
Jane confronts Black Rose 
(From The Black Rose of Newberg, Chapter 7) 

 
 

 

She heard a soft footstep behind her. Before she could turn around, an arm wrapped itself around her 

neck. Shock and terror locked her heart, and the arm tightened around her throat, turning her reflexive 

scream into a croak. She was being attacked, attacked, in a police station, and now dragged into the room. 

She reached for her power to throw off the assailant but was too off-balance; she couldn't concentrate. 

Then she was thrown violently into the array of chair-desks. She crashed into them and sprawled face 

down on the floor; heard the door close and the lock click. She scrambled to her feet and faced the 

attacker. 

It was Ridge. 

"What are you doing?" she coughed, bewildered. 

"Cleansing you," he said. 

Jane saw a knife in his hand; a big one. This made no sense. "Cleansing me?" 

"Cleansing and rebirth. Don't even think of screaming. Only two officers are on the floor right now, 

and if either one tries coming in, he will die." 

She eyed the knife, feeling sick. "You're Black Rose." 

"Of course," said Ridge. "As you well know." 

"You can't be Black Rose." 

"I'll convince you." He stepped towards her. 

She backed up behind a group of chair-desks. "But you weren't in the Hoover House last night." 

"Don't be coy," he snapped. "You and your whore friend saw me at the house, just as I saw you." 

He's lying. He has to be. "I didn't see you there," she insisted. 

"You just flaunted the truth in my office. My stakeout. You saw me there." 

She didn't follow. Was he saying that he had been inside the house, and also staking it out in his car?  

"Your game is over," he said. "Come over to me. Now." 

Then she saw it – and realized her grievous error. 

She had seen his car in the Void. She remembered: She walked up to it, and saw Ridge behind the 

wheel as she got closer. The car wasn't moving. It was parked somewhere, and Ridge was staring intently 

out the windshield. He looked fierce and dangerously ready – to snap into action at any moment.  

The revelation almost stopped her heart. She had been spying on him in the Void as he was right down 

the road spying on her and Nicki. Plante had been at home, just like McCormick. Ridge must have seen 

her and Nicki out the window, which Nicki spotted in the movement of the curtains. He then must have 

bolted out of the house right away, by way of the back door. His car must have been parked on River 

Street (where she and Nicki were parked), but further down, by the Hoover Park. He then sat in the car 

and watched to see what she and Nicki would do next. His car would have been the one that drove up and 

turned on to 2nd Street, and then drove away, right before Jane left Nicki's car to search the streets for 

Black Rose's car. The car that had just left.  

If Ridge had been the first detective she had visited in the Void, she probably would have seen him 

running out of the house. But she had visited him third, after McCormick and Holland. By that time, he 

had made it to his car. She had assumed he was on a police stakeout, somewhere in town. By telling 

Ridge in his office that she knew he was on a "stakeout" last night, he could only have concluded one 

thing: that she was deliberately baiting him – parading her knowledge that he was at the museum last 

night. That she knew he was Black Rose. That the arrest of Walter Plante was some kind of decoy, 

perhaps to smoke him out. Which wasn't true at all. She hadn't had a clue where he was parked last night. 

But Ridge knew nothing about the Void or its limitations. If Jane had seen him on a "stakeout" in his car, 

then she must have seen where he was – and then known who he was. He thought she was rubbing his 

nose in it. And he was here now to kill her for that.  



Her big stupid mouth in his office had just given her Black Rose on a silver plate. By complete 

accident. She had been sure the killer was Plante. Because the tour guide identified him. 

"I said come over here." Ridge was holding the knife, confident and calm. 

"What are you going to do?" Jane asked. 

"First I will hold intercourse with you. Then I will disassemble your flesh. In this room. Then I will 

walk out of City Hall, and leave Newberg forever." 

"That's stupid. This is a police department." She allowed some fear to show in her voice. For 

appearance sake. She was reminded of her charade in the Green Room. Gavin Ridge was cruel and 

violent like her athletic version of Mike Wheeler, though far more professionally dangerous. He had 

finally chosen the wrong victim. 

"The police will be no obstacle. I prepared long ago for the eventuality of my leaving town suddenly. 

As I said, only two officers are on the floor now. Everyone else is on patrol or down watching Plante's 

interrogation." 

Which should be a very interesting spectacle by now. Plante would be denying everything; the soul of 

innocence. Because he was innocent. 

Which didn't make sense. "So the tour guide at the Hoover House works for you?" she asked. 

"Cut the tour guide line," said Ridge. "And quit stalling. You were lying about the tour guide, as part 

of your game. You knew I was at the house." 

"No... I'm not stalling." She had to grasp this. "The tour guide positively identified Plante. He said that 

Plante took a tour of the museum twice, and that each time he had a very hostile attitude." 

Ridge laughed. "Then that tour guide is even more incompetent than I gave him credit for." He 

stopped smiling and tightened his grip on the knife. "I won't say it again. Come over here now." 

"No," said Jane. "I won't come to you." 

Ridge nodded, as if he'd expected no less. "Very well. You will suffer worse than your friend did." 

With frightening swiftness he leaped over a row of desks. 

And stopped mid-air, suspended over them. 

Jane was holding out her hand out casually, contemplating Ridge as if a curious specimen. Then she 

sent him hurling across the room. His back slammed against the chalkboard, his feet high above the floor. 

The last time she had pinned a living creature against a blackboard was fourteen years ago. The 

demogorgon. She had saved Mike, Lucas, and Dustin. Now she was saving future victims. Women like 

herself, who were nothing like herself. You're not a woman, Nicki had said. You're a superwoman. You 

see things with different eyes. Those eyes filled with tears as she remembered Nicki, whom she had so 

often scorned for her zealotry. But Nicki had also grounded Jane, in a world she was still coming to grips 

with since running away from the Hawkins Lab. The rest of us coordinate our lives around threats of 

sexual violence. That's something you'll never have to worry about. And because she hadn't worried, 

Nicki had been devoured, by a pest in Jane's eyes, but every bit the demogorgon to Nicki Racine; Stacey 

Carrier; Fiona Ray; Evelyn Brody; and Lindsey Wyatt. Different eyes. Worlds apart. 

Jane came up close to Ridge. He was hissing air between his teeth and straining against his paralysis. 

"How are you doing this?" he asked. 

"Why did you kill women?" countered Jane. 

Ridge heaved with everything he had. He may as well have been encased in cement. He looked down 

at her. "You are a devil child," he rasped. 

She tilted her head, and Ridge screamed. She was applying brutal pressure on his left femur. "Why did 

you kill women?" she repeated. 

He hacked saliva. "They were not women," he rasped. "Your friend was not a woman." 

That's funny. Nicki said I was the one who wasn't a woman. "Help me understand that. How were they 

not women?" 

"They were unmarried men pretenders, refusing their ordained roles. Their kind is a plague." 

"That's all?" said Jane. 

His look was pure venom. "That's all," he said. 

"Why the black roses?" she asked. 



"I loved the ladies I killed," he said. "After I cleansed and remade them." 

"But you didn't kill me," she said. "Why did you leave a rose on my door last night?" He would have 

gotten a rude surprise had he broken in and assaulted her. 

"Why else?" he said. "I wanted you to see your friend remade. I wanted you to live with that. And you 

will. For a long time." 

"And the Hoover House?" she asked. 

His jaw tightened. "You have no right to speak his name." 

She inclined her head, and he screamed again. "The house of Herbert Hoover," she said again. "Why 

did you rape women there? Why did you spend time there alone?" 

"He was a saint," whispered Ridge. "I cleansed those men-pretenders on hallowed soil. I was 

comforted there. You are going to hell." 

Jane gave up. He offered nothing she could use to reconcile herself with a savage humanity. She tilted 

again, and broke his femur; the largest bone in the body. His agony filled the room. She turned her hand, 

and opened his coat. His gun was strapped in and she pried it loose. The weapon flew into her hand. She 

picked his knife up off the floor, and looked at him a final time. He held his leg screaming. 

"I don't know about hell," said Jane, "but I know where you're going." Prison would be worse than hell 

for a person like Gavin Ridge. "You'll wish I had killed you." 

Ridge went on screaming. She left him to it. 

 
 


