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“Blue Envelope
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Daniel Roberts was sitting in his office, going through the mail, when his office peon entered. He had a blue envelope in his hand. He said, "Sir, the postman just delivered this envelope."

"Alright. Put it down," Daniel Roberts said absentmindedly.

The peon placed the envelope and left. Daniel Roberts kept reading the other letters. Finally, it was this envelope's turn. He slit it open, but before he could pull out the contents, the peon entered again and announced, "Sir, David Roman is here to see you."

"Show him in," Daniel Roberts said. The envelope remained in his hand, untouched, as he looked towards the door. The next moment, David Roman walked in. Daniel Roberts was a very old friend, and David Roman would visit him from time to time. Daniel Roberts rose from his chair and shook hands warmly.

"It’s been a long time since you visited."

"Ah, just been very busy. I was caught up in the accounts of my land," David Roman said with a smile.

"Come on, you’re joking. What accounts are you doing?" Daniel Roberts laughed.

"Brother, if I don’t do them, my manager Rahim will. He needs to be pulled by the ears constantly anyway."

"My dear, this habit of yours is very strange. You pull your poor servant's ears like a schoolboy whenever you feel like it," Daniel Roberts remarked. He had forgotten about the envelope.

"Oh, brother, you don’t know him. He’s a complete devil. He eats the best pieces of meat himself and leaves the scraps for me, my wife, and the children."

Daniel Roberts smiled. David Roman asked, "What are you up to?"

"I was just looking at the mail. Only this one envelope is left. Let me check it, then we’ll sit and chat properly."

"Yes, of course," David Roman said. Daniel Roberts blew into the envelope, slid two fingers inside, and then exclaimed, "Oh! There’s no paper inside—there’s a card!"

Saying this, he pulled out the card. Instantly, he jumped up violently. His eyes widened with terror. His body began to tremble, and his face turned pale. David Roman watched him in surprise.

"What’s wrong, Elias? Are you alright?"

But Daniel Roberts gave no reply. He kept trembling as if stricken with a fever from the cold. Then, with shaking hands, he rang the bell. The peon entered, and Daniel Roberts stammered, "Tell the driver to get the car ready. Quick."

The peon looked at him with astonishment and hurried out. David Roman said again, "What’s happened to you suddenly? You were fine just now, talking normally. What did you see?"

Daniel Roberts still didn’t reply. He then got up with a jerk and, staring blankly ahead, walked towards the office door and left. David Roman was left stunned, watching him. He had not expected this from him. Then he remembered the card that had caused this reaction.

He picked up the card. It was a rectangular, smooth white card. On one side was a picture of a black cat—nothing else.

David Roman’s mouth hung open in astonishment.
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Daniel Roberts drove blindly to his mansion. As soon as he drove the car inside, he shouted, "Aaron! Ryan! Shut all the doors immediately. Don’t let anyone inside. If anyone calls asking for me, say I’m not home. Don’t tell anyone anything about me."

Aaron and Ryan were his very loyal servants. They stared at him as if he had gone mad. But Daniel Roberts paid them no attention and rushed inside. His wife and children were also watching him in shock. This wasn’t his usual time to return from the office, and the way he looked utterly terrified, they were losing their wits.

"What in the world is going on?" His wife, Rosina Kane, asked quickly.

"Don’t ask anything. Just get all the doors and windows of the mansion shut immediately. Not a single door should remain open, or it’ll be terrible. He... he’ll come and then..." As he said this, his eyes widened with fear.

"Who will come? What are you talking about?"

"I’ll tell you later. First, get the doors closed. I’m going to the upstairs room. You come there." Saying this, he rushed upstairs frantically. In a state of panic, he barged into his room and locked the door from inside.

As he turned after locking the door, he froze. His body began to tremble. A masked man stood in the middle of the room. His clothes were black from head to toe. He wore a black hat on his head and dark glasses over his eyes. In his right hand was a black pistol. His hands were covered in black gloves. Perhaps he was smiling behind the mask.

"Death reaches wherever a man runs to escape it," he said in a cold, slow voice.

"No, no. I don’t want to die," Daniel Roberts said in a trembling voice.

"Everyone has to die one day. But your death was written by my hand. Look, you’ve run straight to me."

"You can’t escape either. If you kill me, you’ll get caught too," Daniel Roberts said helplessly.

"Don’t worry about that. Now measure the path to the next world."

Saying this, he fired. The bullet hit Daniel Roberts's right in the heart.

There was no loud bang from the gunshot—just a soft *click*, which meant the pistol had a silencer attached. A terrifying scream did escape Daniel Roberts’s mouth. The next moment, he fell to the floor, writhing. Just then, the sound of running footsteps was heard. The masked man stood against the wall. As the household members rushed into the room, he leapt out and ran downstairs. Aaron saw him and shouted with all his might: "There! There he goes! The murderer!"

But by then, he had leapt away and vanished from sight.
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**The Wallet and the Picture**


[image: ]




David Roman left Daniel Roberts’s office, sat in his car, and headed toward the police headquarters. He couldn’t understand what had just happened. The cat card was now in his pocket, and only he knew that Daniel Roberts had fled in terror because of it.

Alex Hunter was in his room, bent over some files. He only realized David Roman had arrived when the man entered the room, sat in a chair, and cleared his throat loudly. Alex Hunter looked up, startled.

"Huh? When did you get here?"

"If I hadn’t cleared my throat, it would’ve taken much longer," David Roman smiled.

"So, tell me. What’s the matter?"

"I’ve just come from Daniel Roberts’s office. A strange incident occurred there. I came here to report it," he explained.

"What happened? Is everything alright?" Alex Hunter asked worriedly.

"When I entered Seth’s office, he was opening an envelope. Then he started shaking hands with me. We exchanged a few sentences—meaning he was perfectly calm at that moment... Then he put two fingers into that envelope. But instead of a letter, a white card came out. The moment he saw it, his face went pale. In a state of shock, he got up and left, and I saw him drive away in his car. I kept asking what the matter was, but he gave no answer." David Roman fell silent.

"That’s strange. Did he take the card with him?" Alex Hunter asked.

"No. He left it there on the table."

"So you must have picked it up and looked at it. What was written on it?"

"Nothing was written. But there was a picture of a cat. A black cat."

"What?!" Alex Hunter was astonished.

"Yes. I have the card with me." Saying this, he took the card from his pocket and handed it over. Alex Hunter stared at the card in amazement, then jumped up in a flurry.

"Get up. Daniel Roberts’s life is in danger."

"What?" David Roman exclaimed in surprise.

"Yes, Rahman. You shouldn’t have come here. You should have followed him."

"I’m not a detective, brother."

"Come on, hurry." He rushed outside. David Roman had to follow.

On the other side, Richard Stone was coming. Alex Hunter saw him and said, "I’m going to Daniel Roberts’s mansion. His life is in danger." They got into David Roman’s car and headed to Daniel Roberts’s house...

When they arrived, a crowd had gathered in front of the house.

"It seems something’s gone wrong. We’re too late," Alex Hunter muttered.

"What do you mean?" David Roman was startled.

"As far as I can guess, Daniel Roberts is no longer in this world. Or at least, he’ll be found severely wounded."
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