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Welcome to Black Cat Weekly #18.

It’s fun watching the magazine grow and evolve. Three of our contributing editors found stories for this issue, and Michael Bracken’s is an original by Bev Vincent. (I really like running original stories—and you can look for more in upcoming issues.)

This week’s cover is by Kellepics. What could be better—and more seasonally appropriate—than a giant cat stalking through a pine forest in winter? We trimmed the sides for the cover, but here is the full image:
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Currently, I have it set as my computer’s desktop background. If you’d like to pick up a copy for yourself, the artist has kindly released it for free public use through pixabay.com.

We have another great lineup of novels and short stories this time, so without further ado—on to the stories!

Mysteries / Suspense

“Rediscovery,” by James Holding [short story]

“Staying Cool,” by Hal Charles  [Solve-It-Yourself Mystery]

“The Ghost Who Read the Newspaper,” by Vicki Weisfeld [Barb Goffman Presents short story]

“Mr. Clackworthy and the Auto Rim,” by Christopher B. Booth [short story]

“Kane and Averill,” by Bev Vincent [short story]

The Merchant of Murder, by Spencer Dean [novel]

Science Fiction & Fantasy

“The Deeps of the Sky,” by Elizabeth Bear [Cynthia Ward Presents short story]

“Spanish Vampire,” by E. Hoffmann Price [short story]

“The Potable Zombie,” by Larry Tritten [short story]

The Giant Atom, by Malcolm Jameson [novel]

Until next time, happy reading!

—John Betancourt

Editor, Black Cat Weekly
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REDISCOVERY,
by James Holding

After he had dismissed his Friday afternoon seminar in Renaissance Studies and returned to his own office in the Fine Arts Building, Professor Ferucignano put in a long-distance call to the Honeycutt Gallery of Art in Washington.

“Person to person,” he told the operator. “I wish, please, to speak with Mr. Orville Carter, the director of the gallery.”

“Who shall I say is calling?”

“Benozzo Ferucignano,” the professor said, giving his name the proper pronunciation which eluded so many Americans. “Mr. Carter will know who I am.”

Waiting for his call to go through, the professor reflected with a touch of complacency that not only Mr. Carter, but everybody who claimed to be anybody in the world of art, knew who Benozzo Ferucignano was: holder of the Rosario Chair for Art at America’s most prestigious university, consultant to many of the great galleries and museums of Europe and America, and undoubtedly the world’s leading expert in Italian Renaissance sculpture, a pre-eminence accorded him readily by most of the scholars familiar with the field. Unfortunately, Mr. Carter was not among them but perhaps, the professor thought wryly, he might make a believer out of even Orville Carter very soon.

Carter’s voice, when he came on the phone, was cordial. “Hello!” he said. “This is a pleasant surprise, Benny. It’s been a long time. What can we do for you?”

The professor said, “This time, Orville, I believe I can do something for you.”

“Really?” Carter sounded skeptical.

“I was in Paris last week,” the professor said, “and I stumbled across something that should be of considerable interest to you.”

“What was it?” asked Carter. “I’m a little bit ancient now for La Nouvelle Eve, Benny.” He laughed.

“I didn’t stumble across this item in a nightclub,” the professor reproved him, “but in a far more sedate milieu. The Louvre, as a matter of fact.”

“The Louvre! Well, well. You going to tell me what it was, Benny?”

“Of course. But not on the telephone. Are you free tomorrow morning? I can take an early plane down.”

“I’ll be here. Saturday’s a big day with us.” Carter paused. “Is there a consulting fee involved in this thing, Benny? Because, if so...”

“This is not a matter of money, please believe me. I don’t want a penny out of it. I’m merely trying to discharge what I conceive to be my duty as a responsible member of the international art community.”

“Your duty to whom?”

“To a fine Renaissance artist,” said the professor promptly, “and, incidentally, to the Honeycutt Gallery and the Louvre as well.”

Carter said at once, “I apologize, Benny. I’m fully aware that a man of your reputation doesn’t need to—ah—solicit business.” He laughed self-consciously. “Won’t you let us pay your expenses, at least? Shall I book you a hotel room?”

“No, thanks. I won’t stay overnight. Will eleven o’clock in the morning suit you?”

“That’ll be fine. See you then.” Orville Carter hung up a very puzzled man.

* * * *

A hot summer sun was striking rose-tinted highlights from the sandstone walls of the Honeycutt Gallery of Art when Professor Ferucignano’s taxi set him down before it next day. Orville Carter was waiting for him in his richly furnished comer office on the second floor. “Welcome to the Honeycutt,” he said politely. “We see you here too infrequently, Benny.”

“My university job limits my outside activities these days,” replied Ferucignano with dignity. “I do not regret it. Teaching the young idea how to shoot, you know...”

Carter said, “I couldn’t sleep last night, Benny, for wondering what you discovered in the Louvre that could possibly interest us to the degree you implied. You’re killing me with curiosity!”

“You won’t like what I have to say. But here goes. It concerns your Donatello bronze.”

Carter’s eyes grew wary. “Our Hercules,” he said. “One of our greatest treasures. What about it?”

“I don’t think your bronze Hercules is Hercules, Orville.”

“No?” Carter said, trying to keep rising anger out of his voice.

“No,” Ferucignano said. “And furthermore. I do not think the statuette is by Donatello.”

Carter was startled. He half rose from his chair, then sank back. “You’re talking nonsense, Benny! Although I can’t remember the details after all these years—and I wasn’t director then—I do remember that the Hercules was offered us as a previously unknown work by Donatello, put on the market by an English collector who needed money to pay his taxes, something like that. We weren’t foolish enough to take the dealer’s word for it, Benny. We called in the best man in the field to authenticate it for us before we bought it.”

“I know. Demery from the Chicago Institute, wasn’t it? And Gallagher from the Boston? And Helios from Stanford? 

“If anyone could affirm a Donatello without a complete and accurate provenance to help them, they could. Why, when we acquired our Donatello Hercules—

“Please. Not the Hercules, Orville. And not, I repeat, by Donatello—at least in my humble opinion.”

“Humble opinion! That’s good!” Carter gave a bark of laughter.

The professor went doggedly on. “All the same, if you had called me in for my humble opinion before you acquired the piece, I could have told you then.”

“You were an obscure instructor in Italian history at an obscure college thirty years ago, and well you know it! Why should we have called you in?”

The professor murmured, “I had already established myself with my monograph on Verrocchio. I was not entirely unknown even then, Orville.”

“You were to us,” Carter said sharply, “and I want to know what this odd visit of yours is all about. Are you trying to discredit our Donatello out of spite because we failed to consult you about its purchase thirty’ years ago? I can’t believe that, Benny, even of an overweening egocentric like you!” He was trembling with rage.

The professor said austerely, “There is no need for name-calling, Orville. As I told you on the telephone, my only reason for troubling you—” Abruptly he rose and turned toward the door. “But let’s go down to your Hercules, Orville, shall we? I need to look at it once more before I can be absolutely sure.” He grinned at Carter. “I wouldn’t want to upset you unnecessarily, of course.”

“Of course,” Carter snapped. “Come on, then.”

They descended in a silent elevator to the ground floor of the gallery and walked two hundred yards over polished hardwood floors to the Sculpture Hall in the east wing. The Donatello Hercules, a bronze statuette about fourteen inches high, stood on a plinth against the south wall of the room inside a sealed glass case.

The two men halted before it. For a moment, neither spoke. Each was deeply absorbed in contemplation of the masterpiece; each felt a lifting surge of reverence for the long-dead artist who had cast this breathing beauty into bronze.

“Donatello or not,” murmured the professor at length, “it is a rare and wonderful piece, Orville.” He turned impulsively to Carter. “I would rather not have had to visit you today. I would infinitely have preferred to allow this lovely thing to remain a Hercules by Donatello, just as you label it. For who, save for egocentric experts like me—” he gave Carter an apologetic smile “—would ever know the difference? But, alas, one’s artistic conscience cannot be denied. So you see in me a reluctant messenger. A very reluctant messenger. Do you believe that, Orville?”

Carter’s expression was puzzled. “I believe I do at that,” he grudgingly admitted. “At least that you have no personal axe to grind.”

“Good,” said the professor with satisfaction. He took a small magnifying glass from his pocket, bent over and peered through it at the statuette.

“Don’t try to open the glass case,” Carter said, watching him, “or you’ll set off an alarm.”

“No need,” the professor said. “I can see quite well with this.” He straightened and stepped back a pace. “I am right, Orville,” he said. “What I suspected in Paris is confirmed beyond doubt.

Carter lost patience at last. “What the hell did you suspect in Paris?” he masked with some asperity. “You come all the way to Washington to tell me about it and you have yet to speak a single word of sense, as far as I can judge!”

“Patience,” said the professor. “Allow me to savor for awhile yet my small personal feat of detection.”

“Detection?”

“Let me ask you, Orville, were your three experts agreed that this bearded, muscular, bent-shouldered giant we see before us represented Hercules?”

“No,” Carter said impatiently. “As I recall it, Gallagher of the Boston thought the figure probably was meant to be Atlas, supporting the heavens on his shoulders.”

“Demery and Helios plumped for Hercules?”

“Yes. Demery for Hercules preparing to strangle the Nemean lion. Helios for Hercules bending to retrieve one of the golden apples of the Hesperides. Or vice versa. I can’t remember exactly.”

“I see,” said the professor. “Well, what I discovered in Paris proves that none of these three theories is correct. The figure is not that of Hercules nor of Atlas.”

“Then who is it?”

“It’s St. Christopher, Orville. The patron saint of travelers. And he is represented here neither preparing to strangle the Nemean lion nor yet to uphold the heavens on his shoulders. His arms, rather, are reaching up to steady upon his left shoulder a more precious burden.” 

Carter stared at him, then turned to stare at the statuette. He licked his lips. “You mean the Christ Child?”

“Exactly. St. Christopher carrying the Christ Child across the river.”

“Nonsense!” Carter said with some heat. “In that case, where is the Christ Child?”

“In the Louvre, Orville,” said the professor smugly. “In the Louvre.”

“Impossible!” the curator of the Honeycutt began, then allowed his words to trail off into silence.

The professor showed his teeth. “You remember it now, don’t you? That lovely smiling Christ Child seated, as is possible only for the divine, upon empty air, and bearing the globe of the world in his left hand? He was not, originally, sitting on empty air, Orville. He was seated upon the left shoulder of your St. Christopher here.”

Carter had a rather wild look in his eyes, almost a look of appeal. He said, “But—the Louvre’s Christ Child is by Bellano, isn’t it?”

“It is. By Bartolomeo Bellano. A gifted follower of Donatello, it is true, but not to be confused with the master himself. As I could have told you if the Honeycutt had called me in...but never mind that now. You must face the fact boldly that your Donatello Hercules is, in reality, a Bellano St. Christopher minus the Christ Child which, unfortunately, is owned by the Louvre.”

Carter made a complete circuit of the plinth, studying the statuette intently. He made a final effort. “Perhaps this is St. Christopher as you insist. And perhaps the Louvre’s Christ Child does belong on his shoulder. All the same, the work could still be a genuine Donatello. Just because the Louvre has labeled its Christ Child a Bellano doesn’t mean it is a Bellano, Benny.”

The professor shook his head. “No good. I’m sorry. The Louvre’s Christ Child is signed, Orville; on the bottom of the globe of the world, held in the Christ Child’s left hand, two tiny initials—BB—which, you will concede, identified the sculptor Bartolomeo Bellano five hundred years ago, just as they do the charming actress of our own day, Brigitte Bardot.” 

Carter refused to smile at this sally. “What made you link the Louvre’s Christ Child with our Hercules?” he demanded.

“I made the discovery sheerly by accident,” Professor Ferucignano said modestly, “guided in great measure by these new bifocal glasses—” he tapped his spectacles “—and by the newly installed brighter lights in the display rooms of the Louvre.” He paused, enjoying Carter’s obvious bewilderment, then went on. “I had not really seen the Louvre’s Christ Child for years, Orville. Looked at it, yes, admired it, yes, on every occasion when I visited the Louvre. But with eyes grown slightly myopic with age, and in the dim unfocused lighting of the Louvre gallery. Only last week, seeing the Christ Child clearly for the first time in a long while, I detected the clues which led me to your Hercules.”

“What clues?” Carter snapped.

“Two almost infinitesimal imperfections in the folds of the Christ Child’s garment, imperfections which I have always assumed were caused when the bronze did not completely follow the mold during the statuette’s casting.”

“If not casting imperfections, what were they?”

“They were skillfully applied patches of bronze, artfully discolored and antiqued to match the rest of the figurine. But to the discerning eye modern patches for all that.”

Carter said sarcastically, “Restoration or partial repair of masterworks is not entirely unknown.”

“Wait,” said the professor. “The location of these patches was what suddenly assumed new significance to me: one on the front of the Christ Child’s garment below the knees, the other on the Christ Child’s—ah—posterior. Do you see my point, Orville?”

Carter said nothing, only stared sourly at the professor, who continued, “Well, it instantly occurred to me, of course, that it was quite possible the patches were intended to cover scars left when some villain had brutally separated the Christ Child from another figure to which it had originally been joined.”

“Our Hercules is not necessarily that figure!” Carter protested.

“Ah, but it is! Take my glass, Orville, if you please, and examine the surface of your Hercules’ left shoulder and the inside of his left hand.”

Carter accepted the magnifying glass and did as the professor asked, already certain of what he would find. “All right,” he said ungraciously after a moment’s inspection, “there are faint marks there that could be tiny patches.” He gave the professor back his lens. ‘But you are not, I hope, trying to tell me that your artistic erudition is so nearly total that you immediately dredged up from your memory these almost undetectable marks on our Hercules to match up with the marks on the Christ Child in the Louvre? Out of thousands of sculptures?”

“No,” said Professor Ferucignano, “my artistic erudition, as you call it, led me to the much simpler conclusion that since the Christ Child was an undoubted Bellano, he had probably been separated, if separated he was, from another piece of Bellano’s sculpture—of which the Honeycutt Gallery owns an outstanding example, Orville, in this statuette which you persist in calling a Donatello Hercules.”

A docent, closely followed by a group of students, entered the Sculpture Hall and approached them. “We now come,” the lecturer was saying, “to the famous statuette of Hercules, executed in bronze by Donatello, one of the greatest masters of sculpture the Italian Renaissance produced.”

“Come back to the office,” Carter said to the professor. “We’re in the way here.”

Ferucignano assented readily. They returned to Carter’s office. Carter sat down behind his desk after waving the professor to a chair. He sighed audibly. “Did you say anything to the Louvre about this, Benny?” he asked.

“Nothing. I wanted to examine your Hercules to be sure I was right. And I thought it only fair to acquaint you with the news before the Louvre, since yours would be the greater disappointment.”

“That was decent of you, Benny. I appreciate it.”

“I did, however, in my capacity of Renaissance scholar, evince curiosity as to the provenance of the Louvre’s Christ Child, and a curator readily supplied me with the story of how they acquired it.”

“How did they?” asked Carter, lighting a cigarette with nervous fingers.

“Public auction in 1935,” said the professor, “in the sales rooms of a respected French firm, Garbeau Freres.”

“How much did the Louvre pay for it?”

“One hundred and sixty thousand francs...somewhere around forty thousand dollars in those days.”

Carter groaned. “We paid ten times that for our—” he hesitated “—St. Christopher.” 

Ferucignano nodded. “Of course. You thought you were getting a Donatello.”

“Did the Louvre s records show who owned their Bellano Christ Child before they acquired it?”

“An antique dealer in Ferrara named Giuseppi Bruno, who brought the figurine to Gabreau Freres himself, having smuggled it out of Italy.”

“Bruno,” Carter said. “Then Bruno must have been your villain who separated the Louvre’s Christ Child from our St. Christopher? What a barbarous, uncivilized thing to do!”

“Barbarous, yes,” said the professor, “and profitable as well, if Bruno was responsible for making two sculptures out of one, and selling them separately at high prices. If, I say. Because the separation could have taken place any time within the last century, you know, judging from the condition of the bronze patches we’ve just seen.”

“Where did Bruno get the Christ Child in the first place? Antique dealers in Ferrara don’t carry priceless Bellanos and Donatellos in stock, you know that!”

“The story the Louvre gave me is this, Orville. Bruno, along with other antique dealers, was asked to bid on the contents of an old D’Este House of Grace and Favor when the last owner died without issue. He went to inspect the goods being offered and found them to consist mainly of worthless junk, as is usually the case with such houses in Italy after a long series of impecunious owners have sold off, one by one, the good pieces the family possessed. Worthless junk—except for the bronze Christ Child. Bruno speculated that generations of the family’s girl children must have used it as a doll baby, since he found it in the cellars of the house with broken toys and a child’s crib. He recognized it at once as something quite good, although he didn’t realize how good until he found the artist’s initials. He bought the whole collection of junk just to get the Christ Child. Bruno was very frank about all this when he asked Garbeau Freres to auction the piece off for him in Paris. He told them, too, that his business in Ferrara was on its last legs, and he needed money desperately to save it. As it turned out, he got the money from the Louvre, which has not for one moment regretted its bargain.”

“Didn’t they check Bruno’s story about having a shop in Ferrara?”

“Of course. He had one, all right.” 

“Well, it’s a likely enough story, I guess,” Carter said. “Such lucky discoveries have happened before and they’ll happen again. I can’t help wondering though, if Bruno found the entire St. Christopher statuette in that house, and deliberately divided it into two figures.”

“It seems probable,” Ferucignano said, “although I am puzzled as to how the St. Christopher part of it turned up here in America as a Donatello. You said a few moments ago that you thought the Honeycutt had bought it from an English collector who needed money to pay his taxes. Did you buy direct from him, or was your statuette acquired at auction too?”

“I can’t remember, Benny.” Carter lifted his telephone receiver and asked his secretary to bring him the gallery’s file on the Donatello Hercules. When he said “Hercules” he glanced the professor’s way and smiled wryly.

A few minutes later, he looked up from his perusal of the documents in the Hercules file and said to the professor, “Here it is. We bought our Hercules in 1947 from Hamilton Langley, a New York art dealer.”

Ferucignano nodded. “He’s a personal friend of mine.”

“Well, Langley was acting for a collector in England who had retained him because it was thought, quite rightly, that so soon after the war the Hercules would bring a better price in America than in England or on the Continent.”

“Eleven years between the sales,” the professor said. “The Christ Child in 1935, the St. Christopher in 1946. That could shoot down our theory that Bruno found the whole statuette in Ferrara. Why such a long interval between the first sale and the next? Do your records say anything about where the English owner of the St. Christopher obtained it?”

Carter read from a document in the file. “The owner claimed to have liberated the St. Christopher statuette just after World War II, when, as an officer in the British Army, he happened across it in the rubble of a bombed-out museum storage shed in Berlin.”

“Liberated,” said the professor, “means stolen, I presume?”

“Of course.”

“From a museum storage shed? That’s odd. I never heard of any Bellano piece, or any Donatello piece, either, being displayed in a Berlin museum, did you?”

“No. But the St. Christopher was obviously a genuine Renaissance work by a great master. Anyway, in the light of what you found out at the Louvre, I think we can discount that whole story as a fairy tale.”

“Really?’ said the professor, raising his eyebrows. “I’m not quite—” 

Carter cut him off peremptorily by holding out the document he had been consulting. “Take a look here, Benny,” he said, “at the name of the English collector who liberated our St. Christopher in Berlin. Second line on the page. Right there.”

Professor Ferucignano leaned forward, read the name and began to laugh. “Joseph Brown!” he chortled. “Joseph Brown. That should convince you, Orville!”

Carter capitulated gracefully. “I am convinced, Benny,” he said, “and although belatedly, I congratulate you none the less heartily on your detective work. Even I can’t miss that hefty coincidence: a Bellano St. Christopher sold to the Honeycutt Gallery of Art by a man named Joseph Brown!”

* * * *

The Christopher Case, as it came to be known, aroused only passing interest outside art circles but caused a considerable stir within them. Professor Benozzo Ferucignano, predictably, came off as the hero of the affair, having demonstrated by his brilliant detective work that he was indeed worthy of his fame.

In October, he drove to New York for his semiannual visit with his oldest American friend, Hamilton Langley, now retired. The former art dealer, in spite of his eighty years and his failing health, retained a keen interest in the doings of his former colleagues and customers.

“How does it feel, Benny,” he asked his guest as they sampled before-dinner martinis, “to be the Sherlock Holmes of the art world?” 

The professor laughed. “Quite satisfying, I must admit. I received the final accolade yesterday, an engraved invitation to the private, black-tie reception at the Louvre next week, when the reunited St. Christopher and Christ Child goes on display for the first time.”

“I also am invited,” said Langley, chuckling, “as is only fitting for the man who sold the Donatello Hercules to the Honeycutt.”

“Are you planning to go? Perhaps we can go together.”

“I’m too old to fly so far now. I hope I’ll see the reassembled statuette when it comes to the Honeycutt in April. The Louvre is to have it for six months each year, the Honeycutt for the other six, isn’t that the agreement?”

“That’s it. And a surprisingly practical solution under the circumstances.”

Langley nodded. Then, looking over the edge of his martini glass at the professor, he asked curiously, “What made you do it, Benny? After all these years?”

The professor pondered. “I don’t really know.’ he said at length, “aside from the fact that I wanted to show Orville Carter that my credentials as an authority on Renaissance sculpture are bona fide. The Honeycutt is one of the few really important museums left which has never retained me as a consultant.”

“But that wasn’t the only reason, I take it?”

“I suppose not. Perhaps it was partly to satisfy my artistic conscience too, as I told Carter. The thought of such a lovely piece being deliberately broken up for commercial gain seemed more and more like sacrilege to me as I thought about it. Can you understand that?”

“Of course I can understand it.” Langley rang a silver bell to summon his houseman. “Another martini for Professor Ferucignano,” he told him, stumbling slightly over the professor’s name. When the man went out, he continued, “I can understand it only too well, Benny, because I’ve felt the same way upon occasion.” He paused to grin at the professor. 

“What I can’t understand, however,” he went on, “is why a man with the simple Italian name of Giuseppi Bruno when he lived in Ferrara, and the simple English name of Joseph Brown when he lived in London, should have selected an impossible tongue twister of a name like Benozzo Ferucignano when he moved to America!”
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STAYING COOL,
by Hal Charles

Hazel Chrisman shook her head as she looked at the sedan’s instrument panel.  Why had she been in such a hurry that morning that she forgot to stop by the service station to fill the gas tank before heading for her daughter’s?  Watching the needle on the fuel gauge hover near empty, she had visions of herself stranded on the two-land state road that ran through the mountains between her house and Jenny’s.

It was a beautiful spring morning, and the worst case scenario involved a call to her auto service for some road-side assistance.  Of course, she could call either Jenny or her son, Jake, and ask them to come to her aid, but that would be out of the question.  Since her husband had died a little over a year earlier, her children had fussed over her as if she were a grade-schooler unable to handle even the simplest of tasks.  No, a call for help would be an admission that they were at least partially correct.

As Hazel continued over the twisting blacktop, one eye on the gas gauge, she thought about the last few months.  Her life with Carl had been a true partnership.  During their nearly 50 years together, they had shared responsibilities, each giving the other support and freedom.  Carl’s absence left a gap that she had struggled to fill.  Jake had stepped into Carl’s shoes running the family HVAC business, and while, as through the years, she continued to work in the office when needed, she spent most of her time managing things around the house.  And she did her best to show Jenny and Jake that she was entirely capable of taking care of herself.

The needle on the gauge rested solidly on E when Hazel spotted the small, somewhat run-down grocery store with two paint-chipped gas pumps in front.  She granted herself a sigh of relief as she wheeled the sedan across the gravel lot.

Hazel was about to lift the hose from the pump when a voice from the store’s porch called, “I’ll get that for you, ma’am.  Wouldn’t want you to get gas on that pretty blouse.”

Before she could react, a young man in jeans and a grease-covered t-shirt grabbed the hose.  “Fill’er up?”

Hazel nodded with an almost startled smile.

“It’s starting to get a little warm already,” said the gas jockey.  “Why don’t you wait inside till I’m finished?”

As Hazel headed up the rickety porch steps and into the store, she wondered how long it had been since someone had pumped gas for her in this self-service culture.

Inside, she wandered through the aisles of snacks and grooming items before she selected a bag of chips and a soda from the small refrigerated section.  At the checkout counter she paid a teenager with long, stringy blonde hair for the items and the gas.

Approaching the sedan, Hazel heard the gas jockey’s voice.  “Ma’am, I’m afraid we have a problem.”

She turned to see the young man shaking his head as he wiped his hand on his t-shirt.  “While you were inside, I checked under the hood, and your air conditioner has sprung a leak.  Looks like you’ve lost most of your Freon.”

“How could that be?” Hazel said, placing the soda and chips inside the sedan.  “The car is barely two years old, and I have it serviced regularly.”

“My guess is one of the mechanics got in a hurry and forgot to tighten all the hoses.  Those things happen even with new cars.”  The young man smiled.  “It looks like we’re in for a hot one today, and I wouldn’t want to send you on the road with no air.”

“Well,” said Hazel hesitantly.

“It won’t take long.  You can wait inside.  I’ll just tighten up everything, refill the Freon, and you’ll be on your way.”

Hazel smiled as she opened the sedan’s doors.  “I think I’ll just roll down the window the rest of the way.”

What made Hazel refuse the young man’s offer of service?

Solution

Working for years in the family’s heating and cooling business, Hazel knew that the EPA had banned Freon for use in both home and auto air conditioners in 2010.  Since her vehicle was a late model, the air conditioning unit would not contain the banned gas and the young man should have known that fact.  Sure enough, after leaving the young con artist behind, when Hazel turned on the air conditioning, it worked perfectly.
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The Barb Goffman Presents series showcases
the best in modern mystery and crime stories,

personally selected by one of the most acclaimed

short stories authors and editors in the mystery
field, Barb Goffman, for Black Cat Weekly.

THE GHOST WHO READ THE NEWSPAPER, 
by Vicki Weisfeld

Nuggets of snow salted the ground around the garage, and the heavy clouds of a Connecticut winter promised more to come—too much more, for my taste. I’d suggested to my employer, J. Middleton Dulcey, that we hire a closed carriage and pair of horses at the livery stable for the drive from New Haven to Boston, but he’d hear no misgivings about the fortitude of his new Model T.

“No, my boy, Mr. Ford’s product will carry us there in safety and comfort.” He backed the Ford onto the street and we headed away. The hundred-sixty mile trip would require about four hours in fine weather, but we’d had a late start, due to some business of Mr. Dulcey’s, and it would be well after dark before we could expect to arrive.

Alas, my trepidation about the weather proved correct. Before we even reached Hartford, great gouts of snow poured down, obscuring the road, and I was kept busy with the new electric windshield cleaners, which battled with only moderate success against the blizzard and required frequent attention. Past Hartford, we were the only car on the road, and the tracks of the vehicles that had preceded us were filling rapidly, so Mr. Dulcey found the driving difficult. He peered into a gloom barely dispelled by our headlamps, trying to make sure we followed the actual road and were not steering into a ditch or worse.

A solid shape flew across our path, startling us both. “What was that!” he exclaimed.

“I believe it was a deer, and there may be more of them.”

“That was no deer. It was enormous!”

Although we had been proceeding quite slowly, he slowed more. Then the lamps revealed the forms of perhaps a dozen white-tailed deer ahead of us, stalled in the process of crossing the road. They now stood stock still, trying to work out how two bright moons had come to earth and were now rolling toward them. Mr. Dulcey sounded our Klaxon, and they ran, leaping away. The road now was as startlingly empty of creatures as it had been filled a moment before.

I noted Mr. Dulcey’s hunched shoulders, head thrust forward, eyes straining, and it occurred to me that we would not—we should not—complete our journey tonight. “I’m awfully hungry,” I suggested.

Once I’d had the thought, the desire for someplace warm and welcoming ballooned in my thoughts. At my feet was a small carpetbag containing my favorite book, and I looked forward to a satisfying read before sleep. The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes had been a companion of years, and I fancied Mr. Dulcey bore some resemblance to Holmes—not in personality, because my employer was an amiable, gregarious man, but in his determination to get to the bottom of things. It was a small, if immodest, leap to see myself, his secretary, as a sort of American Dr. Watson.

“You young people,” Mr. Dulcey said. “No staying power.” He wisely kept the car in the center of the space between the trees that loomed on either side of us, as there was no knowing where the actual road lay, and it was surely for the best that we met no other vehicle.

At last, I said, “What’s that sign ahead? Does it say ‘INN’? It looks to be pointing to the right.”

“Inn? I don’t think so. Not out here in the middle of nowhere.” But he regarded the sign longingly too. The weight of the snow stuck to its surface became too much and a clump slid off. INN, for certain.

“I have an idea,” he said. “Let’s investigate this place. We can eat dinner, have a good night’s rest, and make an early start in the morning.”

“Yes, let’s.” I nudged the bag containing my precious book.

He threaded the Ford into a narrow gap between two stands of trees that we presumed was the side road. As it turned out, the inn was no more than a mile distant, yet the blizzard was so fierce and our progress so snaillike, tense minutes elapsed before we saw its lights. Our optimism was rewarded when at last the well-lit, welcoming façade appeared. So grateful were we, I do believe we would have gladly trudged the remaining distance on foot, wearing our city shoes, had it been necessary.

A young man met us under a portico bearing a rustic sign reading “Old Blackwood Inn.” The snow had been shoveled away, and before we could properly take in the fact that we had arrived, he unloaded our bags and deposited them inside. He returned with a large broom and began knocking the snow off the car.

“Where should I park my vehicle?” Mr. Dulcey asked.

“I’ll do it. You go inside and get warm. Dinner’s up.”

“I don’t know—” It wasn’t like Mr. Dulcey to entrust his car to a total stranger, especially one not even shaving yet.

“I’ll put it right in that shed over there.” He winked at me and pointed. Alongside the shed was a commodious barn, one door standing open.

Mr. Dulcey remained doubtful. “The shed looks—” He would have said “dilapidated,” I believe, but was reluctant to offend this minion of our new hosts. “What about the barn?”

“Barn’s full of horses,” the boy said. “Everyone else came by carriage.”

“Did you say dinner is ready?” I asked.

That got us moving again and, realistically, we had no choice about any of this. Nor, for that matter, what came after.

* * * *

Dinner was delicious in proportion to how welcome it was. Our fellow diners—for the inn was indeed full—comprised two families, a newly married couple, several traveling salesmen, and us. That is, fifteen guests in all.

The two families retired early, and the newlyweds soon followed. The men—and I boyishly counted myself among them—retired to the lounge and arranged ourselves around the large open fireplace. Soon the innkeeper, Mr. Meese, joined us, bringing several bottles of port. I was allowed one glass. The warmth of the fire, the fumes of the wine, the sweet smell of pipe tobacco, all lulled me into a pleasant frame of mind, free of the numbing cold and the terror of the road.

I reflected on how lucky I was to have acquired my position as Mr. Dulcey’s secretary and factotum. Born in 1902, I had been too young to fight in the Great War and could not help feeling as if I’d missed out. (That alone tells you how inexperienced I was.) My mother moved our family to her father’s country home during the influenza epidemic, and while I was grateful we were spared that catastrophe, still we were isolated from society and the bustle of New Haven for what seemed an interminable period. The only recompense in our self-quarantine was my grandfather’s extensive library. There I pursued my education in fits and starts as different interests overtook me.

It was Grandfather who learned of Mr. Dulcey’s desire for an assistant and recommended me to him. In the summer of 1920 I took up the post and, six months later, found myself at the Old Blackwood Inn, roasting beside the best fire in northern Connecticut. Half listening to the conversation of the men, I thought, as I frequently did, that every young man should have a sojourn with a Mr. Dulcey. He taught me many things, but most important, how to wring adventure out of life events of every sort.

Reflecting on my good fortune, I must have dozed, because I was startled awake by a log noisily shifting position in the fire. The landlord stood up to poke the blaze, and I saw the lounge had emptied, except for Mr. Dulcey, landlord Meese, and me. Seeing I was awake, Mr. Dulcey said, “Our host here has been telling me we have the best room in the house.”

I sat up at this unexpected intelligence. We were, after all, last to arrive.

“Yes indeed,” Mr. Meese said. “You have the room of the Old Gentleman.”

“Who?” I asked, a bit suspicious, because Mr. Dulcey was not above pulling a joke on me, and this sounded like it might be one.

“We don’t know who he is,” the landlord said, “but he’s haunted this place, gone fifty years now. The woman who sold my wife and me the inn two summers ago warned about making too many changes to your room.”

I glanced at Mr. Dulcey. This sounded to me like an excuse for what might be the poor condition of our quarters. He continued to study the fire benignly.

“There’s a ghost?” I rubbed my tired eyes.

“Yes. He’s why we don’t use that room much. Not that everyone who stays there sees him, but he’s frightened several of our guests. I usually don’t tell people about him, especially the women, so as not to plant the suggestion, but Mr. Dulcey seems a paragon of common sense and asked about the inn’s history, so I did mention it.”

“What is your history?” I asked. “Was it always the Old Blackwood Inn?”

“Since the day it opened in 1801. Your room is in the original part of the Inn, which offered only a few rooms back then, but did a big business in food and drink, being the only stopping place along this road for twenty miles or more. In the 1880s, the owners expanded, added the second story, and the Old Blackwood became more or less as you see it today.

“Mrs. Meese and I improved the plumbing—a big investment, but it’s the way of the future, she says—and refurbished the public rooms downstairs.”

“They are exceedingly comfortable,” Mr. Dulcey said. “But please tell us about your ghost. How does the Old Gentleman manifest?”

The landlord paced in front of the fire. “People awaken in the night and see a man sitting on the end of the bed, reading a newspaper. He scans the pages and turns them, paying no attention to the bed’s occupants. In the morning, he and the newspaper are gone, though my guests say there is a slight indentation at the foot of the bed where he sat. He wears a stovepipe hat and, from their descriptions, I fancy he looks rather like President Lincoln.”

“Did the president ever stay here?” I asked.

“Not to my knowledge. In fact, I’m sure not,” the landlord said. “The previous owners were all sharp businessmen, especially Charity Farthington, who owned the inn the longest, and she would certainly have capitalized on such a visit.”

“Well, it’s past our bedtime. If that gentleman visits us tonight, he will certainly be welcome.” Mr. Dulcey and I left the lounge and made our way to room #3 at the back of the house. He would have the four-poster to himself, and a trundle bed had been brought in for me and placed under the window. My book lay there enticingly, but I was too sleepy for a long session of reading.

“I, for one, am grateful for our landlady’s dedication to modern plumbing,” I said, crawling under the covers. The room was chilly, but I was still warm from the fire and soon heated the bed like a live warming pan.

“I could not agree more,” Mr. Dulcey said, settling into the massive double bed. “I included her in my prayers.”

* * * *

I’d fallen asleep so fervently hoping that we would see the Old Gentleman that I scarcely credited my eyes when at some unknowable hour of the night I awoke and did see him, just as the landlord had described, sitting at the foot of Mr. Dulcey’s bed, reading the newspaper. I pinched myself to be sure I wasn’t dreaming, but then thought, what if I’m dreaming I pinched myself? With difficulty, though the apparition took no notice of my gyrations, I took my arms out of my nightshirt, turned it around backward, and stuck my arms through again. If in the morning it was wrong-way-round, I would know I had been awake. It would be impossible for me to accomplish that maneuver in my sleep.

As the Old Gentleman continued to read quietly, I eased my feet to the floor. I wanted Mr. Dulcey to see, but he typically woke with such splutter and flutter that I feared the ghost would flee. I approached the wraithlike figure as closely as I dared and discerned that he wasn’t exactly transparent, but could be more accurately described as translucent (a distinction I’d learned in one of my grandfather’s science books).

I hoped to see his face, which remained indistinct, or some other feature that would lead us to know who he was and why he was there. Alas, although his clothing appeared well-made, it was not distinctive. He wore no signet ring, and when he took out his pocket watch it was of an ordinary type on a fine chain. I feared that checking the time might presage his departure, so I returned to my cot and lay down. Though gradually suffused with sleep, I watched him through half-closed eyes and woke to a room bright with sunshine. Mr. Dulcey was already awake and dressed.

“You’re late abed, my boy,” he said. “Sleep well?”

“The ghost—” I stammered. “I saw him. The Old Gentleman.”

“Did you now,” he said, not prepared to believe I’d done more than dream. “And why is your night dress on backward?”

I told him the whole story, and, before the others came down for breakfast, we had a whispered conversation with the landlord. They required me to recite my experience down to every detail. It was clear the man’s uncertain features and unremarkable dress would shed little light on the mystery. However, I possessed an element of information I had totally disregarded: the newspaper.

I mentioned that the newspaper’s masthead was the Hartford Daily Courant.

“Interesting,” said Mr. Dulcey. He tried to mask his excitement, probably to keep from scattering my vague memories. “Did you happen to notice any headlines?”

“Yes, I did! A long story about the Battle of Gettysburg took up almost the whole front page. Not President Lincoln’s speech, but the battle itself. The headline was something like ‘Turning Point of War!! Lee Routed!’”

Mr. Dulcey addressed Mr. Meese. “Could your shade have stopped here for the night on his way from Hartford to Boston and brought the newspaper with him? Or did you supply newspapers in the lounge?”

“Either one, I suppose,” the landlord said, scratching his head.

“This may narrow down the time of his visit,” Mr. Dulcey said. “You wouldn’t have records from that era, I suppose? It was nearly sixty years ago.”

“Surely we do. Back to the beginning of the inn’s existence. They’re in the attic along with unclaimed luggage, broken chairs, and a farrago of stuff my wife and I haven’t bothered to sort through.”

“Well, would you mind... ?”

A clatter of children’s feet on the stairs led the innkeeper to say, “Certainly, right after breakfast.”

We then sat down to the longest meal in the history of mankind.

* * * *

Mrs. Meese fretted that we planned to root around in the attic. Probably she worried we’d kick up a lot of dust and make a mess and, if that was her concern, it was well founded, as that is exactly what happened.

“What is it you’re looking for?” she asked before we even got started.

“Clues, my dear,” her husband said.

“Clues to the murders?” She crossed her arms, frowning.

This took Mr. Dulcey and me quite by surprise, and Mr. Meese reddened. “We haven’t discussed that, Sarah,” he said.

Mr. Dulcey would not be satisfied without the whole story now, though getting it might take some time. He mollified Mrs. Meese by saying we would happily stay another night at least, enjoying her hospitality. True, we didn’t have a choice, as the reports on road conditions that we received during breakfast suggested our departure would be delayed a day at least. Several parties who’d arrived in horse-drawn carriages or on horseback were planning to leave, however, and later that morning did so.

At last we climbed the three set of stairs that led us to a low-ceiling space. Even I could barely stand and only under the center beam. Through tiny windows at floor level, beams of sunlight shot across the floor, the effect dizzying in its alternating bands of darkness and light. We crept around like Victor Hugo’s hunchback and finally perched on several abandoned portmanteaux.

Mr. Dulcey cleared his throat. “Now, Meese, what’s this about murders? And are they connected to our Old Gentleman?” His tone clearly would not brook evasion.

“I apologize for not telling you the whole story at the outset. I didn’t want to alarm you. You see, not only is the room you’re occupying the place where the Old Gentleman appears, it also has been the scene of two mysterious deaths. Mrs. Meese rather exaggerated in calling them ‘murders,’ as murder was never proven.”

Mr. Dulcey waited, his gaze fixed on the landlord, who stood up, wanting to pace, perhaps, bumped his head, and sat down again. “As I said, the room you occupy is not often used, perhaps only one or two nights each month. That apparently was the practice of the previous owners as well. Although every report of the ghost that I know of paints him as a nonthreatening character, both these mysterious deaths occurred after sightings of the ghost began.”

“And when was that?”

“Right in the middle of the Civil War, when the whole country was full of upset.” He combed his mustache with his fingers.

“Perhaps around 1863?” I asked. “That would correspond to the date of the newspaper I saw.”

He nodded. “Of course, he may have appeared even earlier, if the occupants of the room were sound sleepers, or thought they had a strange dream, or for some reason didn’t report it.”

“And the deaths?” Mr. Dulcey pressed.

“The first was of a gentlewoman who was a guest here for several nights in January 1875. She was a Custis and some relation to the Custis family of Virginia—Robert E. Lee’s in-laws, you know. She left a half-finished letter on the desk in that room. I was told the letter was full of pro-Confederacy rhetoric and virulent comments about ‘the damned Yankees.’” He shook his head.

“How did she die?”

“As I say, that was a mystery. The doctor who examined the body apparently came to no conclusion. Her body was unmarked, he found no weapon or evidence of poison, and the other guests and staff heard or saw nothing amiss. There were no police investigators way out here in those days. Just the coroner’s jury, and those worthies deemed Miss Custis’s demise as ‘death by misadventure.’ That was the end of it.”

I puzzled over this scanty information. “Is it possible she was in the middle of writing this anti-Union letter, saw the ghost who looked like President Lincoln, and died of fright?”

“A nice theory, my boy,” Mr. Dulcey said. “Of course we’ll never know, unless her ghost comes back too and tells us!” He guffawed. “And the other death?”

“That one was nearer our time. In 1892, Mr. Jasper Samm from Baltimore occupied the room—a bit of a rarity by then, after all that had occurred. But the inn was full, and the innkeeper gave him the room. He barely spoke to the other guests and made little impression on them. When he did not appear for breakfast—I heard this secondhand, you understand—the innkeeper was full of foreboding as she approached the door. She found Mr. Samm lying on his back, his face livid, hands clutching his throat, eyes wide open, as if—”

“As if he had just seen a ghost?” I asked.

Mr. Meese pondered this a moment. “Perhaps. Except that the coroner found wedged in his throat his own watch chain. The watch was on the table next to the bed.”

“How in the world?” Mr. Dulcey asked.

“You know how some people attach small trinkets to the chain—masonic emblems or the like? Hung on Mr. Samm’s chain was a gold-and-enamel replica of the Stars and Bars, the Confederate battle flag. He choked on it.”

Mr. Dulcey looked shocked, and I’m sure I did too. “And what was the coroner’s verdict?” he asked.

“Suicide, though I’m told everyone involved thought it a highly unsatisfactory outcome. Yet it was equally hard to conceive how such a tragedy could have come about by accident.”

“Was he a Confederate?” Mr. Dulcey asked. (Meanwhile, I was triply grateful for my grandfather’s service in the Massachusetts Volunteers Second Battalion of Cavalry.)

“It turns out he was. His family had his body shipped back to them in Charleston. You can bet use of the room stopped altogether after that.”

Mr. Dulcey’s eyebrows asked the next question. “I know, I know,” said Meese. “Though, in a storm like the one yesterday, we would have made up pallets on the floor of the lounge if we needed to. And, until the young man saw the ghost last night, no one had seen the Old Gentleman in quite a while, and... ”

“Don’t apologize!” Mr. Dulcey said. “We are delighted to be part of your adventure! I believe my young friend is correct, and what scanty evidence we have regarding the ghost’s identity points to a connection with the Civil War.”

“And the Union,” I said.

“Let’s suppose, for argument’s sake, that he’s reading a newspaper from near the time he was a guest here. Do you have the inn’s records from July 1863, to coincide with the Gettysburg battle? Of course, newspapers covering such a momentous event might have been kept a while, but it seems a good starting point.”

After a great deal of looking and pawing and coughing over dusty old volumes, Mr. Meese came up with the guest register from July 1863, and we crowded around, a beam of sunlight offering ample illumination. Perhaps it was the fault of the war, but trade at the Old Blackwood Inn was surprisingly thin that month. Before long, we found several entries we thought promising, including “Calvin Jefferson Haekelmann, Capitol Avenue, Hartford.” A penciled annotation read “tailor.”

“Unusual name,” Mr. Dulcey commented. “And a tailor.”

“That could explain the manner of his dress,” I said. “Good quality, but sober. Nothing flashy.” Meese and Mr. Dulcey frowned at me. “As far as I could tell. In the dark,” I amended, realizing I was speaking about a being who had been almost transparent.

From another box, Mr. Meese withdrew a set of ledgers, examining their flyleaves before selecting one. “Now that we have a few candidates, this will tell us what they paid for their rooms.” He turned a few pages, and we reviewed the details about the likely guests, none of them noteworthy.

“Look-a-here! Haekelmann arrived July first and, yes, indeed, he was given room number three. He apparently kept it several days, but there’s no record of payment.” He pointed to the lone blank on that page in the “amount tendered” column.

“How could that happen?” Mr. Dulcey asked.

“I suppose someone could have neglected to note the settling of his account,” Mr. Meese said, tipping the ledger toward the light, “though these entries were written by Charity Farthington, the inn’s previous owner back one. She was a stickler.”

“If he died here, would not his bill have been—I don’t know the term—voided?” I asked.

“Perhaps,” Mr. Meese said, “especially since the register indicates he was alone. And if Charity couldn’t ask the family to settle the debt... ” He turned over the sheet. “Oh. Here is a note, again in her script: ‘Died July 7, 1863. Balance due assigned to Bad Debt.’ I’d wager that pained her.”

“Was there a coroner’s inquest?”

“I never heard about one. Haekelmann’s death may have been attributed to what we call ‘natural causes.’”

“Does your record say whether anyone claimed the body?” Mr. Dulcey asked.

Meese frowned over the page. “No, but Charity’s diaries are around somewhere. Perhaps she recorded it.” Again a dusty search ensued. When we found the correct diary, Mr. Meese read out a lengthy note describing her unsuccessful efforts to locate family or any business partner, and, it being summer, the urgency of concluding the business. Before too many days passed, for lack of an alternative, Mr. Haekelmann was buried in the cemetery of the nearest town.

“What about his possessions?” Mr. Dulcey asked.

“Nothing about that.”

I glanced around the attic at the collection of abandoned suitcases, baggage, and odd-shaped parcels that had accumulated for more than a century. “Your guests forget a lot,” I said.

“Most times we know where to forward their belongings. This is just remnants.”

I crouched down to look at the cases, each with a paper label tied to it with date and guest’s name. Working in concentric circles away from the ladder was a trip back in time. When I reached the 1860s, I studied the labels carefully. Mr. Dulcey and Mr. Meese were content to let me do this on my own, to grind dust into the knees of my trousers and scrape the shine off my boots.

I believe they thought the effort would be fruitless, but my exclamation startled them into attention. “C.J. Haekelmann, July 1863.” I picked up the heavy case and carried it to Mr. Dulcey.

“Shall we open it?”

“The owner won’t complain,” Mr. Meese said drily.

Inside were several shirts and sets of underwear, neatly folded, shaving utensils and hair-grooming items, and a leather-bound notebook. It listed appointments with Boston cloth wholesalers for Thursday, July 9, and Friday, July 10—appointments Mr. Haekelmann never kept. The letters confirming those appointments were tucked into the back of the notebook. They discussed the tailor’s work producing uniforms for the Union Army.

“Aha!” said Mr. Dulcey. From the bottom of the bag, he lifted out the Hartford Daily Courant from July 5, 1863. The headlines identified it as the very edition I’d seen in the Old Gentleman’s hands. “Shall we get out of this dust and open it up downstairs? Perhaps we can deduce what the Old Gentleman has been reading all these years.”

I suspect we were all feeling a little gritty and in need of a brushing, so we happily agreed to Mr. Dulcey’s suggestion.

We carefully spread the newspaper on the big dining table, each of us taking a few sheets. It was brittle and yellowed and smelled of age. Unfortunately, it was I who made the awful discovery. A story about the Fourteenth Connecticut Volunteer Infantry Regiment ended with a list of the regiment’s Hartford men who had died at Gettysburg. Among them were three young men named Haekelmann: Calvin, Jr., James, and William.

We three crowded around to read the story through several times. We silently agreed this was the awful news that killed their father. Finally, Mr. Dulcey quietly folded the paper and carried it to our room.

* * * *

When spring came, Mr. Dulcey proposed a driving trip to Gettysburg, to which I gladly assented. We’d learned a great deal about the Fourteenth Connecticut Volunteers over the winter, including their nickname, “The Nutmeg Regiment.” As we stood on Cemetery Hill. where the Fourteenth helped repulse Pickett’s charge, Mr. Dulcey picked up three small white stones.

A few weeks later, we made a return visit to the Old Blackwood Inn, in much better weather conditions than our previous visit, occupying our old room, #3. Before we went to bed that night, Mr. Dulcey pulled out of his bag one of our books about Gettysburg and a large box. In the box was a set of toy soldiers, outfitted in the blue and gray of the Civil War. We spent some time setting them up according to the maps in our book and using several bunched up green napkins cadged from the dining room for our battlefield.

We went to bed not knowing what to expect, really.

“Could this be risky? Might the ghost think we are baiting him?” I asked.

“I highly doubt that,” Mr. Dulcey said. “Perhaps ‘seeing’ the tragedy in this way will put his mind at ease. We’re demonstrating that we recognize his distress and its cause.”

I struggled to stay awake, but it was a struggle I lost. When morning arrived, Mr. Dulcey stood, fists on hips, scanning our makeshift scene. “It’s just as we left it!” I said, disappointed.

“Not quite.” He pointed. Three blue soldiers lay on their sides, surrounded by men in firing position. “Not quite.”

* * * *

Later that day, Mr. Dulcey persuaded the landlord to accompany us to the town cemetery. It took some looking and the help of one of the gravediggers, but we found Mr. Haekelmann’s unmarked grave, identified only by a number stamped on a tin disc. Mr. Dulcey took the three fallen toy soldiers and the three stones from the battlefield and laid them where he thought Mr. Haekelmann’s heart might be. It was a solemn moment. I recited the Gettysburg Address, an inspiring speech Mr. Haekelmann would never have heard.

During the years I remained in Mr. Dulcey’s employ, we stayed at the Old Blackwood numerous times, always in Room #3. After Mrs. Meese painted it and made fresh curtains, it became a charming room, though its chief charm for me, the nocturnal visits by the Old Gentleman, were no more.
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