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THE DEATH OF REDEMPTION 

By William E. Johnson 

 

PART ONE.  

 Four days after his father’s funeral, Harold Clemmons walked north on 38th Street toward 

the docks, indifferent to the early morning rain that blackened the streets and washed remnants of 

yesterday down the gutters that bordered the brick-lined sidewalks of the old harbor district. 

 His destination was the same as on every other occasion but he never traveled the same 

path twice and he never drove his automobile.  He was careful that way, always taking the subway 

to the library and walking from there to the train station where he would take a cab north through 

the financial district to where the container ship warehouses began but not any closer.  He would 

walk the rest of the way, never talking to shopkeepers or passersby and always dressing in the 

same attire of boots, jeans and CPO jackets as the longshoremen who worked the docks and lived 

in the rooming houses that lined the waterfront. 

 For each visit, he chose the route carefully and he always avoided cab rides to the same 

location.  This morning the cab dropped him off on 36th Street, east of the barge terminals.  Last 

week, before his father’s death, the ride ended on 40th.  The only thing he ever did the same way, 

every time, was to dress as he did knowing that once on the docks, he would blend in with a 

reassuring anonymity where no one knew who he was and cared nothing about who he wasn’t. 

 Although the calendar said it was spring, it was cold and the constant piercing wind coupled 

with the rain laden skies made it seem even colder.  He walked with his hands thrust into the cloth 

pockets of his longshoreman’s jacket, cursing himself for not planning properly and foreseeing the 

need for a good pair of warm gloves.  With all of the painstaking attention to detail over the years, 

he couldn’t believe he had forgotten such an important item and knew that his father would have 

disapproved of the oversight, citing lessons unlearned and admonishing an apprenticeship 

discontinued so many years ago. 

 At the unanticipated thought of his father, Harold’s mind instantly became painfully blank 

as though it were a book suddenly slammed shut.  His body shook with an involuntary palsy 
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causing a perceptible change in his gait and interrupting the scripted manner in which he walked.  

On each visit to the harbor, he was always so conscious of where he was going and why he was 

going there that he took each step with a deliberation so intense that even the very act of walking 

had ultimately evolved into part of the ritual.  But this stumble was a serious breach of his invisible 

protocol.  He immediately grasped at the key in his right jacket pocket and held it tight until the 

palsy began to ebb, moving his left arm in the manner of one looking at his watch to check the 

time while momentarily slowing the pace of his stride, all intended as some explanation to the 

accidental observer for the stutter in his step.  He had to be very cautious.  He knew this was going 

to be his last visit and he wasn’t going to take any chances especially after the meeting with his 

late father’s attorneys. 

 In the days following his father’s death, Harold was advised as to the decisions that needed 

to be made regarding his father’s estate.  The senior Clemmons had prepared a rather detailed 

estate plan, son was told that there were important issues outstanding and discussions went 

forward, per his father’s testamentary instructions, as to how Harold could best manage his share 

of his father’s bequest and also how to assist in managing certain trust funds left for the care of his 

mother.  Alzheimer’s disease had taken her mind eight years ago and his father’s cancer, coupled 

with his relentless refusal to allow anything or anybody to interfere with company business, had 

rendered him incapable of providing any semblance of care for his wife of fifty-one years.  Harold 

had returned home at the onset of his mother’s illness, a decision repeatedly referred to by the 

senior Clemmons as an eventuality despite the mother’s condition, but regardless of Harold’s 

presence and his total dedication to the needs of his mother, a 24-hour nursing service was hired 

by his father to assist in the care of the mother who no longer knew him and, until eight days ago, 

to ultimately provide hospice care for the father who never did. 

 The lawyers took great care to explain the mechanics of his father’s will and the elaborate 

trust set up to specifically meet Harold’s financial needs.  The documents clearly implied the 

assumption that Harold would forever be living at home (he was given life rights to live in the 

family residence), probably without gainful employment (he was to receive a specified monthly 

stipend) and incapable of any form of financial self-direction (all trust disbursements were at the 

sole discretion of the attorney who was designated as trustee).  With the insulting truth aside, he 

was further patronized by being named as a token co-trustee, along with his two older sisters and 
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a large banking concern, of a substantial trust established for the benefit of his mother, the 

remainder of which was to pass in equal shares to the children upon her death, with Harold’s share 

to be placed in trust and the sisters to receive theirs directly as they did under their father’s will.  

With that said, he was further advised by his father’s attorneys that both of his sisters, upon the 

advice of counsel, had agreed that it simply made good economic sense for their mother to be 

removed from the family residence and placed in a nursing home seeing how her 24-hour nursing 

care was draining the family treasury.  Regardless of the life estate provision in the will, Harold 

was also asked to consider selling the home and treating the proceeds as an asset of the estate.  

Appointments were made for him to meet with accountants, real estate brokers and investment 

counselors for further instructions and that was going to be that.  Harold was to call if he had any 

questions. 

 With his financial future now regulated by eighteen pages of double spaced legal text that 

echoed its author’s relentless doubt, the 34-year-old child incapable of a single prideful act in the 

eyes of his father walked to the end of 38th street and stared at the barge tugs rafted together at the 

harbor terminus.  Whatever had remained that held him together throughout an existence vilified 

by its creator was gone and the mastheads of the tugs, once a centerpiece of so many consoling 

walks along the waterfront, stood now only as silent witnesses to the life of Harold Clemmons as 

he turned right and with the key still firmly clenched in his right hand, carefully walked the 

remaining three blocks to the rooming house on East Canal. 

 The Masters Quarters was originally built in 1884 as a hotel of sorts for ships officers and 

harbor pilots.  It had survived three fires, two world wars, one depression and most every form of 

economic hardship imaginable before renting Room 22 to one Clam Harris eight years ago.  The 

terms were somewhat unique but acceptable.  The tenant offered to pay cash in six month advances. 

His demand was total privacy and the management was aware that their house key no longer 

opened Mr. Harris’ door.  Any thought of inquiry was quickly dismissed.  This was the waterfront 

and the Masters Quarters was no stranger to the ilks of seagoing hands.  This tenant was no 

different than most and as long as he paid, his privacy was assured and no questions were asked. 

 He opened the lobby door and strode quickly across the worn oriental carpets to the wide 

mahogany staircase of the left which rose upwards and then at a right angle, creating a balcony 

over the manager’s desk which was attended by only a gathering of old newspapers and the 
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remnants of someone’s breakfast.  Harold traversed the stairway and walked down the hall to the 

door of his room where he stopped, then kneeled and ran his hand down the smoothed oiled surface 

of the door frame until he detected the two-inch strand of nearly invisible fishing line that he 

always wedged between the door and the frame upon each departure.  Its presence provided 

sufficient evidence that his privacy had not been violated in his absence.  With this detail securely 

squared away, he removed the key from his right pocket, unlocked the door and entered the room. 

 The windows were drawn with lined, patterned curtains and the minimal allowance of 

daylight caused a momentary fumbling until he located the wall switch behind the clothes dresser.  

With the ceiling light on, he closed the door and paused to survey his surroundings.  It always took 

Harold several minutes to sit down or to even move once he came here because all at once there 

was a complete absence of everything unwanted coupled with the presence of everything he ever 

needed.  The feeling was always the same and he languished in it, he needed it as a young child 

needs the warmth of a mother’s kiss upon a fevered brow.  Slowly, he awoke from his pause, 

noticed that everything was in order and removed his CPO jacket which he hung in a small clothes 

closet to the right of the dresser.  He then opened a drawer of the dresser itself and removed a pair 

of brushed flannel pajamas which he placed upon the corduroy bedspread that covered the single 

twin bec occupying the far corner of the room.  With this done, he turned on the small lamp situated 

on the table adjoining the bed and then walked from the bed and into a small bathroom that 

contained only a toilet and a sink.  His first act was to carefully wash his hands which was followed 

by an equally attended washing of the face and a brushing of the teeth.  Thereafter, with toothbrush 

and washcloth properly placed away, Harold reentered the bedroom and began to disrobe.  His 

boots and socks were placed together aside the dresser while his jeans, shirt and underwear were 

folded and laid across a small chair located opposite the lamp table.  On other occasions he would 

not have ignored the urge to masturbate but this time he quickly put on the pajamas, pulled down 

the sheets of his bed and turned out the table lamp.  It was time to go to sleep. 

 

PART TWO. 

 The Eighth Precinct is responsible for protecting and serving the inhabitants of the 

infamous harbor district of the City of Baltimore.  The precinct’s Homicide Division consists of 

nine Detectives and three senior Inspectors.  Case assignments are typically on rotation unless a 
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matter required either a particular expertise or unless some is about to retire in which case the 

assignments are few and never deal with anything where a long-term investigation is anticipated.  

Into this latter category typically fall the required routine investigations of suicides, drug 

overdoses, found bodies and the like.  For Inspector Franklin Jones, he knew that his days of the 

high-profile case were over months ago.  After twenty-nine years of investigating more murders 

that he could count, he was burned out and he knew it.  Twice divorced and drinking more than he 

should, the once proud academy graduate could no longer keep up the pace.  As his Captain has 

said on so many occasions, “the streets are winning because nobody wants us here” and that was 

the sad truth.  Responsible parents were now an anomaly, kids were now the killers, weapons and 

crack vials littered the streets, respectable neighborhoods and become depreciated war zones and 

nobody gave a damn.  Jones had seen enough.  The “new” violence with its randomness and its 

youth had worn him down and he was two weeks away from retirement when the call came to 

proceed to the Masters Quarters rooming house on East Canal. 

 The dispatcher’s code indicated that a dead body had been found at the given location, a 

probably suicide, and that the officer in charge had requested that a homicide detective be sent 

over to clear the scene prior to removal of the corpse.  The request was in accord with departmental 

procedure but most detectives regarded it as a waste of time and a pain in the ass.  Damn few if 

any of the “stiff calls”, as they put it, involved foul play and who really gave a shit how or why 

some homeless drunk or atrophied crack-head met their maker?  For them, it was just another file 

to open, another to close, and too much bullshit paperwork in between.  Jones knew, however, that 

the requesting officer was just doing his job, just as Jones would have done as a patrol officer a 

lifetime ago. 

 Jones pulled up to the curb, squeezing in between two black and whites and a city 

ambulance whose driver and EMT were both leaning against the fenders and smoking a cigarette, 

always an indication that whoever was found inside was coming out in a body bag.  He nodded to 

both of them and entered the rooming house.  The lobby was occupied by a uniformed officer 

taking notes while listening to some guy who was maybe a manager or landlord tell the officer 

what he knew about whomever was dead in one of his rooms.  The officer looked at Jones, said 

“Room 22” and pointed upstairs while symbolically pinching his nose, a gesture that was 

unnecessary to Jones from the instant he had entered the lobby.  The smell was obvious and 
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gradually become more noxious as he walked up the staircase, turned right and met Sgt. Sol 

Wenger coming down the corridor, shaking his head while removing the latex gloves from both 

his hands.  “I swear to Jesus Christ, Frank, every time I think I’ve seen it all in this fucking job, 

some asshole comes along and tries to do everybody one better.  I can’t figure it out and I don’t 

want to figure it out.  And, if you figure it out, I don’t fucking want to know.  Goofy bastards, no 

shortage of them in this city, that’s for fucking sure.  Jesus Christ.”  Wenger paused to light a 

cigarette.  “The stiffs in 22, nothings been touched except for the body, to confirm he’s a stiff, as 

if we needed to do that.  Jesus Christ.  You’re lucky you’re getting out soon.  If it ain’t kids wastin’ 

each other over a pair of fucking sneakers, its wacky mother fuckers like the bozo in there wastin’ 

themselves.  Go figure.  Jesus Christ.  I’m going outside and get some air.  Give a yell when you’re 

read.”  With that, Jones took eight steps, turned left and entered the post-mortem world of Harold 

Clemmons. 

 The difference between a rookie officer and a veteran homicide detective is that the rookie 

allows the presence of death to overwhelm his senses and blind him to the mundane, benign details 

of a crime scene which often can tell the tale.  In his career, Jones had learned to initially focus not 

on the body, but on the immediate surroundings, looking for that mundane, benign details and, 

with this procedure still firmly in place in the waning days until retirement, he cast his eyes first 

upon a small overturned chair lying at the foot of a single twin bed located in the far left corner of 

the room.  He then examined the bed itself, on the corduroy cover of which were several magazine 

and what appeared to be legal papers of some kind.  His eyes then left the bed and took notice of 

the framed photographs on both the wall above the bed and on top of a dresser located to the right 

of the doorway before he focused on the tightly drawn curtains that covered the only window in 

Room 22.  This was a back room, meaning that, unlike a street from rental, it was serviced by a 

fire escape stairway and ladder system which ran right outside the window.  For security purposes, 

back room windows were usually well bolted, but this window was slightly open because 

penetrating through the closed curtains and into the dimly lit room was a thin steel wire cable, 

approximately ½ inch in diameter, that angled away from the windows, up to the ceiling, over the 

wrought iron lamp fixture affixed thereto, and then downward until it had wound itself around the 

neck of Harold Clemmons. 
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 Jones removed a small Maglite from his trench coat pocket and shined it over the body 

which was in a sitting position at the end of the bed farthest from the wall, its head lying 

grotesquely to one side against the strain of the wire cable while its legs straddled the corner of the 

bed near the fallen chair.  The beam from the Maglite appeared to paint the typical sadness of a 

suicide by hanging until Jones spotted the glint of bright metal from behind the body.  Moving to 

the side and panning the light in the direction of the reflection, Jones knew that he should leave 

now and let another detective work the call.  He didn’t need this shit, but he couldn’t move.  All 

he could do was stare in disbelieving horror with the sad realization that Wenger was right.  No 

matter how bad it seems, it never gets any better. It just always gets worse. 

 

PART THREE. 

 The office of the City Morgue takes up the entire Third Floor of Baltimore’s Memorial 

Hospital.  Entry is obtained via a guarded doorway and thereafter, a long linoleum hallway bathed 

in institutional fluorescent lighting provides access to the forensic laboratories, and to the surgical 

theaters which adjoin the cavernous, refrigerated morgues.  At the end of the hallway, behind 

several supply rooms and a janitor’s closet, tucked away from the ever-present parade of cops, 

district attorneys and reporters is the office of the Chief Medical Examiner. 

 Dr. Mark Yamamura, at 56 years of age, had performed nearly 5,000 autopsies in his 

legendary career, many of them the objects of grisly and bizarre homicides.  On a daily basis, he 

sees more homicidal carnage than most people see in a lifetime but he still had the capacity to 

display amazement as the exhaled smoke from his cigarette rolled across the 8 inch by 10 inch 

photographs of Harold Clemmons. 

 “I’m telling you, Frank.  This is one son of a bitch who really wanted to die, and I’m not 

talking about some depressed rich kid who decides to blow himself away with daddy’s shotgun.  I 

mean this guy was concerned about the act of death being in and of itself a slow and painful 

process.  He didn’t just want to die.  He wanted to know he was dying and to experience not only 

a slow physical death but also the associated mental agony of know that whatever he was, it was 

about to end.  Like he deserved it or something.  Know what I mean?  Fucking unreal.  All I can 
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say is that this guy had one unbelievable tolerance for pain.  I mean, look at these pictures.”  

Yamamura tossed the dozen photographs down on the desk and lit another cigarette. 

 The photos that landed on the desktop uniformly displayed a Caucasian male, age mid-

thirties, dressed in beige flannel pajamas, seated on the corner of a twin bed and held upright by a 

wire cable looped and secured around his neck.  The scene displayed in the picture was unique in 

the sense that the body of Harold Clemmons had replaced the two foot carved post that was present 

at the remaining three corners of the bed frame.  Under the buttocks of the corpse, the bed linens 

and carpet shone with the deep crimson red of fresh blood.  Behind the body, the pictures showed 

both arms drawn tight and secured at the hands by a pair of brand new handcuffs, with the cuffs 

running from wrist to wrist under and around the upper bed rails at the foot of the bed. 

 “Because we haven’t done the autopsy, I obviously can’t give you opinions based upon a 

reasonable degree of medical certainty, but I can tell you that this guy died as a result of internal 

bleeding brought about as a result of lacerations to his rectal tissue sufficient in severity to cause 

massive hemorrhaging and I mean massive.  In thirty years, I’ve never seen anything like it.  Never.  

I mean, we get shit in here from time to time involving inanimate object penetration, most of which 

comes in from the prisons in the form of a retaliation killing with the latter act intended as a kind 

of body defilement and warning, so to speak.  But, this was a voluntary act.  Very strange, my 

friend.”  Yamamura put out his cigarette, walk over to the coffee maker situated on the window 

sill, poured two cups and returned to his desk where he handed one to Jones and resumed his 

perusal of the photographs. 

 Jones accepted the refill and said nothing, knowing that Yamamura was unfinished with 

his analysis.  “The wire cable around his neck was a non-contributing factor.  This is obvious from 

the fact that death by hanging from this apparatus was technically impossible for an adult human 

being of average size.  The end distance from the cable to the floor was only about five feet so you 

see what I mean.  Here, the wire noose had a more pragmatic application.  That is, the user wanted 

to make sure that he remained upright and didn’t fall over when ultimately he lost consciousness.  

Which he knew would happen as a result of the expected loss of blood.”  Yamamura lit yet another 

cigarette obviously excited by the opportunity to explain away the irrelevant and expose the true 

causa mortem.”  After a sip of coffee, he went on.  “The handcuffs also serve a pragmatic purpose.  

Once this guy did what he planned to do, he had to make sure he couldn’t leave no matter how 
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great the pain, no matter how imminent his own demise.  He couldn’t give himself the opportunity 

to change his mind, so he designed a one way ticket.  Fucking genius, really.  When he decided to 

do himself, he slipped that wire noose over his neck, handcuffed one wrist, impaled himself on the 

bed post, slid the remaining cuff under the upper bed rail and somehow clicked it shut over the 

other wrist.  The noose kept him from falling over and the handcuffs kept him where he was.  A 

planned and well-executed suicide.  No forced entry.  No criminal agency involved.  End of story.” 

 Jones could think of only one question.  “How long did it take him to die?”  Yamamura 

took a long drag off his cigarette and slowly exhaled the bluish smoke like it was the end product 

of the thought process itself.  “Hard to say.  If rupture was immediate, may 2 to 5 hours.  Lots of 

variables to consider in this equation, though and I can’t really give you a definite answer one way 

or the other until I cut him open and analyze the linear tissue damage for temporal symmetry.  I 

can tell you this much, Frank.  He was dead at least 36 hours before you guys showed up.  Back 

up from that to the time he check into that joint and that will give you some basis to go on in 

answering your question.” 

 The ringing of the Chief Medical Examiner’s phone provided a convenient point of 

adjournment and Jones stood up, put the photos back into the envelope and placed his coffee mug 

on the sink counter next to the desk.  With a wave of his hand, he motioned his good-bye to 

Yamamura and entered the hallway wondering if he would ever forget the distinctive antiseptic 

aroma that announced the presence of dead bodies awaiting autopsy.  It was always such a paradox.  

Nausea coupled with an insatiable appetite.  He couldn’t deny the fascination with it all.  It has 

always been there.  From kid, to rookie, to end-of-the-line cop.  He loved it and he hated it.  And 

now he couldn’t leave it until he understood the man that was Harold Clemmons. 

 

PART FOUR. 

 Administrative protocols requiring notification of next-of-kin were expedited by the 

finding of Harold Clemmons’ wallet at the scene.  A routine phone call to the address listed on his 

driver’s license was answered by a home duty nurse who advised Jones that Clemmons lived at 

this address with his mother but that she was really incapable of any form of rational 

communication and that the nearest living relatives would be his sister in Towson and another 
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sister in Richmond, Virginia.  Jones first called the Towson number and informed the woman of 

his identity and the reason for his call.  Her initial response was silence followed by an exasperated 

plea of mistaken identity.  In two minutes, Jones was able to convey sufficient information that 

there was no longer any doubt and she quickly accepted his suggestion that he visit her that 

afternoon.  Two hours after leaving Yamamura’s office, Jones arrived at the Towson Park 

subdivision home of Elizabeth Clemmons Parker, the oldest sister of Harold Clemmons. 

 Jones was greeted at the door by a well-dressed woman in her late forties who introduced 

herself as Beth Parker and was led into a living room that bore a striking, if not sadly ironic 

similarity to the lobby of the Masters Quarters Inn.  The walls were covered in dark mahogany 

paneling and the oriental carpets coupled with the presence of brass furnishing and nautical 

paintings completed the resemblance. 

 “I’m sorry Mr. Jones if I appear a bit unsteady, but I guess I’m still trying to disbelieve all 

of this.  It’s like a bad dream that doesn’t stop once you awaken.  But I know it’s not a dream.  The 

Coroner’s office called before you arrived and confirmed that the body found at that place was 

indeed my brother.  I just don’t understand why.  He could have called me.  I mean we were not 

as close as we could have been, but we talked.  He knew I would have listened or tried to help him 

in any way I could.  I just don’t understand.  He didn’t have to do this.  Why didn’t he call me?” 

 Jones cradled a china cup in both hands and silently declined the invitation to explain 

Harold Clemmons to someone who either knew him a hell of a lot better than he did or who didn’t 

know him at all.  At this point, Jones was simply relieved that Clemmons’ sister was able to thus 

far discuss her brother’s death with some degree of composure because something was wrong 

about all of this and Jones knew that Beth Parker, knowingly or unknowingly, was going to provide 

the answer. 

 “Ma’am, again, I’m sorry about the loss of your brother.  We are certain at this juncture 

that his death was a suicide but, because of the rather bizarre circumstances surrounding his 

demise, I’m sure you will understand my asking you some questions about your brother’s 

background, whether you recently observed any unusual behavior patterns or whether he was 

under any stress prior to his checking into the boarding house, things like that.  I will tell you that 

we found a copy of your father’s will at the scene and we are aware of your father’s recent death.” 
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 At the mention of her father, Beth Parker arose from the tufted leather side chair and walked 

until her black dress was bathed in the sunlight that was filtered through the French doors that 

opened onto a flagstone patio landscaped in myrtle and dark green rhododendron.  She stared 

through the panes of glass and spoke without turning. 

 “When Harold was ten years old, Inspector, my mother became pregnant with her fourth 

child.  I was fifteen at the time and my sister Ellen was eighteen.  The pregnancy was quite by 

accident and she thereafter gave birth to a second son, Robert.  But Robbie, as we called him, 

suffered from cerebral palsy, a result, I suppose of mothers advanced age when she became 

pregnant.  The impact of Robbie’s handicap upon my father was devastating.  He blamed himself 

for getting mother pregnant and could never accept the fact this his son’s condition was permanent.  

For several years, father took Robbie around the country to every specialist he could find, hoping, 

I guess, for an answer, a miracle you could say, for Robbie’s condition.  The miracle never came 

but father never lost hope.  He loved that child more than the breath of life itself, but it was apparent 

that fathers anguish was becoming too much for him to bear.  His own health began to suffer and 

there was talk of perhaps placing Robbie in an institution, but father wouldn’t hear of it.” 

 “All of this had an effect on Harold.  My father, Inspector, was a very difficult man to live 

with.  He demanded perfection and was quick with the critical remark.  Harold never managed to 

meet father’s expectations, as a child or after he grew up.  Oh, he tried and tried, the dutiful son 

and all that.  But he was clearly the bearer of the genes from mother’s side of the family and the 

two of them never established the patriarch and heir, or first born son relationship stuff that they 

should have.  The birth of Robbie clearly compounded the problem.  His handicap netted all of 

father’s attention and Harold became little more than an afterthought of father’s attentions.” 

 “One evening, I decided to give Robbie a bath.  It was my freshman year in college and I 

was home on Thanksgiving break.  I ran some warm water and placed Robbie into the tub while 

propping him up with bath towels that I folded behind his back and underneath his atrophied legs.  

He loved a bath.  He would laugh and wave his small arms excitedly.  When I had just a small 

amount of water in the tub, the phone rang and Mother called up the stairs to tell me that a guy I 

was dating at school was on the phone.  Harold was in his room across from the bathroom and I 

asked him to watch Robbie and turn off the water when there was enough in the tub.  He looked 

up at me, but didn’t say anything, got up off his bed, passed me in the hall and went into the 
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bathroom with Robbie.  Harold had given Robbie baths before and I didn’t think twice about it.  I 

was on the phone about ten minutes before I went back upstairs and found Harold standing in the 

doorway of the bathroom just staring at the water running into the tub.  Robbie was face down, his 

head immersed underwater and partially covered by the now wet towels that I had used to support 

him in the tub.  I screamed and tried frantically to revive him but it was no use.  And Harold never 

moved the whole time.  He just stood there and watched it all happen.  He later denied to mother 

and father hearing me tell him to watch Robbie and I wanted to believe him, but I didn’t.” 

 “Father never said whether he believed Harold or he didn’t.  But after the funeral he arrived 

home with numerous boxes and began to pack away all of Robbie’s things.  Every article of 

clothing, furniture, toys, and books together with all of the family photographs of Robbie were 

gathered and placed in the boxes.  He then told Harold that he would henceforth make his bedroom 

in the guest quarters and proceeded to likewise gather together all of my brother’s possessions 

except his clothes and remove them from the house.  Photographs, furniture, everything.  Even his 

own bed.  I rarely ever saw my father speak to Harold after that, Inspector.  My own visits home 

became infrequent, as I’m sure you can understand and, as I said previously, Harold and I are no 

that close.  Frankly, in some ways I feel as though I stopped knowing Harold at that moment.  It 

was as if he became something foreign to me.  Our relationship became distant and its remains that 

way up to now.  I wish I could give you a more current understanding of Harold but we really 

never again became a part of each other’s life.  I guess I should feel sorry, but right now, I just 

don’t quite know how to feel.” 

 She slowly stepped away from the patio view and walked back towards Jones.  “If you 

have any more questions, Inspector, I’ll answer them the best I can but I don’t think there’s much 

more information I can give you.”  Jones place his cup on the small butler table beside the wing 

chair and asked, “Whatever happed to all the furniture, photos and things that your late father 

removed from the house following Robbie’s funeral?” 

 Beth Parker shook her head in a negative manner and said, “I have no idea.  I never saw 

any of those things again.  Why do you ask?” 

 Jones said, “Because I think there’s something you should see.” 
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PART FIVE. 

 The blade of the stiletto opened with a whisper and sliced easily through the yellow police 

tape that crisscrossed the door to room 22 of the Masters Quarters Inn.  Jones put away the knife, 

removed a key from his right coat pocket and unlocked the door. 

 As he entered the room, Jones noticed that the blood-stained bedding had been removed 

and the odor of disinfectant that permeated the stale, musty air confirmed that the bloody carpets 

had been cleaned.  Otherwise, the room was exactly as it was when they found the body of Harold 

Clemmons.  He turned on the light and motioned for Beth Parker to come in. 

 Jones said nothing.  He just watched as the woman entered the room.  She took several 

steps and then paused as she waited for her eyes to adjust to the dim light that emanated from the 

wrought iron ceiling lamp.  Like Jones, she said nothing as she allowed her gaze to wander over 

the walls and furniture in the room.  Unlike Jones, her silence was borne of a feeling of shock so 

real and severe that she literally felt paralyzed.  Framed photograph of Harold as a boy, and of her, 

her sister and her parents covered the walls.  A thirty-year old Boy Scout calendar hung over the 

dresser Harold had in his room as a child.  On the top of the dresser were childhood mementoes, a 

little league baseball glove and a cancelled ticket to a 1966 Orioles game.  Old Boys Life 

magazines lay on top of a night table that was beside a small twin bed.  With trembling fingers, 

she approached the dresser and pulled out the top drawer.  Inside were more icons of Harold’s 

childhood – a scout knife, marbles, baseball cards and the like.  Everything was old and it was 

everything her father had taken from Harold so many years ago. 

 Jones spoke first.  “There are more photographs in the closet.  I’m telling you this because 

as your brother’s sister, you have a right to know what items of his we have under our authority.  

But, I think we should leave this place.  You’ve probably seen enough for now and there will be 

time later to go over all the rest.” 

 “I’m sorry, Inspector, but I need to know who my brother was and why he did all of this.  

I can’t leave until I see everything.”  With that said, Beth Parker moved towards the closet and 

opened the door. 
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 What she saw took from her any semblance of composure she had been able to maintain 

since entering the room.  With a gasp of horror that brought her hands to her face and buckled her 

knees.  She began to sob uncontrollably as her eyes froze upon the scene before her.  She had 

found the missing photographs of Robbie.  They were stapled to the inside of the closet door and 

on the inside walls of the closet.  Each of the dozens of photographs had been repeatedly slashed 

with a knife nearly beyond recognition, with some it was clear that the head of the child had been 

deliberately cut away, on others the body had been completely cut away leaving only the other 

family members in the photo.  The only unmutilated item in the closet was Robbie’s obituary 

notice which was carefully thumbtacked to the center of the door. 

 Jones closed the closet door and let her out into the hallway, locking behind them the 

insanity of Harold Clemmons. 

 

PART SIX. 

 East Canal Street was busy with the noisy traffic of delivery trucks and container flatbeds 

as Jones and Parker stood in the entrance way of the Masters Quarters Inn, silently watching the 

pouring rain that humidified the cold, salt air of the harbor. 

 He reached into his coat pocket and withdrew the key to room 22 and handed it to her.  

“This is technically yours now,” he said.  “The police investigation is concluded and what is in 

that room is no longer police business.” 

 "I’m not sure what is in that room is any of my business either, Inspector," she said, 

gripping the key tight in her hand as she looked upward for answers in the rainclouds that formed 

a dark, mottled blanket across the city skies, "but I have learned the truth.  He killed my brother.  

I know that now.  Robbie’s death was no accident.  God, he must have hated him so.  I guess he 

wanted father’s love and attention bad enough to eliminate what he saw, in his child’s mind, as his 

rival.  He killed him, but it didn’t work.  I guess he hoped over time father would turn his attentions 

to him, but it would never happen.  He finally knew that when he read the will.  It’s all so crazy 

and so sad.  For him to do that to his brother and now this to himself.”  She just shook her head as 

her words trailed off into unspoken thoughts as she walked alone to her car. 
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The End. 


