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Trying to Forget Someone You Loved

Do you recall the enigmatic Black Rock Cove Boulevard, nestled in the heart of the city it shares its name with? This street might be unheard of unless you reside in places like Portland or San Francisco. However, it's a name etched in memory for those living in the shadow of Jonathan Knight's sprawling laboratory and grand estate.

Black Rock Cove Boulevard isn't just another street; it's a corridor steeped in a rich, albeit somber, history. It has been a silent witness to numerous dark deeds and unsolved mysteries. Recall the gripping novel 'Rosenthall,' where a chilling murder was unraveled, yet the elusive assassin slipped through the fingers of justice. In 'The Transformist,' we follow Vincent Gideon's perilous undercover journey, leading to the astonishing revelation that the murderer was Rosenthall’s own son. In another heart-pounding tale, Nobel Prize laureate Jonathan Knight desperately fought for survival.

Fast forward to 1955, and Black Rock Cove Boulevard, now named J.K. Knight Boulevard in a haunting tribute to the late Jonathan Knight, remains a path shrouded in mystery and danger. Any stranger daring to traverse its length, under the sun's gaze or the moon's eerie glow, risks unknowable perils.

This once notorious street has transformed into a significant artery, weaving through Black Rock Cove and extending its reach to Portland. Yet, its past clings to it like a shadow.

On a particularly stormy winter night, two vigilant police officers from the Black Rock Cove Police Department patrolled the northern outskirts where Knight Boulevard winds its way from the estate into the city's heart. The area, notorious for its nocturnal hazards, bristled with the unseen threats of lurking thieves and raucous, inebriated troublemakers. In their patrol car, the officers' world was limited to the narrow beams of their headlamps, casting eerie pools of light amidst the enveloping darkness. Despite the passage of time, this part of town remained a place where danger whispered with every gust of wind and shadow that danced just beyond the reach of the light.

*****
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AMID A RELENTLESS SNOWSTORM, orientation became a lost art. The street signs, once guides through the city, were now shrouded in a thick armor of ice and snow, rendered invisible under winter's unyielding grip. Snowflakes, like a cascade of frozen stars, veiled the surroundings in a whiteout, swirling with such ferocity that they obscured the world in a dizzying dance.

Amid this tempest, a solitary figure trudged along the sidewalk, his form reduced to a ghostly silhouette, almost devoured by the storm's wrath. He was a phantom in a world on the brink of being swallowed whole by the blizzard, a world that threatened to vanish if he didn't find refuge soon.

On this particularly harrowing night, the howling wind hurled snowflakes with such force against the windshield of the police car that the wipers waged a losing battle to clear the view. The officers inside braced themselves for a night of endless vigil. Their shift stretched until the first light of dawn, and the clock had just chimed two in the morning.

The heater sputtered and wheezed inside the car, fighting a losing battle against the bone-chilling cold. The officers, seeking solace in small comforts, shared a midnight snack while Joan Weber's "Let Me Go Lover" filled the car, a warm melody amid the cold streaming from 55 KTSA radio.

Wrapped in their cloaks, the officers pulled the hoods tight around their faces, a meager shield against the biting wind. In these treacherous conditions, they stood as sentinels of the night, unyielding in their duty. Ready to brave the storm, they were prepared to make the ultimate sacrifice, if fate so demanded, in the unwavering pursuit of their sworn responsibility.
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Chapter ONE
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The Ace of Spades

“Damn, this weather is brutal!” the senior officer exclaimed, his voice echoing in the car. “I haven’t seen a storm this fierce in years. Four more hours patrolling these blizzard-blanketed streets, unable to see anything, not even the shadow of a rogue. Even the crooks wouldn’t dare brave this.”

“Absolutely, only the innocent are tucked in bed on a night this frigid,” his partner joked, attempting to lighten the mood. But the levity was short-lived. As they drove, their spotlight, mounted firmly on the fender, revealed a storage building with its side door flung open against the howling wind.

“Wait, Johnson, stop the car!” he ordered. They stepped out into the blizzard, taking refuge under an overhang. Their trained ears picked up the muffled sound of footsteps in the snow.

Hugging the wall for cover, they waited, motionless, as the footsteps grew nearer. The wind roared around them, but under the glow of a street lamp, they spotted a figure. Head bowed, collar turned up against the cold, hands buried in pockets, he seemed just a regular man braving the storm.

“It’s fine, Johnson. He's not our guy, just someone trying to get home,” the first officer concluded. But as the figure passed, unchallenged, the older officer hissed, “Quiet, Johnson. There’s another.”

The second figure struggled under the weight of a massive trunk, his slight stature buckling. He trudged through the snow, leaning on a heavy cane, his body stooped under the burden.

“This doesn’t look right,” the older officer murmured, his hand instinctively moving to his holster. The man’s uneven gait and apparent struggle with the trunk aroused their suspicion in the silent streets.

“We need to check this out,” the younger officer agreed. They approached the stranger, now forced to stop as they blocked his path.

“Where are you off to with this trunk at such an hour?” Terrell inquired, eyeing the trunk as the man set it down, snow swirling around them.

The man looked up, his expression of bewildered silence in the face of the officers' questions. But when Terrell pressed him further, the man remained mute, his confusion apparent.

From a distance, Johnson saw another figure flee into the storm. Joining Terrell, he heard him threaten to take the silent man to the station.

The man tilted his head, his expression puzzled, but didn’t resist as they escorted him to their car. As they departed, the sound of another vehicle speeding away cut through the storm’s howl - possibly an accomplice.

Arriving at the station, the Sergeant on duty greeted them with disbelief. “What have you brought me at this ungodly hour?”

Terrell explained their find at the storage building, but the man remained stubbornly silent. “No worries,” the sergeant smirked, “We’ll get him talking.”

The young man, clad in cowboy boots and a John Deere cap, seemed disconnected from their words, his hands to his ears as if trapped in a silent world.

The sergeant, unconvinced of the man’s deafness, led him to a cold, dark room, leaving him there, expressionless and alone.

Back at the lobby, they turned their attention to the trunk. With a chisel and hammer, they broke the lock. Shock registered on their faces as they uncovered the horrific sight inside.

A woman’s body bent double, her auburn hair stained with dried blood, her green eyes open but lifeless. The stench of death filled the air, the coldness of her body indicating that life had long since departed.

The sergeant's mind raced with one burning question: "Who did this?"

*****
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THE SERGEANT RECOILED from the trunk, stepping back a good six feet. Despite years in the force, accustomed to grim discoveries, the sight of the dead body in the station left him visibly shaken.

Other officers gathered, their eyes fixed on the open trunk. Officer Terrell, instrumental in the young man's arrest and the one who pried open the trunk, stood up, his voice tinged with awe and horror. “A murderer, not just a thief! We’ve got the killer in custody.”

The woman’s body lay untouched, her beauty undiminished by death. Her complexion bore the pallor of the grave, yet her features retained a haunting, lifelike grace. Her hands tenderly crossed her chest, clutching a withered white rose. Her lips, slightly parted, seemed to smile, offering a silent clue to her demise.

Johnson gazed at the body, his voice low and reflective. “It’s eerie. She looks like she’s merely sleeping.”

Another officer, his voice somber, added, “A sleep from which she'll never awaken, I fear.”

“Look there,” one pointed out, “The murderer left the dagger in her chest. The force of the stab minimized the blood – just a faint trace around the wound and a few drops on her dress.”

The sergeant, running his hand through his hair rapidly, agitatedly, barked an order. “Johnson, bring the suspect here now! He’ll have to speak when confronted with his victim.”

Terrell interjected, his voice laced with caution and a sharp intake of breath. “Hold on, Sergeant. Should we be doing this? It's not our place. We should wait for the detectives.”

The sergeant, after a brief pause, agreed with a reluctant tone. “You're right, Stephen. We'll leave the trunk untouched for the detectives.”

Silence enveloped the jail cells, deserted except for the alleged assassin. The brutal snowstorm had swept the city clean of its usual nocturnal offenders, leaving only the man in custody.

The sergeant, pen in hand, meticulously recorded the night's events, praising the acumen of Johnson and Terrell in apprehending the suspect. The officers, however, seemed more disturbed by the gruesome sight they’d witnessed than proud of their capture.

No one dared light a cigar near the body, the solemnity of death hanging heavy in the air.

“Terrell, keep watch on the prisoner,” the sergeant instructed, his tone stern.

“Yes, sergeant,” Terrell responded, his unease palpable.

Upon his return, Terrell’s face flushed with frustration. “Sergeant, the man’s asleep on the concrete floor, snoring away without a care.”

The sergeant's disbelief quickly turned to anger. “He’s faking it, trying to fool you.”

Terrell insisted, his voice firm. “No, he's genuinely asleep, snoring loudly. I shook him awake, but he mumbled and dozed off again.”

His face hardened, and the sergeant instructed Stephen and Johnson to alternate, keeping watch. “We can’t let him escape or harm himself before the detectives arrive.”

The undisturbed man continued his deep slumber until the detectives braved the snow-drifted streets.

At ten o'clock, Chief Detective Jim Rogers began his interrogation. “Sergeant, has the suspect seen the body?”

“No, sir,” the sergeant replied. “I thought it best not to interfere with your investigation.”

“Good call,” Rogers commended, his expression serious. “Now, show me the trunk.”

As Johnson moved the trunk into view, Rogers questioned the sergeant's certainty about the suspect's deafness.

“No, sir, I don’t believe he’s deaf,” Rogers stated, a hint of relief in his tone.

Coroner Woodrow ‘Woody’ Jenkins arrived as Rogers examined the trunk. “Woody, the body is yours after I inspect it.”

Rogers opened the trunk, and both he and the coroner were taken aback by the sight.

“Doc, before you take her, can you give a preliminary cause of death?”

“Certainly,” Woody replied, his tone professional yet tinged with curiosity. “She seems to have been at peace, possibly asleep when killed. The knife was placed precisely between her ribs, angled through her heart.”

“Could she have been in bed with the murderer?” Rogers speculated, his voice edged with gravity.

“That’s possible,” Woody confirmed, his tone grave and resolute. “It was a deliberate, calculated act. He or she placed the knife blade between the fourth and fifth ribs with a slight angle up through the heart,” he spoke with desperate firmness.

The detective's left eyebrow arched slightly as he nodded at the coroner's announcement. "Very well, Doc. I'll see the body is sent to your lab without delay," he confirmed, his voice steady yet tinged with a profound sense of the macabre.

Just as he was about to close the trunk's lid, Jenkins leaned in, his voice urgent with discovery. "Hold on! Look here," he exclaimed, peering closely at the corpse. "There's something more," he said, his tone a blend of intrigue and solemnity. He carefully examined the lace on her blouse, revealing a shocking sight: a knife plunged through an Ace of Spades, pinned cruelly to her chest. "The knife... it's stabbed through this card," he noted, his voice heavy with significance.

"An Ace of Spades?" The detective's voice was a mix of bewilderment and a controlled gasp, his mind racing with the implications.

"Yes," Jenkins replied gravely. "The manner of her death is clear, but the card's symbolism is yours to decipher."

The announcement caused a stir among the onlookers. Officers and detectives craned their necks, their curiosity piqued by this bizarre and chilling detail. The sight of a beautiful woman, slain with a playing card marking her demise, was both macabre and baffling.

The Chief of Detectives' mind reeled, flashbacks of a past case haunting his thoughts. Assassins rarely left such trademarks, yet here it was: a calling card of death.

Detective Rogers recognized the card's distinct style — one he hadn’t seen since a case two decades past. "What could this card signify?" Tobias, a nearby officer, asked, his voice a mixture of confusion and curiosity.

The Chief remained silent, absorbed in thought as the trunk was sealed and prepared for transport to the morgue.

"Every day brings new lessons," the coroner mused, his tone one of grim acceptance. "This is unlike anything I've seen. It suggests a premeditated, intimate act of murder."

The detective considered the coroner's theory, his voice analytical. "Or perhaps the card was a strategic cover to minimize blood splatter during the act."

"A detective in the making, Woody," the detective half-joked, a wry smile on his lips. "This card is a crucial clue, no doubt."

The coroner pondered the possibility of misdirection. "Could the card be a red herring to lead us astray?"

Rogers, struck by a sudden insight, halted the trunk's removal. "Wait! Bring it back," he commanded, his voice firm with determination. "We need the prisoner here too."

The room fell into a tense silence as the prisoner was brought in, rubbing his eyes, groggily awakened from a deep sleep. Detective Rogers' eyes bore into the man, who returned the gaze with a steely, emotionless stare. A heavy, charged silence enveloped the room, the weight of the night's events palpable in the air.

"Take him back," Rogers finally said, breaking the silence. "This man isn't our killer. He's a mere bystander, out of place in this high-society murder."

The sergeant, puzzled, interjected. "But you didn’t ask him anything!"

Rogers confidently replied, "I didn’t need to. Yet, he knows the killer. That much is clear." Scribbling notes in his notebook, he walked determinedly toward the cells.

"Sergeant, open the cell," Rogers demanded, his gaze fixed on the prisoner. "I know you understand what's at stake," he said, shifting to a gentler tone. "Help us, and you're free."

The prisoner remained stoic, covering his ears and mouth, unresponsive to Rogers’ persuasive words.

Rogers, undeterred, switched to sign language, surprising the sergeant. The prisoner's annoyed expression revealed the truth — he was neither deaf nor mute.

"Sergeant, our friend is faking. He's neither deaf nor mute," Rogers declared, locking eyes with the prisoner. "You understand us perfectly."

He tore a page from his notebook, his pen poised 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 more time with you if you don’t talk!”

The prisoner's face remained an impenetrable mask of impassivity, his expression a blank canvas. Without a word, he dismissively pushed the detective's note back across the table, his gesture dismissive and defiant.

Detective Rogers, frustration boiling within him, abruptly rose. "To hell with this!" he exclaimed, his voice echoing with exasperation as he stormed out of the cell, footsteps resounding down the corridor. The sergeant hurriedly followed, his footsteps a quick patter behind the detective's determined stride.

In the front of the station, Rogers paused, his stance resolute. "That man, if he's not truly deaf, is a master of deception. But I'm not finished yet," he declared, his voice tinged with determination. He pivoted on his heel, striding back to the cell with purpose.

"Sergeant, unlock his cell," he commanded, his tone leaving no room for doubt.

As the key turned and the cell door swung open, the prisoner lifted his head, his gaze meeting Rogers'. His appearance epitomized ordinariness, with commonplace brown hair and a plain, unremarkable face.

Rogers, adopting a tone of contrition, spoke. "My apologies for any distress caused, sir," he said smoothly. "It seems we mistook you for a wanted convict. Clearly, you're not him."

The prisoner remained motionless, his face a stoic mask.

Suddenly, with a swift motion, Rogers drew his pistol and made a shot into the ceiling. The loud bang reverberated through the station, startling everyone.

"Shit!" the sergeant cursed, jumping back in shock, his voice a sharp burst.

The other officers echoed his reaction, their surprise evident in their sudden movements.

Yet, the prisoner, unfazed by the gunshot's deafening roar, merely turned his head slowly toward the source of the commotion. His face remained utterly devoid of reaction, even as the smoke from the gunshot lingered in the air.

Detective Rogers, his experiment concluded, announced with triumph and disbelief, "He truly is deaf!" His voice carried a note of urgency. "I need to consult with Father Vinny immediately. Keep this man secure, but harmlessly so."

As he turned to leave, the sergeant's grave voice inquired, "Shall we send the trunk to the morgue now?"

"Yes, do that," Rogers replied, his mind already racing with the implications of his discovery.

​
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Chapter TWO
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Vincent Gideon and Detective Rogers Meet

The Spanish Trace Apartments, nestled near downtown, harbored a remarkably active septuagenarian known to locals as Father Vinny. Yet, beneath this unassuming moniker, few were aware that he was once the legendary detective Vincent Gideon, the man who brought down Rosenthall, a notorious serial killer with thirty-nine heinous murders to his name.

This venerable gentleman was a punctual and reliable tenant in his comfortable three-bedroom abode on the second floor, still brimming with vitality and sharp wit at his advanced age. Father Vinny was renowned among his neighbors for his unparalleled kindness, amiability, and readiness to lend a helping hand, having been a community pillar for the past eight years.

Each day, Father Vinny adhered to a meticulously crafted routine. His mornings began with a hearty breakfast at the adjacent Sportsman’s Café, followed by a brisk walk through the bustling city blocks. As the town clock struck noon, he would be found ensconced in the cozy confines of Stanley’s Coffee Shop. Here, amid the aromatic swirls of Cuban longleaf cigar smoke, he engaged in lively debates with fellow retirees, collectively solving the city's myriad problems over cups of steaming coffee.

Afternoons found him in the town square, a beloved figure to the expectant pigeons that eagerly gathered for his daily visit, recognizing the gentle rhythm of his approach.

Later, he would meander to Mac’s Drive-in Grocery for a box of worms, spending the remainder of his afternoons fishing under the Portland Bridge, a simple string tied around his toe, epitomizing tranquility.

Sundays, however, marked a departure from this routine. His son, Billy Bob Tanner — a strapping, dark-complexioned twenty-five-year-old with a freshly minted law doctorate — would join him. Together, they would venture into the countryside, relishing each other's company away from the bustle of the city.

Despite his serene existence, few knew of the vast fortune amassed by Father Vinny in his heyday as Vincent James Gideon, the world-renowned detective. His life, once filled with high-profile cases and dangerous pursuits, now unfolded quietly in the shadows, his identity shrouded to protect his beloved son from the dangers of his past.

Father Vinny's philanthropy was legendary. He discretely aided those in need, like the curios shop owner facing bankruptcy and families teetering on the edge of destitution. The local librarian often observed his interventions and admired his precision in aiding others, yet respected his desire for anonymity.

His transformation from the illustrious detective to Father Vinny was a deliberate choice, driven by a desire to shield his son from the perils of his past and the weight of his legacy. The librarian, privy to his true identity, kept his secret, understanding his wish for his son to forge his own path, unburdened by the shadow of 'Gideon.'

Vincent Gideon's fortune was honorably earned through his remarkable detective work, solving cases like the attempted assassination of Professor Johnathan Knight’s daughter, as chronicled in Sidney St. James' novels. His reputation for cracking impossible cases brought him fame and substantial rewards, but eventually, he chose a quieter life, prioritizing his son's safety and well-being over the thrill of the chase.

Though retired, Father Vinny occasionally indulged in his passion for mystery, scrutinizing evidence and discovering overlooked clues. But his heart belonged to his son, Billy Bob Tanner, whom he raised with utmost care, never revealing his late wife's identity.

Billy Bob, towering over six feet with an air of quiet intensity, was a polyglot and a brilliant lawyer, having returned to Black Rock Cove to establish his practice. Vincent hoped his son would experience life's adventures before settling down, just as he had.

Their bond was unbreakable, with Sundays reserved for their cherished father-son time, a testament to the deep love and respect that defined their relationship.

*****

[image: ]


ON A COZY SUNDAY MORNING at the Sportsman’s Café, Vincent eagerly commandeered the omelet station at the morning buffet with his seasoned culinary skills. His son, Billy Bob, observed with a smile as his culinary enthusiast father whipped up a delectable breakfast while the in-house chef gratefully took a brief respite.

As they settled down to enjoy Vincent's expertly crafted omelets and sipped on strong black coffee, the retired detective, his hair just beginning to show hints of distinguished gray at the temples, cast a concerned glance at his son. “What's troubling you, Billy Bob? You seem distant, lost in thought. Is everything alright?” His voice carried a warmth and genuine concern.

Billy Bob, his youthful face shadowed by a rugged beard, replied with a hint of discomfort. “I'm not feeling great, Dad. Got caught in that dreadful snowstorm last night. Couldn't find a cab and ended up walking for over an hour. My toes are still numb from the cold.” His voice was tinged with exhaustion.

“If you're unwell, you can stay at my place, son. I'll even call a doctor to check on you,” Vincent offered, placing a comforting hand on his son’s shoulder, a gesture that seemed to relax the young man.

“No, it's nothing serious, Dad. I'll be fine,” Billy Bob insisted, despite a brief touch to his forehead as if checking for a fever.

Vincent chuckled softly, a knowing glint in his eyes. “Ah, I see now. Saying goodbye to your bachelor days, eh?” He patted his son's shoulder understandingly. “It's natural, son. I remember doing the same at your age. It’s all part of settling down.”

Vincent’s empathy was innate, a trait not taught in detective schools. He often envied those who could detach themselves from the emotional toll of their work. His years of confronting crime without resorting to the bottle were a testament to his strength.

Their conversation was interrupted by Maggie, a waitress, who leaned in to whisper something to Vincent. His expression shifted to one of mild irritation. “Seems I'm needed urgently. I promised I’d be available in such cases,” he said, his foot tapping rhythmically, betraying his restlessness.

Turning back to Billy Bob, Vincent reassured, “I won’t be long, twenty minutes at most. Wait here for me.” He handed his son a Cuban longleaf cigar. “Enjoy this. It'll help you reminisce about last night and distract you from the cold.”

With that, Vincent stood up, his figure exuding an air of purpose, as he prepared to attend to a friend's urgent call, leaving Billy Bob enveloped in a cloud of nostalgic cigar smoke.

*****
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THE SEASONED DETECTIVE, Vincent Gideon, strode confidently into the parlor adjacent to the café, a room typically buzzing with evening socialites sipping brandy. In the quiet morning hours, it served as a haven for early risers enjoying their coffee. Anticipating the encounter, Vincent wasn't surprised to find Jim Rogers, the Chief of Detectives for the Black Rock Cove Police Department, awaiting him.

Their last meeting, three years prior, echoed in his mind; Vincent had offered his assistance in any dire situation. "Ah, my old friend," Vincent greeted with a warm, knowing smile, rubbing his hands together in anticipation, "What intriguing case has brought you to seek me out today?"

Jim Rogers, his face etched with the gravity of the situation, leaned in. "Vincent, I've never encountered anything like this in all my years. It's a case most extraordinary," he said, his voice imbued with excitement and seriousness.

Vincent's eyes sparkled with intrigue. "So, you think I might still have the knack for it?" he quipped, the corner of his mouth curling into a half-smile.

"Indeed, Vincent. If anyone can untangle this web, it's you," Jim assured, patting Vincent's shoulder affirmingly.

Vincent, his mood lightened by the presence of his son, nodded eagerly. "Well then, Jim, lay it on me. Let's hear what's got you so stirred up."

Jim Rogers launched into an intricate and vivid recounting of the murder case that had unfolded the previous night. Vincent listened with rapt attention, his eyes closed to sharpen his focus, absorbing every detail with the keenness that had defined his career.

As Jim concluded his tale, he lit a cigarette, dismissing the doctor's warnings with a scoff. Lost in thought, he watched the smoke curl and dance towards the ceiling.
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