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The Darkwood Mysteries were originally published as penny publications early in the 20th century. The Friends of Darkwood Society formed in 1963 to collect and preserve a complete collection of the stories. In 2010, we achieved what we consider to be a complete collection. Authored by Jack Hobbs, servant to the titular Darkwood family, it is perhaps surprising the remaining family of the dwindling line allowed the merging of their immediate history within his series of fanciful and sensational stories. While the villainous and supernatural tales are fiction, it is clear from family records Mr Hobbs enjoyed a close relationship with those he served—being very much the servant-companion he is in his written work. The family encouraged his writing talents in his later years, which memorialised their family member in his central character, Emily Darkwood. Who wouldn't want to be remembered as a hero? While the Darkwood family as it was is gone, and Mr Hobbs left one final mystery in 1920 through his disappearance, the family name and his work lives on in The Darkwood Mysteries, edited and adapted for a modern audience by the Friends of Darkwood Society and presented here for your enjoyment. Onward to mystery!
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These are the chronicles of the investigations of Emily Darkwood—my employer, teacher, and friend. A young woman of society who refused to be dictated by it and lived a life of her own making. A student determined to become a physician and surgeon in a man's domain. An innocent inheritor of a guidestone that drew its bearer and darkness together. She courageously shone her light into the mysteries that surrounded her, searching for answers to her parents' fates, becoming a fighter of the wicked and monstrous she discovered lurking within the shadows...

Jack Hobbs, her ever faithful servant-companion and your narrator, humbly presents...
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I begin my telling of the many endeavours I had at my employer's side, not with the first, or the last, or indeed the most memorable, but the first case that comes to mind. I can do this because any of the stories I call upon for you from my time with Darkwood are of mystery and danger. Sitting here with pen in hand, I know I must start somewhere, and this is as good a place as any. So, I cast the net of my memory back some thirty-three years to a spring evening in 1877, and I find my adolescent self standing in the vast graveyard of Kensal Green...

The sun bowed toward the horizon. Pinks and oranges seeped into the darkening blue sky, and black shadows crept up from the graves and loomed out from behind the monolithic tombs that surrounded me and Miss Darkwood. Those stalking shadows gathered on the paths and greens of the cemetery as dusk descended upon the city and shrouded our surroundings as a cold, dark tide. I imagined the shadows conspired to hide lurking dangers and nameless terrors. This was not the fancy of my young mind, for I had already experienced the supernatural through accompanying Darkwood in her investigations.

I spent all day at Miss Darkwood's side in the graveyard, even taking a simple workingman's lunch of bread and cheese and apples there, which my mistress supplied for us. The neat gardens and finely crafted stonework made this a popular promenade for the ladies and gentlemen of society, so our presence and lunching would not have been conspicuous or unusual to passersby.

Any groundsmen who may have observed Darkwood's long vigil would not have thought ill of it. Their attention would more likely be drawn to her carrying an umbrella during a long period of unbroken warm weather. She carried it at all times and usually answered any who questioned this odd habit with something akin to, "I like to be prepared for a turn in the atmosphere." Darkwood was used to weathering storms.

The tomb we stood before was that of her friend, Charlotte Abernathy. A fine memorial. I remembered speaking with the servant of the Abernathys' on the day of the internment a year before while we waited to attend our households, and he told me Miss Charlotte Abernathy might well have had a much more modest resting place had it not been for the unrequited love of a failed suitor, a Dr Berkley. 

The doctor had been a great friend to the family, especially during times of financial difficulty, thanks to his wealth, which he was quick to loan to those around him in need. The Abernathys had struggled for years after they invested in the railway mania that failed to provide a return. Dr Berkley helped the family and earned the gratitude of Miss Abernathy, which he mistook for an altogether different affection.

The doctor made his intentions toward Miss Abernathy known to her parents, only to be spurned by the young lady who had fallen in love with a Mr Giles Carmichael. This upset the family's chance of financial salvation and restoration, which a marriage to the doctor would have assured them, but after some conflict her parents allowed their daughter to follow her heart. 

When Miss Abernathy passed, despite her rejection of him, Dr Berkley could not see his departed Charlotte in the ground and generously commissioned a striking and beautiful tomb from the best stone-masons. He paid for the works in full.

I cast my eye over the tomb and suppressed a shiver. Despite its finery and the sentiment behind it, with the daylight draining away, the grand mausoleum underwent an unpleasant transformation in my imagination; the Gothic spires that pointed heavenward from each corner seemed more like horns, while inky shadows turned the deeply carved trellis and roses into scales. The arch and great iron doors set within came up from the ground as a yawning mouth, and the twin rose windows set above sparkled with the last of the light as demonic eyes with devilish intent.

Despite the encounters with the supernatural I had experienced through my employment with Miss Darkwood, a night-soaked graveyard was not a place of comfort. Darkwood seemed set to continue her vigil before the tomb, as she had since the first hours of the morning that day, so I was content to be at her side. I studied her as she studied the tomb, awaiting a decision in action. My discomfit salved by her strength of character and capability.

Darkwood stood as a model of young womanhood: a rich emerald dress of silk and velvet, corsage tapered to her narrow waist and a fuss of fabric, a low-cut neckline between leg of mutton sleeves (her modesty and reputation preserved with a chemisette of fine dark green lace), and her femininity replete through her dark hair, pinned up and back to expose her slender pale neck. A squat, emerald green top hat, with a spray of pheasant feathers in the hat band sat atop her head.

An outsider might think her a vulnerable young lady ill-placed in a shadow-filled cemetery in the semi-rural isolation of Kensal Green. Yet any would-be garrotter or assailant would be deceived by the fancy and delicateness of her gender, for it concealed a strategy in dress for a readiness of action. 

Her choice of hat for today was not out of vanity: compact and narrow brimmed, it would not intrude upon her field of vision. Instructions to her dress-maker were no excess of material, no voluminous skirts—nothing which would inhibit movement. She shirked the tight corset for the same reason. She wore one loose, allowing her to breathe, but enjoying the protection to her core the whalebone ribs provided. The only concession to flourish being layers, gatherings, or swags at the waist to conceal a pocket to access the holster she wore beneath for her Colt Peacemaker revolver.

She stood with an arresting confidence.

Her dark, penetrating eyes inscrutable, other than her appearing to have the measure of all before her.

Emily Darkwood was far from vulnerable and far from defenceless.

Despite my lack of height against my peers, contemplating her strength and her want of me at her side, I felt tall against the dark.

In those days, I doubted her courage and strength of character could fail her, but if it ever struggled to meet the challenges she encountered, I stood protectively at her side. Armed with my cosh, 'bruiser' secreted away within my jacket, and willing to defend her to my death for the life her family had given me in service, away from the poverty of the streets I had been born upon.

Respectful of her mourning, I contemplated what might be working within her mind and heart. Miss Abernathy had been Miss Darkwood's friend since childhood until tuberculosis claimed her a year ago to the very day. In her watch of the grand Gothic tomb I am certain she missed her friend, who she described as once being like a sister to her, and I daresay she considered her own mortality, for despite her courage she was as susceptible to death as any other. 

The death of any loved one is sad, although the timing of Charlotte Abernathy's passing had itself been tragic, with it being only weeks before her planned marriage to Mr Carmichael. I wonder if Darkwood's mourning caused her to reflect upon her own opportunities for love and companionship? Her eligibility for marriage reduced through her forthrightness, wilful independence of spirit, and persistent pursuit of a man's career.

She had only the interest of Jonathan West, a fellow medical student who, despite a fondness for her, found himself perplexed and disapproving of her desire to be a physician. The difficulties between Darkwood and West were intensified by his father, Professor Albion West, a surgeon of standing and dean of the university that educated Darkwood. He had an outspoken and active opposition to women in the medical profession. He resented her place in his university, gained through her popularity among the trustees and her own determination and aptitude. Disagreements occasionally resulted in Jonathan West siding against her and being a spiteful thorn in Darkwood's side.

I had been in Miss Darkwood's employment for a year-and-a-half and I observed enough to consider the only other opportunity for happiness in love dwelled in her unconfessed affection toward her childhood friend and cousin, Robert Darkwood. I was certain he reciprocated such feelings from the stolen studies of her and the unspoken words that seemed to linger on his lips in her presence. Although with his entering the Catholic priesthood, a conversion from Anglicanism that had been his father's embarrassment, his vocation had become an insurmountable obstacle to any romance and matrimony the pair may have imagined for themselves. 

As you may tell from my faithfulness, consideration, and care for Miss Darkwood beyond my station, I held my own



































[image: ]

















[image: ]














[image: ]

























[image: ]
















[image: ]






















































































































































[image: ]







d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
\
STEVE MERRIFIELD





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





