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​To my daughters, Vanessa and Stephanie.
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PROLOGUE

...to have loved and lost
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I, Agatha McDonald, take thee, Jimmy Johnson, to be my wedded husband; to have and to hold from this day forward, for better for worse, for richer for poorer, in sickness and in health; to love, cherish, and to OBEY, till DEATH us do part, according to God’s holy ordinance; and thereto I give thee my troth.

I think many of us if we stopped and thought about it, would agree that the loss of someone you love is perhaps one of the most significant reasons for suffering in our lives.

Whether it’s the loss of a mother or a father, a close friend, your first girlfriend or boyfriend, or spouse, the stripping of someone we love and care about from our life is always demanding of our emotions.

We are never ever quite the same.

Time and the intervention of God during these times may lighten the pain... and in some of the cases even remove it. But, that lost relationship has most definitely left a mark on us. We might not know it at times, but in some mysterious way, it leaves an indelible mark on us and helps form who we are today!

Let’s stop and think about something for a moment. Yes, our life would be more comfortable if we could just wipe away the pain and suffering caused by a loss, but, on the other hand, we would be giving our farewell to all the beautiful and most cherished moments of all.

It seems to me that God Almighty places people in our lives to help guide us and to help reveal his love and presence in this world through those we care about.

*****
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IN THIS NOVEL, TERRENCE Thomas finds true love only to lose it and again find it. The ups and downs of the emotions associated with the characters in this story might, at times, be challenging to follow, but all gets explained at the end of Book Two.

Happy reading.
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Chapter ONE

The Grand Wedding 
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It was a sunlit day in late spring, and the sky held a soft hazel blue color. If one looked around, they wouldn’t be able to tell it was spring. The white coat of snow melted from the sunlight.

You couldn’t tell it was spring because most of the trees had resurrected and were standing tall and with bright green leaves resting on all of their branches. The blossoms were like cake frosting on the shrubs in delicious creams and pinks.

The wintertime should still be in force, but the spring pushed it back to moderate temperatures. There was a gentle breeze one doesn’t notice unless they stop and be present in the moment.

Everywhere one looked women were donning the bright attire suitable for the season... bright yellows, blues, and pinks. Birds all along the seashore in the trees could be heard caroling on the topmost boughs. From every nest, if one listened carefully, they could hear chirps of joy from the little ones.

It is the weekend, and Valentines was being celebrated all over town. There were weddings in several parts of the seaside village of Black Rock Cove. All of the restaurants were booked up fully with possible reservations as much as two weeks into the future.

Businesses were thriving. All was well in Black Rock Cove as it came alive for the springtime. Even in the nearby fishing areas boats were filling up their harvest within half a day. 

Dressmakers all over town had orders for people that they rushed to completing for the weddings planned.

The day before there was a wedding in the St. Paul’s Lutheran Church downtown. It is a most charming church located past the downtown square, verdant with lawns, and umbrageous with leafy poplar trees.

There were fountains everywhere where birds could get their daily baths before snacking on plenty of bird feed supplied to the area by the city of Black Rock Cove. The Lutheran Church each year holds most of the weddings because of its seating number and how beautiful the setting was with large and beautiful stained-glass windows.

Today, however, was no different than on other weekend days. The Church was holding another wedding. Many innocent bystanders who were not part of the marriage sat in the benches along the sidewalk to see if the bride was pretty or not.

Two men, dressed quite handsomely looking, were invited to the Sunday wedding, each with a white carnation on their lapel standing under a nearby cypress tree in the shade watching the many people who were arriving.

This was one wedding where many of the arrivals were the who’s who of Black Rock Cove. They continued to stare and point at many of the beautiful women who were let out of the long stretch limousines.

“Jesus Christ,” said the shorter of the two men, “isn’t that the Collins. They have more money than anyone in the city, and they’re arriving in a taxi cab. Now that, my friend, is unusual. I wonder what it can mean?” His infectious grin set the tone of the conversation.

His companion, a man of six feet four inches, replied. “They must be trying to save their money for their daughter’s wedding if there will ever be one.”

“I know what you mean. That woman is ugly enough to make a horse bolt with fright, and one who never smiles. She’s always frowning.” He paused and pointed his finger at her as she got out of the taxi. “Look there! She looks like she has been sucking on a sour lemon.” He couldn’t control his burst of laughter.

“It doesn’t matter what she looks like, you would still marry her tomorrow for all the money that would come along with it! I bet her father would put a million dollars in your bank account if you were to marry her.” He added, in a lower, huskier tone.

“You are mistaken. I enjoy wine, women, and song entirely too much to be drawn to marry her, even if her father were to put a million dollars in my account.”

“That ugly?” He let out a long, audible breath.

“No, I have an uncle that has as much as Collins.”

“Ah, I know who you speak of... your Uncle John. You know what they say? Uncles who have money will grow old, but they never die.”

“You are right. The old man is over sixty and still rides a horse and works cattle every day. He enjoys good health, just as any other man would.”  He hesitated a moment. “You can’t look at an attractive woman without falling in love with her. You are so easy, my friend. They take your money and bingo, you don’t see them any longer. Remember last year your heart was badly stricken with Agatha McDonald?”

“Indeed, I hear what you say, but I have gotten over her. The best proof of that is I have come to her wedding.”

“Surely you jest, my friend. You have only come to show her father that you don’t hold a grudge. He sure closed the doors in your face, didn’t he? Besides, did you ever figure out where this eligible bachelor came from that stole her affection from you? Who is this Jimmy Johnson?” He muttered hastily.

“I’m not sure. There’s not one person I’ve talked to that knows who he is or where he came from.” His voice hardened ruthlessly.

“Look, there are the Smith twins... whoa, now they are quite nice. Maybe we should—.” His sentence fell short.

“You know, if he had been any good, the Collins would have jumped on him for their own daughter.”

“All I know is that he came into Black Rock Cove like a bombshell about eight months ago. Some people I talk to say he made a fortune in the silver mines outside Mexico City.”

“I think Agatha was introduced to him at the Collins house.”

“That makes total sense, said the tall companion. If Johnson had been a great catch for the Collins’ daughter, they would have done so at that time.”

“My understanding is that she fell in love with Johnson the first night she met him. I suppose I became chopped liver, I don’t really know.”

“Yep, it’s a love match, then!” He said while still watching the single ladies climb out of each arriving vehicle in front of the church.

“Old man McDonald isn’t one to lightly give his daughter away haphazardly.”

“Excuse me! That old man is said to have been very wild when he was young. He hasn’t changed his lifestyle in middle age. He is said to have a fortune, as well. Maybe not as much as the Collins, but he doesn’t have to worry about how to pay his bills.”

The men continued to draw down on their cigars while watching the many guests continuing to arrive at the church.

“Look there! It’s Ronnie Kiefer, McDonald's accountant. I’m sure he is well aware of the amount of money McDonald has.” Thomas said quickly.

“He’s a strange man. I sometimes notice him at the Woodlands Country Club. Every time I see him, he is looking at the women who come and go.”

“Nothing’s wrong with that. You and I are standing here staring at the women, too.”

“Not the same. The man looks at the women with a very unusual expression on his face. I can’t explain it, but something isn’t quite right with him.”

“Hold it! Look there. It’s Freddie Walker.” He stared blankly with his mouth partly opened.

The old man possessed a fringe of grey-white hair around his balding, mottled scalp. He had a wizened face and a back which was slightly hunched.  With each of his movements, there was the creak of old bones. He had the resigned look of one who knew that at his age, life stopped giving and was only taking away.

“I didn’t know he knew Agatha.” Thomas couldn’t help himself from pondering.

“He doesn’t. Perhaps he knows the bridegroom. When we go to the club later on today, I will ask him about this Jimmy Johnson. Freddie is a walking encyclopedia. He knows everything about everyone.”

“Quiet! Look, here comes the bride!”

Agatha was the kind of girl that women loved to hate. She was grown up at twenty-one, but so young that she still possessed the exuberance of youth.

The bride had that movie star look, not overly tall and willowy, but more like an action star like Marilyn Monroe, who just married Joe DiMaggio.

The soon-to-be-married bride walked with the confidence of someone a decade older. She wasn’t just flawless in her bone structure, her skin was like silk over a glass, and she glowed with an intelligent beauty.

“No doubt, she arrives in a stretch Bentley Rolls. Look how big that car is.”

The door opened. Out stepped Agatha McDonald.

“Whoa! Agatha is bewitchingly beautiful,” said Terrence Thomas, who no doubt still had eyes for Agatha. He felt his lips stretch wider into a gaping grin. His eyebrows arched for the sky.

As she walked up towards the steps in the church, the two men continued to draw on their cigars. Terrence’s eyes remained frozen on her beauty. She was bewitchingly beautiful with her big blue eyes, her alabaster skin and yes, those ripe, smiling lips. Agatha was a haughty Creole beauty, softened by winsomeness.

She continued walking and about to ascend the steps into the church looking every bit that of an angelic vision. All around the two men, a murmur of admiration could be heard by those who waited outside the building to get a glance of her as she first arrived.

Jeremy McDonald gave his arm to his daughter. He took great care of himself and stayed out of the sun. The father appeared much younger than he was. He was very tall, six feet six inches, his nose aquiline and he wore a curly black mustache, twirled up on the ends.

“Hey, Terrence, I could care less to have Mister McDonald as my father-in-law.” He whispered in his friend’s ear. “He looks like somebody who doesn’t put up with any bullshit.”

“Never mind that, Rusty. Here comes the groom! Damn, I see why she is going to marry him. He is one good looking bastard! How old do you think he is? Thirty? Forty? He’s so pale looking. Obviously, he doesn’t get outdoors much.” His heart enlarged with a feeling he had thought long since dead.

“Look there! Who’s that old crone going in with him? Must be his mother?”

“I don’t think so. My understanding is that Johnson has no family here in Black Rock Cove. He came here by himself.”

Another man overheard them and said, “McDonald has loaned his cousin to Jimmy Johnson so that he doesn’t walk into the church with no one on his arm.”

Rusty replied, “She’s a nice addition to his arrival, I must say. She is every bit eighty. Maybe she and Freddie Walker ought to get together.” The shorter companion laughed. “He has to hold her up as they climb the stairs.”

“We must consider going in, Rusty.” He quirked his eyebrows questioningly.

“The church won’t be crowded. Jeremy has very few friends. And Johnson had none.”

“Here, over here, Terrence. Let’s go in here. We can go in right by the front row. Come!” Said, Zeiner, as he started walking in the direction of the side door, which was another access to the inside of the church.

Rusty took and nudged his friend in the side with his elbow and said in a light whisper, “Would you look at that! One would swear that’s—.” A surprised look crossed his face while his sentence was cut short.

“What the hell? You’re right. It’s Charlene. What on earth is she doing here?”

“The last time I saw her, she was getting her food down on Main Street at the food bank! This doesn’t make any sense. Look at that diamond ring she has on her finger! Boy, times sure have changed for her!”

“Come on, Rusty. Let’s get on inside. We can talk about Charlene later. We don’t want to be late.” He spoke in an odd yet gentle tone.

The bride and groom were at the front of the church near the altar. The bride’s father stood by his daughter, and the eighty-year-old strange woman stood next to the groom.

Looking around in the church, the pews on the left side was full of the rich and famous. All the aristocracy who Jeremy McDonald was a part of.

On the right side, the pews remained totally empty. No one showed and sat down that had any relations with Jimmy Johnson. Then, just before services started, two men, both dressed in gray suits, came and sat down on the second pew. Strange indeed.

Thomas and Zeiner had no problem finding their seats on the left side of the house of worship. They sat near the choir. They were, of course, invited by Agatha’s father, although not sure why.

Terrence’s Uncle John was good friends with Jeremy Johnson and fought in World War II together. Zeiner did all he could to remain in his uncle’s good graces as he stood to inherit a fortune one day.

Thomas was invited as a result of Agatha’s father rubbing in the fact that he was not the one who was going to marry his daughter. Little did any of them know that when word came that Agatha would not be marrying him, he went right back to living life as he had done before, which would not fail to bring him to ruin. That’s for sure.

Terrence, however, could not help but think about what happened in his relationship with Agatha. All he knew is that she almost overnight turned cold and no longer had eyes for him. He didn’t think he did anything wrong to deserve such a cold shoulder, but it happened, all the less.

Then, Jeremy went to pass the winter down in Louisiana, and on his return, he began to live in comparative retirement. It was then that word around was that he met a young man by the name of Jimmy Johnson who was quite wealthy, but unknown in the Black Rock Cove community, where he had just arrived after an extended stay in Mexico City.

Poor Thomas confessed that his own fortune was not one to tempt the father to consider letting his daughter have his hand in marriage. He resigned himself from thinking so. As he sat on the pew staring at Agatha, the wedding of she and Johnson made him feel very sad, and he didn’t come by choice.

All Terrence could do was sit silently in his seat and stare gloomily at the bride, who most definitely appeared lovelier than he had ever seen her before, under her lengthy veil.

Rusty wasn’t impressed with the bride. His eyes were for the many guests on the left side of the church, the ladies especially. He kept scrutinizing all the visitors and noticed there were some of the women who had not been invited to the ceremony. That is when he saw Charlene again. Her presence still wore on his thoughts and greatly puzzled the young man.

He continued to stare at her and notice she was exchanging glances at someone in the back of the church. There were too many people to figure out who she was looking at.

The church choir was different compared to other choirs that didn’t sing hymns. Their voices were almost like angels, high notes soaring over the clouds, graceful notes dancing on the staves. They all sang for God and the couple exchanging their vows in front of the altar!

The ceremony began. The young couple listened attentively.

*****
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FREDDIE WALKER ENTERED the church a few minutes late. He was a confirmed bachelor. Although he was more than seventy years of age, he appeared so contented with his life.

He gazed at the groom with the sympathetic curiosity of a man who looks on while a friend departs the shoreline for some long away destination.

The minister announced that Agatha and Johnson may exchange their rings and were pronounced by the holy words of the pastor that they were husband and wife.

A broad smile stretched broadly across the face of Walker. His face assumed an indefinable expression.

Rusty leaned over and whispered to Terrence. “Does the old man envy them their happiness? Or, could he be laughing at their mistake of tying the knot under his breath?”

“Neither one, my dear friend. Freddie is a benevolent philosopher. He knows that conjugal happiness doesn’t last long. However, I somewhat think that he is making sincere wishes for Jimmy Johnson’s and hoping that it may never end.”

Rusty changed the subject quickly. “Look over there in the corner by the organ player!”

“At what, Rusty?”

“Those three strange-looking men. Maybe Johnson invited them. They don’t look like they belong here. I’ve never seen them before.”

“Nonsense. You are getting paranoid. The church is always open to everyone. They probably just came in from the street to admire the beautiful bride.”

“I don’t think so. I have been watching those guys. They haven’t taken their eyes off of Johnson. Look! They keep staring at his every move. I don’t like this. Something is wrong!”

“You are crazy, Rusty. You don’t have any clue to what you are saying. Shush... people are looking at us. Be quiet.”

“Very well. Freddie is leaving. I think I’m going to do the same.”

“I’m sorry, but I am staying right here. When one is invited to a wedding, they ought to stay until it’s over. I’m staying.”

“Me, too.”

“Then be quiet, please.”

Zeiner, this time, became silent. He kept staring throughout the church at everyone attending and kept his thoughts to himself.

The wedding completed. Terrence walked up to give his congratulations to the bride’s father. He could no longer aspire to marry Agatha, and so Mister McDonald had no longer any reason to treat him coldly.

But, congratulating Agatha and Jimmy was a different story. To go through the crowd of people and up to the girl whom he had loved, but now belonged to another was difficult. Terrence kept talking to himself how he was going to bear such a painful test.

He walked nearer to the bride and tried to assume a cold expression. He thought that maybe he should express words that would drive a stake in her heart and annoy her new husband. But, that wasn’t going to happen because he could not think about what to say.

Pride was a significant asset of Terrence Thomas. Life in Black Rock Cove had not softened his disposition. He had reconciled himself to the ruin of his matrimonial hopes with Agatha, and he didn’t intend to meet Jimmy Johnson and Agatha again, after making the required bow to them and giving them his congratulations.

“Terry. Terry, where is Freddie?”

“I don’t know. But more importantly, where are those three men you were talking about?”

“Freddie and those men have all left the church.”

Jimmy Johnson stood somewhat all alone. No one came up and showed him any attention.

On the other hand, many of the women, young and old, came up and gave hugs and kisses to the new bride. Apparently, she certainly felt no regrets and only saw a bright future before her.

Rusty went first and congratulated the bride. Then, he quickly left her side to allow Terrence to get his turn.

Thomas was so surprised to see her broad smile, and his heart began to race. He was doing everything he possibly could to control his emotions.

“Jimmy, this is Terrence Thomas, the nephew of my father’s best friend.” The icy reception wounded Thomas to the quick. He made a gentle bow and continued on his way.

Jeremy McDonald reached out and gently grabbed the sleeve on Thomas’ coat. “Thank you for coming today, Terrence. I wish your uncle would have done the same.”

Jumping in the conversation, “Yes, my dear boy,” said the eighty-year-old Sarah Sanders. It was kind of you to attend. But you need to tell your uncle it was not right for him to sit at his home in the country and not come to see his best friend give his daughter away. Let him know I said so!”

Terrence nodded his head in confirmation of what the old lady said. He departed without giving her the benefit of one word.

No sooner did he exit the front entrance of the church, he saw Rusty standing over to the side next to the railing on the stairs. Together they watch as a new 1955 Corvette, orange and white was brought up and parked near the front curb along the street. The vehicle was by far a marvel of elegance and good taste for the newlyweds. Other than the driver who brought it to the entrance of the church, no one else has ever sat in the front seats of the car.

A short distance further back along the curb were the other vehicles, less new, but just as stylish, which had brought Mister Johnson, the bridesmaids, matron of honor and others to the wedding.

Rusty was in awe at seeing the first Corvette he had ever seen. “Now that is what I am talking about! Mister Johnson knows how to put on a show. He knows that young people deserve a fine and exciting vehicle to themselves!” He walked down and rubbed on the back fender. 

“You know something, Terry, I would assume if he has any pride, he will be spending his honeymoon in his own place.”

“When he gets one, Rusty. Jimmy Johnson has nothing but an income that I know of right now,” replied Thomas disdainfully. “I think they will probably go to Agatha’s father’s home first. It’s not far from here.

“Where does Johnson live?”

“I don’t have a clue, Rusty. Besides, I really don’t care.” He paused and began to also admire the curves on the new convertible. “Let’s go! I’m ready to get out of here.”

“Wait, let’s wait until the wedding procession passes by. It won’t be much longer.”

“I really don’t want to stay any longer. I have attended the wedding and made my appearance. Let’s go, I tell you!”

“Wait a sec, Terry. Look over there by the door. It’s one of those three strange men we saw earlier. Look how he’s looking at the bride and groom as they are coming out.” He glances in other directions. “I wonder where the other two men are who were sitting on the pew on the right side?”

“There, over there on the other side of the street. That’s one of of those guys. Now, where’s the other one?” Terrence forgot about the urgency to leave and is now more interested in who the three men were.

It was too late. Agatha and her new husband appeared at the top of the stairs and were about to descend. In spite of his efforts to leave, it was too late. He had the pain of seeing her one last time.

He watched them all with broad smiles go down the steps and climb in their new ’55 Vette. Then, without any hesitation, the car shot down the street like that of a shooting star.

“Okay, let’s go, Terry. I am ready. All the fun is over.”

“I’m afraid not,” Terrence said. I have business I need to take care of,” replied Thomas most impatiently.

“Goodbye, Terry. See ya at the country club tonight.” Cried, Rusty. “Don’t be late!”

​
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Chapter TWO

An Arrest is Made
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Agatha and her new husband arrived at her father’s home. They ascended the stairs and entered while Jeremy and the others came directly behind them.

The home was a newly constructed building where Jeremy occupied the second floor.

No sooner did he walk up to the door, he noticed a gentleman rush up the steps to his side. He took off his black felt hat to introduce himself. “Excuse me, Mister McDonald. I hate to disturb you, but I’m Detective O’Connell from the Black Rock Police Department.”

“Was I speeding officer?”

“No. I’m not here for that.” His left eyebrow rose a fraction.

“Then what is it you wish of me, sir?”

He held up a small piece of paper. “I’m here to serve a warrant for arrest.”

“Are you here to take me into custody, officer?”

“No, sir. The warrant is for the arrest of Jimmy Johnson, your son-in-law,” replied the police officer with a lowering of his voice.

“You got to be kidding me, officer. Is this some kind of joke?” There was that exact moment his face was washed with confusion like his brain cogs couldn’t turn fast enough to take in the information the detective just said.

“I assure you, sir, it is not a joke. May we go inside where we can talk more privately?”

Jeremy McDonald’s blood pressure was skyrocketing. He did everything he possibly could to control his anger. Then, without further hesitation, he asked, “What is Jimmy accused of? Unpaid traffic tickets, I trust?”

“No, sir, Mister McDonald. Theft. He robbed a bank in Vancouver a little more than ten years ago.”

“Theft! That’s absolutely absurd. I am sure this is some kind of mistake. You’ve got the wrong man.”

“I will explain it better to you. May we sit down in your parlor?”

“Yes. Yes, please this way.” Jeremy showed the officer to the parlor where they could carry on their conversation without being discovered by Agatha and Jimmy.

The butler entered the room, overhearing part of the conversation and told Jeremy that his daughter was changing into some more comfortable, out of wedding dress upstairs. “Mister Johnson, sir, is waiting for you in the library.” 

“Thank you, Sam. Go and tell him that I will be there in a few moments. If anyone comes to ask for me, do not let them in. I can’t see anyone right now. No one, do you understand?” He stopped his words abruptly. It was as if the impact of what the detective said knocked every wisp of air from his lungs. He stood there, struggling to breathe, to exhale... to do anything.

“Yes, sir, Mister McDonald.”

The police detective looked about the room to make sure there was but one door in and out of the place they were standing.

The two men left and walked down to McDonald’s private office. It had two windows that overlooked the street out front. It was furnished with all leather upholstered chairs, several oak bookcases, a table with a Gone with the Wind Lamp and oil paintings hanging on every wall.

“Mister McDonald, I must say that it appears you are stalling my serving of this arrest warrant. I must inform you that several officers have surrounded your home. If your son-in-law were to go into the street, he would be arrested right away. That would cause quite a scene and surely reporters would have this incident on their front pages of the newspaper.

If you turn him over now, we can peacefully depart, and no scene would be caused, and this entire matter can stay out of the papers.”

“Detective, my son-in-law is not going to try and escape. He has nothing to hide. I still say you are making a grave mistake. A man who has not a thing to hide does not take off like that of a criminal. 

Tell me everything. I’m willing to listen, but please be brief.”

“His real name is Jacob Kendricks. His father was a retired naval officer. His mother died giving him birth. At seventeen, he lost his father. He was left fending for himself with very little money in his pockets.

He traveled to Vancouver and worked as a clerk in a bank.”

“Yes, I know that. He told us of his work history in Canada before coming down here.”

“Did he also tell you before leaving Canada, he robbed the bank there for over $100,000?” 

“No, that’s not true.”

“It’s valid unless we find out differently. That’s why we must take Kendricks into custody. The law will decide. His disappearance occurred thirteen years ago. All the investigations back then proved that he stole the money all by himself. There were no other accomplices. He laid his plans carefully. It became impossible to find him until there was a fire in Seattle, across the border and in some of the remains of a burned down building was found a burned driver’s license. It had his name, Jacob Kendricks.

All the authorities in Canada and here in the U. S. closed the case. It was going to be practically impossible to find the whereabouts of the cash with him dead.”

“Then this Jacob Kendricks or Jimmy Johnson who are one and the same, was never convicted,” said Jeremy who listened with agitated attention to his explanation.

“It was just recently that the authorities here received an anonymous message which said that Kendricks came back to the United States and was living in Black Rock Cove. That is when we got wind of the matter and began an investigation.”

“I still think you are barking up against the wrong tree, Detective O’Connell.”

“The robbery is an older one and has taken a back burner on more recent cases. Besides, the bank president who had been robbed over ten years ago is now dead. Kendricks changed his name and was living in circles to which no one supposed he could have access.

We were about to close the case file when two days ago, another anonymous letter was received.”

“Why did you let this marriage happen if you knew it was him you were after. Why not just come and arrest him then? I just don’t understand.”

“I wish you to believe, Mister McDonald, we have a great deal fresher cases to investigate than one which is a cold case brought back to life. The president at the bank is now dead, and the witnesses who can identify him remain up in Vancouver.

Yesterday, we received an anonymous letter, probably sent by the same person as the one sent when the bank was first robbed. It said that Jacob Kendricks was Jimmy Johnson, one and the same and that he was being married at the St. Paul’s Lutheran Church here in Black Rock Cove.

We began an immediate inquiry to the old files and wished we would have found out the truth of the correspondence in time to prevent the marriage of him to your daughter and spare you any embarrassment. Unfortunately, we were late in putting the pieces together.” His dark eyebrows slanted in a frown.

“The letter was not received until late last night. It was during this morning I began looking at the file and verifying the exactitude of the various particulars.

I finally was able to connect the death of his father and mother and pair them up with him to determine that in fact, the two men were one and the same. I did not wish to arrest an entirely innocent man and waited until I could put all the facts together.

I sent for a photograph from Vancouver and one from Seattle. When they arrived, I was able to identify that Jimmy Johnson and Jacob Kendricks are one and the same person. Do you care to see the portraits, Mister McDonald?”

“No thank you, detective. That won’t be necessary.” He stiffened at the detective’s question.

“You must understand that I didn’t wish to arrest your son-in-law in the presence of people in the street or in the church. It would’ve caused quite a stir among the many people attending the wedding.

I just ordered my men to watch the doors. I knew they would come straight back to your home after the wedding. This is where I waited and watched the house for his arrival. I saw him arrive a short while ago but remained until you returned right behind him.” His expression grew hard.

“I was hoping that you might work with me to arrest him quietly and not arouse your servants or anyone else in the house. If Kendricks consents to go with me, no one here will ever know where it is I am taking him.”
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