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    LADY JUSTICE AND THE QUIRKY ARLO QUIMBY 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 1 
 
      
 
        Arlo Quimby approached the booth with the young couple. They sat staring dreamily into each other’s eyes. The young man had proposed and she had accepted. It was a grand night for them, and if Arlo played his cards right, they’d leave a generous tip. 
 
        Arlo had been a server in the Providence Dining Room in the Hotel Phillips for three years. The tips were good and he’d made friends with the chef who let him dine from the restaurant’s pricy menu for free. 
 
        “More champagne?” Arlo asked, bowing ever so slightly. 
 
        “Yes, please,” the man answered, “and thank you for being so attentive. You’ve made our evening very special.” 
 
        Arlo beamed as he poured. It should be a generous tip indeed. 
 
        As he was pouring, he overheard bits of the conversation from the next booth. In contrast to the young couple, the two men a few feet away had made it quite obvious that they wanted their privacy. After ordering and receiving their food, they waved him away each time he approached.  
 
        The first words he overheard were, “Lake City Arsenal.” That got his attention and he leaned closer. 
 
        Then, he heard the words, “C-4 & attack.”  
 
        He knew the arsenal in Eastern Jackson County was one of the government’s largest small arms manufacturing facilities. As soon as he put the three words together, he realized they could only mean one thing --- the men he had been serving were plotting to blow up the arsenal.  
 
        He tried to slip away, but one of the men called out. “Waiter!” 
 
        He froze for a moment, fearing they had seen him eavesdropping. Then he turned. “Yes, how may I serve you?” 
 
        “Check please.” 
 
        Arlo breathed a sigh of relief. “Yes, sir. Right away.” 
 
        When he returned with the check, the man charged the meals to his room. Arlo made a mental note of the room number --- 613. 
 
        Arlo was a nervous wreck for the remainder of his shift. The more he thought about what he had heard, the more he realized there was only one thing to do. The next morning, he would go to the police precinct and tell Detective Derek Blaylock about the nefarious plot to destroy the arsenal. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 2 
 
      
 
        I looked at the clock. It was eleven-thirty. Time to go. 
 
        My wife, Maggie, still active in the real estate business at seventy-five, has buyers all day, so I’m on my own for lunch. 
 
        When that happens, there’s absolutely no question where I will go --- Mel’s Diner on Broadway. 
 
        You see, my wife is kind of a health nut. As soon as we were married, all of the Twinkies, Oreos, and Little Debbie’s in my cabinet suddenly disappeared. Nothing in our house is deep-fried. It’s either baked or broiled.  
 
        I suppose it’s for the best. Eat healthy, live longer. 
 
        I don’t mind the little pile of pills she puts by my plate each morning, two for my prostate, a probiotic, and so on, but the thing I fear the most is my annual colon cleansing. It’s brutal. But I keep doing it because she reminds me that when Elvis, my rock n’ roll idol, died, he had fifty pounds of impacted fecal material in his colon. 
 
        For a man my age, I have very few vices. I don’t gamble or run around with women of questionable character. My alcohol intake is limited to an occasional glass of Arbor Mist. Given all that, I rationalize my visits to Mel’s as the lesser of many possible evils. 
 
        Mel sells comfort food. Everything is deep fried or sizzled in butter on his huge iron griddle, and his pies are to die for. 
 
        Mouth watering in anticipation, I headed to Broadway. 
 
        Mel looked up as I entered. “Chicken fried steak with mashed? Everything smothered in gravy?” 
 
        He can read me like a book. “And a cup of Joe,” I added. 
 
        I had just sopped up the last bit of gravy when Mel approached with a man I’d never seen before. 
 
        “Walt, this is Arlo Quimby. He’s a weird guy and you take on weird cases, so I figured it was a match made in heaven. Talk to him. The pie and coffee are on me.” He turned and walked away. 
 
        “Uhhh, Mr. Williams,” Arlo stammered, “sorry to disturb your lunch.” 
 
        “Call me Walt. What can I do for you?” 
 
        “Mel told me you were a private investigator.” 
 
        “That’s right. My partner, Kevin McBride, and I dabble in the business.” 
 
        “Then I hope you can help me. I don’t know where else to turn.” 
 
        “What’s your problem?” 
 
        He looked around, lowered his voice, and told me about overhearing the conversation of two men he was serving in the hotel restaurant. 
 
        “They’re planning to blow up the Lake City Ammunition Plant,” he whispered, dramatically. “I just know it!” 
 
        If what he suspected was true, it was way beyond my pay grade.  
 
        “Look, you don’t need a P.I. You need to talk to the police.” 
 
        He threw his hands in the air. “I tried, but they won’t listen!” 
 
        “Who did you talk to?” 
 
        “Detective Blaylock.” 
 
        “Derek Blaylock?” 
 
        He nodded. “I told him everything I just told you and he blew me off. Are you sure you can’t help me?” 
 
         “I was on the police force five years before I became a P.I. and worked with Blaylock on many cases. I know him well. Let me talk to him and see what he has to say.” 
 
        “Well, all right, I guess. But hurry! The attack could come at any time.” 
 
        “I’ll get with him today. I promise. Give me a number where I can reach you.” 
 
        Mel brought my chocolate cream pie just as Arlo was leaving. 
 
        “I told you he was a weird duck,” he said with a grin. 
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      I figured I was on a wild goose chase, but I promised Arlo I’d talk to Blaylock, and I try to keep my promises. Truthfully, I had nothing else to do. This visit gave me an excuse to hang out at my old stomping grounds. 
 
        I tapped on Blaylock’s office door. 
 
        “Walt! Come on in. What brings you downtown today?” 
 
        “I ran into a strange fellow at Mel’s Diner. Mel told the guy I was a P.I. He said he had recently paid you a visit.” 
 
        “Who are we talking about?” 
 
        “Arlo Quimby.” 
 
        As soon as I mentioned his name, Blaylock rolled his eyes. “Jesus, Walt! Quimby? Really?” 
 
        “He said he told you about overhearing a plan to blow up the Lake City Arsenal, but you blew him off.” 
 
         “Of course I did. Quimby’s a nut case. He’s always coming in here with some cockamamie conspiracy story. Sorry you got sucked in.” 
 
        “So are you thinking he made up hearing the conversation or he heard something and got it all wrong?” 
 
        “I have no idea and I really don’t care. He’s a flake. He’s a flat-earther for chrissakes!” 
 
        “A what?” 
 
        “A flat-earther. The fool believes that the earth isn’t a round globe. It’s flat. Surely you’ve heard of these nuts. Quimby even carries around a satchel that’s supposedly filled with proof that we’re living on some kind of pancake.” 
 
        I had seen the satchel at the diner.  
 
        “Actually, I haven’t, but I’m beginning to see your point. Sorry to bother you.” 
 
        “No bother. I always have time for an old friend.” 
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        As I drove home, I debated whether or not to call Quimby. If what Blaylock said was true, the guy was probably a few fries short of a Happy Meal. Nevertheless, I said I would call him, so I pulled to the curb and dialed his number. 
 
        “Arlo, this is Walt. I just left Detective Blaylock.” 
 
        “And ---?” he asked expectantly. 
 
        I tried to let the guy down easy. “He just doesn’t believe there’s enough evidence to open an investigation.” 
 
        A long silence. “He told you I was a flat-earther didn’t he?” 
 
        “He might have mentioned something like that.” 
 
        “Unbelievable!” he moaned, obviously frustrated. “Just because we have different beliefs on some things doesn’t make what I heard any less true. If I was a Catholic and you were a Protestant, would that make what I have to say less believable?” 
 
        “No, I suppose not.” 
 
        “If I was gay and you were straight, would that make what I have to say less believable?” 
 
        “No, but surely you know that ---.” 
 
        “That anyone who believes the earth is flat has to be bat-shit crazy,” he interrupted. 
 
        “Well, I wasn’t going to put it quite that way.” 
 
        “No, you were trying to be polite, but that’s what you were thinking. Listen, I know what I heard and I have more information to back up my theory.” 
 
        “What kind of information?” 
 
        “Not over the phone. No telling who might be listening. If you really want to know, meet me at the World War I Memorial. I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.” 
 
        The memorial was on my way home, and I’ll have to admit, I was curious. 
 
        “Fifteen minutes. I’ll be there.” 
 
        Ten minutes later, I was pulling onto the long driveway leading to the memorial. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        I parked, and found Quimby waiting for me at the base of the memorial. 
 
        “I wasn’t sure you’d actually come,” he said. 
 
        “When I say I’ll do something, I keep my word. Now what is this new information?” 
 
        He looked around to make sure no one was listening. “A friend of mine works the front desk at the hotel where I work. I knew the guy’s room number and my friend let me look at the check-in sheet. He registered as Lawrence Lewis from Portland. I asked another friend who’s tech savvy to try to find him. Guess what? The name and the address are bogus.” 
 
        “Are you sure? What name was on his credit card?” 
 
        “No card. He paid cash. Tell me that’s not a bit strange.” 
 
        I had to admit it was. 
 
        “So what is it you want me to do?” I asked. 
 
        “We need to get into the guy’s room.” 
 
        “You can’t be serious! We can’t just break in because you have a hunch. Besides, if we got caught ---.” 
 
        “But Blaylock said he needed more evidence. That’s one way to get it.” 
 
        “Why do you need me? Just break in and take a look for yourself.” 
 
        “See, that’s the problem. Detective Blaylock thinks I’m some kind of kook. No matter what I would find, he wouldn’t listen to me. But he’d listen to you.” 
 
        I thought for a moment. “My partner has some gizmo that breaks into key card rooms.” 
 
        “You won’t need it,” Arlo replied. “I’m dating one of the housekeeping girls. I can get her pass key.” 
 
        Arlo had an answer for everything. 
 
        I was still skeptical. “Let me talk to my partner and I’ll get back to you.” 
 
        “Okay, but don’t wait too long. Remember ---.” 
 
        “Yes, I know. They could blow the place up any day now.” 
 
        I turned to leave, but he called me back. 
 
        “Have you got just another few minutes?” 
 
        “I suppose so. Why?” 
 
        “I know you probably think I’m a kook too. I just wanted to show you one thing. Something to think about until I see you again.” 
 
        I sighed. “Okay, let’s hear it.” 
 
        He opened his satchel and brought out a scrapbook. He flipped through the pages until he found the one he was looking for. 
 
        “The globe heads tell us the earth is a sphere with a circumference of 25,000 miles. If that is true, then far away objects would disappear as they fall below the curvature of the earth.” 
 
        I nodded. “That makes sense.” 
 
        “Does it really?” he asked, smiling. “Take a look at this.” 
 
        He showed me an illustration. 
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        “The Bedford Levels is a canal in Cambridgeshire that is straight for six miles. Samuel Rowbotham placed a telescope in the canal 6 inches above the surface of the water and was able to observe a boat with a flag along the entire length. If what the globe heads say is true, the boat should have been 16 feet below the horizon.” 
 
        Then he produced another drawing. 
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        “Rowbotham then placed a flag at every mile marker. Again, according to what we’ve been taught for years, the last flags should have been out of sight below the curvature of the earth. What he observed, were all six flags, perfectly aligned.” 
 
        Then he pointed to another photo. 
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        “This is the Notre Dame Antwerp Spire. The land on which it sits is 468 feet above sea level, and the spire is 403 feet high. With a telescope, ships at sea can see the spire 150 miles away. If the earth were a globe, at that distance, the spire should be an entire mile, 5,280 feet below the horizon.” 
 
        I didn’t know what to say. 
 
        He grinned. “I know! It’s crazy, isn’t it? It goes against everything you’ve ever been taught. He ripped the photos from the scrapbook and placed them in my hands. Just think about it.” 
 
        He closed the scrapbook, put it in his satchel, and walked away. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 3 
 
      
 
        As soon as I returned home, I called Kevin. 
 
        “Can you come over?” 
 
        “New client?” he asked. 
 
        “Maybe. The whole thing’s a bit strange.” 
 
        “As I recall, strange seems to be our specialty. I’ll be right over.” 
 
        Fifteen minutes later, he was in my office. 
 
        “Okay, what weird thing are you getting us into now?” 
 
        I told him about my meeting with Arlo Quimby and his suspicions. 
 
        When I finished, he grimaced. “So this waiter overhears three words, Lake City Arsenal, C-4, and attack, and the guy who said the words is registered under a false name. Is that about it?” 
 
        “Actually, that’s five words, but yes, that’s all we’ve got. Quimby took it to Detective Blaylock, but Derek wasn’t buying it.” 
 
        “What are you suggesting we do with it?” 
 
        “Quimby wants us to shake down the guy’s room. He can get us in with a key card from a housekeeping gal pal. I figure it can’t hurt. If we find something, we can go from there. If we find nothing, that’s the end of it.” 
 
        He thought for a minute. “Why not? It’s not like we’ve got anything better to do.” 
 
        I dialed Quimby. 
 
        “Arlo, I’m with my partner. We decided we’d take a look at the room. How do you want to proceed?” 
 
        I could hear the excitement in Arlo’s voice. “Fantastic! Here’s what we’ll do. Lewis, or whatever his name is, has been eating in the restaurant every evening. We’ll meet in the lobby and I’ll give you the key card. Wait in your car until I call and tell you the guy’s in the restaurant. That should give you a good hour to check it out. I’ll give you a call when he’s leaving the restaurant.” 
 
        “Sounds good to me. What time should we meet?” 
 
        “He’s been coming to dinner around 6:30. Meet me in the lobby at 6:00.” 
 
        “We’ll be there.” 
 
        After hanging up, I told Kevin our plan. 
 
        “Sounds like he’s got it together,” Kevin observed. 
 
        “Uhhh, one more thing,” I said, dreading what I was about to reveal. “Have you ever heard of the flat-earthers?” 
 
        Kevin grinned. “Yeah, I’ve heard of them, but I’ve never actually met one.” 
 
        I took a deep breath. “Well, you’re going to meet one tonight.” 
 
        Kevin put two-and-two together and I saw the incredulous look on his face. “Quimby! You can’t be serious! No wonder Blaylock gave him the boot. He’s a nut case.” 
 
        “That might be,” I replied, “but it doesn’t change what he heard, and the fact that the guy registered under a fictitious name.” 
 
        “And he really believes the earth is flat?” 
 
        I nodded. “Let me show you something.” 
 
        I pulled out the two drawings and the photo Arlo had given me, then told Kevin Arlo’s interpretation. 
 
        Then I asked the $64,000-dollar question. “If the earth is really a sphere, how could this be?” 
 
        Kevin hadn’t uttered a word throughout my presentation. He just stared at the photo and drawings. 
 
        Finally, he looked up. “Walt, you’re scaring the hell out of me!” 
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        At precisely six o’clock, we met Quimby in the hotel lobby. 
 
        The moment I introduced Arlo and Kevin, Arlo got the vibe. 
 
        “You told him, didn’t you?” 
 
        I nodded. “I had to. He’s my partner. He needed to know what we’re getting into.” 
 
        Arlo smiled at Kevin. “I hope that won’t cloud your judgement.” 
 
        Kevin grinned. “Your personal beliefs are none of my business. Let’s just keep this professional.” 
 
        “Great! That’s fine with me. Here is the room card. #613. Wait in your car and I’ll call you when Lewis is seated in the restaurant.” 
 
        As we were headed back to the car, Kevin said, “He’s not exactly what I expected.” 
 
        “And what would that be?” 
 
        “I was picturing Doc Brown, played by Christopher Lloyd in Back to the Future.” 
 
        “Sorry to disappoint. On the surface, he’s just a regular guy.” 
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        At 6:35, Arlo called. “He’s here, and he’s got a guest --- an Asian guy. You’re good to go.” 
 
        “Okay, we’re headed up. Try to get a photo of both men if you can.” 
 
        “Yeah, I can do that!” he replied, excitedly. “I should have thought of it myself.” 
 
        Kevin and I made our way to the elevators as unobtrusively as possible, doing our best to avoid the security cameras. 
 
        We exited on the sixth floor and thankfully, no one was in the hallway. We found #613. Kevin knocked just to make sure the room was unoccupied. Getting no response, he slipped the key card in the slot. The little light turned green and we were in. 
 
        It was a typical hotel room. Pull-out sofa, king sized bed, night stands and a full bath. An open suitcase sat on a folding luggage bench. The guy hadn’t even unpacked. 
 
        “I’ll take the luggage,” Kevin whispered, handing me a pair of rubber gloves. 
 
        I started in the bathroom, but there was nothing of interest there, just the usual shaving gear and tooth paste. 
 
        I moved to the nightstand by the bed. A note pad was by the phone. There was a list of names written on it. I had just started to examine it when Kevin joined me. 
 
        “Nothing but clothes in the suitcase. You find anything?” 
 
        I pointed to the notepad. “Just this.” 
 
        On the pad were five names. 
 
      
 
        McAlester Army Ammunition Plant 
 
        Pine Bluff Arsenal 
 
        Radford Army Ammunition Plant 
 
        Anniston Defense Munitions Center 
 
        Lake City Army Ammunition Plant 
 
      
 
        All of them had a check mark beside the name except for the Lake City Plant. 
 
        Kevin gave a low whistle. “Holy crap! Maybe old Arlo is onto something after all.” 
 
        I took out my cell phone and snapped a photo of the pad. 
 
        We took another look around the room, but found nothing of interest. 
 
        “Let’s get out of here,” Kevin said. 
 
        I dialed Arlo. “We’re out.” 
 
        “Did you find anything?” 
 
        “It’s possible.” 
 
        “I knew it! I have a break coming. Meet me in the lobby.” 
 
        When we stepped off the elevator, Arlo waved. “Follow me.” 
 
        He led us to an employee lunch room. At that hour, no one was there. 
 
        “Tell me! What did you find?” 
 
        First, I returned the key card, then I showed him the photo of the notepad. 
 
        “Those are all government munitions plants!” he gushed. “I told you something was going on. Now we have something concrete to take to Detective Blaylock.” 
 
        “Not Blaylock,” I replied. “If this really means something, it’s way bigger than the Kansas City Police Department. I have a brother in Homeland Security in Washington. I’ll get the information to him.” 
 
        “Homeland Security! Wow!” 
 
        “Did you get the photos of the two men?” 
 
        “I did,” he replied, proudly holding up his phone. 
 
        “Great! Email them to me and I’ll pass them along to my brother. He can run them through his facial recognition software.” 
 
        “How cool! Just like in the movies. What should I do next?” 
 
        “Nothing. Nothing at all,” Kevin said. “We don’t want to spook the guy. Let’s just let Homeland Security take it from here.” 
 
        “I’ll tell you what you can do,” I said. “If the guy has any more visitors at supper, get their picture and send it to me.” 
 
        “Sure, I can do that.” 
 
        “Well, that about wraps it up for tonight,” I said, heading for the door. 
 
        I was surprised when Kevin spoke up. “Arlo, do you really believe the earth is flat?” 
 
        I guess he’d been thinking about my earlier treatise and it had aroused his curiosity. 
 
        “I do,” Arlo replied. “Tell you what. If you’re really curious, there’s going to be a Flat Earth Society meeting Thursday night. Why don’t you come?” 
 
        Kevin was amazed. “You mean there’s enough of you guys to actually have a society?” 
 
        Arlo smiled. “You bet there is. Will you come?” 
 
        “I’ll think about it,” Kevin replied. 
 
        My partner never ceases to amaze me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 4 
 
      
 
        Early the next morning, Kevin was in my office. He wanted to be there when I called my brother at Homeland Security. 
 
        “Well, here goes,” I said, dialing Mark’s private cell phone number. 
 
        “Walt, Good morning. I’m guessing there’s some crisis in Kansas City. That seems to be the only time I hear from you.” 
 
        “Hey bro, the phone works both directions, but yes, you’re right. We have a situation here.” 
 
        I heard a long sigh. “Okay, let’s hear it.” 
 
        I told him everything I knew from the moment Quimby approached me at the diner, to our illegal entry into the suspect’s room. 
 
        “I have some photos to send you. Quimby took pictures of the man and his guest, and I took a picture of the names on the note pad.” 
 
        I handed the phone to Kevin. “Here you do it. I don’t know how.” 
 
        Kevin rolled his eyes and took the phone. Thankfully, one half of Walt Williams Investigations is tech savvy. When he finished, he handed the phone back. 
 
        “Jesus!” Mark said on the other end. “You’re sure Quimby heard C-4 and attack?” 
 
        “That’s what he said. What do you make of the list?” 
 
        “McAlester in Oklahoma is the largest plant in terms of storage. It houses a third of the Department of Defense’s munitions. 
 
        “The Pine Bluff plant in Arkansas houses our chemical/biological defense items, and is the only place in the Northern Hemisphere where white phosphorus munitions are filled. 
 
        “The Radford plant in Virginia is where they manufacture propellants and explosives in support of field artillery, air defense, tank, missile, aircraft and Navy weapons systems.  
 
        “The Annistion plant in Alabama is where they store the Army’s largest munitions. And I think you know about the Lake City plant. 
 
        “In all, there are fifteen such locations across the U.S., but if these five were taken out, it would cripple our defense system.” 
 
        “What about the check marks beside four of the names?” I asked, already suspecting the answer. 
 
        “If this is indeed an attack where they’re planning to hit all five of the plants simultaneously, I would guess that the check marks mean that everything is in place at those four and they’re only waiting for everything to be in place at Lake City.” 
 
        “That was my thought too. So what’s next?” 
 
        “I’ll have to take this information to my superiors. In the meantime, we’ll run the photos through our facial recognition software. Listen, Walt. This is important. You, Kevin and Quimby have to stay away from these people. We can’t let them know we’re onto them. Right now, we know where they are. Let’s keep it that way.” 
 
        “I already told Quimby to stand down. He understands.” 
 
        “Great! As soon as I know more, I’ll get back to you.” 
 
        After hanging up, I turned to Kevin. “You heard the man. Nothing to do now but wait.” 
 
        I thought that would be the end of our meeting, but Kevin didn’t budge. In fact, he was looking rather sheepish. 
 
        “Okay,” I said, “what’s going on?” 
 
        “You may think I’m crazy, but I’d like to go to that Flat Earth Society meeting and I’d like you to come with me.” 
 
        Needless to say, I was both surprised and shocked. “Surely you don’t put any stock in all that stuff.” 
 
        “Not really, but I’m curious. You have to admit those photos and drawings Quimby gave you raise some questions. I’d like to hear more --- just for the fun of it.” 
 
        I had to admit that I was a bit curious too. “Okay, I’m in. Now, all we have to do is tell our wives we’re going to a flat earth meeting and hope they don’t have us committed.” 
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        “You’re doing what!” Maggie asked, incredulously. 
 
        “Ummm, I’m going to a Flat Earth Society meeting with Kevin. It was all his idea,” I replied, trying to shift the blame to my brother-in-law. 
 
        Maggie shook her head. “You two have done some stupid stuff, but this takes the cake. Why? Why would you go there?” 
 
        I figured she would ask so I had prepared an appropriate response. 
 
        “We have a new client and he’s a flat-earther. That has nothing to do with the case, but we thought it would be a good idea to know more about him --- you know --- so we could serve him better.” 
 
        “That’s poppycock! Now tell me what’s going on.” 
 
        I really hadn’t planned on getting into the details with Maggie, but she was putting me on the spot. 
 
        “Okay,” I said, pulling out Quimby’s drawings. “Take a look at these.” 
 
        I went through Quimby’s interpretation of the drawings. When I finished, she had a strange look on her face. 
 
        “Interesting, don’t you think?” 
 
        When she didn’t reply, I went a step further. “Would you like to come with us?” 
 
        “Not a chance!” she replied, and huffed into the kitchen. 
 
        At that moment, there was a knock on the door. It was Kevin. Maggie was on him like a duck on a June bug. 
 
        “How could you drag my husband into a cockamamie thing like this?” 
 
        “Hey, he’s the one who drug me in!” he replied, defensively. 
 
        Maggie gave me the evil eye and was about to shred my story to pieces, when my tenant, Jerry the Joker, came to the door. 
 
        “What’s all the ruckus? Oh, hi Kevin. You two going somewhere?” 
 
        “They sure are,” Maggie replied. “To a flat earth meeting.” 
 
        I could see the wheels turning in Jerry’s head. The guy has a joke for any and every occasion. 
 
        “Flat earth! Sorry, I don’t buy it. If the earth was flat, cats would have pushed everything off of it by now.” 
 
        I turned to Maggie. “Thanks.” 
 
        She grinned. “You had it coming, doofus.” 
 
        I grabbed Kevin by the arm. “We’re out of here.” 
 
        “Where to?” I asked when we were safely in the car. 
 
        “The First Community Church on Linwood.” 
 
        That shocked me even more. “Pastor Bob’s church?” 
 
        “Yep,” he replied. “Go figure.” 
 
        When we walked up to the church, Pastor Bob was in the foyer. Needless to say, he was as surprised to see us and we were to see him. 
 
        “Walt! Kevin! Are you here to see me?” 
 
        “Actually, no,” I replied. “We were told the Flat Earth Society is meeting here tonight.” 
 
        “Uhhh, yes, in the basement. Frankly, you two are the last people on any shaped earth I would expect to see here tonight.” 
 
        “And we were equally surprised when we learned you were hosting the event. Do you really believe this stuff?” 
 
        He smiled. “What I believe has nothing to do with why they are here. They are good people, they needed a place to meet, and our basement was unoccupied this evening. End of story.” 
 
        He pointed to the stairwell. “The meeting is down there. Enjoy!” 
 
        I don’t know what I was expecting, but when I entered the room, the people milling around looked like any group of folks you might find at the mall. 
 
        “Not a tin foil hat anywhere,” Kevin whispered. 
 
        Arlo spotted us and hurried over. “I’m so glad you came,” he said, obviously excited. “Come, there’s someone I want you to meet.” 
 
        He led us to a balding gentleman who looked to be in his mid-sixties. He reminded me of Richard Schiff, the kindly old physician in the new TV show, The Good Doctor. 
 
        “Walt, Kevin, I’d like you to meet Oliver Prentis. He’s the organizer of our little group. Oliver, Walt and Kevin are newbies.” 
 
        Prentis offered his hand. “Welcome. My first question to newcomers is whether you’re genuinely interested in what we have to offer, or if you’ve come to see if we worship Beelzebub, mix potions, or sacrifice virgins?” 
 
        The guy obviously had a sense of humor. 
 
        “Actually, Arlo showed us some drawings and a photo. It aroused our curiosity.” 
 
        “The Rowbotham experiments,” Arlo clarified. 
 
        “Of course,” Prentis said. “Intriguing, aren’t they. Let me show you something else.” 
 
        He led us to a photo on an easel. 
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        “This is time lapse photography showing the rotation of the stars over the earth. According to scientists, the earth is a globe spinning on its axis at 1,000 miles per hour. Also, according to scientists, the earth is also allegedly moving 67,000mph around the sun, the sun is moving 500,000mph around the Milky Way, and the entire galaxy is going 670,000mph. 
 
        “If all of that was true, photos like this one would be impossible.” 
 
      
 
        He showed us another photo. 
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        “If all of that was true, time lapse photography of the stars would look like the photo on the right. Throughout thousands of years the same constellations have remained fixed in their same patterns without moving out of position whatsoever. If the Earth were a big ball spinning around a bigger sun which was spinning around a bigger galaxy shooting off from the Biggest Bang as NASA claims, it is impossible that the constellations would remain so fixed. Based on their model, we should, in fact, have an entirely different night sky every single night and never repeat exactly the same star pattern twice.” 
 
        I was having difficulty grasping the concept. 
 
        “So you’re saying that the earth doesn’t rotate on its axis?” 
 
        “Exactly. What I just described to you is the heliocentric model of the universe where the earth is spinning and rotating around the sun. What we believe is quite different. The earth is motionless, the heavenly bodies are much smaller and they rotate around the earth. 
 
         “We also believe that the sun and moon are much, much closer than we’ve been told. Take a look at this next photograph.” 
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        “We’ve been told that the sun is 93 million miles away. If that was true, at that distance the rays striking the earth would be parallel, but that’s not what we actually experience. Now look at this.” 
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        “The angle at which the sun’s rays strike the earth are slanted. Following the rays to their origin, it is obvious that the sun is much closer and much smaller than we’ve been led to believe.” 
 
        “So we’re talking about a flat motionless earth with the sun, moon and stars rotating around it? What would that look like?” 
 
        Glad you asked,” he replied, leading us to another photo. 
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        “This is the earth as we see it. Aren’t either of you going to ask the obvious question?” 
 
        “Okay, I will,” Kevin said. “If the earth is flat, what keeps everything from falling off?” 
 
        “Very good!” Prentis replied. You will notice on this map that there is no continent of Antarctica. No south pole. We believe everything is held in place by a 200 foot wall of ice that surrounds the earth.” 
 
        So far, everything Prentis said had at least a shred of truth, but this was just too much for me to swallow. 
 
        “I see you’re skeptical,” Prentis said. “Here are two more photos.” 
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    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        “Another interesting fact is that in 1961, 53 nations signed the Antarctica Treaty which sets Antarctica as a scientific preserve, establishes freedom of scientific investigation, and bans military activity on the continent. Also, interestingly enough, the symbol of the United Nations looks strikingly similar to our map of the flat earth.” 
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        “It kinda makes you wonder what they’ve been hiding from us all these years, doesn’t it?” 
 
        “But what about our space program?” Kevin asked. “Surely the photos of a round earth taken from space prove that the earth is a sphere.” 
 
        “I suppose that would be true if space exploration ever actually took place. Unfortunately, there is overwhelming evidence that NASA’s space program is probably the greatest hoax that our government has ever perpetrated on its citizens.” 
 
        “Okay,” Kevin replied, belligerently, “you had me wondering up till now, but to suggest that our entire space program was faked is preposterous! Now you’ve lost me.” 
 
        “I totally understand,” Prentis replied, “and you’re not alone. That’s why our program this evening will be of special interest to you. We’re showing a presentation titled, A funny thing happened on the way to the moon. Watch the video and then we’ll talk again.” 
 
        We took our seats and another gent introduced the video. 
 
        “There is no doubt that a Space Travel Conspiracy exists. The purpose of NASA is to fake the concept of space travel to further America's militaristic dominance of space. That was the purpose of NASA's creation from the very start: To put ICBMs and other weapons into space, or at least appear to. The motto ‘Scientific exploration of new frontiers for all mankind’ was nothing more than a front. 
 
        “NASA's early rocket research is well documented to have been a complete failure, plagued by one disaster after another. At some point, perhaps after the Apollo 1 disaster, it was decided to fake the space program outright and use rockets which only needed to fly into the air until they disappeared from sight. NASA went from nearly every launch being a failure to a near flawless track record, able to land man on the moon multiple times without error. 
 
        “At the time of NASA's creation, the general population already believed that the earth was round, based on the handed down teachings of the Ancient Greeks, which is why it was depicted in that manner. As with everyone else in the country, the people at NASA were taught the fiction of a globe earth from the cradle, so there was no doubt in their mind as how to display it. 
 
        “If you have any doubts, the following video will allay them. It has been seen by nearly 2 million people.” 
 
        After watching the video, all Kevin could say was, “Jesus!” 
 
        While the video was convincing, I remembered a trip Maggie and I took to St. Louis. About halfway there, we spotted a billboard saying that the Elvis Restaurant was just a few miles ahead. We decided that would be a good spot to stop for lunch. 
 
        It was really a cool place with lots of Elvis photos and memorabilia. At each booth was a TV screen that continually played a video supposedly proving that Elvis was still alive. By the time we finished our burger and fries, I was ready to believe my idol was still breathing and somewhere in hiding. 
 
        I shared my experience with Kevin. 
 
        “Yeah, you’re probably right,” he admitted, “but some of that stuff ---.” 
 
        His reply was cut short by the return of Quimby and Prentis. 
 
        “Well, what are you’re thoughts now?” Prentis asked. 
 
        “Very interesting,” I replied. “We’ll certainly give all this some thought.” 
 
        “I know it’s a bit overwhelming the first time,” Prentis said. “If you have any questions, please give me a call.” 
 
        As we were about to leave, Arlo pulled us aside. “What did your brother say? You called him, didn’t you?” 
 
        “I did,” I replied, “and he was quite interested. He’s running your photos through their facial recognition program.” 
 
        Quimby almost jumped with excitement. “I knew it! What should we do now?” 
 
        “Mark gave us very explicit instructions. Stand down! We don’t want to spook the guy. But if he comes back into the restaurant with a different guest, get another photo. Do you think you can do that?” 
 
        “Absolutely! You’ll tell me when you hear back from him, won’t you.” 
 
        “I will. I promise.” 
 
        When we stepped out of the church and headed to my car, I couldn’t believe my eyes. My car had been splattered with eggs and ‘IDIOT’ had been spray painted on the door panel. I also found, to my dismay, that the driver’s side window had been smashed. 
 
        I heard moaning, and noticed other attendees were surveying the damage to their vehicles. 
 
        “I’m so sorry about this!” Prentis said, joining us at the curb. “It’s the trolls again.” 
 
        “Trolls?” Kevin asked, obviously confused. “What the hell are trolls?” 
 
        “As you can imagine, our beliefs are not very popular in some circles, particularly the government.” 
 
        “No surprise there,” Kevin observed, “You’re trying to convince people that the government has been fooling us for the past sixty years.” 
 
        “Exactly, and these trolls are shills who have been hired by the government to harass us and discourage us from sharing our beliefs. You should go on the Internet and see the vulgar things they post on our websites.” 
 
        “So much for free speech,” Kevin quipped. 
 
        I brushed the glass off of my seat as best as I could and we headed home. 
 
        As we pulled away from the curb, Kevin decided to add insult to injury. 
 
        “I’m sure glad you decided to drive tonight.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 5 
 
      
 
        Needless to say, Maggie was fuming with righteous indignation. 
 
        “See what happens when you lay down with dogs! You get up with fleas!” 
 
        While I wasn’t happy about her characterizing Quimby and Prentis as dogs, I could see her point. 
 
        “Our car insurance has a five-hundred-dollar deductible,” she continued, “so your little soirée with the lunatic fringe cost us a bundle.” 
 
        “They’re not lunatics,” I replied, defensively. “They’re just ordinary people.” 
 
        “Oh sure. How many ordinary people do you know who believe the earth is flat?” 
 
        I was about to make some regrettable rebuttal when the phone rang. 
 
        It was Mark. He got right to the point. 
 
        “I just got out of a meeting with my superiors. We’ve determined that there is indeed a credible threat. The man who registered as Lawrence Lewis is really Martin Fletcher, an international gun-for-hire. The Asian man was Yong-Sun Kim, a North Korean national with ties to terrorist organizations. Not a good combination. A team is being put together at our office in Kansas City. I’ll be catching the first flight out.” 
 
        “What do you want us to do?” 
 
        “Nothing! You’re out of it. Homeland Security will take it from here.” 
 
        “But ---.” 
 
        “No buts. We appreciate the information that you, Kevin, and that Quimby character gave us, but this is a highly sensitive operation that impacts our national security. It has to be handled professionally. I’m sure you understand.” 
 
        I understood all right, but based on what I’d seen of his organization, it was anything but professional. 
 
        As soon as I hung up from Mark, I dialled Arlo. I promised I’d keep him in the loop. 
 
        “Arlo, this is Walt. I just had a conversation with my brother. Homeland Security identified the men in your photos and they’re definitely bad eggs. They’re putting together a team and Mark is on his way to Kansas City. We’re out of it. They’re taking over.” 
 
        “Well, good luck with that,” Arlo replied. “Lewis, or whatever his name is, left during the middle of the night. He’s gone!” 
 
        Bad news for Mark. At least two men were planning an attack on a munitions plant, and our only lead was in the wind. 
 
        I hung up from Arlo, wishing there was something I could do, but I knew there wasn’t. Then my mind went back to the previous evening. All the stuff I heard at the flat earth meeting had been rattling around in my head. Some of it made sense, but most of it seemed to be way out in left field. I knew there had to be another side to the story, and I figured the place to start was with the Professor. 
 
         Professor Leopold Skinner lives in one of my first-floor apartments. I met him at the University of Missouri-Kansas City when I was a student. He became my mentor. When he retired, I talked him into renting an apartment in my building. The Professor seems to know a little about everything and a lot about some things. If he doesn’t have an answer, he can send you to someone who does. It was the Professor who first turned me on to the government’s chemtrail conspiracy. 
 
        “Walt, what brings you by today?” 
 
        I was almost embarrassed to answer the question. 
 
        “What do you know about the flat earth theory?” 
 
        That elicited a big grin. 
 
        “Based on your inquiry, I’d say you have been proselytized by one of the true believers.” 
 
        “You might say that. Is there any truth to their story or should I just forget the whole thing?” 
 
        “You’re asking me for a definitive answer. Yes, it’s true, or no. it’s not. Surely you know that I’ve never fancied myself as the arbiter of truth. On the other hand, I would never try to put the kibosh on any soul seeking enlightenment. 
 
        “The way I see it, you’ve been given one side of a story and you’re looking for a rebuttal. I think I might know of someone vastly more qualified than me to present an alternate theory, Dr. Damien Perkins. He’s a professor of physics at the university. I’ll give him a call if you’d like.” 
 
        “Absolutely! I appreciate your honesty.” 
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        I had trouble finding Dr. Perkins’ office. The UMKC campus had changed a lot since I was a student there in the 1970’s. Finally, with a little help, I found it. 
 
        Dr. Perkins was sitting at his desk. 
 
        “Come in! Come in!” he said. “You must be Mr. Williams. Professor Skinner said you might be dropping by.” 
 
        “Thank you for seeing me, and please call me Walt.” 
 
        “Certainly. I understand you’ve encountered some apostles from the flat earth persuasion.” 
 
        “I have. I actually attended one of their meetings. Of course, I’m sceptical, but they have some interesting points.” 
 
        “They do indeed. Which ones seem the most convincing to you?” 
 
        “Well, Samuel Rowbotham’s experiment on the six-mile canal for starters. That seemed pretty straightforward.” 
 
        “Here's the thing about Rowbotham's experiment,” Perkins replied. “He did it wrong. Or at the very least, he didn't quite understand what he was looking at. 
 
        “In 1890 John Hampden, an ardent supporter of Rowbotham's theory, put forth a standing public wager that he could prove that the earth was flat. Anyone who could disprove his and Rowbotham's beliefs would be awarded 500 pounds. Alfred Russel Wallace, a legitimate geographer and surveyor graciously accepted the offer and began to recreate the Bedford Level experiment. 
 
        “In addition to relying on more than a telescope and his eyes to prove his point, Wallace included the crucial step of setting a sight line 13 feet above the water's surface so as to counter the distorting effects of atmospheric refraction. You see, as sunlight travels to the earth's surface, it's refracted by the planet's atmosphere, which causes the bulk of light moving horizontally to bend downward at an angle matching the exact curvature of the earth. This phenomenon can cause one to perceive the earth as being flat. In the end, the bet's referee judged that Wallace had won. Hampden insisted that Wallace cheated and the two became embroiled in a very ugly, very public court battle. Nevertheless, Wallace’s recreation proved that Rowbotham’s claims were false. What else were you told?” 
 
        “How about ship’s captains being able to see a skyline in a telescope over a hundred miles away? On a curved earth, the skyline should be below the horizon.” 
 
        “Again, the flat-earthers are not taking into account the distorting effects of atmospheric refraction. Since you’ve brought up the sea, consider this. There is another simple optical test that even the most non-scientifically minded person can conduct. When you stand on land and watch a boat go out to sea, not only is the boat ‘shrinking’ because it's getting farther away, at some point you can also observe the object to be ‘sinking’ as it moves along with the curvature of the Earth. This wouldn't happen on a flat planet. Sailors notice that the sails of approaching ships appear before the hulls of the ships become visible because the surface of the sea is slightly curved, like the surface of an enormous ball. When you sail toward a ship, island, or lighthouse, their tallest points are the first thing to peek up over the curve of the horizon. 
 
        “What else?” 
 
        “They showed time lapse photos of the stars going in perfect circles with Polaris at the central point. They say that couldn’t be possible if the earth was spinning and rotating around the sun.” 
 
        “That may seem to be true, but here are the facts. Astronomers have determined that Polaris is 433.8 light years from earth. This extreme distance has two important effects: First, it is the reason why the star seems to be stationary, directly above the north pole all year around despite the earth's annual orbit around the sun. Second, light rays from Polaris are virtually parallel when the reach the earth. This means that all light from Polaris meets the earth at the same angle, 90° with respect to the earth's equatorial plane. 
 
        “The vast distance of Polaris is not an arbitrary assumption. It has to be very far away in order to produce the angles at which it is observed from earth. Nonetheless, flat-earthers simply lack understanding of the geometry of the heliocentric model. The distance the earth travels during its annual orbit is minuscule compared to the distance of Polaris. 
 
        “Think about this. The diameter of the earth’s orbit is about 186 million miles. The distance to Polaris is about 2.4 quadrillion miles. To put that into perspective, imagine you are staring straight ahead at a distant mountain located 100 kilometers away. Now take a step eight millimeters to the left. Obviously you are still staring straight at the mountain. If you are the earth and the mountain is Polaris, that 8 mm distance is the equivalent of the change in earth's relative position after six months of orbit. Now do you see why their argument is full of holes?” 
 
        “I suppose so,” I replied. Actually, what he had said was way over my head. 
 
        “Anything else?” 
 
        “What about their claim that the moon landing was staged?” 
 
        Perkins smiled. “Since the dawn of the Space Age, flat-earthers have believed that the space program is a scientific plot to hoodwink the public. If flat-earthers are correct about the shape of the earth, it would follow that a conspiracy must exist to falsify evidence of moon landings and images of the earth from space. 
 
        “However, this claim of a world-wide conspiracy suffers from the same serious flaws as other similar grand conspiracy narratives, such as the ‘chemtrails’ conspiracy theory that aircraft contrails are actually part of a secret global spraying program designed to poison the earth. First, there is no evidence that any such conspiracy exists. Second, it is implausible to suppose that a conspiracy could exist at that scale for decades without any of the countless thousands of conspirators ever leaking the truth. Third, if a conspiracy was so powerful as to hide itself successfully forever, it would surely also be able stop flat-earthers from constantly blabbing about it on the Internet, newspapers, and television. Finally, it is unclear what could possibly motivate the sustained world-wide effort and expense necessary to conceal the shape of the earth.” 
 
        Perkins had me until he started poo-pooing the existence of chemtrails. I knew this conspiracy was real because I had the proof locked in my safe at home. Frankly, my head was swimming with all the information Perkins had thrown at me. 
 
        “Thank you for your time, Dr. Perkins. You’ve been a big help.” 
 
        “Not at all. I’m always happy to debunk the nonsense the flat-earthers are spreading.” 
 
        I was in the hall heading to my car when I heard someone say, “Excuse me.” 
 
        I was approached by a man about my age. 
 
        “My name is Earl Simpson. I teach geography here at the university. I didn’t mean to eavesdrop, but I overheard part of your conversation with Dr. Perkins. I think there’s more you should know.” 
 
        “About what?” 
 
        “The shape of the earth.” 
 
        “Are you a flat-earther?” 
 
        “Not really. Please come with me.” 
 
        I followed him into his office. 
 
        “I want to show you some maps.” 
 
        He spread out the first one. 
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        “This is called the Mercator Map. Do you see any inconsistencies?” 
 
        At first glance, I didn’t. 
 
        “Look at Greenland and Africa,” he said. “They appear to be relatively the same size, but Africa is actually fourteen times the size of Greenland. Alaska appears larger than Mexico, but in reality, Mexico is larger by one million square miles. I could show you more, but I think you get the picture.” 
 
        “I --- I don’t understand. Who would use a map this out of proportion?” 
 
        “It’s been in use since 1569, mostly for navigation. Now let me show you another map.” 
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        “This is the Peter’s Projection map. On it, all areas have the correct size relative to each other.” 
 
        “Okay,” I replied, somewhat confused. “What does all this have to do with my conversation with Dr. Perkins?” 
 
        “The Peter’s Projection map is most like the one depicted by the flat earth people. Let me show you why this is important.” 
 
     He produced another map. 
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        “Typically, on flights from South Africa to Australia, there is a stop-over in Dubai. When you see that route on a conventional map, the Dubai stop makes no sense at all. But if you look at the flight on a flat earth map, it makes perfect sense.” 
 
        “Okay,” I said. “You’re a geologist. What about the claim that Antarctica is a huge wall of ice on the perimeter of a flat earth?” 
 
        He shrugged his shoulders. “All I can tell you is that when you go south from any continent, Africa, South America, or Australia, you run into the ice wall.  Who’s to say whether you’re actually going south or out to the edge? I’ll tell you one thing. Pretty much everything that’s written about Antarctica is conjecture. Nobody really knows for sure what’s in that vast wasteland of ice.”  
 
        I thanked Simpson for his information and headed to my car. I realized on my way home, I was more confused than ever, and wished I’d never heard a word about a flat earth. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 6 
 
      
 
        First thing the next morning, I called Mark. I reached him just as he was getting off the plane. 
 
        “Mark, Walt here. I’m afraid I have some bad news. Arlo Quimby called. It seems Martin Fletcher left the hotel in the middle of the night.” 
 
        “Damn! Fletcher was our best lead. I still need to go to the hotel. Can you and Quimby meet me there?” 
 
        “I thought you wanted us to stand down.” 
 
        “I do, but it seems this Quimby is the only one who has actually seen Fletcher. I need to have a chat with him. Since he knows you, I thought it might be best if you introduced us.” 
 
        “Sure. I’ll call Arlo. How about ten o’clock?” 
 
        “Perfect.” 
 
        “Oh, yes,” I said, hesitantly, “there’s one more thing I should tell you. It may not come up, but Arlo has some quirks.” 
 
        “What kind of quirks?” 
 
        “Well, he belongs to a group that thinks the earth is flat.” 
 
        A long pause. “Jesus, Walt! I came all this way based on information from some kind of kook?” 
 
        “Hey, I saw the information, too.” 
 
        “I rest my case.” 
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        At ten o’clock, the three of us met in the hotel lobby. 
 
        After introductions, Mark began quizzing Quimby. 
 
        “How did you know Fletcher had moved out?” 
 
        “Well, as you know, I work here. I have friends at the front desk. I might have said something about letting me know about his coming and going. Lucinda told me Mr. Lewis --- uhhh, I mean Fletcher --- called the front desk just after midnight requesting a final bill. She said he left around one in the morning.” 
 
        “That was yesterday,” Mark replied, obviously disappointed. “I would liked to have gotten into his room. It’s probably been cleaned by now.” 
 
        “Actually, it hasn’t,” Arlo replied. “Like I told Walt, I’m dating one of the girls in housekeeping. I asked them not to disturb the room until you’d seen it. It’s not too busy right now, so it wasn’t a problem.” 
 
        I saw the look of amazement on Mark’s face. “That’s very good work, Mr. Quimby. Thank you. I’ll have my team go over the room with a fine-toothed comb.” 
 
        Arlo beamed with pride. “Call me Arlo. It’s room 613. I’ll take you to meet the manager. He’ll give you a pass key.” 
 
        As Arlo trotted off, Mark whispered. “Is he really a flat earth guy? He seems pretty sharp to me.” 
 
        I shrugged. “I’ve met several of them, and they’re all quite normal --- except for the flat earth thing.” 
 
        After Mark secured the pass key, I asked a question that had been bugging me. 
 
        “I’ve been by the Lake City Plant. The thing’s built like --- well, like a fort. It has a huge fence all the way around the property and any vehicles going in or out have to pass through a guard house. How could Fletcher or the North Korean guy get explosives into the place?” 
 
        “We’ve asked the same question,” Mark replied. “The only logical answer is that they have someone on the inside. One of the employees who comes and goes every day. One of the first things on my agenda is to talk to an employee and get a feeling about the working conditions inside the plant.” 
 
        Arlo raised his hand. “I can help with that. My cousin Vera has worked there for twenty years. She knows pretty much everything that’s going on.” 
 
        I smiled at Mark. “Still want us to stand down.” 
 
        “Smart ass!” he replied. 
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        I was having lunch at home when then phone rang. It was Kevin. 
 
        “How’d your meeting with Mark go?” he asked. 
 
        I had told him earlier about Mark’s identification of Fletcher and the North Korean through facial recognition.  
 
        “So-so. Naturally, he was disappointed that Fletcher had taken a hike. Fortunately, Arlo had preserved the room for him to examine, so there’s that.” 
 
        “What’s next?” 
 
        “Mark wanted to interview a Lake City employee. Arlo has a cousin who works there. We’re getting together at six o’clock after she gets off work. I was about to take a drive out to the plant. I haven’t been there for several years. You want to come?” 
 
        “Sure, I’ll be right over.” 
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        We hopped on I-70 and headed east to Highway 7 in Blue Springs. From there we headed north to the intersection of Old Truman Road. That was the southwest corner of the property. 
 
        “I did some reading on the place,” Kevin said. “The plant sits on almost 4,000 acres. It has over 400 buildings and a storage capacity of over 700,000 square feet. That much space would hold a lot of ammo.” 
 
        “Well, it is the largest producer of small arms ammunition for the United States Armed Forces,” I replied. 
 
        The first thing we noticed was the security fence. It had to be at least ten feet tall with barbed wire across the top. A gravel road ran along the inside of the fence. 
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        We followed the fence along 7 Highway to the main entrance and pulled to the side of the road. We were peering at a shack manned by armed security guards who stopped every vehicle entering or exiting. 
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        We had been sitting there chatting about the security for a few minutes when I heard a peck, peck on the side window. I looked up, surprised to see a security guard. He motioned for me to roll down the window. 
 
        “Can I help you fellas with something?” he asked, peering inside the car. 
 
        “No, not really,” I replied 
 
        “Then you’d better be moving along.” 
 
        “We’re just sitting here chatting. We’ll go when we’re good and ready.” 
 
        “I’m only going to tell you one more time. Move along!” 
 
        I was beginning to get peeved at his attitude. “Look, this is a public highway and we ---.” 
 
        I was interrupted by Kevin tugging on my sleeve. “You might want to take a look at that before you mouth off any more.” 
 
        I looked where he was pointing and to my horror, saw a Humvee with a huge gun mounted on top. It was pointed straight at my car. 
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        “That’s a Ma Deuce,” Kevin said. 
 
        “A what?” 
 
        “A fifty-caliber machine gun. The slugs are about the size of a quarter, and in case you hadn’t noticed, it’s pointed at us.” 
 
        I turned to the security guard. “Like I was saying, we were just about to move along. Have a nice day.” 
 
        I shifted into drive and got the heck out of Dodge. 
 
        “I see why Mark said they would have to have someone on the inside,” I said, breathing a sigh of relief. “There’s no way some schmuck is going to just waltz in the door.”     
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        Arlo had picked up his cousin, Vera, and brought her to the President Hotel. When Mark entered the conference room Arlo had reserved for us, he was surprised to see Kevin. 
 
        “I see you’ve brought the whole gang. Anybody else coming? Maybe Dad and Bernice?” 
 
        “I invited them,” I replied. “They would have been here but Bernice was baking cookies.” 
 
        I turned to Vera. “Sorry, family joke. This is my brother, Mark Davenport. He’s with Homeland Security. Mark, this is Vera Adams.” 
 
        “Pleased to meet you, Mrs. Adams.” 
 
        “It’s Miss Adams,” she replied. “The old man took off ten years ago. Call me Vera.” 
 
        “Uhhh, sure Vera. First of all, I want you and everyone in here to know that anything we discuss is absolutely confidential. You’re not to discuss what we say with anyone. Does everyone understand?” 
 
        We all nodded. 
 
        “Good. Vera, I understand you’ve been with the Lake City Plant for twenty years. I’d like you to tell me what it’s like working there.” 
 
        She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess it’s okay. Could be a lot worse.” 
 
        “That doesn’t sound like a ringing endorsement,” Mark replied. “I did some research on the plant during my plane ride. It seems that Remington Arms operated the plant from its inception until 1985, when operations were taken over by the Olin Corporation. Since April 2001, it has been operated by Alliant Techsystems which was renamed to Orbital ATK after a merger between Orbital Sciences Corporation and parts of Alliant Techsystems in 2015. Orbital ATK was acquired by Northrop Grumman in 2018 and now operates under the name Northrop Grumman Innovation Systems. That’s a lot of change.” 
 
        “Yeah,” Vera replied, “that’s part of the problem. Management has serious problems with HUB disease.” 
 
        Mark seemed confused. “HUB disease? What in the world is that?” 
 
        Vera grinned. “Heads Up Their Butts! I’m surprised a smart young fella like you has never heard of it.” 
 
        Kevin snickered and Mark rolled his eyes. 
 
        “Well, it seems that sentiment is shared by many of your co-workers,” Mark said, pulling a sheaf of papers from his briefcase. “I printed some reviews by Lake City employees from the Internet.” 
 
        He began reading. “Upper management is completely disconnected from the actual workings of the plant. Heavy emphasis is placed on blame-placing and oppressive amounts of red tape and meetings. In my seven years there, there has never been a time when I wasn't in the midst of a crisis. Conditions are poor: filthy bathrooms, minimal food service, yearly personnel layoffs on all levels, and dangerous working conditions. 
 
        “Here’s another one. Projects are conducted with your hands figuratively tied behind your back and with a gun to your head. The more a project goes over budget or past schedule, the more you are forced to have even more meetings and reviews and meaningless forms and paperwork. 
 
        “It goes on. This place has gone downhill quick. Management is inept and corrupt. The employees voted in the union and that just made things worse. The company refused to work with the union and it took over a year to finally get a contract. The employees are looked at as just a tool that can be replaced and all they care about is lining the pockets of their CEOs. Good pay, but not worth the stress! Sometimes we get up to 12-hour shifts that can change in the matter of a few days. Sometimes a lot of overtime, other times they lay off up to 20% of the workforce for lack of demand for product. Short notice on complete shift change makes it difficult to arrange child care and other factors of personal life.” 
 
        He turned to Vera. “Does all that sound about right?” 
 
        She nodded. “Pretty much.” 
 
        “Do you mind me asking how much you make in salary?” 
 
        “Not at all. I make about sixty grand a year, give or take. Not too bad for a gal my age with no formal training or education. That’s why I stick around and put up with the crap. But I’ve been there twenty years. Some of the newbies make less than forty-thousand.” 
 
        “Hmmmm,” Mark said, “with working conditions like that, it’s not unreasonable to think that a disgruntled employee making chump change would be interested in an offer from someone like Fletcher. I can see them offering five times what they would make in a year to smuggle explosives into the plant. Vera, I know there are a lot of employees there and you can’t possibly know all of them, but does any one person come to mind who is so dissatisfied with their job that they’d be willing to help blow the place up?” 
 
        She thought for a moment. “A few come to mind.” 
 
        Then I saw a look of concern on her face. “Do you really think someone would actually do that? If so, I sure don’t want to be around when it happens. A few well-placed explosives and the place would be an inferno in just a few minutes. In fact, two years ago there was an explosion in the building where chemicals were being mixed. It killed one man and injured four others. I’ve got some vacation time and sick leave coming. Maybe I should take some time off until you get this mess straightened out!” 
 
        “Actually,” Mark replied, “I’d like you to do just the opposite. We need someone on the inside to be our eyes and ears. That can be you. Ask around and see if any of your co-workers know of anyone who’s upset enough to want to destroy the place.” 
 
        “Why me? Give me one good reason why I should stick my neck out and maybe get my ass blown to smithereens.” 
 
        “I think I can answer that,” Arlo said. “Vera, you’ve been there twenty years. Think of all your friends who would be hurt if something dreadful like that happened. You couldn’t live with yourself if you knew you could have prevented such a tragedy. I know it’s just a job, but the Lake City Arsenal is a vital part of our country’s defenses. How many of us ever get the chance to do something to help our country?” 
 
        Vera gave him a dirty look. “I think you want me blown away so you can get my car.” 
 
        She turned to Mark and took a deep breath. “Okay, I must be nuts, but I’ll play along. What do you want me to do?” 
 
        “Just like I said, ask around and let me know if you hear of someone who we should take a look at.” He handed her his card. “Call me anytime. This is my direct number.” 
 
        After Arlo and Vera left, Mark said, “There’s one other possibility we can’t overlook.  Industrial operations, including military manufacturing, assembly, storage and test firing, have occurred on the site since 1941, contaminating groundwater, surface water and soils with volatile organic compounds, explosives, perchlorates and heavy metals. Cleanup, maintenance activities, and monitoring are ongoing, but some of these operations generated hazardous waste that was released into the environment. We can’t rule out the possibility that some disenchanted environmentalist wants to stop the pollution for good.” 
 
        “How can we help?” I asked. 
 
        “I can’t think of a thing right now. I appreciate what the two of you and Arlo have done, but my team will take it from here.” 
 
        I had heard that line before. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 7 
 
      
 
        Two days later, Kevin and I were having lunch at Mel’s, when Arlo came bounding in. 
 
        “I was hoping I’d catch you guys here,” he said, breathlessly. 
 
        “What’s up?” Kevin asked. 
 
        “Vera did like Mark wanted her to do. She asked around and got a list of names of people who were pissed off at the arsenal and were mouthing off about it. I know Mark said we should stay out of it, but Vera gave me a copy of the list. I thought you’d like to see it.” 
 
        “Good man!” Kevin said. “Let’s take a look.” 
 
        There were four names on the list. Three of the names meant nothing to me, but the fourth, Arthur Podolak, rang a bell. I thought for a moment, then it came to me. 
 
        “I’ve got a guy living at the Three Trails Hotel named Podolak. Albert, I think. I remember it because it was an odd name and it reminded me of Ed Podolak, the running back for the Kansas City Chiefs in the late sixties. Thanks, Arlo, we’ll check it out.” 
 
        Arlo seemed pleased with the compliments. I figured he would be leaving, but he stuck around. Finally, he said, “There’s a flat earth meeting tonight. Would you guys like to come?” 
 
        I had told Kevin about my meeting with Dr. Perkins at the university, and how he had blown holes in many of the things we had seen at the last flat earth meeting. We both decided we were through pursuing the subject. 
 
        “Uhhh, no I don’t think so, but thanks for asking.” 
 
        Arlo smiled. “I’ll bet you’ve been talking to a globe head, haven’t you?” 
 
        I nodded. “Maybe.” 
 
        “Look,” he said, “I know this stuff is controversial, and there are good arguments on both sides. Can I show you just one more thing?” 
 
        “Go ahead,” I replied, reluctantly. 
 
        He pulled another photo out of his satchel. 
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        “I’m sure you’ve both been on a plane.” 
 
        We nodded. 
 
        “If we were living on a spinning globe, airplanes would constantly have to dip their noses down every few minutes to compensate for the curvature of the earth. With a circumference of 25,000 miles, the earth would be constantly curving at the speed of an airplane. In reality however, they never do this! Pilots learn how to fly based on a level flat plane. Also, if the earth was spinning, the airplanes going west would get to their destination much faster since the earth is spinning in the opposite direction. If the atmosphere is spinning with the earth, then airplanes flying east would have to fly faster than the earth’s spin to reach its destination. In reality, the earth is flat and airplanes just fly level and reach their destination easily because the earth is not moving. Like the photo says, if a plane wasn’t constantly dipping its nose, it would soon be in outer space.” 
 
        “Well, crap!” I heard Kevin say under his breath. 
 
        “That’s very interesting, Arlo, but I still think we’ll pass. I need to check on one of those names.” 
 
        “Okay, I understand, but if you change your mind, it’s at Pastor Bob’s church again.” 
 
        When Arlo was gone, Kevin asked, “Well, what would your Dr. Perkins say about the plane thing?” 
 
        “Damned if I know,” I replied. “I’m heading to the hotel. Do you want to come?” 
 
        “Wouldn’t miss it.” 
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        The Three Trails Hotel is the other building I own. It’s not something I’m proud of. There are twenty sleeping rooms that share four hall baths. I charge forty bucks a week for a room with a bed, dresser, and chair. Needless to say, my tenants wouldn’t be living there if they could afford anything better. 
 
        The place is run under the watchful eye of Mary Murphy. Although in her seventies, she rules the hotel with an iron hand and her legendary baseball bat. 
 
        She was sitting on the porch rocking when we drove up. 
 
        “Hey, Mr. Walt. I was going to call you today.” 
 
        “Anything wrong?” 
 
        “Nope. In fact, I was gonna call because we’re all full up and pretty much everybody’s paid. I don’t have to kick nobody’s butt into the street for a change.” 
 
        “That is good news. I came by because I want to talk to you about one of our tenants, Albert Podolak.” 
 
        She shook her head. “Albert! He’s one sorry s.o.b. Most of the time he’s drunk. He can’t keep a job. He’s usually late with the rent like now, but somehow he comes up with it just before I have to toss him out.” 
 
        “Do you know where he gets his money?” 
 
        “Nope, and I don’t care as long as he hands it over. Old man Feeney might know. He seems to know about everyone up there.” 
 
        “Is Podolak here now?” 
 
        “I don’t think so. I saw him leave earlier.” 
 
        “How about Mr. Feeney?” 
 
        She rolled her eyes. “Hell yes! He’s always here.” 
 
        Kevin and I headed upstairs and met Mr. Feeney coming out of the #3 bathroom. A pungent odor followed him into the hall. Mary’s bat wasn’t the only legendary thing at the Three Trails. 
 
        “Holy crap!” Kevin muttered, stifling a gag. 
 
        “You’re half right,” I replied. 
 
        “Mr. Walt,” Feeney said, extending a hand, which I artfully avoided, not certain whether or not he’d washed. 
 
        “Mr. Feeney, I’d like to ask you a few questions about one of our tenants if you have the time.” 
 
        “I ain’t got nuthin’ but time. Ask away.” 
 
        “What can you tell me about Albert Podolak?” 
 
        Feeney turned up his nose. “That man’s a waste of good skin. He gets drunk and pukes in the crapper. Smells really bad.” 
 
        Kevin whispered. “Is that the pot calling the kettle black?” 
 
        “Mary says he can’t keep a job. Do you know where he gets his rent money?” 
 
        “From his brother, Arthur, I reckon. Albert used to live with his brother. He has a house over in Independence in the Fairmount District. Arthur’s wife got fed up with Albert’s crap and gave him the boot. Arthur slips him money so he won’t come back.” 
 
        “Do you know anything about Arthur?” 
 
        “The way Albert tells it, Arthur works at that arsenal out east of Independence. Says he hates the place and he’s lookin’ for a way to get out.” 
 
        “Thanks Mr. Feeney.” 
 
        “No, thank you! Willie came over and replaced the toilet seat that was cracked and pinched my butt every time I sat down. Now I can do my business without gettin’ hurt.” 
 
        “Life’s little pleasures,” Kevin muttered as we headed down the stairs. 
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        As soon as we were in the car, I dialed Ox, my partner during my five years on the force. 
 
        “Ox, Walt here. I need a favor.” 
 
        “Name it.” 
 
        “I’d like you to run a name. Arthur Podolak. He lives in Independence.” 
 
        “Hang on a minute. Here he is. A few dings on his record. Nothing serious. He lives on Cedar Street just north of Highway 24. I’ll text you the address. Another dude cheating on his wife?” 
 
        “Not this time. Something pretty serious. Podolak may be involved in a plot to blow up the Lake City Ammunition Plant, but you didn’t hear that from me.” 
 
        “Jesus, Walt! How did you get mixed up in something like that?” 
 
        “It’s a long story. Podolak’s brother lives at the Three Trails. My brother, Mark, is in town. Homeland Security is all over this thing. I’m not supposed to be involved, but ---.” 
 
        “Say no more. I understand. Is Kevin knee-deep in this too?” 
 
        “Of course. He couldn’t let me get in trouble all by myself.” 
 
        “Well, watch your back and let me know if there’s anything else I can do.” 
 
        “Thanks, partner. I will.” 
 
        “Where to?” Kevin asked. 
 
        “Cedar Street in Independence. Ox is texting me the address.” 
 
        Thirty minutes later, we pulled up across the street from a modest bungalow a few houses north of 24 Highway. 
 
        “What do you think?” I asked. 
 
        “I think Podolak is a good bet. Undoubtedly, Mark and his men will be on top of all four names Vera gave him, but this one just smells right. I say we split up and keep an eye on the place 24/7. If Fletcher and the North Korean are in town, something’s bound to happen soon.” 
 
        “Sounds good to me. You’re the night owl, so I’ll take the day shift. That way I won’t have so much to explain to your sister.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 8 
 
      
 
        The next morning at seven o’clock, I found Kevin parked in a vacant lot on the highway with a good view of Podolak’s house. 
 
        “Anything?” I asked. 
 
        “Not much. Arthur got home about six last night. Never left the house. I’ll tell you one thing though. Mrs. Podolak is something else. A regular ball-breaker. She’s got arms on her like a pro wrestler. Last evening, the neighbor’s dog was barking up a storm. The Mrs. came out, picked up a rock, and clobbered the poor mutt. I can see old Arthur taking a bribe just so he can pocket the money and get as far away from the wife as possible. Well, have a good day. See you at seven.” 
 
        I settled in with my thermos of coffee and trail mix, my standard accoutrements for a long stretch of surveillance. I had also packed a peanut butter and jelly sandwich for lunch. Yummmm! 
 
        At seven-thirty, Arthur left his house, lunch box in hand. I followed him east on Highway 24, then south on 7 Highway to Lake City. He turned into the main entrance and past the guard shack. I, of course, couldn’t follow any further, so I found an unobtrusive spot along the highway where I could wait until his shift ended. 
 
        Knowing this would be a long, boring day, I brought the iPad, tablet thingy Maggie had given me for my last birthday. About the only thing I do with it is play games when I’m bored. I particularly like one game, Gems Journey. I can kill an hour or two with that one. 
 
        Today, I brought it because Arlo had given me some YouTube videos to watch. 
 
        The first one was called, Gall-Peters Projection. It was an outtake from the TV series, The West Wing. It featured Allison Janney and Bradley Whitford, advisors to the president, being schooled on the differences between the Mercator Map and the Peters Projection Map. The scene from the show depicted exactly what Earl Simpson had told me about the maps. Of course, there was no mention of a flat earth. 
 
        Then I watched two other videos, Flat Earth – The Biggest Lie of all, Parts 1 & 2. It took over two hours to watch all three. Much like my experience in the Elvis café, by the time I finished, I was almost ready to believe that the earth is really flat.   
 
        On YouTube, as you watch one video, other related videos show up in the margin. I noticed several of them were videos debunking the flat earth theory. After watching a couple of hours of those, I was back to believing the whole flat earth thing was poppycock. 
 
        More than anything else, my head was swimming with contradictory information. Which was fact and which was fancy?  
 
        Finally, I reached the point where I just couldn’t watch anymore, so I booted up Gems Journey and spent the last few hours blasting jewels to smithereens. 
 
        At four-thirty, I saw cars begin to exit the arsenal, which was a good thing because my thermos was empty, as was my trail mix and sandwich bag. Conversely, my pee jar was full. 
 
        I spotted Arthur’s car, but instead of turning north which would take him home, he turned south on Highway 7 toward Blue Springs. 
 
        I pulled onto the highway a few cars behind him, and dialed Kevin’s cell phone. 
 
        “Kevin, Podolak’s on the move and he isn’t heading home. He’s heading to Blue Springs.” 
 
        “I’ll stay on the line until you see where he’s going.” 
 
        Just north of Blue Springs, Podolak turned west on Hunter Street and pulled into the parking lot of the Mid-Continent Public Library. 
 
        I hadn’t pegged Arthur as the studious type and I was right. He wasn’t there to check out a book. He was there to meet his co-conspirators. I watched him pull up beside a black Cadillac. Two men got out to meet him. I recognized them from Arlo’s photos.  
 
        “Kevin, he’s meeting Martin Fletcher and Yong-Sun Kim. Fletcher just took a suitcase from the trunk of his car and handed it to Podolak.” 
 
        “It’s probably the C-4,” Kevin said. 
 
        “They’re getting back in their cars. I can’t follow them both.” 
 
        “Follow Podolak,” Kevin said. “If that’s really the explosive, we have to keep an eye on it.” 
 
        Regrettably, I watched Fletcher and Kim turn south and head to the freeway, but Kevin was right. I couldn’t let Podolak get away with the C-4. 
 
        “He’s turning north,” I said. “Probably heading home.” 
 
        “Stay with him,” Kevin said. “I’ll meet you there.” 
 
        As soon as I hung up from Kevin, I called Mark. 
 
        “Mark, Walt here. I hope you’ve been working on that list of names Vera gave you.” 
 
        “We have. My team has been running background on all of them. We’re going to put surveillance teams on all of them starting tomorrow.” 
 
        As usual, Homeland Security was a day late and a dollar short. 
 
        “Forget about the other three. Podolak is your man.” 
 
        I could hear the irritation in his voice. “How did you get that list and how do you know Podolak’s our guy?” 
 
        “How I got it is not important. Kevin and I have been following him since yesterday. I just saw him with Fletcher and Kim. They gave him a suitcase. I think it’s the C-4.” 
 
        “Jesus! Where are you now?” 
 
        “I’m following Podolak. I’m pretty sure he’s heading home. His address is ---.” 
 
        “I know his address. What do you think we’ve been doing these past two days?” 
 
        I had a witty comeback, but I suppressed it. 
 
        “Listen closely. Follow him, but do not --- I repeat --- do not engage him. We’ll meet you at his house.” 
 
        “Got it.” 
 
        I looked at my watch. We were about ten minutes from Podolak’s house. I knew that coming from Kansas City during rush hour traffic, Kevin and Mark were at least thirty minutes away. 
 
        I watched Podolak pull into his driveway, get the suitcase from his trunk, and head inside. I pulled to the curb, and like a good little boy, waited for Mark and his men to show up. 
 
        About five minutes later, I heard a tap on my window.  
 
        I turned, and found myself staring into the business end of a .38. Holding it was my tenant, Albert. 
 
        I rolled down my window. 
 
        “Well, well,” Albert said. “What a coincidence, finding my landlord parked across the street from my brother’s house.” 
 
        He waved the gun in my face. “Out of the car and hands on the roof.” 
 
        He frisked me and finding nothing, shoved me across the street. “Into the house. Let’s go.” 
 
        Albert banged on the door. Arthur was shocked seeing his brother holding a stranger at gunpoint. 
 
        “Albert! What the hell?” 
 
        “Arthur, I know this guy. He’s my landlord and a private investigator. I found him sitting in his car across the street. I think he’s been following you. I think maybe he knows.” 
 
        Arthur stepped aside and Albert shoved me through the door. 
 
        “What should we do with him?” Albert asked. 
 
        “Tie him up for starters,” Arthur replied. “I need time to think.” 
 
        At that moment, Arthur’s wife entered the room, wiping her hands on her apron. She spotted Albert’s gun. 
 
        “Who’s this old fart, and what’s with the gun?” she bellowed.  
 
        She turned to her husband. “What dumb-ass thing have you and your half-wit brother gotten into now?” 
 
        “This is none of your concern, Bertha. Go back in the kitchen.” 
 
        Bertha the Ballbreaker was having none of it. 
 
        “None of my business, my ass! You bring some stranger and a gun into my house! You better believe it’s my business. Now what gives?” 
 
        It was obvious that Bertha knew nothing about her husband’s plan, confirming my suspicion that old Arthur was planning to grab the cash and head to greener pastures. 
 
        Arthur grimaced, and covered his face with his hands. “Shut up! I need to think.” 
 
        I saw a big vein pop out on Bertha’s neck. “You don’t tell me to shut up!” 
 
        Arthur lashed out and slapped her across the face. “I do now,” he hissed. “Now get in the kitchen, both of you.” 
 
        Albert waved his gun and we moved into the kitchen. 
 
        Arthur pulled out two chairs. “Sit!” he ordered. 
 
        Albert covered us with his gun while Arthur bound our hands and feet with plastic ties. 
 
        “What now?” Albert asked. 
 
        “I have to figure out a way to warn Fletcher and let him know someone’s on to us.” 
 
        I looked at the clock on the wall. It had been twenty minutes since I had spoken with Mark. I had to stall him for at least ten minutes. If he made that call, Fletcher and Kim would probably take off for parts unknown. 
 
        Arthur got in my face. “Who are you working with, old man?” 
 
        I had to think fast. “Uhhh, my name is Walt. You’re Arthur, right?” 
 
        “I don’t give a damn what your name is. What were you doing outside my house?” 
 
        “Okay, you got me. Albert is late with his rent again. Someone told me you slip him some cash when he’s late. I figured I’d find him here.” 
 
        Arthur looked at his brother. “You’re late again?” 
 
        Albert nodded sheepishly. “Yeah, I guess I am.” 
 
        Evidently Bertha didn’t know her husband had been bankrolling his lazy brother.  
 
        “Arthur! Please don’t tell me you’ve been giving our hard-earned money to this worthless piece of crap!” 
 
        “Woman! I told you to shut up!” 
 
        I thought he was going to smack her again, but just as he raised his hand, there was a ‘CRASH’ as the front door splintered open. 
 
        In minutes, Mark and his men had the doofus brothers in cuffs. 
 
        “How come you get to have all the fun?” Kevin asked, cutting the plastic ties. 
 
        “Just lucky, I guess.” 
 
        Mark gave me a disgusted look. “I thought I told you not to engage.” 
 
        “I assure you it wasn’t my idea,” I replied, rubbing my wrists. “I was waiting patiently outside when Albert found me. He lives at the Three Trails, by the way.” 
 
        Mark rolled his eyes. “I’m not a bit surprised.” 
 
        “Also, I want you to know that Mrs. Podolak knows nothing about her husband’s scheme.” 
 
        Mark turned to Bertha. “I’m sorry, but it looks like your husband won’t be coming home for a very long time.” 
 
        “I’m not a bit sorry,” she replied, rubbing the welt on her cheek. “Good riddance!” 
 
        At that moment, one of Mark’s men came into the kitchen carrying the suitcase. 
 
        “It’s all here,” he said. “Three bricks and three timers.” 
 
        Mark turned to Arthur. “What was the plan? So far, no one’s been hurt. Play ball with us and I’ll see if I can get you a break. It’s Fletcher and Kim we want.” 
 
        Arthur hung his head. “I was supposed to smuggle one bomb a day into the arsenal for three days. Then, on the third day, blow the place straight to hell.” 
 
        “Where are Fletcher and Kim? How do you get in touch with them?” 
 
        “I have no idea where they are. They always contact me with a burner phone. I don’t even know their number. They were going to contact me on the third day to make sure everything was a go.”  
 
        Mark grimaced. “That gives us three days to find those two and hopefully prevent the other four arsenals from being bombed.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 9 
 
      
 
        Martin Fletcher and Yong-Sun Kim were having a drink in the Main Street Grill at the Plaza Marriott Hotel. 
 
        “Do you think Podolak will have any trouble getting the material inside the arsenal?” Kim asked. 
 
        “He shouldn’t,” Fletcher replied. “One brick each day in his lunch box. Then boom!” 
 
        “It will be a glorious day,” Kim said, smiling. “Five arsenals with over half of America’s munitions up in smoke.” 
 
        “It will be indeed,” Fletcher replied, “and a very lucrative day for us.” Then he frowned. “Kim, that man seated at the table by the door. We’ve seen him before.” 
 
        Kim looked where Fletcher had indicated. “Yes, he looks familiar, and he seems to watching us.” 
 
        Fletcher snapped his fingers. “I’ve got it. He waited on us several times at the President Hotel downtown.” 
 
        “That’s it!” Kim replied. “Could it be a coincidence that he’s here?” 
 
        “Not likely. He must have overheard bits of our conversation. We have to see what he knows. We’re so close. We can’t let anything get in our way.” 
 
        “Look! He’s talking to someone on the phone!” 
 
        Fletcher tossed a twenty on the table. “Let’s get him!” 
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        I had just finished paying some bills when the phone rang. It was Arlo. 
 
        “Walt! I found them!” 
 
        “Found who?” 
 
        “Fletcher and Kim. They’re at the Plaza Marriott having a drink right now.” 
 
        “How did you find them?” 
 
        “I have friends at several of the other hotels. We hang out together sometimes and commiserate about the creeps we have to serve. I sent photos of the two guys and asked my friends to keep an eye out. I received a call this morning. They’re here.” 
 
        “Okay, I’ll give Mark a call. Just keep your eye on them and let me know if they leave.” 
 
        “Oh my God! They’re looking right at me! I think they’ve figured out who I am! Walt! They’re coming my way. Walt! Help!” 
 
        “Arlo! Arlo!” 
 
        No answer. The last thing I heard was his cry for help. 
 
        I dialed Mark immediately. 
 
        “Mark, Walt here. I just heard from Arlo. He found Fletcher and Kim at the Plaza Marriott Hotel.” 
 
        “How ---?” 
 
        “It doesn’t matter how. They made him and I’m pretty sure they’ve taken him hostage.” 
 
        “Damn! Now they’ll know we’re on to them. If they get away, we’ll never find out who’s taking down the other four munitions plants. I’ll get my team together and head to the hotel. Let me know if you hear from Arlo again.” 
 
        “Will do.” 
 
        I grabbed my gun and headed out the door. 
 
        It was just a ten-minute drive from my building to the Plaza Marriott at 4445 Main. I had just turned onto Main when I saw a car pull out of the parking garage. It was the same car I had seen in the Mid-Continent Library parking lot meeting with Arthur Podolak. 
 
        I could make out three figures in the car. That was good news. It meant that Arlo was still alive. I gave Mark a call. 
 
        “Mark, they just left the hotel and they’re heading north on Main.” 
 
        “Stay with them and let me know where they’re headed. Maybe we can cut them off.” 
 
        I followed the car through downtown Kansas City. They got onto I-29 heading north. Once they passed the I-35 exit, I knew where they were going --- the airport. 
 
        “Mark, they’re heading to the airport.” 
 
       “Good work! They can’t be going on a commercial flight. They must have a private plane waiting. I’ll call ahead and get road blocks set up.” 
 
        I followed them into the maze of streets surrounding the Kansas City International Airport. At the intersection where they should have turned to go to where the private aircraft were hangered, I could see flashing lights. 
 
        They made an abrupt u-turn and sped past me heading to the three main terminals. The first, Terminal C, had been shut down for several years. They sped past it and turned into Terminal B. Dozens of cars were loading and unloading passengers.  
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        They found an open spot, pulled to the curb, and ran for the crowded concourse. I figured they were going to try to blend into the crowd and stay hidden until they saw a chance to escape. 
 
        I parked behind them. As I ran to the concourse door, I noticed that they had left Arlo in the car. At least he was safe. 
 
        I ran into the concourse and looked both ways. Hundreds of people were either checking baggage or hurrying to their gates. 
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        Then I spotted them, pushing through the crowd in the direction of the Delta gates. I passed by one of those stores where they sell magazines, candy bars, and souvenirs of Kansas City. 
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        At the next souvenir store, I was surprised to see author Robert Thornhill standing behind a table full of his books. 
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        I met Thornhill several years ago at the Raspberry Meadows Craft Festival. It was a venue at the John Knox Pavilion which drew hundreds of shoppers. A terrorist group had planted explosives in three of the crafter’s displays. Bomb-sniffing dogs located the explosives and all the terrorists were caught but one who was fleeing to a back entrance.  
 
        His path took him past Thornhill’s table. Timing it perfectly, Thornhill flipped his book table sending dozens of slick paper backs in the fleeing terrorist’s path. The terrorist took a header and was down long enough for the cops to cuff him. 
 
        We struck up a friendship and Thornhill actually wrote a fictional novel about the Chemtrail Conspiracy from materials I supplied from my investigation. 
 
        Every so often I would send him information about one of my cases, and a month or so later, it would appear in a new novel. 
 
        Thornhill looked up in surprise when I ducked behind his table. 
 
        “Walt! What the hell?” 
 
        “Bad guys!” I replied, huffing, and pointing down the concourse. 
 
        I could see flashing lights at the far door. The cops had sealed off the only exit in that direction. As soon as Fletcher and Kim spotted the cops, they turned and headed back our way. 
 
        They were going to pass right in front of Thornhill’s table. 
 
        I looked at Robert. “Raspberry Meadows?” 
 
        He grinned. “I’m in!” 
 
        Again, with perfect timing, we flipped the table loaded with slick paperbacks. Hitting the slick books, their feet flew into the air and they landed on their backs with a sickening thud. 
 
        “Oooh, that’s gotta hurt!” Thornhill muttered. 
 
        Minutes later, the two were in cuffs. 
 
        “Nice work!” I said, as we gave each other a high-five. 
 
        Then I looked at the dozens of books strewn across the concourse. “Good Lord. How many volumes in your series now?” 
 
        “Thirty-four and counting,” he replied. “And there will be more as long as you keep sending me the details of your latest escapade.” 
 
        Then I had a thought. “How would you like to write a book about the earth being flat?” 
 
        He looked at me like I’d lost my mind.  
 
        “Not a chance!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 10 
 
      
 
        Two days later, I received a call from Mark. 
 
        “Just thought you’d want to know that we found the names of the other conspirators in Fletcher and Kim’s briefcase. Our agents in those cities were successful in apprehending the perps and finding the hidden explosives.” 
 
        “Congratulations. I figured as much since I hadn’t seen any headlines about a munitions plant going up in smoke. By the way, I hope you realize that the five arsenals were saved because of Arlo Quimby.” 
 
        “That was the other reason I called. When my superior read my report, he immediately recognized Quimby’s contribution. He recommended that Quimby be awarded the National Intelligence Distinguished Service Medal, and his recommendation was approved.” 
 
        “That’s fantastic! He certainly deserves it. I don’t suppose you mentioned in your report that Arlo is a flat-earther.” 
 
        “Uhhh, no. I purposely omitted that little detail.” 
 
        “Good. He’ll be so excited.” 
 
        “One thing though,” Marc said, “it’s going to be a private service. No reporters, no publicity. It would raise too many questions. The government doesn’t want the public to know how close we came to a national disaster.” 
 
        “I thought that might be the case,” I replied. “The story about the fracas at the airport was on page three of the Star, and just said that two men were arrested at the airport for creating a disturbance.” 
 
        “Exactly, and I’m sure I don’t have to tell you and Kevin to keep quiet about the whole affair.” 
 
        “Of course not.” 
 
        “The ceremony will be held in a private room at the President Hotel tomorrow evening at six o’clock. You, Kevin, and your wives are invited to attend as long as all of you keep everything confidential.”  
 
        “I’ll pass the word and you can count us in. Oh, yes, one more thing. Is it all right to talk to Detective Blaylock about the airport incident?” 
 
        “That shouldn’t be a problem. The Kansas City cops helped us seal off the airport exits. We had to level with them to get their cooperation.” 
 
        As soon as I hung up with Mark, I dialed Blaylock. 
 
        “Derek, Walt here.” 
 
        I heard him take a deep breath. “I suppose you’re calling to rub it in.” 
 
        “Of course I am. If I remember correctly, Arlo Quimby brought you information that eventually helped prevent a national disaster, and you tossed him out of your office because you thought he was a kook. Now he’s getting a medal for it.” 
 
        “My bad. I’m glad everything worked out, but I still think he’s a kook.” 
 
        “Derek, surely you’ve heard the old saying, ‘you can’t tell a book by its cover.’” 
 
        “True enough, but I’ve opened that cover more than once and there’s some weird stuff inside.” 
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        The next evening, Arlo met us in the hotel lobby and escorted us into a private room. Mark and another attractive young woman were already there. 
 
        “I’d like you to meet my --- uhhh --- special friend, Miranda Lopez,” Arlo said, blushing. 
 
        He told me he was dating a girl from housekeeping. He hadn’t mentioned she was a real looker. 
 
        “Marc said it was okay to invite her if she would keep it a secret.” 
 
        Miranda shook our hands. “So pleased to meet all of you. Arlo speaks very highly of you.” 
 
        “I hate to rush this,” Mark said, looking at his watch, “but I have a plane to catch.” 
 
        We all took our seats and Mark asked Arlo to stand. 
 
        “The National Intelligence Distinguished Service Medal is a decoration awarded for service to the United States Intelligence Community. The decoration is awarded to a civilian contributor to the National Intelligence Community who distinguishes himself by meritorious actions to the betterment of national security in the United States of America, through selfless service of the highest order. 
 
        “It is my honor to award this medal to Arlo Quimby for his exceptional service.” 
 
        Arlo stood proudly at attention as Mark pinned the medal to his chest. 
 
        “The United States of America thanks you for your service.” 
 
        Marc shook Arlo’s hand and we all cheered. 
 
        Mark looked at his watch again. “Sorry I have to leave so soon, but duty calls.” 
 
        As he was leaving, he pulled me aside. “Hey bro, maybe you can call me sometime when it’s not a national emergency.” 
 
        I smiled. “I might just do that.” 
 
        I thought the evening was over, but Arlo had other plans. 
 
        “This is a very special evening for me,” he said, somewhat embarrassed. “If you all don’t have any other plans, I’ve arranged a dinner for us. We have this room, and as you know, I work with the kitchen staff. While they don’t know exactly what went on in here, they know it’s important to me, so they put together something special. Can you stay?” 
 
        We all nodded. “Absolutely!” 
 
        Arlo left the room, and minutes later, four servers appeared carrying a huge plate of prime rib and all the fixens.  
 
        During the meal we chatted, and I was pleased to note that Miranda was a delight. We learned that she and Arlo had been dating for about six months and things were starting to get serious. To his credit, not once during the entire meal did Arlo mention the flat earth thing. 
 
        During dessert, he mentioned that his grandfather was in a nursing home. 
 
        “This Sunday is Grandpa’s birthday. He’ll be ninety years old. I wanted to do something special for him, but I’ve been so tied up with this conspiracy thing, I haven’t had time. I don’t even know where to start.” 
 
        An idea popped into my head. My dad had recently celebrated his ninety-fifth birthday, and as is customary in our little clique, my tenant, Jerry the Joker, was master of ceremonies. He loves doing stuff like that and he can put something together at the drop of a hat. 
 
        “I might just have a solution for that,” I said.  
 
        After explaining my idea, Arlo was all smiles. 
 
        “You’d really do that? It’s perfect!” 
 
        I couldn’t wait to get home and tell Jerry I had booked a gig for him. 
 
        On the way home, Maggie was strangely silent.  
 
        Finally, she said, “That man we just spent the evening with. That man who just received a prestigious award. He seems so --- normal. It’s hard to believe he thinks the world is flat.” 
 
        I smiled. “Just because someone has a differing opinion than you doesn’t make him some kind of freak.” 
 
        I could tell she wasn’t convinced. 
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        Needless to say, Jerry was thrilled. 
 
        “A nursing home gig! Cool! I’ll have to review my book of old fart jokes.” 
 
        That remark made me wonder if I’d done the right thing. 
 
        When Dad learned about the party, he insisted that he and Bernice should attend. He said that there were very few people who reached the ninety club, and since he and Bernice were charter members, they should be there to welcome him. 
 
        It’s difficult to argue with that kind of logic. 
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        We arrived at the Misty Meadows Senior Living Facility a little before six o’clock. It was much like the Shady Rest nursing home where I had spent a week undercover, getting the goods on a shady doctor who was scamming Medicare. 
 
        In one wing were the small apartments for folks could still care for themselves, and in the other wing were the rooms for those who needed special care. In between were the dining hall and a large room where residents went for bingo and ice cream socials. 
 
        Arlo met us at the door and led us to the bingo room. The residents were already there along with their wheelchairs, walkers and canes. Arlo had spared no expense. Every resident sported a pointy little party hat. 
 
        Arlo led us to a man seated in one of the wheelchairs. 
 
        “Grandpa, these are the friends I was telling you about.” Then to us, “This is my grandfather, Silas Quimby. He’s ninety-years-old today.” 
 
        As I shook hands with the old gent, I could tell that even though his body was slowly failing, he was still sharp as a tack. 
 
        “I’m Walt Williams, Mr. Quimby. I’d like to introduce you to my friend, Jerry Singer, and these two are my dad and his friend, Bernice. Jerry’s the master of ceremonies today.” 
 
        Quimby shook our hands. “Call me Silas. Okay, young man. Let’s see what you’ve got!” 
 
        Jerry went to the center of the room and surveyed his audience. 
 
        “I’m a bit confused. I thought Walt told me we were going to a nursery for a nine-year-old’s birthday party, now I’m told it’s a nursing home for a ninety-year-old’s birthday.  
 
        “I guess my hearing’s just not what it used to be. Looking around, I suspect we all can relate to that. Father time marches on, our bodies change, and there’s not a damn thing we can do about it. We can either mope around and feel sorry for ourselves, or we can laugh and make the best of it. Something tells me that those of us who can laugh are a lot better off. 
 
        “I found a couple of poems online that kind of sums it all up.” 
 
      
 
        Arthritis makes my fingers swell. 
 
        My bathroom visits really smell. 
 
        I’m in some room and it’s not clear, 
 
        Why did I just venture here? 
 
      
 
        My hair is thinning or could it be, 
 
        That it’s relocating here on me? 
 
        Down my back and out my nose, 
 
        And even from my ears it grows. 
 
      
 
        The teeth I had were pearly white. 
 
        Now I keep them in a cup at night. 
 
      
 
        “Can any of you relate to this?” 
 
        Lots of giggles as hands went in the air. 
 
        “And going to the doctor. Isn’t that a treat? Reminds me of another poem.” 
 
      
 
        He’ll poke and prod in all my holes. 
 
        He’ll close examine warts and moles. 
 
        He’ll press my gut when I’m undressed. 
 
        He’ll listen to my heart and chest. 
 
      
 
        They’ll take some blood and take some pee. 
 
        It’s mortifying can’t you see. 
 
      
 
        “That reminds me of an old guy going to the doctor for a check-up. He was hard of hearing, so his wife went with him. In the exam room, the doc said, ‘I need a stool sample, a urine sample, and a sperm sample.’ The man turned to his wife. ‘What?’ ‘Just give him your underwear.’ 
 
        “A seventy-year-old woman went to the doctor. When she got home, she said to her husband, ‘He said I had the bone structure of a fifty-year-old and the skin of a forty-year-old.’ The husband laughed. ‘What did he say about your seventy-year-old ass?’ ‘Your name never came up,’ she replied.” 
 
      
 
        These were oldies but goodies and I had heard Jerry use them before, but the Misty Meadows crowd was eating it up. 
 
      
 
        “I’m sure a lot of you have grandkids. They have this code thing going on and they think us old-timers don’t understand. What they don’t know is that we have our own code. For instance, they have BYOB, bring your own booze. We have BYOT, bring your own teeth. 
 
        “They have LMAO, laughing my ass off. We have LMDO, laughing my dentures out. They have LOL, laugh out loud. We have LOL, living on Lipitor. And finally, when they say, BFF, it means best friends forever. For us, BFF means my best friend farted!” 
 
      
 
        The audience was roaring. 
 
      
 
        “I’ll leave you with one more little ditty. People say how wonderful it must be to enjoy our golden years. They say they can’t wait for their golden years to come at last. Well, this about sums it up for me.” 
 
      
 
        I cannot see, I cannot pee.
    I cannot chew, I cannot screw.
    My memory shrinks, my hearing stinks.
    No sense of smell, I look like hell.
    The Golden years have come at last.
    The Golden years can kiss my ass. 
 
      
 
        “Happy Birthday, Silas!” 
 
        The crowd applauded, and right on cue, Arlo wheeled out an enormous cake with ninety candles. Everyone sang Happy Birthday as Silas tried in vein to extinguish the inferno. An old guy accompanied the singing on his kazoo which made the event even more memorable. 
 
        I saw Dad approach Silas, so I wandered over so I could hear. 
 
        “Silas,” Dad said, “I understand there are a lot of willing lasses in these retirement homes.” 
 
        Silas grinned and nodded. “And the women outnumber the men two to one. Pretty good odds wouldn’t you say?” 
 
        “Listen, “Dad said, conspiratorially, “if you ever need any of those little blue pills, I’ve heard of a new pharmacy just north of the border. It’s called Viagra Falls!” 
 
        They both got a good laugh. Old age humor. 
 
        After cake and ice cream and another ‘happy birthday’ to Silas, we were ready to leave. Arlo pulled me aside. 
 
        “Walt, I wanted to thank you for everything you have done for me and my family. You’re a good friend. Also, I just wanted you to know that we’re having another Flat Earth meeting at Pastor Bob’s church on Tuesday evening. I’d really like you to come.” 
 
        I had been dreading this. While I was initially intrigued by Arlo’s facts and figures, I just wasn’t interested in pursuing the matter any further. 
 
        “Thanks, Arlo, but I think I’ll pass.” 
 
        He nodded. “I understand. It’s a lot to get your head around. It’s not for everyone. But just in case you change your mind, we’re having a guest speaker. Dr. Julian Speers will be presenting evidence that the NASA Space Program is one of the biggest lies our government has perpetrated on the American people. 
 
        Arlo was smart. He knew just which of my buttons to push. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 11 
 
      
 
        When I told Kevin about the upcoming flat earth meeting, he groaned, “Nooo, I thought we were through with all that nonsense.” 
 
        “I thought so too, but aren’t you just a little bit interested in what this guy has to say about a faked moon landing?” 
 
        He sighed. “Yeah, I guess I am --- a little.” 
 
        When I told Maggie where I was going, I got ‘the look.’ 
 
        “Oh Walt! Don’t you remember what happened last time? Five-hundred dollars damage to your car.” 
 
        “Yes, but Kevin’s driving this time.” 
 
        “That’s not the point!” 
 
        “I know, it’s probably stupid and all a bunch of hooey, but there’s just enough truth in what they say to make me curious. Think of it like this: Someone sees a movie and says it’s great. Then you go and see for yourself. It’s like that.” 
 
        Maggie rolled her eyes. “Okay, go, but please don’t tell anyone we know that you’re going to a flat earth meeting. Our friends already think you’re weird.” 
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        Kevin pulled to the curb two blocks from the church. 
 
        “What’s the deal?” I asked. 
 
        “I saw your car after the last meeting. I’m not taking any chances.” 
 
        Arlo met us in the foyer. 
 
        “Walt, Kevin,” he said smiling. “Something told me you might show up. Come, I’ll introduce you to our speaker.” 
 
        Dr. Julian Speers appeared to be in his late fifties or early sixties. His shock of grey hair, beard, and moustache, gave him the appearance of a learned university professor. 
 
        “Dr. Speers,” Arlo said, “I’d like you to meet my friends Walt and Kevin. They’re newbies, so of course, they’re somewhat skeptical.” 
 
        “I was too, once upon a time. Welcome,” he said, shaking our hands. “All I ask is that you keep an open mind. Let the facts speak for themselves. For seventy years, our government has been telling us one thing, but as you will see before the evening is over, it’s all a fabrication.” 
 
        At that moment, Oliver Prentis called the meeting to order. We found our seats and Prentis introduced Dr. Speers. 
 
        “Thank you all for coming. Let’s start by asking the question, why would the United States create a fake space program costing billions of dollars? To answer that question, we need to go back to the year 1958. 
 
        “The purpose of NASA was to fake the concept of space travel to further America's militaristic dominance of space. That was the purpose of NASA's creation from the very start: To put ICBMs and other weapons into space, or at least appear to. The motto ‘Scientific exploration of new frontiers for all mankind’ was nothing more than a front. 
 
        “In January of 1958, Lyndon B. Johnson, then Senate Majority Leader, issued the statement: Control of space means control of the world. From space, the masters of infinity would have the power to control the earth's weather, to cause drought and flood, to change the tides and raise the levels of the sea, to divert the gulf stream and change temperate climates to frigid. There is something more important than the ultimate weapon. And that's the ultimate position. The position of total control over the earth that lies somewhere in outer space. 
 
        “One month later, Lyndon Johnson and the Senate Special Committee on Space and Astronautics drafted a resolution to change the name of the US Army's Ballistic Missile Arsenal to the National Aeronautics and Space Administration, NASA. 
 
        “The Soviet Union had supposedly sent unmanned spacecraft to the moon in 1959. President John F. Kennedy famously declared that the United States would reach the moon by the end of the decade in 1960, which they supposedly achieved with just nine months to spare. 
 
        “Interestingly enough, opinion polls taken in various locations have shown that between 6% and 20% of Americans, 25% of Britons, and 28% of Russians surveyed believe that the manned landings were faked. Even as late as 2001, the Fox Television Network documentary, Conspiracy Theory: Did We Land on the Moon? claimed NASA faked the first landing in 1969 to win the space race.” 
 
        A hand went up in the back of the room. “Dr. Speers, I hear what you’re saying, but the space program involved thousands of people, scientists, technicians, the astronauts. How could that many people keep such an enormous secret all these years?” 
 
        I knew at least a partial answer to that question. I knew to what lengths the government had gone to keep the chemtrail conspiracy under wraps. 
 
        “Excellent question,” Dr. Speers replied. “Let me show you a slide.” 
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        “As indicated on the slide, in 1967, astronaut Gus Grissom said that the U.S was at least ten years away from even thinking about a moon mission. He even hung a lemon in front of the NASA emblem to show his displeasure with the program. Five days later, he was dead. If you were involved in the space program, and you saw what the government was willing to do to keep their dirty little secrets, what would you do? 
 
        “Here’s another slide I find interesting.” 
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        “These are three of our astronauts who just made a spectacular trip to the moon and back. Read the questions on the slide and decide for yourself. Also, remember, we were in a space race with Russia. It wouldn’t be difficult to sell the notion that the NASA hoax was in the country’s best interest. 
 
        “Here’s another interesting photo.” 
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        “All NASA and other space agencies rocket launches never go straight up. Every rocket forms a parabolic curve, peaks out, and inevitably starts falling back to earth. The rockets which are declared successful are those few which don’t explode or start falling too soon but make it out of range of spectator view before crashing down into restricted waters and recovered. There is no magic altitude where rockets or anything else can simply go up, up, up and then suddenly just start free-floating in space” 
 
        “But what about the space station and satellites?” someone asked. 
 
        “Ah, yes, how about those. It is said that the space station can be seen from earth, but NASA claims that the International Space Station is on average about 240 miles up from the surface of the earth. Something would have to be pretty darn big to be seen from 240 miles away. The problem is, they claim that the station is only about as big as a football field. Take a look at this illustration” 
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        “Yet another discrepancy that they didn’t think of. But you see, all lies eventually fall apart. As for satellites, I think the next two slides will answer your question.” 
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        “Supposedly, there are thousands of them up there. You would think there would be at lease one photo that was real. The next question might be, don’t we use those satellites for communication? Check this out.” 
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        “I could go on and on presenting evidence of NASA’s hoax, but I’ll let you do your own homework looking up the references which I’ll have for you on a handout. I’ll leave you with this. Remember Neil Armstrong’s first giant step for mankind? Here’s NASA’s own photo of that footstep. Please note it doesn’t come close to matching the shoes he was actually wearing. Ooops!” 
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        “Thank you for your attention. I’ll stick around and try to answer any questions you might have.” 
 
        We hung around for several minutes after Speers presentation to give the regular members an opportunity to talk to the guest speaker. 
 
        When the last one was gone, he saw us standing there. “Walt, Kevin, any thoughts?” 
 
        “Just this,” I said. “After my last meeting here, I talked to someone you folks would call a globe head. He seemed to have an explanation for everything I had heard here. If I go to him tomorrow, he probably would do the same for the information you presented.” 
 
        “Of course he would. We’ve been questioning their conspiracy for seventy years and they’ve had seventy years to concoct a rebuttal. What you have to do is look at the information presented on both sides, then decide for yourself which is more believable.” 
 
        “I have a friend who is an ardent believer in Occam’s Razor,” I said. “The simplest answer is often the correct one.” 
 
        “Splendid! I’m so glad you mentioned that. Let’s look at the two options. One option is that the United States fabricated the entire space program to give the illusion that we were ahead of the Russians in the space race, and that somehow, the thousands of people involved in the hoax have chosen to remain silent. On the surface, preposterous. 
 
        “Let me show you another photo.” 
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        “Now let’s look at the second option. NASA's early rocket research is well documented to have been a complete failure, plagued by one disaster after another. Then, almost overnight, NASA went from nearly every launch being a failure to a near flawless track record, able to land man on the moon multiple times without error. 
 
        “Do we really believe that seventy years ago NASA had the ability to send a manned space vehicle to the moon, land on the moon, take off and return, two trips through the deadly Van Allen Radiation belt, and reentry into the atmosphere without a single mishap? 
 
        “Take a look at this photo. According to their figures, the space capsule weighs 45,000 pounds and is hurtling toward the earth at 25,000 miles per hour. Three chutes to ensure a safe splash down? Really?  
 
        “I could go on and on, but I think you see my point. Which of the two options would seem to be the simplest answer?” 
 
        “You present a very persuasive argument,” I replied. “Very interesting indeed.” 
 
        “But you’re still not convinced,” Speers said, smiling. “I totally understand. I mean, after all, who in their right mind would believe that our government lied to us.” 
 
        That reminded me of something Arnie Goldblume, my friend at the Watchers, said. “Oh, you mean the government that told our soldiers that Agent Orange wasn’t deadly to troops on the ground? The government who said that Vioxx was safe to take?” 
 
        Yes, I thought, the government that says they’re not filling our skies with deadly chemtrails? 
 
        “I see your point,” I said. “Thank you for an interesting evening.” 
 
        We said goodbye to Arlo and Oliver Prentis and headed to Kevin’s car. 
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        On the way home, Kevin said, “You’re really into this conspiracy stuff, aren’t you?” 
 
        “I just think Speers made some interesting points. It’s something to ponder.” 
 
        “Well, I believe in conspiracies,” Kevin said. “In fact, there’s one conspiracy that’s absolutely baffling.” 
 
        “Oh really? Which one is that?” 
 
        “The weinerbun conspiracy. Have ever noticed that the guys who make hot dogs put ten in a package, but the guys who make buns put eight in a package. Think about it. It’s all a diabolical plan to sell more product. You’d have to buy four packages of weenies and five packages of buns to make it come out even.” 
 
        I was about to reply when my cell phone rang. It was Arlo. 
 
        “Walt! It’s Dr. Speers. He’s dead!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 12 
 
      
 
        Kevin made a u-turn and we headed back to the church. 
 
        Arlo and Prentis were standing beside a body sprawled on the sidewalk. 
 
        “What in the world happed?” I asked. 
 
        “Dr. Speers left right after you did,” Arlo replied. “Oliver and I stayed behind to put away chairs and clean up. When we came out, we found him like this.” 
 
        Speers was laying on his back. There was an ugly gash on his head which was bleeding profusely.  
 
        I heard sirens in the distance. 
 
        “I called 911 immediately,” Prentis said. “That must be them coming.” 
 
        Minutes later, the street was filled with cop cars. 
 
        Detective Derek Blaylock stepped out of one and headed our way. Needless to say, he was surprised to see Kevin and me. 
 
        “Well, well, Frick and Frack. I’m sure there must be a good reason why you’re at my crime scene.” Then he looked at the church. “I suppose you’re going to tell me you were attending prayer meeting.” 
 
        “Good evening to you too, Derek,” I replied, “and no, we weren’t attending a prayer meeting. It was a meeting of another kind.” 
 
        Then Blaylock spotted Arlo. “The flat earth thing? Jesus, Walt! Is Arlo making a convert out of you?” 
 
        “No, nothing like that. I’m just curious. It’s interesting to hear different points of view. The victim, Dr. Julian Speers, was the guest speaker tonight. He was talking about the space program being a government fabrication.” 
 
        Blaylock rolled his eyes. “Really?” 
 
        “You know Arlo, and this is Oliver Prentis. They found the body.” 
 
        “Did either of you touch anything?” Blaylock asked. 
 
        “Absolutely not!” Arlo replied. “We both know better.” 
 
        “Let’s see what we’ve got,” Blaylock said, squatting to examine the body. 
 
        “Blow to the head. Looks like a skull fracture.” 
 
        He felt in Speers pockets. “No wallet. Was he wearing a watch?” 
 
        I had noticed earlier that Speers was sporting an expensive Rolex. “Yes, he was --- a Rolex.” 
 
        “Well, it’s not here now. Looks like a robbery gone bad.”  
 
        “Uhhh, I don’t think so,” I said. 
 
        “And why is that, pray tell?” 
 
        “The last meeting we attended, there was another incident. When we came out, our cars had been egged, windows were broken, and ‘IDIOT’ had been spray painted on our doors. I think this is a hate crime staged to look like a robbery.” 
 
        “Hate crime? I could buy that if Speers was black or a Jew or gay. I’m sorry, but flat-earthers aren’t a protected class.” 
 
        “It may not fit the normal guidelines, but it’s a hate crime just the same. Whoever did this is sending a message to the flat-earthers --- stop what you’re doing.” 
 
        “I don’t get it. Why would anyone give a damn about a handful of people sitting around trying to convince one another that the world is flat? What could possibly upset someone enough to commit murder?” 
 
        “That’s only part of their message,” I replied. “What scares the bejesus out of someone is their insistence that NASA and the space program were scams from the beginning, and that the government has been lying to the American people for seventy years.  
 
        “If you’ll remember a few years ago, reporter Jack Carson and five others were murdered because they were investigating the chemtrail conspiracy. The government will do most anything to keep their dirty little secrets.” 
 
        Blaylock shook his head. “I’m sorry, please help me understand. Other than a few folks like Arlo here, how many people actually buy into this stuff?” 
 
        “I can help you there, Detective,” Prentis said, repeating the statistics Speers had recited earlier. “Opinion polls taken in various locations have shown that between 6% and 20% of Americans, 25% of Britons, and 28% of Russians surveyed believe that the manned landings were faked. That figure would be much higher if people would just take the time to investigate for themselves and weigh the evidence. Unfortunately, most people are like you and dismiss what we have to say because they just don’t want to believe their government could possibly do such a despicable thing.” 
 
        Blaylock thought for a moment. “Okay, let’s say you’re right and whoever did this is trying to discourage what you do. Any idea who that might be?” 
 
        Prentis shrugged. “It could be anybody. I don’t think we’re talking about trained black ops agents. More likely it’s the trolls.” 
 
        “The what?” 
 
        “Trolls,” Arlo replied. “The term originated on the Internet. They are members of an online social community who deliberately try to disrupt, attack, offend or generally cause trouble within the community by posting certain comments, photos, videos, GIFs or some other form of online content. 
 
        “Thanks to Edward Snowden, we now have solid proof that paid government trolls are using psychology-based influence techniques on social media websites such as YouTube, Facebook and Twitter. What’s even more disturbing is that the government justifies such actions saying their purpose is to disrupt domestic extremist groups. 
 
        “Now it’s possible that many of the trolls have gone beyond social media harassment and are doing it in person. It’s not impossible to think that the government sees the flat-earthers as a domestic extremist group and have sent their minions to keep us quiet.” 
 
        I could see Blaylock was still not convinced.  
 
        “I hear what you’re saying, but if I say in my report that trolls were responsible for this man’s death, my superiors will think I’m smoking the wacky weed.  No, unless something else turns up, I’ll have to go with the evidence and write this up as a robbery gone bad.” 
 
        At that moment, Pastor Bob came out of the rectory. 
 
        “What’s all the ruckus? More property damage to your cars?” 
 
        “I wish that’s all it was,” Prentis said, pointing to Speers body. “That’s Dr. Speers. He was murdered.” 
 
        “Good Lord!” Pastor Bob muttered, obviously shaken. “Who would do such a horrible thing?”  
 
        “Detective Blaylock thinks it’s a robbery,” Arlo said, “but Oliver and I believe he was killed because of the message he was sharing.” 
 
        A tear ran down Pastor Bob’s cheek. “For they cannot rest until they do evil. Proverbs. May he rest in peace.” 
 
        There was nothing else Kevin and I could do, so we headed home. 
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        That night, I tossed and turned thinking about what Prentis said about the trolls. I didn’t believe for a minute that Speers had been killed for his watch and his wallet. The trolls seemed a good place to start.  
 
        Since trolls got their start on the Internet, I figured I should talk to some guys who know a whole lot more about it than I do --- Arnie Goldblume and Nicholas Thatcher. Their organization, the Watchers, was formed to keep an eye on government shenanigans. If Uncle Sam was really hiring creeps to pillage our Facebook pages, they would know. 
 
        “Arnie, Walt here. I’d like to stop by and have a chat if you have time.” 
 
        “We always have time for you, Walt. Come on over.” 
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        “What’s put a burr under your saddle this time?” Nick asked, smiling. 
 
        “Well, you’ll probably think I’m out of my mind,” I replied. “Everybody else does. I’ve recently attended some flat earth meetings.” 
 
        I saw both of them try to stifle a smile. 
 
        “Hold on a minute!” I said, defensively. “I’m not saying I buy what they’re selling. I’m here because one of them was murdered last night.” 
 
        That got their attention. 
 
        “That’s terrible,” Arnie said. “Anyone we might know?” 
 
        “Dr. Julian Speers.” 
 
        “Oh, no!” Nick said, obviously upset. “We do know Dr. Speers. Not personally, but we know his work. He’s written volumes debunking the space program.” 
 
        “So, you’re familiar with the flat earth theories and the NASA thing?” 
 
        “We are familiar with both,” Nick replied. “But there’s something you must understand. You’re talking about two very distinct things. Pretty much every flat-earther believes NASA is a big lie, but you don’t have to believe the world is flat to believe they’ve been fooling us about NASA all these years. Dr. Speers has put forth some very convincing arguments.” 
 
        “I think it’s possible those arguments are what got him killed. 
 
        “After the first meeting I attended, our cars were egged, windows broken, and doors spray painted with slurs. It was after another meeting last night that Dr. Speers was killed. Oliver Prentis, the head of the flat earth group, thinks it might be the work of government trolls. That’s why I came to you today. I figured you would know if that was even possible.” 
 
        “First of all,” Nick replied, “government trolls online aren’t a fantasy. They’re a fact. A fellow by the name of Greenwald published a copy of a spy training manual entitled The Art of Deception: Training for Online Covert Operations. Greenwald wrote that agencies like the NSA are attempting to control, infiltrate, manipulate, and warp online discourse. 
 
        “In 2008, Cass Sunstein, a close Obama advisor, wrote a paper proposing that the U.S. government employ teams of covert agents to cognitively infiltrate online groups and websites, as well as other activist groups. Sunstein also proposed sending covert agents into chat rooms, online social networks, or even to groups which spread what he viewed as false and damaging conspiracy theories about the government. 
 
        “Your flat earth group would certainly fit that scenario.” 
 
        “As you know,” Arnie said, “both of our fathers died taking the drug, Vioxx, which the FDA and the pharmaceutical industry swore was safe. Naturally, we’ve been keeping a close eye on big pharma. 
 
        “Unfortunately, the distinction between the government and the pharmaceutical industry is a very hazy one. As we have pointed out several times in the past, the vaccine industry cannot survive in a free market, but needs the government to prop them up. In the 1980’s there were so many lawsuits against pharmaceutical companies for vaccine damages, that the vaccine industry blackmailed Congress by threatening to get out of the vaccine business unless they passed legislation protecting them from lawsuits. Congress obliged, and legislation was passed preventing the public from suing pharmaceutical companies for damages due to vaccines, and this law was upheld by the Supreme Court in 2011. The pharmaceutical industry now has a free pass to put as many vaccines into the market place as they want to, regardless of efficacy or dangerous side effects, since there is no accountability left in the judicial system. 
 
        “Today, the pharmaceutical industry is practically a branch of the government. The government awards grants from your tax dollars to research new vaccines, the FDA approves them, and then government organizations like the CDC and UNICEF purchase the vaccines with your tax dollars. The CDC even holds patents and earns royalties on vaccines, and many of the top scientists work for both the government and the pharmaceutical companies. Julie Gerberding, for example, was the head of the CDC from 2002 to 2009, and then took over as head of the pharmaceutical company Merck’s vaccine division overseeing billions of dollars in sales. The government definitely has a vested interest in protecting the vaccine market. So, it should surprise no one that there are coordinated efforts to infiltrate and discredit those who publish the truth about vaccines, which may lead to fewer people wanting to purchase or receive them.” 
 
        He went to a file cabinet and pulled out a file. “Consider the following comments appearing on a blog post from a pro-Pharma site discussing how to target sites and Facebook Pages who publish the alternative view of vaccines. Advice is given on how to infiltrate and flood discussions about vaccines by pretending to be victims of diseases because they failed to get vaccinated. Here are some comments that appeared in a blog post that was trying to convince readers that outbreaks of diseases were due to anti-vaccinationists.” 
 
        Use emotional warfare on anti-vax blogs. Tell emotional stories full of tears and sobbing and unbearable grief and terror, about people in your own family or people you read about, who were sick with or died of terrible diseases. Don’t hold back details about bodily fluids and suchlike: the more gross the better. This stuff has a way of infiltrating the minds of readers and subtly influencing their decisions, in a manner similar to advertising. 
 
        “Sometimes government agents invent a crazy story and attribute it to a movement. This discredits the movement. Those primed to believe conspiracy theories get sucked in. Then all the true conspiracies are grouped in with the bogus one. 
 
        “So, to answer your question, yes, there are trolls out there doing the government’s dirty work.” 
 
        “Unbelievable!” I said. “Is there any way to track these trolls?” 
 
        “It depends,” Nick replied. “Some of the very sophisticated ones use multiple routers to disguise their exact location. They may route their posts through three different countries. Most, though, don’t give a damn if you know who they are.” 
 
        “Can we look at some of them online?” 
 
        “Sure, where do you want to start?” 
 
        “When I was looking at the YouTube video, Flat Earth – The Biggest Lie of All, I noticed there were a lot of negative comments.” 
 
        Nick pulled up the video. “Over a half million views. That’s pretty good. Five thousand people like what they saw, seventeen hundred didn’t. 
 
        “Here are some of the negative reviews.”   
 
        “This one’s from Jordan. ‘FLAT EARTH THEORISTS = THE RESULT OF INBREEDING﻿.’ 
 
        “Here’s one from Brad. ‘This is what happens when people aren't keeping an eye on their mentally handicapped children.’ 
 
        “These are typical bully bashers. This next one put more thought into it. ‘The hilarious thing about flat-earthers is that they naturally assume everyone else is at the same level of understanding (AKA stupid) as they are, so when they challenge the conventional heliocentric model by applying the highly flawed logic, confirmation bias, and scientific illiteracy, they seem to have in unlimited supply, they really don't realize that nobody else is impressed except other flat tards who are equally lacking in intellect. They're like the guy sitting at the chessboard going, "Ahahhh see? I've got you on the run now!!" Not realizing the game ended 30 seconds ago and he lost! Flat tards are coming to a knife fight armed with plastic spoons! They're simply not equipped to be doing what they assume they can do, and it used to be hilarious, but now it's getting really cringeworthy and boring.’” 
 
        It was the next one that caught my eye. It was from Wolfman. “Anybody who believes this garbage is bat-shit stupid! Idiots! Idiots! Idiots!” 
 
        “Is there any way you can trace this guy?” 
 
        “If I can get his IP address, I can track the location from where the post was sent. This is the Internet. It could be anywhere, Florida, Montana, or Pakistan.” 
 
        “Could you give it a try?” 
 
        “Sure,” Nick replied. “Give me a few minutes. Why this particular one?” 
 
        “On the night our cars were vandalized, IDIOT was spray painted on our car doors in big red letters.” 
 
        “Whoa!” Nick said a few minutes later, obviously surprised. “Pay dirt! Wolfman is right here in Kansas City!” 
 
        I got the address, thanked my friends, and headed to my car. As soon as I was inside, I called Kevin. 
 
        “How would you like to go wolf hunting” 
 
        “Excuse me!” 
 
        “I’m coming to pick you up. I’ll explain when I get there. Bring your gun!” 
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        Once Kevin was in the car, I told him about my visit with Nick and Arnie. 
 
        “So, you think this Wolfman was the guy who hit the cars at the flat earth meeting?” 
 
        “I think it’s worth checking out.” 
 
        “Do you think it’s possible the same guy iced Dr. Speers?” 
 
        “Who knows? Maybe.” 
 
        We pulled to the curb across the street from a modest bungalow. A heavy-set young guy was tinkering under the hood of an older model sedan. 
 
        “Lots of beef there,” I said. “You did bring your gun I hope.” 
 
        “It’s like American Express,” he replied, grinning. “I never leave home without it.” 
 
        “I don’t suppose you brought that fake badge you sometimes carry?” 
 
        “Do NFL referees make bad calls?” he replied, pulling the badge from his pocket. 
 
        More than once, I had seen him flash the badge, pretending to be a cop. It was my turn to give it a try.  
 
        I grabbed the badge and we headed across the street. The guy heard us coming and looked up warily. 
 
        “Who are you guys and what do you want?” 
 
        “I’ll ask the questions,” I said, holding up the badge. “Sergeant Vince Carter, Cyber Crimes. Are you Wolfman?” 
 
        “Maybe,” he replied. “Why?” 
 
        “Our task force has been investigating cyber bullying. You made a post on a flat earth site on the Internet.” 
 
        “So what?” he replied, defensively. “It’s a free country. I can post my opinion if I want to.” 
 
        “You can post it on the Internet, but not on people’s car doors.” 
 
        “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 
 
        While I had been jawboning with the guy, Kevin had slipped around the side of the car. 
 
        “Oh, really,” Kevin said, opening the back door of the car. 
 
        “Hey, you can’t do that! Don’t you need a warrant --- or something?” 
 
        “Nope,” Kevin replied, pulling a can of red spray paint from the back seat “This was in plain sight. Sergeant Carter, those cars that were vandalized, weren’t they sprayed with red paint?” 
 
        “Indeed they were. I wonder if the paint in that can will be a match?” 
 
        Wolfman started to take off, but Kevin got the draw on him. 
 
        “Not so fast there, Wolfman. You’ve got a lot of explaining to do.” 
 
        “Okay! Okay!” he said, raising his hands. “Don’t shoot!” 
 
        Knowing for sure that this was really the guy who had cost me five-hundred bucks, I was really pissed. 
 
        “I don’t get it! Why in the world would you smash windows and spray paint doors? What did those people ever do to you?” 
 
        “Well,” he said sheepishly, “nothing directly. They’re just so stupid! Only an idiot would believe that the earth is flat.” 
 
        “So you’ve said, both online and on a bunch of car doors.” 
 
        He hung his head. “I guess I got carried away.” 
 
        “Do you do that to everyone who disagrees with you? If you’re a Chief’s fan, do you smash the windows of Oakland Raider’s Fans?” 
 
        “Of course not!” 
 
        “Then why these guys?” 
 
        “Because of what they say about Neil Armstrong, Gus Grissom, and the other astronauts. They’re genuine American heroes, and those people are saying they’re liars! It’s just not right!” 
 
        “If I remember correctly, you said just a few minutes ago that it was a free country and you had the right to your opinion. How can it be free to you but not to them?” 
 
        “I --- I guess I didn’t think about that?” 
 
        “Okay,” Kevin said. “Now that we know about your vandalism, let’s talk about how you murdered Dr. Speers.” 
 
        I saw the look of horror in his eyes. 
 
        “Murder? I didn’t murder anybody. I swear!” 
 
        Kevin looked at me. “What do you think, Walt?” 
 
        “I think we should call the cops and let them sort it out.” 
 
        Wolfman was obviously confused. “Walt? I thought you were Sergeant Carter.” Then it dawned on him. “You guys aren’t really cops, are you? I thought something was fishy. You’re both so old.” 
 
        “No, creep, I’m not a cop. I’m one of the guys whose car you vandalized. You owe me five-hundred bucks! And guess what. I’m not a flat-earther. I was an innocent bystander, but that didn’t matter to you. Now you’re going to pay.” 
 
        I pulled out my cell phone and dialed Detective Blaylock. “Derek, Walt here. We’ve got the guy who vandalized the cars at the flat earth meeting. I though you might want to have a chat with him.” 
 
        An hour later, Wolfman was in cuffs and headed downtown. 
 
        As we watched the cops drive off, Kevin said, “Sergeant Vince Carter from Gomer Pyle. You’re learning. Couldn’t have done it better myself.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 13 
 
      
 
        Kevin and I were in my office reviewing our encounter with Wolfman, when the phone rang. It was Derek Blaylock. 
 
        “Walt, I just wanted you to know that Gordy Weiss, your Wolfman, copped to the vandalism, but he didn’t whack Dr. Speers. He has an alibi for the night of the attack. He and his girlfriend were at the VooDoo Lounge for some rock concert. I checked it out and it’s solid.” 
 
        “Swell. I don’t suppose there’s any possibility of him reimbursing me for the damage to my car. If the guy can afford tickets to the VooDoo Lounge ---.” 
 
        “Good luck with that. He got the tickets free from a buddy who works at Harrah’s. I doubt he has two nickels to rub together. Oh, yes, one more thing --- impersonating a cop?” 
 
        “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 
 
        “Of course you don’t.” 
 
        “Since Wolfman wasn’t our killer, do you have any other leads?” 
 
        “Nothing yet, but if we get something, I’ll let you know.” 
 
        After I hung up from Blaylock, I said to Kevin, “Wolfman didn’t do Speers. He has an alibi.” 
 
        “I figured as much. I guess we’re back to square one.” 
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        Karl Kramer was in the back pew of the church listening to the preacher drone on and on about loving one another, treating others as you’d like to be treated, and all the other liberal crap that comes with organized religion. 
 
        He was there because Pale Rider had another assignment for him. 
 
        When first contacted by Pale Rider, Karl figured it was a reference to the old Clint Eastwood movie. When he said as much, he was told that he should look up the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse. There, he found that the rider of the Pale Horse was Death. 
 
        Pale Rider had paid him five-thousand dollars to kill the old man and make it look like a robbery. Karl didn’t understand why anyone would go to the trouble to whack some crazy old dude who thought the world was flat. Nobody listens to those kooks anyway. But he needed the five grand, plus he got to keep the money in the old guy’s wallet and a very expensive Rolex. 
 
        Evidently, the murder of their guest speaker didn’t deter the flat-earthers. They scheduled another meeting the following Tuesday. That’s what prompted Pale Rider’s latest call. For another five-thousand, Karl was to plant a bomb in the church basement where the flat-earthers were to meet. 
 
        The plan was simple. Karl would bring a casserole dish to the potluck after the Sunday service. When no one was looking, he would place the deadly dish in one of the kitchen cabinets next to the meeting room. Then, on Tuesday night, Pale Rider would call the number of the cell phone attached to the C-4, and BOOM! 
 
        Easy money, and who would miss a roomful of nut cases talking about a flat earth? 
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        On Monday, I received a call from Arlo. 
 
        “Hi Walt, I just wanted you to know there will be another meeting this Tuesday evening in case you want to come.” 
 
        I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. 
 
        “Arlo! Your guest speaker was murdered at your last meeting! Someone is sending you a message. Don’t you get it? You really shouldn’t have any more meetings until the cops find this guy.” 
 
        “And how long do you think that will take?” he replied. “A week, a month, a year, maybe never? We’re just supposed to shut down because someone out there doesn’t like what we believe? No, Oliver and I talked about it. We can’t let someone intimidate us. We’re not going to be bullied.” 
 
        “I respect your courage, but I think you’re wrong. If this person is willing to murder to shut you up, he’s not going to back down. More people in your group could wind up dead.” 
 
        “I hear you, and I appreciate your concern, but we’re moving ahead. I hope to see you Tuesday night.” 
 
        After he hung up, I called Kevin. 
 
        “I just received a call from Arlo. They’re having another meeting this Tuesday.” 
 
        “Jesus! Didn’t they get the message? Whoever’s behind this is playing for keeps.” 
 
        “That’s what I told him, but he said they’re not going to be bullied.” 
 
        “Bullied is one thing, but dead is quite another.” 
 
        “Let me ask you a question,” I said. “If you were this guy, you killed their guest speaker, and they’re still moving ahead, what would be your next move?” 
 
        He thought for a minute. “If this guy is a troll and not a terrorist, I don’t see him charging into the church, guns blazing. That never turns out well for the shooter. He either offs himself or the cops do it for him. This guy is doing it for the money, and you can’t spend it if you’re dead.” 
 
        More silence, then we both said it at the same time. “A bomb!” 
 
        I hung up from Kevin and called Pastor Bob. 
 
        “We need to talk.” 
 
        “Another theological conundrum?” 
 
        “No, this is serious.” 
 
        He must have heard something in the tone of my voice. 
 
        “Come on over.” 
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        I found Pastor Bob in his office. 
 
        “Come in, Walt. You sounded distressed on the phone.” 
 
        “Do you know that the flat-earthers are meeting again tomorrow night?” 
 
        “Of course I do. This is my church after all.” 
 
        “Last week one of them was murdered on your sidewalk. Whoever did it is still out there. It’s not safe, but Arlo and Perkins just won’t listen to reason.” 
 
        “I hear what you’re saying, but we can’t let evil dictate our lives.” 
 
        “That’s what Arlo said,” I replied, exasperated. “Look at it this way. A great white shark attacks a swimmer on the beach. The lifeguard posts a warning. ‘Shark! Don’t go in the water!’ A swimmer looks at the sign and says, ‘I’m not going to let some toothy devil ruin my swim.’ You know how that’s going to end.” 
 
        “What would you like me to do? Tell them they can’t have the church basement? If I know Arlo and Prentis, they would just find another venue.” 
 
        I sighed. “You’re probably right. Will you at least let me check out the basement?” 
 
        “I don’t see any harm in that.” 
 
        My next call was to Skip Farrell. He is a member of the K-9 Corps I worked with several times while I was on the force. 
 
        “Skip, Walt Williams here.” 
 
        “Walt, good to hear from you. What’s up?” 
 
        “I was wondering if you and Rex would do a special favor for an old ex-cop?” 
 
        Twenty minutes later, Skip and Rex were at the church. 
 
        I told him about the previous meeting, the murder, and our suspicion that a bomb might be the guy’s next play. 
 
        “If there’s a bomb in that church,” Skip replied, “Rex will find it.” 
 
        “The group meets in the basement. Let’s start there.” 
 
        Skip led the big German Shepherd down the steps, whispered some commands, and turned the dog loose. 
 
        He methodically sniffed every nook and corner of the meeting room, but found nothing. Then he moved to the kitchen. Moments later, I heard a bark. Rex was pawing at the door of a kitchen cabinet. 
 
        “I think we’ve got something,” Skip said, reining in the dog. 
 
        Gingerly, he opened the cabinet door. Inside, I could see plates and dishes of all kinds. Skip removed them one by one until he came to a covered casserole dish. 
 
        “Heavy,” he said, carefully removing the dish. 
 
        He lifted the lid. “Walt, call the bomb squad.” 
 
        I called both the bomb squad and Detective Blaylock. 
 
        Fifteen minutes later, the place was swarming with cops. 
 
        “What have we got?” Blaylock asked the man in the armored suit. 
 
        “C-4 with a cell phone ignition. When the phone’s number is called, the C-4 will explode.” 
 
        Derek shook his head. “Tomorrow night when everyone’s in the next room, the perp calls and the place goes up in smoke.” 
 
        He turned to Pastor Bob. “Any idea who could have planted this thing?” 
 
        Bob shook his head. 
 
        “Any strange faces at your service yesterday?” 
 
        “We have new people every week. I suppose one of them could have planted it during the pot luck after the service. I can’t recall anyone who stood out.”  
 
        “Here’s what we’ll do,” Blaylock said. “Someone will have to call the number. If we’re lucky, maybe he’ll be close by to watch the fireworks. I’ll have the place surrounded.” 
 
        After the bomb was removed, Pastor Bob pulled me aside. 
 
        “See, Walt, you must have faith. The Lord sent someone to deliver us from evil, and today, that someone was you.” 
 
        I wanted to remind him how close he had come to having his church blown to smithereens, but I didn’t want to rain on his parade. 
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        We decided not to tell the flat-earthers how close they had come to being blown off their little saucer until after the meeting was over. If the perp was watching, everything had to appear normal. 
 
        As promised, Blaylock had officers covertly stationed around the church. Kevin and I were with Blaylock, parked a block away. 
 
        The meeting started at six o’clock. At six-thirty, the phone that had been attached to the C-4 rang. 
 
        “That’s it!” Blaylock said. He keyed his mike. “All units! Converge on the area. Stop and check every driver.” 
 
        He handed the phone to his tech officer. “See if you can trace the number that called.” 
 
        A few minutes later, the tech shook his head. “Sorry, Detective. Burner. Untraceable.” 
 
        The officers on patrol found nothing. Derek had done everything he could do, but we still came up empty. 
 
        At least we had prevented a horrible tragedy. 
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        Blocks away, Pale Rider waited for the explosion that never came. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 14 
 
      
 
        Arlo and Prentis sat open-mouthed when I told them how close they had come to being blown off their flat earth. 
 
        “But who” Prentis asked. “Who could do such a terrible thing? And why?” 
 
        “No idea,” I replied. “There were no prints on the casserole dish or cell phone inside. The number the perp used to trigger the bomb was from a burner, so we got nothing there.” 
 
        “We can’t have any more meetings here,” Arlo said. “It’s not fair to Pastor Bob. We almost destroyed his church.” 
 
        “You’re right,” Perkins replied. “We’ll have the meetings at my house.” 
 
        “You might want to rethink that,” I said. “If we hadn’t found that bomb, every person in that meeting room would be dead. Whoever is doing this isn’t going to stop. Do you really want to endanger the lives of all your members? I think it would be prudent to suspend your meetings until we catch the perp.” 
 
        Prentis thought for a minute. “Yes, you’re right. For now, we can meet online. I’ll set up a chat room where we can exchange ideas and information. If he wants to stop us, he’ll have to blow up the whole Internet!” 
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        Pale Rider was furious  
 
        “What happened to the bomb? How could you possibly screw up something so simple?” 
 
        “I did exactly like you told me,” Karl replied, defensively. “I put the thing in a kitchen cabinet behind a stack of dishes where it wouldn’t be seen. Nobody saw me do it. I got away clean.” 
 
        “Then how do you explain its failure?” 
 
        “Hey, I didn’t make the damn bomb! Maybe you screwed it up!” 
 
        The moment Karl said those words, he regretted it. There was fire in Pale Rider’s eyes. 
 
        “Never question me again!” Pale Rider hissed. “It wouldn’t go well for you.” 
 
        “Okay, okay! Sorry!” Then Karl asked another stupid question. “Do I still get my five grand? I did plant the bomb.” 
 
        He could tell from the look on Pale Rider’s face that the answer was no. 
 
        “Okay, I understand. What’s our next move?” 
 
        “That depends on what those fools do next. If they’re foolhardy enough to schedule another meeting. We’ll try again. We’ll wait and see.” 
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       Three days later, Pale Rider was at his computer with the phone to his ear. 
 
        “Yes, sir, I see it. It looks like Prentis is posting in a chat room.” 
 
        “Read it out loud so I’ll know you’re getting the message,” said the voice on the other end of the line. 
 
        “Yes, sir. He’s saying, ‘The cowards have killed one of our members and planted a bomb to kill the rest of us. Thanks to the Good Lord and the K-9 unit, the bomb was found before anyone else was hurt.  The question is, why are these evil forces bent on our destruction? There can only be one answer. We are close to the truth and they do not want the truth to see the light of day!’” 
 
        “Do you see our problem?” asked the voice on the other end. 
 
        “Yes, sir, I do.” 
 
        “Good! Then here’s what you do next. If you want to kill a snake, you cut off its head. This Prentis who’s been posting this garbage must be eliminated. Can you do that?” 
 
        “Yes, sir. Consider it done.” 
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        The next day, Pale Rider met with Karl Kramer. 
 
        “Here’s another chance to earn that five thousand,” Pale Rider said, handing another bomb to Karl. “All you have to do is determine which room Prentis is in, then attach the bomb to the exterior of the house. Go back to your car and dial the number I’ve pre-programmed into the phone.” 
 
        He handed the phone to Karl. “It’s all set to dial. All you have to do is push send. Do you think you can do that?” 
 
        “Piece of cake,” Karl replied. “By this time tomorrow there will be one less flat earth freak.” 
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        That evening, Karl pulled to the curb in front of a brick two-story on Brookside Boulevard. There were lights on in several rooms. He had to find out which one held his quarry. 
 
        The house was built on a lot that sloped to the rear, making the first-floor windows too high to see from the ground. 
 
        He put the cell phone in his back pocket, slipped out of his car and headed to a detached garage. He found an old wooden step ladder laying alongside. 
 
        Perfect, he thought. 
 
        He grabbed the ladder and carried it to the first lighted window. Climbing the ladder, he peeked inside. The room was empty. 
 
        He climbed down and moved to the next window. Bingo! Prentis was seated at his computer. In a matter of minutes this would be over and the five grand would be his. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        Maggie and I had finished supper and were headed to the living room to catch a few of our favorite TV shows when there was a knock on the door. 
 
        It was Arlo. 
 
        “Walt, I’m sorry to barge in like this, but I’m really worried.” 
 
        “About what?” 
 
        “Oliver. Ever since the bomb threat, he’s been holed up in his house. He’s been on his computer almost 24/7. I think he’s gone off the deep end. It’s one thing to be passionate, but I think for Oliver, it’s become an obsession.” 
 
        “Why are you telling me this? I’m not even part of your group.” 
 
        “That’s exactly why I’m here. I’ve tried to talk to him, but he won’t listen to me. It’s like he’s on some kind of holy crusade. I was hoping you would go with me. Maybe he’ll listen to someone with a more objective opinion. After what you did at the church, he has a lot of respect for you.” 
 
        I really didn’t want to go. I was full and happy from supper, and looking forward to a quiet evening with my wife. 
 
        Maggie had been listening to the exchange and picked up on my hesitancy. 
 
        “It sounds to me like Arlo and Oliver could use your help. It shouldn’t take too long. Give me a call when you’re headed home and I’ll have a cold glass of Arbor Mist waiting for you.” 
 
        What could I say, but ‘yes?’ 
 
       Arlo climbed into the passenger seat and we headed to Oliver’s house on Brookside Boulevard, not far from the UMKC campus. 
 
        As we turned onto Brookside, Arlo pointed. “Second house.” 
 
        Very briefly, my headlights illuminated the side yard. 
 
        “Look!” Arlo hissed. “There’s someone on a ladder looking into the window!” 
 
        Sure enough, some guy was on the top step peering into the house. 
 
        I pulled to the curb and Arlo was out before the car came to a complete stop. 
 
        “Arlo! Wait! The guy might be armed!” 
 
        Arlo paid no attention and sprinted across the lawn. Against my better judgement, I was right on his heels. 
 
        Arlo got to the ladder first and yelled, “Hey! What are you doing up there?” 
 
        The peeper was so intent on what he was doing, he hadn’t seen us coming until it was too late. He looked up, startled, lost his balance, and fell backward, landing on his backside. 
 
        As soon as he hit the ground, I heard a cell phone ring in the distance. A moment later, the ground shook with a thunderous ‘BOOM!” 
 
        We hit the ground and covered our heads as debris from the exploding car rained down around us. 
 
        It seemed like an eternity, but it was probably just seconds, then everything became quiet except for the sound of the flames devouring what was left of the car. 
 
        The first thing I did was feel my body parts. Everything seemed to be intact and I was okay except for the ringing in my ears. 
 
        “Arlo? Where are you? Are you okay?” 
 
        A few feet away, I heard a trembling voice. “Yeah, I think so.” 
 
        I struggled to my feet, and that’s when I noticed our peeping Tom. He was flat on his back with a shard of glass from the blast protruding from his chest. 
 
        I shuddered when I realized that just a few feet closer and that could have been Arlo or me. 
 
        Oliver rushed from the house and I could hear sirens in the distance. 
 
        Oliver gasped when he saw the dead man and his lawn covered with debris. 
 
        “What? Who?” he stammered. 
 
        “It looks like your posts got someone’s attention,” I said. 
 
        At that moment, cop cars and the fire department flooded the street. Derek Blaylock stepped out of one of the cars and looked at the carnage. 
 
        “Good Lord!” Then he saw me. “Why am I not surprised you’re in the middle of this? What the hell happened here?” 
 
        I explained why Arlo and I were at Oliver’s house and how we’d found the dead guy peeping in the window. 
 
        “My guess,” I said, “is that this creep was trying to locate Oliver, then plant a bomb on the outside of the house. We startled him, and when he fell, he butt-dialed the bomb that was still in his car.” 
 
        “Jesus!” Blaylock muttered. 
 
        “And I think you might have found Dr. Speers murderer. That looks like Speer’s Rolex on his wrist.” 
 
        “This is great news!” Oliver gushed. “If this man killed Dr. Speers, he was probably also the man who planted the bomb in the church. Now that he’s out of the picture, things can get back to normal.” 
 
        Blaylock and I exchanged glances. “Not so fast,” I said. “This creep is just the messenger. Look at him. He’s not the one calling the shots. He may be gone, but there’s still someone out there who wants to shut you up. You’re still not safe until we find the one pulling the strings.” 
 
        I gave Maggie a call and told her not to pour the Arbor Mist. It would be hours before I could leave the scene.  
 
        On the way home, the one thing I couldn’t put out of my mind, was that somehow, I’d once again escaped the scythe of the Grim Reaper. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 15 
 
      
 
        The next day, Blaylock called and told me the unlucky peeper was a guy by the name of Karl Kramer. When the cops searched his apartment, they found Dr. Speers wallet, so there was no doubt that Kramer was the guilty party. 
 
        The fact that this idiot had worn the doctor’s watch and still had the wallet in his possession was further proof that Kramer was just a shill and there was still someone out there looking for an opportunity to put an end to the flat earth gang. 
 
        I hadn’t heard from either Arlo or Prentis for several days, then one afternoon Arlo called. 
 
        “Walt, I have some bad news.” 
 
        My first inclination was that there had been another attempt on his or Prentis’ life. 
 
        “No, nothing like that,” Arlo said. “I received a call from Misty Meadows this morning. They said that my grandfather passed away last night.” 
 
        “I’m so sorry to hear that.” 
 
        “They said he died in his sleep. I guess that’s as good a way to go as any.”   
 
        “Yes, I suppose so.” 
 
        “The reason I’m calling is to let you know there will be a graveside service day after tomorrow at Floral Hills. Pastor Bob will be presiding. I thought I’d let you know since you all were so kind to come to his birthday party.” 
 
        “Of course. I’m sure everyone will want to come and pay our respects to your grandfather. What time is the service?” 
 
        “One o’clock.” 
 
        “We’ll see you there.” 
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        Pale Rider was incensed that Kramer had failed again, and now, he was out of the picture. 
 
        Just as well, he thought. The fool was worthless. 
 
        Now, there was no other choice. He would have to handle the matter personally. His superiors wouldn’t tolerate another failure. 
 
        He had been keeping an eye on both Prentis and Quimby. When he learned that Quimby’s grandfather had passed and a graveside service was planned, he knew that would be the perfect time to strike. 
 
        The grave is always opened the day before, and an artificial grass cover is placed over the hole. It would be the perfect place to conceal another bomb which would put an end to the flat earth movement once and for all. 
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        In the dark of night, Pale Rider slipped into the cemetery and lowered the bomb into the depths of the grave. 
 
        The next day, he would watch from a distance, and when everyone was gathered around the casket, he would dial the number that would seal their fate. 
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        At twelve-fifteen, Maggie, Jerry and I were ready to depart for Floral Hills. Dad and Bernice decided to drive separately. We were to meet Kevin and Veronica at the gravesite.  
 
        I was just getting into the car when I heard Bernice sneeze. She whispered something to Dad, who nodded. 
 
        “You three go on ahead,” Dad said. “Bernice needs to freshen up.” 
 
        Well into her dotage, when Bernice sneezes, coughs, or laughs too hard, she sometimes has little accidents. Apparently, this was one of those times. Fortunately for both of them, they always make light of the situation realizing it is just a part of growing old.   
 
        I waved. “Okay, we’ll see you there.” 
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        Fifteen minutes had passed before John and Bernice departed for the cemetery. 
 
        “John, I’m so sorry,” Bernice said. “We’re going to be late.” 
 
        “Don’t think a thing about it, sweetie,” John replied. “Old Silas will be just as dead when we get there.” 
 
        “Oh, John!” she said, punching him in the arm. “You’re terrible!” 
 
        As they pulled into the winding driveway that led to the gravesite, they were surprised to see so many cars. 
 
        “Damn!” John muttered, “we’re going to have to walk a mile. The service will be over before we get there.” 
 
        “No, look,” Bernice said, pointing. “See that big black car? There’s a tiny space behind it. Do you think you can get us in?” 
 
        “Just watch me, sweetie-pie. I’ll rub some K-Y Jelly on the hood and slide her right in.” 
 
        John pulled up behind the black SUV, cranked the wheels, and turned in. Unfortunately, there just wasn’t enough room and he clipped the rear fender of the SUV. 
 
        “Oooops! Guess I didn’t put on enough K-Y Jelly.” 
 
        “John, there’s a man in the car.” 
 
        “So there is. I’d better go apologize and give him my insurance information.” 
 
        John climbed out of his car just as the other man was doing the same. 
 
        “Hey, mister,” John said, pointing at the dented fender, “sorry about that.” 
 
        The man barely glanced at the dent. “It’s nothing. Just move on. You don’t want to miss the service.” 
 
        “Nonsense,” John said, pulling out his billfold. “I insist. I’ve got my insurance card right here.” 
 
        The man narrowed his eyes. “I guess you didn’t hear me! I said to move on!” 
 
        “Well, you don’t have to get snippy about it. I’m just trying to do the right thing.” 
 
        “Look, old man, I’m going to tell you one more time. Get the hell away from here.” 
 
        “Not until we settle this!” John replied, belligerently. 
 
        The man pulled a gun from his waistband. “If you won’t listen to me, maybe you’ll listen to this!” 
 
        Bernice had been watching the exchange, and when the man pulled out his gun, she hiked up her skirt and pulled her .32 from her ankle holster. 
 
        “Two can play that game, buster,” she said, menacingly. 
 
        The man swerved and pointed the gun in her direction. 
 
        John grabbed Bernice and they crouched behind their car. 
 
        Exasperated, and seeing that the old couple weren’t going anywhere, Pale Rider made a decision. 
 
        “This ends today!” he muttered to himself. 
 
        Gun in hand, he sprinted toward the small crowd gathered around the gravesite. 
 
        Seeing the man take off running, John and Bernice crept from around their car and headed in the same direction. 
 
        Suddenly, Bernice grabbed John’s arm. “Look! The guy dropped his cell phone.” 
 
        She reached down and picked it up. 
 
        “Looks like he was about to dial some number,” she said. “I wonder if it was his mother? I think I’ll call and see if she knows what a stinker her son is.” 
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        Pastor Bob had just begun his remarks when we heard a disturbance along the road fifty feet away. We looked in that direction and saw a man running in our direction at full speed. 
 
        Someone yelled, “GUN!” and the crowd scattered, seeking shelter behind neighboring tombstones. 
 
        I grabbed Maggie and headed to the nearest headstone. I glanced over my shoulder and saw the approaching man stop and take a firing position. 
 
        There was a loud report, and I saw Oliver Prentis go down, blood seeping from a hole in his back. 
 
        I saw Kevin pull his gun and I did the same. Knowing there would be a lot of flat-earthers at the ceremony, we thought it prudent to go armed. 
 
        I heard Kevin fire off a round and the man ducked behind the casket. 
 
        The man raised up and was about to unleash another volley, when I heard the faint ringing of a cell phone coming from deep in the grave. 
 
        A moment later, ‘BOOM.’ The ground shook. Dirt and splinters of casket came raining down on us. 
 
        Then, the cemetery became strangely quiet. I peeked around the headstone at the gaping hole in the ground. 
 
        The casket, Arlo’s grandfather, and the man who attacked us were gone, totally obliterated by the explosion. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
        We never knew for sure who had sent the man who was obliterated by the blast. 
 
        The flat-earthers swore he was an agent sent by the government to silence their claims of a conspiracy. With no way to verify one way or another, the final police report simply said that it was the work of an extremist group at odds with the unorthodox beliefs of the flat-earthers. After all, who in their right mind would believe that the government had concocted a space program hoax and kept it under wraps for seventy years, then sent assassins to protect their dirty little secret? 
 
        Dr. Julian Speers believed it. He had some interesting ideas on the subject, but now he is dead. 
 
        It makes you wonder. 
 
        With the death of Oliver Prentis, Arlo Quimby became the leader of the flat earth group. Believing they were still being watched by sinister forces within the government, he vowed to keep their conspiracy rhetoric to a minimum and simply keep searching for more proof that the earth is flat. 
 
        He invited me to join their little band of truth seekers, but I politely declined. 
 
        When first approached by Arlo, I have to admit that I was intrigued by the information he shared. Then, after giving it more thought, I decided I really didn’t care one way or the other.  
 
        Whatever the shape of the earth, I had been on it for seventy-five years, and when I get up in the morning, I’ll be doing the same things I have always done. Believing one way or the other won’t change how I live or what I’m going to do. 
 
        It was a fun exercise for a while, but I decided I had better things to do with my life. 
 
        As I thought of the events of the past few weeks, once again I was amazed at how the lady wearing the white robe and blindfold maintains the balance of justice. 
 
        I smile when I realize that quirky Arlo Quimby was recruited by Lady Justice to balance the scales. 
 
        If it wasn’t for this quiet little man, scorned by police for his odd beliefs, five of America’s munitions plants would be in ruin. 
 
        If I learned one thing in my association with the flat-earthers, it’s how important it is to be tolerant of one another. 
 
        Our cars were vandalized, not by government assassins, but by an ignorant putz who disagreed with the message of the flat-earthers. 
 
        Dirty Harry said, “Opinions are like assholes, everybody has one.” 
 
        We would do well to keep that in mind. There will always be disagreements.  
 
        It’s one thing to disagree, but it’s something altogether different to act out in violence. 
 
        Christians and Muslims can disagree, but it’s not right to bomb Muslim mosques. 
 
        Abortionists and pro-lifers can disagree, but it’s not okay to bomb abortion clinics. 
 
        Unfortunately, violence over differences of opinion seems to be the norm today. 
 
        Evelyn Beatrice Hall said, “I do not agree with what you have to say, but I’ll defend to the death your right to say it.” 
 
        My name is Walt Williams, and as long as I’m on this old earth, whether flat or round, I’ll do my best to be tolerant, respect opposing opinions, and encourage others to do the same.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
        If you’re interested in seeing some of the information that Arlo gave Walt, check out these links: 
 
      
 
        Flat Earth – The Biggest Lie of All - Part 1 
 
      
 
    https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lchtwf5Fvhc 
 
      
 
        Flat Earth – he Biggest Lie of All - Part 2 
 
        https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TdoGTeM0koQ 
 
      
 
        Gall-Peters Projection from The West Wing TV series 
 
        https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vVX-PrBRtTY 
 
      
 
        A Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Moon 
 
        https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xciCJfbTvE4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
        Top Ten Proofs That Earth is Flat 
 
        https://flatearthscienceandbible.com/2016/02/08/top-ten-undeniable-flat-earth-proofs/ 
 
      
 
        A Stranger’s Guide to Flat Earth 
 
        https://youtu.be/k0xClWgidZU 
 
      
 
        The Flat Earth Society 
 
        https://wiki.tfes.org/Flat_Earth_-_Frequently_Asked_Questions 
 
      
 
        Flat Earth 101 
 
        http://flatearth101.com/fe-proofs-part-1 
 
      
 
        Now, to hear rebuttal from Dr. Damien Perkins: 
 
      
 
        The Earth is not Flat 
 
        https://splinternews.com/im-sorry-b-o-b-but-the-earth-is-not-flat-1794269700 
 
      
 
        Flat Earth Proof – Just a Mirage 
 
        https://answersingenesis.org/astronomy/earth/flat-earth-proof-just-a-mirage/ 
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    This is where it all began. 
 
    See how sixty-five-year-old Walt Williams became a cop and started the City Retiree Action Patrol. 
 
    Meet Maggie, Willie, Mary and the Professor, Walt’s sidekicks in all of the Lady Justice novels. 
 
    Laugh out loud as Walt and his band of Senior Scrappers capture the Realtor Rapist and take down the Russian Mob. 
 
    http://amzn.to/16lfjnY 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE LOST TAPES 
 
      
 
    Second Edition 
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       When corrupt politicians, the Italian mob and a dirty cop collude to take over a Northeast neighborhood, Walt is recruited for the most bizarre undercover assignments of his new career. 
 
       When conventional police work fails to solve the case, once again his band of scrappy seniors come to the rescue. 
 
       In the process, the amazing discovery of a previously unknown session by a deceased rock ‘n’ roll idol stuns the music industry. What should be a joyous occasion soon turns dark as lives are threatened. 
 
       All of your favorite characters, along with two lovable additions are back to help Walt in his quest for justice. 
 
       Their adventures and misadventures are sure to keep you captivated – and splitting your sides! 
 
                                      amzn.to/1twzOfq 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE GETS LEI’D 
 
      
 
    Second Edition 
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        In Lady Justice Gets Lei’d, Walt and Maggie plan a romantic honeymoon on the beautiful Hawaiian Islands, but ancient artifacts discovered in a cave in a dormant volcano and a surprising revelation about Maggie’s past, lead our lovers into the hands of Hawaiian zealots. 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/15P6bLg 
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    Second Edition 
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        Lady Justice has unwittingly entered a religious war. 
 
        Who better to fight for her than Walt Williams? 
 
        The Avenging Angels believe that it’s their job to rain fire and brimstone on Kansas City, their Sodom and Gomorrah. 
 
        In this compelling addition to the Lady Justice series, Robert Thornhill brings back all the characters readers have come to love for more hilarity and higher stakes. 
 
        You’ll laugh and be on the edge of your seat until the big finish. 
 
        Don’t miss Lady Justice and the Avenging Angels!  
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/1xXrYdY 
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    BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL ---WINTER 2012 
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    National Association of Book Entrepreneurs 
 
      
 
    In Lady Justice and the Sting, a holistic physician is murdered and Walt becomes entangled in the high-powered world of pharmaceutical giants and corrupt politicians. 
 
    Maggie, Ox Willie, Mary and all your favorite characters are back to help Walt bring the criminals to justice in the most unorthodox ways. 
 
    A dead-serious mystery with hilarious twists. 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/1gS4JMA 
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    BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL --- FALL 2011 
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    National Association of Book Entrepreneurs 
 
      
 
    In Lady Justice and Dr. Death, a series of terminally ill patients are found dead under circumstances that point to a new Dr. Death practicing euthanasia in the Kansas City area. 
 
    Walt and his entourage of scrappy seniors are dragged into the ‘right-to-die-with-dignity’ controversy. 
 
    The mystery provides a light-hearted look at this explosive topic and death in general. 
 
    You may see end-of-life issues in a whole new light after reading Lady Justice and Dr. Death! 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/H20Erx 
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    BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL – SUMMER 2012 
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    A vigilante is stalking the streets of Kansas City administering his own brand of justice when the justice system fails. 
 
    Criminals are being executed right under the noses of the police department. 
 
    A new recruit to the City Retiree Action Patrol steps up to help Walt and Ox bring an end to his reign of terror. 
 
    But not everyone wants the vigilante stopped. His bold reprisals against the criminal element have inspired the average citizen to take up arms and defend themselves. 
 
    As the body count mounts, public opinion is split. 
 
    Is it justice or is it murder? 
 
    A moral dilemma that will leave you laughing and weeping! 
 
    http://amzn.to/1d3FLK6 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE WATCHERS 
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    Suzanne Collins wrote The Hunger Games, Aldous Huxley wrote Brave New World and George Orwell wrote 1984. 
 
    All three novels were about dystopian societies of the future. 
 
    In Lady Justice and the Watchers, Walt sees the world we live in today through the eyes of a group who call themselves ‘The Watchers’. 
 
    Oscar Levant said that there’s a fine line between genius and insanity. 
 
    After reading Lady Justice and the Watchers, you may realize as Walt did that there’s also a fine line separating the life of freedom that we enjoy today and the totalitarian society envisioned in these classic novels. 
 
    Quietly and without fanfare, powerful interests have instituted policies that have eroded our privacy, health and individual freedoms. 
 
    Is the dystopian society still a thing of the distant future or is it with us now disguised as a wolf in sheep’s clothing? 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/15P5LEE 
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             BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL – FALL 2012 
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    National Association of Book Entrepreneurs 
 
      
 
    Will American politics always be dominated by the two major political parties or are voters longing for an Independent candidate to challenge the establishment? 
 
                  Everyone thought that the slate of candidates for the presidential election had been set until Benjamin Franklin Foster came on the scene capturing the hearts of American voters with his message of change and reform. 
 
    Powerful interests, intent on preserving the status quo with their bought-and-paid-for politicians were determined to take Ben Foster out of the race. 
 
    The Secret Service comes up with a quirky plan to protect the Candidate and strike a blow for Lady Justice. 
 
    Join Walt on the campaign trail for an adventure full of surprises, mystery, intrigue and laughs! 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/19f3XVZ 
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    BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL – SPRING 2013 
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    National Association of Book Entrepreneurs 
 
                 Members of the Midtown Book Club are found murdered. 
 
    It is just the beginning of a series of deaths that lead Walt and Ox into the twisted world of a serial killer. 
 
    In the late 1960's, the Zodiac Killer claimed to have killed 37 people and was never caught --- the perfect crime. 
 
    Oscar Roach, dreamed of being the next serial killer to commit the perfect crime. 
 
    He left a calling card with each of his victims --- a mystery novel, resting in their blood-soaked hands. 
 
    The media dubbed him 'The Librarian'. 
 
    Walt and the Kansas City Police are baffled by the cunning of this vicious killer and fear that he has indeed committed the perfect crime. Or did he? 
 
    Walt and his wacky senior cohorts prove, once again, that life goes on in spite of the carnage around them. 
 
    The perfect blend of murder, mayhem and merriment. 
 
    http://amzn.to/1aWGg3K 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE 
 
    AND THE 
 
    CRUISE SHIP MURDERS 
 
      
 
    [image: #11 Cruise cover 300 dpi crp copy] 
 
      
 
    Best New Mystery Novel – Summer 2013 
 
      
 
                             [image: ] 
 
      
 
    National Association of Book Entrepreneurs 
 
      
 
                   Ox and Judy are off to Alaska on a honeymoon cruise and invite Walt and Maggie to tag along. 
 
    Their peaceful plans are soon shipwrecked by the murder of two fellow passengers. 
 
    The murders appear to be linked to a century-old legend involving a cache of gold stolen from a prospector and buried by two thieves. 
 
    Their seven-day cruise is spent hunting for the gold and eluding the modern-day thieves, intent on possessing it at any cost. 
 
    Another nail-biting mystery that will have you on the edge of your seat one minute and laughing out loud the next. 
 
    http://amzn.to/16VjURw 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE 
 
    AND THE 
 
    CLASS REUNION 
 
      
 
    [image: Reunion COVER300 JPG CRP 600] 
 
      
 
                For most people, a 50th class reunion is a time to party and renew old acquaintances, but Walt Williams isn't an ordinary guy --- he's a cop, and trouble seems to follow him everywhere he goes. 
 
    The Mexican drug cartel is recruiting young Latino girls as drug mules and the Kansas City Police have hit a brick wall until Walt is given a lead by an old classmate. 
 
    Even then, it takes three unlikely heroes from the Whispering Hills Retirement Village to help Walt and Ox end the cartel's reign of terror. 
 
    Join Walt in a class reunion filled with mystery, intrigue, jealousy and a belly-full of laughs! 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/17S9YE0 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE ASSASSIN 
 
      
 
    [image: _13 Final front cover sm] 
 
      
 
    Two radical groups have joined together for a common purpose --- to kill the President of the United States, and they're looking for the perfect person to do the job. 
 
    Not a cold-blooded killer or a vicious assassin, but a model citizen, far removed from the watchful eyes of Homeland Security. 
 
    When the president comes to Kansas City, the unlikely trio of Walt, Willie and Louie the Lip find themselves knee-deep in the planned assassination. 
 
    Join our heroes for another suspenseful mystery and lots of laughs!  
 
    http://amzn.to/1bDdrKJ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE LOTTERY 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Two septuagenarians win the lottery's biggest prize, dragging Walt and Ox into the most bizarre cases of their career. 
 
    The two 'oldies' are determined to use their new-found wealth to re-create the past but instead propel Walt into the future where he must use drones and Star Trek phasers to balance the scales of justice. 
 
    When an extortion plot turns into kidnapping, Walt must boldly go where no cop has gone before to save himself and the millionaire. 
 
    Come along for another hilarious ride with the world's oldest and most lovable cop! 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/1exhji6 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE VET 
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    Best New Mystery Novel – Spring 2014 
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    National Association of Book Entrepreneurs 
 
      
 
    Ben Singleton, a Marine veteran, had returned from a tour of duty in Afghanistan and was having difficulty adjusting to civilian life. 
 
    Fate, coincidence, or something else, thrust him right into the heart of some of Walt and Ox’s most difficult cases. 
 
    Our heroes find themselves knee-deep in trouble as they go undercover in a nursing home to smoke out practitioners of Medicaid fraud, meanwhile, Islamic terrorists with ties to the Taliban are plotting to attack one of Kansas City’s most cherished institutions. 
 
    Join Walt and his band of senior sidekicks on another emotional roller coaster ride that will have you shedding tears of laughter one minute and sorrow the next. 
 
    http://amzn.to/17GyE3n 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE 
 
    AND THE 
 
    ORGAN TRADERS 
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    A badly burned body with a fresh incision and a missing kidney leads Walt into the clandestine world of an organ trader ring that has set up shop in Kansas City. 
 
    Walt is determined to bring to justice the bootleggers, who purchase body parts from the disadvantaged and sell them to people with means, until a relative from Maggie’s past turns up needing a kidney to survive. 
 
    Once again, Walt discovers that very little in his world is black and white. 
 
      
 
                   amzn.to/1jmde5S 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
                     LADY JUSTICE 
 
                          AND THE 
 
                 PHARAOH’S CURSE 
 
      
 
                      [image: ] 
 
      
 
                An artifact is stolen from the King Tut exhibit, setting in motion a string of bizarre murders that baffle the Kansas City Police Department. 
 
    A local author simultaneously releases his novel, The Curse of the Pharaohs, attributing the deaths to an ancient prophesy, ‘Death shall come on swift wings to him who disturbs the peace of the King.’ 
 
    Are the deaths the result of an ancient curse or modern-day mayhem? 
 
    Follow the clues with Walt and decide for yourself!  
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/1yHlnGE 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE  
 
    IN THE EYE OF THE STORM 
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         With the death of a young black man, Walt and Ox are dragged into the eye of a storm as Kansas City erupts in violence and demonstrations. 
 
         Fearing for their lives, Captain Short sends them on assignment to Cabo San Lucas where they find themselves in the eye of a very different and even more dangerous storm --- Hurricane Odile. 
 
        Surviving these ordeals pushes both men beyond the limits of anything they have experienced, and leaves Walt facing one of the most important decisions of his life. 
 
      
 
    amzn.to/1w6CthZ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE ON THE DARK SIDE 
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        After five years on the police force, a bullet in the kiester from a vengeful gangbanger convinces Walt that it’s time to turn in his badge. 
 
        Walt realizes once again that retirement just isn’t his cup of tea, and with a little urging from his brother-in-law, decides to become a private investigator. 
 
        For five years he had served the Lady Justice wearing a white robe and a blindfold and followed the rules, but he soon discovered that the P.I. business was leading him across the line into the dark side and a completely different set of rules. 
 
        When Walt comes face to face with the Lady Justice on the dark side, dressed in a tight skirt, fishnet stockings and high heels, he is faced with decisions that will change the course of his life. 
 
      
 
    amzn.to/1LFIDyS 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE 
 
    AND THE BROKEN HEARTS 
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        Walt goes under the knife for a heart operation and while in the hospital, stumbles upon a series of mysterious deaths that are certainly not from natural causes. 
 
        He solves that mystery only to discover that people on the transplant waiting list are suddenly dying as well. 
 
        Then, information about a terrorist plot is found on a heart attack victim who has been rushed to the ICU. 
 
        Throughout it all, Walt discovers that there are many ways that a person may die of a broken heart. 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/1I1xTIW 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE 
 
    AND THE CONSPIRACY 
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        Are we being poisoned?     
 
        Those fluffy white trails crisscrossing the sky --- some say they are simply water vapor frozen into crystals. Others say they are deadly chemicals, some of which are for military defense, and others to control the weather and the world’s food supply. 
 
        Are the chemtrails really part of a clandestine government conspiracy? Four people believe so, and claim they have proof, but each of their lives comes to a tragic and mysterious end before they can offer their proof to the world. 
 
        Join Private Investigator, Walt Williams, as he searches for the truth and looks for clues to explain the untimely deaths. 
 
    http://amzn.to/1Ms5KLR 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE 
 
    AND THE CONSPIRACY TRIAL 
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        Investigative reporter, Jack Carson, has been murdered, but by whom? 
 
        Police arrest mob boss Carmine Marchetti, but Walt is convinced that it was the work of government assassins, sent to silence the reporter before he could expose a clandestine program that for decades had been spraying deadly chemicals into the atmosphere for weather control and defense. 
 
        Will justice prevail or will the government’s dirty little secret remain hidden? 
 
     
 
     
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/23vfry5 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE  
 
    AND THE GHOSTLY TREASURE 
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        Is there really a spirit world? And if there is, can those disembodied souls communicate with the living? 
 
        Can departed love ones speak to family from beyond the grave? 
 
        These are questions Walt must ponder when a bizarre series of paranormal events lead his friend, Mary, to a treasure hidden away for seventy years, and a family she never knew existed. 
 
        Walt’s ultimate answer lies in the words of the Professor, “There are still many things beyond the comprehension of mortal man.” 
 
        A light-hearted look at things that go ‘bump’ in the night.  
 
    http://amzn.to/235rVO9 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE  
 
    AND THE GHOST WHISPERER 
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        What do a Confederate soldier who died on the field of battle, a woman who was driven from her home by the ravages of the Civil War, and a man who perished in a turn-of-the-century asylum have in common? 
 
        They all contact private investigator, Walt Williams.  
 
        A bizarre series of events surrounding these paranormal visits culminate in the discovery of a terrorist plot to detonate bombs at a crowded festival. 
 
        Once again, Lady Justice pairs Walt with forces from beyond the veil to solve mysteries hidden for decades and bring evil-doers to justice. 
 
      
 
    amzn.to/2cwzNU6 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lady Justice and the Spy 
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        Walt and his senior sidekicks match wits with a killer clown, and an assassin hired by Big Pharma to murder a holistic physician working on a cure for cancer. 
 
        Things were going bad when a mysterious government spy appeared to save the day, but this spy had an ulterior motive, and it involved a member of Walt’s entourage.  
 
        Chemtrails, conspiracies, and clowns are a recipe for disaster, but Walt and Lady Justice prevail. 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/2llIyWc 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lady Justice 
 
    and the Cat 
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        A treasure hunter is murdered and his discovery is stolen. 
 
        Members of a terrorist cell who have plans for a devastating attack, recognize Sara Savage, a retired CIA operative, kidnap her, and hold her for ransom. 
 
        And who does Lady Justice send to help private investigator Walt Williams save the day? 
 
        Clarence the Cat! 
 
        Walt forms an uneasy alliance with the feline crime fighter to solve the mysteries and bring the bad guys to justice. 
 
        It’s a laugh a minute as Walt spars with his new furry partner and the forces of evil. 
 
    http://amzn.to/2trBnii 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lady Justice 
 
    and the 
 
    Geriatric Gumshoes 
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        Inspired by their hero, Walt Williams, three retirees decide to give Lady Justice a helping hand.
   Although their intentions are good, these septuagenarian sleuths get crossways with the Kansas City mafia, dangerous drug dealers, and the Russian mob.
    Walt must come to their rescue, putting himself in harm’s way to pull their eager, but aging, fannies out of the fire.
    Follow the action as Walt and the geriatric gumshoes prove once again that good guys can triumph over evil, no matter how old they are. 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/2eWNkM3 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lady Justice  
 
    And The  
 
    Sixth Sense 
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        A ten-year-old boy has a bike accident and suffers a concussion. A neural connection is made that gives him the ability to have insight into future events. 
 
        This young boy, with his new sixth sense, joins forces with Walt to exonerate a man who has been unjustly accused of murder, and thwart a plot to assassinate the President of the United States. 
 
        Once again Lady Justice prevails, this time thanks to the unlikely collaboration of a young savant and a seventy-four-year-old private investigator. 
 
    http://amzn.to/2DCdQFj 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lady Justice  
 
    And The 
 
    Magic Dragon 
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        Three children, a boy eight, and two six-year-old girls, see violence so terrifying that they retreat into the magical, make-believe world of Puff the Magic Dragon where they feel safe and secure. 
 
        P.I. Walt Williams teams up with Lady Justice and Puff to protect the kids from vicious muggers, an abusive husband, and a sexual predator. 
 
        Once again, justice is served when Walt and his senior sidekicks come to the rescue. 
 
        A story filled with fears, tears, laughter, and hope. 
 
    http://amzn.to/2FRJ5te 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lady Justice 
 
    And The Black Widow 
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        Throughout history, men have used their wealth, power, and prestige to harass, manipulate, and coerce women to fulfill their sexual desires. 
 
        Fed up with the ‘good ole boy’ status quo, the Black Widow appears in Kansas City to avenge the women who have fallen victim to their male predators. 
 
        Fate throws P.I Walt Williams into the path of the Widow as she exacts her vengeance on the guilty. 
 
        Is the Black Widow a new cult heroine or a cold-blooded killer? 
 
        Decide for yourself! 
 
      
 
    https://amzn.to/2Juo2lz 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lady Justice 
 
    And The Devil’s Breath 
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        Devil’s Breath is called the most dangerous drug in the world, and it’s come to Kansas City. It is said that it takes away a person’s free will, and minions of a Columbian drug lord are using it to rob, steal, kidnap, and even commit murder.
    Fate throws Walt and his geriatric sidekicks into the path of the purveyors of Devil’s Breath endangering their lives and the lives of those around them.
    Once again, Walt finds himself face-to-face with the Grim Reaper. Will he survive to continue serving Lady Justice, or will the Devil’s Breath take his last breath away? 
 
    https://amzn.to/2Nxw5fJ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lady Justice 
 
    And The 
 
    Mysterious Box 
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        A mysterious box left by a dying man falls into Walt’s hands.
    He learns, much to his dismay, that the box is being sought by agents from four countries.
    Walt has no idea what the box contains but is told that in the right hands it could be a blessing to mankind, but in the wrong hands, a curse.
    Walt is charged with the safekeeping of the box, but at what expense? Others who have come in contact with the box are dead.
    At some point, Walt must decide whether the contents of the box are worth risking the lives of those closest to him. 
 
    https://amzn.to/2CrzlsC 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lady Justice  
 
    And The 
 
    Mystery Mansion 
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        Walt and Maggie purchase a run-down mansion with plans to restore it to its former grandeur, not knowing that every previous owner had suffered a terrible tragedy due to a centuries-old curse.
    During the restoration, the mysterious mansion reveals dark secrets that have been hidden away for decades.
    As restless spirits and hidden corpses are found, Walt and Maggie fear they may become the next victims of the evil curse. 
 
      
 
    https://amzn.to/2rYkSfk 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lady Justice 
 
    And 
 
    Good vs Evil 
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        Walt has a mysterious box hidden in his safe. He has been told it contains a device that can be either a blessing or a curse to mankind depending on who possess it.  
 
        A Dr. Skinner comes to Kansas City and convinces Walt that he will use the device for altruistic endeavors.  
 
        But others covet the device for more clandestine purposes. It is the classic confrontation of good vs evil. The question is: which one will possess the device in the end? 
 
      
 
    https://amzn.to/2GxixAx 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    WOLVES IN SHEEP’S CLOTHING 
 
      
 
    [image: WISC6x9CoverFront] 
 
      
 
    In August of 2011, I completed the fifth novel in the Lady Justice mystery/comedy series, Lady Justice and the Sting. 
 
    As I always do, I sent copies of the completed manuscript to several friends and acquaintances for their feedback and comments before sending the manuscript to the publisher. 
 
    Since the plot involved a holistic physician, I sent a copy to Dr. Edward Pearson in Florida. 
 
    Dr. Pearson loved the premise of the book and the style of writing, particularly as it related to alternative healthcare, natural products and Walt's transformation into a healthier lifestyle. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    In subsequent conversations, Dr. Pearson shared that he had been looking for a book that he could share with his patients, colleagues and peers that would spread his message in a format that would capture their imagination and their hearts. 
 
    The Sting was very close to what he had been looking for and he made the suggestion that maybe we could work together to produce just the right book. 
 
    As I reflected on this idea, I realized that Walt's skirmishes with pharmaceutical companies, corrupt politicians, doctors, nurses, hospitals, bodily afflictions and a healthier lifestyle were not confined to just The Sting, but were scattered throughout all six of the Lady Justice mystery/comedy novels. 
 
    Using The Sting as the basis of the new book, I went through the manuscripts of the other five Lady Justice novels and pulled out chapters and vignettes that fleshed out the story of Walt's medical adventures. 
 
    Thus, Wolves In Sheep's Clothing was born. 
 
    Dr. Pearson is currently using Wolves in conjunction with his New Medicine Foundation to help spread the word about healthcare alternatives. 
 
    [image: NMF_Logo_49x491] 
 
    New Medicine Foundation 
 
    Dr. Edward W. Pearson, MD, ABIHM 
 
    http://newmedicinefoundation.com 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    RAINBOW ROAD 
 
    CHAPTER BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 
 
    AGES 5 – 10 
 
      
 
    [image: Flyer 7 jpg best crop] 
 
      
 
    Super Secrets of Rainbow Road 
 
      
 
    Super Powers of Rainbow Road 
 
      
 
          Hawaiian Rainbows 
 
      
 
    Patriotic Rainbows 
 
      
 
    Sports Heroes of Rainbow Road 
 
      
 
    Ghosts and Goblins of Rainbow Road 
 
      
 
    Christmas Crooks of Rainbow Road 
 
      
 
    For more information, 
 
    Go to http://BooksByBob.com 
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