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​

This novel is dedicated to my four grandchildren, Haley Dawn, Alyssa Nicole, Dylan James, and Alexandra Leigh!

*Waves*
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Introduction

The Manuscript is Received
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No one reads a mystery to get to the middle of the book. They read the novel to get to the end. It’s the intention of this mystery to entertain you from the very beginning. In other words, the first page wishes to invite the reader to buy the novel. I trust the story's last page will entice you to go to the next book.

With that said, I believe every reader feels they are a born detective at the bottom of their heart. So, as the story you are about to encounter, as the author, I will, from one chapter to the next, distract you as I scatter clues so as not to let you figure out or solve the case too soon.

Several years ago, I wrote three novels in another trilogy series, “The Storm Lord Trilogy.” This is where a small fishing village known as Black Rock Cove got its beginning. Also, the infamous lighthouse and secrets held beneath, and the house of two-time Nobel Prize-winning physicist Johnathan Knight were born in this series.

It’s been several years since the writing of that trilogy.

In this international thriller, I bring back the sleepy fishing village, the demon gorge and its large black boulders, and a love triangle and murder mystery that spans the globe and doesn’t get solved until my final two chapters in the series.

So, find a cozy chair, begin reading, and see if you can figure out whodunnit!

Happy Reading.
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Chapter ONE

What the Black Rock Cove News Had to Say
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“Go and find this man!”

Haley Dawn, the fair and fragile young girl, laid back in a mesmeric trance, her fingers trembling on the torn and ragged edge of the wingback chair.

Victoria Meret, the old crone, and hypnotist waited with her eyes fixated upon the girl. Her real intention was to send the spiritualist in quest of the mortal remains of the late Samuel Knight and claim the reward promised for the discovery.

Victoria had taken out of her pocket a black curl of Samuel Knight’s hair and pressed it gently to the forehead of the entranced young girl.

“Go and find this man,” repeated the old crone in a low and imperative tone of voice.

“I do,” whispered Haley.

“Do you see him?”

“Yes... yes, I see him.”

“Where is he, Haley?”

“Wait... I see only his face. There’s like a mist before him that hides everything but his face. And his face is also dim and somewhat cloudy to my vision. I do not know it.”

“Ahhh, he must be covered by a sheet or something. Watch! Watch closely!” eagerly panted the old vagabond.

“Stop! Stop! You’re hurting me,” cried the entranced girl.

Victoria slowed down her requests.

“Watch carefully, Haley. He is lying out on a table and covered with a sheet. Watch who comes.”

“No, he is not lying under a sheet. He is sitting up. There is something white in front of him. Everything appears to be in a mist.”

Victoria lowered her voice to a whisper. “Now, Haley, look steadily... clearly.”

“Yes... I know now. He’s sitting in a barber shop with a large white towel or sheet over him. He is standing up, and the sheet is falling to the floor. Now I know him. He is Samuel Knight. Wait... he is fading away from my sight.”

Victoria let Haley rest for a few minutes. Then, she thought, “Of course, he is in a barber’s chair. I should have known a lock of his hair would have brought him there first.”

She began after a few minutes with her questions. “Go and find this man!”

“Yes. I see him now,” said the hypnotized young girl.

“Where is he?”

“He is in a beautiful flower garden. There are tents everywhere and an orchestra playing music. Wait! They all faded away. They are gone!”

“Go and find this man!” she exclaimed, another pass with the steady formula.

“Oh, I see him again. He is in a room full of nicely dressed women and men. I can’t make any of them out. But... wait. Now they are all gone,” concluded the young girl with a deep sigh.

“Go and find this man!”

“Yes! Yes, I see him. He is in a large room full of books from the floor to the ceiling on shelves. Another man is sitting with him. They appear to be talking.”

“Tell me, Haley, what are they saying to each other?”

“I can’t hear a word one. Yet, their mouths are moving. There is no sound... wait! The light goes out in the room, and all is dark.”

“Go and find this man!”

“Okay. I am following him. There he is. He’s in a beautiful bedroom. Large scarlet hangings fringed with silver are around the bed and on the casements of the windows.”

“Is he alone?”

“No. There are two other people with him.”

“Tell me who those other people are, Haley.”

“I am not sure. I can’t see them distinctly. For some reason, I can never see anyone else clearly as they are covered with a mist. Samuel is the only one I can see clearly.”

“What is he doing?”

“Nothing. But the other two are doing something to him.”

“Tell me, Haley, what are they doing to him? Are they killing him?”

“Please stop. You are hurting me... no, they are not injuring him. They are standing on both sides of him while he is laughing”

“You must look harder, Haley. Who are the other two people with him? What are they doing?” eagerly commanded the old crone.

“It is difficult to tell. They are no longer people obscured by a mist. They are now... wait, I can tell that they are men, but they are only shadows. They are tall. That’s all.”

“Can you tell yet what they are doing to Samuel?”

“I can’t tell. But Samuel is getting up. The shadows are following him to the door. The shorter of the two men goes out the door with him, and the other tall shadow of a man remains in the room.”

“Samuel is leaving his room?”

“Yes, and the shorter man is with him. The entire room is turning to total darkness now. All is gone.”

“Go and find this man!”

“I see him getting on a train at the railway station. The sun is up. There are others with him. But their shapes are only shadows, and I can’t make them out. But I see Samuel clearly now.”

“Wait! You can see him clearly. Getting on a train in the middle of the day?” interrupted Victoria in bewilderment.

“But, once it was there, the train disappeared.”

“Go and find this man!”

“Oh, I see him again. He is on a ship. I can see him quite clearly now. He is standing on the deck and looking out at the Pacific Ocean. His face is smiling and looking out at sea while smoking a cigar.”

“Are you sure it is Samuel?”

“Yes, very sure. He is dressed in dirty clothes and a long black beard.”

“That can’t be, Haley. Look closely. He has no beard and could not have grown one in a few hours.”

“Oh, it is Samuel, even though he doesn’t look like himself,” the hypnotized young woman persisted.

“I don’t understand. How do you know it is Samuel if he doesn’t look like himself?” inquired Victoria.

“By something surer than sight or hearing,” replied Haley.

“What is that?”

“I can’t tell.”

“Why can’t you tell, Haley?”

“Because I don’t know what it is. I just can. And, wait... the ship has gone, and everything is black again.”

“Go and find this man!”

“I see him again. He is wearing the same old clothes I saw him in, but he has cut off his beard. There only remains stubble on his face now.”

“Where is Samuel now?”

“I can only tell he is outdoors somewhere. There are a lot of men, and most are standing on the edge of a river fishing. Many are talking with one another, smoking cigars, but I can’t see any of them very clearly.”

“What is he doing now?”

“I cannot tell. All is going dark again.”

“Go and find this man!”

“I can’t. Darkness appears to have swallowed my entire vision.”

Victoria repeated, “Go and find this man!”

“I can’t! It is so, so dark. I can’t see him any longer,” replied Haley Dawn with a troubled expression on her face.

Victoria watched the girl’s face and let it calm before trying to keep her going in her trance. Then, after a few minutes, she rubbed the locked of hair once more on Haley’s forehead and said, “Go and find this man!”

“I can’t. I can’t move. I feel faint! Oh, I’m about to die!” said the tortured young girl with a voice that grew faint by the minute until she fell into complete silence.

All the efforts of the old crone to bring her back to consciousness failed.

She said aloud, “I have overdone it this time, I’m afraid,” she said while gently shaking the young girl.

After a while, Haley Dawn opened her eyes. But she appeared to be thoroughly prostrated in vigor.

“How are you, Haley,” asked Victoria.

No answer came from the young girl. All she could do was look at Victoria with her dim eyes and sigh.

Victoria got up and walked over to the kitchen cabinet. She pulled out a bottle of Jack Daniels Black and brought it to the young girl, saying, “Come, Haley, drink this. You will feel better.”

Haley took the glass and swallowed a mouthful of Jack Black, whose smooth but fiery strength half-strangled her. She began coughing. She became aroused. “Oh, please,” she coughed, “can I have some milk, Mrs. Meret. My throat is on fire!” she exclaimed. 

Victoria got some milk and gave it to the girl. Haley drank it all down very slowly.

“Now, Hun, are you feeling better,” said the old crone while taking the cup from the girl. “Now, do you know what you have been doing?”

“I suppose I have been hypnotized, right? I remember you were going to put me under a spell,” replied the girl.

“Do you remember where you went? Or what you did?”

“No, I wish I did. But I suppose I went to look after Lucas. You said you would send me to him.”

“Yes, sweetie, and so I did,” replied Victoria with a nod.

“Did I see him? Is he well and making lots of money?”

“Oh, yes. He wore the finest clothes but was somewhere a long way around the other side of the world.”

Haley’s face clouded over. “I wonder... does Lucas still think of me when he’s growing wealthy? Why soon he will be as rich as Samuel Knight was himself!”

“Oh, yes, a hundred times richer.”

“And richer than Mister Reynolds with his big island?”

“Yes, a hundred times!”

“Oh, I am so worried.”

“About what, my dear?”

“Will Lucas still care for me now that he is making so much money?” asked Haley Dawn with a sigh.

“Of course.”

“When I saw Lucas, did I see him as he was some time ago or as he is now?”

“Just as if he were standing next to you, Haley.”

“Oh, Mrs. Meret, whenever I want to hear from Lucas, I will come here and let you put me in a trance.”

“Please do, Haley.” She smiled.

“Gosh, if only I could remember what I saw in my trance instead of having to come here and being told by you afterward, Mrs. Meret.”

“Anytime, my dear.”

“Do you know if going into a trance harms me?”

“No, not at all. What makes you ask?”

“Because I feel weak when I come out of the trance.”

“It’s nothing. You are only tired as if you went for a long walk. And, if you think about it, it’s a long walk to the other side of the world,” she said with a gentle laugh.

“Well, I best be on my way. The housekeeper back on Mister Courbis's estate let me off for the afternoon but wanted me back before dark. But the next time I get some time off, I will return and let you put me in a trance again and send to see my Lucas.”

She departed.

As soon as Haley was gone, Victoria sank down into her wingback chair, but not before pouring herself her own stiff Jack Black and Coke.

She thought, “Very strange... very strange, indeed,” she thought. “Has this experiment of mine backfired and been a total failure? Or is there some kind of secret under all this show? I have never, in my life, known one of my clairvoyants to go off on a dead end like this girl has done. It would be strange if she was the first to do it.” She paused to go and pour herself another drink. 

“I have known bloodhounds who have gone off on a false scent and police who get off the trail, but never have I known a clairvoyant to go off in a wrong direction... never!

The key to all that she told me is hidden somewhere. Let me recall from beginning to end. At first, when I put her in the trance, I sent her off in search of Bernice Luther’s body. She followed it. It wasn’t to the bottom of Demon Gorge, out into the ocean with the tide, or on some lonesome beach. Nope, indeed. But in a first-class carriage on a train and up to a great city somewhere where she prospered well.” 

She grabbed a throw blanket and pulled it over her legs as the night was becoming quite chilly. Her thoughts continued to scrutinize the young girl. “That didn’t sound like she was drowned in Demon Gorge and cast up by the ocean onto a lonesome beach somewhere. Nope, not one single bit. I have got to figure this out if I am to win the $100,000. Through her trance, I followed him to a lavish mansion and then lost her in Paris, Rome, Sydney, Australia, or even around the bend and up to New York City.

And now, I took her deeper into her trance. Then, sent her looking for a dead corpse, and she took after a living man to who knows where.

I simply can’t put my finger on it. What is the meaning of it all? According to the clairvoyant, neither Bernice Luther nor the late Samuel Knight was dead at all... but both were living. She is in some mansion and dressing in the finest of clothes wearing pearls and diamonds, and he is somewhere at the other end of the world. But I’ve never known one of my clairvoyants to be wrong and get off the trail... but they have. So, it isn’t possible that either of them is still living, let alone both.

I know what I will do. I will put that girl off on another search and have her go after Lucas Durano. He might be able to throw some light on all of this. Besides, I want to hear about the poor boy. I should have sent her after him today, only that I was so anxious I could get that reward. It would set me up for life! But unfortunately, she was too weak to do another, so I just have to wait.”

With this conclusion to her thoughts, Victoria got up from her chair, made a fire in the fireplace, filled her kettle with water, and hung it over the blaze. Then, it was time to fix supper.

*****

[image: ]


On the evening after Amala Luther was frightened out of her skin by a real or supposed ghost in the gardens at the Reynold’s Island Estate, inquiries were immediately made of the servants and their whereabouts at the time. The result was that they were all inside relaxing in the servant quarters, and no one was on the grounds.

Amala was laughed at for her hallucination on the subject. It didn’t matter to her. She was sure of what she saw... her mother, as she had stated then and there.

The matter passed out of all discussion and would have been totally forgotten if it wasn’t for something that happened a few days afterward.

The music lessons of the day were over. Amala entered the library and browsed the books to find one she could relax and enjoy its quietness. 

The library at the Island Estate was a large room running from west to east along the south wall of the mansion. It was pierced by four tall windows. At the end of the room was a bay window with oversized chairs with their own ottomans and the windows covered by scarlet-colored curtains. This window overlooked the thick woods between the mansion and the ocean’s shore.

When Amala came into the library, the room was almost dark. All the scarlet curtains were closed. She pulled the cord, opened the curtains, and let in the east sunshine, reflecting the scene of the thick woods and the beauty of the sunlit clouds above.

She then turned away from the window, pulled a detective book by Sidney St. James off the shelf, and took it to the front part of the room. She ensconced herself in a wingback chair near a tall mirror hanging on the wall behind her. No sooner did she sit down and open the book to the first chapter than she got a feeling that she wasn’t alone.

Charlotte's oldest daughter, not counting Alyssa Nicole, was sitting on another chair reading a book. She was Amala’s prize pupil and was playing so well on the piano. “Oh, Yvon,” said Amala,” as she opened her novel, “don’t let me disturb you, dearest.”

Yvon didn’t reply as she was deep into her reading and lost in time and space. No other words were spoken by either one of the girls. Both just went on reading while the afternoon sun lower and lower, taking away the gleams of sunlight that penetrated the bay window.

Then, Amala looked up from her book upon the face of the mirror, where the clouds from the outdoors shone and the foliage from the trees could be seen.

“Oh, my God! Yvon! Look! Look!” she gasped, in suffocating articulate tones, as she clutched the young lady’s shoulder.

Yvon violently dragged herself from her novel and raised her blue eyes in questioning amazement. She was facing the mirror on the wall and now saw a reflection that her gaze became fixed. It was the beautiful pale face of a woman looking out from the foliage outside the bay window.

With an exclamation of pure astonishment, Yvon dropped her book and ran down the length of the library to the bay window. When she got there, the face was gone.

After a minute of looking everywhere, she returned to Amala, now on her knees with her hands over her eyes. “I couldn’t find anyone outside, Amala,” said the young lady standing over her music teacher and dear friend.

“But you saw it! Please tell me you saw it!” said Amala in an expiring voice.

“Yes, I saw her, but couldn’t find anyone when I looked everywhere. So, who was it, Amala?”

“Did you not recognize the face?”

“I thought I did, but I can’t be certain. Whose was it, Amala?”

“It was the face of my dear lost mother, Yvon.”

“Oh, Amala.”

“It was my dead mother’s living face. This is now the second time I have seen it. I don’t understand why I shrink away from her vision. I suppose flesh and blood can’t bear such sights. If I keep seeing her face, surely, I am destined to die, Yvon!” shuddered the music teacher with bloodless lips.

“Oh, Amala, it could not have been what you think. That’s impossible. It was a face that resembled your mother. There must be a stranger on the island. I will tell daddy, and he will solve this mystery. We must finish this. Somebody is playing on your fears Amala,” said Yvon.

It was now near the end of the short autumn twilight, and the two girls had left the library. 

“Do not talk about this, Yvon. I couldn’t bear the discussion at supper this evening,” pleaded Amala, still trembling excessively.

“Very well, but the ground should be searched for the intruder,” Yvon remonstrated.

“It would be totally useless, Yvon. What does all this mean?”

“Let’s not worry about it now. I’m hungry. Everyone is getting together for supper. Let’s go!”

Mister and Mrs. Thomas of Ocean View was expected that evening.

“Ahhhh, said Kenneth, “our friends are always so punctual. Not even thirty seconds too soon or thirty seconds late. He was invited for six o’clock, and I’ll be darned if it’s not six o’clock right now.”

The door opened.

“Judge Thomas!”

“Oh, God, Kenneth, why so formal? Jacob! Besides, I will say it for you. I’m fifty seconds late,” he said, advancing to his friend with a smile.

“Well, if I’m not more punctual at the Polo Matches tomorrow, let me hear about it then, will you, Jacob,” requested Kenneth with a laugh.

One of the main reasons Jacob visited the night before the annual matches were to go over some details of the games connected with the meet the following day.

After supper, all the ladies went to the parlor where the grand piano was made ready for Amala to play some wonderful after-supper music.

The men withdrew themselves and went to the library where they could partake in an excellent Cuban longleaf cigar.

Charlotte asked, “Oh, Misty, how I wish Kenneth would give up this Polo meet. He is getting too old for this nonsense,” she sighed while talking to Misty.

Alyssa Nicole answered, “But he never will, Mamma. You know daddy. So, it is of no use to wish,” she replied.

“Then dear, if he would at least ride a safe horse in the event. I gather from listening to the men talk that he’s going to ride Calypso. It’s madness, I tell you,” Charlotte anxiously said.

Alyssa turned pale. “Will Daddy really ride that awful horse in the matches tomorrow?”

“Yes. When it comes to his good friend Jacob who is the team captain of the other team, he will do anything to try and win. Those two men might be best friends, but they are both hard-headed when it comes time for the yearly Polo matches,” she paused a moment and then continued, “the brute has already killed two men, and Kenneth insists he can break that damn horse's spirit.”

Jessica Thomas glanced over to her friend Alyssa. “Your father has been a famous horse trainer since he was a boy. If any man can tame Calypso, he can. I don’t think anyone should have fear in what he is doing.”

Charlotte sighed. Although she had the highest confidence in her husband’s ability, there was a shadow of a calamity coming she couldn’t dispel.

Jacob retired for the evening.

Charlotte came to try and persuade Kenneth not to try and ride Calypso in the matches.

He laughed. “I suppose honey, there’s still a competitive spirit in me regarding man versus beast. You know the thrill I get from taming a wild horse full of spirit. It’s what I live for, besides beating Jacob in the matches tomorrow. Unfortunately, this only comes once a year. But, sweetheart, I will be up early to go to the mainland, so I will bid you goodnight.” He stood up, kissed Charlotte on top of her head, and headed to his bedroom.

Charlotte knew that any further remonstrance would be in vain. She sighed, followed his example, and went up to her chambers.

*****
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The next morning came early. Unfortunately, neither Kenneth nor his oldest son Michael was present as they had already departed for the mainland and the annual Polo Match.

Charlotte and the others met at the breakfast table. She glanced at the stable’s groomsman and promptly said, “Rusty, wait!”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“What horse did my husband take to the matches today?”

“The white mare, Cricket, Mrs. Reynolds,” he replied.

“Oh, wonderful. Then he left Calypso here at the stables, right? I’m glad,” breathed Charlotte with a sigh of relief.

“Ma’am?”

“What?”

“Calypso was taken to the matches, as well. Mister Reynolds plans on riding him today. Michael will ride Cricket.”

“Thank you, Rusty. That will be all.” Charlotte sighed and left her breakfast almost untouched.

Then, her mind changed directions. A servant entered the room with a telegram from the mainland and laid it next to Charlotte.

The woman glanced over the telegram and saw it was from Oliver Courbis, her son-in-law. She read aloud:

October 25, 1965

My grandfather died here this morning at two o’clock. I will remain here until after the funeral, and I will send another telegram to you when that is over.

Oliver

“So, he is gone. Poor old man,” said Alyssa.

“Is the man still waiting for a response?” Charlotte asked the servant.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Tell him to wait, and I will send a response.” She got up from the breakfast table and walked into the library, where there was a desk and plenty of writing materials. She wrote a hasty response to the telegram as follows:

“Reynold’s Island, October 25, 1965

We have just received your telegram announcing the sorrowful message of your grandfather’s death. Unfortunately, Kenneth is absent at the BRC Polo Matches but will be told as soon as possible. We all offer our sincere sympathy and await your next telegram.

Charlotte Reynolds

The message was given to the courier who brought the original dispatch.

Then she instructed Rusty to go to the mainland immediately and tell Kenneth. She prayed he would get there in time before the matches started! It might be a means of saving his life by preventing him from riding Calypso.

She waited and waited. It was almost two o’clock in the afternoon when Rusty returned alone. He promptly presented himself to Mrs. Reynolds.

“Well, did you find Kenneth?” she asked.

“No, ma’am. He was gone.”

“Gone!”

“He had finished his first match and was nowhere to be found. I left your message with Michael, who was talking with some friends and came back here for further instructions.”

Rusty left the room.

“Oh, God. He got through the first match unharmed. But, oh... where did he go?” She said while walking up and down the floor, wringing her hands.

“Mother, you are going to worry yourself sick. Why are you torturing yourself with unnecessary anticipation of something bad happening?” asked Alyssa, sitting by the bay window reading a book.

“Because I can’t help it, Alyssa. I dreamed last night of something bad happening. I can’t seem to shake it off,” replied Charlotte without stopping her restless walking back and forth.

“Come now, Mother. You are afraid of Calypso. You know that, and I know that. Daddy has been training horses since the day I was born. His horsemanship is unsurpassed in this part of the country. No horse has ever yet been able to beat him.”

“That’s true, dear. But your father is not a young whippersnapper like he once was in his early days. This is one evil horse! And—-,” she stopped her words. “What is that disturbance in the courtyard?” she asked, suddenly turning pale.

“No worries, Mother. I suppose daddy got your message and has come home early. I will be right back,” said Alyssa as she departed the room to check. Charlotte sank down on the sofa and waited.

As Alyssa hastened toward the head of the staircase, she heard hasty footsteps ascending them. The next moment she was stopped by her brother, Michael, pale and staring and trembling. “For God’s sake, Michael, what is the matter with you? Where is Dad?” demanded Alyssa in sudden alarm.

“That vicious evil—-. Where’s Mamma? Go find her and keep her in the room. Do not let her come out until I come and get you. I have sent for Doctor Cantu!” exclaimed Michael.

“Daddy! That horse! Michael, tell me. Has an accident happened? Speak for Heaven’s sake,” cried Alyssa in a breathless agony of suspense.

“Don’t ask me, Alyssa. Go now! Please go! Keep her quiet until Doctor Cantu gets here.”

“I can’t, Michael. Tell me! I can’t go unless I know. Has an accident occurred?”

“Yes, Sis! Yes, it has! Now go to Mamma,” said the young man trying to break from her grasp.

“A fatal accident?” she asked, turning pale and tightening her grip on him.

“Oh no, there she is now! Mamma... oh, dearest Mamma!” cried Michael in anguish as he broke loose from Alyssa and ran to his mother, who stood before him.

“Kenneth! Kenneth!” she exclaimed hoarsely but couldn’t say any more.

“Mister Reynolds has been thrown from his horse... he has been killed!” exclaimed the voice of a hysterical housemaid hurrying up the stairs on some errand.

“That damn lunatic!” indignantly exclaimed Michael. “Mother! Mother!” he cried while bending toward his mother, who had laid her head on his shoulder. “Mamma... oh, Mamma!”

The heavy form of Charlotte slipped from his embrace limply upon the floor at her son’s feet.

Michael and Alyssa worked together to raise her back to her feet. But... Charlotte was dead!

​
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Chapter TWO

A Day of Tragedy
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There was no misjudging death in a case like this. In the horrifying hue, glazed and motionless eyes, and the chin that had fallen, the agonized son and daughter both saw the death of their poor mother!

Dazed with sudden sorrow, the two children lifted Charlotte’s body, took it into the adjoining room, laid it on a sofa, and knelt beside it.

Amid their despairing endeavors, Doctor Cantu hurriedly, yet quietly, entered the room.

Michael and Alyssa Nicole backed away from their mother and gave Doctor Cantu time to look after Charlotte. 

With a mute gesture of acknowledgment, the doctor knelt over his good friend and patient. “It is as I was afraid,” spoke Cantu after a short but close examination. “Your mother... I’m afraid your mother is——” began the Doctor.

“She is... Mother is—-.” Began Michael in a voice faint and breaking down into a cry.

“Gone... yes, son, she is gone. I have known for years past that she has had a bad heart and that any sudden shock...” he paused a moment. “Michael, look after your sister,” he cried, breaking off from his explanation. Alyssa, with a wail of anguish, rushed out of the room. 

Michael rushed out of the room, passing Greg Peden, who was coming in.

“What has happened,” Greg quickly asked the doctor.

“Never in all my years practicing medicine has a misfortune so swiftly, with such destroying malice, fallen upon such a great family. The father is brought home as a corpse from the polo matches, and the mother drops dead under the shock!”

“How did the accident happen,” Greg quickly asked in words scarcely above his breath.

“Kenneth decided at the BRC Polo Matches this year to ride Calypso and—-.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me. That horse is evil.”

“You know it, and I know it, but Kenneth was sure that he knew horses and could get the edge up riding that damn horse in the matches today.”

“But he has been getting slower over the last few years. His age and all.”

“Yes, Greg, you are right. And it was probably because the horse got one up on him and attributed to the tragic ending of his ride today,” assented the doctor.

“But how did the catastrophe occur?” again asked the accountant.

“I don’t know everything, but the stable groom that attended the matches at the county fairgrounds said that he just finished winning the first match out on the prairie near the head of Demon Gorge. So, Kenneth did as he said and defeated Calypso, and he was beaten. But they were returning to where the horse trailer was and passed by the old lighthouse when Calypso suddenly took fright at the sight of the old crone there, who stood in the path like a witch with her black cloak and hood pulled over her head.”

“That woman’s enough to frighten even the calmest horse than Calypso,” said Peden.

The doctor continued his explanation. “Well, the woman startled him. He reared up and took off in a furious gallop, hoofs thundering on the shaking ground. Kenneth is said to have stayed in his saddle and gave it all his strength to stay in the saddle of the brute until he passed out of view.”

“Wasn’t there some kind of effort to—-?”

“To do what, Greg? To stop that runaway train... that brute on four legs! Nothing could have been done. Jacob and others went after him, but by the time they caught up with Calypso, they found him lying on the ground near the upper end of the road... dead... quite dead!”

“Oh, my God, that’s shocking!”

“The horse was gone—-.”

“That is so awful!” Greg added in disbelief. “What about Charlotte?”

“Mrs. Reynolds has had heart problems for years. I knew that a bad shock would be fatal for her. However, even a healthy woman would not have stood such a shock.”

“How did you get here before me, Doctor Cantu?”

“One of the men who found Kenneth’s body came to me right away in Black Rock Cove. I caught the ferry right over. But, Greg, how did you get here so fast?”

“I was just making a general call on the family when I learned that Charlotte received a telegram this morning from Oliver that his grandfather had passed.”

“Yes. It was going to happen. We just didn’t know when. Family members seem to have been stricken down today like a bunch of birds by a scattering shot of a double barrel shotgun.”

Both bodies were placed in the library on a table and covered with sheets awaiting the undertaker. Then, the two men left the Room of Death, closing the door and locking it after them.

*****
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The tumult of horror throughout the mansion baffled all description. All the children of the departed parents were brought together in one room. Some were violently excited, as one could imagine, and some quite stupefied with grief.

Amala Luther, striving to keep down her own emotions of grief, devoted herself to being there for the children.

All the servants in the home went about their business with quiet steps, silent lips, and very tearful eyes.

Doctor Cantu, Greg Peden, and Judge Thomas took the complete direction of affairs. They telegraphed the news to Oliver, who was with his grandfather’s estate awaiting a funeral there, and a telegram to the nephew, Edmund Richter, in the Seattle Ship Yard. They also sent a telegram to other distant relatives and friends of the afflicted family.

Edmund sent a telegram back to the family and said that he was stricken to the heart with awful grief at this double bereavement. He was getting a leave of absence and starting for the Island Estate immediately.

Another telegram was received from Oliver, who said he was greatly saddened by the news of the two sudden deaths and that he would leave for the Island Estate first thing the following morning.

The following day, relatives and friends began to drop by the home to show their respect. Although he was the furthest away, Oliver was the first to reach the house. No sooner did he arrive than he sent a message upstairs, where the family sat in silence, letting her know he had arrived and begged to see her.

At any other time, Alyssa would have sent an insolent reply. But considering the circumstances, she just said she was ill and suffering and begged that he would excuse her for the time being.

Oliver also explained he was only there to show his respects but that he had to get back to his grandfather’s funeral planned for in three days.

The second to arrive at the estate was Edmund Richter, who came on a two-week leave and meant to spend the entire time with his afflicted cousins.

An hour later, Greg Peden arrived to take the head of affairs as Kenneth’s attorney and his CPA.

Oliver remained the rest of the day. He departed the next morning without seeing Alyssa Nicole, his wife, who still made her illness a way to not see him and excusing herself from receiving him.

Then, after a day of settling the affairs of his grandfather and holding his funeral, he was back on a plane to Portland and then to his home outside Black Rock Cove. He only stayed there to put his things up, shower, and head to the Reynolds Island Estate.

The funeral of Kenneth and Charlotte Reynolds took place on Saturday.

Near sunset, the remains of Mister and Mrs. Reynolds were lowered into the family vault beneath the small chapel attached to the main house.

That evening, the family gathered in the parlor to hear the reading of the Last Will and Testament.

We have not talked much about wealth, but Kenneth and Charlotte were not wealthy, unlike Oliver and Jacob Thomas. But he did possess a very expensive island estate just a mile offshore from Black Rock Cove. So, in conclusion, he did not have a lot of disposable cash to leave to the family members.

Family and servants were given minimal and modest amounts of cash. It did not stretch very far. As has been for two hundred plus years, the estate was left to the eldest son, Michael. 

Jacob Thomas and Greg Peden were appointed the estate trustees and guardians of the minor children.

No one contested the will, and all was as it should be.

After the reading, a large and tasty supper was served with plenty of wine for the adults and lots of Dr. Pepper for the younger ones. After they finished, the crowd dispersed to their respective homes.

The young women of the island estate had not been seen by any visitors. Mostly, they remained in their rooms, and when they did come out, they always had a dark veil over their faces.

When everyone was gone, there remained in the mansion only a few. First, there was the young boy Michael who was now the sole heir of the entire island estate. Also, all his brothers and sisters. Next, there was Oliver and Alyssa Nicole, man, and wife, and then Edmund Richter, a Navy lieutenant finishing his two-week leave, and Miss Amala Luther.

It was the intention of Oliver Courbis to return to his home with Alyssa joining him.

The young heir Michael was to return to the University of Oregon to finish his college education. His brothers were to go to a private school in Portland, and his young sisters, including the youngest, were to go to an uncle in Seattle.

Edmund was to return to the Navy, and Amala Luther...well, now, that’s an entirely different story.

She didn’t know where she was going or give a single thought to the matter. She was far too absorbed in sympathy with the sorrows of her dear young children.

After almost two weeks following the funeral of Kenneth and Charlotte, and as Edmund’s leave of absence was getting close to ending, the question Amala never put to herself just so happened to be put to her by another.

After the morning meal was over, everyone was about to withdraw from the room, and Amala turned to follow them out when Edmund gently took her hand and said in a whisper, “Amala, I would like to take a private walk with you out on the terrace. Will you come?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation.

He walked with her out through the French doors and onto the terrace.

“Amala,” he started as they walked up and down in the morning sunshine, “Amala, the mansion will soon be deserted, or only the servants remaining. I know where everyone is going... everyone that is except for you.”

“Mine,” she replied in perplexity.

“Your plans, Amala? What are your plans?”

“I’m sorry, my plans about what?”

“About your plans for your future home.”

“I don’t have any plans, Edmund.”

“But you know this entire household will be broken up the first part of next week.”

“Yes, of course, I know that.”

“Well... my question is, where are you going to go when the others are gone?”

“I, uh, actually... I really haven’t given that any thought, Edmund, to be perfectly honest.”

“Oh, Amala, you never thought once about yourself, and no one ever thought for you!” he exclaimed in sorrow.

“But nobody has had the time to worry about me. They have all been too busy worrying about each other and the family.”

Edmund made a gesture of impatience. But then, he said, “Amala, dearest, you realize that I am setting sail for Mozambique at the end of this month.”

“Yes... Edmund... I have heard that. I was hoping that was not true,” Amala said in faltering tones that betrayed her emotions.

“My uncle would have maybe helped me, but even he has cut me completely out of the will. I fear I have deeply offended him, Amala,” he sighed.

“I don’t think so. I never once heard Mister Reynolds utter one bad word toward you, Edmund... nothing ever criticizing you,” said the girl.

“No, probably not.”

“I don’t understand. How and why do you think you have offended him, Edmund?”

“By my talk of resigning from the Navy.”

“I don’t understand. Why would you do that, Edmund?”

“For many reasons, Amala. First, I do not like the Navy. My promotions have been too slow in coming. I would have to wait many years to get my own ship and make enough money to marry and support a family. Then, while in the Navy, I would constantly be separated from my wife at least half the time each year. And, my wife could never accompany me on the vessel.”

“You talk like you have already made up your mind.”

“Actually, my love, I have. I resigned already and have joined the Army. Promotions come faster. I have many friends who have done this. I can marry at any time, and my wife can live on the base with me, provided she would love me enough to accept me for who I am and not measure me by the size of my bank account. Now, doesn’t my reasons sound okay to you, Amala?”

“Yes, indeed I do, Edmund,” said Amala with hearty frankness.

“Now, the entire reason I asked you to come out here with me today. Amala... I can take my wife with me wherever my next assignment is,” he added with a broad smile. “That is... if she would be willing to come with me.”

Amala looked up at his big blue eyes. She understood exactly what he was saying.

He comprehended her silence. He took her hand and whispered her next question, “Amala. Will you be my wife and go with me wherever they ship me off to?”

Amala was silent for a moment as her voice was choked with emotion.

“Amala, if you think about it for just one moment, neither you nor I have anyone but ourselves to consult on this. It only depends on you and me to find happiness together. What do you think?”

After a few seconds, Amala reached up and puts her arms around Edmund’s neck. She looked into his ocean blue eyes and said... “I agree, sweetheart. Parting from you now would be the hardest thing to bear.”

“Then... Amala, you are saying that we will not part, right?”

“No,” she softly murmured.

“You will be my wife and go with me wherever the Army sends me?”

“Yes,” she replied clearly and sweetly. “I will be your wife and go with you.” Then, after a long, wonderful kiss, she lowered her arms and walked back inside the house.

*****
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Edmund strolled into the house after giving Amala a minute to show up without him. Then, he went inside and looked for Michael, the young heir to the estate.

Running through his mind were thoughts of his recent decision and Amala. “I really need to tell Michael at once. I owe him that. I hope the boy will not take our action as any disrespect to him or the memory of his parents.”

In a short while, he found Michael walking up and down the hallway all alone, looking very depressed.

“Come, Michael, let’s go to the smoking room and have a good cigar together. I’ve got some important information to talk to you about as you’re the new heir to the Reynold’s Island Estate,” he said while taking his cousin’s arm and leading him into the library.

As they arrived, Edmund drew from the corner the wingback chair that was once the main chair Kenneth always sat in and gently pushed Michael into it. He took one of the Antonio and Cleopatra cigars and handed it to him, and took the other and lit it for himself. Finally, he reached his Zippo lighter down and lit Michael’s cigar.

“You know, I am sailing out for my next destination with my regiment in four days.”

“Yes, I knew, Edmund. I am so sorry for it. If there is anything I can do—-.”

“I wish you could, Michael. You are the new heir to this estate, but you are still a minor, which does not carry any weight in the service.”

“You’re right. I know,” sighed Michael. “How long do you expect to be away from the states? A year? Two years?”

“How ‘bout twenty years.”

“I knew when the regiments have been sent abroad, they can stay as long as two years.”

“You’re right, but it feels like twenty years. Two years is a very long time.”

“Edmund, old buddy, we are of the same blood. Therefore, we should help each other whenever we can. If you need money, I can talk to my guardians and have them advance some to you if that will help you stay.”

“Thanks, Cus. You are a good friend. But this is not a question of money. It’s a question of honor. A soldier never skirts his duty. It would be unpardonable.”

“I don’t see why, Edmund,” said Michael.

“I traded all my seniority with the Navy, resigned, and joined the Army. As a result, my promotions will be faster, and I will obtain a better paycheck each week. But I think I lost your father's confidence when I did that.”

“I don’t think that’s true at all, Edmund,” interrupted the young heir to the Reynolds Island Estate. “What can I do to help? Speak up. Is there anything?”

“You can bid me God speed, Cousin. As a matter of fact, I am thinking of getting married and a wife to go with me,” he said in a low voice with a slight blush.

“A wife! Wow, I had no idea. Who is this lucky lady?”

Edmund's flush deepened as he replied, “Amala Luther.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes. I have laid it all out for her. She prefers to get married instead of waiting until I return. She will go with me.”

“Wow, I am so happy for you, Edmund, and Amala, too.”

“The only other circumstance that needs to be considered is—-” Edmund stopped his words.

“Is what?”

“I must marry Amala before we ship out if I am to take her with me.”

“I would think so. What else?”

“I was worried that you might think it is too soon in respect to the memory of your parents, my uncle, and Aunt, for us to marry so quickly,” Edmund gravely explained.

“I do believe that all the circumstances justify your speedy marriage. I have seen the way the two of you look at each other. I know there is deep love by each of you for one another. I think you should put the ceremony off until the day before you sail. Then, you can have it performed as quietly as possible. But Damien and Yvon must lead the way for you and Amala to the altar. And, I will give away the bride,” he said with a broad smile. “Furthermore, again, dear friend, if there is anything I can do for you, surely you will let me know.”
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