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PROLOGUE
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THE SILENCE WAS LIKE a gaping void. It yearned to fill up with sounds or words of any sort ... anything for that matter. The stillness and darkness were what it was. To anyone else, the quietness would be eerily unnatural, like dawn devoid of birds warbling or the gentle swoosh of their wings. The peaceful calm was like the sun rising or, a whitetail deer grazing ever so gently over an open oat patch on a chilly and foggy November morning.

The stillness was so soundless, even more so than that of a shooting star through a night absent of any stars, whatsoever. After all, the Man upstairs had not thought of the stars, yet. It was a day where a soft down feather from a snow goose from the rolling prairies of Alberta would fall without drifting one way or the other. The tall winter grasses were straight and silent. The leaves from the nearby trees dangled, more or less, as if painted on an old cloth canvas backdrop.

Two years after the great battle on the western cliffs of Oregon in Black Rock Cove, Angelica Thompson sat in her archive room at the library, her eyes staring up at the portraits of Jonathan and Angelica Knight on the wall. Her mind reeled in thoughts. 

She continued to stare, her reading glasses sliding down to the end of her nose. She held the end of her pencil in her mouth while gently chewing on the end erasure.

The famous author, from proceeds she received in her Storm Lord Trilogy Series twenty-five years earlier, donated the funds needed to construct the new wing to the library. Surrounding her were rows of neatly lined up books with their spines facing outward. Each one was color-coded with dots and arranged in alphabetical order.

Angelica’s husband, Sheriff Kevin Connors, mentioned something to her about several articles, which covered the front page of the Headlight dating back to 1882.

Could it be? Could we finally have found to whom the body belonged? She and Shep, Kevin’s golden retriever, found the skeletal remains on the beach twenty-five years earlier, the first time they met.

She stopped her busily writing notes for her first novel after the Storm Lord Trilogy series and laughs lightly to herself. For some reason, their first kiss together flashed across her mind. There was something about it. She can’t forget how he lifted her up against him afterward while she gazed down into his bright green eyes. Oh, how wonderful it was when he spun her around and around in a circle, making her dizzy with love and laughter.

Shaking the dust off her memories, the prize-winning author continued to read the articles, one by one and was astonished no one could possibly remember this affair, which caused so much ink to flow in the town’s newspaper one hundred years earlier. 

She poured herself into the pages scouring page by page of the small text in the archived newsprint. She read until she was almost cross-eyed. The words merged into suspense. She became one with the story, in breathless rapture. The characters in her newest novel began to leap out at her...Abigail Guerin, Vincent Gideon, Shane Murdock, Blaise Holiday, Martin DuBois, and so many, many more.

The trial covered several weeks. She flipped open her laptop and began to google the story found in the headlight dated October twenty-seven, 1917. It appeared it wasn’t just the newspaper in Black Rock Cove, but many others across the country also covered this incomprehensible trial. 

The case was the most obscure that had ever challenged the perspicacity of the law officers, and the judges of the court. It occurred right there in the small seaside village of Black Rock Cove overlooking the mighty Pacific Ocean, out near Angelica’s cottage on the cliffside of the deep sea.

The problem associated with the court case and the solution to it baffled everybody who tried to find it. It was somewhat like a dramatic rebus like the first finding of America while Europe stood by and became intrigued.

Drew Johnson, the grandfather of Stephen Johnson, husband of Angelica’s daughter, Angel, was the lead reporter on the terrible crime covered in the trial. Indeed, what a trial it was! 

No one could recall or discover in their minds anything comparable, in its mystery of how such a tragedy could ever have taken place...much less in a small friendly community like Black Rock Cove.

However, young and aggressive journalist of the Portland Sentinel, Vincent Gideon, came to the Cove and tried to help unlock the secrets to the investigation.

When the court was in session, he brought in essential keys to this incredible mystery. The more Angelica read, the more she realized he didn’t tell the whole truth and nothing but the truth. Her keen ability to be able to read between the lines was a natural-born talent.

He only told so much of his story that allowed his good friend to receive an acquittal. On one page after another of the archived newspapers, the reasons, which he had for his reticence, never made it clear. They just never became identified. No matter how many different editions of numerous newspapers, the award-winning author turned. 

Better still, the time had come for Drew Johnson’s friend from college, Vincent Gideon, to speak out fully. Indeed, you, the reader, will learn it all ahead.

Without further a due, the following pages will lay to rest the mystery of ROSENTHALL – Bête Maléfique des Bois.
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CHAPTER ONE
An Assassin’s Attack in Black Rock Cove
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ANGELICA SLID HER FINGER down a blurred page of an article in the Black Rock Cove Headlight that continued from the front page. The date stamped on the upper right-hand side was October twenty-seven, 1917. A subtitle appeared that read, An Assassin’s Attack in Black Rock Cove. It was a story written by a young contributing journalist, Drew Johnson, of Black Rock Cove’s local newspaper and picked up by the Portland Sentinel, making the front-page news. 

She continued reading, wanting to find everything written about the event. The other building on her estate outside town was one and the same, the location where this dramatic event took place, the Knight Estate.

She continued to read the articles, each one improvising a vice-like grip on her mind. Angelica ran her finger gently across the faded ink of the archived newspaper, reading line by line, word by word.

Something caught Angelica’s eye, like a sparkle of a sparkler on July Fourth. She walked over to a nearby shelf and found an old journal sticking out from the shelf a few inches. The red-leather book, bound and tied together with a yellowed cotton string, appeared not to have been open in years. The cover was cracked and dry with age. The thin volume smelled faintly of pipe tobacco and dust.

The pages inside were brittle, and what remained of the book’s original stitching was barely holding the front and back together. 

A faint scrawl on the inside of the cover declared that the journal once belonged to Drew Johnson, a young journalist who wrote for the Headlight in the early part of the century. 

The first page began in the middle of a sentence, suggesting either a page was missing, or there was another chapter before the one she started reading. Unfortunately, the journal’s poor condition made it impossible to tell which, as other pages had found their way to the back of the journal.

Angelica turned the first page of the book. They almost became delicate snowflakes with every touch of her hand. Many people would only have left this book on the shelf without as much as a backward glance. But, not this New York Times best-selling author.

*****
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THESE ARE THE ONLY details we have been able to derive from the ongoing investigation. The state of despair in which Professor William Knight, Nobel Prize Winner in Physics, is plunged and the impossibility that any information gained from the lips of the victim have rendered the authorities and those investigative officers of justice much difficulty. 

In his review of the evidence, no one can form the least idea of what passed in the research laboratory in question at the Knight Estate on October twenty-third, 1917.

Angelica stopped reading. Her mind tumbled in a million directions. She went back to the first time she met Kevin, a sheriff’s deputy in Black Rock Cove and the unsolved case of the body she and his dog Shep found near the beach, not far from her cottage. She got up, poured herself another cup of coffee, and returned to the conference table where the aged journal captured her complete attention. She lifted her writing pencil and bit down on the erasure. She paused and took notes after reading paragraph after paragraph.

*****
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ELIZABETH KNIGHT, IN her blood-covered white nightgown, was lying on the floor in the agonies of death, barely breathing when her father and his assistant finally were able to get the door open to her room and found her. 

The elegant carved and gilt bed, which stood in the custom of French bedroom chambers, on a raised red long-leaf pine platform off the floor, was in fearful confusion. Bloodstains saturated the pillows and splattered all over the nearby curtains.

It was clear as could be that there had been a terrible struggle between Elizabeth Knight and an assassin. The life fluid drained out of her. Her skin took on the sallowness of a corpse. She had lost all control of her limbs.

It appeared more than evident that when first attacked, the damsel leaped out of bed to face her would-be murderer. Although wounded severely, nothing stopped her trying to find the door in the darkness. In many places across the walls in the room were the findings of bloody finger marks.

She appeared to have been violently drug into the middle of the bedroom. On several pieces of furniture, long and beautiful strands of her blonde hair were stuck to the wood with what seemed to be her blood. 

Blaise Holiday, Sheriff in Black Rock Cove, was able to interview Papa Joe within only hours after the crime was committed. Because of my friendship with the family, he allowed me to present the questioning to Papa Joe, the old servant, and aide-de-camp to Professor William Knight, having been in his service for over thirty years.

Angelica turned the page to where the writings continued on Page Twelve...

*****
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PAPA JOE ENTERED THE room at the same time as the Professor. The old man had a tassel of white hair circling around his oily balding scalp and a withered face. His back hunched slightly by his many years of life, not to mention a large stomach, which seemed to pull him over. 

The one-room accommodation adjoined the research laboratory. The two rooms were located in the main Pavilion along the cliffside close to where his great-grandfather, Jonathan Knight, built their cottage many years before. It was established, not much further than four hundred meters or so on the widened dirt road that meandered back towards the main highway leading into the small seaside village.

A telegraph with the news from Black Rock Cove received at the Portland Sentinel alerted other investigative reporters, of the urgency to catch the midnight train to small Pacific coastline community.

One journalist didn’t want to be scooped by other journalists. He left the city after packing a small duffle bag with a few changes of clothes and rushed to the railway station.

Because of Drew Johnson’s familiarity with the family and his travels with the Professor on speaking occasions, Blaise Holiday, Sheriff of Black Rock Cove, allowed him to assist in the questioning of Papa Joe.

The Sheriff sent his men out looking for clues, knowing it would be difficult in the dark, but still necessary. He pulled a chair up to the nearby conference table in the laboratory and turned the questioning over to the local reporter.

“It was after midnight, about twelve-thirty,” Papa Joe explained to Drew Johnson in his interview. The honest white-headed old man spoke with quiet but desperate determination. “I was in the laboratory where Professor Knight was still working when the horrifying crime took place. It was terrible, I tell you. Just terrible!” 

“What were you doing at the time, Papa Joe?” The door to the laboratory opened and closed with a loud bang.

“I had been cleaning and organizing all of the Professor’s apparatuses. I thought he was going to retire early, but he remained working until well after midnight trying, I suppose, to get ready for a speaking engagement in Portland next week.” There was a pensive shimmer in the shadow of his eyes.

“What time was it that Elizabeth stopped working?” He asked, wanting to put all the pieces of the puzzle together.

“Miss Lizzie had been working with her father until just about midnight.”

“How are you so sure of the time?”  Drew leaned back in the armchair he was sitting. Like the bed in the victim’s room, the chair made a statement of authority. It was ostentatious in its detailing. The gold inlay was brilliant, and the different shades of red colors were deep as any red poppy.

“I heard the twelve strokes of midnight sound by the cuckoo clock that hangs on the back wall in the Professor’s laboratory.”

“What happened then?”

Before each question, Papa Joe paused; his head tilted to the side just a smidgen, and then delivered his answer to the inquiry.

“Miss Lizzie rose up from her work table, walked over and gave her father a kiss, and bade him a good night.” The old man leaned back and fit his fingers together.

“Where did she go?” His eyebrows rose inquiringly.

“She walked past me and bid me a good night, as well, opened the door and went into the sleeping quarters attached to the workshop. I heard her lock the door behind her and slide the bolt across. I looked over at the Professor and began laughing and said, ‘She must be afraid of the Beast!” He answered in a rush of words.

“The beast! What did the Professor say when you said that?”

“Actually, Mister Johnson, he said nothing. I don’t think he heard me. He was deeply involved in what he was doing at the time.” His finger tapped on the table where he was sitting.

“I went about my cleaning of the instruments and putting them where they belonged. God knows how much I was getting perturbed at the annoying sound of Jasper. He kept crying this awful meow while staring at his water bowl. He was spoiled. Lizzie changed his water every few hours. He kept staring at me, wanting me to change it.” He added with a slight smile of defiance.

“Jasper, is his name?”

“Yes, that damn black cat. That tomcat runs free outside. He doesn’t look like a stray. That cat is as well-fed as any inside cat. To be honest, the scraps we feed him from the Citadel Inn near the village are far better than any cat food. His coat shines like he is off to some cat show.”  Papa Joe’s gentle laugh rippled through the air.

“That cat drives me and everyone else around here crazy sometimes. He is so loud. He lives his life outside during the day as a feline ninja, waging war on any feathered friends that might get close to the laboratory.”

“He cries at everything.” His eyes had a burning faraway look to them.

“He was meowing, over and over. I told myself I wasn’t going to get any sleep with that stupid mouse-chaser crying all night.” Restlessly, his hand stroked the arm of his chair.

“Where is it you live, Papa Joe?”

He hesitated a moment before responding, running his finger down a small crack in the wood on the tabletop. “I live in the attic, which was converted into living quarters attached to the research lab and above the room where Miss Lizzie resides. It has been the wishes of the Professor that she should not stay alone through the night so far outside of town by herself.”

“Why didn’t she want to go back to the chateau?”

“It was the fancy of Lizzie to spend the late spring and the summer months at the guest quarters attached to the lab. No doubt, she found it more cheerful than her room in the cottage up the road. She has stayed here for the last four years, ever since it was built back in nineteen hundred and thirteen.”

“With the return of winter around the corner, Miss Lizzie will go back to the main cottage up the road. There is no fireplace in the room where she sleeps next to the lab.”

“Let me ask. When Lizzie went to bed that evening, did the Professor keep working on his projects, or did he go back to his cottage?”

The sheriff sat at the end of the table, sipping brandy and smoking a cigar. Drew was doing well with his interrogation, and he continued to jot down notes without interruption.

Papa Joe continued. “After she retired, he was quietly sitting at his workbench, being reticent, in deep thought about something.  As for me, I sat on a chair and simply stared at him, always amazed at the man. He is most intelligent. He has a vast amount of knowledge and, how do I say it, just an amazing individual!” He lifted his head alertly. “You do know he was just nominated for the Nobel Prize in Physics for the second time?”

“Yes, I do. Continue, Papa Joe.”

“If the Professor had ever known failure in his life, it never shows. Everything from how he walks, how he holds himself, even to the way he speaks has an air of confidence. His appearance reflects the look of unassailable confidence. 

He always holds his head up high and gently smiles when greeted by anyone. He amazes anyone who ever meets him. Such confidence beams from his eyes. Most people that know him would say he can accomplish anything.” 

Like so many others, Papa Joe fell into step behind him. That was that. Professor William Knight was his matriarch. 

Drew responded after writing in his journal a few sentences. “Yes. Yes, I do. May we get back to what happened? So, what you are saying is that it was reticent during the evening? Is that a fair assumption?”

“Yes, silent. Like I said except for the interruptions from that damn cat. I would like to say it was eerie; it was so quiet in the laboratory. Because of that, I think, the would-be assassin certainly must have thought that we had all left the place.”

“Why do you use the words ‘would-be,' Papa Joe?” He shrugged his shoulders to hide his confusion.

“Because Mister Johnson, we are all praying for Miss Lizzie to recover. The doctor has been with her for the last several hours. She lost a lot of blood, but she still lives!”

“I understand. Very well, what happened after midnight?”

“Suddenly, the Westminster Clock on the end table by the workbench was echoing through the lab, sounding the eight notes after midnight jingle. A loud and desperate outcry broke out in the room where Miss Lizzie was sleeping.”

“What do you mean an ‘outcry broke out’? Explain what you heard, please.” He stared intensely at Papa Joe, baffled.

“It was Miss Lizzie’s voice screaming. She kept crying, ‘Murderer! Murderer! Help, please! Help! Father!’ 

It was, but only a moment after hearing her shouting, the sound of a pistol shot rang out.” He said in a rush of words, significantly lifting of his brows. He began to shake as the fearful images built in his mind. “I rushed to the door and could hear furniture being thrown all around. There was a terrible struggle taking place in her room.”

“What did you do then?” He hesitated a moment, then continued. “What happened next?”

“The screams became louder than ever. They tore through me like that of a great shard of glass. My eyes widened. My pulse quickened. I hastened to the door and shouted, ‘Open the door, Miss Lizzie! Open the door!” Perspiration began to build on Papa Joe’s forehead and ran down the side of his face. Miss Lizzie’s screams had made his blood run cold. 

He continued. “My feet felt like lead and the floor like mud, sucking me down!”

A glazed look of despair crossed his face. He resumed. “The professor rushed up beside me, shouting excitedly. He started beating his fist on her door. Tension grew on his face. He called out repeatedly, ‘Open the door! Open the door!’”

“What happened after you opened the door?”

“We didn’t open the door! We couldn’t. It was dead-bolted from the inside! I looked at the Professor. Blood was coming from both of his fists.”

“Did you have a key?”

“Yes. The professor has one but never uses it respecting her privacy. I watched as his hands trembled. He had difficulty placing the key in the keyhole. He couldn’t get it to fit. The more time it took for him to get the key in the keyhole, the more anxious Professor Knight became.  At last, he turned the doorknob and opened the door!” He paused to catch his breath.

“What did you see?” Drew was anxious for a response. The anxiety shown by Papa Joe had his own heart beating rapidly.

“Nothing but the backside of the other door. It would only open the outside lock, not the inside.” His teeth began to chatter, and his body trembled.

“Outside.”

“Yes, Miss Lizzie had dead-bolted the other door from the inside.”

“Go ahead, Drew. What did you and the Professor do next?”

Drew kept talking without responding to Drew’s question. “Then, Miss Lizzie screamed again, ‘Murderer! Help! Father! Help me, Father!’”

“She screamed?”

“Yes. The Professor shouted again. I was holding my breath. My heart was racing faster. He shouted repeatedly, but no answer. Again, no answer!”

“Papa Joe, this must have been a difficult moment for the Professor. What did he do? He must have been beside himself.”

“The screams were dreadful. They tore through me like a dagger in his chest. It's hard to describe the emotions that struck our insides. My heart was pounding like a rock rattling in a box. There wasn’t anything any of us could do!” Drops of moisture continued to cling to his forehead. He renewed his response with Drew.

“I cried and cried as if my brain was being shredded from the inside. If pain could flow, it flowed out of every pore I possessed. Then again, the Professor screamed Lizzie’s name, but she did not answer.”

“What happened after your many attempts to get the door open?”

“The Professor’s face turned pale as a ghost. We threw ourselves against the massive wooden entry. The top and bottom, even the sides, lay so utterly flush with the frame. There was no hope of prying it open.” He paused and gulped down a drink from his water glass. His eyes continued to darken with pain. “Even if there was a way, we had nothing to pry with. We looked all around the lab. Nothing!”

“So, the two of you throwing your bodies against the door couldn’t budge it?”

“No, sir, not even if we had a crowbar. As I told you, Lizzie locked the door solid from the inside. To make matters even more complicated, it was deadbolted, too.” His grief surged with each expelled breath he took. He could not stop the tears that spilled from his helpless eyes.

During the interview, Drew experienced a rush of emotions. “My God, Joe, what was the Professor doing all this time? I can’t even imagine.”

“We tried to force it open over and over and over. The professor hurled himself at the door, slamming hard against it. He then slid to the floor and lay there looking stunned and in terrible pain. Again, the door did not budge. No luck. The entry remained firm.”

“Keep going! What happened next?”  

“He snapped. He lost his struggle to keep from going crazy! His mind cracked. He went berserk and tried to break the door down again. He was stricken with panic. He was a madman, I tell you. He cried as if his brain was being frayed from the inside!”

Drew understood totally of Papa Joe’s explanation. “Any father in this situation would go crazy not being able to get the door open.” His face was bleak with sorrow.

“Yes, I agree. We both paused to catch our breath. Again, we heard Lizzie scream, ‘Help! Please, Father, help!’”

“The Professor continued to shower terrible blows on the door and began to weep with rage. He sobbed with despair. In his exasperation, he leaned against the wall, and with clenched teeth, and mad with rage, he kept shouting, over and over. ‘Lizzie! Lizzie! Lizzie! He was losing his mind...again.

He was so afraid. Pale from exhaustion, he sank to the floor. The blood. Oh, God, it was everywhere. Some thick drops of congealed blood clung to the top of his knuckles. It was an awful sight.”

“What did you finally do when you and the Professor couldn’t get the door open?”

“I finally realized that the Professor and I couldn’t budge the door and thought of another way in. It came to me that the only window was outside and along the edge of the cliff. I rushed away and went outdoors and hurried to the back of the building.” He answered in a rush of words. Tears bordered his eyes.

“Getting back there in the dark was somewhat tricky, but I was able to sneak carefully to the building wall and found I could reach it.

I could still hear the horrible, unnatural cries of agony and terror coming from the bedroom. Two of the servants, Miss Lizzie’s devoted maid and Arthur, the Professor’s valet, roused by the sound of the gunshots, had risen in haste and rushed to the building.”

“Lizzie’s maid, outside her building at one o’clock in the morning. Strange. Keep going, Joe.” 

“On my way running along the outside of the pavilion, I passed them rushing to where I was standing. Still, behind the doors giving access to the suite of Miss Lizzie, the groans and sighs grew weaker.”

“Did they assist you in getting in through the window?”

“I explained to them what was happening and directed Arthur inside to help the Professor with the door. He was younger than I was and much stronger. Harriett and I were, in only a matter of a minute, standing below the window of the room where Lizzie was screaming.”

“Was it broken? Did you see the assassin? Was that where he escaped?”

“No, sir,” he said. “A sliver of moonlight spilled across where I was standing. It was not enough to ignite the entire area brightly. The small glow was sufficient, however, to navigate between the side of the cliff and the edge of the building.  I could see that no one touched the window. There was not one disturbance whatsoever. The bars were still intact on the outside that protected it. The blinds inside were still drawn closed.” Confused, he wandered near the doorway to the room as the Professor and others are preparing to take Miss Lizzie back to the main house on a stretcher. He returned to the table to where the Sheriff and Drew were sitting.

“Papa Joe, please. Please continue. Tell us why no one escaped through the window.” He said smoothly, with no expression on his face.

“I had gone in the morning and closed them, just as I do each morning. The slats of the shutters remained closed. Just as I left them. Lizzie had told me not to worry about them, and she would close them herself. I insisted that I do it. The iron latch held the blinds closed on the inside. From what I could see, there was no disturbance. None, whatsoever.”

“I don’t understand, Papa Joe. If you could not get in the latched door because it was deadbolt locked from the inside and the window was not disturbed, then how did the assassin escape?” He shrugged his shoulders to hide his confusion.

“I am not sure. The assassin could not have escaped or gained entry through the window. Neither could I get in.”

“That doesn’t make sense, not one at all. The lock on the door of the room was secure on the inside, requiring a key. The deadbolt was not unlocked. The blinds on the only window in the chamber were also latched securely from the inside.” The reporter paused to collect his breath. He turned the page in his small red journal and wrote down additional notes. “It doesn’t make any sense.” He shook his head right and left.

“It may not, but those are the only two ways into or out of the room. The door to the chamber on the inside and the closed and securely latched window high on the wall facing the ocean.”

“Papa Joe, was Lizzie still screaming?” He spoke eagerly.

“No. Miss Lizzie had stopped all sounds. I was afraid she was no longer breathing. The only sounds we could hear while standing at the window were those of Arthur and William beating on the door inside, trying to break it down.” His brows creased with worry.

“Did you and Harriett go back inside?”

“Yes. We hurried back inside the pavilion. When we arrived, we could see, in spite of the furious attempts of William and Arthur, to gain entry and burst the door open, the entry was still holding and hadn’t budged one inch.” He drank from a glass of water on the table. Perspiration fell down the side of his face.

“Thank you, Papa Joe. I know this is difficult for you. Tell me, how did you finally get the door open?”

Papa Joe reached up with his left hand and rubbed his right shoulder. A grimace of pain showed on his face. “When I got back inside, I joined them with my efforts, and my shoulder slamming the door. In a matter of a few more minutes, with three men banging against it at the same time, the doorframe began to give way.  It was not difficult at all after the side casings came loose. It was because of our united effort at trying to get the door open that we were successful.” 

I gazed over at the professor standing there. He had a glazed look on his face and his hands covered in blood. There was nothing that would stand in his way from getting the door open.”

“What did you find after you got in?”

Tears began to fill Joe’s eyes. He could not hold back the sadness of what he had seen. After a brief pause to gather his composure, he continued. “Harriett held a lamp from the laboratory and walked up, lighting the entire chamber. There was in our nostrils the horrible smell of spilled blood.

Harriett fell to her knees. An awful sight beheld us. The room was bright enough to see.”

Papa Joe stared over the shoulder of the young reporter. His thoughts shot through his mind, focusing on a photograph of the Professor and his daughter on the wall. He stirred uneasy in his chair and continued. “Her accommodations were not very large but were just the right size for Lizzie to relax if she got tired late at night working. She would go inside frequently to rest and read a good novel.” He paused. A gentle smile crossed his face and then faded quickly. “Oh, how that young girl loved to read.” He pressed the fingers of both of his hands against his eyes. He rubbed them lightly. They burned with weariness.

“I have to tell you, Mister Johnson, that room was not very large, not more than three-hundred or so square feet. Lizzie had it furnished with a large double size bed, two small night tables, a dressing table with an oval mirror over it, and one wingback chair.”

“What did you do when you got the door open?” He leaned back, suppressing a sigh, and glanced over at the Sheriff Holiday. He stopped jotting down notes and leaned up over the table, attentive to how Papa Joe was going to answer the question.

“Harriett and I were still in awe at what we saw. After a brief moment, we rushed inside. By the bright light of the lamp, we all froze in our tracks. Miss Lizzie, in her white nightgown, lay on the wooden floor amidst the greatest disorder. Demonstrating a violent struggle, the chairs had been overturned. The bed curtains, torn down, lay on the floorboards, and there were splashes of blood everywhere.

From the appearance of the bed and the covers off the side, Lizzie, no doubt, had undoubtedly been drug from where she was sleeping.”  His expression stilled. He grew more serious. In that one instant, his skin turned pale, his mouth hung with lips slightly parted, and his eyes widened as far as they could stretch.

“Blood covered almost every inch of her nightgown. There were dreadful scratches on her neck, at least a foot long. The flesh was peeled back, torn by fingernails or –.” A ghastly whiteness overspreads his cheeks. His eyes widened.
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