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PART1 

I was on my way to the jailhouse when all the trouble started. It was on an October mornin’, back in ’85, an’ I had just finished eatin’ breakfast. I grabbed my hat, an’ walked out onto the front porch of Betsy’s Diner to have a smoke, when all of a sudden, Clifford Petrie came runnin’ up the front steps. Clifford wrote for the Stillwater Gazette, which was the town newspaper, an’ he was clearly upset about somethin’, ‘cause his face was beet red, covered with sweat, an’ he was breathing hard. 

“Clifford, what’s wrong?” I said, as I waited for him to catch his breath. 

“Caleb, you need to go over to the Rothchilds’ mansion right away,” he said as he pushed his spectacles back onto his nose, an’ straightened his Derby hat. “I was on my way over there,” he said, “because Mrs. Rothchilds wanted me to do an article on her family for the newspaper.”  

He pulled a handkerchief out of his coat pocket, an’ wiped the beads of sweat from his forehead. His eyes were as big as saucers, an’ I couldn’t help but notice the look of terror on his face as I stood listenin’ to him. 

“It’s such a nice day, and you know how much I like to walk,” he said, “so I decided to get an early start, and walk over there. When I was about half way, I saw riders coming around the bend. I had a bad feeling, so I jumped off the road and hid behind an oak tree. When I stuck my head out, I noticed there were nine of them, not counting the Rothchilds girls.  

“The Rothchilds girls?” I said.  

“Yes, Caleb, I fear they’ve been abducted,” Clifford said. “Anyways, six of the riders were riding grey horses, and the other three were riding black ones. Two of the riders on the black horses were carrying the two girls. The riders on the grey horses were wearing grotesque masks. Three of them were very large. The one in the middle had long brown hair hanging down from his mask. One of the smaller ones had red, very frizzy hair and it was sticking straight up out of the top of his mask, like he was some sort of circus clown. 

“Two of the riders on the black horses was wearing black hooded cloaks. They must’ve been women, because there were long yellow and gold curls hanging out of their hoods. The other one was definitely a woman, and she was absolutely breathtaking.”  

“Breathtakin’?” I said. 

“She was beautiful, Caleb – a beautiful young woman with light brown skin, and raven hair – and she had a raven sitting on top of her shoulder.” 

“A raven?” I said. 

“Yes, a great big one, just sitting there looking at me. The woman looked at me too, and I could’ve sworn for a second that her eyes were spinning around in circles. Then she smiled and winked at me as she rode past. It sent shivers up my spine. I’ll never forget her. She was wearing a short black dress, and her hair hung down to her shoulders. Her lips were as red as rubies, and her eyes; there was something very strange about her eyes. They seemed weird because of her complexion. Her skin was golden brown, but her eyes were a pale shade of green, and they were very enchanting. I’ve never seen anything quite like them. Caleb, they were so powerful. They made me feel funny, like I was in a trance or something. They turned right, and that’s when I noticed this very large, dark figure making its way through the woods. When it came out onto the trail, wagging its tail, I saw it was a dog. It followed them, down Sleepy Hollow Road. They picked up their pace, and they were gone. You have to get over there right away, I fear something terrible has happened.” 

“All right, just calm down, Clifford,” I said as I placed my hand on his shoulder. “I’m headed out there right now. Go tell the marshal what happened, an’ have him meet me there as soon as he can.” 

“Okay, Caleb,” Clifford said, as he ran off towards the jailhouse. 

The Rothchilds lived roughly two miles east of town. Mr. Rothchilds – I don’t recall his Christian name – was away on a business trip. He was a wealthy Yankee bureaucrat who’d made a fortune durin’ the war, an’ his wife – Clementine Rothchilds – was a beautiful young southern belle.  

I spotted Clifford’s footprints along the dirt road. They were pointed towards the Rothchilds’ Mansion. Then I noticed horse tracks headed in the other direction, an’ they turned down Sleepy Hollow Road, just like Clifford said they did.  

As I rode up to the mansion, I noticed that the front gate had been left open. It was a spectacular place, made out of bricks, with a wide ledge that ran underneath the second story windows, an’ a wrought iron fence that went around the entire mansion.  

After I dismounted, I tied Claudette – my beloved brown mare – to the fence, then I walked through the front gate. I climbed up the porch steps, an’ walked in between two enormous white pillars, up to the front door, which had also been left open. That’s when I noticed the horrible odor that was makin’ me gag. It made my stomach feel awful funny, too.  

I walked through the front door an’ noticed a red trail that came swirlin’ down a long spiral staircase, an’ headed straight into the parlor. Then I saw another, wider trail that came straight down the main corridor, an’ this one had big red paw prints walkin’ along next to it. Then these paw prints, along with the wider trail, turned into the parlor where both trails came together. 

When I walked into the parlor, my jaw dropped open, an’ I took a deep breath, ‘cause the sour gases that were swirlin’ around inside of that room made my throat feel like it was goin’ to close up, an’ my stomach felt like it was goin’ to throw up, for there on the floor in front of me were four dead bodies, laid out on a large blue an’ white rug, an’ they all had these little black an’ white skeleton dolls layin’ across their stomachs.  

An’ there was this crude drawin’ on the far wall that was done with blood. It was of a star, that was inside of a circle. Now I didn’t know what that meant, but I knew it couldn’t be good.  

The first body belonged to a tall man with yellow hair, an’ a puffy yellow mustache, whose throat had been torn apart, probably by some large animal, like that big black dog Clifford saw. This poor man’s eyes were open, an’ they were starin’ straight up at the ceilin’. I figured he must’ve been the chef, ‘cause he was dressed all in white, an’ wearin’ a white apron that was soaked with blood.  

The second body belonged to a short, dark haired woman. Her uniform was bloody too, an’ so was her nose, her mouth, an’ both of her eyes were wide open, as if she’d been caught in a scream.  

The third body belonged to a very tall, dark haired man – whose throat had also been torn to shreds – that must’ve been the butler. He had a mustache, but his was short an’ neat, an’ he was wearin’ a black suit with a black bow tie around the collar of his blood covered shirt; but his eyes weren’t open, just two empty sockets.  

The fourth body was that of a young man whose head had been flattened by a blunt object. An’ the look on that poor boy’s face, along with the horrible odor, an’ all of the blood, is what caused my breakfast to suddenly come up, an’ come spewin’ out of my mouth. 

It would make for an interestin’ picture the next mornin’ on the front page of the Stillwater Gazette: Four dead bodies, all decorated with skeleton dolls, one of the bodies covered with blood, one with no eyes, one with a scream etched onto her face, an’ one with his skull bashed in, with regurgitated eggs, bacon an’ pancakes all over his trousers. 

As I was wipin’ my mouth off with the sleeve of my shirt, I heard the sound of horse’s hooves growin’ steadily louder, an’ then stoppin’. A minute later, Marshal Hendricks came walkin’ up behind me, an’ put his hand on my shoulder. 

“My goodness, Caleb, what the hell happened here?” he said as he looked down at the bodies, an’ swatted a fly away from his nose. Then he looked up at the circle on the wall, an’ a strange look came over his face. 

“Looks like four murders to me, boss,” I said, in a shaky voice. Marshal Hendricks could tell that I was feelin’ poorly, so he told me to go an’ get some air. 

After I caught my breath, an’ finished my cigarette, I crushed out the end of it on the bottom of my boot. I almost fell off the front porch, ‘cause I was shakin’ so hard.  

I walked back inside, down the corridor, an’ stood in the doorway of the parlor. Marshal Hendricks was standin’ right where I’d left him, an’ he was still starin’ up at that wall. 

“You okay, boss?” I asked, in a gentle tone. 

“Caleb, this is real bad,” he said, an’ then he started runnin’ his fingers through the thick silvery hair on his upper lip. “Do you know what that circle on the wall means?”  

“I have no idea, boss,” I said, an’ then I took out another cigarette, lit it up, an’ took a long drag off of it.  

“It means that he’s back.” 

“Who’s back?” I said, blowin’ the smoke out of my lungs.  

“Jax Maliss.” 

“Who’s that?”  

“You don’t wanna know, boy. You don’t wanna know, but I’m gonna tell you anyhow, because you need to know,” Marshal Hendricks said, turnin’ his head towards me. “He’s the cruelest, craziest, blood thirstiest creature that ever walked this earth. They say that he made a pact with the devil himself. It’s like he came from a different world. He’s into all sorts of dark, horrible things, an’ there’s only one man I know of that’s crazy enough to go against him.” 

“Who’s that?” I said. 

“He was a sergeant in my Ranger unit. I never met anyone like him, Caleb. He was one crazy fool. He had no fear whatsoever. He kept to himself most of the time. An’ after killin’ more than a third of his gang, he drove Jax Maliss down into Mexico. But then about a month later, he found his wife, Jessica, layin’ on the ground in front of their little cottage, with one of those spooky little dolls layin’ on top of her, an’ that same bloody star-circle painted on the door of their cottage.” Marshal Hendricks turned his head, an’ looked up at the wall an’ then turned back towards me again. “An’ she’d been compromised,” he said. 

“She’d been what?” I said. 

“She was RAPED, CALEB! WHADDA I HAVE TA DO, DRAW YA A DAMNED PICTURE?” Marshal Hendricks said, with an angry look on his face. “Anyhow, that very same day, she took her own life, with his gun. He was never the same after that. They had a five-year old daughter; her name was Delia, I believe. I can remember him mentionin’ her from time to time. An’ they took her, after they defiled poor Jessica. An’ he never did find her. 

“He started drinkin’ real heavy after that, an’ then he quit rangerin’ all together. The last I heard he was up in Lubbock. He never got over his loss.” 

“What was his name, boss?” I said, once again, but then there was an ear shatterin’ scream that came from the second floor.  

I walked over to the front door, flung out the stub of my cigarette, an’ I followed the marshal up to the top of the winding staircase where we found Mrs. Rothchilds crawlin’ on her hands an’ knees. She was wearin’ a blue dress that was ripped in the front, an’ had a long tear down the back of it, an’ we could clearly see that she wasn’t wearin’ any undergarments. 

“They killed my baby,” she cried after she quit crawlin,’ an’ then she looked up at us.  

“Who did?” Marshal Hendricks said. 

“They bashed my poor Irwin’s head in with an iron skillet,” she said. Marshal Hendricks an’ I looked at each other an’ then back at her. Then she put her head back down, an’ started crawlin’ again, right through the danged blood trail, an’ she didn’t stop until she bumped her head against my knee. Then she looked up, an’ blew the matted yellow hair out of her eyes, an’ stared straight into mine.  

“My husband won’t want me anymore,” she said. “You know that don’t you? Not after what those heathens did to me.” 

“Just calm down, ma’am,” Marshal Hendricks said as he
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