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London, England 1883

Chapter One

Getting Settled

   Whimsey sighed, he was overwhelmed, a bit dirty and deliriously happy. Today was moving day. He stopped cleaning for a moment, and added a few more lines to the letter of thanks he was composing to his aunts, Demetria and Dahlia Moreland. They had been kind enough to give him a beautiful cottage on Highgate Hill, and for the past week, Whimsey, Spooky, his talking white cat, and Skully the animated toy skeleton, had been cleaning, scrubbing, and dusting to put their new home in order. 

  Whimsey picked up Spooky and walked outside for the tenth time that morning. The deliverymen were due any moment. He looked up and down the lane, it was quiet, and he realized he had no immediate neighbors.   
  Spooky strained against him. She saw her opportunity to finally explore the yard and she wasn’t going to miss it. 

  He put her down, before he went back inside. Sure, he was next door to an old abandoned mansion, and up the street from one of London’s most popular cemeteries, but it seemed to fit his unusual and ongoing circumstances. He thought back to last month, he had been sitting in his boss Skipton Jack’s office, when out of the blue he received a visit from the ladies Moreland.

  His aunts had been so relieved that Whimsey had saved his niece Poppy and nephew Panda, and had cleared the aunt’s names from being framed by that horrible Cheese Wedge the previous October, that they had decided to give him one of their homes ( It’s just a tiny cottage really Dahlia admitted) and it came with a big reward. He spent most of the money on furniture and other creature comforts and tucked the rest away. 

  “Just don’t breathe a word of it to your relations,” Dahlia cautioned him. “If your father, his Lordship finds out we helped you Whimsey….”

  He was about to go into an oration about how they were the only Moreland’s currently speaking to him. But it was beginning not to matter anymore.” Not a word ever,” he promised.

  Whimsey went back inside and resumed his chores. It isn’t a small cottage at all, he thought, it’s perfect.

   Spooky wasn’t about to go back in, she was having a ball in the overgrown garden. It had not been kept up for many years, which was all right with her. She was jumping all over the tall flowers and darting into the hedges, exploring the overgrown grasses and to be polite keeping an ear out for the furniture wagon to arrive.   
  She had never been able to roam freely in Central London, or even go outside on her own, it was far too crowded and dangerous for her. But now she had her very own yard, and who knew what adventures lay beyond the high hedges. 
Skully and Whimsey were cleaning the windows and watching Spooky.

  “Just wait until she sees the fish in the pond, “Skully said.

They both laughed, finishing the windows and moving onto unpacking a few books. 

Spooky bounded in, “The furniture’s here.”

  Whimsey clapped the dust from his hands and ran out to direct the deliverymen. He had ordered too much furniture, dishes and nick-knacks, but he didn’t care, there was plenty of room for everything. Better cozy then spartan he thought. Goodness knows I’ve had enough of spartan living to last me a life time.

  Hours later, Whimsey was exhausted and flopped down onto the new sofa. Spooky was asleep in a parlor chair and Skully was straightening a picture over the mantle, “You look like you could use a cup of tea Whims. “ 

  “Your right about that,” he said blowing a lock of shiny black hair out of his eyes. They headed across the entry hall to the kitchen. “We’ll have to go to the shops in the morning. I can’t wait to cook in our own kitchen. It’s going to be paradise after living at Skipton Jack’s office for the past year.”   

  Whimsey took the tea and a few biscuits back to the parlor and they spent the evening making plans. They only had 3 weeks until his niece and nephew were to arrive from America to spend the summer with them, and Whimsey had decided it was time to let them in on two little secrets. 

Chapter Two 
                                           The Arrival
   “Uncle Whimsey!” Panda shouted, throwing open the carriage door, not waiting for his twin sister Poppy, who was screaming at him. 

  “Panda Wilcox, you come back here and help me!”

  “Kids you’re here!” Whimsey exclaimed excitedly.

  He was organized and ready for the chaotic arrival of the twins. He went around and extracted Poppy from the carriage because her coat was caught in the door. She gave him a hug and ran over to Spooky, picking her up and giving her a big squeeze. “Kitty I missed you.”

  Whimsey grabbed Poppy’s valise, searching the carriage for any left-over items. Satisfied they had left nothing behind he closed the carriage door and went round to pay the driver. The driver shakily climbed down from the carriage, Whimsey walked over to him. 

   “What’s wrong old man?” he asked with a knowing grin. He paid the driver, plus extra for the wear and tear on his nerves. 

  “Those kids…I didn’t think we were going to make it,” the driver muttered helping Whimsey with the remaining luggage. He then made a hurried escape.

Whimsey led the way into the cottage and up the stairs to the guestroom, followed by Panda and Poppy and their miscellaneous coats, purses, and bags, which they unceremoniously dumped on the floor.

  “Uncle Whimsey this is so charming!” Poppy exclaimed.

  “Yeah,” Panda added, “nice job uncle.”

  “I decorated this room with you both in mind,” he said. “Twin beds, lovely view, and plenty of room for all of your clothes hint, hint.”

  “Awww Uncle Whimsey,” Panda moaned, “we just got here, can’t we do this later?”

  “Mom said we should always listen to Uncle Whimsey,” Poppy said popping the lock on their trunk.

Panda stuck his tongue out at her and picked up a pile of clothes.

 Satisfied that they would at least get a few things put away Whimsey closed their bedroom door and hastily made his way through the cottage and out to the back garden. They had worked tirelessly for days preparing the most enchanting tea party ever.                                          
    They had taken a large table and chairs and placed them under the sugar maple tree in the middle of the lawn. Whimsey had found a shop on the high street that carried colorful Chinese lanterns, that they hung from all the low branches. They had purchased a colorful table cloth, napkins and candles that they could place in the lanterns in the evening. 

  There were vases of flowers, interspersed with plates of cookies and tea cakes, sandwiches, jams, jellies, a cake, a pie, a big jug of cold milk, and a pot and of tea. 

  Whimsey stepped back and looked at their handiwork, “Perfect, ok guy’s time to hide and I’ll go and get the children, then I will tell them about your special gifts and we’ll have tea.”

  “Don’t be so nervous,” Spooky purred circling Whimsey’s legs. 

  “They are going to be thrilled.”

   “Or scared,” Skully laughed. “Just take your time Whims, gosh knows we have enough food to be out here all night.”

  Whimsey was getting nervous, he had practiced what he was going to say, but now his mind was blank, his palms were sweaty and he couldn’t stop pacing.

    The twins came out and watched Whimsey muttering to himself and walking back and forth in front of what appeared to be a large party table.

  “Uncle Whimsey!” Poppy exclaimed. “It’s beautiful, is this for us?”

  “Hooray, I’m starving.” Panda said, making a beeline for the table.

  “Children take your seats, I’ll pour you some milk and you may serve yourselves.”

  It had been a very long trip from Southampton dock and they both dove right in, delighted by the food and festive atmosphere. Whimsey was pleased with himself and watching the children momentarily took his mind off of the task ahead. 

  He poured himself a cup of tea and faced them. “Children, I have something to tell you and I don’t quite know how to say it…well, you see it’s like this…when I was very small I wondered into the woods, and I met someone…I met a golem… no that sounds scary. I met an animated wooden toy skeleton, he’s six inches tall and hundreds of years old. He is my oldest and dearest friend and he has been with me ever since I can remember.” He sighed, there it was out in the open.

  “Uncle Whimsey,” Panda laughed, “that’s a silly story.”

  “Oh it’s no story,” Skully said bounding out of the flower garden and hopping up on the table.

  The children stared, mouths open as Skully pranced back and forth in front of them. “Panda, Poppy it’s nice to officially meet you.”

Whimsey watched their faces carefully for any signs of panic, but instead Poppy just giggled and stood up. She curtseyed and Panda got up and bowed.

   “It’s an honor to meet you sir,” he said.

  “Hey don’t forget about me,” Spooky said, jumping onto the table and walking across to Poppy who gave her a big hug.

  “This is the most amazing thing to ever happen!” Panda exclaimed. “Is it really magic?”

  “I can assure you this is no trick,” Whimsey said seriously. 

  “Will you tell us the whole story?” Poppy asked nuzzling Spooky.

  “I’ll make it your bedtime story,” Whimsey smiled.

  “Uncle Whimsey, “Panda chuckled, “we’re too old for bedtime stories.”

Whimsey leaned forward, “No one is ever too old for a bed time story.”

Poppy let Spooky down on the table.” You mean you could talk the whole time? I love it, “Poppy giggled.

  “I am so relieved,” Whimsey breathed, “I wasn’t the least bit sure how you two were going to react, whew glad that’s settled. Spooky would you like some milk?”

  “I would love some milk, and if you wouldn’t mind dropping a few of those tea cakes in as well.”

  “Oh Uncle Whimsey may I? “ Poppy asked.

  “I can see you two will be inseparable this summer.”

  “Speaking of summer uncle, what do you have planned? Poppy and I read a whole bunch of books about London on the journey over. Can we go to the Tower of London first? I want to see the traitor’s gate.”

  “I want to go to Madame Tussauds and see the waxworks. What do you think Spooky?” Poppy asked petting her shiny white coat.

  “I don’t want to see the chamber of horrors,” Spooky said, “too scary.” 

  “I think it may be best for all of us to skip that part.” Whimsey said pouring himself a hot cup of tea.

  “AWWWW,” Panda pouted,” that’s the best part!”

Whimsey took a long sip of tea, “We will see all of the sites of London, some educational and some entertaining but nothing that will give you two nightmares.”   

It was finally getting dark and Spooky and Skully took a basket of candles and placed them in the new lanterns, the effect was magical.

  “I love having an evening tea party,” Poppy said cutting three big slices of cake.

  They all agreed and enjoyed a lovely evening catching up on life in New York. 

“How is my sister, your mother doing?” Whimsey asked.

  “Good,” Panda said, “you know mother, she is always busy doing something.”

  “It’s good though,” Poppy said between bites. “She’s been rescuing stray animals all over New York and then finds homes for them. Sometimes the come to stay with us for a while.”

  “And your father?” 

Good, they both said together.

“Very busy,” Panda added rolling his eyes. 

  “How was the voyage over on the ship? Was it the same captain?”

Panda giggled,” I asked and they told me he retired last year…just about the time we got back from Great Aunt Demetria and Dahlia’s house. We had a new captain.”

  “And?”

  “Trust me Uncle Whimsey, you don’t want to know,” Panda said in a very serious tone.

Whimsey sat back, and thought, I really don’t.

  The children were beginning to yawn and Whimsey took them up to the guest room and helped them get ready for bed. Skully jumped up and down on their pillows giving them a final fluff and Spooky settled in with Poppy. She was purring up a storm and the three of them were asleep before Whimsey could even begin his bedtime story.

  “We can save it for the morning,” Whimsey whispered to Skully, who was sitting on his shoulder. He closed the door and they walked downstairs. “There is only one thing I hate about parties,” Whimsey sighed.

  “The clean up?” Skully laughed 

  “The clean up,” Whimsey nodded.
Chapter Three

London Town

  The next morning the kids were up at dawn. They tiptoed into Whimsey’s room, stood over his bed and whispered loudly back and forth until he woke up. 

   “You’re on holiday, go back to bed,” he mumbled rolling over to go back to sleep.

  “Uncle Whimsey,” they said in unison shaking him back and forth. 

  “We want to go sightseeing,” Panda said.

  “Come on Uncle,” Poppy urged.

He pulled the blankets over his head and in a muffled voice said,     
  “So no one’s stopping you,” he waved them away, “go have fun.” 

  “Really?!” They squealed as they bounced out of the room to get dressed.

Whimsey rolled back over and threw his pillow at them. “No, not really, go downstairs, Skully will make you some breakfast and I’ll be down in a few minutes.”

  He could hear them chattering away as they made their way to the kitchen. He closed his eyes and almost fell back to sleep, until he felt four little paws making their way up to his face. Spooky got nose to nose with Whimsey. “There will be no lazy mornings for you, at least not for the next month,” she said smirking.

  “Your one to talk, I’m surprised your even up now,”

  “Curiosity has got the better of me.”

  “Good, I was hoping you would join us. I thought I was going to have to bribe you with sardines. Besides, it’s a family outing, and it wouldn’t be the same without our little princess,” he said scratching her behind the ears.

Purr, purr, purr 

  Whimsey put on his bathrobe, picked up Spooky and headed down to breakfast, which was really just leftover sweets from yesterday. Whimsey rolled his eyes “let me make you to some eggs at least, you’re not going to have any teeth left by the time you get home at this rate,” he laughed.

  After breakfast everyone got ready and piled into the hansom cab, (it’s like a taxi, but pulled by a horse) that Whimsey had hired for the day. Their first stop was The Tower of London. The children wanted to see where the prisoners were kept in the olden times. On the way there, they told everyone about all the stories they had read in their book about life in The Tower. When they arrived the children were so excited they made their escape before the cab came to a full stop. Whimsey called out for them to slow down and wait, but they were already out of earshot. The kids first (and last) stop was the Bowyer Tower. 

That’s where Panda managed to get himself locked up, LITERALLY. 

  He had locked himself in, then thrown the key out an arrow slit. The Beefeaters had to comb the lawn for an hour before they found it. After that they were asked to leave.

  “But Uncle Whimsey, I didn’t get to see Traitor’s Gate,” Panda exclaimed.

  Whimsey was more than a little embarrassed. “You should have thought of that before you imprisoned yourself in the Tower.”

  “I just wanted to see what it was like. I am very interested in authentic history.”

  “Oh, uh huh, “Whimsey nodded, “get into the cab young man.”

Skully was in Whimsey’s coat pocket laughing quietly.

   “Stop it,” Whimsey whispered,” It’s not funny. I will not indulge his bad behavior. They need to know that I am the adult, and that they are the children. They need to behave and…and…oh forget it.” 

The kids looked admonished.

  “I tip my hat to you both, you are officially exhausting, now let’s go to lunch.” He ushered them like little birds toward the cab.

  “But Uncle Whimsey,” Poppy said digging in her heels, “I want to see the Crown Jewels.”

  “Well you shouldn’t have taken the guards key off of his belt and given it to your brother then, off we go.” 

  Later that night after lunch, after dinner and after Whimsey had finally told the kids the story of how he had met Skully and why Spooky can talk. The kids went to sleep and Whimsey, Spooky and Skully retired to the parlor for hot chocolate and warm milk. Whimsey and Spooky were exhausted so Skully took it upon himself to broach the subject.

   “Whims it’s been almost a week since you saw the Duchess, she’s going to want some answers and you have a burgeoning reputation as a detective to think of. What will Skipton think if you drag your feet on this mystery?” 

  “I know, but the second I mention the word mystery to the kids they will lose interest in doing ANYTHING ELSE until it is solved.”

Spooky lifted her head out of her milk bowl, “Would that really be such a bad thing after our outing today?”

Whimsey sighed and studied the ceiling for a moment before commenting. “I really wanted them to come away with….oh I don’t know an education of sorts.”

Skully who had perched himself on the mantle laughed.” Whims, for starters they are ten, they are on summer holiday and they are your niece and nephew. They have more of an interest in helping you solve mysteries than anything else London can offer.”

Whimsey pushed back a stray lock,” I suppose you’re right…”

   Just then they heard a great whoop as Panda and Poppy let out a yell of joy and bounded down the stairs, jumping on the couch and throwing their arms around Whimsey. 

  “You mean it Uncle Whimsey, you’ll let us help you?” Poppy asked excitedly. 

  Panda was overjoyed, he admired his uncle greatly and had been working on his detecting skills back home in New York.” We can help Uncle, honest we can, just like we did with the Cheese Wedge case.”

  “Cheeeeese,” Poppy laughed, and Panda joined in. 

  “Ok, Ok, you little spies, you’re good at sneaking around I’ll give you that. And you little princess, a word of warning would have been nice,” Whimsey said to Spooky with mock sternness.

  “What can I say, I like solving mysteries as a family.” She went back to drinking her milk.

