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​

To all my friends at Swiss Alps outside of Schulenburg, Texas, the night I brought a rubber snake onto the dance floor, and B.J. Thomas had to stop singing Billy and Sue. Talk about a show stopper.

​​​​​​​​​​*Waves*
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Prologue

Trying to Forget Someone You Loved
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Do you remember the street called Black Rock Cove Boulevard in the city of which it is named? Maybe if you live in Portland or San Francisco, you have never heard its name, but the people who live near Johnathan Knight’s Laboratory and estate know it well indeed.

The street has a history of its own, and a somewhat gloomy one, too. It has witnessed many a crime. In a novel written earlier, called Rosenthall, we found a murder that was solved, but the assassin was never captured. Then, in The Transformist, Vincent Gideon goes undercover only to find the murderer was Rosenthall’s son. Then, in another, we find Nobel Prize winner Jonathan Knight running for his life...

And, now, even today in 1955, any stranger who passed that way, either by day or by night, was most likely putting his life in danger. Why?

Since the death of Johnathan Knight, the street has changed its name to J. K. Knight Boulevard. To this day, the road has become a recognized thoroughfare that runs through Black Rock Cove and on to the city of Portland.

One blustery winter night, two police officers from the Black Rock Cove police department were walking up and down their beat in the northern suburb of the city where Knight Boulevard came from the estate into town.

This side of town was still not a safe place to be during the nighttime.  Prowling thieves and drunken rioters abounded. The police officers drove up and down the streets, only able to see what their headlamps can radiate.

*****
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IN THE BLOWING SNOWSTORM, there was no way to know which direction to go. The street signs were covered in ice and snow. The snowflakes hid much of the surroundings, the white swirled so densely. 

Even a man braving the elements walking down the sidewalk was little more than a crude outline of a human mostly erased by the storm. 

The world would soon be erased around him if he didn’t hurry and find shelter.

On the night we speak of, the sharp wind drove the snowflakes against the windshield of the police car so hard, the windshield wipers found it challenging to keep up with. 

The officers were in store for a very long night. They were on duty until daybreak. It was two o’clock in the morning. 

The heater in the car worked poorly, struggling to keep up with the cold. The two men ate a midnight snack while listening to Joan Weber sing Let Me Go Lover on 55 KTSA on the radio. 

Each of the police officers had the hoods of their cloaks brought close to their faces. No matter how adverse the conditions were, the officers were ready to sacrifice themselves and even, if the need happened, give up their lives in the performance of their duty. 
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Chapter ONE

The Ace of Spades
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*****
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“God, this is some bad-ass weather!” exclaimed the oldest of the officers. “I haven’t seen the weather this bad in many years. I can’t even imagine that we have to ride up and down the streets on duty for four more hours without seeing the end of someone’s nose, much less a scoundrel. Even the bad guys aren’t out this early morning.”

“That’s for sure. Honest people are definitely in bed. It’s too cold for thieves.” He was joking around to liven up the conversation when his partner nudged his elbow.

The police car stopped. Their spotlight mounted on the fender, put a glow on a nearby storage building. The side door was wide open.

“Hold it, Johnson. Stop the car!” The men got out in the blowing snow and leaned up against the side of the overhang. They could make out the sound of footsteps, which, if deadened by the snow, were still perceptible to trained ears of two veteran police officers.

The two officers each backed up firmly to the wall of the building and waited motionless and quiet as the footsteps came closer and closer. The wind continued to blow at a stiffened gale when they saw under the overhead street lamp, a man walking with his head down. The collar on his coat was turned up around his face and ears. Both of his hands were buried in his pockets. Nothing appeared to warrant the two men to bother the man on such a cold night.

“It’s okay, Johnson. That fellow is not a thief. He’s just walking home, wherever that might be.” Nothing, either in the man’s appearance or how he moved, warranted the officers to interfere with his trying to get somewhere out of the storm.

He passed in front of the men without any interference on their part. “I guess that fellow really likes the fresh air. If I didn’t have to be here, I would be in front of my nice warm fireplace at home.”

“Quiet Johnson,” Terrell, the older veteran officer, said. “That man’s not alone. Here comes another.”

“What’s he carrying?” He impatiently pulled his drifting thoughts together.

“It looks like a big trunk. I don’t see how he can carry that load in all this wind and snow.” Steve Terrell replied.

“Hell, I can’t see how he’s carrying it as small of a fellow that he is.” He gently laughed.

The man was dragging his feet and walking their way, supporting himself with a heavy cane and stooped over halfway to the ground with the load of the trunk on his shoulders.

There was enough puzzling in the man’s gait that sent his hand to his holstered pistol, just in case. It was as though something was weighing him down on one side, and his muscles were struggling to compensate for his lack of balance.

The streets were still hushed at three o’clock in the morning. This man appeared to be having more difficulty in carrying the large chest.

“Steve, I think we ought to stop him. Something’s just not right.”

“I agree. The rascal looks like he might be trying to get away with something that’s not his. Let’s go say something to him.” The two officers left the area where they were protected by the wind to talk to the stranger.

Steve walked in front of him to where he had to stop. “Where are you headed this early hour of the morning,” said Terrell. He lowered his gaze in confusion, looking at the trunk as the man sat it down on the snow.

The man stopped and looked up as the wind and snow blew forcibly against his face. He looked at the officers with an air of astonishment. He didn’t respond to Terrell’s inquiry.

“Mister,” he shouted more loudly to be heard over the blowing wind, “what is it you are carrying in your chest? It must be a lot the way it weighs you down. You must have your complete wardrobe in there.”

Johnson could barely see the other man who had passed without any interference. He stopped and heard Terrell shouting at his friend. He became frightened and fled off from the scene at full speed!

Johnson came back and joined his fellow officer after the other man disappeared in the driving snowstorm. Once there, he overheard Terrell say, “Well, if you don’t want to talk to us here, we can carry you down to the police station. Our captain will make you talk as soon as he arrives this morning.”

The man tilted his head to the left and then the right. His brows lowered as if he didn’t understand what the officer was saying to him. The man didn’t try to evade arrest and went with the two officers to their car. 

As they reached the car, they could hear another car speeding off in the distance. It must have been the associate of the man they arrested and was taking downtown for questioning.

Terrell pulled his car into police headquarters. No sooner did they walk through the front door, the sergeant on duty said, “Terrell, what in the Hell are you bringing me this early hour of the morning?”

“It’s some joker we found at the storage buildings down at the docks. We caught him walking away from an open structure with this large chest on his shoulders. I have asked him at least three times what he is carrying, and he as yet has not responded with one word. He acts like he doesn’t understand what I am saying and doesn’t give me a reply.

“No, problem Steve,” the sergeant said with a slight smile on his face, “We’ll loosen the scoundrel’s tongue. He’ll be singing like a bird when we’re through with him!”

The sergeant looked at the scoundrel and noticed he was not more than twenty-one or twenty-two years of age. He was outfitted in a pair of cowboy boots and a John Deere baseball cap 

“Now, listen to me fellow and no more clamming up! Explain yourself now! If you don’t, I have no problem throwing you in the clinker and locking you up until Captain O’Donnell.”

The young man held his hands to his ears as if to say he didn’t hear a word the sergeant said in his own silent world. He would love to know what it sounded like when someone laughed, or when someone cried for that matter. He would love to hear what the roar of the Pacific Ocean sounded like when the waves crashed on the shore. But instead, he was locked inside his own quiet world separated from the delight of creation. His world had a unique sound, which only he could hear.

The sergeant again didn’t believe the man was deaf. He shouted at him back. “Don’t hold your hands to your ears! Do you really want me to believe that you can’t hear? Come!” The sergeant led the man down the hallway to a dark, empty, and cold room at the end of the corridor. “Get in there and get in bed. You might like that better since you don’t wish to open your mouth and talk to us.” After pushing the man into the room, he slammed the door shut.

The man sat on the edge of the bed and didn’t even show a frown on his face from what was taking place. There was not one single exhibition of emotion from the country boy.

The sergeant walked back in the lobby of the headquarters. Johnson and Terrell awaited his return. “Now, boys, let’s take a look at what’s in this man’s trunk. Let’s see what he has stolen.” His eyebrows raised inquiringly.

Johnson began to look around at the latches and tried to open the trunk, but finally gave up and said, “Sergeant, it’s locked. We need something to get it open.”

The sergeant went to the closet and brought back a chisel and a claw hammer. Within only a minute, the latch was broken free.

“Shit!” Terrell shouted with a significant lifting of his brows.

“Oh, my God!” Johnson followed up behind his partner’s surprise. His expression stilled and grew serious.

A woman laid bent double inside the trunk, her auburn hair scattered in multiple places, stained with dried blood... crimson in color. Her emerald green eyes were wide open, but her jade irises held a sudden sadness to them. Her clothes, a royal blue blouse, and some light blue capris were had spots of dry blood near the center of her chest.

Oh, the smell. The smell was the most disturbing thing either of the two policemen had ever sensed.

Rigor mortis had already set in. The body was cold. So cold.  The life that once dwelt within her had gone. Her heart that once used to beat with love was still.

The sergeant’s heart pounded as one question continued to race through his head. “Who did this?”

*****
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THE SERGEANT RETREATED back from the trunk six feet or so. Although he was used to being surprised by finding people who were dead and startling discoveries, it still didn’t stop his utter surprise of the dead body in the station house.

Other officers came and stood around, looking at the trunk.

Officer Terrell, who arrested the young man and forced the lock open, rose to his feet and said, “Ahhhh, the assassin! I thought he was a thief, but instead, we have got the murderer behind bars as we speak.”

No one dared to touch the woman’s body. Although dead, she still had everything required of a woman to be considered absolutely beautiful. The whiteness of death was on her features, but they still retained a life-like expression.

Her hands were crossed across her bosom. In it was a large withered white rose. Her lips were partly opened as though she was smiling while leaving a clue as to who killed her.

Johnson continued to stare at length at the body. “It’s amazing. She appears to only be sleeping.”

Another officer said, “Yes, she is sleeping forever, I’m afraid.”

“Look! The assassin left the dagger sticking in her chest. She has apparently been stabbed with a steady hand and great violence. Because the killer left the knife sticking in her body, there has not been much blood. Just a faint amount of blood around where the knife penetrated and a few drops across her dress.

“Johnson, go get the prisoner. We’re not waiting on Captain O’Donnell to get here. Bring the bastard in here! He will have to speak when we make him look at the corpse.” He ran his hand through his close-cropped hair three times in quick succession.

Terrell shouted. “Wait! Sergeant, is that a good idea? It’s not our job. We are only police officers. Maybe we should leave the trunk as is and not disturb it until the detectives come in later on this morning.” He took a quick sharp breath.

The sergeant hesitated and said, “You’re right, Stephen. This affair is way too serious. We shouldn’t take any of the responsibility upon ourselves, not even to confront the assassin with the corpse. That is the business of the Captain and the detectives when they come in later.” He paused a moment. “Close the trunk and move it over to the side of the room.”

It was all quiet back in the jail cells. There were no drunks, thieves, killers... no one else other than the captured assassin. The snowstorm was so severe that all the ‘bad guys’ didn’t venture abroad. The icy cold weather had purged the roads in the city of most all jail-birds, except for one murderer who was locked tightly behind bars down the corridor.

The sergeant wrote his report about the fantastic capture of the assassin to paper. He didn’t forget to call the attention to the sagacity displayed by his two subordinates in laying their hands on the man currently in the jail cell without any other cause for suspicion other than he looked suspicious, and the prisoner didn’t answer their questions when he was asked.

Johnson and Terrell seemed to be less proud of the fact they captured the murderer than appalled by the terrible sight they had just seen.

No one mentioned a word nor dared to light a longleaf cigar up so near the corpse of the murdered woman.

“Terrell,” the sergeant said, “go back and keep an eye on the prisoner. We don’t want him trying to escape the grilling by the detectives and knock his head against the brick wall until he’s dead.”

“Yes, sergeant.” He muttered uneasily.

The jail cell was at the end of a long corridor. No one could hear any conversations held that far back in the station house. 

In five minutes, Steve returned to the front. His face was red with anger. “Sergeant, you won’t believe this, but that man is sound asleep as though he doesn’t have a care in the world.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me.” He replied sharply.

“No, sir. And, he’s not in his bed. The man is lying on the cold concrete floor. He is sleeping like a log, I tell you!”

“He is making believe, trying to trick you into opening the cell.” His angry retort hardened his features.

“No, sir. He is snoring loud enough that I am surprised you can’t hear all the way up here. I didn’t believe it either. I went over and shook him. He opened one of his eyes, muttered something I didn’t understand, and fell back off to sleep again.”

“He must be exhausted to sleep on that cold concrete floor.”

Stephen said, “That bastard can have no more remorse than a house cat who just caught and swallowed a rat.” He swallowed hard.

“Stephen, I think it best that you and Johnson take turns watching this man. You two make your own schedule, I don’t care as long as a continued eye is kept on him. There’s no way we’re going to let him escape or kill himself before the detectives can come in the morning.”

The prisoner continued to saw logs for the remainder of the morning. It was late in the morning before the detectives arrived at the massive snowbanks that had built up throughout the city.

At ten o’clock in the morning, the Chief of Detectives, Jim Rogers, head of the criminal investigation department, commenced questioning the sergeant. He listened carefully at the sergeant explained all that had happened and written in his report.

“Sergeant, has the man who you have in the jail cell seen the corpse of the woman?” His face clouded with uneasiness.

“No, sir,” replied the sergeant. “I thought about having him come out hours ago, but thought that might interfere with your plans for the investigation.”

“Outstanding, sergeant. You have acted with prudence.” He hesitated and began looking around the room. “Now, please, let me see the trunk.”

Johnson dragged the trunk from the corner of the room more out in the open. As he was doing so, Detective Rogers asked, “Are you sure sergeant the prisoner can’t hear us talking out here?”

“Yes, sir, quite sure.”

“Good, because I don’t believe he is deaf. Not one bit.” The tense lines on his face relaxed.

Doctor Woodrow ‘Woody’ Jenkins, the Coroner, was on call to the police department, joined them in front of the trunk. 

“Woody,” the detective said, “the body that is within will be yours after I make my first investigation.” He kneeled to scrutinize the trunk, and said, “This is not a box that serves the purpose of a coffin. It is the finest of leather trunks with all brass latches. This trunk is definitely not ordinary and must have cost a mint.  The victim within wasn’t poor.”

The detective leaned to the side and began looking all around the trunk. There were no initials on the humpback top. “Look, sergeant. Right here on the edge of the top was once a brass plate which is no longer there. Apparently, it had the name or the initials of the owner. 

“I have seen trunks like this before, Detective Rogers. I think it is of English design.”

“I agree.” He stopped and stood up and faced his doctor friend. “Woody, the body is all yours.”  His jaw clenched, his eyes slightly narrowed.

The detective slowly raised the lid up as the doctor bent down to see the corpse. He was unable to restrain an exclamation of surprise, which was not reflected in the detective’s expression.”

“Doc, please, before you remove the body to the morgue, will you please tell me the position of the corpse and a preliminary cause of death.”

“Very well. I will know more when I get the body back to a flat table in my office.”

Rogers quickly said, “Well, Woody, what do you have?”

“I have a few observations to make, Jimbo.” He carefully turned aside from the lace on the woman’s dress that was hiding the wound. “Her features appear as if she was sound asleep when the murder occurred. Most of her features appear calm, but I am only guessing right now.”

“You think she was in bed with the assassin?”

“That could be a possibility. The murderer chose his spot carefully, deliberately placing the knife blade between the fourth and fifth ribs with a slight angle up through the heart.” He spoke with desperate firmness.

“Good enough, Doc. I’ll have the body sent to you right away.” His left eyebrow rose a fraction.

The detective was about to gently close the lid when Jenkins said, “Wait! There’s something here.” He bent his head closer to the corpse, “there’s something here.” He scrutinized the lace on the front of her blouse a bit more and noticed that the knife had been jabbed through a playing card in the woman’s bosom. “There’s an Ace of Spades of which the knife was jabbed through on her bosom.”

“An Ace of Spades?” He took a deep breath punctuated with several even gasps.

“Yes, Jimbo. I’m afraid that one is for you to figure out. Mine is to tell you she died from a knife jabbed through her heart. I will know more when I get her on my autopsy table.”

At this strange announcement, there was disorder among the police officers, detectives, and others who were standing around and watching the preliminary investigation while it began.

A few officers got closer so they could see what the good doctor discovered. After all, the curiosity of these men can be understood entirely, for it’s not common to find an Ace of Spades fixed to a bosom of a beautiful woman and a long-bladed knife piercing it into her breast.

Assassins don’t usually sign their work, but the Chief of Detectives was already having flashbacks of an old case he worked on many years earlier. Often, murderers don’t print a trade-mark on their victims nor add horrible foolery to their peril by furnishing clues to justice. Nevertheless, it was so!

There in the body in front of them, the insolent assassin had jabbed a knife through a playing card. But, the cogs in the detective’s head already started to turn. This was not an ordinary playing card. It was one used in the casinos downtown with a light blue back and gilded gold edges. Rogers had seen these cards used before, but it was twenty years earlier.

“What can the card mean?” Tobias questioned from a few feet away.

The Chief didn’t respond to Simm’s question. He only watched as the trunk was closed and carried out to the van to be transported to the morgue.

“Well, Doc, I suppose we all learn something new every day. If I had seen this body yesterday, I would have thought it was the work of some journalist. This is very unusual. I’ve got a bad feeling about this case.”

“Indeed, Jimbo. The case is a novelty. From my point of view, I must say I feel more inclined to believe this woman was killed while she was sleeping. She had to be asleep to allow the killer to put the card in the center of her chest.” He quirked his eyebrow questioningly.

“Actually, I think I look at it a bit different. It might be possible that he slipped the card over the tip of the knife, ran it up to the ivory handle, and then stabbed the woman. The card was there to act as a shield so there would be minimal blood splatter.”

“Good thinking, Woody! That’s a possibility. We are going to make a detective out of you yet.” A beginning of a smile tipped the corners of his mouth.

“I am anxious to get underway on my investigation. I always try not to guess too much at the beginning of a case. The playing card is an excellent clue to the murder.”

“I’m no investigator, Jimbo, but perhaps the assassin placed the card on the woman’s bosom to lead you astray... on a false trail.”

Something struck a nerve in Rogers’ thoughts. “Sergeant! Hold up. Bring that trunk back in here. I have one more thing I need to do before you send it to the morgue.”

Two police officers brought the trunk back into the room. “Someone go and fetch the prisoner and bring him here.”

The detective seated himself at a table next to where the trunk was brought back and placed on the floor near him. A short time went by before the prisoner was brought into the room. He was rubbing his eyes. The deaf-mute was just awakened from a deep sleep.

The entire room was silent. The detective looked at him with his sharp eyes. The prisoner sustained his look, sharp as steel showing minimal signs of any kind of emotion. His face had a calm expression on it. However, he looked at each of the men in the room as all eyes were on him. He did show signs of weariness when he perceived he was again going to be bombarded by a load of questions.

The detective didn’t ask any questions and only stared at the prisoner for several minutes. The man sat at the table with no words held between them.

It was eerie. The silence in the room caressed each of the skin on the half-dozen officers in the room and the prisoner. It had been one hell of a rough night. The silence of the place made everyone’s blood as cold as the winter air that crept through a slightly opened window upfront.

Detective Rogers said, “Take him back to his cell.”

After the man was returned to his jail cell, the detective told his men, “This man did not kill the woman! He is just a plain ole cowboy, plain clothes. The man has no reason for killing a woman of high society and placing an Ace of Spades on her chest.” He paused a minute.

“You didn’t ask him any questions!” The sergeant said quickly.

“I didn’t have to. But, this man knows who the assassin is. He knows him well and will deliver him to us, freely or not.” He pulled out a small notebook he kept in his top pocket and began to make notes. He stared over at the trunk and then left and went down the corridor to the man’s jail cell.

“Jim, where you going?” asked the sergeant.

Without looking back, he said, “Just a few more questions for our boy back here.”

Detective Rogers reached the door of the jail cell and grasped the bars while looking at the man sitting on the edge of the bed. “You knew quite well what there was in the trunk, didn’t you?” He suddenly asked in a gentle voice, purposely changing his tone.

The prisoner did not give any attention to the detective when he asked his question. 

“Sergeant, the key... open the cell.” He clamped his jaw tight and continued to stare at the prisoner.

When the cell door was open, the detective went in and knelt down in front of the prisoner. “My good man, you plan to remain silent. That’s fine. But I assure you that after three months in jail you will talk. I am telling you now that it is in your best interest to talk. I know you didn’t kill that poor woman. I’ve been doing this sort of work a long time and can tell when someone is covering for someone else.” 

The prisoner remained silent, with a blank look on his face.

“You are only an accessory to this murder. If you only tell us who gave you the trunk to carry, I will make sure the sergeant over there,” he glanced back at the sergeant, “will give you immediately your liberty.”

Again, the cowboy used his hands to cover both of his ears and mouth and remained unmoved by the encouraging words offered by Detective Rogers.

“You are telling me that you are deaf and dumb. Fine, we will see about that.” The detective continued with hand sign language. The sergeant looked on, amazed that the detective knew how to talk with his hands.

The prisoner lifted his head as if he was paying attention to what the detective was trying to do.  An expression of annoyance came across his face.

“Well, Sergeant, our friend here is not deaf or mute. It is unheard of for a man to be his age and not know sign language or at least some of it.” He turned and looked the man right in the eyes, “You are no more mute or deaf than I am!”

The detective tore a page out of his notebook and began to write:

“It is up to you to escape the electric chair. If you continue to sit here and not say anything, you will be found guilty and condemned to death! I won’t waste any more time with you if you don’t talk!”

The prisoner continued to have a blank expression on his face. Then, he reached over and pushed the note back in the direction of Detective Rogers.

“To hell with him!” Rogers stood up and walked out of the jail cell and up the corridor to the front of the station house. The sergeant followed him.

“If that fellow back there is not a deaf-mute, then he is the greatest actor I have had before me in interrogation. I’m not through yet. I have one more trick up my sleeve.” He walked back down the corridor and stood in front of the jail cell. 

“Sergeant, open this man’s cell.”

The sergeant turned the key in the lock and opened the door.

The prisoner raised his head and looked at the detective. The deaf-mute looked like everyone and no-one. He had the kind of brown hair every other boy in school had, a nondescript face without even freckles. 

The door remained open. “I must apologize for any inconvenience we have given you, sir,” said Rogers. “You were falsely imprisoned because we thought you were an escaped convict we have been pursuing for the last two months. However, he had a tattoo on his neck, and you have none. Besides, you are definitely much shorter than the criminal.

You are free to go, my dear fellow.”

The man did not move or show any expression. The detective began to walk away, and to the surprise of the officers standing in the corridor, he pulled his revolver and fired it into the ceiling.

The sergeant jumped, “Shit!”

The other police officers did the same.

The prisoner didn’t budge one inch with the report of the pistol echoing throughout the station house. He slowly turned his head and saw the smoke in the corridor, but still, no expression crossed his face.

The experiment was successful. “This man is, in fact, deaf!” The detective exclaimed. “I must rush over to see Father Vinny right away this morning. Lock this man up, so he doesn’t cause any trouble.”

“Do you wish us to go ahead and send the trunk to the morgue?” He said in a grave tone.

“Yes.”

​
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Chapter TWO

Vincent Gideon and Detective Rogers Meet
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*****
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The Spanish Trace Apartments near downtown has a very active man in his sixties known as Father Vinny, also once known as Vincent Gideon but very few people knew him as the famed detective from years earlier... the man who caught Rosenthall, a serial killer with the blood of thirty-nine murders on his hands.

This older gentleman was still very fresh and vigorous for his age, who punctually pays his rent in the three-bedroom apartment he stays on the second floor.

Father Vinny is by far the gentlest, most amiable, and most obliging of the residents of the area in which he has lived for the last eight years.

The elderly gentleman had his routine down pat. For breakfast, he went to the restaurant next door called the Sportsman’s Café. Then, it was off walking around several blocks for his exercise, and when the clock struck noon, he could be found in Stanley’s Coffee Shop reading the daily newspaper, smoking a Cuban longleaf cigar, and visiting with other regulars. It was here where the older retired men solve all the problems of the city.

From here, he continued his walk and stopped in the middle of the town square to feed the pigeons, many of which saw him coming each day and anxiously awaited his daily visit, same time, same place.

The rest of the afternoon, he stopped by Mac’s Drive-in Grocery and picked up a small box of worms and relaxed with a string tied around his toe under the Portland Bridge.

On Sundays, his entire routine changed. His son, Billy Bob Tanner, a handsome young man of twenty-five years born in Black Rock Cove, came and joined him for breakfast and from there went to the country to spent time with friends.

Billy Bob had just completed his doctorate program in law and is looking for an office to hang his shingle over the top of the door. 

Even though the old man lived life quietly, no one knew of the fortune he amassed in his earlier days in Black Rock Cove, where he worked as a detective, known worldwide as the famed Vincent James Gideon. 

Today, he was known as Father Vinny. He had a reputation as always being there when his friends and neighbors were in need. He helped the curio shop owner pay his medical bills and avoid bankruptcy. He helped other families who had met with financial difficulty and kept them from living with others under the river bridge.

Vincent was more than just best friends with the librarian who noticed the incredible precision with which he intervened to help people. However, that’s another story for another time.

The fact is, the worthy gentleman knew a great many things. His assumed personality cloaked as Father Vinny to all was no other than the most celebrated detective ever known. But, after chasing Rosenthall for many years around the globe, he finally came back and settled in the Cove under an assumed name, trying to hide his identity so his only son would not be used against him by his enemies.

Most people did not know him. However, the librarian knew of his past but told no one. She knew he only wanted his son to become who he wanted to be without being shadowed by the famous “Gideon” himself.

Vincent Gideon did not obtain his fortune unlawfully. Having become many years earlier a celebrated detective known around the world after his brilliant successes, which brought him into notice. One such case was the solving of the attempted assassination of Professor’s Johnathan Knight’s daughter, a story told in one of Sidney St. James’ novels, Rosenthall.

After this case, the famed detective found himself called upon after a great robbery was committed to solving the case. He was paid outrageous rewards and large sums of money to solve cold cases, which made the headlines in newspapers around the world.

But now, today, he is satisfied not to jet-set around the world solving unsolvable cases. He amassed enough of a fortune over the years, and once he had what he considered to be adequate means, his efforts were directed at not putting his life on the line every day and changing fate. Besides, he became more and more concerned that his son would end up in harm’s way. He, instead, put his efforts towards forgetting Vincent Gideon, the famed detective and substituting Father Vinny, a quiet and retired old man who complained about politics, voted for conservative candidates, and knew no more of murder and robberies than what he read in the Black Rock Cove newspaper.

It wasn’t entirely by choice that Gideon played the quiet role, for, after all, he still had a great passion for solving the unsolvable and tried hard to not jump into the middle of investigations that couldn’t be solved.

Nothing stopped the famed detective from amusing himself from time to time by studying the evidence and rubbing his hands together with excitement when he thought he had discovered a clue which the police had not seen.

But, Vincent had a son, and that son was his joy and hope. He was everything to the detective. How had he come by this son he brought up so very carefully? No one in Black Rock Cove ever knew who Vincent’s wife was as he had always been known as the widowed detective.

Whoever he was, the young man was called Billy Bob, and whose business cards read, William Robert Tanner, Attorney at Law. He was a handsome and elegant man. He stood more than six feet three inches tall, dark-complected, and somewhat inclined to appear unhappy all the time.

He studied and attained his doctorate of law from Lewis & Clark College and moved back to Black Rock Cove to establish his own office. He spoke German, French, and, of course, English.

Vincent wanted him to be like him and sew his wild oats before entering into the solemn state of matrimony. He worked and played very hard all week, but stopped everything on Sundays to be with his father.

*****
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ONE SUNDAY, WHILE TOGETHER with his father at the Sportsman’s Café, the young man watched his father take over the omelet station at the morning buffet. He dearly loved to cook, and the in-house cook gladly let him take over for a break occasionally.

As the two of them were eating an excellent breakfast made exclusive by Vincent and sipping two coffees black, the retired detective questioned, “What’s wrong, Billy Bob this morning? You appear depressed and thinking about something. You aren’t totally here with me. What’s on your mind, son?” His dark hair, just graying at the temples, was still full.

“I don’t feel good, father.” The young man replied promptly. “I was out and about yesterday evening and got caught up on the streets not able to find a taxi cab. I didn’t think I would ever thaw out after having walked in the blowing snow for over an hour! I still haven’t got all the sensitivity back in my toes.” The shadow of his beard gave him an even manlier aura.

“If you are feeling ill, son, you can stay here in my apartment in one of my guest bedrooms. I will call for a doctor to come and look in on you.” He laid his hand on his son’s shoulder. Instead of flinching from his father’s touch, he was soothed by it.

“No, father, it’s okay. I will be fine.” He lifted the back of his hand to his forehead. It’s nothing. I really will be okay.”

Father Vinny looked at him and gave a gentle grin. “Ahhhh, now I understand. Who was she? You were taking your farewell to a bachelor’s life last night.” He paused and patted his son on the shoulder. “It’s okay. I did the very same thing when I was your age. When a man will be married and tie the knot in one month, it’s natural to get his final running around done before becoming a one woman’s man!”

Compassion wasn’t something they taught the famed detective in private investigation schools. One either had it or they didn’t. Gideon envied those that didn’t connect with the pain they saw in everyday life. It was easier for them. It was all he could do over the many years of putting deadly criminals behind bars and not turn to the bottle.

Billy Bob was about to justify his evening the day before as his father was running off with his mouth when the table was interrupted by a waiter, Maggie, who leaned over and whispered something in Gideon’s ear. “Damn, his timing isn’t good. Nevertheless, I promised him if it was ever urgent, I would receive him.” Before getting up, he sat at the table, tapping his foot back and forth like some crazy windup toy.

Father Vinny turned to his son and added, “Wait for me here, Billy Bob. I will not be gone for more than twenty or twenty-five minutes, at the most. I must see what a friend needs and will return quickly. Here,” he took out a Cuban longleaf, “smoke this and enjoy. It will help you think about who you were with yesterday evening and help you forget all that snow!”

*****
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THE RETIRED DETECTIVE walked into the adjacent parlor, where people gathered to socialize and drink brandy in the evenings. Now, it was for sitting and drinking coffee in the early morning hours.

He knew who he was about to see when he turned the corner. The retired detective was not surprised at all to see the chief of detectives for the Black Rock Cove police department, Jim Rogers, awaiting him in the parlor.

It’s been three years since he saw the Chief since he knew that he retired and was laying low. The last time they talked, Vincent told him if there was ever a time he really needed help, he would be there ready to help on his beckoned call.

“Well, well now, my good friend,” he said, rubbing his hands together, “there’s something new at headquarters?”

“New and interesting,” said Rogers. “During the last twenty years, I have never seen anything like it before. The case is quite extraordinary.” He took a deep breath and adjusted his smile.

“And we’re here to see Father Vinny. Obviously, you think I might still have it together?” One corner of his mouth lifted upward.

“Indeed, dear friend, I believe you alone, Vincent Gideon can unravel this affair.” He took the palm of his hand and gently patted his friend on his shoulder.

“Perhaps you are right, Jimbo. I am in good humor as my son is here to spend the day with me. He continues to sew his wild oats before taking a bride in a little over a month from now.  So, I am ready to listen attentively. Tell me your story.”

Detective Rogers at once started a clear and detailed narrative of the murder case that he began investigating the previous night. He brought all the facts that he knew into blossom during their conversation.

Vincent listened to him with unflagging attention, closing his eyes so that his ears might be less distracted.

Detective Rogers finished his narrative, pulled out a cigarette, lit it, and began blowing smoke rings. Again, he sucked the smoke deep into his lungs, remembering all the warnings, but not caring. The doctors didn’t know what they were talking about. He watched the ribbon of smoke twist and squirm like a garden snake towards the ceiling.

“Is that all?” Vincent asked when Detective Rogers appeared to be finished telling his story.

“That’s everything, Vinny. The man is in prison. The woman is at the morgue. Oh, and yes, one last thing, the only thing we know from the autopsy so far is that the woman was killed less than two hours after eating.”

“Indeed, old friend, you have a very curious case, a real doozie, to say the least.”

“Which you will manage to unravel, I’m positive.”

“There’s the Ace of Spades!” His face displaced an uncanny awareness.

“Yes, Jimbo, that’s something or nothing. Perhaps the assassin merely wants to mislead you. Maybe it was just planted there and has no reason at all. However, that playing card might serve you later on in the case... when the victim is known.”

“Yes, you very well might be right.”

“What about the body. What’s being done with it now?”

“The body will be on exhibition tomorrow all day to see if anyone comes asking for a missing person. We may leave it on view for longer if no clues come in tomorrow. We are not sure.”

“Jimbo, I’m not sure if I were to do that right away?”

“Why not?” The Chief of Detectives asked because of his surprise when Vincent said he would wait.

“No, Jimbo, I would just have the body embalmed and not put it up for exhibition until later.”

“I value your input, Vincent; otherwise, I would not be here. Tell me, good friend, how would you begin the investigation?” He kept his expression under stern restraint.

“My gut tells me from what you have said that the man is definitely a deaf-mute. He is only an accessory in the crime. Hell, I would even go out on a limb and say he probably didn’t even know what he was carrying.”

“Vincent, I tend to agree with what you just said, except it’s hard for me to believe this man was not an accomplice in the murder of the woman. There are things I can’t put my finger on. Something is amiss.”

“I think he might very well be an employee of the murderer, but not necessarily his accomplice.”

“What do you mean?”

“Let me back up a moment. It’s three or four in the morning down at the docks, and a person with his hands in his pockets walks past two of your officers besides a storage facility.” He paused and relit his longleaf cigar that had gone out.

“Think about it a moment. What man wouldn’t have his hands in his pockets with the weather so cold and the snow blowing sideways?

Then, you said your prisoner came a short bit after that with a trunk upon his shoulders, half stooped over from the weight.

You slap the cuffs on the man and bring him and the trunk into headquarters. Before leaving the storage facility with your collared prisoner, you heard a vehicle speeding off down Pacific Avenue.”

“Yes, that’s correct,” said Rogers.

“Jimbo, I believe you have arrested the wrong man. It is the first man that you should have captured, the one that sped away into the darkness of the early morning.”

“Our police officers were only doing their job. They couldn’t arrest the first man because he was simply an innocent man with his hands in his pockets.”

“Your men did a good job, Jimbo. I am not saying anything negative about what they have done. They have nothing to reproach themselves with. Only a magician at that particular time would have known your prisoner was carrying a corpse of a woman on his back.”

“Thank you, Vincent.”

“Of course. It is to your officers’ credit that they collared the man and brought him and the trunk to your headquarters. If they had not, this murder would have gone undiscovered. The trunk would probably have been placed in the vehicle that sped away.”

“Oh, my friend, it has been so long since you and I have put our heads together on a case. This is much fun.” He loved his gentle camaraderie, his subtle wit.

“Indeed, but I will need to be getting back with my son soon. Let’s wrap this up for today. We will continue tomorrow.”

“Okay, just a few more questions. I have two objections to what you are saying. Why didn’t the vehicle wait at the house where this woman was murdered? And, a murderer doesn’t pack a corpse on his back down a public road... and, what does the Ace of Spades mean?”

“Okay, first the assassin might be someone the neighbors would recognize his vehicle at the woman’s house. He didn’t want to attract any unnecessary attention to himself.”

“So, Vincent, you think he would then prefer to just walk down a road in the blowing snow with a trunk on his shoulders, waiting to be discovered by an inquiring police officer?”

“Jimbo, don’t forget the man carrying the trunk is deaf and dumb. If he was to get caught as he did, the assassin was sure to make his getaway. As a matter of fact, that’s exactly what happened.”

“Let me summarize my thoughts, Jimbo. First, I don’t think this is a profession hit. Most likely, the assassin is wealthy. He killed the woman for what reason we still do not know.

The assassin has a deaf-mute in his employee who is very valuable to this murderer because he can’t read nor write, and he can’t speak or do sign language for that matter.” He said while taking a long draw on his Cuban cigar.

“Now, if I were to retrace the killer’s steps, I would say he brought the deaf-mute with him and leaves him at the front door. He goes inside and does his deed and stuffs the woman into a trunk he found in her room. He carries it outside and passes the chest off to his employee.

The house is without a butler and is more than likely a starter home somewhere here in a beautiful part of town. Once outside, he makes a sign to him to carry the trunk and follow him... you, of course, know the rest.” His eyes were brilliantly intelligent.

“Indeed, Vincent, you have gotten us off to a good start. If what you say isn’t the complete truth, it is at least very probable. I knew I could count on our talk together. But, my good friend, how should we begin the investigation? What thread in all that you summarized will lead us to the answer?”

“You hold the answer already, Jimbo!”

“Me? What the hell are you saying? You lost me!”

“Yes, the answer is the deaf-mute you are holding as a prisoner at the station house.”

“Vincent, the man can’t talk. He can’t hear! He can’t even read what I write and put in front of him.”

“You’re right. The man will not tell you anything. However, I think that wishing not to do so, he will teach you a lot about this case.”

“Okay, forgive me, Vincent, but are you putting a carrot out and wanting me to grab it. Please, explain yourself, I beg of you.”

“This deaf-mute prisoner you have behind bars didn’t just fall out of the sky somewhere, Jimbo. He lives somewhere. I don’t know where that might be... maybe with the assassin or somewhere else. It doesn’t really matter where.

If you find out where he lives, then you will know what his name is and who his friends are. So, the first step in solving this crime is to find out who your prisoner is.”

“Then, you have found a clue!”

“As a matter of fact, my longtime friend, I have, and it’s a good one. In fact, I believe it’s a sure-fire one.”

“Gideon, you are as talented as ever. Captain O’Donnell has given me instructions to hire you and—.”

“It has been a long time since I physically got involved in a case, but this one intrigues me. However, I have two questions I need to ask you before we continue.”

“Shoot!”

“Earlier in your narrative, you told me that the deaf-mute wasn’t present when you opened the trunk. However, are you sure the man doesn’t know what it contained?”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t answer that question. He was locked in his jail cell a long way back in the building and didn’t learn the contents from any of our officers or me when we were looking inside.”

“Very well. Now, my last question. When you searched the prisoner before locking him up, did you find anything on his person?”

Yes. He had a silver dollar and some change, a small pocket knife, the kind one would win at the arcades at county fairs, and a large clump of charcoal.”

“Ahhhh, Jimbo. The charcoal interests me and will help us later in our investigation.” 

“Charcoal?”

“Hurry, my friend. We have no time to lose. We must set the prisoner free right away!”

The more anxious Gideon became, the more pronounced became his intellectualization of the investigation. He rationalized and viewed the problem from different viewpoints. He was as though he could force a favorable outcome by his sheer brilliance of thought.

*****
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“SET THE MAN FREE!” Rogers exclaimed. “You have got to be kidding me, Gideon.”

The detective sat looking at the Chief of Detectives quietly, smiling and rubbing his hand on the table in front of him anxiously.

“You are now speaking like Father Vinny. I need you to focus again, Vincent. You really don’t mean it. Are you trying to confuse me? You want me to release a man that is somehow part of this murder back out on the streets?”

“Not exactly, Jimbo. I am suggesting that you give him his liberty but put two of your best detectives on his trail. Keep a close eye on his every single movement.”

“I think I understand. The plan, as you said earlier, is to find out who this man is. You think if we follow him, we might find out who he is.”

“There is no ‘might’ to it, Jimbo. I’m sure of it.”

“It was the same exact ploy I used with Rosenthall twenty years ago.”

“Indeed, and we both know how that panned out, don’t we?”

“I’m sorry?”

“Didn’t you lose Rosenthall at the train station?”

“Never mind, Jimbo. You make fun of my recommendation. I will just—.”

“Whoa, I didn’t want to bring back old memories. I’m not sure why I even said that. Please forgive me, old friend. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“I shouldn’t have gotten upset either. Go ahead, continue, Jimbo.”

“The prisoner has seen all of my men. If he by chance sees them during the chase, I am afraid we might lose him.”

“Not a problem. I once played the part of a Transformist in a case I was working on. I think myself quite good at masking myself from being identified as a detective.”

“Very well. The Captain was right. He and I wish to confide the affair to a detective like yourself.”

“But, I am afraid you are wrong. I’m getting a bit old to be trudging and running after a suspect all over the countryside.

Yes, the prisoner may be so talented and get away from your detectives. If that happens, they deserve to be fired on the spot. I don’t think yours would be so naïve to get close enough to let the prisoner know they’re following him.

Furthermore, if he is smarter than he leads you to believe, the mute might be cunning enough to know he is being followed and lead your men on a wild goose chase. I once observed a man while under the disguise as a German beggar and ended up nipping him in an abandoned house.

But, no matter about that now. If your detectives realize he is leading them on, all they need to do is arrest him again and put him back in his jail cell.

This will work, Jimbo. From the information you have given me, you do not have to fear of losing or being recognized by the prisoner.

The man is deaf and dumb. You have already figured that one out. He hasn’t learned anything from you or your men since getting to your headquarters. He hasn’t seen what was stuffed in the trunk.

You set him free. He will not be surprised finding himself at liberty and will go off without any suspicion.”

“I love it when a game plan comes together, Gideon.”

“Your men must not stay behind too far. I suspect he will be making his way to the railway. I don’t think he lives in Black Rock Cove.”

“What tells you that?”

“My gut, Jimbo.”

“He can’t journey by rail. All he had on him was a silver dollar and some change.”

“True. I forgot he didn’t have much money on him.”

“That’s fine, but—.”

“Jimbo, I really must get back to my son. I told him I would be away not more than fifteen minutes. It has already been thirty. I have put the meat and potatoes in your hands, it’s up to you and your men to help yourself.

I only see my son on Sundays and really must get back to the dining room.”

The two men stood up from where they were sitting. Before Gideon turned away and walked back to the dining room, he saw his longtime friend not moving toward the front door of the café. “What is it, Jimbo?” the retired detective asked with a touch of impatience.

“Something essential,” said Rogers with a mysterious air.”

“Give it to me, but be quick.”

“I treasure all of your advice, Gideon. May I ask that we keep everything we talked about to ourselves. I will follow your recommendation.”

“It sounds like there is a ‘but’ in your narrative. Spit it out, Jimbo. I really need to get back to Billy Bob.”

“On behalf of Captain O’Donnell and myself, we do not have the expertise to conduct this strange affair. If you conduct the investigation for us, we will gladly pay you whatever it is you require.”

“Jimbo. Jimbo. I am honored that you and your captain have so much confidence in me, but I must refrain from taking on the case. As I just told you, I have a son.”

“Yes, of course. You have every right to be very proud of the boy.”

Gideon smiled. “He is about to open his own law offices in Black Rock Cove. He holds a doctorate of law from Lewis & Clark in Portland. He is also about to be married in a month to a most beautiful woman who loves him very much. If I were to take on the case now, I would not be able to help him with the wedding plans.” He paused and signaled the waiter for another cup of coffee.

Besides, I have tried to keep my many years as a detective away from my son. I have never told him that my bank account has grown due to my chasing bad guys, and all those who would wish me dead if they got out of prison.”

“Very well, old friend. I can see your point. Please, let me know if you change your mind.”

Gideon began to walk off and said, “You have all you need, Jimbo, to begin your investigation. I really must go.”

“Vincent, I can’t let this go. This murder is unlike any other. The Black Rock Cove newspaper will be all over it. They will mess up any investigation we undertake.

We need to trust this case to a private detective, one who is not connected with our police department and one who no one suspects. There’s only one such person.”

“You continue to flatter me, Jimbo, but you are mistaken. There’s another.” He paused while his thoughts raced back many years earlier. “She moved back to Black Rock Cove no more than a year ago. The woman has already rendered you services when you were but a rookie on the squad. 

I know you know whom I refer... Bridget Flynn.”

“Bridget Flynn! Captain O’Donnell did think of her at first but—.”

“She would be an excellent choice.” Again, Gideon smiled broadly. “She is intelligent and knows her way already around the city. Only your most veteran officers understand who she is. Her existence on the case can be maintained quietly.” He paused and drew down on his cigar and blew smoke rings in the direction of the nearby window that was cracked open an inch or two.

“Jimbo, you can’t find a better detective to help you solve this case. After all, she was the principal behind solving the case of Johnathan Knight’s attempted murder of his daughter here in the Cove.”

“I know very well the exploits of Bridget Flynn. She solved several cases for us in the past, but the Captain and I thought she was retired, too.”

“I have it on good authority the woman is alive and well and still kicking. You must really contact her.”

“The Captain said she failed on a case a while back and then afterward skipped town. She doesn’t necessarily inspire perfect confidence with us. No one knows why she was here one moment, and the next, she was gone.”

“Well, she is here now. Believe me, Jimbo, Bridget is your man... or, should I say woman for helping you solve this case!”

“Okay. Go see your son, Vincent. I am sorry I kept you away for so long. I will go and speak to the Captain and tell him you recommended Bridget Flynn for the case. I will also commence setting the deaf-mute free.”

“The sooner, the better, Jimbo.”

“I am going back now. There are two detectives already at the station, and I will put them on his trail. I will also keep you abreast of our progress.”

“Thank you. But, please let’s not meet on Sundays anymore. That is the only time I get to spend with my son.” He smiled. “My son grows impatient. We are getting ready to spend the rest of the day with his fiancé.”

Detective Rogers returned to the police station to put Gideon’s plan into effect. The meeting was over at the Café. 

After shaking hands, he left knowing the plan he was about to hatch was the one recommended by the famed detective, Vincent James Gideon.

​
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Chapter THREE

The Prisoner is Released
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When the iron bars were first closed behind the prisoner, he stood and looked at the crumbling walls surrounding him. He walked over and took the edge of his fingernail and dug at the softening mortar between the distressed bricks. The concrete floor was damp.

It wasn’t long, and the prisoner made his way over to his bed and laid down. He no sooner tried to make himself comfortable, he fell asleep soundly in his jail cell at police headquarters. A trap was being laid for him, one that he had no clue was about to transpire.

The cell was just a box for one human being. There wasn’t anything else except for the hard bed he was sleeping on and a bucket. 

He had no idea that he was accused of murder or any crime for that matter. Ever since arriving at the station and being incarcerated, he has shown no sign of emotions. The deaf-mute didn’t seem to understand he was being imprisoned unless, of course, he had been in prison his entire life and felt right at home in the Black Rock Cove jail cell.

No sooner did he arrive, he found the cot available to inviting. Once he was extended on his back, he went right off to sleep, sawing logs one right after the other.

The police officers who took turns watching his jail cell couldn’t recover from their astonishment at how this big man, with his air of simplicity, was much more insensible than other hardened criminals that have graced the same room in the past.

The plan suggested by Gideon was in the works at the station house. The moment came to where Rogers needed to select two of his finest to incorporate the idea.

He chose Tobias Simms and Josh Norris to go on the stakeout and sent them home to disguise themselves before the plan was put in motion.

Josh was a soldier in the army during World War II and trained in hand to hand combat. He had been with the detective division of the Black Rock Cove Police Department since returning from the conflict.

The older of the two detectives was always the one to go to when dealing with dangerous criminals, ones that might employ a gun or knife. His largeness of body and broad shoulders, coupled with hand to hand combat training, always got him selected for the most dangerous of cases.

With him was Tobias Simms who also served in World War II and was of a much smaller frame, not able to handle himself in hand to hand combat as well as Josh, but more intelligent when hatching a plan like the two were soon to do. One might say he was the brains of the outfit.

One other skill Tobias possessed was that of being a pickpocket. Also, his talents would rival the best in his ability to disguise himself. He was by far one of the best Transformists around the department.

Because of his talented skills, he helped Gideon on several cases before the old detective retired and had the greatest admiration of the man.

On being chosen to unravel the Case of the Ace of Spades, both Simms and Norris felt very much flattered. There was no doubt these two men could be relied on to show not just enthusiasm but even passion in searching for the person responsible for taking the life of a beautiful woman.

Within the next hour, the two detectives, wholly changed into their street clothes, were outside trying to stay warm with their coats pulled up around the back of their necks. The cold weather was winning, licking at their faces and creeping under their clothes. With purple lips tinged with blue and gently chattering teeth, they wrapped their coats tighter around themselves and stood ready for the plan to be put in motion.

As soon as Detective Rogers was informed the men were in their places outside, he put the strategy into action.

Rogers entered the jail cell where the prisoner was still sound asleep on the cot. Sawing logs was an understatement. It was as though he hadn’t slept for two days and was there devoting all of his time catching up on his much-needed rest.

“Hey, you! Mister! There’s been a mixup. You’re not the man we’ve been seeking. You are free to go. Get up!”

The prisoner got up and stood in front of Detective Rogers. Two police officers got on either side of him and escorted him down the long corridor to the front of the police station.

When there, a brown envelope was emptied of a silver dollar and some change, a small pocket knife, and a clump of charcoal on the front counter.

Detective Rogers used his hands to show the man his belongings. The once prisoner took his hand and picked up all of his belongings and stuff them in his pocket.

Rogers remained inside while the two police officers showed the man the front door and gently eased him back outside.

Inside, next to the window with the blinds pulled close, Detective Rogers watched the man as he began slowly walking down the sidewalk. Both his hands were kept warm in his pockets, and his collar pulled up around his neck. The deaf-mute continued to amble and stopped and stared on the corner of the block across the street. It was where St. Paul’s Lutheran Church occupied half the block in the neighborhood.

After his moment of silence with his own thoughts, he then turned and looked up the street and then down the road. He didn’t really have any idea where he was and needed to try and get his bearings.

Finally, after about two minutes, the former prisoner started towards the docks near Black Rock Cove Park. After walking halfway down the block, he stopped and looked down a short side road and made no other moves. How he was acting, one would think he was utterly lost.

The two detectives kept their distance but were both not far away, hot on his trail.

The deaf-mute, after running his hand through his hair, gave up on trying to figure out which way to go and sat down on the curb that ran along the sidewalk. He lowered his head down and curled up like a newborn baby. He was lost and didn’t know which way to turn.

It wasn’t long Rogers bundled up and warm, walked out of the police station and down the street. He wasn’t far from the man as he looked up and saw the Chief.

The head of detectives thought to himself. I think my friend Vincent is mistaken this time. Our man is more cunning than we suspected. He just sits there and stares at me, waiting for me to invite him back inside out of the cold. Damn, who is this man? Either he is one honest idiot, or the mute is more shrewd than Vincent or I ever imagined.

The two detectives and Rogers kept their distance and watched the man. They were going to let this plan pan out. 

Then, after almost twenty minutes sitting in the cold, the man rose to his feet and made a start back up the sidewalk in the direction from whence he came. 

Tobias went first and remained in the man’s tracks. In a short while, Josh walked across the street and was also a bit further back but also in the man’s tracks.

It wasn’t long, Chief Rogers stayed in the shadows near a lamp post as the man passed in front of him. Rogers stayed back and waited. The man went out of sight and coming up to him in the blowing snow, Tobias rushed up and said, “Chief, the prisoner has returned to the station house. The sergeant wants to know what to do.”

The Chief wasn’t quite sure what to do. He was greatly perplexed. Nothing ever goes according to plan, but this is one time I have no clue why the man went back to headquarters. Damn, I suppose the men and I should go back too and get out of this snow.

Chief Rogers began walking back, the snow blowing directly in his face. “What the hell?” He questioned out loud to himself. Vincent Gideon was walking down the sidewalk with a young man’s arm, not further than twenty feet in front of him.

*****
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VINCENT GOT CLOSER. The chief said to himself, “What is Gideon doing out here in this cold?” He said in a gentle whisper to himself. His thoughts continued. No matter, he gave me this fool plan that has backfired in our faces. I must interrupt him with his son even though Vincent asked me not to do so. Vincent won’t like me approaching him in his son’s presence, but to hell with him. I have got to know since the plan failed if Vincent has another under his sleeve. I will be polite.

The Chief walked out onto the sidewalk and put himself in Vincent and Billy Bob’s path. “Excuse me, Father Vinny, I would like just a moment of your time in private, if I may? I promise not to detain you but a minute.” He spoke eagerly.

Gideon wasted no time and pulled his hand from his son’s arm. “Wait for me one minute, son,” said Vincent. He no sooner walked away with Rogers that he said, “You might have spared me this meeting in a public street,” he said to Rogers. “I told you only a few hours ago that I didn’t want my son knowing anything about my ways of a detective at the police department.”

“I’m sorry, Vincent, but the case has turned upside down. Something is not right. I -.” He said with quiet emphasis before cutting his words short.

“If it is really that urgent, waste no more time. Tell me what is so urgent, but be brief. We are in a rush to catch the ferry across the inlet to Lanier Island. We don’t want to be late and miss it.”

“Very well. I put two detectives on our prisoner’s trail and turned him loose only an hour ago. He walked down the street, sat on a curb in the blowing snow, got up thirty minutes later, and returned to headquarters.”

“The man is shrewder than I supposed.” He paused a moment with his face assuming a peculiar expression. “We are on the wrong path. This man is shrewd because he is acting in good faith. He returned to the station house because he really is lost and does not know his way around Black Rock Cove. The mute doesn’t know where to go.”

“Vincent, pardon me in saying, but your plan has left me with egg on my face. I am embarrassed what the Captain might say.”

“All is not lost yet, Jimbo.” He answered with staid calmness.

“What do you suggest?”

“How was your man brought to your station house?”

“In our police van.”

“Then he didn’t have a clue where he was brought. Have him returned to the storage facilities where he was arrested? Send your two detectives to the spot ahead of time and have them wait on him.” His voice rang with command.

“Makes sense.”

“Who are the two detectives you have assigned?”

“Simms and Norris.”

“Ahhh, very good. You got your best men on the man’s tracks. With the start that you give him by returning him to where he was, it might just help the plan work out.”

“I’m not sure, Vincent. By taking him back to the place we arrested him, he will suspect something.”

“Yes, he will suspect something if he is guilty. But, on the contrary, if he is innocent in this murder, he will more than likely take your two detectives someplace.” He muttered hastily.

“I’m not sure if—.”

Gideon began to walk away, “I’m sorry, Jimbo, but if my son and I don’t hurry, we will miss the ferry. We really must go.” The famed detective walked away from Rogers, grabbed his son’s arm, and rushed down the sidewalk towards the docks.

Rogers watched his longtime friend depart and go out of sight in the blowing snow. I think my friend’s intellect is starting to fail him. His plan isn’t worth a dime. I know we are not risking anything if we try it, but there really isn’t anything else we can do at this time.

If the deaf-mute doesn’t fall in line with the plan, then we have nothing but identification at the morgue of the woman. No matter. I will try what Vinny is asking us to do, and if it doesn’t work out, I’ll send for Bridget Flynn and give the entire affair over to her. She is one fuzzy dame sometimes, but we’ll keep our eyes on her.

*****
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THE PRISONER WAS BROUGHT to the street corner where the storage facility was located and dropped off. He raised his gloved hand to shield his eyes. He had anticipated the coldness and the sting of the blowing snow on his face, but not the viciousness of the wind and how the light blinded him from the brightly lit street lamps.

All the man could do was bow his head until his chin touched his chest and keep walking. He was looking for warmth, much the same as the two detectives thought who wasn’t far behind him.

The van drove off into the darkness and out of sight. The deaf-mute froze in his steps and gazed all about him Tobias and Josh were afraid as they watched him he might just sit back down on a nearby curb lining the snow-covered street.

Finally, having no doubt ascertained where he was, the man approached a house at the corner of Diamond Trail and High Hill. There was a high white brick wall outlining the perimeter of the property. After looking up at a street sign, he continued until he came to where Highland Springs crossed High Hill. The white, brick wall continued.

The prisoner pulled out of his pocket the small clump of black coal and reached up and marked an “X” on the wall.

Tobias was not far away on the other side of the street, hidden in the shadows. “Ahhh, so that’s why he has the piece of coal in his pocket. He is marking his way so that he doesn’t get lost. He is definitely going to take us to who the boss man is in the murder!” He whispered under his breath to himself.

Riding in the police car, Rogers kept his distance behind the two detectives hot on his prisoner’s trail.

The snow continued to blow against the car with the windows raised and warmth inside and watched the deaf-mute continue to walk as though he was on a mission. He most definitely knew where he was at.

His walk stopped as he came in front of the Rice Medical Center and Hospital. After a brief hesitation, he continued walking until he reached Canyon Road, where he again came to a halt and looked in all directions.

In the meanwhile, the chief’s car pulled slowly down the street, careful to keep its distance. The two detectives continued to follow him, one on each side of the road.

The deaf-mute walked and walked, stopping occasionally and looking on the white wall. He looked in all directions, not showing any interest in the Chief, who was driving slowly down the street behind him or the two detectives on foot.

The deaf-mute continued to walk, stopping less frequently. He took a turn and went down Mansfield Street, and then at the end of the street, he turned and began walking down Church Street.

All his walking began to be at a faster pace. He stopped checking the white wall for marks. He was apparently walking in a neighborhood he was well acquainted.

The two detectives were frozen through and through. Their delight became complete when they saw the deaf-mute stop before a large black iron gate at the corner of Alyssa Drive and Marquesa Avenue.

He stopped and stared at the house a moment, then walked over and pushed the call bell on one of the two brick pillars that held the hinged gate.

Simms walked a few steps further and positioned himself on the other side of the street and rested on a bus stop bench. Norris walked a bit more also and posted himself on the corner of Alyssa and Marquesa.

It didn’t make any difference which way the deaf-mute went, he was not going to escape the two detectives.

In the meanwhile, Chief Rogers knew they were close and got out of his police car. After being nice and warm for the last hour, he was rudely awakened by the cold wind that cut through his overcoat. 

He walked down the sidewalk and towards the brightly lit entrance where the iron gate was closed. He stopped not more than fifty feet away and watched his prisoner continue to push the button for the bell to ring inside. However, no one answered.

A woman who was walking by noticed the deaf-mute ringing the bell. “You may ring away, young man,” she said, “but the house is empty.” She didn’t stop and kept on walking.

The woman took several steps further and ran into the Chief. “Is the house there not occupied?” He asked the lady wrapped up in a heavy cloak.

“The owner must have moved away last night. The butler usually comes and gets the morning paper, but I see it is still lying on the sidewalk this morning.”

“I was only asking for that poor fellow there has been pushing that button on the fence for a long time.”

“He will find out soon enough.”

“Do you not know that man?”

“No, I have never seen him before in my life.” She walked closer to the Chief. “Why so many questions? What do you want?”

Chief Rogers didn’t respond to the woman. He walked over to the deaf-mute who was still standing and pushing the button in and out, over and over.

He reached up and touched the man on the shoulder. He turned around quickly somewhat startled by the presence of the man who had so repeatedly asked him so many questions, or at least he thought that was what he was doing. But, he didn’t seem frightened by Rogers’ being there.

I think Gideon was right. This man doesn’t know anything about the murder. He is, in fact, deaf-dumb. But, most importantly, he has brought us to where the killings might have taken place or to where the assassin lives. That’s good enough. Now, we must close the net over our killer!

Chief Rogers took the deaf-mute by his arm and led him back to the police car and assisted him in getting in the back seat. He saw Josh walk up. “Norris, get in the back seat with our prisoner and keep a close eye on him.”

“What do we have?” Tobias asked while walking up to the Chief.

“Go and stand at the gate and keep watch,” commanded the Chief.

The men walked over to the gate. “I will go inside and check things out. Stay here, Tobias. Be ready to come and help if I blow my whistle.” The Chief pulled a whistle out of his pocket and hung it around his neck.

Rogers looked over at the woman who had not left the scene as yet. She was very interested as to what was going on. “You there, woman... not a word one about what you see happening. I am Chief Jim Rogers. These other two men with me are detectives. Stay with my officer at the gate until I return. I have more questions to ask you.” His voice broke with huskiness.

The Chief began to approach the house. There was a winding cobblestone path that led up to the massive structure. There were large skeletal trees completely covered in snow swaying gently to the chilly winter breeze.

God, it was cold. It wasn’t a pleasant cold, either. It was the kind that made one walk all the faster and brace their head against the wind. No matter how warm the Chief’s blood was in his veins, his face got frozen just the same.

On the house’s threshold stood a delicate marble fountain, one where the soft gurgling of clear water would resonate in the air filled with the sound of katydids in the summer. Now, it is only a frozen spectacle.

Once the Chief reached the old creaky iron trellis and gate at the entrance, he stopped and noticed from the entry to the house, there were several footprints which the cold air had preserved marvelously well.

The chief continued to look closely at the tracks. There were four separate sets. There were two sets, side by side, of deep tracks, apparently made by someone heavy.

The chief didn’t want to mess up the tracks and continued to analyze their existence. One set of steps went to the right and the other to the left, but both sets ended up at the rungs on the front porch.

The chief looked better along the cobblestone trail that led to the street and saw that they went from the road to the house. They entered two times, but no steps showed they ever left.

All the steps came from the street, up the cobblestone walkway, to the house and on to the inside. None returned!

Damn, where is Gideon now? This is incomprehensible! The two heavy tracks are made by the same two pairs of feet. They are nowhere seen as leaving the house.

The chief pulled out his small notebook and began to take notes before making his way to the front door. The two large prints were created, in my opinion, by the deaf-mute who has large feet and is a big man who would leave the same deepened steps.

The other tracks were made by the assassin. The markings are of those of well-shaped boots, with high heels. I will get Tobias to make plaster casts of both sets of prints.

Rogers continued his investigation. The chief of detectives crossed the front yard of the home, being careful not to efface the other footsteps in the snow and arrived standing on the wooden steps of the large house.

The detective walked a few more steps to the door and put his hand on an ornate brass knob. 

He noticed the door was drawn up to the frame of the house but was not pulled wholly shut. Chief Rogers pulled his revolver out of his pocket.  The house appeared abandoned, but he wasn’t going to take any chances.

He slowly shoved the door open, its creaking noise brought a chill to his spine. It sounded like some dying animal, crying out all of its pain and grief with its last breath. He walked inside. 

The Chief of Detectives stood in a large foyer, at the end of which was a spiraling staircase that rose to the second floor of the home. He looked down and saw the red longleaf pine floors were remarkably shiny, obviously well taken care of.

In the hallway along both sides of the walls, there were some trunks of different sizes and styles. There were also some large bags, neatly tied at the top with cotton rope. 

He sauntered toward the staircase, stopped and looked down and saw a long trunk, one very similar if not the same as the one the deaf-mute carried when he was arrested by his men.

The veteran detective didn’t want to take any chances. His analytic mind continued to stop and look at each trunk and bag. If I still had any doubts, all of these trunks here would dispel them. I think we have this crime almost solved. We don’t need to call on Bridget Flynn to come and help. Besides, this is probably too dangerous of a case to have her work.

The chief will get Tobias to come and help investigate the trunks and bags, but first, he wanted to keep checking out the home for further clues.

He looked down the hallway towards the stairs and saw two doors, one on each side. He walked several steps down the corridor and opened the door on the right. It was a magnificently decorated living room. There were two handsome Victorian Queen Ann chairs with red velvet fabric and spurious mahogany wood. 

The sofa is cream in color and inlaid with fine green silk. The leaves were embroidered so delicately that they might have landed there in the spring and just sunk into the material.

The curtains which hung over the windows were of white silk, the kind of white that was untouched by hands and devoid of dust. A cursory gaze to the right showed him the almost hidden cords that were used to open and close them. 

On the mantelshelf above an expansive fireplace was a large gilt-bronze clock standing between two Wedgwood Urns.

A tawdry looking chandelier hung from the vaulted ceiling, and four brass candelabra of ornate style was placed on panels that jetted out from two life-sized beveled glass mirrors that hung on the wall.

The Chief walked over and could still smell the burnt ashes of what looked like the cinders of some papers that were in a small pile of ash inside the grate.

Rogers took his pencil and jotted some notes in his notebook. The cinders of the burnt paper will need to be explained in the fireplace.

He replaced his notepad in his pocket and pulled some curtains apart that hung on the other side of the room. There was an opening that went to another adjacent room. There were no windows. The only light it was receiving came from that of the windows in the living room in which he stood.

The investigator scrutinized the surroundings. It was mostly dark, but not so that he couldn’t make out the surroundings. There was a grandfather clock that stood against the wall as soon as he walked in. It was at least eight feet tall and large enough that a full-size man could hide inside.

In the middle of the chamber was a card table of which cards were spread out in several rows. Next, to the table, one of the chairs had been turned over on its side.

Ahhhh. Here it is. This must be where the woman received the blow to the back of her head. She was playing cards and had no clue the strike was coming. He paused in his thoughts and looked at the cards more closely. I will go back to this table in a bit. I must count through the cards and see if there are fifty-one, and the Ace of Spades is missing.

Chief Rogers left the room and walked back out into the hallway. He crossed to the other side and opened the door. It was the formal dining room of the home. There were two placemats on the table with all the plates and forks and knives to either side. It demonstrated two people had sat at the two places earlier.

Everything about the table and chairs appeared to be in disarray. Something of unkind nature interrupted the meal. There was a chair with one of its legs broken off laying on its side next to the walnut hand-carved dining table.

On the table was a bottle of Red Moscato wine that had turned on its side and flooded the tablecloth. Broken plates were lying scattered about the carpet.

Damn, I jumped to a conclusion earlier. It wasn’t in that other room where the blow was struck... it was here in the dining room. However, the condition of the woman’s body showed there was not a struggle between her and the assassin.

The Chief got down and looked more closely at a spot on the carpet. It appeared to be blood stains and not that of spilled wine.

The woman must have been struck while standing here. But, there’s so much blood.  We did not see any indication of that when we reviewed the body. He continued to amble while looking down on the carpet. The woman was stabbed with a dagger. Her bleeding was mostly internal. This blood trail leads somewhere. The woman would have fallen to the floor and not been able to walk. This is becoming more and more strange. Where is this blood trail leading? He looked up and saw there was an adjacent room similar to what he saw across the hall, attached to the dining room.

The Chief pushed further open a door that was ajar. “What the Hell! Another body!” He jumped back in complete surprise.

Under the subdued lighting, the corpse was utterly still. He had been dead for some time. At first glance, the cause wasn’t apparent, although the Chief felt sure it was from a knife wound. The chances of the man’s death were far from being from natural causes.

Men don’t just turn up dead for no good reason. From his clothing, he was well-to-do, and his shoes were only fit for the city.

Yep, this was one body that had a story to tell.

The corpse was of a man in his late forties, tall and nicely attired. Hanging from his pocket was a gold chain that attached to a gold watch lying next to the body. On the glass face of the watch was a large spot of blood. One of the collars on the man’s brown leather jacket had been torn.

Over in the corner was a light brown overcoat with brass buttons, wadded in a small pile. 

The man’s face was clean-shaven, no beard or mustached. His long black hair was combed back and slicked down with Vaseline hair tonic.

His face was disfigured by a terrible wound that was blown across his eyebrow and completely destroying one of his eyes.

The Chief stopped and gently scratched the side of his face. This is very complicated. This man appears to have struggled first and then was killed by a blow of a heavy cane to the face. The assassin obviously killed him first. It started back at the dining room table. After he fell to the carpet, he was dragged into this room. 

He walked out and looked at the carpet next to the table and then back and looked at the body. I think the assassin planned on having the deaf-mute haul off his body after he finished with the woman.

The Chief gently searched the man’s coat pockets trying not to disturb the body. The killer fought with this man and killed the woman with a single blow without any struggle. Who is this man? His clothing appears to be that of a wealthy merchant. He looks like he may be a suitor for the woman and was protecting her. He must be missed somewhere.

He continued to search the pockets. A man always has a billfold or pocketbook of some kind on his person. The Chief stood up and looked at the body. One thing is for sure, this man was not killed to be robbed. His gold chain and watch still hanging out of his pocket proves that. Money had nothing to do with this murder or that of the woman for that matter. There’s no use in searching among freed convicts of thefts and whatnot.

This is an affair entirely outside the realm associated with the robbery. This is just the kind of crime that belongs to Vincent Gideon! He began to shake his head. It’s a pity my friend won’t take the case. But he gave us good advice that paid off so far. Without him, we would surely be still looking and not a clue one for these murders.

Now, what do we do?

Rogers walked out of the room, down the hallway and back into the dining room. He got near the floor to ceiling window half-covered by silk curtains. 

The shadows of the trees were now twice as long as themselves. The detective reached up and found the glass to be very cold to the touch and continued to stare while the sun had disappeared from the sky until the trees that lined the perimeter of the property stood as black statues silhouetted against the darkened sky.

The evening had approached. The street was silent and deserted. The police car which Tobias guarded the deaf-mute was still not far from the entrance of the main gate. Josh was walking up and down the sidewalk.

Okay, get it together, Rogers. The detective began to formulate a plan in his head. If I decide to set a trap for this assassin, I must do it at once. Once the newspapers pick up on this murder, springing such a trap will not be possible. If I hurry, the killer won’t read about it in the papers, and we stand a chance in catching him.

We must hurry, so the killer doesn’t find out the deaf-mute has been captured. But, that won’t bother him too much since he used the deaf-mute in his plans because he was a most discreet accomplice.

The detective walked back and looked at the corpse in the pantry room next to the dining room. Then he walked back across the hall and looked at where he thought the murder took the place of the woman.

Again, his mind spun with thoughts as he placed more pieces of the puzzle together.

Maybe tonight the killer will return for this other body? He was definitely in a hurry to carry the woman away and probably had every intention to come back and get rid of the body of that man. I will keep quiet about this investigation until tomorrow. It will do no harm in doing so. I will stay. I want that bastard that did this!

Rogers walked out of the house and back up to the street, being careful not to mingle his footsteps with those that were most likely left by the killer and the deaf-mute.

He reached the road and met Norris, who was keeping a watch on the gate. 

Norris said, “The woman went back to her house. What appeared to be her husband drove up, went inside, and locked the door from the inside. They seemed to have foregone supper and turned all the lights off inside.”

“Great, Josh. That’s what we want. Now... go to the car and tell Tobias to take the deaf-mute back to headquarters and put him in one of the jail cells. After he has done that, tell him to come back here with two more men for backup. You and I will be spending the night and wait on our killer to return.”

“Okay. What do you want me to do?”

“When the men arrive, place them wherever you think they will be nearby and hidden. They will act as our backups because I will only be calling you when needed.”

“Then you are running a “mousetrap” Chief?”

“Yes, Josh,” Rogers said. “We will let him enter the hole, and you and I will set off the trap and put him in cuffs!” His voice had depth and authority.

“Okay, Chief. You can rest assured we will all be hidden. No one will know we are there. When you whistle, I will be there right away!”

“Send one of the men to get all of you something to eat. It is going to be a cold night, so try to find a place where you are out of the wind.”

“What about you, Chief? Do you want something to eat?” He murmured.

“I will eat tomorrow morning. I’m going back inside and await the assassin.”

“Very well, Chief.”

Rogers was walking away and stopped. “Josh, be careful. This mouse may just be a woman!” He spoke eagerly.

“A woman, sir?”

“Yes.” He firmly said.

“Understood, Chief.”

Chief Rogers walked a hundred feet away from the original tracks left by the assumed assassin and the deaf-mute. He reentered the house and began looking for a place to hide. 

Nighttime had come. He needed a light to see the assassin, but if he had a light, it would surely scare off the scoundrel.

Rogers went into the room without windows adjacent to the living room. He left the door open partially so that he could hear any footsteps that would hopefully return during the evening. The window was opened partially in the living room so if Rogers blew his whistle, Norris would hear him and come running.

The Chief then took one of the candelabras from the table and sat it down in a far corner of the living room and lit one of the wicks. This gave just enough glow to help him see but to not be seen from the outside.

He then went across the room and found a dark corner he could stand where the glow of the candle did not show his presence. After only a few minutes, he realized after his eyes adjusted, his hiding place was not the most optimum.

Then he thought of the enormous grandfather clock. He went to it and looked at it a moment, realizing that there was a large hole to see out, and by getting inside, the only thing not visible would be the swinging of the pendulum arm. He was ready.

There was a wingback chair sitting in the corner of the room where the detective sat down, close to the door leading to the hallway and waited. Once I hear a sound, I will rush to the clock and jump inside. Once he enters, I will blow my whistle. The others can surround the house and come running. 

Nothing else was needed for the time being. The stakeout would require a lot of patience, spending several hours near a dead man covered with blood. Furthermore, since the assassin had killed twice already, he knew he must be on guard at all times. The murderer would have no problem in adding a third corpse to his number of kills.

What the fuck am I shaking for? If Gideon were here, he would tell me that courage and patience are the two essential virtues of being a detective!

Chief Rogers was seated where, more than likely, the victim had once sat. His thoughts began to cover all the facts of the case. He couldn’t arrive at a conclusion as to what he was doing was the right thing or not. I might be making a mistake. I shouldn’t be fooling myself, Bridget Flynn would know precisely how to handle this matter. Maybe I should have called her in on this. Vincent has always thought very highly of her...

The hours passed. Then, twelve bells rang from the grandfather clock. He stood up and walked over to light another candle as the first one lit burned down to nothing but a flicker. Just as he was about to light a match and start another candle burning, he heard a noise.

The outer door on the room began to open, the hinges in need of oiling squeaked and gave it away. Rogers rose and rushed over and climbed into the clock.

Someone was walking down the hallway, his steps getting closer to the room where the chief was hiding.

“Haley, are you there?” He said in a gentle, whisper tone. His voice was restrained.

Rogers was stiffened, not moving a muscle inside the clock. He wished he would have been able to let the pendulum continue to swing as it would have covered his heavy heartbeat and rapid breathing. Not to take any chances, chief of detectives held his breath for fear of betraying his presence inside the tall wooden structure.

The assumed assassin did not suspect the chief was watching. When the unknown man pronounced the woman’s name, he gave Rogers his next clue. A woman must have lived in the house named Haley. He focused all of his attention and listened carefully while watching through a small peephole in the clock.

The nocturnal visitor continued to walk stealthily. He slowly approached the entrance to the room adjacent to the living room and was about to move the curtain, which partially covered its entrance. “Haley. Haley, are you there? For God’s sake, where are you?”

No one, of course, answered the call. Well, at least this man is talking in English. That’s good.

The stranger began to pull the curtain to the side. The candle from the room, although expiring and still lit as the detective didn’t have time to pinch the wick, had a flickering and faint glow that illuminated the features of the man.

The visitor did not walk all the way into the room and stopped. The wavering candle was on the floor and threw its light from down low. This small amount of glow did not give the detective enough brilliance to show all the features of the assassin.

Rogers continued to stare out the peephole, which was at the height of his eyes. He espied a heavy dark beard with the brim of his hat, hiding his facial features as they were in a complete shadow.

Damn, man...are you going to enter or go out? Rogers had him where he wanted him and had no wish to let him get away the same way he came. I need to wait for blowing my whistle. If I blow it now, I will deprive myself of more clues. He unquestionably would not have come back to the house where he committed the crimes unless he had a motive of some sort.

Rogers continued to observe. This man knows the deaf-mute was arrested. I feel it in my gut. He knows we have the body of the dead woman at the morgue. I don’t think by him being here that we have discovered his lair of misdeeds. So far, he doesn’t know I’m watching him from within this clock.

He is here to get rid of all traces of the murder. The assassin will straighten the mess in the dining room and pack the other body in a trunk and be off with it on his back. He appears to be strong enough. 

Haley must be a housekeeper in this house. She must have been an accomplice in the murder and fled the home and left the front door unlocked in her rush.

I need to wait... let him do his business. If I don’t, he will just come up with lame excuses as to why he was in the house. We must catch him in the act of cleaning up after his murder of the woman and the man in the other room!

The Chief of Detectives began to experience cramps in his right leg. He needed to move it as the pain was becoming unbearable. He couldn’t so he go watched the man and thought about what he was doing. Go ahead, you son-of-a-bitch! Start cleaning up. Pack the body from the pantry into the trunk.  When you are ready to carry it away, my men and I will swoop in and put you under arrest!

Meow. Meow.

A cat appeared and startled both the detective and the stranger. Both flicked their eyes toward the feline. Five pounds of fur on lonely legs hurried and jumped up on a nightstand, its amber eyes glowing lamp-like from a diminutive head. The assassin reached over and petted the cat on top of the head.

Although cramped, the detective was holding the whistle up to his face, ready to blow it when the killer packed the body. Norris will come as he was probably waiting just outside the door in preparation to begin running on the sign of the whistle.

Then, the visitor stopped as he looked into the card-playing room and kept his head lowered and looked all around. Then, without further hesitation, he whispered out loud, “She’s not there. Where the fuck is she?” Other than the once meow from the cat, silence lingered in the air.

Still hidden from view, Chief Rogers said to himself, You scoundrel, you have just signed your guilty plea. I’ve got you. Now, go get the other body and put it in a trunk.

The man kept looking around the room, maybe for his housekeeper. Perhaps he didn’t know she had fled the home after the murders. Or, perhaps she had gone upstairs. Crap, I wish I would have had more time to have gone up and checked upstairs. If I had not found the second body, I might—.

Then, the nocturnal visitor began to talk aloud. “I don’t understand why the candle is lit and sitting on the floor? That’s strange.” His whisper was loud enough as the man talked to himself Rogers could hear him. “Did she put it there?”

As one could never imagine, the chief all cramped in the clock felt a twitch in his nose. He was cramped with no way to move and felt the urge to sneeze. He began to wiggle his nose back and forth to subside the urge to sneeze. Doing everything within his power to prevent himself from sneezing, but the involuntary action could not be stopped. His ability to smother his sneeze broke forth with a loud noise and the shaking of the grandfather clock no more than six feet from where the visitor was standing.

When this happened, the chief was unable to hold on to the whistle. It fell to the bottom of the inside of the clock.

The assassin sprang towards the clock. He quickly turned the skeleton key in the front door. The chief became locked inside. As all this was happening, the last flicker of the candle occurred, and the room went entirely dark.

The stranger, after locking the door, pulled the key out and placed it in his pocket and fled the scene hastily. Rogers wasn’t able to do anything. He was caught in his very own trap and unable to pursue the stranger he came to snag!

Chief Rogers, a prisoner in the grandfather clock, had no means of calling Norris. The whistle had fallen to the bottom of where he was standing, and he had no way of stooping over and picking it up. It was as though he was locked in a coffin standing on end!

He was about to begin screaming when he thought the assassin was probably armed with more than just a knife and would start filling the clock with bullets to stop his scream. Besides, with curtains, walls, the howling outdoor wind from the north, his cry would be muffled so much it would not be heard.

The chief recognized the futility of his efforts. He wasn’t sure if the man who had played him this trick was thinking of saving himself and not interested whatsoever in ridding himself of the chief of detectives.

Slam!

The chief heard the outer door of the house slam shut. The assassin has rushed away without cleaning up his work. He leaves my men and me behind to unravel the mystery of the two dead bodies. Damn it, my surprise visit is no longer a surprise. He will never come here again. No matter, Josh and Tobias are there and the others. They will hopefully coral him when he reaches the street. They will never let him pass.

Chief Rogers remained, awaiting the capture of the assassin and his men coming in the house to rescue him from his trapped position. A half-hour went by and still no sign of his men. Jesus Christ! He got away. There’s no other reason my men have not come inside and released me from this terrible locked position that I’m in.

I came inside here alone to bag the culprit when I should have brought Josh in with me. Sometimes I guess I will never learn. Instead of me bagging the assassin, I became bagged myself. The trap closed on me and not the scoundrel! 

My good friend Gideon wouldn’t have allowed himself to be caught in this way. He is too good of a detective, said Chief Rogers sorrowfully to himself. Gideon would, at least, have taken the key out of the door before climbing inside.

The assassin was free. The killer could continue to murder people. There wasn’t anything the chief could do about it. 

There was nothing else Rogers could do but feel sorry for himself while trapped in such a small space. If I had not tried and catch him in the act of loading the corpse, I would not be locked in here, and the assassin would be in our grasp. He is not a deaf-mute. He called for Haley. That proves that. He hesitated in his thoughts while trying to shake the grandfather clock with moving his body weight back and forth. 

Damn it, when are those fools going to come in here? They are excellent detectives and will wait all night. The killer is on his way. I stand here cold as the dickens. All my body parts are beginning to cramp!

The house was cold with freezing temperatures inside. He was beginning to not be able to breathe. All cramped up, trying to breathe through a small hole. The pendulum of the clock eating into his back presented a most painful situation for Rogers.

He waited and waited. A small light began to come through the windows and lit the room. A faint voice could be heard. “Chief! Chief, where are you?” The voice was fragile and shaking.

“Here! Over here in the grandfather clock.”

Josh rushed up to the wooden prison his chief was had resided for the past several hours. He looked about the room and found a fireplace poker and began to pry on the door. He continued in haste until he was able to open the door where Rogers had spent what seemed like an eternity trapped.

Norris pulled him out and helped him over to a wingback chair to rest himself and try and gather his composure. 

Josh always carried a small silver flask full of brandy for cold night stakeouts. He immediately opened the top and gave it to the chief to help warm his insides.

“I trust you have that bastard locked up!” Exclaimed Rogers abruptly.

“Who are you talking about, Chief?” He questioned with quiet emphasis.

“That man who came inside at midnight. Surely you saw him and was waiting on either my whistle or stopping him when he left.”

“Yes, sir, I did see a man.”

“Then you are fucking with me, right? Are you crazy, Norris?”

“No, sir. Just at midnight, we watched a man walk up the avenue outside. He was dressed fashionably and had a long white overcoat on and a wide-brimmed hat. He wore black leather gloves.

He stopped at the gate, opened it, and walked up the walkway and went inside as though he owned the home.”

“And you just watched him! You and Tobias and the others didn’t arrest him on the spot?”

“Chief, you gave us orders. You told me to let everyone pass, which was coming to the house. I was only to spring the trap once I heard your whistle. Sir, that was your orders!”

“Okay, Josh, I understand. But, when the man left, why didn’t you corral him?”

“I didn’t have any orders as to when people left the house as to what to do. Since I didn’t hear your whistle as yet, I thought it was strange but did nothing.”

“Nothing! You have got to be kidding me. Really?”

“I didn’t do anything. But, Tobias stopped him and asked where he came from. He told him that he was with our police department and was sent here to look around.”

“And Tobias believed him and let him go?” He answered quickly over his choking, beating heart.

“He didn’t believe him at first and asked for his credentials. He flashed him a detective’s badge and card.”

“What else?”

“He said he was here with a special communication for you, Chief.”

“Damn! Stupid! Stupid! Stupid!” The Chief exclaimed, with his patience being totally exhausted. “You and Tobias knew that we had not let it known to anyone that we were here or that the crime was committed here. Why? Why did you let the killer go?”

Josh said, “Chief, it surprised me, as well, that he was already informed of this murder. I thought that since Tobias took the deaf-mute back to the station that maybe it was something, he said then—.”

“Shut up! Shut up!” He shouted firmly. “I hear what you and Tobias have done. You have let the assassin escape!” 
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Chapter FOUR

The Police Chief Went Mad
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*****
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Chief Rogers ran his hand through his black salt and pepper hair three times in quick succession and fixed his stare onto the veteran detective that could have frozen the Pacific Ocean.

Josh dropped his gaze to the sidewalk and hooked his thumbs into his blue jeans.

“The assassin! That big man with the gray overcoat was the murderer?” Josh said in a loud whisper while still looking down.

“Yes, Norris, it was he,” the chief growled. “How could you be so stupid! He has escaped us! All you need to do was hold him here.” He began to stutter.

“Chief, sir... -.”

“Josh, there’s no excuse for what you did. You have more years with our detectives than anyone else. You have been duped by the first comer to the house. He is not even a pro, and you let him go! It’s downright ridiculous!”

The detective continued to hang his head down low. He knew the chief was taking his own frustrations out on him but said nothing while the governor continued to reprove him, emphasizing every word with animated gestures.

After feeling like a punching bag for two minutes, Josh finally raised his head. He had enough. Twenty years with the force and he wasn’t going to take any further chastizing from his chief. “Okay! Okay, it’s my fault. I am to blame for the man getting away! Fire me, Chief. I’ve served with the force for twenty years and have always done so with honor and can hold my head up high! You’re right. We don’t have room to make mistakes in our business. I’ll go back and pack my office. I will never believe what a man tells me in the streets again. I should have noticed the way he was showing his badge and credentials to Simms that he didn’t, in fact, belong with the police department.”

Norris began to walk away. “I know Tobias is under my charge. It is my fault that we let the man go.”

“Stop, Norris.”

“Sir?”

The chief’s anger began to subside. He knew he was as much to fault with the assassin escaping as that of his men who waited outside the house. “Josh, do you think you would recognize this man if you saw him again?” The chief asked promptly.

“Yes, by his eyes. It wasn’t light when he came out. I remember seeing him in the glow of the street lamps. If I saw him, he wouldn’t be stupid enough to wear the same overcoat and clothes. Oh, yes, I will recognize him. As sure as I am Joshua Norris, I’ll collar the bastard who has brought me to lose my job!”

“Wait a sec, Josh. This is the first time you have made a mistake like this. For just one fault, heck, I have even been known to make a mistake once in my life. You’re not fired!”

“Thank you, Chief.” No way was Josh going to tell the chief he got himself locked in the clock. No way was he going to say to him he had made more than one mistake in his life. He was giving him another chance, and that was all that counted.

“We have done bad work tonight, you and I and the rest of your men. Let’s try to do better this morning.” He paused and looked at the police car up the street and the post the other detectives had taken. “All of our men at their designated posts, Josh?”

“They haven’t budged from their spots since they were given their orders.”

“Very well. Now, Josh. Tell your men to remain on the lookout of the home. You go back to police headquarters and get the coroner to come back to the house. We have another dead body to contend to.”

“What! Is there another—.”

“There’s a man in the pantry off the dining room,” said Chief Rogers.

“Yes. I didn’t stutter, Norris.”

“Two!” Grumbled Josh.

“Once you send the coroner here, I want you to go to Marquesa Drive, Number—.”

“I know, Chief... to Bridget Flynn’s office.”

“Duh, I suppose you are not as stupid as you were earlier. Yes, to the woman detective’s office.” Rogers grumbled as he was not too sure about using Flynn’s services. He never thought a woman should be a detective, but she and Gideon clicked together on cases. “Tell her that I want her at once. Tell her nothing more. Do you understand what I’m asking? You come back too and bring her with you.”

“Indeed, Chief. Then you are handing the case over to the woman detective?” He questioned the chief with an expression of dissatisfaction on his face.

“What does it matter to you how I orchestrate this affair, Norris?”

“I’m sorry, Chief Rogers. I was just wondering who I was to be working with on this case. Each time I have worked with Gideon on a case I -.”

“Gideon will have nothing to do with this case. You will follow the instructions of Bridget Flynn.”

“A woman, sir?”

“You ask too many questions. Just go. Make haste and return with the woman!”

The detective paused for a moment.

“Why are you waiting?”

“I was just wondering what a pity it was that Vincent Gideon was not working this case. He has, over the last twenty years, never met his equal. He would be perfect for handling this murder mystery.”

“Flynn will be just as good if you give her a chance. I expect you to do just that. Now, enough talk. Be off with you, man! Take the police car and be quick about it.”

Josh Norris was delighted to be back in favor of Chief Rogers. He threw his hand up to his forehead and saluted the chief and headed to the door.

The chief shouted, “Watch out for the steps in the snow on the right side of the path leading to the front door. Do not step near them.”

The Chief stared out at the other steps, the one that he has avoided since he arrived. In the snow, there were two sets of tracks when he came. Now, there were three sets of tracks. Apparently, the third was left by the assassin who escaped.

The Chief knew the assassin would not return to the scene of the crime, not that he had escaped from the detectives the first time. He went back and looked over the body and for another clue by using the light from the sunshine that shone in all the windows of the house.

He decided that he would visit the upper floor where he had not yet been since his arrival. 

Rogers climbed the stairs up to the first floor. Once there, he was greeted by another corridor, the same as the one below. He looked at the different doors along the hallway and noticed that there were skeleton keys in all the entries.

On his right side in the hallway, directly over the top of the living room and card parlor, was a bedroom, that of a woman, including a dressing room. Rogers scanned around the room and found no disorder visible. Everything appeared to have its place.

The bed was not touched and was made and showed no sign of being slept in. The Chief looked at an open armoire standing against the wall and pulled open one of the doors. There was not one stitch of clothing in the closet. He thought, Ahhh, the dead woman was planning on leaving on a long journey. She wasn’t intending on returning. 

The Chief continued to search the rooms when he heard a vehicle pull up outside the front gates. He walked over to a close-by window and saw it was the coroner.

He hasted back down the stairs to meet the doctor when he arrived at the front door with his black medical bag in hand. Rogers had been at the residence long enough and needed to get back to the police station.

The Chief led the coroner straight to the pantry in the dining room, where there laid the body of the dead man.

“Whoa! It’s him!” Shouted the medical examiner, at once.

*****
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“WHAT ARE YOU SAYING? You know this man, Woody?” The Chief of Detectives exclaimed in surprise.

“Yes, I do. He is the drug store vendor on Main Street, the one with a coffee shop inside. His family was just by the station filling out a missing report. He hasn’t been seen for two days.

Your sergeant was taking their statements when Josh came and got me to return. I had no idea I was going to solve the crime of the missing man and—.”

“Are you sure, Woody, this is the man?” He spoke most eagerly.

“Quite sure, Aaron. I stop there often at his store to have coffee before coming to work. There’s no way I would not recognize him. Besides, he has spent his entire life in the same neighborhood. His father owned the drug store before he took over in ’45 after he died.”

The Chief began to ask more questions from the medical examiner. “Does this man possess wealth?”

“Yes, very much so, Aaron. He is not self-made as his wealth dates back two or even three generations.”

“What’s his name?” His eyebrows raised inquiringly.

“Lawrence Beckmann.”

“Is he the sole owner of the drug store? Did he have a partner?”

“I am not the greatest source for your questions, Aaron, as I might be wrong. But, I do remember someone saying there’s a hidden partner in the business but that he doesn’t live in Black Rock Cove.”

“Is he married?”

“Yes, he’s married and has two children. It was his oldest son who came to the police station to report his father missing. The sergeant said he would send a man to investigate the situation when I was asked to come here with one of your detectives. I hardly fancied my job this morning would lead me to the boy’s missing father.”

“Knowing this man’s name is a good piece of evidence. It’s just what we needed in getting our lead needed in this murder case. We will see if Bridget Flynn knows how to put it to use.”

“Flynn! Bridget Flynn, the woman detective?” His brows shot up in surprise.

“Yes, Woody. I sent for the woman to hand over the case. We will work along her side.”
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