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​

"To Loueva K. in College Station, my steadfast BFF—-In the intricate journey of life, where paths twist and turn in unexpected ways, your friendship has been a constant, unwavering, and illuminating guiding light. This novel is not just a collection of words and pages but a testament to the laughter, tears, and countless memories we've shared growing up. To you, Loueva, who has been both a compass and a companion on our journey beginning in Kindergarten, I dedicate this work with all my heart."

With enduring gratitude and affection.


-—Sidney St. James.
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Murders & Mysteries

In the funereal tone of Edgar Allan Poe, let me unfurl the tale of my literary journey. Seven years have elapsed since I first penned this novel, a duration sufficient to view it through the unclouded lens of objectivity. Like dormant specters, my writings linger on shelves, awaiting their destined revelation.

The initial drafting, birthed from the feverish recesses of my mind, naturally bore the imperfections of hasty creation, necessitating the conception of a twentieth and final edition. Armed with my trusty word processor, I revisit my work with a discerning eye, able to eulogize its virtues unfettered by bias.

“The Final Curtain Call,” a murder mystery of notable acclaim, much like “Rosenthall” in Book 1 of the Gideon Detective Series, weaves a tale as gripping as it is suspenseful. While its sensational nature aligns with the genre's conventions, it diverges through an abundance of humor and rich character development. Yet, I sometimes ponder if the humor overshadows the solemnity expected in such narratives. Would it not be more fitting to maintain a pervasive atmosphere of dread and awe, as masterfully crafted by the King of Mystery, Poe himself, or the Queen of Mystery, Agatha Christie?

In my earlier days, realism guided my pen. I recognized that life's mysteries often intertwine with the quirks of human nature, leading to a complex tapestry of humor and enigma. But the essence of a great murder mystery lies in its ability to perplex yet ultimately satisfy the reader. Many tales meander through convoluted paths, only culminating in anticlimactic revelations, leaving the reader bereft of satisfaction.

As an author, I am wary of introducing eleventh-hour characters or circumstances that unfairly manipulate the narrative's resolution. Consider the absurdity of being asked to guess a companion at the Round Rock Outlet Mall, only to find an unknown answer.

My story, “The Final Curtain Call,” has stumped all but myself. This is not a boast of ego but a mere statement of fact. Long ago, in 2016, to be exact, I conjured the concept of a murder in an impenetrable room, a puzzle that tantalized my imagination until the opportunity for its realization presented itself through the Eagle Lake Headlight, a local newspaper.

In response to their request, I launched a pre-publication event, inviting fifty devoted readers to unravel my mystery. Their attempts, though earnest, fell short of the mark. To address this, I penned a letter to the Headlight, expressing gratitude for their efforts without explicitly stating their failure to identify the true culprit.

This interplay with my readers influenced the novel's course. I diligently proved the innocence of each suspect named by a reader, leaving only one character, dear to me, as the possible culprit. Yet, the intellectual prowess of my audience left me no choice but to sacrifice my preferred suspect, a testament to the dynamic relationship between me, the writer and storyteller, and you, my loyal reader.

Thus, I extend my deepest thanks to the Eagle Lake Headlight and my readers, whose engagement, though ultimately misguided, was invaluable. Their contributions, save for one astute individual, were instrumental in shaping the final contours of my story.

In conclusion, I express my sincere appreciation to all who ventured guesses and thereby aided in the evolution of my narrative. Their efforts, woven into the fabric of my creation, reflect the enduring bond between myself, the author, and my loyal audience.
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Sharpening Your Deductive Skills

The following murder mystery will require a lot of deductive skills to solve before the last page. For you to fine-tune those skills, I’m giving you a deductive skill tutorial to help you solve the mystery before you reach the final page. However, if you wish to begin the Oak Hill Murder Mystery, skip this tutorial and go directly to Chapter 1. Do not stop at ‘Go.’

Good luck.

A MYSTERY NOVEL IS BORN

Detective Vincent Gideon, in the 

Whodunnit Series

– The Clues

Top of the day to you, everyone. I know the odds of you having read my first mystery novel, ROSENTHALL, are far and in between. It really doesn’t matter. Today, I will be discussing that novel differently than I’ve talked about in my other books. The complete name of it is “Rosenthall – Bête Du Malefique.” 

When I was a pup, so to speak, and attending Texas A&M University, I wanted to work for NASA and took course after course in Nuclear Physics. But, after two or three years, my kind of studying wouldn’t help me if a man got ‘lost in space’ because I memorized everything for each exam I took. In other words, unlike some other NASA candidates with photographic memories, I lacked the necessary retention skills to truly compete. 

So, I took the physics part of my study, added geology to it, and became a geophysicist in the oil and gas industry. I have patents in the downhole seismic exploration field in an offshoot from processing geophysicist to borehole geophysicist.

I know you are wrinkling your forehead and asking yourself, has Sidney St. James lost his mind? What does Physics have to do with writing a mystery novel? Well, my friends, nothing. But Albert Einstein does.

Before young Albert turned Physics upside down, he decided to show off how smart he was by designing a riddle, much like I did in the book, “Rosenthall,” giving you all the clues you need to solve the simple puzzle of whodunnit.

I did this throughout the book Rosenthall, and because of Albert Einstein and his challenge to me many years ago, I developed clues along the entire way for you to figure out whodunnit. And, I betcha, once you read the novel, you will not answer it until the story's last ten to fifteen pages. Furthermore, one of my main characters in the book is Johnathan Knight, a noted cold fusion physics scientist who won the Nobel Prize.

Furthermore, in this novel, you are about to begin in Chapter 1. I have developed clues along the way, but have also made it very difficult to determine who the assassin is, much more so than in the novel Rosenthall. I realize it wasn’t easy in this first novel, but my friend, it will be practically impossible to figure out whodunnit in “The Final Curtain Call.”

Now, to get you started, find a piece of paper and a pen... no, I take that back... maybe a pencil so you can make corrections... Get ready to write.  Good luck, and see if you can solve it in the shortest amount of time. When you have solved the riddle, you’re ready to solve who the killer is in my newest murder mystery novel. 

So, pause this reading, return with pencil and paper, and continue... Now... Let us begin.

Now, draw five small houses across the paper in landscape orientation with your pen or pencil. I will wait again. 

Good job. You think we might be cutting out paper dolls, but that’s not the case.

Okay, so here is the list of clues.

CLUE #1: A Canadian lives in a beautiful house with Orange walls.

CLUE #2: An Australian has a bunch of hamsters chasing each other in a cage.

CLUE #3:  A Frenchman drinks Remy Martin Louis XIII Brandy. Oh, by the way, I took the last drink from the bottle at the Palm Restaurant on Westheimer in Houston, and the bartender gave me the highly sought-after crystal bottle worth $2,000. But that is not part of my mystery. Let’s continue.

CLUE #4:   The home with the Yellow walls is just to the left of the house with the violet walls.

CLUE #5:  Go back and check out the house with the green walls. The owner of it drinks Jim Beam whiskey.

CLUE #6: The man who smokes Camel Cigarettes has a bunch of rabbits as pets.

CLUE #7:   The owner of the house with the PINK walls smokes Camel Cigarettes.

CLUE #8: The man in the house in the center, or the third house, drinks Scotch.

CLUE #9: The Irishman lives in the first house.

CLUE #10: The man who smokes Kent Cigarettes has a neighbor with Turtles for pets.

CLUE #11: Then there is the man who smokes Winston Cigarettes and also drinks Vodka. Some say he is a Russian.

CLUE #12: The man who keeps Donkeys lives beside the man who smokes CAMEL cigarettes.

CLUE #13: The Scotsman smokes Marlboro Cigarettes.

CLUE #14: The Irishman lives next door to the house with the Indigo colored walls.

CLUE #15: The man who smokes KENT Cigarettes has a neighbor who drinks Jack Daniels Black.

If you haven’t already done so, I suggest you draw a small house on a piece of paper with four more side by side.

The Answer to Whodunnit?

*****
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Okay. You have had enough time to solve the puzzle. So if you didn’t solve it... I will walk you through all the clues, just like I did in Rosenthall, where you should have figured out whodunnit it halfway through the book, but no one has yet. Solving this puzzle will help you solve the real mystery of the Oak Hill Murder Mystery beginning in Chapter 1.

So, back to the puzzle. Here are a few clues to the clues.

Since you are here, you obviously can’t resist tackling such a brain teaser and outsmarting Sidney St. James in this deductive reasoning puzzle. Let’s begin.

Someone stole the world's rarest fish from the Cedar Park City Aquarium. The police have followed the scent or some other clues of insignificance to a street in Georgetown, Texas, in the Lakeside Subdivision where, strangely, there are five houses the builder built that are all identical in structure.

But they scratched their heads, knowing they couldn’t search all the houses simultaneously. And, if they were to go up to one of the houses, the thief would see if they chose the wrong one and take off and go further out to the next subdivision to hide... maybe into Sun City.

You received the clues earlier, and now it's up to you, my make-believe Detective Vincent Gideon, the most renowned detective in all the world, to solve the case of the stolen FISH.

When you arrive in the Lakeside Subdivision, the police tell you what they know about the theft.

Each house’s owner is of a different nationality, drinks a different kind of whiskey, and smokes a different type of cigarette.

Each of the houses has had their walls painted a different color.

Each house’s owner has a different kind of pet. One of which is the rarest fish ever stolen from the Cedar Park City Aquarium.

After a few hours of detective work, you gather some clues.

In all of the clues given to you, it may seem complicated, but remember you are the world’s most intelligent detective, Detective Vincent James Gideon, who won his world-renowned status by solving the mystery in Rosenthall...and the same Vincent James Gideon, much older and retired, now comes out of retirement to solve this murder mystery.

But, step back and look at all the clues I have given you... There’s a clear and logical path to the answer.

Okay. If you didn’t find a way to solve the answer, use Microsoft Word and draw a table. Across the top, put in the second through the sixth column the names of the houses... “House 1, House 2, House 3, House 4 and then House 5. On the left, going down in each row, put “House Color,” “Nationality of Owner,” “Type of Cigarette Smoked,” “Type of Whiskey Drank,” and “What Type of Pet They Owned.”

Okay, work on this moment and fill out your chart.

First, let me ask you to fill in the information from clues eight and nine from the earlier words! Notice you should write over the top of the house in the middle SCOTCH.

Now that you do this, you have answered that the Irishman lives in House #1 at the beginning of the street, and there is only one house next to him, House #2, the one with the Indigo walls, which we read about in Clue #14.

If this is too complicated, I will let you pause a moment. Get a cup of coffee, a glass of wine, or a shot of Remy Martin Louis XIII in a Cognac glass and come back.

Let’s look at Clue #5. It points out that the homeowner who lives in the purple-walled house loves to drink coffee.

In this clue, you already know the owner in the center house or House #3 drinks Scotch Whiskey. You also know it is not House #2 because it has Indigo walls.

Clue #4 says that the house with the purple walls is directly to the left of the house with the violet walls. It can’t be the first or the fifth house.

So, the only house left with the Jim Beam Whiskey drinker has to be the fourth house, House #4. And that would make House #5 the house with the violet-colored walls.

Now, we’re halfway there.

Clue number 1 in my list now says that the Canadian lives in a house with orange walls. So... that means that House #3, where the owner drinks Scotch Whiskey, must be the Orange house.

So, this means that we have labeled all the colored houses except one.  That is house #1, so that house must be the PINK one. Clue #7 says the Camel smoker lives here.

Now, we are narrowing it down. In the clue I gave you in Part I, Clue No. 11 says that the man who owns DONKEYS  lives next to the man who smokes Camel Cigarettes.

Now, let’s go and figure out what the Irishman in House #1  drinks. It can’t be Remy Martin Louis the XIII. Clue #3 says that the Frenchman drinks that. As for Clue #12, it says that the man who smokes Winston Cigarettes and drinks VODKA. And since you have already assigned Scotch Whiskey and Jim Beam... it must be Jack Daniels Black. 

Okay, now let’s look at Clue 15. The man who smokes Kent Cigarettes has a neighbor who drinks Jack Daniels Black next door.

The only one that doesn’t have a person lives in House #5.  It is the man who drinks VODKA and smokes Winston Cigarettes.

This leaves only House #2 that doesn’t have a whiskey yet, which would be Remy Martin Louis the XIII.

Now, let’s move over to the fourth house. It misses whiskey and nationality. So the Scotsman who smokes Marlboro must live there in House #4.

Through elimination and only one cigarette left, we can assume now that in House #3, the Canadian lives here and smokes Salem Menthol Cigarettes.

We can now move the Australian into House #5 through that same elimination.

Clue #6: This clue says that the person who smokes Salem Menthol Cigarettes owns pet rabbits. Clue #2 says that the Australian owns some Hamsters...

Clue #10 says the man who smokes Kent Cigarettes lives next door to the man who owns pet TURTLES.

NOW, WITH ONLY ONE SPOT LEFT ON YOUR GRID, YOU MADE IN MICROSOFT WORD A FEW BLANKS TO FILL IN.

You now know that the Scotsman who lives in the house with purple walls must be the thief!

*****
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Well, since you were playing the part of Vincent James Gideon from the novel Rosenthall, you and the police now rush in and capture the thief.

While my explanation above is straightforward, in writing mystery novels, I sometimes run myself into a corner and have to figure out how to write myself out. Repeatedly solving the whodunnit puzzles often involves false starts and dead ends.

But keep in mind that the process to solve these puzzles is to use the process of elimination. You will go through lots of trial and error to determine who the guilty party is. 

If you are a math wizard, you probably solved this puzzle before I gave you all the hints. That is because you are good with equations with multiple variables.

Every time I begin a mystery novel, it’s easy to fill in the narrative during the making of the book, but the difficulty lies in my hitting dead ends after already typing fifty pages and having to write myself out of them. These mysteries can help sharpen the mind and open up new thought processes. 

The mystery novel is fun because it can help simplify thinking, provide better memory retention, and improve cognitive capabilities. 

I can solve even the most challenging mysteries with a few simple techniques, as long as I avoid too many dead ends and find ways to write myself out of them before moving in a different direction. Sometimes, I don’t know the answer until I figure out how to end the mystery... lol.

"Thank you for embarking on this psychological thriller with me. As you delve into the depths of this mystery, the Oak Hill Murder Case, I wish you luck and a thrilling experience. You're about to engage with a conundrum that rivals the complexity of the infamous 'Rosenthall - Bête Du Maléfique.' Brace yourself for twists and turns, challenging your wits at every step. 

Happy reading, and may you unravel the secrets of one of the most perplexing mysteries you will ever encounter!"

Oh, and yes, don’t be surprised if you see me writing and telling stories in this mystery. I’ve always wanted to be a character in one of my novels!
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Chapter ONE
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World Muffled in a Frigid Gray Mist

On a morning in early December, draped in the kind of frosty cloak that only Austin, Texas, could wear, the city awoke to a world muffled in a frigid gray mist. It reminded me of the mornings I hunted geese on the Rock Island prairies back home in Eagle Lake. 

The enemy of clarity and color, this mist was akin to a ghostly apparition, a wraith that might have belonged to a pauper who suddenly bequeathed a fortune but only posthumously. The barometers and thermometers, those silent sentinels of weather, shared in this melancholic mood, their mercury low as if in sympathy. The cold was not just a presence but an entity, slicing through the air like a multi-bladed knife.

In the Oak Hill district, Frances Jenkins, residing at 303 North McCarty Avenue, stood as a solitary figure against this dreary backdrop. Unlike her fellow Austinites, the fog seemed to barely graze her spirit. With a patience that bordered on cheerlessness, she began her day. Before the sun could pierce the gloom, Frances drew her bedroom blinds, revealing the somber winter tableau outside. She knew, with a certainty born of experience, that the fog was here to stay, its tendrils winding through the day, driving the gas meter to frenetic spins, partly thanks to her lodger, Mister Ronnie Parks, who enjoyed the warmth at a fixed, economical rate and her other lodger downstairs, Mister Morton Parker.

As she went about her morning chores, Frances Jenkins resembled not so much a housewife as a wearied swimmer, each stroke an effort against the tides of life. The harshness of reality had long since stripped her of any illusions. A widow she was, but not of the glamorous kind that graced high society. Frances' widowhood was of a more mundane yet tragic nature, born of a husband lost to tetanus and children claimed by disease.

On this particular morning, Frances' routine included kindling the living room fire, which she performed with an almost ritualistic reverence during this time of the year. She rose from her task, reminiscent of a Parsee priestess completing her sacred duties. However, her daydream shattered abruptly when she caught sight of the Westminster clock. The clock hands, pointing accusingly at 6:45, sent a jolt of horror through her. She had overslept, a rare lapse in her otherwise meticulous schedule.

Panic seized her when she remembered her lodger's schedule: she was to wake Mister Parks at six and have breakfast ready by seven, all to ensure his timely arrival at a crucial business meeting. Frances wasted no more time. She scrambled upstairs to Parks' room, knocking frantically and announcing the time, before hurrying back to the kitchen to salvage what she could of breakfast.

As she microwaved yesterday's biscuits and scrambled eggs, her thoughts wandered to Mister Parks. Why a man of his distinction would choose to mix with the politicians downtown, she couldn't fathom. Perhaps he harbored political ambitions, though Frances considered his choice of residence - her humble abode - a strategic misstep.

The microwave's bell, a shrill reminder of the morning's chaos, brought her thoughts back to the present and to another lodger, Morton Parker, who ventured out into the pre-dawn mist, a mist that now seemed to hold more secrets than it dispelled.

But Frances' concern was short-lived. After all, just two doors down lived the renowned detective Vincent James Gideon. His mere presence in the neighborhood was a deterrent to any potential criminality. Though retired, Gideon's reputation alone was a formidable shield.

Returning to the matter at hand, Frances prepared Mister Parks’ orange juice, her mind briefly wandering to the general discontent she sensed in the world. A sense of unease crept over her when she brought breakfast to Parks' sitting room. The room was empty, the fireplace unlit, the morning chill unchallenged. She repeatedly called Mister Parks but received nothing but silence in response.

Concern etched into her features, Frances decided to let him sleep, attributing his unresponsiveness to a troublesome toothache he had complained of the night before.

Yet, as time ticked on and the silence from Parks' room grew more pronounced, a knot of worry began to form in Frances' stomach. Something was amiss in the Jenkins household this fog-shrouded morning, and it was more than just a simple case of oversleeping.

*****
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The clock on the tabletop struck eight, its chimes resonating through the stillness of Frances' home. 

The sharp clatter of the mailbox lid on the front porch followed the sound. Frances, already aflutter with unease, ventured outside to retrieve the day's correspondence. Among the letters and bills, she found an assortment of mail for Ronnie Parks, her tenant, and a telegram, its yellow envelope stark against the drabness of the day.

With urgency, she ascended the stairs and rattled Parks' door again. "Mister Parks, you have mail," she called, her voice tinged with anxiety. Receiving no answer, she slid the telegram under his door, her heart pounding against her chest, a sensation like a cold, clammy serpent coiling around it.

Overcome with a sense of foreboding, Frances descended the stairs and, driven by an inexplicable impulse, gently turned the handle of Morton Parker's room. The door creaked open, revealing the unkempt bed where Parker had apparently lain down, still clothed as if braced for an abrupt departure. The empty room echoed her disappointment; she hadn't honestly expected him to still be there.

Frances stepped outside once more, her gaze sweeping nervously along McCarty Avenue. It was now half-past eight, the street lying cold and desolate in the gray mist, its lamps still glowing dimly like weary eyes. Above, the forlorn honk of a lone goose pierced the silence, its confused flight a mirror to her troubled thoughts.

The chill in the air triggered a coughing fit, urging Frances back inside. She slammed the door, sealing herself from the bleakness outside, and hurried to the kitchen.

Driven by a growing dread, Frances ascended the stairs again, approaching Parks' bedroom door.

She reached for the handle, her hand quivering uncontrollably, only to find it unyieldingly locked. At that moment, a chilling thought sliced through her mind – what if she found Parks in an unthinkable state, perhaps undressed in a compromising situation, or even worse, lifeless? This terrifying possibility sent a cold, paralyzing wave of terror through her veins. Overwhelmed by dread, she turned and fled down the stairs, each step echoing her escalating fear. Her heart pounded against her chest like a frantic drum, echoing the turmoil within as her mind raced with dark scenarios. The sense of urgency grew with each hurried step, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. She needed to act quickly, but the fear gripping her heart threatened to overwhelm her resolve. 

She bolted outside, her feet slamming against the pavement in a desperate rhythm, propelling her swiftly to Detective Vincent Gideon's residence. Arriving breathless, she hammered frantically at his door, the metallic clatter of the knocker piercing the quiet morning air. She breathed raggedly, tearing short, sharp bursts from her throat as she glanced anxiously around. Moments later, Gideon's face materialized at the upstairs window, a blend of sleepy irritation and concern etched across his features as he peered down at the unexpected and clearly distraught visitor.

"Vincent! Please, you must come quickly. Something terrible has happened to Mister Parks," Frances cried out, her voice trembling with an unmistakable sense of urgency and dread.

From his window above, Vincent Gideon, his eyes still heavy with sleep, looked down at her with a blend of annoyance and concern. "What's the matter now? He hasn't gotten himself tangled up with the law, has he?" he asked, his voice groggy but growing more alert.

"It's far worse than that, Vincent. I fear he's... I think he might be dead!" Frances' voice broke on the last word, a mixture of fear and disbelief in her tone.

"Dead?" Gideon's expression transformed instantly, the sleepiness disappearing as if jolted away by the severity of her claim. "Dead, you say? How can you be sure? Did something happen? When did you notice?"

"I'm not certain of the details. 

Mister Parks has locked his room tightly and is not responding to my calls. This is highly unusual for him," Frances explained, her voice shaking, her eyes reflecting the horror of her thoughts.

Gideon scrutinized her face from his window, looking for any hint of overreaction. "Frances, are you certain you're not just jumping to conclusions? A locked door doesn't always mean the worst..."

"But I can feel it, Vincent! There's a deep, dreadful certainty in me. He's as dead as a doornail. I know it!" Frances' voice was firm, her fear giving way to a grim conviction.

With a heavy sigh, Gideon's face softened slightly. "Alright, I'm coming. Stay there, and try to keep calm. We don't need to alarm the entire street over this."
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