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PREFACE 

Mount Misery is a sequel to my 2018 novel, Mile Marker Ten. The sto-
ries are independent, and it is not necessary to have read the previ-
ous work in order to enjoy this one. However, many of the charac-
ters and locations will be familiar to those who have done so. Astute 
readers will pick up on the fact that Mount Misery begins at the very 
moment that Mile Marker Ten finishes. 

The setting is the beautiful, historic town of Ellicott City, Mary-
land. All of the locations described in this book are real, and many 
still look today much like they did in 1909. Howard County has 
done an excellent job in preserving the historic appearance of the 
city. 

The Ellicott brothers founded their mill town in 1772 at the in-
tersection of Frederick Turnpike and the Patapsco River. Mills of 
various types were built on both sides of the river. Buildings were 
erected from local granite. The town thrived through the 19th centu-
ry. It was an ideal location: Numerous streams such as the Tiber, 
Hudson, and New Cut Branches flowed through the town from sur-
rounding high ground, providing abundant water power. 

The title, “Mount Misery,” is taken from the steep hill on the 
north side of Main Street where the courthouse, Patapsco Female 
Institute, jailhouse, Mount Ida mansion, and numerous residences 
are located. The origin of the name is unclear. One reference attrib-
utes it to the agony that builders must have endured in hauling gran-
ite stones up to various building sites. Another mentions public 
hangings that were held in the courtyard in front of the jail. Yet an-
other simply states that the name’s meaning is lost to history. 

Although this is a work of fiction, many of the characters and 
background events are historical. All of the quoted newspaper clip-
pings are real with only minor edits for typos and consistency in the 
spelling of names. 

The following is a list of real characters who take part in the sto-
ry. I have tried to treat them all with respect in the fictional dia-
logues and situations in which I have placed them: 



 

 

o Daniel Easton (1883-1935) – Co-owner with his brother of 
Easton Sons’ Undertakers. 

o Lilly Tyson Manly Elliott (1852-1924) – Owner of The Burg 
Alnwick Hotel. 

o James Hobbs (1854-1941) – Deputy Sheriff of Howard 
County. 

o Robert A. Kirby (1828-1909) – Stone mason. 
o Katherine “Kitty” Murphy (dates unknown) – Resident of 

Nine Mile Hill in Oella, MD until 1908. 
o Eli Oppenheim (1866-1919) – Co-owner of Oppenheim-

Oberndorf clothing factories in Ellicott City, Baltimore, and 
New York. His household servants, Anna Blank, Marie Illek, 
and Emma Peterlik are listed on U.S. Census records. 

o (Colonel) William Powell (1853-1931) – Owner of The Ellicott 
City Times weekly newspaper. 

o Matthew Powers (1883-1964) – Blacksmith, boarder at Angelo 
Cottage. 

o Sarah Nicholas Randolph (1839-1892) one of the last 
principals at Patapsco Female Institute. 

o Johanna Ray (1868-?) – Co-owner, with her two sisters, of 
Angelo Cottage Boarding House. This is the castle-like house 
overlooking the Patapsco River. 

o Henrietta Ready (1888-?) – Listed in census record as being a 
servant at Mount Ida mansion. 

o Roberta Ray Sanner (1874-?) – Widow, manages Angelo 
Cottage boarding house, sister of Johanna Ray. Her daughter 
Dorothy (Dot) is also briefly mentioned. 

o Miss Ida Tyson (1840-1930) – Owner  and lifelong resident of 
Mt. Ida Mansion. 

o Julius Wosch (1873-1945) – Chief of Ellicott City Police. 
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1. The One You Seek 

“And if any gaze on our rushing band, We come between him and the 
deed of his hand. We come between him and the hope of his heart.”  

W. B. Yeats, The Hosting of the Sidhe 
 

Alice Gillhaney waited silently on the deserted trolley platform for 
the six o’clock car back to Baltimore on a mild Monday evening 
when she was set upon by a horde of faeries. 

The first one caught her unawares and would have knocked her 
to the ground had she not been seated on the bench beside the 
tracks. This one had been smallish—the size and shape of a young 
boy. It came rushing down the tracks, up onto the platform, and 
straight through her. She gasped for breath when it had gone. 

Alice, a young woman of nineteen years, grew up in a crowded 
tenement in the mill town of Oella, Maryland. Ever since she was a 
young girl, she had been tutored by Old Kitty Murphy in the ways 
of the Good People. She had spent many long, happy visits at Kit-
ty’s house on Nine Mile Hill. Kitty confided to Alice that they both 
possessed “the gift,” and that most people were simply blind to the 
faeries. So, while they might feel a sudden gust of chill wind or hear 
a rustle of leaves, they could not, or would not, see the reality of 
what was in front of their noses. 

Kitty had taught Alice that faeries and ghosts were very differ-
ent, but that they often traveled together through the world, and 
that one most often encountered them at dawn or dusk because 
they preferred the half-light. 

“Now young Alice,” Kitty once said in her unfaded brogue, 
though she had been in America for nearly thirty years, “The fae-
ries—have a care dear—have more substance to them than the 
ghosts, but they’re not as dangerous. They’re just after a bit of mis-
chief. They’re always wanting you to come away with them, child, 
but don’t you do it if you want to be keeping your soul, God be 
praised. You can tell them apart from the ghosts because they have 
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a wee shimmer to them. Mind, child, you can never quite see their 
faces, so you never know if you’ve seen the same one twice.” 

This had made sense to Alice as a young girl, and it was true 
enough for the faery that had just assailed her. She had seen a mop 
of brown hair atop a barefooted, running figure in some kind of 
ragged tartan dress. After she regained her composure, she peered 
up the slope to the east, the direction from which the figure had 
come. She saw only trolley tracks disappearing into descending twi-
light. Perhaps she had imagined it. 

Alice had spent the day with her aging mother, who still lived on 
the top floor of the same tenement house where Alice grew up. The 
Dickey brothers, who owned the woolen mill and all the surround-
ing land, were kind enough to let Mammy live out her days there, 
even though her husband had died, her offspring had moved on, 
and she was well past the age where she could perform any useful 
task at the mill.  

It was Alice’s habit to visit every Monday—her day off at the 
shirt factory in Baltimore. Today had been particularly grueling. 
Mammy had been in a sour mood, and complained about every-
thing: The laundry was not folded properly, her good dress was still 
half damp, the water Alice fetched had too much silt—“Did you not 
wait for it to clear at the well, dear?” The soup was too thin, the 
bread too mealy, the butter not full churned. Alice was exhausted. 

She took a deep breath, and her thoughts once again turned to 
Kitty Murphy. Alice hadn’t seen Kitty since last year at the wake for 
her husband—God rest his soul. Kitty hadn’t been herself then. 
When Alice had tried to pay her respects with the traditional “I’m 
sorry for your troubles,” the old woman ignored her. Alice recalled 
her muttering incoherently about her chicken coop and how it 
wanted mending, and something about a key and the stray cat that 
visited them. Still, it had been a surprise when Alice heard afterward 
that Kitty had been sent to the asylum in Catonsville. 

The trolley platform where Alice sat was up a short flight of 
steps to the side of McDonald’s General Store on the Oella side of 
the Patapsco River. Her gaze now strayed across the river—over the 
trestle bridge to the castle-shaped house upon the opposite cliff. 
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Two people were standing on the roof of the house—a short man 
in formal wear replete with a top hat, and next to him, a taller wom-
an more sensibly dressed. The man in the top hat was gesticulating 
energetically, and at one point the pair appeared to be staring direct-
ly at Alice, although she couldn’t be sure in the fading light. 

The second faery hit her just then. This one was larger—like a 
man in some kind of gray uniform with silver epaulets. It hit her 
violently and took her breath away. Following Kitty Murphy’s ad-
vice, she crouched low on the bench. “Make yourself small, dear,” 
Kitty would say, “and think of nothing at all, if you can. There’s a 
chance they’ll take no notice of you. Faeries are busy folk, and it’s 
best to leave them to their affairs.” 

Another approached—this one in the shape of a woman wear-
ing a golden dress and a tiara that shone so brightly it hurt Alice’s 
eyes. She ventured a quick glance at the face below the tiara, but all 
she could see were penetrating black eyes staring back at her. 
“Come away,” the figure whispered as it passed. Alice closed her 
eyes tightly and searched for something to focus her thoughts on—a 
defense that Kitty had once advised. The image of her old locket 
popped into her mind. Her mother had given it to her when she was 
a child—one of Mammy’s only mementos she had carried from Ire-
land. The back was etched silver, the front carved ivory depicting a 
woman with curly hair. Mammy said it was her own grandmother. 
How upset Alice had been when she lost it swimming in the river. 

A moment went by before Alice cautiously opened her eyes. She 
retrieved her hat, which had fallen to the platform at her feet. She 
dusted it off and glanced again at the castle house across the river. 
The couple on the roof had gone. 

A ghost approached next, slowly, lugubriously. Kitty had in-
structed Alice at length on the nature of ghosts: “Mind now, dear, to 
avoid the shades who at times travel with the Good Folk. These are 
souls recently departed from the world—God grant them their rest. 
They want for something—something denied them in life. They are 
often in pain—confused and desperate. Don’t look at them, dear, 
and, please Jesus, don’t let them be touching you, lest they steal a bit 
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of your own soul and leave one of their own sorry memories in its 
place.” 

Alice couldn’t help opening her eyes for a quick glimpse. She 
saw a young soldier in a filthy uniform approaching her with his 
hand outstretched. In his greasy palm, she recognized her own lock-
et. Without thinking, she reached out to take it, and the soldier 
grasped her hand in his. A pitiful longing overcame Alice as their 
souls briefly became one: He, a young man crouched in the dark in 
some faraway jungle, waist-deep in fetid water. His heart pined to 
see his beloved one last time, but he sensed it was not to be. He 
would not survive this night. A fragment of a name came into Al-
ice’s head—that of the man’s lover, or his wife, endlessly repeated 
on his lips. Was it Jude or Judy? The soldier wanted to tell his lover 
about something he had seen the previous day—a young child—an 
angelic expression on the girl’s dead face reminding him so much of 
their own little Anna that he fell to his knees and wept to think that 
he had brought this grief to that unfortunate village. He did not de-
serve to live. 

The pain overwhelmed Alice so much that she doubled over and 
cried out. The soldier had passed, and the grief subsided. Alice 
opened her hand. There was no locket. Alice had no recollection of 
it ever again. 

The wind picked up, and now they came fast—faeries and 
ghosts alike. Alice knew that you couldn’t fight them off the way 
you might a lustful drunkard, so she didn’t bother swinging her 
handbag at the misty figures. A small boy in shorts and a newsboy’s 
cap, an older man wrapped in chains, a fine lady riding a horse, a 
sprinting herd of deer, a young girl who reminded Alice of her own 
sister from long ago. Alice could see all of these in spite of her tight-
ly closed eyes. Faeries are difficult to shut out entirely. 

“Shoo now! Shoo!” Alice shouted futilely. “I haven’t any barley! 
Go away,” she protested. She wished she had some type of grain, or 
perhaps salt or daisies to fling at them. Kitty Murphy had said these 
were all sometimes effective. 

Many came—more than Alice could count. And as they passed 
through her body, some of the ghosts took little bits of Alice with 
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them. It was very disorienting, and she knew she would never be the 
same. There was a particular favorite memory of Alice’s that she felt 
slipping away—her first kiss with Danny McGuire behind the tool 
shed at Radcliffe’s lumber yard. Alice remembered the rough feel of 
Danny’s stubble contrasting with his soft lips and the unexpected 
saltiness of his tongue as he pushed it into her mouth.  

Then the salt, the softness, the stubble, and even any notion of 
Danny all were gone. Alice sensed that she had lost something but 
could not quite recall what it was. In its place, she remembered sit-
ting on the back of a wagon on her way to Pittsburgh and the strong 
feeling of anticipation to see her grandfather, which was a strange 
memory to have because Alice knew she had never done any such 
thing.  

Alice hugged herself tightly and kept her head down. She knew 
that if she lost enough bits of herself she’d become someone else 
entirely—what many folks call a changeling. Everybody knew the 
stories about poor Bridget Cleary, whose own husband couldn’t 
recognize her after just such an incident. Alice steeled herself against 
the onslaught. 

At length, the wind ceased its rushing. The world became calm. 
Alice tentatively opened her eyes, one, and then the other. She was 
still sitting on the platform, her handbag pressed tightly to her chest. 
She relaxed somewhat and ventured a glance to her side.  

An elderly woman now sat quietly on the bench to Alice’s right. 
She wore an old-fashioned black dress with a high collar pinned 
tightly around her narrow neck. A white lace bonnet concealed the 
back of her head, leaving dark curls visible over her forehead. The 
woman smiled serenely, acknowledging Alice with a nod. 

When the woman spoke, her voice was high-pitched with a nasal 
quality, her accent aristocratic. “I do not think you are ready quite 
yet, my dear, to come away. I told them to leave you be.” 

“Come away,” repeated Alice. “Come away where?” 
“In my day,” said the woman, “I knew many like you. I can see 

it in your eyes, little lamb. You are intelligent but unsure of yourself. 
If you had been in my flock, I would have cured you of that, indeed. 
A woman is every bit as capable as a man, as I have often said.” 
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“Your flock?” Alice was still gathering her wits. “Who are you, if 
you don’t mind my asking, ma’am?” 

The woman waved the question off. “You may call me headmis-
tress. It is what all of my girls call me.” Then she added, “My great-
grandfather was the president, you know.” The woman paused, 
waiting for some acknowledgment from Alice, who gave none. “Of 
the whole country, I mean.” 

“Oh,” said Alice, duly impressed. 
“I wrote a book about him.” The woman looked toward the sky 

as if trying to remember something. “We find no traces in the 
school-boy’s letter of the graceful pen which afterwards won for its 
author so high a rank among the letter-writers of his own, or, in-
deed, of any day,” she quoted from memory. “It was my great good 
fortune, and what, perhaps, fixed the destinies of my life, that Dr. 
William Small, of Scotland, was the professor of mathematics, a man 
profound in most of the useful branches of science, with a happy 
talent of communication, correct and gentlemanly manners, and an 
enlarged and liberal mind. He, most happily for me, made me his 
daily companion.” 

As the woman spoke, a firefly alit on her face and, flashing its 
tail, meandered about her cheek before disappearing under the hem 
of her bonnet. The woman took no notice and plodded ahead with 
her speech. Alice tried to point this out, but the woman was coming 
to the climax of her soliloquy. “From his conversation, I got my first 
views of the expansion of science, and the system of things in which 
we are placed.” The woman became silent and once again smiled 
serenely. 

“My,” said Alice, “that was, well, very nice. Which president 
is...” 

“You remind me of one of my more wayward lambs,” the wom-
an interrupted. “Oh dear, what was her name ... Gertrude. Yes, Ger-
trude Leary, that was it. I knew her in my last year as headmistress. 
A more mischievous young lady you will not find in the forty-six 
states. But you could tell she had a certain goodness in her.” 

The woman arose and walked to the short railing dividing the 
platform from the tracks. She turned and looked back at Alice.  
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“Dear, I have something to tell you. You must listen carefully.” 
She paused, waiting for Alice’s full attention. “Find Gertrude Leary 
and tell this to her. It is important. Behind me is the one you seek. 
Say it.”  

At length, Alice realized that a response was required. “Uh, I 
must tell someone named Gertrude, uh, that behind you, is, um, the 
one I seek? Is that right?” 

“Do not stutter, child. Yes,” said the woman, satisfied. “The one 
you seek needs your help rather badly and has for some time. It is 
the only reason I am still here. I feel some responsibility. Oh, and 
one more thing, my lamb, tell Gertrude that the medical staff is not 
to be trusted.” 

Alice leaned to the side to see around the woman’s wide skirts. 
A figure had just appeared around the bend of Granite Hill on Oella 
Avenue and was now walking toward them. 

“Behind you,” Alice repeated as she stood and came to the rail-
ing to get a better look. “Is that her?” 

The headmistress continued, “Here approaches a young lady of 
truly remarkable abilities. I wish she could have been one of my 
lambs, but that would never have been allowed in my day, she being 
a negress. It is a misfortune that our paths did not meet, nor will 
they.” 

The woman returned to the bench as Alice remained at the rail-
ing, squinting at the approaching figure in the fading evening light. 
“Her?” Alice asked. “I know her. That’s Viola Snowden. Back when 
my Mammy used to work at the mill, she’d have Viola come and 
keep an eye on my sister and I.” 

“My sister and me, dear. Mind your grammar,” came the fading 
voice of the headmistress behind her. 

Alice watched as the figure approached and began ascending the 
steps. She turned around to the headmistress and began to say, “So 
why do you say Viola needs my help?” But the woman had disap-
peared. 

Alice fainted as Viola ascended to the platform. 
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BURG ALNWICK 

HOTEL AND COTTAGES 

OPEN MAY 20. Five minutes from trolley and 
B. and O. R. R. from Baltimore and Washington; 
beautifully situated; artesian well water; modern 
plumbing; no mosquitoes; rates $10 a week and up; 
bookings for rooms on application at the hotel, or 
address S. G. SEABURY, Ellicott City. 

[Baltimore Sun, April 28, 1909, p. 3] 
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2. Mr. Josiah Martin At Your Service 

Viola Snowden—she always had to tell white folks that she wasn’t a 
big fiddle and that the first syllable of her Christian name rhymes 
with “pie”—grew up in the colored section of Oella near Mt. Gilboa 
Church, which she still attended every Sunday with her four-year-
old daughter—the only positive result of a brief marriage that all her 
friends and relations had advised against. She was now twenty-six 
and had moved back in with her mother, an arrangement that af-
forded her the ability to work in town and provide for the small 
family. 

It was recognized at an early age that Viola was very astute, and 
so her mother prevailed upon the teacher of the whites-only mill-
workers’ school that the girl should be tutored in her letters and 
numbers. The teacher, an amiable young woman named Trudy 
O’Flynn, met with Viola and readily agreed.  

Trudy and Viola had been fast friends ever since. These days 
they walked together into Ellicott City every morning, Trudy to her 
job at the local newspaper and Viola to Kraft’s Diner, where she 
ostensibly worked only as a waitress but in fact also performed du-
ties as a bookkeeper and managed correspondence for the aging 
Mrs. Kraft. 

Earlier in the day, after the lunch rush when Viola was washing 
dishes, a messenger boy ran in from the street and delivered a note 
from Mrs. Lilly Elliott. Everybody knew Mrs. Elliott—it was said 
she was the richest woman in Howard County, although these days 
she resided mostly at her husband’s house in Baltimore. She owned 
the Burg Alnwick, a fancy hotel atop the hill on the north side of 
town where rich folks would come from the city to get away from 
the summer heat. The note instructed Viola that she was to attend a 
formal supper this evening at seven p.m. sharp. She guessed that the 
hotel was likely hosting a banquet to celebrate the opening of the 
season and needed extra help in the kitchen. They did this every 
year, although it was usually later—early or mid-May. In any case, 
Mrs. Elliott always paid well, and Viola had done this sort of thing 
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many times. So, she jotted her acceptance on a short note and hand-
ed it to the boy along with a nickel for his trouble. 

The only puzzling thing was that the note said a coach would 
meet her at the bridge to bring her to the hotel. This was an unex-
pected courtesy and so unusual that Viola wondered if it had been a 
mistake. 

Thus, that evening Viola had been walking down the steep slope 
of Oella Avenue toward town. She rounded the dogleg at Granite 
Hill and came into view of the trolley tracks. On the platform she 
saw a strange sight: A woman was thrashing about, almost as if she 
were being attacked, but there was no one else there. The woman 
collapsed as Viola drew near. 

She bounded up the steps to the platform and came to the 
woman’s side. “Why, it’s Miss Alice. You hurt? Wake up, honey.” 

Alice’s eyes rolled back into her head as she continued to writhe 
violently in the dirt. Viola had seen the poor girl in such a state on 
previous occasions, but that had been years ago. The folks who 
knew Alice assumed it had been a childhood malady that she had 
long since outgrown. 

Viola sat and cradled Alice’s head in her lap. Slowly the fit sub-
sided, and the girl became calm. She opened her eyes and recog-
nized Viola. She took hold of Viola’s arm and began muttering 
something about a message. 

“Relax, hon. We’re gonna see you get some help.” Viola stood 
and looked in the direction of Main Street. The promised carriage 
was indeed there, the driver leaning casually against one wheel, 
smoking.  

“Sir,” Viola called, “Over here!” She waved a white-gloved 
hand. “Come quickly! A lady has fainted and needs help.” 

It took the driver a moment to realize he was being addressed. 
When he did, he ground out his cigarette and called, “Yes’m, yes’m, 
just a minute, miss. I got smellin’ salts in the cab.” 

Alice appeared to be sleeping by the time the driver arrived. He 
was a large, elderly black man in a dark, formal suit and a leather 
driver’s cap. Together, he and Viola lifted Alice onto the bench. The 
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man opened his vial and daubed some of the salts onto a handker-
chief. He held it under Alice’s nose. 

Alice recoiled instantly. “Where? Oh ... Viola, it’s you. The 
headmistress told me… She said… about you... she...” Alice looked 
confusedly about the platform, but, seeing no one but Viola and the 
driver, became agitated again. Trying to rise, she said, “The head-
mistress—she was just here. She’s gone. You did see her, didn’t 
you?” 

“Honey, ain’t nobody here but you—standing at the rail there. 
Then you collapsed when I got here. Driver, you see anybody?” 

The driver shook his head. “Just the young miss here ’til you 
showed up. I was told to wait for a Miss Viola Snowden. First time I 
ever been sent to pick up a colored lady. That you, miss?” 

Viola nodded. “Yes. They’re having some sort of fancy do up at 
the Burg. Need extra help, I expect. I appreciate the ride, Mr. …?” 

The driver removed his cap and bowed his head. “Mr. Josiah 
Martin at your service.” 

Alice grabbed Viola’s arm again. “Please, you have to believe 
me. There was a woman—an older woman in a black dress, with a 
firefly on her face. She gave me a message.” Alice closed her eyes in 
concentration. “I must find someone named Gertrude—Gertrude 
Leary. Yes, that was it. She said it was important. Do you know 
her?” 

Viola sat next to Alice on the bench and began brushing dirt 
from the girl’s skirt. “Gertrude Leary—of course I know her. You 
do too. It’s Miss Trudy. Leary was her name before she was married. 
What do you need to find her for?” 

Alice looked puzzled. “Trudy? Are you sure? Oh. Wait. The 
message is… but now it doesn’t make much sense. The woman, the 
headmistress, said we’re supposed to look for you, and that you need 
my help. But why would I need to say that to Miss Trudy?” 

Viola exchanged a look with the driver, who shook his head 
doubtfully. She said to Alice, “You got me, child. Can’t think of any 
reason I need your help—unless you want to come wait tables with 
me up at the Burg.” 
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Then Viola remembered, “Come to think of it, you know the 
note I got said that Trudy was going to be there too. Probably 
something to do with the newspaper, I suppose.” 

The Ellicott City Times was a local publication that came out 
every Saturday. Trudy O’Flynn wrote various features and took care 
of the Personals Section, meaning that she knew everybody who 
was anybody and kept track of their comings and goings. It occurred 
to Viola that perhaps there would be bigshots from the city in at-
tendance, and the paper would want to have a column about it in 
next week’s edition. 

Alice was obviously in no condition to return to Baltimore, es-
pecially alone. She was confused and not making sense. She was also 
adamant about trying to find Trudy right away in order to deliver 
this nonsensical message. So, Viola thought it prudent that Alice 
accompany them to the hotel and discreetly meet with Trudy. Then 
they could find a place for her to stay until she felt better. 

The driver and Viola helped Alice down the steps and over the 
short distance to the waiting surrey. Alice and Viola climbed into the 
back and were silent as Mr. Martin stirred the horse. The carriage 
jerked forward and bore them through the covered bridge over the 
river and into Ellicott City proper. 

They passed under the B&O railroad bridge and continued up 
the slope of Main Street. The town was bustling in the early evening 
as shops and businesses came to the end of their day. Viola waved 
to Mrs. Kraft, who was standing in front of the butcher shop chat-
ting with Daniel Easton, the local undertaker. Numerous saloons 
were already crowded, and Mr. Martin more than once had to rein in 
his horse to avoid a drunk staggering from one of these establish-
ments. 

They took the sharp right turn onto Church Road and the in-
cline steepened. Mr. Martin motioned toward the empty lot on the 
left. “Got it all cleared up, nice and neat,” he said. Easton’s Hall and 
Carriage House had stood at this site until its disastrous collapse this 
December last. Viola had seen it happen. It was during a crowded 
court proceeding on the second floor. Many had been injured, some 
still convalescing. “Word is,” said Mr. Martin, “they going to build it 
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up again come summertime.” He clucked his tongue and shook his 
head as if questioning the wisdom of this. 

Alice stared blankly at the cobblestones as they rode on. They 
passed Emory Methodist Episcopal and then the German Lutheran 
Church. The road steepened further as it bent to the left at Angelo’s 
Cottage. To the right, the ground fell away to the Patapsco River, 
now far below. 

At last, they rounded the final bend. At the apex of the hill, il-
luminated by the last rays of the evening sun, the striking image of 
the Burg Alnwick Hotel came into view. Ivy crept up the stone plat-
form and the four tall pillars supporting an ostentatious Greek por-
tico. The structure was topped with a mansard roof, ringed with ga-
ble windows, each lit from within by electric lights. A more modern 
frame addition and breezeway extended to the right. The many in-
congruous alterations suggested a rich utilitarian history. 

“There she is,” said Mr. Martin. “Built in 1837, and there ain’t 
nothin’ like her in the world, or so I been told.” He sounded as if he 
had been in the habit of reciting these tidbits of information for out-
of-town visitors for many years. “You know I used to work here 
back when it was a girl’s school. Yes ma’am, the Patapsco Female 
Institute was the name. I kept the stables around back and would 
ferry the young Southern belles back and forth from the train sta-
tion. It was, um, near about twenty years ago they finally closed it 
down. I heard they couldn’t make ends meet, the South not being 
what it used to.” After a moment he added, “I’m not sure it ever 
was.” 

As they drew closer, Viola said, “I don’t see any coaches out 
front. What time do you suppose guests will arrive?” 

“Just in time. They’re waitin’ for you, I think,” said Mr. Martin 
cryptically. He started the coach up the paved driveway to the main 
portico, but Viola instructed him to stop and to drive around to the 
kitchen entrance at the back of the building. Mr. Martin shrugged 
and complied. 

The cool evening air had calmed Alice, and she seemed much 
better. She was able to get out of the coach and walk without assis-
tance. Viola led her to the work entrance at the back of the building. 
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Having served at many galas over the years, Viola knew her way 
around the hotel, especially the kitchen. As she entered, she re-
moved her overcoat and hung it on a peg by the door. She picked 
out a freshly pressed apron from a stack of linens and donned it 
over her simple black, ankle-length skirt and plain white shirtwaist. 
She removed her hat and gloves and tied a scarf over her hair. 

She led Alice to a chair by the stairs to the main hall. “You wait 
right here, hon. I’ll run up and find Trudy and bring her back here. 
We’ll get this sorted out.” 

Alice nodded, “My granddaddy will be waiting for me.” 
Viola frowned. Alice’s parents had brought her here from Ire-

land as a baby. She had never heard anyone mention a grandfather. 
But, not wanting to upset Alice, she gave the girl’s shoulder a reas-
suring squeeze and ascended the stairs. 

She went first to the formal ballroom, a large space that was 
originally a chapel when the building served as a girls’ boarding 
school. She was surprised to find the room dark, the furniture still 
covered with white sheets. Hearing sounds toward the front of the 
building, she made her way to the grand entrance hall, where the 
portico stood. 

She entered from the back of the hall. She passed a small table 
arranged with five place settings. Viola was surprised that there were 
so few guests. The good silver and crystal had been laid, so whoever 
they were, they must be important. 

In the candlelight by the fireplace, she saw three women and 
two men chatting with drinks in their hands. The taller man was 
smoking a cigar. The shorter one had his back to her. Viola didn’t 
think she knew the men, but she recognized all of the women: 
There was Trudy, old Johanna Ray who worked in the courthouse, 
and Mrs. Lilly Elliott. There was no one else. 

At length, Mrs. Elliott noticed Viola standing in the back of the 
room. She approached. “Viola! But why are you dressed like that? 
Oh, silly me, I see. My apologies. My note was rushed, and I sup-
pose I wasn’t clear. You are a guest tonight.” She rang a bell, and a 
waiter appeared instantly. “Henry, see that Viola gets a glass of this 
divine Amontillado.” 
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The shorter of the two men approached from the mantle. Viola 
let out an involuntary gasp when she realized that this was not a 
man at all, but a middle-aged woman with short, dark, well-
lacquered hair, dressed in a man’s formal suit. 

“Ah,” said the woman. “My appearance surprises you. I am used 
to that. Think nothing of it. Allow me to introduce myself. I am Dr. 
R. L. McReady Knibbs. Please call me Lee. I take it that you are the 
lovely Viola Snowden about whom I have heard so much. Welcome 
my dear, and take off that silly apron.” She then bowed, took Viola’s 
hand, and kissed it. 

Viola was uncharacteristically speechless. 
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HELP—MALE AND FEMALE 

WANTED—FAMILIES AT OELLA, MD., 10 
miles from Baltimore. Apply to W. J. DICKEY & 
SONS, INC. Take Ellicott City Car. 

 
WANTED—Families containing Girls from 

fourteen to eighteen years of age TO WORK IN 
WOOLEN MILL, paid while learning. Apply 
OELLA MILLS, Oella Md. Take Ellicott City car. 

 
WANTED—At Oella Mills, Oella Md., 

WOOLEN WEAVERS AND SPOOLERS. Take 
Ellicott City trolley to OELLA AVENUE. 

 
WANTED—LEARNERS ON ALL PARTS OF 

NEGLIGEE SHIRTS; PAID WHILE LEARNING; 
ALSO, SMALL GIRLS TO TRIM OFF THREADS. 
OPPENHEIM OBERNDORF & CO., 112-124 W. 
FAYETTE ST. 

[Baltimore Sun, 1909] 
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3. It’s All Very Mysterious 

Today had started ordinarily enough for Trudy O’Flynn. It was the 
last Monday in March and she had her customary tasks to attend to 
at her office at the Ellicott City Times building on Main Street: Re-
ports to complete, forms to be filed, deadlines for this Saturday’s 
edition to be met. The humdrum was interrupted after her lunch 
hour by the arrival of an unusual note in the form of a single sheet 
of paper, folded and closed with an ornate wax seal. A name was 
written on the outside: T. O’Flynn. She broke the seal and opened 
it: 
 

Dear T., 
Please do me the honor of meeting me this afternoon at four 
o’clock at Angelo Cottage. Johanna Ray suggested that I speak 
with you. I have important information regarding the man you 
know as E. Hardin. 

Truly yours, 
R. Knibbs 

Trudy had spent the better part of the previous year trying to 
solve a series of local crimes in which the police had little interest: A 
mysterious murder with a body left on the trolley tracks, a group of 
people poisoned at a party, and a vicious assault on a farmer just 
outside of town. In each case, the crime had been solved and a cul-
prit blamed—the case of the assault was particularly troubling for 
Trudy because it had been pinned on her neighbor and friend, a 
young black man named Billy Hatwood. Billy had been convinced 
by his lawyer to plead guilty and would now likely be sent to the Bal-
timore Penitentiary for many years. 

Trudy alone noticed that a local chemist, an odd man named 
Everett Hardin, was always peripherally involved in the crimes, but 
finding hard proof had been elusive, and now Hardin himself had 
disappeared without a trace. 
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So, wondered Trudy, who is this R. Knibbs, and what was this 
important information regarding Everett Hardin? Is it possible that 
this information could exonerate Billy? Trudy cautioned herself not 
to get her hopes up. A guilty plea by a black man was practically im-
possible to overturn, particularly when the victim was white. 

Late in the afternoon, Trudy tidied her desk, donned her over-
coat and simple black hat, and departed for her meeting at Angelo 
Cottage. The prosaic name “cottage” did not do justice to this out-
landish building. It was built in the 1820s in the shape of a small 
cruciform castle replete with notched parapets on the cliff overlook-
ing the Patapsco River. It now served as a boarding house and was 
run by the Ray sisters, with whom Trudy was friendly. It was just a 
short walk up Church Road from Trudy’s workplace. 

When she arrived, she was greeted by Dot Sanner, the daughter 
of one of the owners. To Trudy’s surprise, Dot led her to the roof 
of the building. Waiting for her there was Rebecca Lee McReady 
Knibbs, who turned out to be a very unusual woman. 

Knibbs’ appearance from a distance was that of a short man, 
dressed in a formal evening suit with top hat. She evidently was a 
very accomplished woman—a physician specializing in ailments of 
the mind, a scholar, and the author of many books. Now in her for-
ties, Knibbs lived in New York and hobnobbed with the city’s many 
luminaries. She said that she dressed in this manner in order to gar-
ner more respect from her colleagues. This didn’t make much sense 
to Trudy, but she let it pass. 

Knibbs told Trudy that she had treated a young Everett Hardin 
for psychosis when he had been imprisoned at an asylum in Balti-
more in the late 1890s. She expounded on Hardin’s devious nature 
and shared Trudy’s suspicions that the man was likely involved in 
many of the town’s recent crimes. But alas, in the end, she had no 
exculpatory evidence for poor Billy Hatwood. 

As they spoke on the roof of the house, Knibbs took Trudy’s 
arm and led her from one edge of the building to the other. The 
evening view from here was breathtaking. At one point, Trudy no-
ticed a lone woman sitting on the bench of the trolley stop across 
the river. 
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Their conversation shifted to the reason Knibbs was in town, 
which turned out to have nothing to do with Everett Hardin. 
Knibbs said her services had been engaged by Mr. Eli Oppenheim, a 
man of some renown and the co-owner of several garment factories 
in New York and Baltimore, including a shirt factory here in Ellicott 
City. Knibbs had done investigative work for Eli (apparently, they 
were on a first-name basis) in the past and the man had insisted that 
she come here for a matter of great import and urgency. She told 
Trudy that the matter was to be revealed and discussed at length at a 
formal dinner this evening at the Burg Alnwick Hotel, and that 
Trudy’s attendance was indispensable.  

When prodded for details, Knibbs would only say that she 
needed a small team of local residents to assist with an investigation. 
Her friend, Johanna Ray, had suggested Trudy along with another 
local woman named Viola Snowden. 

Thus a short time later, Trudy found herself in the front parlor 
of the Burg Alnwick Hotel sipping a glass of sherry and enjoying a 
delicious smoked fish canapé. Knibbs had excused herself to use the 
hotel’s telephone when a man entered and introduced himself as 
“Detective Pinkman.” She found his appearance somewhat disturb-
ing: His deep-set, dark eyes darted here and there, meticulously 
avoiding contact with people he was addressing. His clean-shaven 
face was pockmarked and featured a formidable scar across the 
cheek—no doubt a memento of some past violence. 

It quickly became evident that Mr. Pinkman’s favorite topic of 
conversation was himself. He had been pontificating about his ex-
ploits in crime-solving for some time when Trudy found her atten-
tion beginning to waver. She glanced at the door to the hallway 
wishing that Dr. Knibbs would return. 

She was relieved when she saw that Viola had arrived. She ex-
cused herself and came to the back of the room. “Viola, I’m glad to 
see a friendly face. Mrs. Elliott told me you had been invited to this 
… whatever it is. It’s all very mysterious. I only just found out an 
hour ago.” 
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Viola took Trudy’s hand and drew her to the side. “Honey, I 
have to tell you about something. You know Miss Alice—Alice 
Gillhaney? Well, she’s in a bad way.” 

Trudy frowned. “Oh? I haven’t seen Alice in some time. I’m 
usually working when she visits her mother.” 

Viola nodded, “Me too, but I was on my way here when I found 
her in the dirt beside the trolley platform—you know, across the 
river. I think she was having one of her spells.” 

“Goodness,” said Trudy. “She hasn’t had one in years.” 
“Spells? What sort of spells?” Dr. Knibbs had overheard the 

conversation and now appeared beside Trudy. “You know, as a phy-
sician, I specialize in maladies of the mind. Indeed, dissociative 
spells are an area of particular interest to me. I am currently writing 
a book about them. Who is this—Alice, did you say her name was?” 

Trudy exchanged a look with Viola and shrugged. “She’s a 
neighbor. Viola and I have known her since she was a child. She’s 
what, nineteen now?” 

Viola nodded, “Yes. I used to mind her and her sister when 
their parents worked in the mill. She’s always been a bit … troubled, 
especially after her sister died.” 

“Ah, I see.” Knibbs nodded thoughtfully. “Evidence of deep, 
emotional trauma, no doubt.” 

“Anyway,” said Viola to Trudy, “She’s waiting down in the 
kitchen. Quite beside herself—talking nonsense. Says she has some 
kind of message for you. She was very insistent, so I brought her 
along. I’m sorry if I did wrong.” 

Trudy waved her hand, “Don’t think anything of it. But … you 
say she has a message for me? I can’t imagine…” She fell silent as 
the servant approached and handed a glass of sherry to Viola in ex-
change for her kitchen apron. 

“Thank you, Henry,” said Mrs. Elliott. “Now I understand 
there’s a young lady waiting in the kitchen. I believe her name is Al-
ice. Could you be so kind as to fetch her here?” 

“Right away, ma’am.” 
“Good evening, Miss Ray.” Viola did a sort of half-curtsy to-

ward Johanna Ray, who now joined the circle. Viola had met the 
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older woman on previous occasions but did not know her well. Jo-
hanna was short—not quite five feet, with gray hair tied back in a 
bun. She wore a plain, navy blue, full-length dress with an ornate, 
white lace collar. Thick glasses made her eyes appear twice as large 
as they actually were. She now lived with her sisters in Angelo Cot-
tage. Viola had seen her more than once at the courthouse where 
she evidently spent her time in the records room poring through old 
case files—to what end, no one seemed to know. 

Johanna nodded in reply to the greeting but remained silent. 
A tall, thickly built man walked over from the hearth and insert-

ed himself into the group. Knibbs said, “Viola Snowden, meet Mr. 
P. Targill Pinkman. He is going to join us this evening and likely for 
the duration of our investigation, ahem, I mean our association, 
which may last a week or more. No, no. No questions at this time. 
We will get to the specifics over dinner.” 

Mr. Pinkman nodded curtly in Viola’s direction. 
Knibbs continued, “You are no doubt familiar with the Oppen-

heim-Oberndorf shirt factory here in town? Well, Mr. Pinkman here 
is Mr. Oppenheim’s man, so mind what you say around him.” 

Pinkman ignored the jest, and said, with no small amount of 
pride, “I work for Mr. Oppenheim on behalf of my employer, the 
Pinkerton Detective Agency.” This failed to elicit the expected rev-
erence, so he added, “I’m well aware of the irony that my name is 
Pinkman, and I work for Pinkerton Detective Agency.” 

Trudy frowned, “Hmm, would that be irony?” 
Johanna Ray rolled her eyes through thick glasses, “Irony is so 

misunderstood. I would call it more of an odd and somewhat amus-
ing coincidence.” 

Viola added, “Yes, irony would be more like if he were actually 
the color pink, which I suppose to some of my acquaintances he is, 
or perhaps if he was in the habit of dressing in pink clothing.” 

Johanna nodded, “Quite so, or more properly the converse—if 
he had an aversion to the color pink.” 

After an awkward silence, Knibbs said, “Yes, well, Mr. Pinkman 
is lately returned from Pennsylvania, where he was engaged in quell-
ing a strike at some sort of locomotive factory.” 



MOUNT MISERY   

  

23 

“The Chester Traction Company—I assisted Chief Detective 
Wacker,” preened Pinkman. “Perhaps you read about it? It was a 
difficult assignment indeed, but successful in the end. The two or-
ganizers—troublemakers to the bone—have been sent away for a 
long time.” 

Again, this failed to evoke any expressions of awe. Instead, 
Trudy said flatly, “I have great sympathy for labor and very little for 
brutes.” 

Pinkman’s face grew … pink, and he was about to retort when 
Henry reappeared in the doorway leading Alice by her arm. He 
brought her to an armchair by the fire.  

The young woman sat and looked around confusedly until her 
eyes fell on Trudy. She became agitated. “Miss Trudy, oh, I need… I 
was going to my grandfather and… was it a soldier? He handed me 
something, but I can’t find it, and … golly, I can’t remember. And 
wait … there was a woman—older like, I don’t know, smelled of 
lavender, and she wore a bonnet. Yes. That was it. She said to tell 
you—and that it was important.” Alice paused and took in her sur-
roundings, seeming to realize where she was for the first time. 
“Fireplace,” she added and then became silent. 

Trudy sat down on the ottoman in front of Alice and took the 
girl’s hand. “Alice, dear, Viola tells me she found you in the dirt by 
the electric car stop. Do you remember what happened?” 

“Viola, yes, Viola,” said Alice, suddenly alert again. “Yes. That’s 
the message. I have to … the woman—she called herself ‘headmis-
tress.’ She said that Viola needs help and, wait, something else … 
She said don’t trust…” She frowned in concentration. “Don’t trust 
… somebody. I can’t remember. Please tell me you understand. She 
said it was very important.” Alice sighed heavily and tilted her face 
down. She began tunelessly humming while she hugged her shoul-
ders tightly in frustration. Trudy and Viola had seen her do this on 
many occasions in the past. 

Trudy comforted Alice as the others conferred in hushed tones. 
Knibbs was intrigued from a professional standpoint. This appeared 
to be precisely the kind of hysterical episode that her new book 
hoped to elucidate. It occurred to her that by interviewing Alice, she 
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could obtain useful research material, with the added bonus, of 
course, that it would likely be beneficial to the girl. 

“Mrs. Elliott, my good woman,” said Knibbs. “I hate to impose 
on you further, but would it be possible to accommodate young Al-
ice for the night, and perhaps tomorrow as well? I’m sure I can per-
suade Mr. Oppenheim to put it on his tab if it is any trouble.” 

Mrs. Elliott gave a dismissive wave, “No trouble at all. Henry, 
please make up a spare room upstairs. The Randolph room is clean, 
I believe.” The servant nodded and left.  

Mrs. Elliott turned to the group, “And now, I believe the waiter 
will be bringing your first course directly. Our normal chef has not 
yet arrived for the season, but I was able to borrow the one from 
Howard House Restaurant. Being a Monday Night, Mr. Eckhart said 
he didn’t mind. Now, I understand you have much to discuss. I will 
leave you to it and take Alice to the kitchen for some soup and 
warm milk.” 

“Excellent,” said Knibbs. “Also, if you have any type of mild 
soporific—a sleeping powder perhaps?” 

Mrs. Elliott nodded, “Yes, of course. I will give her one of my 
morphine tablets.” She took Alice by the arm and led her toward the 
door just as a waiter arrived bearing a soup tureen on a silver tray. 
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Circuit Court 

Criminal Trials, March Term, 1909 

Wm. Hatwood for assault with intent to kill, in 
jail. Indicted, true bill, plea of guilty confessed, not 
sentenced. 

Wm. Hatwood for robbery, indicted, true bill, 
plea of guilty confessed, not sentenced. 

… 
The most important criminal case before the 

Court this week was that of William Hatwood, col-
ored, for criminal assault and highway robbery on 
Charles E. Hill. When Hatwood was first brought 
into court he said he desired to have his case re-
moved to another county, and filed a plea for this 
purpose, but to the surprise of everyone he came in-
to court Wednesday and asked Judge Forsythe to al-
low him to withdraw this plea, and to plead guilty. 
The Court explained to the prisoner all his consti-
tutional rights as he had no counsel, but Hatwood 
persisted in pleading guilty. Sentence will be pro-
nounced next week when a full bench is present. 

As is usual, nearly all the criminal cases were 
those of Negroes and many of these were wise 
enough to plead guilty. 

[Ellicott City Times, March 27, 1909, p. 7] 
 


