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Set withinside the shadow of post-strugglefare disillusionment and the quiet desperation of peacetime lives, this gripping detective novel unfolds in 1978, wherein one guy’s conflict to rebuild his existence after the Vietnam War leads him down a darkish and twisting route of secrets, betrayal, and homicide.

Our narrator, a former soldier grew to become personal investigator, unearths consolation in habitual till a apparently everyday go to from a mysterious guy named Egor units off a sequence of occasions with a purpose to alternate everything. What starts as a honest session quickly spirals right into a high-stakes homicide mystery, as Egor finally ends up lifeless below suspicious circumstances. With every clue uncovered, the tale digs deeper right into a global of damaged families, solid identities, hidden affairs, and a risky lust for wealth.

As the fact slowly unravels, the detective ought to navigate treacherous ethical grounds, exposing the devastating fee of greed — wherein even a mom can sacrifice her daughter, and a person will kill for an inheritance. But simply whilst all appears lost, wish re-emerges in sudden places — in gratitude, redemption, and a shocking new beginning.

Rich in suspense and layered with emotional depth, this isn't only a homicide mystery — it is a tale of downfall and deliverance, of ways a ways human beings will move for power, and the way justice, aleven though delayed, can nevertheless mild the manner forward.
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This was back in 1978. After the Vietnam War ended and I was discharged from the army, I opened a private detective agency. Business started off quite well. At that time too, I was sitting in my office on Humanit Avenue, reading the newspaper. To be honest, I was spending most of my time reading newspapers those days.

The past three years had been extremely significant in my life. During that time, I had established this agency, gotten married, and was now living a content life with my wife, Ziegfried, and our one-and-a-half-year-old daughter, Olivia. Work was running smoothly, and the income was reasonable—but the beginning of the fourth year didn’t go so well. Business started to decline, and the earnings were next to nothing, which put Ziegfried under a lot of mental stress.

That day too, instead of sitting idle, I was engrossed in reading crime stories in the newspaper. Suddenly, I was startled—the phone was ringing. I picked it up.

Hello! I answered.

Care Investigation and Security? a serious male voice came from the other end.

Yes, I replied.

I'd like to discuss a case. Do you have a moment? the caller asked.

Absolutely! Feel free to speak openly, I responded sincerely.

My name is Boris Jack, and I’m a lawyer by profession, he began. My office is located at 140 Madison Road. Actually, someone I know needs your help.

Is it a legal matter? I asked.

No... it has nothing to do with my field, he quickly clarified. The person I’m referring to is a personal friend of mine, which is why I’m reaching out to you. If you prefer, he can speak to you using my reference.

That’s perfectly fine. But Mr. Boris, why did you choose to contact me specifically for this job? I asked the usual question I pose to every client.

Because of your good reputation and credibility, he replied briefly. I’m confident that if you take on this case, you’ll investigate it yourself and not pass it on to a subordinate.

As we spoke, I opened the telephone directory in front of me. The address and phone number Boris Jack had mentioned were listed.

Your number is 444? I repeated the number written in the directory.

Yes, that’s right—but I’m calling from the courthouse, not my office, he clarified quickly. I don’t think you’ll need to call me. In any case, the person I’m referring to will contact you himself. The two of you can discuss all the details directly.

Alright, I said. My daily fee is $300, plus expenses.

No problem! he responded immediately. He’ll talk to you and settle that matter directly. Payment is his concern—better you explain that to him yourself.

Not an issue. Just tell him to get in touch with me.

I’ll give you his phone number and address. Please call him on my behalf. He’s a very slow-moving person and quite ill these days. Reaching your office might be difficult for him.

Okay, I’ll call him myself, I said, then jotted down the client’s number and address. After hanging up, I went back to reading crime news. After all, during those slow days, that had become my most engaging pastime—something I did right there in the office.

After lunch, it occurred to me to call the number Boris Jack had given me. I dialed the number.

May I speak with Mr. Egor?

Who’s speaking? came the reply, a question instead of an answer.

My name is Cord Brooke. I’m a private investigator. Mr. Boris Jack asked me to get in touch with you.

Oh... he said upon hearing that. This is Egor speaking. From his voice, it was clear that he was unwell. Could you come to my house at 7 this evening? I’m seriously ill these days and it’s become very difficult for me to move around, he said in a pleading tone.

No problem at all...

Then it’s settled. I’ll be expecting you at 7, he said.

Alright, I replied and hung up.
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It was exactly 7 p.m. when I rang the doorbell of Egor Edgar’s flat. Yes? a frail and weary-looking man opened the door after quite some time. He was wearing a bathrobe.

Apologies for the inconvenience, I said, extending my hand for a handshake. My name is Cord Brooke...

Ah! I’ve been expecting you, he interrupted as soon as he heard my name, extending his right hand and shaking mine with a limp grip.

He had clearly just stepped out of the shower and thrown on a bathrobe over his wet body. I examined his appearance closely. From what Boris had described, he seemed like he once had a tall, strong build and golden hair—an attractive man in his prime. But now, his back was hunched, his hair had gone dull, wrinkles lined his face and neck, and his body appeared frail.

Thank you so much for coming, he said as he led me inside. Apologies—I had just stepped out of the shower when the bell rang, he explained with a polite smile.

Egor’s flat was located in one of the city’s upscale neighborhoods—the kind of place only the wealthy could afford. The interior was equally luxurious. He led me directly to the living room, seated me on a sofa, apologized once more, and excused himself to change clothes. It was a spacious and well-decorated room. Within a few minutes, he returned dressed neatly and appropriately.

Please don’t mind that I asked you to come here, he said as he sat on the sofa across from me. The truth is, I’ve been sick for quite a while and can’t move around much anymore, he repeated what he had said on the phone.

No problem, I said out of courtesy.

The thing is... I’m deeply worried about my daughter, he began to get to the point.

When we spoke on the phone, you asked what the nature of the work was, he continued. Then he paused, took a few deep breaths, and slowly said, The real issue is my divorce with my daughter’s mother—but more urgently, it’s my daughter herself that concerns me. That’s the reason I’ve sought your services.

Several years ago... he began but paused again, taking a few deep breaths. It seemed like he was mentally preparing himself to say something that wasn’t easy to share.

I'll start from the beginning, so you can understand the nature of the problem, he said.

As you see fit. The clearer the story, the easier it will be to resolve the issue, I replied.

I’ve only been married once in my life... and I have only one child, a daughter. He began. I got married around thirty-eight to forty years ago, and Karen was born several years later. He paused again, short of breath. He struggled to catch his breath before saying, Sorry... I suffer from asthma, and lately it has worsened badly.
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