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The Horror on the Queen Ann 
By Elyse Lemoine 

 Plumes of smoke drift around me as I lean back in my chair.  In the dim lighting of the 

lounge car, the smoky haze seems impossible to penetrate with the naked eye alone, and I 

remove my glasses to wipe them clean before they return to the bridge of my nose.   

“All I’m saying. Mr. Harris, is that one can hardly believe the existence of 

such…specimens, as you call them, especially in the face of God,” says the man sitting to my 

right, half-smoked cigar clutched between two meaty fingers.  Walter Darrow, as I have come to 

know him, is a middle-aged business tycoon traveling to the eastern coast for a meeting with his 

investors, as part of a venture whose details he will not divulge.  Seated next to him, puffing 

away at a slim cigarette, is his companion and personal assistant, Elizabeth Fisher, though I 

judge her to be his mistress and him a married man.  Their discretion involving their relationship 

is merely superficial. 

“Why must all scientific inquiry and discovery laugh in the face of god?” I ask.  “Who’s 

to say that your god—”  

“Our God?” Mr. Darrow scoffs. 

“—Your god did not intend for us to evolve naturally?  We have already proven that this 

Earth predates all religious texts.  If this god happened to be the catalyst for the development of 

all life on Earth, perhaps his ‘seven days’ were merely metaphor.” 

“What you’re saying, Mr. Harris, is blasphemous,” comes a voice from the opposite side 

of the room.  Wayne Cuthbert is a wealthy and influential politician, traveling across the country 

to visit family in New York City.  He is rather fond of debate, or so I learned, and will argue any 

opinion, regardless of whether he agrees with it or not.  He sets his pipe to the side as he coughs 

up smoke, his eyes set on me.  I can only spread my hands and smile. 
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“Then may all men of reason be blasphemous,” I say, and the glare he turns upon me is 

enough to make my smile widen. 

The youngest man in the room clears his throat, cigarette dangling from his lips.  Phillip 

Rosenberg is a young Californian vacation reporter, whose writings and exploits have brought 

him to the Queen Ann on business.  When he opens his mouth to speak, he moves his cigarette to 

his hand and exhales.  “As exciting as this conversation is, gentlemen, I’d like to get back to 

matters of work.” 

“My apologies,” I say.  I reach to the side table next to me and grab my notebook, 

opening it to where I had left my marker, notes of Australopithecus africanus lining the pages.  

The puffing of cigars continues and the haze of smoke returns as it drifts up toward the ceiling of 

the car.  Outside the window, the midwestern countryside rolls by to the quiet shaking of the 

train as it runs along the tracks.  The whispers of conversation around me serve as an aria to the 

cacophony of noise that I have long since learned to tune out.  My days in the university 

surrounded by the frantic conversing of my peers had taught me this skill. 

Just as Phillip reaches for the ashtray, the lounge car takes an unexpected jerk.  The now-

amicable chatter has died and the room has gone deathly silent.  As Phillip begins to speak, a 

shrill scream breaks into the room, and all activity ceases again.  I hesitate for a moment before I 

grab my notebook and run out of the room, leaving the babbling and gaping bunch behind me. 

It is in the hallway three cars up where I find a small gathering of people around Florence 

Lraise, the young and successful opera singer.  Next to her is the young debutante, Katherine 

Dacey, who is holding Florence’s hand and fanning her with a handkerchief.  I see no members 

of the Queen Ann’s staff, only the philharmonic cellist, Vivian Mondt, and Katherine’s father, 

John Dacey, who are talking to each other in whispers. 
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“What happened here?” I ask, and Katherine looks up at me, fingers tightening around 

Ms. Lraise’s hand. 

“Can you just give us some goddamn space first?” 

“Katherine!” Mr. Dacey chides, and she shoots him a glare as well, but does not protest. 

I kneel next to Florence, but dare not touch her.  She is on her knees, her eyes wide, 

boring into the elegant carpeting.  Her bangs are plastered to her forehead with sweat and she is 

panting, whispering under her breath over and over again.  “His eyes.  His eyes.  His eyes.” 

I search Katherine’s face for clues, but find nothing.  It is only after I look around that I 

notice the door to Gregory Merrik’s room is left a jar.  Though I had only spoken with him 

briefly, I had heard him to be a young and successful actor.  Strange that he has not come out to 

inspect the commotion, especially given his dedicated interest in Ms. Lraise; the two spent their 

meals together and seemed to be quite fond of conversing.   

As I pick myself up and open the door, Katherine calls out to me, but it is too late.  There, 

in a chair in the center of the room, is the still form of Gregory Merrick.  He is silent and 

unmoving, skin taut on his body.  His eyes, wide and blue, stare up at the ceiling, mouth 

wrenched open as if in a silent scream.  Behind me, Florence shrieks again and I shut the door as 

quickly as I had opened it.  Her whispers become shouts and Katherine hugs her close, spare 

hand running up and down her back. 

“What the hell were you thinking?!” she hisses, but before I can answer, she’s whispering 

into Florence’s ear in an attempt to calm her down.  I turn to Mr. Dacey and Ms. Mondt instead, 

but the two give me a collective shake of their heads. 

“What’s going on here?”  Dr. Eugene Fenske enters the cart, tailed by Darrow and 

Phillip.  I can only point toward the room, which he strides toward, throwing the door open.  This 
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time, Katherine is prepared and has Ms. Lraise’s face buried in her shoulder, turned away from 

the gruesome sight.  Dr. Fenske shuts the door behind him. 

“Where the hell is the conductor?  This has gone on long enough,” Mr. Dacey says, his 

foot tapping on the floor. 

“Daddy, just shut the hell up for five minutes,” Katherine says, and Florence wails again. 

“Katherine Grace,” her father hisses, but she picks herself up and pulls Florence up with 

her.  

“I’m taking her back to her room.  Send the doctor over when he’s done in there.”  She 

nods to Vivian and the two move Florence out of the passenger car.  Silence envelopes the space 

as we watch them leave.  It’s another fifteen minutes by my pocket watch when the doors to 

Merrick’s room opens and Dr. Fenske re-emerges. 

“I place time of death at around three hours.  Though I am no coroner, I would rule cause 

of death as a heart attack,” he says as he wipes his hands on his handkerchief and pockets it. 

“Heart attack?!” I say, and I’m ready to laugh.  “Did you see the body, doctor?  I would 

hardly call that a heart attack.” 

Dr. Fenske deigns me a roll of his eyes.  “And I can hardly call you a certified doctor.” 

“Gentlemen, please.”  I turn my head to see the conductor, Jonathan Black, standing in 

the doorway, his face blank and ashen grey.  The chatter dies immediately and Dr. Fenske backs 

away from me.  “I’m going to ask you to leave this car for now.  I’ll have George prepare 

refreshments for you.”  It takes no more than these words for the other men to head out of the 

car, away from the cooling corpse of Gregory Merrick.  I dare not protest either, especially to 

Mr. Black.  I offer him a most amicable smile, to which he answers with a silent nod. 

--- 
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The floorboards of the train cart creak as I walk down the hall, careful and conscious of 

every step I take.  While the need for discretion and secrecy seems, to me, superfluous, there is 

still a part of me that feels that what I am doing is wrong.  Gregory Merrick’s room sits in front 

of me, unguarded, and all I have to do is reach out and push the door open in order to access to 

scene of the crime.  His body is still in there, cold and stiff. 

This is wrong, I tell myself, but my hand reaches out and grabs the doorknob regardless.  

I try it twice, to no avail.  It’s locked.  Just as well; with a presentation to complete and work to 

be done, I hardly have any time to be chasing flights of fancy such as this. 

“Didn’t peg you for a sneak.” I whirl around and come face-to-face with Miss Katherine 

Dacey, arms crossed over her chest, eyebrow raised.  She’s smiling. 

I shift.  “I would hardly call this sneaking.  I seem to have lost myself.” 

She laughs.  “Sure,” she says, before producing something from the pocket of her dress.  

A key.  “I thought you might need this.” 

“I didn’t peg you for a thief,” I say, and she laughs again before inserting it into the lock.  

A turn, a click, and it opens, creaking in the deserted halls of the Queen Ann.  Gregory Merrick’s 

body is unmoving in the center of the room, illuminated by the moonlight streaming in from the 

open window.  My eyes are drawn to his, bulging out against the pale, rigid skin.  This man had 

once been handsome; now he is no more than dried flesh and a pair of pale, haunting eyes. 

Next to me, Katherine shudders and takes a step back, her hand reaching out to grab my 

shoulder.  I step forward.  “Close the door behind you,” I whisper, and crouch down until I’m 

eye-level with the body.  From inside of my pocket, I grab a flashlight and aim it at the decaying 

form of the young actor. 

The door clicks behind me and I hear a sigh.  “So, what do you want with this guy’s 
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room, anyway?” 

I ignore her and take my notebook and pen from the inside of my suit jacket.  ‘Eyes 

bulging, skin dry and tight, as if moisture has been removed from body.  Irregular decay for a 

body so fresh.’ 

“Yeah, if this guy died from a heart attack, then I’m the Queen of Sheba.”  Katherine 

sighs and moves to stand next to me, but her eyes dart around the room.  “What’re you 

thinking?” 

“Murder,” I say, closing my notebook and tucking it under my arm. 

“You serious?” she asks, and I nod.  “Shit.” 

“From this body alone, the results are inconclusive.  However, there is no way this man 

died of a heart attack,” I say, walking around Merrick’s degrading corpse.  I don’t have time for 

this, but the possibility for scientific inquiry is stronger than my desire to play ignorant to the 

facts. 

Katherine glances down at the body and back up at me.  “Well, let’s start looking for 

clues.” 

I pass the flashlight off to her.  Her enthusiasm is unnerving, to say the least, but I don’t 

think I can turn her away now.  “Look around, see if you can find anything out of place.” 

She takes the flashlight and I am left without a light.  The moonlight shifts in the room as 

the train moves and I can feel the room swaying gently.  This light alone is just enough to see by, 

and I crouch by the body again.  I pull my notebook out and angle it to catch the falling light.  

‘Corpse has already entered rigor by nightfall.  Dr. Fenske reports heart attack three hours 

prior to discovery of body – evidence suggests otherwise.  Is he to be believed on all accounts?’ 

“Hey, Professor.  C’mere,” Katherine whispers, and I move from the body to the dresser 
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where she stands.  She points the flashlight at a melted candle sitting atop a cigar case.  As she 

moves the light, I notice the sheer number of candles placed around the room, wicks burnt down, 

wax creating small platforms at their bases.  “Eerie.” 

I note it by the flashlight and sigh.  “Do you have any idea what this could mean?” 

“Hell if I know.  You ever met an actor before?  Neurotic, at best,” she says, and moves 

toward the bed, taking the light with her.  I turn back toward the corpse. 

‘Last seen at breakfast talking to Ms. Lraise.  Must have died sometime between 11am 

and 4pm.’ 

I drop down to one knee and look up at the body.  No evidence of wounds, no bruising 

along the neck to suggest strangulation.  Clever.  My eyes drift until they reach his shoes, and 

something on the floor catches my attention.  “Miss. Dacey, bring the light over here.” 

When she arrives, I take the flashlight from her hand and point it at the carpet.  The 

maroon and floral pattern seems darker in the light, though I first assumed it to be the shadow of 

the chair.  I drop closer to it, and the scent hits me.  “Blood.” 

“Shit.”  She drops down next to me to get a closer look.  “How the hell did it get there?” 

I sigh.  Her guess is as good as mine.  With no visible wounds on the body, I cannot 

explain its presence. 

“I found this under the bedside table,” she says, and hands me a slip of half-torn paper.  

“I can’t read it, but maybe you can use those books of yours to get an idea.”  The script is one I 

haven’t seen before, though it resembles crude Egyptian hieroglyphs.  I tuck it into my notebook. 

The sense of foreboding in the room heightens and I stand up.  For a moment, I feel as if 

I’m at the front of a classroom, hundreds of eyes directed at me.  Their gazes are penetrating, 

inquisitive, invasive.  My flesh begins to crawl.  “We should leave.  It’s getting late.” 
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I head toward the door and Katherine follows me out.  My notebook returns to the inside 

pocket of my suit jacket as the lock clicks with the turn of the key.  

“Evening,” I hear a voice say, and I feel a cold chill running up my spine.  In the dim 

lighting of the hallway, my eyes settle on the train’s conductor.  I feel my heartbeat quicken; the 

last thing I want is to be caught desecrating the site of a man’s death. 

“Evening, Mr. Black,” I say, bowing my head to him.  Next to me, Katherine curtsies. 

“A bit late,” he says. 

I nod and let out a shaky laugh.  The stoicism of his face does not betray any emotions, 

though I see no anger.  I begin to relax.  “I was just returning from the lounge car after a game of 

chess with Miss. Dacey,” I say. 

He nods and steps aside, letting the two of us pass.  My strides are long and quick, though 

Katherine seems to be unfazed, despite the hand that reaches into her pocket to grab the key.  

When we reach the next car, she turns on me. 

“Are you mad?” she asks, but I see the smile forming at the corners of her lips. 

“Apparently,” I say, and she bursts out laughing, hands moving to her hips. 

“I think I’m starting to like you already, Professor,” she says with a smile.  “Meet me in 

the dining cart for lunch.  We can discuss our findings.”  She slides into the room and closes the 

door with a wink and an airy laugh, leaving me to the dim lighting and emptiness of the train 

hallway.  Around me, the car shakes, bumping along the tracks as it progresses toward its 

destination.  When I hear a creak in the floorboards, I shake myself out of my stupor and leave. 

 

The knife scrapes against the china plates, the only noise in the otherwise empty dining 

car.  Now that Gregory Merrick is dead, I expected a solemn air to the journey, but everyone 
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seemed to be in bright spirits that morning, laughing and smoking in the lounge car over 

discussions of literature and art.  I spoke with Mr. Harold P. LeBlanc earlier that afternoon as he 

passed vague details about his most recent short story on to me; something about the remnants of 

an old mansion and a coffin deep inside.  Before that, I had a conversation with Phillip about the 

excitement of archaeological dig sites. 

“So, murder?” Katherine asks, taking a bite of her steak.  She looks at me and I find 

myself sitting straighter.  When I set out on this self-fulfilling mission of sorts, I did not expect to 

have a companion.  Katherine Dacey is surprisingly apt for her age, with her a good head on her 

shoulders and her wits about her. 

“It’s the only logical conclusion at the moment, unless he died by some other means.”  I 

withdraw my notebook and open it.  “We can assume that he did not die of a heart attack, but 

that does not rule out other causes of death.  It doesn’t explain the blood on the floor either.” 

She nods and pushes her plate aside.  “So, who d’ya think would want to bump him off?” 

“If he died between the hours of eleven and four, we can leave out anyone we might have 

seen around then.  Mr. Darrow, Ms. Fisher, Mr. Cuthbert, and Phillip were with me in the lounge 

car from one to four.  That morning, I had seen Merrick speaking with Ms. Lraise, but I cannot 

account for his whereabouts before then.” 

“That was the last time I saw him too.  I was with Florence after that, until she excused 

herself around three to go lay down.” 

Interesting, though I’m not sure what it means.  “Can we account for the whereabouts of 

the other passengers?” 

Katherine sighs and taps her fingers on the table.  “I saw that eerie writer in the dining car 

for breakfast and lunch.  It didn’t look like he planned to move.”  She hums.  “Vivian and I had 
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breakfast with daddy, then I met up with Flo.  Not sure where they went.  I saw Ella Thomas and 

the crazy doctor there too, but both of them were eating alone.” 

“What about Mr. Viktor Romasko?” I have seen him only once, when I had caught him 

taking his bags to his room.  He is a large man, a bit thin in the face.  He said he was an 

accountant; that he handled the moving of large sums of money.  He made himself scarce after 

that.  Ella Thomas is the older and successful singer, whom I have at least heard of.  She is quite 

famous for her lyrical composition, and is traveling to meet her husband in New York.  She 

keeps to herself. 

 “I didn’t see him,” she says, and I write his name down as well.  “I guess that doesn’t 

really narrow down our list.  Anyone could’ve gone in and offed him.” 

“Yes, but who has the motivation?”  I reach for my coffee, but my hand hesitates over the 

handle.  There it is again, that invasive feeling like hundreds of eyes upon me, hinging upon my 

every word.  I feel small and insignificant where I should feel self-important; so many eyes on 

me, so much attention focused on me, and yet I stammer.  The hairs on the back of my neck raise 

and my hand clenches. 

“More coffee, ma’am?”  The voice is quiet, and, at first, I can hardly hear it.  I turn my 

head and watch George Young, the dining car’s waiter, pour another mug of coffee to a smiling 

Katherine.  He offers her milk, but she declines. 

“You were saying?” she asks, but my eyes are on George, and his on mine.  His face does 

not move as he lifts the pot in my direction 

“More coffee, sir?” 

The door opens and Viktor Romasko hustles in, sitting down at the furthest table in the 

room.  George pours me another cup of coffee and walks over to him.  I notice his foot is tapping 
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against the carpet, his head turning as his eyes scan the room.  His fingers are drumming on the 

table. 

“Hello?  Professor?” 

I sit up, pushing my coffee mug away.  I’ve lost my appetite.  “Perhaps this is a 

discussion best held elsewhere,” I say, and stand up, leaving enough money to cover the meal on 

the table.  This entire ordeal doesn’t settle well with me, so I decide to continue to indulge my 

thirst for knowledge on the matter.  My presentation can wait.  “We’ll start with the last person 

to see Mr. Merrick alive.  Florence Lraise should be able to provide us with context that we can 

begin on.” 

She makes a face, and I can tell that she isn’t pleased with the option, though I cannot 

discern why.  “What are you a professor of again?  Puzzles?” 

“Anthropology,” I say, and we push our way toward the passengers’ quarters, Katherine 

leading me toward Ms. Lraise’s room.  I knock twice and wait for an answer, but there is none.  I 

hear no telltale sobbing, nor the whispering that I had heard the night before. 

“Flo, it’s me,” Katherine says and knocks.  Again, there is no answer.  “I’m just checking 

in on you.” 

Radio silence. 

“Are you going to break into this room too?” I ask, and Katherine sends me a sharp glare 

before trying the handle.  It’s unlocked, we find, and she pulls it open.  I look inside, fully 

intending to see an empty room.  There, placed in the center is the body of Florence Lraise.  Her 

eyes are bulging from her skull, looking forward as if gazing into the wall.  Her hair, normally so 

elegantly done, hangs down her shoulders and off the back of the chair.  Her skin, like Gregory 

Merrick’s, is taut around the bone, muscle reduced to dried sinew.   
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I see Katherine’s knees buckle and I grab her before she can hit the ground.  She grasps 

my shirt and lets out a muffled moan, hand tightening around the fabric.  I place my hand on her 

back and I feel her stiffen.  My eyes wander back to the corpse, staring at us as though it is 

looking through us.  Her eyes gnaw at me; her mouth pried open, tongue swollen out.  To me, it 

looks as if she had been crying. 

My ears ring, and as Katherine shakes against me, whispering something inaudible 

against my chest, I feel my stomach twist.  “We need to leave,” I say, and Katherine nods, but as 

I move to close the door, I see a figure out of the corner of my eye. 

“Another body,” says the older woman I recognize as Agnes Hayes, one of the maids on 

board the Queen Ann.  She stares me down, unmoving from her position behind us.  I can tell 

Katherine is visibly shaken, and I want to get her away from the scene, enough to calm her 

down.  Enough to shake this feeling, myself. 

“I should go get the doctor,” I say, but Agnes’ gaze holds me down, pinning me to the 

spot. 

“No need,” she says, and moves away from me, feet shuffling against the carpet as she 

leaves the car.  She spares us a lasting glance before she closes the door behind her.  I breathe a 

sigh of relief and lead Katherine toward my room, pulling her in and setting her down on the bed. 

“Professor,” she says, but I turn away from her and begin to pace the room. 

“Two bodies in two days.  If that doesn’t scream murder, I hardly know what does,” I 

mumble.  “Which rules out Ms. Lraise as a possible suspect, of course, but who would want to 

kill them both?  Who would want to kill at all?  Perhaps she saw something she wasn’t meant 

to—” 

“Jacob!” she hisses, and I glance up, stopping mid-step.  She sighs, running her hands 
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through her short, bobbed hair.  “Stop.  For five seconds, just stop.”  I look over at her in 

anticipation.  She places a hand to her forehead.  “What do we do now?” 

I reach up and remove my glasses before wiping them off.  Looking down at her, I see the 

paleness in her face, the shaking of her hands, the lack of a smile.  It’s too late to go back now.  

“We keep looking.” 

 

The dining car is packed with the Queen Ann’s passengers as they cram into chairs, all 

chatting amongst themselves.  In the corner, I spot the quiet Ella Thomas, fingers laced in her lap 

with her eyes turned upon them.  Next to her, Harold P. LeBlanc sits with his notebook open, 

scrawling hurried words onto its pages.  The only other silent man in the room is Mr. Viktor 

Romasko.  His eyes are scanning the room, chin propped up in the palm of his hand, his leg 

shaking 

Around the car, people are struggling to be heard over each other.  Even the shy Ms. 

Vivian Mondt is speaking hurriedly to John Dacey, hands moving to the sound of her voice. 

Above them, Dr. Fenske attempts to make himself heard.  “Ladies, gentlemen, settle 

down,” he shouts, but no one settles.  “It was merely a heart attack!” 

“Heart attack?” Elizabeth Fisher shouts back.  “Two heart attacks in two days hardly 

seems likely, Doctor!” 

“I’d like to know the meaning of this, Doctor,” Harold Cuthbert shouts back, standing up 

from his chair and pounding his fists on the table. 

Dr. Fenske’s face is turning red.  “I examined Florence Lraise myself last night.  The 

amount of stress she was under alone was enough to put her into cardiac arrest.  Any other 

explanation is ridiculous hearsay.” 
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The room begins to calm down slowly as passengers take their seats.  Even the more 

passionate of speakers like Mr. Cuthbert are beginning to lose steam.  “He’s right.  We need to 

calm down,” Walter Darrow says from his seat next to Ms. Fisher.  “Two very terrible things 

have happened, and we have lost two of our fellow passengers.” 

“We have,” the conductor says as he enters the room, hands behind his back.  The room 

quiets down, and even Dr. Fenske returns to his seat.  Out of the corner of my eye, I notice 

Viktor Romasko stiffen.  Mr. LeBlanc continues writing. 

It is Vivian Mondt who speaks up from the ringing silence.  “Why haven’t we stopped?  

There are two bodies on this train with us.” 

“I didn’t pay as much as I did for this trip to sleep with two corpses next to me,” Cuthbert 

says. 

The conductor’s eyes scan each of the passengers, but he remains silent.  Finally, he 

raises his hand.  “Patience,” he says, and pushes through the dining car toward the direction of 

the engine.  From the kitchen, I see the cook, Ray Porter, watching with his arms crossed over 

his chest.  It must be hard for them too, having their business disrupted by these deaths.  I doubt 

the press will be good once we reach New York, especially with a reporter on board. 

I expect the voices to raise again once the conductor left, but there is only a shifting, 

uneasy silence.  Finally, John Dacey speaks up. 

“The doctor’s right.  This is just a terrible coincidence,” he says.  There is a collective 

nod around the room, save for the silence between Romasko, LeBlanc, and Mrs. Thomas.  There 

is an unsaid pact between the passengers, however; one that speaks the words “ignorance is 

bliss.”  The implications make me shudder, and I get up out of my seat to move across from 

Elizabeth Fisher and Henry Darrow. 
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“Shame about Ms. Lraise,” I say. 

Ms. Fisher huffs and produces a carton of cigarettes from her purse.  “Both her and 

Gregory, really.  I was supposed to meet her in the lounge this evening for cigarettes,” she says. 

Mr. Darrow shakes his head as he’s passed a cigarette of his own.  “I can’t say much 

about Florence, though she was quite…vivacious.  Merrick seemed a promising companion, 

however.  A little vain, but.”  He shrugs. 

Mr. Cuthbert takes that time to lean in to the conversation.  “They were both a little vain, 

if you ask me.  Florence Lraise was completely self-obsessed.” 

Elizabeth Fisher snorts.  “Just because she turned down your advances, Wayne.” 

“That is hardly the case at all!” Cuthbert snarls, face red. 

Darrow huffs and I pick myself up from the table as the two of them continue to argue. 

“Florence isn’t as bad as that rummy makes her out to be,” Ms. Mondt says as I pass her 

by.  “A little conceited, yes, but most opera singers tend to be a bit ritzy.  That doesn’t mean she 

deserved to die.” 

“Did Merrick?” I ask. 

John Dacey runs his fingers over his mustache.  “Neither of them did.  Frankly, I’d prefer 

this never happened.  When I heard this was a ‘cruise ship on wheels,’ I certainly wasn’t 

expecting the Titanic.” 

I nod, grateful for their input.  It seems they all have opinions, but do I have the time to 

question all of them?  “Tell me, has anyone seemed suspicious to you at all?” 

Mr. Dacey laughs.  “Suspicious?  Son, you’re on a luxury train full of some of the 

wealthiest people you will ever meet.  If that isn’t suspicious, I don’t know what is.” 

Ms. Mondt smiles.  “I can’t say I know these people well enough to comment, but the 
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Russian is especially scarce.  I see the writer in here often, but he keeps to himself.  Ella Thomas 

over there?”  She gestures to them.  “She keeps to herself too, but I think something’s wrong 

with her.  I’d be surprised if she’s said more than five words this entire trip.” 

This is suspicious activity enough for me.  I don’t want to reveal my intentions so easily, 

so I nod my head, thank them, and take off.  

On my way out, I run into Phillip Rosenberg, and I hardly have time to catch myself, nor 

him.  “Sorry,” he mumbles, and attempts to press by me. 

I study his face, grey, haunted, eyes sunken in.  He looks exhausted.  “Are you alright?” I 

ask.   

The smile he gives me is barely passable.  “Not sleeping well.  Since…you know,” he 

says, and moves on to the next room.  I would offer him a sympathetic smile if I could, but he’s 

gone before I have the chance. 

When I pass Katherine’s room, a hand reaches out and pulls me inside, shutting the door 

behind me.  Katherine smiles, and though I can see she’s still shaken, the colour has begun to 

return to her face.  “You owe me,” she says, and holds up two books and a pile of papers in one 

hand. 

I take the notebook from her and open it first.  “Same as Merrick’s?” 

“Yeah, down to the weird bloodstain under the chair,” she says, moving to sit on her bed 

with the larger book.  “It was…gruesome.”  

I give her a sympathetic nod and move over to the bed, thumbing through the pages.  

‘The body Florence is in the same state as Gregory, same haunting look in her eyes.  No idea 

who might’ve done this.  The room doesn’t look disturbed , but there are a few candles around.  

Nothing seems to be missing.’ 



 17 

“No wounds?  No weapons of any sort?” 

“Not that I could see.” 

I nod and sit down next to her.  I glance over at her to see if she minds, but the smile on 

her face indicates otherwise.  She opens her mouth, as if to say something, but turns back to the 

book in her hands instead. 

‘No markings or irregularities.  The Professor Jacob You said to look for bruising on the 

neck, but it doesn’t look damaged to me.  It’s the—skin that gets me though.  What could dry 

something out that fast?  She hasn’t even been dead gone for that long.’ 

My heart sinks in my chest.  It feels wrong, dragging this young woman into something 

so gruesome as an investigation of death.  I asked her to go to the room of a woman she once 

considered a friend… “Why are you doing this, anyway?” 

She looks up at me and her eyebrows draw together.  “What?  Just because I’m wealthy 

like the rest of them doesn’t mean I can’t handle the sight of a little blood.  Please, I’m made of 

tougher stuff than that,” she says, and smiles.  “Besides, you’re kind of cute.”  I choke.  “Any 

luck with the other passengers?” 

I hardly have any time to recover from that statement.  My face feels hot, and I bury it 

back into the notebook to avoid looking at her.  “We don’t have the definitive evidence to rule 

anyone out, but the few who garner the most attention are Viktor Romasko and Harold 

LeBlanc.” 

She hums.  “I think today was the first time I’ve even seen Viktor.  Seems like the quiet 

type.  I bet he could sneak around pretty easily.  The writer keeps to himself, but I see him 

around in the dining cart all the time.  It’s like he hardly moves.”  She pauses.  “–Then again, 

from what I’ve heard, he writes about some pretty dark stuff, so it wouldn’t surprise me if he was 
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getting his kicks offing people.” 

“But where’s the evidence?”  I take the book she’s holding and open it up, thumbing 

through the pages.  A day planner and a diary.  I feel ill at ease reading someone else’s private 

thoughts, even if they have recently passed.  As I’m flipping, a napkin falls onto my lap with the 

words upon them: My room at 2. –G.  “Gregory?” 

Katherine takes the napkin from me.  “Well, that gives us a reason for her being at his 

room, at least.” 

“What do you mean?” 

She manages a laugh.  “What?  Like it isn’t obvious?” 

I feel my face fluster again.  It isn’t, but I catch her suggestion.  “Perhaps she saw 

something she wasn’t supposed to.  She kept muttering about his eyes.  Something about his 

eyes…” 

Katherine looks at me before she straightens up.  “Did you ever translate that page we 

found?” 

I take it out of the pocket of my waistcoat and unfold it next to the note.  “I’ve studied 

multitudes of languages, but I’ve never seen something quite so crude as this.  The icons 

resemble Ancient Egyptian hieroglyphs, but they’re much cruder in structure, closer to 

Mesopotamian cuneiform.  It’s completely untranslatable.” 

She sighs.  “Thought it might be a clue,” she says, taking it from my hands.  “Must be 

something from a movie of his.” 

As fascinating as the page is, I believe she’s right.  I fold the paper again and put it in my 

pocket with the note. 

“So, you really think its murder?” she asks 
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“It has to be.  It’s the only logical explanation,” I say.  There is always a sound reason for 

everything. 

 

  Night falls and the lighting has dimmed in the hallway as we slip through it, footsteps 

creaking on the floorboards, cutting through the silence.  There it is again, that feeling, like eyes 

all around me, watching me from the darkest corners of the train’s cars.  The deep sense of 

foreboding stops me mid-step.  From the windows, I can see the night sky, even darker against 

the light of the room.  Pale moonlight filters down on me, watching me with one unblinking eye. 

“Jacob?” I hear Katherine ask, but I can only shake my head, trying to diminish this 

feeling of eyes upon my back, staring me down.  I glance around, but there are only shadows, no 

eyes to watch me. 

“Jacob,” Katherine hisses, and I snap back to her.  “Did you hear that?” 

I hear nothing over the gentle rocking of the train.  But then it comes, like the quiet 

whisper of the night: a mumble and the sound hushed voices.  We turn to stare down at the door 

to Phillip Rosenberg’s bedroom.   

“No,” she whispers.  “Shit.  You don’t think—” We look at each other and I know we are 

thinking the same thing.  My heart races and I step toward the door. 

“Go get the conductor.” 

“But—” She pauses.  “Just— Don’t do anything stupid,” she says, and leans up to kiss 

me on the cheek.  I feel my face heat up and the skin tingles where her lips touched me. 

“Kate—” I call out, but she’s already hurrying down the hall.  I turn toward the door and 

pull it open. 

I expect a murder, but what I see stops me in place.  Circling around the room are five 
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figures, cloaked and hooded, their hands raised toward the ceiling.  In the center sits Phillip, 

bound and gagged in a chair.  His eyes stare straight at me, panicked as he struggles against his 

bonds.  The hooded figures pay me no mind as they chant endlessly, their voice combining to 

create a unified song.  Phillip fights his bindings and the cloaked figure standing behind him 

raises a book and opens it up, reading from it above the hymn. 

As he chants above the noise, I find that I’m staring into the eyes of Jonathan Black.  The 

candlelight illuminates the faces of the other hooded figures, revealing them to be the train’s 

staff: Ray Porter, George Young, Chester Buss, and Agnes Hayes.  

The sound of Phillip’s struggling draws me back to the present and I attempt to push into 

the circle, but Ray kicks me back without averting his gaze.  The candles flicker and I see the 

flames rise as Black’s chanting becomes more fervent and the other voices drop down to no more 

than whispers. 

I push up and try again, but I am thrown back by an invisible wall as the staff members 

drop to their knees and Jonathan Black plunges a dagger into Phillip’s stomach.  He cries out, his 

voice muffled, and blood begins to seep out of the wound. 

“Ra’sshak nythen pyrth go’ron,” Black whispers, and before my eyes, the wound begins 

to close as blood oscillates on the floor.  I hear the door open behind me and I turn my head to 

see Viktor Romasko, panting, one hand on the frame.  He spares me a look before he grabs Ray 

by the back of his cloak and punches him. 

The other staff members look up and over at Romasko, who pulls Charles Buss to his feet 

with a grunt.  As the commotion rises, I slip over to Phillip and ungag him. 

“Get me out of here, get me out of here,” he whispers.  I struggle with his bindings. 

Questions hang on the tip of my tongue, but all I can manage is, “What are they doing?” 
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“I don’t know, just get me out of here.” 

I get one of his hands free before I feel the train lurch and lose my footing.  The candles 

remain eerily still, flames rising to heights I have never seen before.  Phillip mumbles frantically 

under his breath while Romasko knocks Buss off his feet.  Jonathan Black looks down at me and 

continues to chant in a language I cannot understand. 

“Ith’aaq.  Ra’sshak nythen Ith’aaq.”  As I reach for the bindings on Phillip’s other hand, I 

see Romasko pull George Young out of the room and slam him against the hallway.  Agnes 

Hayes lunges at me, but before she can reach me, she drops down to her knees, head bowing 

down to touch the floor. 

Black continues to chant, but the noises of struggle around me begin to fade into the 

background as my hands slip from the ropes around Phillip’s wrist.  Before us, I see darkness 

rising from the bloodstain on the carpet, and the air begins to move.  My breathing is shallow, as 

if all of my energy is being sucked into the center of the room.  The candles go out and the 

darkness undulates around me, rising up from the ground and opening like an old wound before 

my very eyes. 

Words and wonders drip from the gaping maw before me and I can see it, a thousand 

eyes staring straight at me, looking through me into my very core.  The draw me in, but my legs 

cannot move.  They whisper promises of things I can hardly imagine; my deepest desires and 

darkest dreams. As I fall to my knees, they follow me, unblinking, pinning me to the ground with 

the weight of their gaze.  My body begins to shake and I open my mouth, but I all I can do is 

grunt and choke. 

The darkness inside the open wound stretches back as far as I can see and I watch 

creatures moving, heaving and writhing together like a bacchanal.  “Ith’aaq, Ith’aaq,” the 
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darkness whispers around me.  The yawning shade opens wider and dark tendrils grasp the rim 

of the void, shadow seeping into the carpet below.  It’s like a nightmare, the eyes of the creature 

that crawls before me, twisting its abhorrent body toward the entrance to the vast chasm.  I hear 

screams and struggles, the distant echo of laughter beckoning it closer. 

It clicks in tongues I cannot even grasp.  My mind is blank, a ringing in my ears so deep 

and loud that it feels as if I’m drowning.  Twilight tendrils reach toward me, grasping at my 

neck, reaching for my face to lick the cold sweat from my skin.  My stomach churns and 

somewhere far away I hear crashes and screams, shouting, and above all, one word:  “Ith’aaq.” 

But teeth, rows and rows of teeth, wet with saliva and glistening in the darkness.  The 

gaping maw opens wider, and the eyes that watch me stare, stare straight through me.  I can feel 

it closing in on me, and just as it is about to reach me, the darkness wavers and the yawn ripples 

and closes with a screech so loud I cannot help but scream with it.  Light returns to the room 

within seconds, but it feels like hours and it burns.  It burns, and I have to rub it out, claw it out. 

“Jacob.  Oh my God, Jacob.”  And there she is in front of me, grasping at my face, but 

the feel of warm flesh against my own stings like a slap to the face.  Her face is like starlight, 

like familiarity rearranging to places where it doesn’t belong. 

None of this belongs. 

“The eyes.  Fucking hell, the eyes, like bugs crawling on my skin,” Phillip whispers, and 

I push up, nearly tripping over the fallen body of Jonathan Black, knife in his throat.  He should 

be dead, but he’s still slithering on the floor, whispering that word over and over and over.  

Viktor Romasko stands over him and bares his teeth, and I can see them, the passengers, 

emerging from the shadows to crowd around the spectacle.  I push away from them and run, 

grasping through shadow and light for a clinging sense of familiarity, but there is nothing. 
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I stumble through the murky haze as it bears down on me, trying to drag me to my knees.  

The shade laughs at me, laughs in the face of all reason, and all I can do is push forward and 

throw myself deeper into it, away from the scathing light.  I find my room and burst into the 

bathroom, grasping at the handles of the sink to feel the water flowing.  I splash it on my face 

frantically, and it turns to ice against my skin. 

But the mirror.  Oh god, the mirror.  Reflections like laughter and sinister smiles dancing 

before my eyes; rows of teeth and eyes staring me down, boring into the heart of me.  My heart 

hammers out of my chest, breaking free from its boney prison to the gaping maw before me.  

Dark tendrils and writhing flesh, laughter and clicking and tongues I cannot speak. 

And when I stare into the mirror, it stares back and invites me in. 

Ith’aaq.  Ra’shak nythen pyrth go’ron. 

Ith’aaq. 


