
	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	BLACK MOON

	 

	



	




	 

	 

	 

	 

	First edition published in 2008.

	Second edition published in 2020. A note to the reader, the second edition contains major plot, descriptions and character updates.

	 

	Copyright © H.G Ahedi, 2020

	 

	All rights reserved.

	 

	No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the authorization of the Author.

	 

	All characters in this publication are fictitious, and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or scenarios is purely coincidental.

	 

	ISBN: 978-0-6487798-1-0 (ebook)

	ISBN: 978-0-6487798-0-3 (Paperback)

	 

	Book cover and design by H.G. Ahedi

	Edited by Shannon Burns 

	(Just Your Type)

	



	




	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	For dad

	 

	 

	 

	



	




	 

	CHAPTERS 

	

	1. The House

	2. Old Secrets

	3.  Iron Door

	4. The Man on the Slope

	5. The Morgue

	6. Jack

	7. South Wing

	8. The List

	9. Case U125

	10. The Guardian

	11. Dark Side

	12. Dragon’s Teeth

	About the Author

	

	



	

	 

	 

	 

	1. The House

	 

	
	A


	 low humming echoed in the dark. He slowly opened his eyes, but nothing seemed out of ordinary. Satisfied that he was alone, he tried to go back to sleep. The whirring continued. Irritated, he sat up in bed and tried to listen. It sounded gibberish.     

	“What is it?” he muttered, struggling out of bed.  

	Stepping out of his room into a dimly lit corridor, he followed the noise as it grew louder and louder. The corridor was long and dark. A thick layer of ice covered the walls, and the ground below was murky. He stopped. He felt cold, and his hands had turned blue. A loud cry pierced the air. He stumbled backwards.   

	“Who’s there?” he called out.

	The reply was dead silence. The humming stopped. He waited and felt as if time had stopped too. He’d just turned to leave when a loud, horrified woman’s cry startled him. He ran down the corridor, his heart beating fast. In just seconds, millions of thoughts ran through his head. Where was she? Who was she? What if she was dead by the time, he reached her? 

	“Where are you!?” he shouted. 

	Soon, he made it to the end of the corridor and found himself staring at a wooden door with a large crack running down one side. Bright light crept from under the door. It opened, making a loud creaking noise. He stepped into the small room and found two old chairs, a single bed, and two large, dusty windows. No one was there.   

	“Hello? Where are you? Are you alright?” he asked in a low, nervous voice.

	With a bang, the door slammed shut. Wind gushed at him, almost knocking him off his feet. A monstrous howl echoed, and he fell to the ground. Scrambling back up, he reached for the door and tried to open it. It was stuck. He tried again and again. The howling became louder. He felt his feet leave the ground.      

	“Ah… help! No! Help!” he shouted. He gripped the doorknob.   

	Suddenly, the wind stopped, and he dropped to the floor. Silence fell heavily. He breathed hard, unable to shake the feeling that he wasn’t alone. He looked around the vacant room and climbed to his feet.  

	“Beware!” a loud voice shouted.   

	He screamed in terror, pulled open the door, and ran. He felt something seize him by the ankles. He tripped.   

	 

	Roumoult wrenched himself out of the nightmare. His skin felt cold, he was covered in sweat, and his heart pounded in his chest. He shut his eyes. “Damn, not another one,” he muttered.   

	 

	February 21, 2003

	Palisades Interstate Parkway

	 

	Roumoult Cranston drove his BMW to his grandfather’s residence in Newburgh. The sun had already set, and darkness fell over the lonely highway. The treetops glowed under the dark purple, cloudless sky. Both sides of the highway were covered with a thick blanket of snow, and temperatures were cold. 

	Roumoult was tall, slender young man with striking features. From his parents he had inherited his thick light brown lustrous hair and deep emerald eyes. He wasn’t loud, nor soft spoken, but firm and elegant in the way he talked. His mannerism with his family and friends was more on a mischievous side, to them he would never grow up or listen. But for an outsider he would behave in a proper, elegant manner giving the impression of a serious wise man who could see the bigger picture. The truth was, he could. Being diplomat when he chose to be; he could attract people who needed advice and sometimes, simply an honest opinion. It suited him well; it suited his profession.   

	Roumoult reduced his speed when he neared the Bear Mountain traffic circle and drove cautiously around the roundabout. He eased his foot back onto the accelerator, and the vehicle glided over Route 9W. He glanced at his watch. “You’re late for the family get-together again,” he said to himself.   

	He expected to get a lecture from his father, Fred Cranston, a millionaire by inheritance and a businessman by choice. Unlike his father, Roumoult had chosen to be a lawyer, and just a year ago, he’d finished his degree. Needless to say, it had made no one in his family happy. His law firm was still in its infancy, and it needed much more attention than he’d anticipated. On top of that, his father kept insisting that he should take over aspects of the family business. Roumoult didn’t like business. It was boring. He liked excitement. He enjoyed solving mysteries, solving problems for his clients, and following Dr. William Sterling’s cases—William, his best friend, was now a medical examiner at the City Morgue in New York.    

	“Doctor, finally,” Roumoult thought aloud. William had been working toward his medical degree for years, and it had taken everything from him. First, he spent four years studying medicine and then completed two residencies. Roumoult remembered him working the night shift as an assistant at the morgue, then working at the hospital during the day. He wondered if he ever slept. William’s hard work had finally paid off, and now he had a full-time job as a medical examiner in the City Morgue. 

	The thought of work reminded Roumoult of all the paperwork he’d left behind to drive to Newburgh. He had to be in court next week, his schedule was packed with meetings and he wondered if he should have said no to the get-together. Then again, he hadn’t seen Grandpa for over a month. He needed to get away for a while and unwind. A weekend with his family was a good idea. This family reunion would include his two cousins, Mark and Chet Johnson. Mark handled his father’s business in Atlanta, and Chet was a stockbroker, but frankly, Roumoult thought he looked more like a wrestler.

	Roumoult’s thoughts were interrupted by an ear-piercing whistle. A bright light fell over the dark highway. A train appeared at the approaching crossroads. Roumoult hit the brake; the wheels screamed, leaving a long trail of smoke behind them. The massive black engine raged forward, blowing steam in every direction. He pinned the pedal to the floor; the car halted only a few inches away from the moving train, almost throwing Roumoult off his seat. His chest bashed against the wheel. “Ow!” he cried.

	The car shook. A cloud of hot steam blew over it. Bright yellow light shone from the train’s small windows. Roumoult sat back, catching his breath. The train sped past and out of sight. The whistling noise died out. There was silence again. He stared at the intersection. 

	“What the hell?” he muttered. Roumoult got out of the car. “There was no railway crossing here. Maybe they installed a new one?”  

	The bright beams of the car’s headlights were the only light in the area. Still shaking, Roumoult walked toward the crossroad and froze. There were no railway tracks! He shook his head and looked left and right.  

	“What the hell? Am I going insane or what?” he hissed. He walked past his car and found no warning signs, no crossing lights or bells. The train had come out of nowhere. Roumoult stood, puzzled. Where did the train come from? Why did I see it? Did I fall asleep at the wheel? Was it possible that he was dreaming? 

	Roumoult stood and wondered for several minutes, then he returned to his car and sat behind the wheel. “Must be another stupid dream,” he muttered. “I’ve been having a lot of them lately.” He turned the key and looked up and down the road to make sure no other trains were approaching. But they couldn’t be, could they? There were no tracks!   

	Roumoult let out a long breath, and with a heavy heart, he shifted the car into first gear and set off.

	Roumoult drove carefully, constantly on high alert. He had a sinking feeling in his stomach that he knew it couldn’t be a dream. But there was no other explanation. Trains did not run on roads.  

	 

	Old Cranston House, Pierces Road, Newburgh 

	 

	Roumoult glanced at his watch as he neared the house which stood frozen in the shadows. Moonlight fell over the mansion which extended over half an acre. The residence was an old-fashioned, made of large stones and with big, rectangular windows; the walls were irregular and had never been painted. Huge trees encircled the structure. The sinking feeling returned. Something was watching, waiting. A chill shot down Roumoult’s spine. Every time he came to this house, he had the same feeling. He told himself it was just his imagination. He stopped the car in front of the seven-foot-high iron gates. He was about to step out when he heard a loud clatter. He looked at the gates suspiciously as they gradually opened, as if guided by an invisible hand. 

	“A evening full of surprises.” Roumoult whispered. His grandpa had probably automated the gates. 

	He drove through the driveway. Small, out-of-date lamps stood on both sides, hardly shedding any light. He parked his car beside his father’s limo and let out a sigh of relief. He noticed Chet’s Chevrolet. His eyes rested on the closed garage which held his grandpa’s Ferrari. Roumoult wondered if he ever drove it anymore. Since he was a child, he always wished his grandpa would let him drive it. That day never came.

	Roumoult sprinted up the steps to the main entrance of the house and was just about to knock when the doors opened themselves. He froze, bewildered. He waited for a moment. When nothing happened, he pressed his lips tightly and walked inside. 

	A young maid stood with her hand on the doorknob. “Good evening,” she said.  

	“Good evening,” he replied, smiling. As he turned away, he let the smile fall. The train episode had left him feeling panicky. 

	Roumoult had been in this house many times, but it never failed to mystify and spook him. He entered the majestic, well-lit hall; at its end was a twisted set of steps that led to the upper two floors. The first floor was used, but the second was usually vacant. That was usual for Cranston houses; Cranston’s built two floors but never used them both.  

	The residence was made up of two wings: the south and the north. The south wing had been shut down a long time ago. When Roumoult was a child, his father had told him it was abandoned and forbidden. But as he grew, he understood that his father knew very little about the south wing. 

	Roumoult looked up through the old skylight at the clear sky outside. Wooden railing marked the corridors of the first and second floors. The ground floor of the north wing was made up of a large living room, a kitchen, a dining room, and a study. Roumoult’s thoughts were interrupted by his father.

	“There you are!” Fred said.

	Fred Cranston was an average-built man with bright blue eyes. His thick brown hair was starting to turn gray. Roumoult had always seen his father with a mustache and often wondered how he would look without it. Given that he was nearing his fifties, Fred showed no sign of slowing down. Most of the time, he was chirpy, positive, driven, and a happy-go-lucky person. Only once a year did Roumoult notice his father’s glow diminish. It had been November when Fred had lost his high school sweetheart and his wife. Fred had fallen in love with Beverly quickly and had married her before he’d turned twenty. Roumoult had been born a few years later, enjoying a happy childhood until he was eleven, when he lost his mother. After Beverly’s death, Fred struggled, and Roumoult was left with his godfather, Charles. After grieving for years, Fred had finally recovered, and his attention had returned to his son. 

	“Late again,” Fred said, coming over to give Roumoult a hug.  

	“Sorry, Dad. Traffic,” Roumoult replied.  

	Fred glared at him. “Traffic? Oh, come on, Son. This isn’t New York. When you are going to start being on time?”   

	“Maybe in the next millennium,” Roumoult answered with a wink.

	Fred threw his head back and laughed as they walked into the dining room, a huge space with a traditional wooden table, around which several chairs rested. On one of them sat Mark Johnson, a short, dull-looking man in his twenties who had brown eyes, brown hair, and a round face. He lived in Atlanta and handled Fred’s business in the area. 

	“Hey, how are you?” he said, looking up from his newspaper. He shook Roumoult’s hand. 

	“I’m fine. How are you?” Roumoult shrugged.   

	“I am doing great. Hope everything is okay with you?”

	 “What makes you think its not?”   

	“You haven’t been in any trouble for the last few weeks. Things have been very … quiet lately.” 

	Roumoult glared at Mark. 

	Fred grinned, shaking his head.

	“I was just curious what you were doing these days,” Mark continued. “Hopefully, not getting into more trouble. Just a month ago, you and your doctor friend identified a corpse, tipped off the police and spent two days being hunted by a gang.” Mark shrugged. “Tell me, do you want to be on the hit list of every murderer and drug dealer in New York City?”

	“No. Not really. It was just a coincidence.”

	“There is no such thing as a coincidence,” muttered Fred.

	“There you are,” Chet interrupted in his piercing heartless tone. He was clean-shaven and heavy, with red cheeks, fuzzy red hair, and protruding black eyes.

	“So, what have you been up to rich boy?” He teased as they shook hands.

	And there he goes again, thought Roumoult. He had no issues being a rich man’s son. But the tone in his cousin’s voice stirred a rage inside him. Since Roumoult was a boy, Chet enjoyed teasing and pushing him. In fact, when his mother alive, Chet pushed Roumoult off his father’s yacht. It was terrifying, and the water was so cold. After he was rescued by his father, and brought back to safety, he remembered Chet sitting on the deck having a laugh. He only stopped when grandpa yelled at him.

	           “Chet don’t start,” Fred warned, and then said, “Roumoult, did you know that we have unexpected guests today?”

	Roumoult looked at his father, raising an eyebrow.

	“Oh, yes. Maria and Jennifer. Where are you, girls?” Chet called out.

	Roumoult eyes rolled, and Fred smiled at him.

	Two women stepped out of the kitchen with champagne glasses in their hands.

	“Ladies meet Mr. Roumoult Cranston,” Chet said.

	Roumoult greeted the women.

	Maria Lawson was tall with black hair, blue eyes, a round face, and a nice figure which was today accentuated by her red silk dress. Jennifer Smith was shorter than Maria and was dressed casually in jeans with a high collar white shirt and a scarf around her neck. She had long blonde hair woven into a braid. Her keen blue eyes sized Roumoult, and her kind smile was a bit, disarming. 

	“I have heard a lot about you,” Maria said. 

	“Oh, from Chet?” asked Roumoult. 

	“No, I read about your involvement in a case in the papers. Mark described the incident in detail. I was really impressed the way you and your friend handled yourself.” 

	“We did our best,” 

	“So, how did it start? The papers were very succinct. I want details,” Jennifer said excited and stepping close to Roumoult. 

	“Ahem, I think ladies we ought to let Roumoult settle down. He must be tired.”

	“Oh, I never knew you cared.”

	Fred cleared his throat.

	Jennifer turned to Maria, “Did you see the library?”

	“No,”

	“Let me do the honors,” chirped Chet and the group left the room followed by Mark.

	 “Okay, Dad. What’s on your mind?” Roumoult asked once the others left.

	Fred burst into laughter.

	“What?”

	“Those girls liked you,” Fred explained, fighting to keep a straight face. “Why do you think Chet rushed them out?”

	Roumoult was about to argue when a familiar voice called from behind them. 

	“Where were you? I’ve been waiting for you,” Frank Cranston, Roumoult’s grandfather, said.

	Frank walked at a slow pace, leaning heavily on the cane in his right hand. He wore heavy-framed spectacles that balanced well on his bulgy nose. His gray hair was thin and long, falling over his face. Frank was relatively healthy for his age and wasn’t at all interested in retiring. He complained of insomnia now and then, and his doctor told him to watch his diet. But Frank was stubborn. He liked food and land. His entire life, he had been buying, developing, and selling estates. Even now, he was in the process of negotiating two deals.

	Roumoult came forward and hugged him, and when they parted, Frank placed his wrinkled hands on Roumoult’s face.

	“Awe those green eyes always remind me of your mother. You’ve grown so big,” he said, his eyes full of joy. “And tall!”

	“I’m the same height I was a month ago,”

	“No! You look taller. Doesn’t he, Fred?”

	“I can’t say as I’ve noticed.”

	Frank looked a bit disappointed. “Well, why are you late again?”

	“Sorry, Grandpa,” Roumoult said. “I got a bit tied up at work.”  

	“Family is the most important thing, remember that!”

	“Okay,” Roumoult said just to make him happy.

	Soon, Roumoult left his father and grandfather talking, taking his time to walk around the home. Even if he didn’t like the exterior of the house, it was beautiful inside. Frank had done a marvelous job. The walls of the dining hall were white, and sculptures of angels stood in each corner. The eyes of the angels were so alive, they seemed to look upon Roumoult as though they were blessing him. The ceiling was painted crimson and decorated with golden freehand designs. A light brown carpet lined the floor. Roumoult walked up the oak stairs and looked down the passageway. He could see the living room from the gallery of the first floor. He returned to the ground floor to explore the amazing wood-furnished library. Maybe reading would do him good.

	“You like the house,” Frank commented.

	“No, just the library,” Roumoult answered without looking at him.

	“Then stay.”

	“Grandpa, you know my answer will be no. Why do you always ask?”

	“Well, the answer is simple. I want to make sure you are safe. Here, you’ll find no trouble.”

	Roumoult let the comment slip by. His eyes moved from one book to another, tracking their way across the many shelves.

	“Any plans for the future?” Frank asked.

	Roumoult couldn’t help but smile. “Yeah, I’m planning to open a detective agency.”

	There was a brief silence before Frank spoke again. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. I think you should get married.”

	It was nothing Roumoult hadn’t heard before. He turned. “Grandpa, I need to do something different.”

	“Different? Being the first lawyer in the family isn’t different enough? Might I add, a lawyer who is always in trouble? You need to settle down.”

	“And you think marriage is the solution?”

	“Marriage fixes everything.”

	 “I don’t want to talk about this.” Roumoult walked toward the door.

	“Roumoult! Everything here belongs to you. What else could you ask for? Why do you have to be different?” Frank argued, following as fast as he could, his cane thudding against the floor. “Slow down, Son. This is not over.”

	“Yes, it is,” Roumoult replied loudly, raising his right hand. He entered the living room, where Fred sat in one of the chairs, reading a book. Roumoult sat down next to him and began flipping through a magazine. He really didn’t want to talk about marriage. Not now, he had too much to do. He wasn’t ready, and grandpa always hassled him about it.

	Not long after, Frank walked in. “Roumoult, when I was your age, I had a family and was taking care of the estate.”

	“Not again,” Fred groaned, shaking his head.

	“Quiet … You’ve spoiled him,” Frank yelled at Fred.

	“Me?”

	“Yes. I told you not to go to the city. But you wanted to develop the business. You should have left Roumoult with me!”

	Fred arched his eyebrows. “Are you forgetting something?” he hissed, creases lining his forehead. “He is my son!” 

	Franked grumbled and left the living room.

	 

	Soon, dinner was served, and everyone sat around the dining table and enjoyed the exquisite food. The group blended, chatting loudly over the tinkling of trays and spoons. Roumoult remained mostly silent, smiling and nodding from time to time in order to look engaged. 

	 “This place is marvelous,” Mark said, changing the subject. “I love the open space, the trees, the fresh air, the friendly people, not to mention the tranquility.”

	“Yeah, the only thing troubling about this place is that it’s ancient and creepy,” Roumoult muttered without thinking. All eyes turned to him.

	“Oh, really?” Frank huffed.

	 “Well, everyone has their own perception. I think this place is beautiful,” Maria gestured around her to the house.

	“Thank you,” Frank said proudly.

	“Chet told me all about the north wing,” Maria continued. “He mentioned a south wing too.” 

	Roumoult looked at his grandfather, trying to suppress a grin.

	“The south wing was closed a long time ago,” Frank answered curtly.  

	For a moment, a cold silence hung in the air.  

	“Why?” Roumoult asked.

	Fred was about to take a bite of fish, but he stopped with his fork halfway to his mouth to look at his son. “Roumoult, what did I tell you in New York?” he said lowly.

	“I remember nothing.” Roumoult smiled and leaned back in his chair. Feeling somewhat happy.

	“I thought you weren’t interested in the house,” said Frank. 

	“I made some enquiries about it,” Roumoult pressed on. “People said it was haunted.”

	Frank’s face turned red.

	“Oh, no,” Fred said putting the spoon down.

	 “What? Do you also think it’s cursed?” Frank yelled.

	 “I don’t know, I don’t hang around this house,” said Roumoult. “You do.”

	“It’s not haunted, and it’s not cursed!” 

	“I never said it was cursed. You did! I just want to know why the south wing was closed.”

	“I can’t answer that,” Frank responded stubbornly.

	“Why not?”

	“Roumoult, that’s enough,” said Fred.

	“Dad, why can’t you let me have some fun?” Roumoult said mischievously.

	Fred looked between his father and his son.  

	 The phone began to ring. All eyes remained fixed on Frank, everyone waiting for an answer.   

	“Excuse me, Roumoult, there’s a call for you.” Alfred Green stuck his head around the dining room wall.  Alfred was a skinny man with a long face, a pointed chin, and very thin hair. He was the caretaker of the house and Frank’s companion. Fred relied on him to take care of Frank medical and personal needs.

	“Come on, Grandpa. It’s an easy question,” Roumoult said, ignoring Alfred.  

	“Let it go,” Fred demanded.  

	“There’s a call for you,” Alfred repeated.  

	“I know.” Roumoult got up and walked into the study. He picked up the receiver. “Hello?”   

	“Hi, how are you?” William Sterling said from the other end of the line.  

	“I’m fine. What’s up?”   

	“Nothing. I called to make sure you got to your grandpa’s in one piece.”   

	“Huh, William, tell me the real reason you called,” said Roumoult.  

	“A dead body came in today.”  

	“You work at the city morgue. What else could happen?”

	“It was peculiar.”    

	 “What do you mean?”   

	“They discovered the body floating near the ferry terminal,” said William. “They pulled it out and sent it to the morgue. The man’s around thirty, Caucasian, well-built, wearing a torn cotton shirt and black trousers. His shoes and wallet are missing. Under his chin, he had massive abrasions, and his face was smashed, probably with a sledgehammer.”   

	“Yikes.”   

	“That was after he died. I’m assuming it was to prevent him from being identified.”   

	“Nothing peculiar about that,” said Roumoult.   

	“The cause of death is disturbing.”  

	“Why? What was it?”   

	“It looks like strangulation,” William said slowly, “but it doesn’t fit. He shows all the signs of asphyxiation. But strangulation by a rope or a ligature leaves a band-like abrasion. In this case, his entire neck is blue.”   

	“Maybe he was strangled by a big snake?” Roumoult suggested.  

	“We both have pretty crazy imaginations. Yeah, that was what I thought too, until I saw the x-rays.”   

	Roumoult wasn’t sure he wanted to know, but he had to ask. “What did you see?”   

	“All the cervical vertebrae, including the hyoid bone, are crushed to pieces.”   

	“Crushed?”   

	“Crushed.”   

	“Maybe something heavy fell on him.”   

	“That would leave external injuries and several fractures in the skull,” William countered. “In this case the skull was cracked postmortem, clearly due to the sledgehammer.”   

	“It’s simple, then,” said Roumoult. “Someone very strong strangled him and crushed his bones.”   

	William let out a huff that was almost a laugh. “Roumoult, do you know how much force is needed to fracture the cervical spine? Over three thousand newtons. That’s the equivalent of a five-hundred-pound car crashing into a wall at thirty miles per hour.”  

	“And a car didn’t hit him?”  

	“Nope.”   

	“Wow, peculiar, indeed. So, what did kill him?”  

	“I don’t know,” said William. “Did I tell you his hands were ripped off his body?”

	“What? No!”

	“Yeah, someone twisted his arms, then pulled them off.” 

	“While he was alive?”

	“Probably. I don’t know.” 

	“Oh my God. Tell me this is your case.”   

	William said nothing.     

	“Who got it?” Roumoult asked, already knowing the answer.   

	“Dr. Trey Bickle.” 

	Dr. Trey Bickle was straightforward, overconfident man, and the boss’s right-hand. He had a very high IQ and often boosted about it. Roumoult thought he was dumb as a dodo. What was the point in having a high IQ if you couldn’t think outside the box? Roumoult often wondered if Bickle had the medical-legal book integrated into his consciousness, because he could recite every chapter of the textbook, rather proudly.  

	“Why not you?” Roumoult asked.

	“I’m new, inexperienced, and a pain in the neck.”   

	Roumoult smiled. “William, let this one go.”   

	“I would, but the cause of death bothers me. When are you coming back?” 

	“Maybe tomorrow or the day after. I think I need a vacation.” Roumoult replied, thinking about the train.  

	Roumoult hung up the phone and returned to the dining room. Ignoring everyone’s stares, he sat in his chair and eyed his food. Every bone crushed and arms pulled apart. What or who could do that? 

	“Who was it?” Frank asked.  

	“It was William,” Roumoult answered, his thoughts still on the case.  

	“What happened?”   

	Roumoult sulked. “Nothing happened, Grandpa.”  

	By eleven, everybody was on the first floor getting ready for bed. Roumoult’s bedroom was between Chet and Fred’s rooms and was as luxurious as a five-star hotel. It was huge, with big rectangular windows and net curtains. An old oak writing desk stood beside the hefty fireplace. To the right side of the bed was a glass sliding door, which led out onto a balcony that overlooked the gardens. He stepped outside and folded his arms. It was magnificent. The moon shone brightly, stretching its light across the landscape. A blanket of bright stars covered the heavens, and the silence in the region brought utter peacefulness to his ever-engaged mind. He smiled. He wanted to stay outside, but it was chilly. Roumoult went back inside and sat heavily in the overstuffed chair armchair, watching television for a few minutes before going to bed.  

	Roumoult tossed and turned, but eventually, he fell asleep. Every noise in the house died out. Then he was woken by a light scratching sound. He was too lazy to get up. He started to doze back off, then he heard it again. He tried to ignore it, but when it didn’t stop, he sat up in bed. It was coming from behind the door.     

	“Who is it?” Roumoult called. “Who is it?”   

	The grating sound continued and was followed by a loud bang. He thought it could be Fred. Roumoult got up and unlocked the door. Something jumped at him. He cried out and fell to the floor. Bob, his grandpa’s dog, licked his face. 

	“Oh, Bob, what the hell are you doing in my room?” Roumoult turned on the lights. Bob jumped up at him, wagging his tail.  

	He had forgotten about the dog. Bob was a two-year-old wire fox terrier with coffee-colored hair, small ears, and black eyes. His tail was small and bushy, and he weighed around four kilos. Bob was very active, mischievous and his grandpa enjoyed spoiling him. 

	“Bob, out!” Roumoult pointing outside. Instead, Bob jumped on his bed and curled up to sleep. He knew Roumoult hated that. 

	“Bob!”  

	“Well, looks like you found yourself a companion after all.” Fred rounded the corner and entered the room.  

	“Dad, this is not funny! Please, take him away.”  

	“Roumoult, it’s just Bob.” 

	“Dad!” 

	Fred grabbed Bob and patted him. “Okay, let’s go.” He carried Bob out of the room. 

	Roumoult followed.  

	“I’m so sorry, Sir,” said Ted Parker, an old, stocky man who worked as Frank’s gardener, meeting them in the corridor. He took care of Bob. “As soon as I released Bob chains, he ran indoors. I knew he’d cause trouble.” 

	“It’s okay, Ted,” Fred said.  

	Roumoult cursed under his breath and retreated into his room.   

	Fred handed
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