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For the wretched of the earth 

There is a flame that never dies. 

Even the darkest night will end 

And the sun will rise.  

ï Les Miserables 
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Prologue 
Knmcnm, 0777 

 

N o one heard her body fall to the cold ground, as low clouds drifted 

on damp cobblestones. He watched glimmers of himself from the 

reflection of the gas lamps in her eyes. She was lovelyðauburn hair pulled 

up with wisps curling around her porcelain face. Tenderly, he ran his gloved 

fingers against her smooth skin and bent to inhale her scent. The copper 

aftertaste was still fresh and satisfied his hunger. He yearned to pierce her 

flesh once more, but knew the desire was futile. 

Once her heart stopped and blood ceased to flow, the taste of her 

soured like curdled milk. Soon, her stench would permeate through the skin 

and draw anyone in a five-mile radius. Well, those like him at least. London 

drew a thin shroud over the strange shadows of the night. If he opened 

himself up, freed his mind of the bond that kept his presence hidden, their 

guise would falter. 

Adrenaline from his latest kill lingered on his taste buds. Youth fueled 

the desire, and it always tasted sweeter than the agedðalthough a bit gamy. 

The luxury of savoring his work was denied as the knowledge of the others 

tickled his peripheral vision. The scent of determined intent brought on a series 

of violent and uncomfortable sneezes. Someone followed him, lingering some-

where within the shadows of London. He looked around, but no one occupied 

the alley except himself and his snack. 

ñWell, it looks like youôve found me,ò he mused out loud. How long has 

it taken them to track him down? 

Out of curiosity, he reached out to the thoughts of his nighttime com-

panion to assess skill. His senses heightened and the intense aroma sickened 

him. It took a great amount of will to terminate the mental link. When it 
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faded, he felt dizzy from the effort. He was getting rusty, far too used to feeding 

indiscriminately without fear of recognition. 

Although he knew the identity of his tracker, the knowledge came with 

a price. Whoever tracked him now knew him as well. It was time to move on. 

Soon, his victim would reveal her secrets to the authorities and to the world. 

Yet another to add to his dance card, a lifeless lady of the night. 

It amused him to think the human population of London had no idea he 

walked among them. He was so much more powerful and dangerous than they 

could possible imagine. Soon, they would all fear him. The London newspapers 

had picked up on news that a series of unsolved and somewhat gruesome 

killings were occurring in the poorer parts of the city. Of course the details 

were exaggerated and altered. Slaughtering this species was similar to cattle. 

It fueled some primal curiosity to see just what they were made out of, to no 

longer speculate the reason behind the separation. Something about it all gave 

him pleasure, in their pitiful cries for help before he ripped out the throats of 

his helpless victims. Let them think one of their own was responsible; it was 

a good cover. The authorities would look in the wrong direction. Soon, the one 

he waited for would arrive and his plan for revenge put into motion. 

For the last time, he gazed upon her angelic features. Her wet hair blan-

keted his shoe, and he forced himself to savor the image a moment longer before 

melding into the shadowed alleyway. It was how he wanted to remember the 

delicious morsel, kneeling at his feet, feeding his hunger. 
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Chapter 1 
Nman`qc sgd RR Hlodqh`k 
Mnudladq 0777 

 

 

ustineôs face tingled as she leaned over the railing of the ship. All around 

her the sea stretched out in every direction, glistening as the slow fading 

light of late afternoon dripped into the waves. Crisp, November air filled her 

lungs. Every now and then, fish broke the stillness of the channel as seagulls 

hovered with keen eyes and voracious appetites. 

She wished she could be a bird and fly around without limit or expec-

tations. She wanted to put her arms out with her skirts rippling around her 

ankles. Instead Justine stood rigid, conscious of those mulling about on the top 

deck. Above her, the gulls cried out to one another while others drifted by, 

content to let the current take them wherever fate decreed. They had the 

ability to go wherever they wished. She, on the other hand, felt shackled like 

an animal sold at market; once the property of one and now the property of 

another. With a sigh, Justine took out the creased letter she kept in her pocket. 

Folded inside was a small photograph of her parents. Justine smiled at their 

bright faces and then turned her attention to the letter whose contents she 

had read so many times she could almost repeat each line verbatim. 

ñéYour parents are dead. It was all quite suddenéthe hotel they were 

staying at caught on fireéno one survivedéò 

In the photo, a beautiful woman with her hair pulled back, feathered 

around her face, stood beside a handsome man in a white, unbuttoned shirt, 

suspenders and black trousers. Between them was an awkward young girl 

with bottleneck curls sticking out beneath an old boater hat. Justine smiled 

remembering the day down to its tiniest detail. They had been in the Lake 

District, enjoying a long, warm summer day. Mother had just put a tray of 

lemonade on the table, and both Justine and her father eagerly reached for 

J 
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the glasses. They spluttered as the sour liquid made their throats burn after the 

first sip. Through tears and laughter, her father suggested that perhaps punch 

or something less dangerous would be better. Her mother sent him off for 

refreshments and sat in the wrought iron chair beside Justine. With delicate 

hands, her mother picked up a bit of ribbon and pinned it to the hat Justine 

had been working on. Then, after lunch, her father got it into his head to get a 

picture taken, something Justine could take with her when she started school. 

A tear fell from her cheek onto the smooth surface of the picture. It was 

almost impossible to comprehend they were gone. Justine wanted so much to 

believe there had been a mistake. But it had gone on too long to fool her into 

thinking it was a charade any longer. 

Trying to regain her composure, she tried to envision Harold Mendenhall, 

the faceless man from her childhood memory and the one who broke the hor-

rible news to her. His letter introducing himself as her godfather and detailing 

the accident that took her parentsô lives arrived at her French finishing school. 

Preparations for her journey home quickly commenced. It was horrible, almost 

unthinkable, that sheôd no longer call the house in Shropshire with the white 

fence and cracked terracotta pots alongside the path home, smell her motherôs 

perfume, or feel her fatherôs whiskers against her cheek when he kissed her. 

The memory drove away the gloom, although it was fleeting. Life was going to 

be very different, and Justine had no idea whether it was a bad thing. Despite 

her loss, things could have been far worse. She wasnôt being sent back to England 

to slave in a workhouse or fall on the mercy of some distant relationðfar from 

it. In fact, she would be going to Egypt, land of the pharaohs, after Christmas 

with her godparents. The lure of such an exotic place, of seeing things many 

girls would never gaze upon in their entire lives thrilled her. Even as she 

mourned the loss of her family, she knew God could not have been more kind. 

It was a small blessing amidst the turmoil. 

ñDarling, where are you?ò A shrill voice came from inside the cabin door 

behind her. 

Justine cringed and replaced the letter in her pocket. Every fiber wanted 

to be far away from the suffocating attentions of Mrs. Hart. Even in her dreams 

Justine could hear the womanôs high-pitched voice. The fussy old woman 

had stayed by her side since they boarded the ship. Mrs. Hart, with her furry 

companion, was an old friend of Harold Mendenhall, and it had been arranged 
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by her godfather that they were to travel together from France to Portsmouth, 

England. She was only too pleased to have the company of an accomplished 

young woman in her midst, or so the old bat informed her. 

ñI am outside,ò Justine said, taking one last look at the ocean, sparkling 

like precious diamonds. The crossing had been filled with rough weather, and 

Justine enjoyed what little calm the vast ocean relented. She dragged herself 

back inside the stateroom with a sigh as heavy as an anchor. When she closed 

the door, the smell of musty linens hit Justine. She sneezed. It took a moment 

for her eyes to adjust to the dimness. 

Mrs. Hartôs stateroom was lovelier than anything Justine had seen before. 

The furnishings had detailed scroll work with ornate Italian pillars. Nestled in 

the corner, surrounded by wood paneling and floral wallpaper, a four post bed 

easily drew the eye of those who entered. Red velvet curtains hung on either 

side, ready to keep the world at bay. Beside the bed, there was a heavy gold 

floor length mirror, a chaise lounge in the same cloth as the curtains, a small 

writing table, and an adjoining chair that could have easily been sat in by Marie 

Antoinette. Across from the bed was a petite dressing table laden with perfume 

bottoms and other feminine toiletries. 

Standing in front of the long mirror, Mrs. Hart surveyed her reflection. 

ñBless you, child. Here, take this,ò said she, stretching out her long hand. 

ñThank you,ò Justine wiped her eyes and nose with the offered hand-

embroidered handkerchief. She bent to look in the vanity to remove her stiff 

black hat. Justine noticed how puffy her face looked. Anyone would be able 

to guess she had been crying. She took a few breaths to calm her nerves and 

then started pinning the wild strands of chestnut hair back in place, a color so far 

removed from the girls in those dime novels it wasnôt even worth imagining 

a lovelier shade. With that done her appearance improved slightly, although 

she could do little to fix her too big nose or freckled complexion. No amount 

of pinning could help that. Justine gave up and sat down in a small chair and 

gave Mrs. Hart her attention. 

The older woman wore a white lace camisole, a thick corset and a knee 

length petticoat. A metal bustle cage encircled her waist with a soft cream skirt 

layered on top. ñYou shouldnôt spend too much time in the sun. A young lady 

is not coarse and brown.ò 

Justine smiled. ñI donôt think I am in danger of that, Mrs. Hart.ò 
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ñPerhaps not yet, but a lady must always be cautious. Now, be honest. 

Which do you think suits me best?ò Mrs. Hart had a dress draped over each 

arm. ñThe dark blue chiffon or the brown silk?ò Behind her on the bed, Maxine 

lay curled up on the silk wrap, nose tucked under her tiny, fluffy tail. 

Both dresses were far more elegant than Justine had ever seen in her 

life, with soft puffed sleeves lined with delicate lace trim. They also exposed 

a modest amount of shoulders and neck. ñI think you would look lovely in 

the blue chiffon.ò The dress matched the hair accessory with the same color 

ribbon and flowers on the unkempt bed. 

ñYes,ò Mrs. Hart murmured, holding the dress against her chest. She ad-

mired her image in the full-length mirror. ñI think you are right. It is wonderful 

to drape oneself in silk on a sea voyage. Normally one wears serge or flannel. 

Why I have enough wool to feel as if Iôm wallowing in Scotland,ò said she, 

tossing the brown frock upon the bed where her dog woke in order to sniff 

the addition. She turned to her young companion. ñOh it is wonderful having 

a little friend on board. Sometimes traveling abroad is so lonely.ò 

ñI would love traveling the world as you do. To see places one would only 

discover in a book is thrilling andéò Justine couldnôt articulate the emotion 

but the sensation filled her. ñMr. Mendenhall said he plans to go to Egypt after 

Christmas.ò She felt giddy, like looking at the forbidden bright packages under 

a Christmas tree. ñThatôs only a month away and I have never been.ò 

ñYes, quite exciting for one so young,ò Mrs. Hart said with a grin. ñI am 

almost envious. Almost.ò 

ñAlmost envious?ò Justine asked, not quite sure what the woman meant. 

ñWhy yes. I prefer to stay in the more civilized regions of the world. 

Now Italyðthere is a place you should visit one day. The culture, the art, the 

countryside, all brought together in perfetta armonia.ò 

Justine tried to imagine all those things but ended up rather blank, for 

sheôd seen nothing of Italy to inspire such grand ideas. The best she could 

conjure was a stone museum filled with half-naked statues. Instead, she 

changed the subject. ñDid you know my parents, Mrs. Hart?ò Justine sat on 

the bed and the little dog growled. 

ñI knew them a little, although not well. Iôm not well acquainted with 

anyone outside my social circle. I believe Harold showed me pictures at some 

point. To have them die so suddenly is such a tragedy.ò 
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Justine looked down at the lilac covers. The news of her family was still 

fresh, but she had to talk about it. All the mourned silence made her feel as if 

they were gone for good even from her memory. The reality of it still hadnôt 

set in. There was still the hope theyôd be waiting for her in Portsmouth just 

like before. Foolish, she knew, but it sustained her. 

ñI always assumed I would be married with children before I lost them.ò 

ñLosing oneôs parents is natural, but to have them both taken so quickly 

is hard on the young.ò She sighed and then perked up. ñHow you remind me 

of me at your age. My husband said we would travel when our oldest took 

over the business,ò Mrs. Hart said as she sat on the chaise, her ample bottom 

creasing the brown silk. ñAnd after my Roger died, I decided to go on my own. 

Life is just too short.ò She brushed her fingers against Justineôs cheek. The 

intimate gesture reminded Justine of her mother. Her vision blurred and her 

jaw trembled. Justine refused to cry again. She had done enough in the carriage 

from the boarding school and certainly enough on the ship. 

ñMy poor child. Here I am talking about Roger when youôve just lost your 

parents. It will get better. Time heals everything, truly it does.ò She took both 

of Justineôs hands. ñI lost my parents young as well.ò 

ñYou did?ò 

ñYes. My father died from scarlet fever when I was a girl. My mother did 

not live long after that. Died of a broken heart they said, but it isnôt so easy 

to break oneôs heart. Sometimes Iôve wished it were. But one has to go on 

livingðôall the appointed days,ô as is said in the Bible.ò 

ñI know it is natural. I knew they would have toésomeday, but not so 

soon. Sometimes it feels like people express sympathy because they simply 

have nothing else to say, like death is somehow a sickness they could catch 

or pass on through touch. Iôd prefer they say nothing at all then meaningless 

condolences.ò Justine studied her stubby nails hidden beneath Mrs. Hartsô 

long, cultured ones. 

ñThe general populous does not have the reputation for intelligence. Now, 

I am starving for some good clean sunshine.ò Her companion stood and resumed 

her vigil in front of the mirror. ñCome my dear, help me get this thing on. 

Nothing like a walk around the top deck to rouse the spirits before dinner.ò 

Justine tried to smile and did as she was told. It felt good to talk about 

her family instead of things brewing inside, ready to burn if anyone got too 
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close. Already Justine was cynical when someone expressed their sentiments. 

Deep down she knew they were only being nice, but after a while the words 

felt hollow. Having something else to focus on vented her frustrations. Mrs. 

Hart wiggled into the dress and stood stationary while Justine secured the small 

silk buttons that ran from mid-back to waist. 

After that, Justine arranged Mrs. Hart's hair in the way she had done for 

her mother so often and clasped the string of pearls around her neck. So much 

finery, more than she had seen in her life, was flaunted in front of her. It 

made her very aware of her own poverty. Back home she would have torn 

an outdated dress apart and remade it if the need arose. Often, she received 

secondhand gowns from church or her motherôs friends. 

Justine inspected her black dress with a seamstressô critical eye. It was 

serviceable, no doubt about that, but plain and ordinary. With what little 

pocket money she had, the dress and veil was all she could afford. While the 

lace around the sleeves wasnôt handmade, it looked delicate. In hindsight, the 

veil was a waste since sheôd only worn it when she left the school and then 

abandoned the wretched thing. What she wouldnôt give to have the careless 

abandonment Mrs. Hart enjoyed, to toss aside a beautiful dress without 

worry of cost. 

ñThank you, my dear. It isnôt as formal as one would like, but one must 

be practical when traveling. I only brought seven hats with me for this journey. 

I do call that economizing. Well, shall we present ourselves to the captain? Mrs. 

Hart wrapped her mink jacket around her shoulders and nestled her little dog 

inside the crook of her arm. 

Justine opened the door for the woman to rustle through. 

 

§ § § 

 

Dinner in the captainôs cabin was one of the privileges bestowed to the 

upper class passengers. There was a formal dining room, but Captain Nobles 

said he preferred the intimacy of good breeding whenever possible. Being Mrs. 

Hartôs companion for the voyage, Justine was allowed to join the group. At 

first she took comfort in the fact no one would care to ask probing questions, 

until Mrs. Hart brought her into the conversation when she insisted upon  
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parading everything Justine learned at school. She suspected it was done 

purposefully, yet to what end she had no idea. With her French tolerable and 

manners genteel she was deemed an accomplished young lady, but Justine 

kept her mouth shut and her eyes open. 

ñIt is a shame I donôt have a piano forte for you to play,ò Captain Nobles 

said from the head of the table. Wine dribbled down his cleft chin. He caught 

the offending drops with a napkin before they marred his uniform. ñI always 

love having accomplished ladies on board. Music wafts in the air like the hymns 

of angels.ò 

ñThen perhaps it is best for me to not ruin your perception of that ideal.ò 

Justine grinned. 

The captain chuckled and the others politely followed suit. One man in 

particular caught Justineôs eye as he smiled. He was close to her in age with 

sandy hair and thick side burns. Black rimmed glasses sat on the edge of his 

nose. Attention from men was not something normal since her school did not 

allow male visitors. Justine looked down at her plate to avoid his gaze, but the 

top of her head burned. He was watching her. Soon the conversation flowed 

on without her, but not before the young gentleman spoke up. 

ñAnd where is your destination, Mrs. Hart?ò He directed his question at 

Mrs. Hart but his eyes kept drifting back towards Justine. 

She preened. ñI actually have no certain fate. I am an adventuress, Mr. 

Tinnen.ò She placed a hand upon her pushed up chest and smiled like a girl in 

her budding youth. 

ñI am looking forward to England. Nothing is quite so civilized,ò Mrs. 

Tinnen commented. ñWe are sailing back from seeing my daughter and her 

husband in Sicily.ò 

ñOh, I agree heartily,ò Mrs. Hart said. ñItaly has its own sense of beauty, 

almost untamed and wild. I once stayed near Marsala where my niece and her 

husband have a villa. I must admit, the countryside is bewitching. Italians are 

so gentle and simpleðvery different from England.ò 

ñMother,ò Mr. Tinnen interjected. ñHow can you call England civilized? 

As we speak, its citizens are being terrorized by a killer.ò 

ñItôs been in all the papers,ò added one of the other guests sitting on the 

other side of Mrs. Hart. 
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ñAnd they havenôt caught him yet?ò another said. 

ñHow grisly, John,ò his mother scolded. ñYou ruin a perfectly lovely con-

versation with your macabre interests.ò 

ñI read about him in the Italian paper,ò Mrs. Hart continued. ñI think we 

should give him a knighthood, cleaning out the dregs and all.ò She bent low 

and inhaled the aroma of the soup the servant placed in front of her. 

ñUntil his tastes become more polished,ò the Captain said grimly. 

Even in France, the news of Jack the Ripper spread like a fire through all 

the newspapers. For the last few months, the streets emptied after nightfall. 

No one was safe. The periodical the girls managed to smuggle into the school 

detailed the horrors, and they ate it up like eager baby birds. It was finally 

banned when the school mistress found it. 

Captain Nobles cleared his throat. ñAnd where is your destination, Miss 

Holloway?ò 

ñReturning home to England. I améò Justine was cut off by the entrance 

of a gentleman. His presence, for it could be called formidable, halted the 

banter. When the Captain rose to greet his visitor, Mrs. Hart leaned over and 

spoke in a low, eager voice. 

ñHave you seen that man before?ò 

ñNever.ò Justine watched as the two men embraced cordially. 

Everyone in the room eyed the newcomer. Without haste, he made his 

way around the long table. He was tall with brown eyes framed by thick dark 

lashes and a neatly trimmed full beard. Black hair curled around his ears and 

forehead. The man had a pleasant face that was weathered and rough. At some 

point his nose was probably broken, but it did not detract from his good looks 

one bit. From the moment he entered, a light vanilla scent tickled the inside 

of Justineôs nose. Somewhere beneath the sweetness, a spicy musk lingered. 

ñAllow me to introduce Mr. Amun Farouk. He is joining us from the 

Egyptian Embassy. Mr. Farouk has accompanied me on several occasions. 

Weôve had some great sport in the far corners of the world. I knew you 

could not stay in your cabin all evening.ò 

Amun Farouk chuckled. ñUsually it takes most of the night for me to 

divulge such information and,ò he said with a devious twinkle and an accent 

Justine never heard before, ñquite a bit of wine.ò He took the chair the Captain 

indicated. Servants placed the soup in front of him and filled his glass. Every-



Jennifer Corkill 

ƕƕ 

one at the table kept their gaze upon the Egyptian, yet the man ate as if nothing 

in the world bothered him. When Mrs. Hart bombarded him with questions 

about Egypt and all of its exotic beauty, he smiled and answered in a jovial 

manner. 

ñHow I would adore sailing to Egypt, going up the Nile like the kings of 

old.ò Mrs. Hart stretched her hand out into the empty space. 

ñSounds too hot for my tastes,ò Mr. Tinnen interjected. 

ñIt can be uncomfortably warm for the English. We Egyptians are born 

beneath Ra, and the sun laid blessings upon our skin from infancy.ò 

ñWhat is Ra, Mr. Farouk?ò Justine piped in, rather intrigued. 

ñHe is the sun god, revered highly by my people. The Egyptians worship 

many gods and have been doing so for thousands of years.ò 

ñHow heathen of them,ò Mrs. Tinnen commented, rather unimpressed. 

Justine was fascinated by the glimpse into such a strange culture. ñWhat 

other sorts of deities do they worship?ò 

Amunôs interest in the conversation became acute. ñI am afraid this 

topic could take most of the evening, and our guests would not appreciate 

such archaic conversations. However, if the young lady wishes, I have some 

books on the topic.ò 

ñOh,ò Justine gasped. ñI would like that. Thank you.ò 

Amun nodded and Mrs. Hart cleared her throated. Under her breath, 

she scolded Justine. ñA young woman not introduced into society does not 

speak freely in the presence of men.ò 

ñI am sorry,ò Justine responded. It took all of her will to sound contrite. 

ñBut he did speak to me.ò 

ñOnly after you threw yourself into the conversation. Really dear, you must 

remember these things. Didnôt that school teach you anything useful?ò The 

older woman fanned herself in profuse bursts, beating the air into submission. 

ñYes, Mrs. Hart.ò Justine put her head down and finished her food. 

After the excitement of the new addition waned and the second course 

was brought out, Mr. Tinnen once again drew her attention from across the 

table. ñSo, Miss Holloway, did you not say you were on your way home?ò 

Justine shot a glance at her guardian who did not appear to mind her 

speaking to Mr. Tinnen. ñYeséI am going home to England to live with my 

godfather.ò 
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ñAnd is he a gentleman?ò 

ñHe is a university professor and heading out on an expedition soon,ò 

Justine said rather proudly. 

ñHe works at Oxford. Perhaps you know him,ò Mrs. Hart said in a ready 

voice. 

ñPerhaps. Whatôs his name?ò Mr. Tinnen said, brushing some hint of dirt 

off his cuff. 

ñLord Mendenhall.ò 

This information caught Amunôs attention instantly. His spoon paused half 

way to his mouth. He interrupted their conversation. ñForgive me for intruding, 

Missé?ò 

ñHolloway,ò Justine provided. 

ñThank you, Miss Holloway. Your godfather is Harold Mendenhall of 

Oxford University? Is he not the renowned archaeologist going on an expe-

dition to Egypt?ò His gaze was so intense Justine had a hard time looking away. 

She felt drawn, lured in like a cat to a bowl of fresh cream. The world around 

them melted into his deep hazelnut eyes that seemed to concentrate only on 

her. Had he reached across the table to hold her in place? She blushed, unable 

to break her concentration. Propriety demanded she look down but she was 

simply unable to. It felt as there was a string tied around her head, forcing her 

to look at him, and he held it with both hands clutched. What he said was 

utterly important, and Justineôs every thought pulsated around a desire to 

please him and tell him whatever it was he wanted to hear. 

ñYes, that is he.ò 

ñHow fortuitous. I have sailed from my country in order to meet him. 

It never fails to amaze me just how small this vast land can be.ò He sighed 

and blinked, lifting the glass of wine to his lips. Air rushed into Justineôs lungs 

and her mind cleared, but only for a brief moment. Amun leaned forward, 

pinning her against the back of her chair with his gaze. ñDo you know iféis 

your godfather still going on his expedition?ò 

ñHis letter indicated he still intended to go.ò She tried to remember the 

exact words, still wanting to comply, and yet something felt wrong. Justine 

wanted to move to stop herself from saying another word. Why was she 

tripping over herself just to speak to the strange man? Justine wondered when 

the others around the table would speak up and interrupt them, but it felt 
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as though they were the only people in the room. There had been others, hadnôt 

there? The intensity made her stomach feel ill. 

ñAh, I see. Did he also tell you where in Egypt he plans to explore?ò 

ñCairo, I believe. Iôm not quite sure where in Cairo, however.ò There, she 

had done it. She refused to give him the entire answer. Of course her letter 

mentioned a city, but the man didnôt need to know that. It was a small victory. 

ñInteresting.ò His voice was dry. ñWell, hopefully I can get a hold of him 

before he leaves. One does not allow such important men to slip away so easily, 

yes?ò His easy-going mood returned, but it wasnôt until another male voice 

barraged him on a fresh topic of conversation that his stare released her. 

Everything came back into focus. Heat from the fire across the room 

warmed her chilled skin. Justine inhaled, feeling nauseous. Her head ached. 

Feeling uncomfortable, Justine skimmed the table. Each person conversed 

with their neighbor jovially. Even Mrs. Hart, who would have been the first to 

scold her for impropriety, smiled gaily at something Mrs. Tinnen said. Realizing 

her fork was still in her grasp, she pushed around the food on her plate. What 

had just happened? 

ñDo eat, Justine,ò Mrs. Hart whispered to her. ñYou need some meat on 

your bones. Youôre too thin.ò 

Justine obliged the woman by putting a full fork in her mouth. She didnôt 

think her guardian wanted to know that she ate like a horse, wherever and 

whenever she could, but never kept on the weight. If only she could stop 

eating to keep from being any taller. Justine towered over most of the young 

men she ran into, which was embarrassing. 

Young Mr. Tinnen kept catching her eye down the table, perhaps even 

searching for something else in order to continue on their conversation. Justine 

needed a distraction. ñAnd are you looking forward to returning home from 

Italy, Mr. Tinnen?ò 

ñIndeed not. I am to return to my classes at Oxford.ò His smile broad-

ened and his face lit up. 

ñHe will be quite the important gentleman,ò his mother proclaimed. ñHe 

reads such clever books and is quite well traveled.ò 

ñYoung men have no business keeping their noses in books,ò Captain 

Nobles called from the head of the table. ñI donôt allow them on my ship; 

distracts the lads from their duties.ò 
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ñI am not as certain as you, my friend,ò Amun said in his deep voice. ñOne 

can learn many things from reading.ò 

ñPerhaps in your case, Mr. Farouk, coming from a man of learning. Give 

something that useless to one of my boys and they wouldnôt know one side 

from another. Books can never replace physical knowledge. One cannot learn 

how to sail or fight by printed words upon a dusty page.ò 

ñMaybe not, but reading gives us the opportunity to experience that which 

we are unable to normally. Have you read anything on Egypt, Miss Holloway?ò 

Justine blushed. Apparently, Mr. Tinnen noticed her attention waning 

from their conversation and shot the Egyptian a scowl. ñI know so little of the 

world that anything new and interesting would be a pleasure. I plan on soaking 

up as much as I can.ò 

ñA woman who admits she knows little and has the desire to learn, a blessing 

from the gods.ò His smile made the duck in her stomach hop into her throat. 

ñThen perhaps I should be a sailor, mother,ò Mr. Tinnen blurted out. ñWhat 

do you think, Miss Holloway? Would I make a fine Captain?ò 

Mrs. Tinnenôs eyes flickered between her wellborn son and Miss Holloway. 

ñMrs. Hart, will you be attending Miss Arthanôs coming out? John was invited 

especially.ò 

ñI had planned to sail onwards, but that can always be postponed. A bit 

of English society would do me a world of good.ò She put a delicate slice of 

meat into her mouth. ñOf course, a little bit of English society could do the 

world some good.ò 

ñI hear Miss Arthan is very accomplished; plays the piano and the harp. 

Lady Killigrew, Lord Killigrewôs second wife, said her skill with the needle is 

unsurpassed. Do you play, Miss Holloway?ò 

She saw where this was going. ñYes, but very poorly.ò 

ñHow sad for you. I have a great love for music. Do you draw or paint?ò 

Justine took a calming breath. Everyone watched their exchange and would 

notice if she launched a pea in the womanôs hair. ñI paint a little.ò At this confes-

sion, Mrs. Tinnen smiled like the cat who had just found the mice den. Triumph 

melted off her. She only smiled in response and finished her meal. 

For the rest of dinner, Justine ate in peace. Mrs. Tinnen drew her son into 

her conversation and Mr. Farouk kept his focus on Captain Nobles. When dinner 

was over, the ladies rose and retired to one of the leisure rooms to gossip and 
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be idle while the men smoked and drank brandy. Politics and business were 

topics best suited for men to discuss without women present. The same existed 

for matters of the home, which women ruled over solely. Justine did not intend 

to sit around while the others gossiped and ranted, especially at her lack of social 

refinement, not that they would be so unrefined to mention openly. Instead, 

she would be excluded and whispered about if they had nothing more enter-

taining to speak of. 

Her parents were not rich, and she was returning from a middle class 

boarding school. It had been at the top of her parentsô budget, but they 

sacrificed. After all, she was an investment. Justine had always known she 

would return home and marry whoever her parentsô chose regardless if she 

liked him or not. It was what her mother and grandmother had done before 

her and, after all, they all had decent marriages. Justine cringed at that wordð 

decent. Not happy, not passionate, not loving, but decent. Was it a womanôs 

fate to breed, one birth after another? The Bible said similar, but even God 

chose unlikely heroines to become queens and leaders. There had to be more 

to life than the marriage bed. Justine rubbed her forehead and cleared her 

thoughts. She didnôt want to consider the idea of her godparents continuing 

on with her parentsô plan. 

After complaining of a headache, she escaped into the night air. Nothing 

but the sound of water against the side of the ship and angry clouds surrounded 

her. She was finally alone. It felt glorious to think her own thoughts without 

the din of all those muffled voices filling the space around her. Their presence 

felt like a vice around her head, twisting out her brains. The ability to speak 

on idle topics was one of the subjects she had learned at school. A young 

woman not only had to feel comfortable in any conversation, but had to bring 

pleasure and honor to any man she conversed with. Her manners were honed 

to please and charm. Justine had struggled so hard to learn those traits although 

knew how to give the appearance of trying. Others girls could have charmed 

a snake out of a basket if they truly put their talents to good use. Instead, they 

went out of their way to tease her saying the best husband she could get would 

be a grave digger. Of course, they said this with such smiles and dimpled cheeks. 

It was a sore spot for Justine, but looking out on the black sea their callous 

comments felt hundreds of miles away. She was the one on the ship sailing 

home; she was no longer middle class but possibly a wealthy woman. If Mr. 
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Mendenhall could afford to go to Egypt, he had to be a man of some distinc-

tion. The girls back at her finishing school could drown in a lake for all she cared. 

She would have been miserable if not for Jane Morrison, her only friend. 

Justine leaned over the rail and tried to imagine what Jane was doing at 

that exact moment but was interrupted by footsteps. Armed with a good excuse 

as to why she was standing alone on the deck instead of being in her cabin, 

Justine expected to be accosted by Mrs. Hart or someone similar. However, to 

her surprise she had a very different companion. 

A lanky man wearing the livery of a deckhand strode to the side of the 

captainôs cabin and peered into one of the portholes. He licked his lips and 

dug inside his pockets. At first, Justine contemplated going to her cabin but 

his gaze did not alter as he stood, eyes fixated on the room sheôd just left. 

ñExcuse meécan I help you?ò Justine ventured. ñIs there someone inside 

you wish to speak to? The captain perhaps?ò 

The man did not respond. He acted as if she was invisible. Whatever drew 

him to the cabin smothered any sense of life or breath. Without looking down 

to see what he brought out of his pocket, Justine noticed a metal necklace, a 

medallion of sorts, clutched in his grasp. He brought the trinket to his face near 

the porthole glass, hot breath fogging the glass. His long fingers rubbed the shiny 

metal, twisting it this way and that as if ready to smash it through the window. 

ñThe Master said thisôd find himéò His words came out in an elated 

whisper. The young manôs attention darted from the necklace to the window 

and back. He licked his lips again and finally blinked in rapid succession. Then, 

he smiled. The expression of delight brought a childlike innocence to his intense 

errand but it did not last. As before, he twitched, his hands trembling. ñWhy 

is it not working?ò  

Justine stepped back, fearing heôd throw the necklace to the floor in a 

rage. Snarling, saliva seething from his mouth, he beat the medallion. Was 

the man mad? 

ñExcuse me?ò Justine repeated. ñAre you alright?ò 

Whatever haze clouded the deckhands mind cleared. He jumped and stared 

at her, no doubt startled at her appearance. There was nothing between her and 

his pale eyes, so empty and devoid of color. It was as if she looked through a 

window into an empty room where nothing lived. Something vile animated 

his corpse, legs and arms moving towards her like a marionette. Cold metal 
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burned through her gloves; the railing was the only thing separating her from 

the frozen water below. Justine shivered wishing sheôd run away when she had 

the chance. His breath brushed against her exposed skin, a putrid smell that 

made Justine feel compromised, unclean. 

ñStopéyouôre frightening me,ò Justine whined. Nothing wanted to move. 

Her legs turned to stone beneath her. All she could do was stand there, des-

perately wanting to get away, to put as much distance between herself and the 

foul creature as she could. He was close enough to reach out and wrap his 

hands around her throat. 

Oh God, please, let this not be Jack the Ripper. Justine has read the head-

lines of the murder stalking London. 

The deckhand never touched her, yet she still felt his body. ñTell him 

to fear me for I know his secret.ò 

ñWhéwhat? What secret?ò 

Raised voices echoed in the cabin. Shoving whatever necklace he held 

back into his jacket, he ran down the length of the deck and disappeared. 

Justine wasnôt quite sure what had just happened. Had the man been 

speaking about someone in the cabin? Mr. Tinnen or the captain? Of course 

the easiest answer could easily have been the man was mad, but that did little 

to ease the panic. Her hands trembled and not from the cold. Justine grabbed 

the ends of her shawl and wrapped them tight around her. Every time she 

blinked, she saw his eyes burning into hers. She fled to her cabin and locked 

the door behind her. 
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Chapter 2 
 

T he next afternoon Mrs. Hart steered Justine into the upper dining 

area for tea, desperate with the need for refreshments after their long 

walk in the fresh air. Justineôs dreams had been tormented with evil eyes staring 

at her through windows without curtains. Every time she woke she immedi-

ately slipped back into the dream. It left her feeling drowsy and worn out. Each 

step, she fought the urge to look over her shoulder, sensing someone watching 

her. Justine contemplated informing the captain but finally decided against it. 

God willing, sheôd never see the deckhand again and thatôd be the end of it. 

Thankfully the intermittent sun peaking between the clouds felt like a 

good omen. Her emotions were raw, but at least it took away the self-pity of 

being an orphan. There was no hiding in her room, wallowing in defeatism, 

with Mrs. Hart around. So Justine faced the world once more, determined to 

put last night out of her mind, when they sat at one of the tables stationed on 

the port side where large leafed plants blocked the glare. Beautiful bone china 

had been laid out on lace tablecloths, and Mrs. Hart and Justine fanned their 

dresses out. Maxine popped her little head out of her mistressô bag and yelped 

until she was on Mrs. Hartôs lap. The well-groomed animal shook and trembled, 

and Justine wasnôt sure if it was out of joy or fear from being blown away. A 

servant came by and the older woman ordered two cups of their strongest 

English tea and a small plate of pastries for them both. 

ñCream and sugar also young man.ò Her hawk eyes fixed on the poor lad 

who gulped under her scrutiny. ñOh, and bring some for my little poochy.ò 

The waiter bowed and left. 

Justine watched the dog slobber all over Mrs. Hartôs face, eager to devour 

her powdery complexion. 

Mrs. Hart patted Maxine as the dog vibrated in her lap. ñReally, one must 

specify what sort of tea or you could get one of those horrid Chinese teas; as 
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if an Englishwoman couldnôt tell the difference. I am so pleased we shall be in 

England soon. I thought sailing down the French coast a bit before going home 

would be a pleasant journey, but the weather has been so foul despite the 

intermittent bursts of sun.ò Mrs. Hart fumed on the topic and when her eye 

caught Mrs. Tinnen, she excused herself and left Justine alone, thankfully 

without the mutt. 

There were only a few occupants in the room, all spread out and speaking 

in low voices. A group of young ladies twittered away like birds, chirping with-

out a care in the world. They laughed and drank their tea as the gossip flew like 

autumn leaves in the fall. Faint snippets reached her ears. Dresses, fortunes, 

romances, all discussed with the eager interest of youth. A few had been at 

dinner the night before, but none desired to recognize her. To be honest, 

Justine was quite pleased not to be included by any of the ladies since she 

doubted they would have anything of interest to discuss. The girl in the middle 

in particular reminded her of Harriet Goodman, who was the ringleader at her 

school. All the other popular girls rallied around her like flies on raw meat, 

nipping and biting those who tempted to breech the inner circle of their 

friendship. That in itself soured Justineôs opinion on the group who were avidly 

discussing the benefits of French lace gloves. 

Mrs. Hart sat beside her friend near the double doors while her son John 

kept smiling at Justine every time his motherôs back was turned. Justine did 

not feel capable of coming up with idle pleasantries and so she pretended she 

did not see his attempts. Instead she studied the small pearl buttons on her cuff 

and twirled them around in her fingers. A chill blew in every time the door 

opened and refused to budge. For the first time, Justine was thankful for her 

mourning clothes. She was covered from chin to wrist, and the color soaked 

up whatever light fell upon the fabric. It was a small consolation, but one 

she appreciated nonetheless. 

The waiter returned with the tray of food and tea. Justine tried to catch 

Mrs. Hartôs attention without encouraging Mr. Tinnen, but the woman was too 

engrossed in her conversation to pay her any mind. The noble part of the young 

lady wanted to wait for her companion, but her stomach refused to listen. 

Her hands shook and her stomach felt queasy. Justine had not eaten much at 

breakfast and hunger finally forced her to swiftly cram a dry scone into her 

mouth without anyone noticing, although she tried to make it look as graceful 
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as possible. Once that was swallowed, she poured the tea and stared out the 

window. Cerulean grey stretched out for miles without end. It made her feel 

rather lost. Justine was a small fish swimming in a very big ocean without any 

idea where she should be going or what she ought to be doing. The hot liquid 

soothed her troubled thoughts and her stomach. Her mind slowed down as 

the warmth permeated through her skin. 

The door opened once more and Justine curled into the steaming cup. She 

cradled it in her palms as Amun Farouk sauntered into the room. He drew 

everyoneôs notice yet he focused on his destination. He wore a chocolate striped 

waistcoat, white shirt, tan cravat, and trousers that matched the vest. He laid 

his coat on the chair beside him. After a waiter filled his cup, he settled down 

into a newspaper and disappeared behind the printed pages. 

ñI see the handsome stranger has joined us,ò Mrs. Hart whispered to Justine 

as she slid into her chair. She eyed Amun who sat four tables away from them. 

ñOh? I didnôt notice.ò 

ñWas someone watching the door fervently?ò 

Justine opened her mouth to tell Mrs. Hart she was doing no such thing 

when the older woman laughed. 

ñDonôt be so stunned. If I were your age, I would be flanking the man 

out as well.ò She twittered at her own bit of humor and then continued on. 

ñI would not strive for his attention too eagerly, my dear.ò 

ñFirst you tell me to flank him then to be wary. Which advice am I to 

follow, pray tell?ò Justine laughed. 

ñYou know so little about him. And good looking or not, he is a foreigner. 

Harold would not be pleased to see you walk away from this trip with an 

attachment to an Egyptian, regardless of his position. Although there does seem 

to be an aura of mystery about him. Did you notice,ò she said behind her lace 

fan, ñhow the man roused quite a reaction out of the young Mr. Tinnen?ò 

She had noticed but was not going to tell Mrs. Hart. Instead she attempted 

to change the subject. ñI hope Mrs. Tinnen is doing well. She looked flustered 

the night before.ò That image brought on a rather satisfied grin. 

ñOh yes, sheôs a hearty old bird. Although it appears her son has spoken 

to her about you. Girl, are you listening to me?ò 

ñOh, I am, sorry. What did you say?ò 

ñYou have a lover.ò 



Season of Mists 

ƖƖ 

ñWhat, since breakfast started?ò Justine commented as she put butter on 

another scone. ñHow fascinating.ò 

ñYes. John Tinnen told his mother he found you quite fine. You can 

imagine what she said.ò 

ñIt did not go well, I take it?ò That pleased her to no end. In fact, Mrs. 

Hart could not have made her day any better. That horrible Mrs. Tinnen went 

out of her way to make Justine feel the size of a thimble, and it worked for 

a few annoying moments. 

ñOh my dear, that is saying it nicely. I assured her there is nothing between 

you two.ò Here she hesitated. It was obvious she wanted conformation. 

ñNo, noénothing at all.ò 

Mrs. Hart exhaled and drank her tea. ñChances are you will be able to 

do far better. These waiters cannot do anything right. Excuse me young man, 

but this is cold.ò When the waiter refreshed her cup, Mrs. Hart continued as 

she picked a pastry off the three-tiered tray. ñI am so glad to hear you say that, 

my love, and I told her the exact same thing. Now if Harold decides to give 

you some money, say several thousand as a dowry, well then thatôs different, 

now isnôt it? Oh, the blueberry scones are delicious. You should try them. 

Maxine likes them, donôt you my little princess?ò 

It was more than Justine could handle. She was unsuitable because her 

parents were dead, and now everyone waited to see if her new guardians would 

charitably lavish her with money. Knowing this was one thingðbeing told it so 

openly was another. The idle prattle of the offensive woman had brought on a 

vile headache. It pulsated like a thousand wild horses pounding across her brain. 

Every time Mrs. Hart laughed it became more unbearable. If her godfather 

gave her money, then she would be a more worthy candidate. She didnôt even 

find John Tinnen nice looking, and yet they judged and sentenced her before 

the dessert had been brought out. It was amazing anyone could be so heartless, 

to speak blunt truths without considering how it might affect her. The feeling 

of being alone in a room full of smiling people churned her stomach. 

ñForgive me, but I need some air.ò Justine stood and grabbed the back of 

the chair for support. Color drained and her vision became spotted and grey. 

ñYes, child, go outside. Is it your lady flow?ò 

Justine needed to think her own thoughts and just be alone. Barely able to 

nod, she staggered from the room and avoided the scrutiny from the fashion-
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able young ladies all seated together by the exit. Their eyes widened and they 

whispered like baby birds. Before the door closed, Justine swore she heard 

one of the girl utter ñorphanò under her breath. Outside, she flew to the rail. The 

chill felt delicious, solid, and lifeless. The need for isolation was never greater 

than at that very moment. Soon she would be free of Mrs. Hartôs horrible 

company, but Justine began to wonder if the same pity and revulsion would 

follow her wherever she went. If so, she would rather be dead than endure 

insensitive people who only wanted to hear the sound of their own voices. 

Justine shivered and her temper cooled. Her shawl was probably sitting 

on the chair. It had been a gift from her mother before she left for school. A 

small token, hand knitted with love and patience. She rubbed her arms and 

started to walk up the promenade towards the bow of the ship where the 

sun shone unadulterated. Not for all the miserable black tea in China would 

she return to her companion. 

The shipôs top deck was almost empty as a cool wind whipped her hair 

about in a whirl of excitement. Young men dressed in white uniforms bustled 

by, barely glancing in her direction. Compared to the last boat she was on, 

the SS Imperial was far grander and the beds a lot more comfortable. It had 

been built for leisure travel as it broke through the English Channel with ease. A 

salty mist dusted her face. Justine wished her parents were alive to stand by 

her and see just how blue the water was this far south of England. Above 

her, rays of light beamed down on the waterôs surface where clouds opened 

themselves up to the sun. 

Someone cleared their throat behind her, spoiling her solitude. It was 

Mr. Farouk. ñForgive me for intruding upon your reverie, but you left this 

inside.ò A smile spread across Amunôs tan face as he handed her a thick 

lavender shawl. ñI saw you run outside without it and the weather threatens 

us with grim predictions.ò 

She drew the shawl around her. ñThank you, Mr. Farouk. I would not have 

gone back inside for the world.ò 

ñI did not mean to eavesdropéò he went on uncertainly. 

ñIt is hard not to listen when Mrs. Hart speaks soépassionately.ò 

Amun chuckled, a sound so deep and earthy Justine blushed. ñShe is a 

unique woman, but perhaps all English girls share that trait?ò 
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Did he just compliment her? Although, if he was comparing her to Mrs. 

Hart, perhaps not. 

ñAre you are bound for London?ò 

ñYes, to live with my godfather,ò Justine responded. 

ñAh, yes. I should have remembered. You said that during dinner last night. 

Forgive me for prying, but you seem so distraught. Surely you are not dreading 

returning home. London is normally considered a marvelous place, is it not? 

The libraries are incomparable in culture and content. Not to mention there 

are balls and concerts every week for the young and accomplished.ò 

Justine frowned. ñI have never been to London. Iôd probably get lost in the 

crowd of fancy dresses and feathery hats. Before I left, mother mentioned a 

small season in Bathðbut I donôt think they will happen anymore.ò 

ñAnd this distresses you?ò 

ñNot really,ò Justine said light heartedly. Amun grinned and they both 

stood there without talking. It felt good to be in the manôs company. He didnôt 

spew any meaningless words and she appreciated that. ñForgive me. I should 

not be speaking so openly to a man I just met.ò 

ñYou know, I feel rather out of place in a crowd of strangers.ò 

ñDo you really? Surely not you. I mean, youôre educated and refined 

andéò She paused, not wanting to utter another word. What had possessed 

her to say that? 

ñYou think I am refined? What a compliment, thank you. But that only 

means I hide my true nature very well, no? Often, I find I have little to say, 

so I entertain myself by observing my surroundings. I try to think up all the 

words in your language to describe what I see. You would be surprised,ò he 

chuckled, ñhow many things start with the letter ógô.ò 

ñAre you telling me you play óI spyô when youôre bored?ò She laughed. 

ñIs that the name of my little game? And here I thought I was being 

terribly original.ò He smoothed his facial hair and winked. Both laughed and 

stared at each other until Justine looked away. 

ñWould you allow me to call upon you in London?ò 

She should say no. Justine had no business letting a man she hardly knew 

call at her godfatherôs house, and yet she was flattered. Was this what men did 

when they were interested? Mrs. Hart was right; she was imbecilic. Mr. Farouk 

no doubt wished to call on her godfather. ñYou wish to call on me?ò 
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ñUnless there is a mouse in your purse I am speaking to instead. I would 

truly enjoy seeing you again. It is not often I meet with such an inquisitive mind.ò 

ñI would like that very much. That is if my godfather approves.ò 

ñOf course. By the way, here is that book I spoke to you about.ò 

Justine took the book and turned it over in her hands. The binding was 

faded and cracking in places from age. Even the pages were yellowed and stained. 

ñIôm afraid it has seen better days.ò 

ñNo, it is lovely. Thank you.ò 

ñIt is my pleasure. I hope you always keep that thirst for seeing past the 

mundane.ò 

The sound of a high pitch bark ripped through the chilly air. Justine imme-

diately wrapped her shawl around her. 

ñHere you are, darling.ò From the dining room emerged Mrs. Hart, cradling 

the dog in her arms. The late autumn sun brightened her pale features as fine 

wrinkles streaked across her face. 

ñYes.ò Justine steadied herself and faced her companion, feeling her face 

burn like a sinner in church. She slowly inched a more suitable distance away 

from Mr. Farouk. ñForgive me, Mrs. Hart. I needed some fresh air.ò 

ñOh indeed. I understand, my dear,ò Mrs. Hart said as the breeze ruffled 

the white feathers on her dark blue hat. ñThat room was getting a bit stuffy.ò 

She addressed their male companion. ñThank you for finding my little charge, 

Mr. Farouk.ò 

ñIt was a pleasure, madam. I did not wish her to fall victim to Englandôs 

cold air.ò 

They were interrupted by a servant. ñDinner will be served at eight this 

evening.ò He bowed and retreated as Mrs. Hart held her puppy to her lips. 

Its eager little tongue lapped at her heavily applied lipstick. 

ñWell, come on my dear. It is time to rest before we dress for dinner. 

When you have some free time, I would love to hear more of Egypt.ò Mrs. 

Hart grinned, perhaps feigning interest, although Justine had no idea why. 

ñI would be most pleased, Mrs. Hart. Perhaps tonight at dinner?ò 

The pampered dog growled. 

Mrs. Hart exclaimed, ñThat would be lovely.ò 

When Amun Farouk left, Mrs. Hart turned her attention upon Justineôs 

flushed complexion. The pause made Justine think her companion was about 
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to speak, to ask probing questions, and yet she did not. Instead, she strolled 

down the deck with a rather knowing smile and into the sitting room of her 

cabin. Finally, she laughed as she plopped down on the chaise lounge, lovingly 

stroking her dogôs fur. ñWell, my dear, you sure donôt waste your time. Only 

next time, be more ladylike and make sure I am chaperoning you. The sooner 

we get to Portsmouth, the better.ò 

ñHe spoke to me first, Mrs. Hart. I could hardly ignore him. Also, he gave 

me a book.ò 

ñHmmm.ò And with that, she chuckled. ñHeôs a bit too foreign for my 

tastes, but cuts a dashing figure.ò 

Justine had to agree. She sat down near the foot of the bed and removed 

her gloves. ñHe is rather interesting, I mean for an older man.ò 

ñDarling,ò Mrs. Hart chided. ñOlder men have their advantages you know. 

If only you werenôt in mourning, you could dance with him in London. When 

it comes to foreigners, they truly are only good to look at. Marry English.ò 

Justine focused upon the floor where a bit of the carpet was faded and 

thin. ñI have no intention of marrying anytime soon.ò 

ñOh tosh. Every girl considers marriage the moment they spy a handsome 

man. They weigh him and his assets before the first introductions are done. 

Just make sure you donôt get too attached. Heôs not one of us, dear.ò 

After being Mrs. Hartôs companion for the evening, Justine lay in bed 

exhausted and worn out. With a yawn, she turned over onto her side and 

flipped to the next page of Northanger Abbey. As she read, Justine began to 

like Catherine Morland, who was described as being neither pretty nor blessed 

with any heroine-like abilities. The character was plain and preferred being 

outdoors. Surrounded by girls at her school, Justine knew what it was like to 

feel inferior not only in looks but attributes. She wasnôt beautiful or able to 

draw, sing or paint. How often had she sat alone in her room and cried out for 

God to make her into someone else; someone who did everything right? 

Northanger Abbey had been her motherôs Christmas gift to her the previous 

year. At the time, Justine chided her, saying the book was far too romantic 

for her tastes. However, she promised to read it at school and then promptly 

forgot all about it. It was only when Justine packed to return home that she 

found it collecting dust in her suitcase. 
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Justine finally put the book down. Her eyes drooped, head full of dead 

corpses and murderous plots. She went to extinguish the light but stopped 

when she heard the sound of something outside her door. A part of her wanted 

to snuggle down into the warm covers, but who would be running on the 

deck so late at night? Was something wrong? Was Mrs. Hart coming to 

wake her? Justine pulled back the blankets, reached for her cotton night 

dress and tip toed across the floor. She eased opened the cabin door as bone 

tingling cold enveloped her. 

No one was there. She recalled the soundðlike someone running towards 

her door. Beside the smooth movement of the ship nothing stirred. Beyond 

the rail off in the distance, a massive flock of birds flew at leisure. She stood 

stationary, almost waiting for someone to emerge from around the corner. 

No one came. 

Justine. 

ñHello?ò she called out. The waters appeared to devour her words. ñIs 

someone out there?ò A shiver started from behind her neck, bolted through her 

body, and settled uncomfortably into her toes. Her skin stung as the fabric 

of her dressing gown raked against it. Dear God, had someone just called her 

name? She leaned over to see if someone was nearby. There was no one. 

The most logical thing to do was close the door and slip back into her 

warm bedðsurely she had imagined someoneôs voice. Justine was ready to 

run back to her covers when she heard it againðbut this time it wasnôt just 

a whisper but loud as if whoever spoke was not ten feet away. Her stomach 

felt uneasy. If someone was playing some prank on her she did not find it 

amusing one bit. For a second, she expected to see the deckhand leering at 

her from some corner. That thought alone made goose bumps ripple down 

her skin. His soulless gaze did not stray far from her thoughts. 

Justine slammed her door closed and leaned against it. Her chest rose and 

fell as quickly as she tried to rationalize what happened. It was terribly late; 

surely her mind was just playing tricks on her. But what if there was trouble, 

something wrong with the ship, and they tried to call out for her and she had 

been too busy reading? Instead of going back to bed she fetched her slippers 

and ventured outside once more, taking a couple of cautionary steps down the 

deck. The sound of muffled voices, almost indistinguishable, intensified closer 

to the aft of the ship. It sounded almost like a crowd of people, but she couldnôt 
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quite make out what they were saying. Then, everything went quiet. Only a 

dim light shone beneath the last cabin door. Justine placed her hand against 

the surface, her teeth chattering and toes ready to shrivel off. She tried to 

slow her breathing to listen, but the effort was useless. The powerful engines 

churned and hummed below her feet. 

Who had called her name? Mrs. Hart? What would her guardian say to 

her batch of folly? In the end she knew she wasnôt brave enough to find out 

who was behind the door, even if they were handing out life preservers. No 

doubt she probably just imagined being called. 

Her teeth clanged together like kitchen pots, and the overdress did little 

to shelter her from the night air. No, she needed to go back to her room. If 

there was trouble Mrs. Hart would come for her. Justine turned and started 

to walk swiftly towards her cabin but was struck by a rather strange sight. 

Off the bow was the same flock of birds sheôd seen on first opening her 

door, except they were much closer. Justine knew little to nothing of birds or 

their patterns of flight, but common sense told her they were not creatures 

of the night. She tried to remember a time when sheôd seen them out in the 

evening, perhaps when she was at school or even home helping her mother 

in the garden. Silver glinted off black wings as the flock darted around each 

other. Captain Nobles hadnôt called for land which made the appearance of 

night birds in the middle of the channel an oddity. Something didnôt feel right. 

It appeared as if the birds were heading straight towards the ship. In fact, it 

looked as if they were heading straight towards her. 

Like a Medusan statue, she watched immobilized as the black mass en-

gulfed her in a burial shroud, shrieking and pummeling their bodies against 

her. She screamed. The assault knocked her off balance. Bare arms and knees 

hit the wooden planks hard, but Justine didnôt feel it. Her vision was nothing 

but disgusting creatures. Justine had to get back inside her cabinðthere sheôd 

be safe. Thinking absolutely nothing, her limbs moved devoid from her mind. 

Somehow she was on both knees trying to stand, while all around bats nipped 

and shrieked. Their voices filled Justinôs brain. She covered her ears, desperate 

to shut out the high pitched sounds. 

Justine complied when a voice inside her head demanded Get moving. 

Each frantic step forward was blocked by a wall of the beasts. She beat the 

air but they dodged her blows. Little teeth bit into her skin. Justine couldnôt 
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breathe. Her brain yelled at her to move. Pain blossomed as their claws grazed 

against her numb, exposed skin. They were so close the force of their wings 

whipped the air around her. She was losing. 

In a panic she covered her head and dropped into a tight ball against the 

ship. Around her they flew in a black, undulating wall. Justine hid and screamed 

into her sleeve, wanting to shut out the sound of their wings and cries. It was 

deafening. Then, as quickly as it began, the air settled. The noise of the waves 

against the ship once more echoed in her ears. Daring to lift her head, Justine 

saw a large hawk attacking the bats, lashing out with its sharp talons and 

hooked beak. The bats dove and darted until they took flight into the open 

sky. Justine didnôt stick around to wait and see if the hawk would then turn 

on her for prey. She ran towards the lit door. 

Justine stumbled inside, barely able to suck in a breath. Her foot caught 

the hem of her gown and she slammed onto the ground. The impact forced air 

out of her lungs, but even as she tried to take in air her body refused to stop. 

She frantically looked for the little beasts, moving on instinct. The room around 

her faded into muted grays. What was going on? Spots floated in her vision and 

Justine couldnôt feel her arms or legs. Before she collapsed, something blurry 

permeated through her vision. 
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Chapter 3 
 

D id anyone see you?ò Amun Farouk asked his companion, opening up his gold etched case. He removed a slender brown cigarette and 

placed it into his mouth. For a few moments, he attempted to light the end, but 

the sporadic breezes blew out the spark. Amun gave up and put the matches 

away. Instead he watched ink black waves roll and crash against the hull of the 

ship. If he closed his eyes, the sounds could almost lull him to sleep. Almost, 

if not for the irritation lacing his nerves. 

The young man beside him glanced around anxiously. He could not have 

been more than eighteen and fresh off some farm, or so Amun guessed, with 

his freckles and flaxen hair. Yet the boy did not falter. Guessing someoneôs 

physical age was not one of his strong points. 

ñNo one.ò From the scant light of the gas lanterns hanging high on the 

masts, apprehension clouded the boyôs face. Amun rubbed his neck and scanned 

the length of the deck. 

ñGood. Now I assume you asked me here for a very good reason?ò Amun 

glowered. There were plenty of things heôd rather be doing, but if the reason 

was viable, welléthat remained to be seen. His desert skin and facial hair cut 

harsh lines in the flickering shadows, half exposed. 

ñGot a telegram and thought it might be important.ò Tentatively he handed 

it over, and Amun slipped it into his breast coat pocket. It disappeared beneath 

well-tailored folds of fabric.  

ñImportant enough to find me in the dead of night?ò Amun asked. 

ñIt came from Egypt and was marked urgent. You did say if any came 

throughéò 

ñYes, so I did.ò Amun rummaged through his wallet and handed the boy 

a five pound note. Still he remained. 

ñWhy do you remain?ò Amun demanded. 
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ñGot ónother telegram about a murder in London.ò 

ñI hear that happens rather often of late.ò 

ñMayhap, but I read yer telegram. I might not be smart, but I can put two 

things together.ò The boy chewed his lower lip. 

ñIs that so?ò Amun had little interested in his companion or the approaching 

conversation. ñI am sure I have no idea to what you are referring. Excuse me.ò He 

turned to leave the obnoxious man behind until a hand grasped his forearm. Blue 

eyes focused on his, made clear by the lamps attached to the side of the ship. 

ñPolice might want to knowðò 

Instinct flowed into decades of practice. Amun grabbed the manôs wrist 

and twisted, using his body weight to drag both of them out of the eyes of the 

night air. With his face smashed against the wall, the overzealous expression no 

longer tainted the boyôs youth; fear replaced arrogance. The deckhand ceased his 

struggle when a silver blade pressed against the freshly shaved neck. How easy 

it would be for the blade to plunge into the thin layer of skin, slice through 

veins, and for sweet, life-giving blood to stain the waxed wood planks beneath 

their feet. So simple. 

ñDo you know how easy it would be for your body to never be found?ò 

His breath hummed the strands of hair growing out of the boyôs ear. 

No response. 

To prove his point, or perhaps because he merely felt like it, Amun maneu-

vered the sharp edge into the first layer of skin. The boyôs lips drew back in a 

snarl and a low hissed steamed from between Amunôs clenched teeth. ñNow, 

get out of here before I get truly experimental.ò 

Amun shoved the deckhand down the length of the top deck causing him 

to crash against the wood. Instantly he had his hand against the bright red cut. 

Without waiting for another exchange, Amun stepped over his prone figure 

and kept going till the cool breeze pressed against his damp collar. How he 

hated Western clothesðespecially the constricting pant legs and horrible 

leather shoes that made his toes feel smashed together like mice in a jar; yet 

they were a necessity. 

Amun tried to walk far enough to leave the boy behind but caught a 

flicker of movement behind him. Intently, the deckhand followedðthe fool. Not 

fast enough to catch up, but he kept pace, each step made without hesitation. 

Normally, anyone threatened with disembowelment ran off, and yet his night 
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rendezvous pursued. A few drops of moisture hit Amunôs face and his pace 

quickened, cutting through the smoking parlor at the opposite side of the ship. 

For a moment, leaning against the side of the boat, he hoped the boy decided 

to give up the desperate pursuit. However, noise from inside the room con-

firmed their game of cat and mouse had commenced. 

This was more than extortion. If a man was to die details mattered little. 

On the tips of his toes he moved stealthily onward, drawing his companion 

out. Each time, Amun kept himself in view. Near the forward cabins, the path 

led into the galley and down the stairs towards the lower cargo holds. A body 

found amidst the cargo could imply theft and no one would suspect foul play. 

A jolt from the ship might have thrown the boy off balance in his attempt to 

rob the crew of their valuables. So simple. Behind, the deckhandôs harsh breaths 

tore from his chest. He closed the gap as Amun waited in shadows. 

His heel bumped against something in the darkness. Amun bent low 

and brought the object to eye level, but he didnôt need what little light the 

moon gave to know he held an almost full bottle of whiskeyðgood whiskey 

at that. His mouth needed little encouragement to water at the very sight of 

the smooth amber liquid. Not yet, he told himself. 

The boy caught up and drew himself over, hands on his knees for support. 

He coughed and swore. From behind his white coat, he pulled a short, una-

dorned blade and clutched it like a man about to drown. Amun watched the 

young man, not four feet away, contemplate his next step. It would take so 

little effort for Amun to wrap his arm around his neck and twist. Anyone who 

hunted him paid for the folly. One cannot hunt the hunter. 

ñWhy did you stop?ò the boy whispered, not looking in his direction. 

ñGetting tired?ò 

Amun did not respond. Instead he watched and waited. 

ñI know yer secret. I could be quietéfer a price.ò 

Extortion. That bloody pig tried to maneuver within the confines of a 

spiderôs web. Every instinct demanded he kill the cur outright. When Amun did 

not answer, the boy opened his clenched palm. Inside laid a battered pendant, 

inlaid with black and white rings that swirled towards the center. It almost 

looked like a compass. Leaning closer in, Amun saw a copper arrow fastened 

to the center, underneath the glass, pointed right towards him. The lad smiled, 

but before he could pounce Amun brought the bottle down on his head. If 
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it had been empty, glass would have showered them both. Instead, the boy 

dropped. Amun waited for the sounds of a witness, of feet making a desper-

ate flight. There were none. The next thing to do was ñborrowò the pendant 

without any intention of returning it. 

While the design was intricate and precise, Amun had no idea how a 

common thug possessed such a strange bit of technology. Inspecting it out in 

the open was foolish, so he snugged it safely in his pocket and proceeded to 

douse the body in alcohol. 

That dealt with, Amun dragged the body towards the captainôs cabin. He 

knocked on the door. A light burned inside, and in no time Captain Nobles 

arrived disheveled and bleary eyed. The captain apologized for the uncouth 

manners of his staff, promised to reprimand the boy, and even offered to join 

Amun for drinks. Amun refused the kind offer and made his way back to the 

smoking parlor alone. At that time of night, not even the servants were awake 

to cater to his needs, so he sat down in a leather armchair and finally lit his 

cigarette. Amun let his mind wander and exhaled, enjoying the warm sensation 

from the rolled Turkish tobacco. 

Many questions haunted his thoughts. Who was the boy? More important-

ly, whom did the boy work for? Before tonight, he assumed the lad was some 

uneducated sailor, lured to the sea out of poverty. Amunôs own past was similar; 

it made perfect sense. Yet, he proved to be far more dangerous. Thankfully the 

boy would be serving penance for the rest of the voyage for his lack in judg-

ment if Captain Nobles had anything to do about it. Youth often makes foolish 

choices, and Amun hoped the lad would learn from his. The employer of the 

young man would suffer a worse fate. Many faces materialized in Amunôs mind. 

Quite a few people out there would love his bloated corpse to float out to sea 

and disappear. Now, he had to figure out which one. The rich scent of tobacco 

soothed his nerves as he cleared his mind. That was not a topic he was ready 

to deal with at that moment. Instead, he propped up his feet and soaked in 

the atmosphere. 

Upper crust society enveloped him. Dark, highly polished wood glim-

mered in the gas lamps secured to the walls, each molded to look like tiny 

cherubs. Leather armchairs and a couch surrounded the fire, which no doubt 

had gone out hours before. Amun could have rung up a servant to light the 

grate, but he was more than capable of doing it himself. Soon, he had a decent 
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blaze started. Amun removed a cloth from his jacket and cleaned his hands. 

Sitting, he noticed boxes of cigars sat on every side table. Near the back of the 

room was a full bar. In the deep crevasse of his memory, he remembered a 

glorious time when he smoked something quite different. The soldierôs disease, 

he thought with ill humor. No longer a soldier, Amun did not have the excuse 

of pain to blame when his own body made the demands. He pushed the notion 

out of his mind. 

Although the room was comfortable, nothing compared to the richly 

colored tapestries and finely woven rugs back home in Egypt. And the coffee. 

Amun closed his eyes, missing the thick liquid and earthy flavorðlike nothing 

he could find anywhere else. Soon, he would be back in Egypt and away from 

the pretense.  

Putting his feet up on the ottoman, he withdrew the telegram and the 

pendant device from his pocket. While the mechanical contraption drew his 

attention, Amun forced himself to focus on the telegram. The contents were 

brief: Identification of target confirmed. Move to intercept. Though a high 

ranking official, Amun was still the son of a farmer and not averse to doing 

what had to be done. He pocketed the paper and eagerly gave his full attention 

to the device. 

Dangling from a thick leather band, the ornament was encased in tarnished 

copper. A forgotten script, not seen in England since the reign of Constantine, 

embellished the smooth metal. It was a language unknown to Amun, although 

he knew someone whose memory stretched that far back. Inside the device, 

inlayed with what appeared to be ivory and onyx, the design swirled from 

the outer edge inwards to the compassô center like a maelstrom. The crafts-

manship was superb. He turned the object in his hands and realized the thin 

metal needle remained stationary, pointing dead center at his chest. Curiosity 

bled into anxiety. This piece was not some decorative bobble but a tracker, 

meant to lead the wearer straight to him. 

A thud from behind caught his attention. Amun Farouk was not alone. 
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Chapter 4 
 

S omeone was patting her hand. Amazingly enough she could breathe. 

She saw colors, although everything had a fuzzy tint to it. Justine tried 

to remember what had just happened when she saw two beady eyes staring at 

her through the confines of her mind. Sharp fangs stretched out towards her 

like long corpse-like claws. Her body reacted and jerked back, but something 

held her down. 

ñIt is alright, Miss Holloway. You are safe.ò 

Justine knew that voice. Soon everything around her came into focus. 

She was definitely not in her room. ñWhat happened? Whereéwhere am I?ò 

she muttered, trying to sit up, but Amun steered her back into the comfort-

able cushions. His expression was calm and hands gentle. 

ñStay right where you are, Miss Holloway. Here, drink this.ò He handed 

her a glass tumbler filled with a dark liquid. ñIt will not bite you,ò he smiled. 

ñIt is whiskey. Just take a sip. It will calm your nerves.ò 

ñThank you, Mr. Farouk.ò She did as she was told. Her hands trembled mak-

ing the liquid ripple inside the glass. Focusing on getting it to her lips calmed her. 

ñWell, it looks like you have had quite the adventure this eve.ò 

ñBatséI was attacked,ò Justine stammered. She looked to the door, almost 

by instinct, ready to curl up into a ball, but he placed his hands upon her skin. 

ñThere is no need to be afraid. Bats you say? Well, that would explain these 

markings.ò He lifted her arm up and examined the bite marks running from her 

hand up to her inner elbow. ñMay I have your permission to clean the wounds? 

Bats are not the cleanliest of creatures.ò 

Justine nodded. Amun removed the handkerchief from his jacket pocket 

and soaked it in whiskey. When he pressed it to her arm her skin burned. She 

clenched her teeth. While he worked, Justine scanned the room. She sat in an 

armchair adjacent to the couch. The seats surrounded the fire, which flickered 
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without need or urgency. She was in a room she had absolutely no business 

being near. 

ñStrange for bats to be so far from land.ò Amunôs voice drew back her 

attention. 

ñThat was my thought as well.ò It was reassuring his concerns echoed her 

own. It gave her conclusions a sense of validation. She wasnôt just an empty 

headed chit as her school mistress often said. Justine remained quiet while he 

moved up her arm, and once she got used to the pain she wasnôt sure if it was 

the whiskey or his touch making her arm tingle so. It helped to watch him, 

which she tried not to do openly. 

His movements were so smooth and refined. Justine couldnôt help but be 

mesmerized. She wished she were dressed in a lovely evening gown instead of 

her old nightdressðnot that the man had any business seeing her in either. For 

a moment she envisioned him as Mr. Tinley, the romantic leading man in 

Northanger Abbey, stepping forward to ask her to dance. Somehow Amun 

cleaning her arm seemed just as romantic. Her insides warmed with a steady 

heat, like icicles melting in the sun. Bats were strange animals; perhaps she 

got too close to a nest, like birds. Do bats make their homes on ships? 

ñThere, I am done. Again, I apologize for my imprudence.ò He rocked 

back on his heels and took the chair opposite hers. 

ñNot at all. I thank you for your great care of me.ò 

ñYouôve had quite the scare, and yet you are so well composed. Most young 

ladies would not be so in your position. They would no doubt be in hysterics 

by now.ò He reached into his jacket pocket and produced a thin golden case 

engraved with strange symbols Justine had never seen before. He opened the 

lid and took out a cigarette, offering her one as well. She politely refused. Once 

the end of his cigarette glowed burnt umber he visibly relaxed. 

At first Justine fidgeted. She fussed with her nightgown and arranged it 

so only the tops of her slippers peeked out from below. This was quite the 

effort, and she continued until she was completely satisfied. ñBravery is proba-

bly in the eye of the beholder. Right now I feel almost foolish, running from 

a bunch of bats. Butéò she dropped off, trying to describe it. 

ñButéò Amun interjected. 

ñIt sounds silly, but I felt as though I was being purposefully attacked.ò 

ñLike you were their only objective?ò 
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ñPerhaps. I donôt know. I might have been mistaken. It could have been 

birds. Once, in the Lake District, I stumbled too near a nest and the horrible 

things pecked at my hair and arms. I got back to the house covered in small 

cuts. My mother thought I had been overcome by gypsies.ò She grinned, re-

membering the look on her motherôs face. 

This caused him to laugh. ñAttacked by birds; you are brave. In regards to 

your last comment, do not doubt your instincts. Sometimes they are the last 

avenue of redemption.ò 

ñHow ominous you sound.ò 

ñI suppose it did sound that way, like a sage or oracle.ò 

ñAdvertise yourself well enough and you could almost make a living.ò 

Amun laughed, and Justine realized she probably shouldnôt be so bold with 

a stranger. ñForgive me. The school mistress used to lecture me on my inap-

propriate behavior. I should restrict topics of conversation to pleasant things 

like the weather or the state of the roads.ò 

ñYes, how the English love their roads. I shall not tell if you do not.ò Amunôs 

gentle smile also made Justine forget about her behavior and the absolutely 

impropriety of her being in the company of a man without a chaperone. Part 

of her wanted to stay, but it was something she dared not give into. Being 

unmarried, her reputation could forever be tainted by being in the presence 

of a man who wasnôt her father, brother, or husband. 

ñYour parentséyou must miss them,ò he said abruptly. 

ñVery much.ò 

ñWhat country did they come from?ò 

ñEngland.ò 

ñNo,ò he smiled, ñI meant before that.ò 

Justine shrugged. ñI honestly donôt know. Both my parents are English.ò She 

stood. ñWell, Mr. Farouk, thank you for your assistance this night. I am not 

sure what I would have done.ò 

Amun followed suit and Justine had to look up just to see his face. ñOf 

course, Miss Holloway. May I walk you back to your room?ò 

ñI donôt think so. I am not sure a story of murder most foul can prevent 

the gossip mongers from wagging their tongues, but thank you for the offer.ò 

ñUntil we meet again.ò He reached out for her hand and held it. ñIn 

London?ò 
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ñI would like that.ò Justine inclined her head and left, keeping an eye out 

for black flying bats and Mrs. Hart. 
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Chapter 5 
 

A  sea of flowered hats flooded to the shoreôs edge on the docks as the 

steam ship dropped anchor. Hands waved and a great burst of steam 

billowed from the stacks. A whistle rang out in anxious anticipation. Down in 

the bustling town of Portsmouth chimney smoke rose leisurely into the air; 

men in sailorsô livery slid the gangplank from the top deck to the port dock, 

hauling thick, coiled rope over the side. They threw it around the metal posts 

in fluid, easy movements. 

Justine tried to soak in the excitement of being back in England even 

though her heart ached. The voyage had been longer than expected due to the 

weather, extending the normal twenty-four hour journey. Behind her Mrs. Hart 

directed the porters where to put her luggage. In the afternoon sunlight, her 

black dress stood out amongst those mulling around. The shawl looked out of 

place atop the deep black of mourning. Porters with trolleys full of luggage 

waited beside doorways while families readied themselves to disembark. She 

kept searching for Amunôs raven hair and dark skin. He was nowhere to be seen. 

A kindling of exaltation had risen in Justine when she sat for breakfast 

before the ship docked. For quite a long time, using random reasons to stall and 

steal a few precious moments, she watched the door. In the end Amun never 

came. Had she embarrassed herself beyond repair the previous night? Sweet 

smelling coffee and fried tomatoes made her stomach crave fulfillment, but 

it left a lot of empty questions swirling around her mind. Again, she ran the 

conversation through her mind as people jostled past her, porters laden with 

trucks and cases. 

How deep and romantic his voice sounded. Justine closed her eyes and 

remembered the warmth of his skin. She ran her hand over sleeved arm, un-

able to feel the bite marks. That doubting part of her wanted to believe the 

animals that attacked her were birds, but after she returned to her bed Justine 
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knew she had seen bats. Why bats specifically would attack her was beyond 

anything she could reason. It really made no sense. Justine sighed, pushing it 

to the back of her mind. 

If the man had wanted to see her again, surely he would have been at her 

door or sent some sort of card or note. Those thoughts kept her company as 

she stood in the fresh morning air. It was a reassuring sight to see Portsmouth, 

and Justine took one last look before rejoining Mrs. Hart. A small hope still 

lingered that she might see the mysterious Egyptian. Justine hoped God would 

grant her prayer and have him approach her once more. 

Trepidation of her future still lingered.  Somewhere, amid the crowd, her 

godfather and his sister waited to escort her to her new life. Since stepping 

aboard the ship Justine had experienced every sort of emotion possible, from 

despair and depression to excitement. In her fantasies, everything turned out 

alrightðher parents were alive and would be waiting for her. Now, she could 

delude herself no longer. It was time to put away her childish notions and 

grow up. 

ñMake sure you put the larger trunks on the bottom or the Captain will be 

paying for a brand new set and out of your pocket. Justine, darling, give the room 

another glance, will you? You do not want to leave anything in the cabin.ò 

Justine looked around the room she had spent most of her time in 

during the trip to England. Although she had unpacked very little from her 

steamer trunk her room was stark and cramped. Mrs. Hart had the connecting 

room, and hers was the oppositeðchaotic and brimming with dropped clothes 

and random items, from her mink wrap left on the chaise lounge beside the 

table with a new, sealed box of chocolates to the vanity cluttered with powders 

and perfumes. According to Mrs. Hart, she would pack up her belongings once 

she saw Justine safely with her godfather. Would anywhere feel like home 

ever again?  

ñJustine?ò Mrs. Hart walked in, the sun brilliant behind her.  

For a moment they both stood silent. Then Mrs. Hart said in a jovial 

manner, ñIt appears our adventure comes to an end, my dear. I am very glad 

I got to meet you, child.ò She gave a half smile and took both of her young 

friendôs hands. ñPerhaps we shall see each other once more.ò 

Justine nodded. If she was being honest, she would have told her tempo-

rary guardian that she was extremely glad to be rid of her horrible company. 
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No longer would she be plagued by indecent gossip and impertinent remarks. 

Yet that wasnôt entirely the truth. For all Mrs. Hartôs incessant talk and gossiping, 

she had stood in the breach of utter loneliness, if only for a few short days. All 

the times the older woman droned on about absolutely nothing, Justine never 

had the chance to hear her own desperate thoughts. 

ñWhereôs Maxine?ò 

Mrs. Hart looked annoyed. ñBlasted little thing tittled on my silk dress. 

One of the servants is holding her.ò 

That image brought her a perverted sense of joy. ñThank you, Mrs. Hart. 

I shall always remember your kindness.ò 

ñOh, my dear, I hope not. No, do not look at me in that wretched way.ò 

Mrs. Hart led her young friend to the bed and patted her hand, indicating 

Justine should sit beside her. ñI want you to never look back on this dark time. 

If you chose to do so, do not dwell on it. You are young and beautifulðtake 

hold of life in whatever shape and form it comes to you.ò 

The words surrounded Justineôs heart like a faded, beloved blanket. She 

threw her arms around the womanôs neck in a grateful hug. For the first time 

during their arduous journey home, Justine appreciated the older womanôs 

presence and her endless stream of consciousness. All the mean things she said 

disappeared behind the kind words. 

ñNow, are you ready to make your entrance?ò  

Justine wiped the dampness from her face. She felt lighter and ready to 

find her godparents. ñNow is as good a time, is it not?ò  

ñGood. Check your face and letôs go.ò 

Justine stood and peered into the marbled vanity mirror. Her eyes were 

watered and puffy. Red blotches covered her face. Mrs. Hart appeared in the 

reflection beside her. ñIf you do meet Mr. Farouk again, youôre going to need 

a bit of color. That black is making you look as pale as death, child. Donôt scowl 

at me. All girls are just waiting to be fallen in love with, and you wonôt do it 

looking like a ghost.ò 

ñI thought you told me he wasnôt in my class.ò 

ñHe isnôt darling, but Iôve seen the way you look at him. Besides, a bit of 

flirting wouldnôt go amiss as long as that is the extent of it. It will be good 

practice for later.ò With that, Mrs. Hart left the cabin. 

Justine pinched her cheeks. It was something she learned from Jane back 
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at the finishing school. She thought about Mrs. Hartôs words and promised 

herself to never forget her parents or her life with them. They would meet 

again in Heaven, and when that time came she planned to have a whole life 

to acquaint them with. In regards to her comments about Mr. Faroukðwell, 

that was not something she was ready to analyze either. Was she ready to fall 

in love? She was barely eighteen years old. If he indeed visited her in London, 

then she might consider the notion of love. 

Placing her hat upon her head, Justine pushed the pin to keep it in place 

and straightened. Mrs. Hart was rightðthe dress did nothing for her com-

plexion, but that didnôt matter. Providence was thrusting her into the activity 

of the living and she wasnôt sure she was ready. Yet turning around wasnôt an 

option. Nothing remained of her old life except the empty shell of a home 

and family. Even if she could go home, no one would be waiting when she 

arrived. The only path open to her was straight ahead. Justine gazed upon 

her reflection. 

ñThe Lord is my light and my salvationðwhom shall I fear?ò Her reflec-

tion was silent but her spirit felt lighter. The time had come to enter into the 

world and grab hold of her fate. It helped she couldnôt hide in the cabin to 

await the next dock. She pinched her cheeks once more and left. Once outside, 

Justine shivered and drew her lavender shawl tight around her arms. The sun 

that had once made the English Channel sparkle like precious stones was gone. 

Waves beat mercilessly against the high walls of the harbor. Overhead clouds 

threatened to strangle any hint of daylight from blanketing the sky.  

ñLook out,ò a high-pitched voice cried out.  

Justine turned towards the sound as a deckhand crashed into her, pro-

pelling her out of his way. The shock and intensity threw her against the wall, 

the back of her head hitting the wooden exterior. He staggered and clutched his 

stomach. Strange faces and bodies clamored towards Justine, offering arms and 

hands to right her. Determinedly, she kept her attention on the figure running 

away while trying to assure those around her that she was perfectly all right. 

Polite interest in her welfare ceased when the deckhand stumbled against the 

side of the railing. A bright red stain smeared the pristine metal the further 

he slid. 

ñOh my darling, are you alright?ò Mrs. Hartôs anxious face came upon 

Justine.  
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ñYes, I am well, thank you,ò she muttered, brushing herself off. ñWhat 

happened?ò she asked, pushing back the stray hairs the wind wiggled free from 

below her hat. She, like those around her, took great interest in the man who 

had crashed into her. 

Women screamed and men ran forward. Puddles of blood dotted the deck 

below him. Someone yelled for help, and soon Justine could no longer see as 

men in jackets and top hats obscured her view. The macabre scene drew every-

oneôs interest as they tried to maneuver their way towards the bloody scene. 

ñYou better go get the Captain, Mrs. Hart. I think heôs been hurt badly,ò 

Justine said. Her companion readily agreed and went in search of him. 

Justine smoothed her black gown. What just happened? She watched the 

crowd amass around the bleeding man. A gentleman with a top hat moved 

aside, and Justine felt as if someone plunged something icy down the back of 

her dress. That faceéshe knew that face. Empty, soulless eyes rolled back into 

the deckhandôs head, his clothes matted with blood. If not for the side of the 

ship supporting her weight she would have collapsed. Since the night Justine 

ran into him outside the captainôs cabin, his features had not been out of her 

thoughts. Everywhere she went she suspected he followed her. Nowéhe was 

dying. Relief and horror twisted her insides. But what had happened to the 

man? Alone and unobserved, Justine glanced down the corridor that lead 

towards the engine room and away from the disorder. All eyes were on the 

lifeless body Captain Nobles was bending over. Whoever did this could escape 

without the police finding out. 

Going on her own down the corridor was definitely not going to happen. 

A lone woman verses a killer was about as logical as jumping into the frigid 

waters of the channel for a leisurely soak. Justine settled upon accosting the 

captain, a man far more imposing than she, when she noticed movement in 

her peripheral vision. A face came into view. 

"Mr. Farouk?" she whispered.  

The man she saw hardly resembled the stoic gentleman from the night 

before. His body crumpled low, a hand pressed against his fiery red neck. No 

one seemed to notice him while the spectacle of blood on the deck drew in the 

morbidly curious. Justine's instincts demanded she go to Amunôs side, but she 

had been in Mrs. Hart's company long enough to visualize the talking-to she 
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would undoubtedly bring upon herselfðall filled with fire and brimstone. 

Chewing her bottom lip, an idea came to her mind.  

Furtively she put her hands behind her back, removed a glove, and tossed 

it around the corner. Justine had often done this at her school in order to slip 

from the classroom. Sometimes it worked, although most of the time it didnôt. 

This time she was lucky. In her best performance she noticed the dropped glove 

and excused herself to Mrs. Hart, who nodded her consent. With the attention 

of the crowd elsewhere she slipped around the adjacent corridor. Justine tip-

toed, expecting someone to come after her. When no one sought her out, her 

courage rose. 

Near the rear of the secluded section, Mr. Farouk crouched over, a bloodied 

hand pressed against his neck. She ran forward and knelt in front of him, skirts 

billowing around her. 

ñAre you alright?ò Justine had her handkerchief in her hands, ready to place 

it on the wound before the man could answer. When their eyes met, Justine 

covered a gasp. His black hair covered his face like a curtain and shimmered 

with sweat. Mr. Faroukôs features were far too pale to be healthy. 

ñMiss Holloway?ò He gritted his teeth and closed his eyes. ñNoéget away 

from me,ò he gasped. 

Justine put her hand on his cheek and pushed his hair back. She couldnôt 

concentrate on the blood or sheôd disgrace herself by being sick all over the 

floor. Instead, she focused on his face. 

ñWho did this to you?ò 

Amun didnôt answer her. He tried to move away from her touch. He 

hissed and nearly fell over. 

ñDonôt try and move. Let me get help.ò Justine got to her feet but Amun 

pulled her down. 

ñNo,ò he interjected. 

ñBut youôreðò 

ñIôm alright.ò 

ñNo you are not, you idiot. You are bleeding. Here, let me.ò She pulled his 

hand off the wound on his neck and pressed her cloth against his skin to stem 

the flow. She cradled his head with her other hand. At first, Amun fidgeted, 

but under her touch, he relaxed. Neither spoke. Justine felt her insides go all 

funny as a fierce protectiveness bubbled up inside herðwhoever did this would 
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not get away with it, that she knew. His breathing calmed and a natural, warm 

color returned to his complexion. 

ñWhat happened to you?ò 

ñI wish I could tell you.ò His voice was barely above a whisper. 

ñOf course you can tell me. Let me help you.ò She reached for his other 

hand and felt something very rough and jagged clutched inside. Amun tried 

to hide it behind his back but she had already seen the handle of a silver blade. 

ñWhatôs this?ò The stains around his hand drew her attention. ñOh Mr. 

Farouk,ò she said breathless. 

ñMiss Hollowayéit isnôt mine.ò 

ñWhat?ò 

Amun held up the knife, opening his hand to show her every detail. ñAt 

least this blood isnôt mine.ò He laughed sarcastically and when he spoke, Justine 

felt as though he was leagues from her. ñI underestimated him.ò 

ñWhat are you talking about?ò When he didnôt answer, her earlier feelings 

of worry changed to confusion, sprinkled with a hint of suspicion. 

Noise from the other side of the ship boomed and echoed down towards 

them. ñTheyôre coming, probably looking for you.ò He took her hand in his and 

kissed her finger tips so gently she could have blinked and not felt it. Yet 

sheôd seen it with her own eyes and it made her heart flutter. Amun stood, 

but before he could flee Justine grabbed his hand. 

ñMr. Farouk, your neck,ò she exclaimed. 

His fingers brushed the skin above his collar. 

Justine could not look away. The bloody gash on his neck didnôt look as 

deep. As she watched, the skin knit together, closing the wound. ñButéhow?ò 

The Egyptianôs expression changed into fear. Amun fled through one of 

the adjacent doors. Justine was still crouched, feeling the warmth from his lips 

ebb into cool numbness and unable to believe her own eyes. In her other hand 

was the blood soaked handkerchief. She stuffed it up her sleeve as Mrs. Hart 

came around the corner, calling out her name. 

ñMy Darling,ò Mrs. Hart screeched, running towards her anxiously. ñWhat 

on earth are you doing back here? My God, is that blood? What possessed you 

to go wandering off all alone? Donôt you know it isnôt safe? You could have 

found the killer, and you being all aloneéò She lifted Justine from the floor, 

cradling her like a mindless child. 
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ñYes, the killer,ò Justine said under her breath. 
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Chapter 6 
 

W arm light emanated from the glass doors of 125 Weston Park. 

When the carriage stopped, the double doors opened and two 

men in servantsô livery greeted them holding umbrellas. Frances roused her 

brother, her hand covering a yawn. 

The conversation between Justine and her godparents had dwindled after 

the story of the deckhandôs murder was exhausted. Frances Mendenhall ques-

tioned Justine about her school and then they discussed the Egypt trip arranged 

to take place sometime after Christmas. Justine kept her feelings for Amun 

Farouk to herself, although she spoke of an Egyptian onboard who seemed 

eager to speak to Harold in regards to his work. That perked Harold up and he 

pressed her for more information, but Justine had little to give beyond the few 

questions posed to her over dinner. In truth, she didnôt want to think about 

that man any more than he had to; if she did too many questions came into 

her mind. 

It felt odd to Justine to acquaint them with the events of her life up to 

that point. However, discussion of her family was not brought up. In fact it 

was tactfully avoided. Something inside Justine wanted to talk about them, to 

hear someone else say her parentôs names. She almost broached the subject a 

few times, but the conversation never lent itself to discussing their deaths. 

Instead she kept the mood as pleasant as possible and then kept quiet when 

they had nothing left to ask her. If she was in better spirits Justine would have 

asked questions about her new life, but it was easier to listen to the drizzle of 

soft rain outside. That was one thing she didnôt miss about England, the 

constant onslaught of rain. 

Harold was the first to exit and Frances followed behind, allowing her 

brother to help her out. Then it was Justineôs turn. She hesitated, looking up 

at the house towering four stories above her. Somehow none of it seemed real 
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until that moment. She took Haroldôs hand and placed one foot on the step. 

Evening was descending upon them as the sky looked aflame with brilliant 

pinks and orange hues. The road beneath was damp and full of puddles. Harold 

squeezed her hand. 

ñIt will be fine, my dear. You shall see.ò He led her up the stairs where 

Frances waited. Bright light rushed over Justine. More servants waited eagerly 

inside, all lined up. 

ñGood evening, my lord,ò said the elderly servant, who wore a black jacket 

and white shirt. The bow around his starched shirt was pristine and tidy. The 

man beside him, younger and not nearly as tall, wore similar attire. 

ñGood evening, Quinn.ò 

Quinn, who Justine guessed to be the butler, bowed with evident pleasure 

on his face. Justine followed mutely behind her godparents and gasped. Inside 

was a marbled entry hall with a gilded staircase to the right. Above, a crystal 

chandelier lit by dozens of white candles sparkled like stars in the sky. A table 

by the mouth of the stairs had a vase brimming over in lush red and pink roses. 

The richness took her breath away. Her parentôs house was far from elegant 

with the tattered rugs and faded wood flooring. 

ñGood trip, my lord?ò Quinn asked. He removed Haroldôs traveling cloak 

and Franceôs fur lined cloak. 

ñVery much so. Quinn, I would like to present our goddaughter, Miss 

Justine Holloway. Justine, this is Quinn, the butler. Beside him is Anne, 

Francesô ladies maid and Brandon, our footman.ò Harold stopped. ñQuinn, 

where is the maid we hired for Miss Justine?ò 

Quinnôs face appeared very concerned. He pulled his master aside and said 

in a grave voice, ñShe was unsuitable, Sir.ò 

ñUnsuitable? Heavenôs name, what was wrong?ò 

ñIt was her attitude, Sir. Utterly unsuitable.ò 

ñDo not worry about it Harold,ò Frances interjected. ñI can interview 

more girls.ò 

Harold waved the butlerôs response aside. ñAnyway, let me continue with 

the introductions. This is Beatrice, the parlor maid, and Mrs. Cripps, who is 

a magician in the kitchen.ò  

Justine nodded at the red haired young lady, who curtsied with a wide 

grin, and smiled when the elderly woman fidgeted her hands, wiping away 
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nonexistent stains. Mrs. Cripps looked like a cook, in her opinion, all round 

edges and pink cheeked. Like the butler, her apron was freshly laundered and 

bright. 

ñOh Master, you are too good to me.ò Mrs. Cripps beamed like a girl in 

her youth. 

ñAnd this iséò Harold hesitated naming off the last one in line; a very 

young girl who looked barely old enough to be away from home. Brown hair 

stuck out of her linen cap and she was positively frightened to be upstairs in 

the main house. 

ñThis is Agnes, sir,ò Quinn said. ñOur scullery maid.ò 

ñYes, forgive me Agnes.ò 

ñNa tall, Sir.ò 

ñSo all except for a maid for you and a new valet perhaps,ò Frances eyed 

her brother maternally and then smiled at Justine. ñThis is our household.ò 

ñA maid for me? But I do not require a maid,ò she protested as Frances 

put her arm around her. The notion of having her own maid was foreign. At 

school, they had one maid per floor. 

ñAs a young lady of class, it is required you have a maid. A woman 

without her own ladies maid is looked down upon, and we shall not have 

that. Now, everyone off to bed. Come Justine, I shall show you your room.ò 

Frances shooed the servants off to their beds high up in the attic. 

Quinn bowed his head, ñI shall extinguish the lights when youôre up the 

stairs, Miss.ò 

ñDonôt mind Quinn,ò Frances commented when it was just the three of 

them in the entry hall. ñHe is a very good and loyal servant. He was the foot-

man for my father.ò 

ñYou mean he has worked in this house for that long?ò Justine picked 

up the front of her dress and followed Frances up the stairs. 

ñMore than that,ò Harold said. ñHe came to work for father as a hall boy. 

I remember him sleeping in the hallway and shining boots. Of course when I 

came back from school he was footman. Well ladies, I shall see you in the 

morning. Justine.ò He took her hand. ñI am very glad you are here.ò He gave 

it a soft kiss and walked up the stairs and across the landing. Justine watched 

him go and then followed Frances. 
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ñChances are heôll stay up for the next few hours in his study, pouring 

over some old book until dawn.ò 

ñDoes he do that often?ò Justine said. 

ñEvery opportunity afforded to him.ò 

A part of her wanted to stop and look at everything, to marvel at the pecu-

liar and bizarre, but her mind and body were exhausted. The officials had kept 

everyone on the boat until all names and addresses were taken down. Despite 

the issues floating around her mindðAmun, her parents, the murderous bats, 

and the dead deckhandðthe only thing she wanted to do was crawl into a bed 

and sleep. It didnôt even need to be soft or comfortable at that moment. Justine 

knew sheôd be asleep in no time. 

ñWell Justine, here we are.ò Frances opened the door. 

ñOh Miss Mendenhall,ò Justine exclaimed. 

The room was large, fitting a white four post bed draped with sheer muslin 

curtains on either side. Two tall windows looked over the street. In front was 

an ornate chest with a cushion on topðfor daydreaming, no doubtðand a small 

writing table. Alongside, a table and two delicate chairs sat waiting for company 

and tea. Beside the bed was a tall wardrobe and dresser with wash basin and 

pitcher on top. The walls were a soft cream. It was beautiful and all hers. 

ñDo you like it?ò Frances asked eagerly. ñThe furniture was bought espe-

cially. Poor Harold almost had a fit of nerves trying to pick out things for a 

young lady. If he had his way, your room would be full of books, a leather 

couch, and dead, mummified things. He seems to think you are in need of a 

museum and not a bedroom.ò 

She had to touch everything, to feel the texture and know if it was real. 

ñWhatôs that door?ò 

ñThat is the door to your boudoir,ò Frances said simply. 

ñMy what?ò 

ñYour boudoir. It is where your maid will dress you. It is your own private 

sanctuary. Even after marriage, husbands are rarely permitted inside.ò 

Justine was in awe. She had a whole room for dressing. With a reverent 

eye, she examined every detail. Opposite her bed, a fire danced beneath a 

white marble mantel. On top, pictures of her parents smiled behind glass. 

Justine picked one of them up. 
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ñWe had some old pictures your parents sent after you were born. They 

were so excited to share the news of their baby girl. I hope it was alright.ò 

ñYes,ò Justine stammered. Tears welled in her eyes and trickled down 

her cheeks. A beautiful young couple held a baby in a long christening gown. 

ñThank you.ò She couldnôt turn around, couldnôt let Miss Mendenhall see her 

cry and yetéand yet they had been so kind to her, so amazingly kind. 

Frances grinned. ñWell, I shall leave you to explore your room. There are 

some new clothes for you to wear tonight until we unpack your trunk. Good 

night, Justine.ò 

ñThank you Miss Mendenhall.ò 

ñJustine.ò Frances sat on the bed and patted the spot beside her. ñYou 

cannot live here as my goddaughter and call me óMiss Mendenhall.ô You make 

me feel old, and there are plenty enough people to do that already. What you 

can do is call me Frances, if you feel comfortable with that.ò 

Justine considered this. ñI would like that.ò 

ñGood. Now I must get some beauty sleep. Sleep well.ò Frances kissed 

Justineôs forehead and left the room. Justine looked around. She wanted to 

stay up, fearful this was all a dream, but her eyes burned. Every few minutes 

her jaw wrenched open and a monstrous yawn poured out. Faith was needed 

that everything would be alright. With one door closed, God had left a window 

open and in poured deliciously cool air. Justine knelt beside her bed, thankful 

for His mercy. Up on the mantel her mother and father gazed down. 
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