruction and is now terrorizing London. Residents should be wary of anyone in white clothes.

Baron Dynevor remains missing. Recent reports indicate that his familial estate is empty. He too may be a victim.

From the Order archives, kept in the secret vaults beneath the V&A. Written by a recently demoted first footman named Buster Blanchet, circa 1870, this testimonial is a surviving example in the series written at the behest of the woman born as the Princess Alyona Oblonskaya of Russia. By 1870, Oblonskaya had been exiled from Russia and all records of her existence had been purged by her home country. Though she was of royal birth, in the eyes of Russian history, she never existed. It is only through Blanchet’s testimonials that this possible identity of the Princess Engineer was revealed to modern scholarship, though the United Nation’s strict code of secrecy means that information has been restricted to those historians with the highest levels of security access. We are few. It is believed that if those who wished the United Nations ill were able to identify the Princess, they could wreak havoc on much of our modern pad technology.

Digital conversions of Blanchet’s testimonials have not been successful, and it is only through the physical copies, frail as they are with age, that these secrets remain. Any and all attempts to create digital versions of the testimonials have met near-instant failure. There have been many hypotheses posited as to why, including the preposterous notion of a curse placed upon Blanchet or Oblonskaya. Their life histories might suggest as much, however. Most modern scholarship believes that this seemingly unstoppable destruction is the work of the Princess Engineer herself, something she created that somehow is not only still active but that was able to infiltrate the digital world a century before its invention.

I used to enjoy writing. Lord Angus Wessex, my employer and patron, took it upon himself to personally continue my education after I came to Falls Park following my parents’ deaths. There were other servant children on the grounds, though none my own age. We were tutored together. Lord Wessex never had children of his own but was a vocal proponent for education for all children, not just those of the upper class. 

The Princess arrived at Falls Park only a few years after I did. She was young, though still several years older than myself. Lord Wessex worried over her. She corrected him when he introduced her to the household staff as the Czarina Oblonskaya, saying in her heavily accented English that she was nothing more than Madame Alyona now. Lord Wessex never called her that, and the household staff followed his lead in all things.

She took it upon herself to teach me German and French, and some Russian, though she spoke her native tongue rarely and usually only to mutter profanities under her breath. It is in my gratitude to her that I continue to write these testimonies, though I dislike it. It is only fair that she has asked this duty of me. I believed I was finished after retelling the events at Foxhill Hall, revealing my secrets and sharing my sorrow over the deaths that happened there. But it seems, after a year, the time has come again. I will maintain my promise to you, Princess, that I will be truthful, even when it is painful and even if you are not here.

It was late autumn, almost winter, when the incidents began. 

The cemetery on the Falls Park’s grounds was an ancient one, believed to have been used for burying the dead since the times of the Romans, or perhaps even the Celts. Christians had taken over and built a small chapel a few hundred years ago, though all that remained of the chapel was a circle of knee-high crumbling bricks. The graves lay on the southern side of the estate, north of the lesser river. The path between the manor and the cemetery was overgrown and never used, going through a corner of the grounds’ woods and deer park, and it was not unusual when out on the grounds to find yourself smacking a toe into a gravestone you did not expect. Given how far apart and unevenly spaced the headstones that remained intact are, I always suspected that there were far more dead buried there then we could know for sure.

When Forest, then serving as Lady Thorne’s second footman, came upon the first set of bones, it was not a terrible worry. Sometimes the ground shifted, and the rains came, and washed away the soil. The dead rose. One body was not a worry. It was only when he and I walked through the woods, made of towering oaks and smaller beech trees, and found multiple sets of bones scattered throughout that I worried. Forest did not.

In fact, Forest only began to fret when we found strange pieces of metal amongst the bones. Pieces of gears or broken fragments of longer rods, the metals were of mixed quality and make. Forest spoke of it once and then never again.

He and I reburied the bones ourselves, leaving the metal parts alone. I told the Princess, but she simply nodded, like it was to be expected, and then I told Lady Thorne, as she was now the rightful owner of Falls Park, following her cousin’s death.

It should be said, I think, since this is the second of these I have written, and since I am speaking of cemeteries, that Lord Wessex and the other victims of the Giggling Ghost were not recovered from Foxhill. They burned, along with the manor, their bodies buried by the rubble as the house collapsed. 

I hope that the victims can still find their eternal rest.

Lady Thorne may now have ownership of Falls Park and the acres that surround the manor, but the staff that live and work here are not the trusting sort. The newspapers, both local and in London, report sightings of the Giggling Ghost, a gentleman dressed all in white. This has caused the staff to distrust Lady Thorne, Forest, and myself. I hear the whispers as I pass through the halls, as people I once counted as friends look at me askance. It is worse for Forest, someone they had never met. They treat him as an interloper, a demon meant to bring his curse upon our home. I’ve even been asked if I was sure he was not the Ghost himself. I asked the Princess once why the other servants acted this way, and the Princess told me she had not noticed a change. The staff had left her alone in her laboratory before Foxhill Hall. It made sense they would continue to do so. 

Before Foxhill, I used to wander the halls of Falls Park, feeling safe and secure in my home. Lord Wessex had said I would always be protected at Falls Park, and I had no reason before to doubt him.

After Foxhill, I still took to my wanderings, especially at night when sleep eluded me. I carried a simple candle on my endless walks. Perhaps I should have been more fearful of the dark, but I had convinced myself there was no Giggling Ghost here. The other servants had reported no strangeness since our return, only sadness. I still felt at home.

The second incident came the week after finding the exposed bones. Forest was asleep, nude as usual, when I left him in our shared room to walk. The servant quarters were quiet, with most of the staff sleeping. Besides my candle, the only other light came from the butler’s door. 

The butler Mr. Baugh was a stern man, demanding in his own way. He was at Falls Park when I arrived here as a child, though he was a footman then. He rose through the ranks of the household and now leads it. He often burns a candle, late into the night, long after the rest of the staff has gone to bed. I believe he has taken losing Lord Wessex the hardest of the staff. They had worked together for many years, and Mr. Baugh always told the staff that Lord Wessex wanted the best for the whole household.

There were times, as I walked the nights, that I thought I heard noises coming from Mr. Baugh’s room, when the light would come from underneath his door. I never asked him why he stayed up so late. Or what the noises were. It would not be my place to ask.

I would have liked to say I spoke of it to Forest, but Forest still spoke rarely. He was so quiet, only making small comments about our work that were necessary. He had beautiful eyes, and strong arms and chest and an ample behind. I wanted to know him, and to be known by him, but he was barely there, despite spending most of our time together.

At Foxhill Hall, Lord Wessex had asked me to serve as his valet, which was an honour and something I continue to be proud of. But he is dead, and Mr. Baugh had to make some changes in staff and Forest came to Falls Park without employment. Lady Thorne told Mr. Baugh to take him on. Unfortunately, Lady Thorne had no need for me to be her valet. Mr. Baugh told me I could be first footman for Lady Thorne, but that Forest would need to share my room. 

The other servants have not taken a liking to him. I think they would like him more if he spoke. I do admit it feels wrong to write this down, but the Princess asked me to be honest. Since Lord Wessex died, under my care, I
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