
Who was this mysterious man who had cast such a spell over her? Now that he held her
fate in his hands could she mesmerize him in return?

Murder as the Organist Plays-
Excerpt.

Chapter 25

Elicia dozed, then woke, then dozed again. In her fleeting dreams she saw herself
behind bars, a queen stripped of power, a warden imprisoned. 

Light woke her again, completely this time. 
Despite Plate’s admonition she had left her bedroom door open. 
Thankful that the exhausting night was over, grateful that morning had come at

last, she sat up. 
There was no light from the hall. 
No light. 
The long awaited morning had not yet arrived. 
It was still nighttime.
“Oh Lord,”  she  said out  loud,  rubbing her  aching cheeks,  yawning,  trying  to

stretch but without relief. She felt as if she had been physically beaten. 
She pondered the bed for a moment and decided it would be better to cast her

body on sharp rocks than back on the mattress. 
It was dark in her windowless room and she didn’t want to take time to light the

lamp. A ray of moonlight flitted across the hall. She ran into the hall, to the window. The
moon had appeared from behind a cloud, silhouetting the empty servants' quarters against
the pines. But there was more. 

Elicia  squinted.  A flicker,  yes  indeed,  a  flicker  from  the  darkened  building.
Another, then a loud noise.

Confused, Elicia went back into her room and lit her lamp. She sat back down on
the  side of  the  bed.  She looked at  her  walls  and for  a  moment felt  a  false  sense of
security. She shook off the irrational feeling. 

That her room had no windows did not mean she was safe. 
Who would be out there? 
Not anyone from the house surely. Unless- Elicia again had the ominous feeling

that an unknown, unseen enemy was pulling the strings behind the stage. 
But who? 
The whole town might be jealous, might wish her ill, but who among them bore a more

personal hatred? No one but Coria. And shewould not kill the senator. 
No, she had loved him, Elicia thought.
Elicia rubbed her temples and tried to think objectively. For the first time she let

the events of the past day run through her mind continuously, searching them for clues to
the identity of her adversary. One picture came back with a dawning importance. The
manicured grave, the rose dropped so conspicuously.

Another loud sound diverted her attention. She jumped up and ran again to the
hall window. 

More darkness. 



But at last this adversary was becoming sharper in her mind. 
She went back into her bedroom, reaching to the top of her armoire and pulling a

small traveling case from the top shelf. 
Moments later her hand grasped the bedroom doorknob and pulled the door shut

behind her. 
I’ll let no one stop me, she thought as she twisted the metal knob.
“I’m getting out. I’ll let no one stop me,” she said out loud, as she reached for the

front doorknob.
“I cannot let you leave,” said Plate, blocking her way, pulling the chain to turn on

the electric light.
He must have followed me downstairs,  she thought. He was still dressed in his

uniform but without his boots or gun. She had made a mistake believing him asleep.
Apparently he never slept.

“You must never sleep. Like the Pinkerton detectives.”
Plate smiled as he recalled the young detective trainees, posing as groomsmen,

looking to him for guidance. “I can’t take chances on sleeping now.”
“I’m leaving!” she said, and defiantly moved closer to the door. “I cannot stay

here. I am in danger.”
“You keep insisting that. Yet you cannot say who is the source of your danger.”
“I know now.”
“You do?” Plate placed his arm on her shoulder. He blocked her again as she

attempted to make contact with the door. “Then let me in on it. As I have said, I’m not
here to investigate you only. I’m here to protect you as well. Trust me.”

“Trust you?” Elicia’s voice cracked. “You want to put me away so you can get a
promotion.”

“That is not important to me.” He put his other hand on her shoulder and she
dropped the small suitcase onto the marble tile. “Believe me, I care nothing for titles at
all.”

“No?” Elicia arched one eyebrow and the corners of her mouth turned up but her
eyes brimmed with tears.

“I want to help you. Tell me what you are so afraid of. What frightened you so
that you’d leave here alone? You know there’s a sea of police waiting for you out there.
You know how bad it would look for you if you tried to leave here now. You are sharper
than that.”

“I saw something! I am in danger, great danger!” Elicia insisted stubbornly. “And
so is Coria. And probably so are you! Just because you are here with us.”

“What did you see? What did you hear? Who is such a threat to your family? Why
haven’t the police arrested such a person? None of what you say makes sense.”

“They haven’t arrested him.” Elicia walked off the foyer and into the den. “They
haven’t arrested him because they have forgotten he exists. I almost forgot he existed.
Despite  a  strong  reminder  yesterday,  I  still  forgot.  You  see,  he  wasn’t  a  memorable
person.”

Plate frowned and followed her into the den. “Sometimes the least memorable
ones are the most dangerous.”

Elicia turned, a light in her eyes. “Oh, if I could just believe for a moment that
you would take me seriously. That you see that I speak the truth.”



Plate spread his hands. “I’m trying my best. Tell me. I can’t read your mind.” He
walked closer to her and made preliminary moves as though he were going to embrace
her. But he fell back and sadness came over his face. “If only I could have read your
mind. Things might be different.”

“I saw lights at the servants' quarters. Someone must have lit a candle or lamp.
And I heard noises from there.”“If I can’t escape here, then I’m going back there. I’m
going to see what’s back there.”

“Look, just wait here. I’ll go see. Okay?”
“No! No! Suddenly, I don’t want to be alone. Don’t leave me alone!”
“Coria and Cliff are upstairs.”
“Don’t desert me!”
“Then tell me or I’m going to take you back to your bedroom and lock you in for

the night so I can get some sleep.”
“All right,” Elicia abandoned the front door and sat down on the nearest couch.

“Just give me a second to calm down. Stay right here.”
He moved closer to her and she reached out and took his hand.
“I know who killed my father.”
“For heaven sakes, who?”
“I believe I know. I have thought about it and it’s the only thing that makes sense.

I’ve been looking at this all wrong. I thought this was a plot against me but of course it’s
the senator who is dead. I’m just a scapegoat.”

“For what? What are you talking about? Who would have reason?”
“A man named Grad Bratonn.”
“Grad Bratonn?”
“He was, for a very short time, my stepbrother.”
“For a very short time? Your stepmother had a child?”
“From her first marriage.”
“And he would have reason?”
“He would have reason all right.”
“Why?”
“We treated him badly. You know, two girls against the boy.”
“That hardly seems motive enough.”
“Take my word for it. What was that? Or am I hearing things again?”
“No, I heard it too.” Plate felt his hip. “I don’t have my gun. It is upstairs.”
“Plate, he is here,” Elicia grabbed the policeman and held onto him. “He is in the

house!”
There was a louder noise like the sound of running footsteps.
“Nonsense. There’s nothing back there.”
“See, you don’t believe me, don’t believe me at all.” She hesitated for a second

then went back to the door.
“Where do you think you are going to go?” He caught her with exasperation.“Get

down! Stay down.”
“Don’t desert me.”
“I’ve got to look around. Stay here. Keep down. Keep quiet.”
Elicia  huddled  behind  the  couch.  She  listened  for  Plate’s  footsteps  until  she

remembered he was without his boots. 



There was a loud bang, the sound of rustling taffeta again, and a muffled cry. 
She rose up. 
The taffeta was coming down the stairs again. 
The music started again suddenly. 
It was the organ this time. 
It began to rain. There was lightning outside. 
The electric lights went out again.
There was a fifth person among them, Elicia felt sure. But all the fight was gone

from her. 
In the darkness Elicia felt as if all her energy had been drained and she could not

move. She knew she was about to faint but there was nothing she could do. She sank to
the floor, her last thought that if the apparition wanted her, so be it. 


