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        If you have read Lady Justice and the Mysterious Box, you will discover in Good vs Evil what Walt has been hiding in his safe for months. 
 
        Although Good vs Evil is a stand-alone, Mysterious Box would be a great prequel to read first. 
 
        If you haven’t read it, you can find it here: 
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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 GOOD vs EVIL 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 1 
 
      
 
        I had just parked and was heading into our local Buy Mart to pick up a new supply of toilet paper, toothpaste, and a list of life’s other essentials, when I spotted two young black men standing toe-to-toe with two elderly men. 
 
       It was quite obvious that it was not a pleasant confrontation. 
 
        One of the young men was poking one of the old guys in the chest. 
 
        “I don’t give a damn if you are some kind of retard! That don’t give you no right to stick your nose in other people’s business!” 
 
        Being an old fart myself, I usually make it a practice not to get involved in volatile situations, but this looked like it could get ugly fast, and the old dudes were scared to death and at a definite disadvantage.   
 
        I decided, against my better judgement, to intervene. 
 
        “Uhhh, excuse me. What seems to be the problem here?” 
 
        The guy poking gave me a scowl. “This ain’t none of your business. Butt out!” 
 
        The man not being poked offered an explanation. 
 
        “My friend here is autistic. Sometimes he says inappropriate things. He doesn’t mean to be hurtful. He just can’t help it. I tried to explain, but ---.” 
 
        “What in the world did he say?” 
 
        The other young man spoke up. “He disrespected us. He said we looked ridiculous. He ain’t got no right to say stuff like that.” 
 
        It was then I noticed that the two young men’s pants were hanging below their butt cheeks, exposing most of their colorful boxers. 
 
        Unfortunately, the first thing that popped into my mind was the words to the song introduced by Larry Platt on the TV show, American Idol. 
 
      
 
        Pants on the ground
    Pants on the ground
    Lookin’ like a fool with yo pants on the ground   
 
      
 
        I had to agree that they did look ridiculous, but I wasn’t about to say so. 
 
        “Look, I’m sure this gentleman didn’t mean any harm. If he apologized could we make all this go away?” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “Yeah, I guess.” 
 
        I looked hopefully at the man. “How about an apology?” 
 
        “Absolutely not!” he replied haughtily. “I’m not about to apologize for stating the truth.” 
 
        “See!” the kid retorted, “he’s disrespecting us again!” 
 
        I could see this was going nowhere. I decided to explain the situation in terms the kid could relate to. 
 
        “Did you ever have a friend get totally wasted and puke in your car?” 
 
        I could see the wheels turning. “Yeah, so what?” 
 
        “Did you rough him up for disrespecting your ride?” 
 
        “Course not! He couldn’t help it. He was drunk.” 
 
        “Well, that’s what we have here. This gentleman just puked on your ego, but just like your friend, he couldn’t help it because of his condition. You’re a bright guy. Surely you can see it’s the same thing.” 
 
        The second kid pulled on his sleeve. “I remember you pukin’ in DeAndre’s car. He didn’t do nothin’ but gag a lot.” 
 
        The first kid pondered the situation. “Yeah, I guess. Let’s get out of here Jerome.” 
 
        Without another word, they turned and walked away. 
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        “Well, that was unsettling,” the man said. “Thank you for your help. My name is Jacob Watson and this is Dr. Buford Skinner.” 
 
        “Doctor?” I said, a bit puzzled. “I thought you said ---.” 
 
        “Yes, Dr. Skinner is autistic, but he is a world-renowned neuroscientist. He’s what is known as an autistic savant.” 
 
        “I see,” I replied, handing him my card. “Walt Williams. Pleased to make your acquaintance.” 
 
        Dr. Skinner grabbed my card, read it, then gave me the once-over. “Hummph! Private Investigator. Aren’t you a bit long in the tooth for that kind of work?” 
 
        “Dr. Skinner!” Watson moaned. “I’m so sorry Mr. Williams. As you have witnessed, one of Dr. Skinner’s quirks is blurting out what he believes to be the truth. It can be quite embarrassing.” Then he looked at the retreating men with baggy pants. “And sometimes even dangerous.” 
 
        “Not a problem. Call me Walt. Actually Dr. Skinner is spot on. I’m seventy-five which is indeed unusual for a private investigator. I’ve tried retiring three times. I’m just not very good at it.” 
 
        Watson looked at his watch. “My goodness! We have an appointment in fifteen minutes. We must run along. Thank you again for your intervention. I’m not sure what would have happened without your assistance.” 
 
        “Glad to help. Have a good day.” 
 
        As they walked away, I heard Dr. Skinner. “Watson! Surely you agree that anyone with a lick of sense would think such attire is ridiculous!” 
 
       Indeed! I thought. But most people with a lick of sense would keep their mouth shut! 
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          After distributing the purchases I made at Buy Mart, I decided to take a quick siesta. A self-employed gumshoe with no clients can do that. 
 
        The moment the word siesta entered my mind, I thought about a joke my tenant, Jerry, had told me one day.   
 
        “Two Mexican guys were talking. One says to the other, ‘Are you going to siesta today?’ The other guy replies, ‘Not today. Her husband is home.’” 
 
        Jerry is one of the tenants in my apartment building and fancies himself as the second coming of Rodney Dangerfield. He’s always trying out his new material on the rest of us in preparation for his weekly amateur gig at the Comedy Club. 
 
        Well crap! I thought. Once Jerry’s stupid joke started rattling around in my mind, I just couldn’t fall asleep.   
 
        Since I couldn’t ‘see Esta’ I figured I might as well do something productive. 
 
        My wife, Maggie, is a real estate agent with City Wide Realty and I knew she would be working late with an out of town client. 
 
        I decided to prepare my signature dish, tuna casserole, and have it piping hot on the table when she arrived. It never hurts to build up brownie points with the missus. 
 
        I was just pulling it out of the oven when she walked in the door. 
 
        “Hmmm,” she said, sniffing the air. “I smell tuna casserole. Walt, what have you done now or what lamebrain thing are you planning to do?” 
 
        Unfortunately, on more than one occasion, I had prefaced some uncomfortable conversation with my tuna casserole. 
 
        “Absolutely nothing! I just wanted to have a nice hot meal ready for my hard-working wife.” 
 
        She looked skeptical. I had used that line a few times before as well. 
 
        “Why don’t you get comfortable and I’ll pour us a couple of glasses of Arbor Mist?” 
 
        She rolled her eyes. “Arbor Mist too! It must be pretty bad.” 
 
        “I’m innocent! I promise!” 
 
        “Sure you are. We’ll see.” 
 
        When we were seated, she looked me in the eye. “Well, let’s hear it.” 
 
        “There’s nothing, I swear. Tell me about your day. Did you meet your new buyer?” 
 
        “I did,” she replied, shaking her head, “and it was quite interesting. There were two of them. Two men. They had the strangest request. They were looking for a secure building to start a business of some kind.” 
 
        “Secure? What kind of business?” 
 
        “I still don’t know. They were very secretive. They just said it had to be a secure structure to protect their product.” 
 
        “That is a bit strange.” 
 
        “That’s not the strangest part. One of the men was some kind of autistic savant.” 
 
        I almost choked on my tuna casserole. “I don’t suppose your buyers were Dr. Buford Skinner and Jacob Watson?” 
 
        Now Maggie almost choked. “How could you possibly know that?” 
 
        I told her about my encounter with the two men at Buy Mart. “They hurried off saying they were late for an appointment. I guess that was you.” 
 
        “Unbelievable!” she replied. “Hearing your story about Dr. Skinner’s quirk explains what happened to me. As we were parting, he very matter-of-factly stated that I had a very fine ass for a woman my age.” 
 
        I had just taken a swig of Arbor Mist which squirted out my nose as I was overcome with a fit of laughter. 
 
        “I suppose you think that’s funny,” she asked, indignantly. 
 
        “No, not at all,” I said, trying to compose myself. “Watson said that Dr. Skinner will say anything he believes is true even if it’s inappropriate. In this case he is absolutely correct. You do have a very fine ass!” 
 
        “You’re incorrigible!” 
 
        “If it’s any comfort, he told me I was too old to be a private investigator.” 
 
        That made her smile. “Well, maybe he was right on both counts.” 
 
        “So, did you find him a building?” 
 
        “Actually, I did. I found a location where a bank went belly-up. As soon as they saw the huge walk-in vault they were sold. They wrote an offer right on the spot --- cash!” 
 
        “Congratulations! I’m still curious about what kind of business would need a bank vault.” 
 
        “Me too. Maybe we’ll find out more when they close escrow.” 
 
        After the supper dishes were done and the left-over casserole put in the fridge, I made my move. 
 
        “Dr. Skinner made a very bold statement about you. I think it is only fair for a third party to verify his hypothesis.” 
 
        “I don’t suppose that third party would be you? He also said you were too old to be an investigator. Are you sure you can handle the job?” 
 
        “Never know till we try,” I replied taking her hand. 
 
        I’m proud to say that I satisfactorily completed my investigation and verified that Dr. Skinner’s hypothesis was spot on! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 2 
 
      
 
        The next day I was piddling around my office when the phone rang. 
 
        “Mr. Williams?” 
 
        “Yes, this is Walt Williams. How may I help you?” 
 
        “This is Jacob Watson. We met yesterday at the Buy Mart store. You assisted us with those degenerate young men.” 
 
        “Yes, I remember. What can I do for you?” 
 
        “We would like to employ you as our private investigator.” 
 
        I was dumbfounded. “But I thought ---.” 
 
        “Yes, I know what Dr. Skinner said about your age. We went to the Kansas City Police Department and spoke to a Captain Short. When we told him we were looking for a private investigator, you came highly recommended. Dr. Skinner was still skeptical, but I reminded him that we had asked for a recommendation and since we had gotten one, we should follow through. He could see the logic in that decision.” 
 
        I was both surprised and pleased. Like Maggie, I was a real estate agent at City Wide Realty for twenty-five years. Nine years ago, I traded my briefcase for a badge and spent five years on the force under the leadership of Captain Short. 
 
        After many near-death experiences and a bullet in the kiester, I retired from the police department four years ago and started Walt Williams Investigations with my brother-in-law, Kevin McBride. 
 
        It was nice to know that my old captain had given me a good recommendation. 
 
        “Uhh, certainly,” I replied. “I would be happy to talk to you. Can you come by my office?” 
 
        “The captain gave me your address. We’ll be there in twenty minutes.” 
 
        In exactly twenty minutes, there was a knock on the door. I hurried to open it, but Maggie beat me to it. 
 
        I don’t know who was more surprised, Maggie or our guests. 
 
        “Maggie!” Watson exclaimed. “What are you doing here?” 
 
       “Mr. Watson, Dr. Skinner. I might ask you the same thing. I don’t remember scheduling an appointment.” 
 
        “Actually, we’re here to see Walt Williams.” Then it dawned on him. “Maggie Williams. Walt Williams. My goodness. What a coincidence!” 
 
        “Small world,” I said, inviting them inside. Then, to Maggie, “They went to the precinct asking for the name of a good P.I. Captain Short gave them my name.” 
 
        “Then I’ll leave you to it,” she said. “Also, I should be hearing from the listing agent about your offer. I’ll let you know as soon as I hear something.” 
 
        Maggie and I share the third bedroom in our apartment as an office. I admit it doesn’t exactly reek of professionalism but it just didn’t make sense to spend money renting an office. Naturally, Dr. Skinner noticed, and as usual, spoke the truth. 
 
        “Your office accommodations leave something to be desired.” 
 
        Watson was mortified. “Dr. Skinner!” 
 
        “I understand and totally agree,” I replied, “but I’m sure you’ve heard the old saying, ‘you can’t tell a book by its cover.’” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “Yes, of course you’re right. I’ll overlook your accommodations for the moment.”  
 
        Once they were seated, I got straight to the point. “Tell me why you need a private investigator.” 
 
        Watson took a long breath. “We’re trying to locate a missing article.” 
 
        “What kind of article? What is it exactly?” 
 
        “The technical term is a Neuron Encoding Synapse Disruptor, NESD for short. It is a very advanced piece of technology developed by Detrick Von Braun, a highly regarded neuroscientist in Canada.” 
 
        “I don’t understand. If it was developed in Canada, why are you looking in Kansas City?” 
 
        “That’s the tragedy,” Watson replied. “Dr. Von Braun had just finished his trials on the instrument when he was murdered. The night of his death, the device was taken from his laboratory. Our sources tell us that the NESD was taken to California where it passed through several hands before being transported to Kansas City. Once here, the trail went cold. We are convinced it is here, but we have no idea who might have it.” 
 
        “What makes you think I can find it when your other sources have had no luck?” 
 
        Dr. Skinner looked at me indignantly. “Are you or are you not a private investigator?” 
 
        “I am, but ---.” 
 
        “Very well then,” he replied. “Investigate! This is your town. Prove to us that Captain Short was correct in recommending you.” 
 
        “Of course,” I replied, “but I’ll need someplace to start. Do you happen to have a photo of the device?” 
 
        “That we do,” Watson replied, removing a photo from his briefcase. 
 
        When he handed me the photo, my heart leaped into my throat. It was like I had been hit between the eyes with a two-by-four. 
 
        I tried to conceal my shock. Little did they know that the device they were seeking was across the room, a mere ten feet from where they were sitting, hidden away in my safe. Evidently, I didn’t do it very well. 
 
        “You seem surprised.” 
 
        “I --- uhhh --- I’ve just never seen anything like this before,” I lied. 
 
        “That’s because there never has been anything like it before,” Dr. Skinner replied. “It’s one of a kind.” 
 
        “But if Dr. Von Braun built one, surely there’s a blueprint to build another.” 
 
       “Sadly, no” Dr. Skinner replied. “Von Braun was a brilliant man, but also a cautious man. Knowing the impact his device could have on mankind, he took precautions so that it could never fall into the wrong hands. He left no written record of his work. Everything was in his head. When he died, the plans for constructing the device died with him.” 
 
        “What exactly does this thing do?” 
 
        “Actually, it’s quite complex,” Dr. Skinner replied, “but in layman’s terms, the device has the ability to totally eradicate one’s memory. I call it ‘The Eraser.’” 
 
        Naturally, I was speechless. Knowing nothing about the two men sitting across the room, I wasn’t about to pop open my safe and hand the device over to them. 
 
        “Well,” Skinner asked impatiently, “are you going to take the case or not?” 
 
        I figured I should stall until I decided what to do. “Uhh, sure! I would be happy to help you. Let me prepare the paperwork and I’ll get right on it.” 
 
        Thankfully, at that moment, Maggie popped into the office. “Good news. Your offer was accepted. As soon as we close, you’ll be the proud owners of your own bank vault.” 
 
        “Splendid!” Watson gushed. “Now if Mr. Williams is as efficient as his wife, we’ll soon be in business.” 
 
        After all the paperwork was signed and they were preparing to leave, Dr. Skinner pulled me aside. “Your wife has a very fine ass for a woman her age.” 
 
        I just smiled. “You have no idea!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 3 
 
      
 
        As soon as my new clients were gone, I plopped into my easy chair, totally bewildered, trying to decide what to do next. 
 
        I thought about how the box had come into my possession and the events that transpired after it arrived. 
 
        They said the device had been transported from California to Kansas City and I knew exactly how that occurred. Somehow, Oliver McDermont, the younger brother of my tenant, Bernice, got his hands on the mysterious box. Knowing that several others who had possessed the box had ended up dead, he headed to Kansas City hoping that mob boss, Carmine Marchetti, could help him disappear before he suffered the same fate. 
 
        Unfortunately, Russian agents tracked him to the Three Trails Hotel before he could make contact with Marchetti. Realizing he had been discovered, McDermont gave the box to another tenant, Mr. Feeney, before he was accosted and murdered by the Russians. 
 
        As fate would have it, I happen to be the not-so-proud owner of the Three Trails. Mr. Feeney, a long-time tenant, gave me the box he had hidden in his room. 
 
        In the weeks that followed, I found, much to my dismay, that the box containing the device  was being sought by the Russians, the Chinese, the North Koreans, and our own Homeland Security. 
 
        Once in possession of the box, I was contacted by a man who called himself Ishmael. He informed me, in no uncertain terms, that under no circumstances could I let the box fall into the hands of the men pursuing it. 
 
        When I questioned him about the device, he would never tell me exactly what it was, but he did say that the contents of the box could either be a blessing or a curse to mankind, depending on who possessed it, and while the device itself was not evil, it was what could happen if it fell into the hands of evil men. 
 
        Subsequently, Ishmael, along with a long list of others pursuing the box, were murdered. Agents from our own government even kidnapped Maggie, offering to trade my wife for the device. 
 
        Thankfully, with help from my partner, Kevin, and my old partner on the force, Ox, we were able to rescue my wife, but I soon realized that the mayhem would continue as long as the box was still in play. 
 
        I devised a plan to make the rest of the world believe the device no longer existed. In front of Mark Davenport, my half-brother, and an agent with Homeland Security, I pitched a box, exactly like the box containing the device, into the Missouri River. 
 
        Remembering Ishmael’s words, that the device could either be a blessing or a curse to mankind, I couldn’t destroy something that might actually improve the human condition. 
 
        I hid the mysterious box in my safe, hoping that someday, the person who could take the device and make it a blessing to mankind would appear. 
 
        Now, Dr. Skinner had come into my life seeking the device. Should I give it to him? Are his intentions good or evil?  
 
        I had to know more before I could make a decision. 
 
        I needed to know more about the man who built the device, and I need to know more about what it could actually do. I figured if anyone had the answers it would be Nicholas Thatcher and Arnie Goldblume, my friends with the Watchers organization. They were both techno-nerds and had their sights on pretty much everything the government was trying to do. 
 
        I gave them a call and headed to their headquarters on Rockhill Road. 
 
        On the way to their office, I tried to figure out how to get the information I needed without spilling the beans about the box in my safe. Not another soul, not my wife, Maggie, my partner, Kevin, or my old friend Ox, knew that the box still existed. I wanted to keep it that way. The last thing I wanted was more government operatives on my doorstep willing to do anything to possess the device. 
 
        As always, I was greeted warmly by my friends. 
 
        “Walt! Good to see you. What kind of mess have you gotten yourself into now?” 
 
        They knew me all too well. 
 
        “I’ve been asked to take a case and I need more information before I agree to take it on. It involves technology that I’ve never heard of and I thought you might enlighten me.” 
 
        That peaked their interest.  
 
        “Sure, we’ll do our best,” Arnie replied. “What’s the scoop?” 
 
        “Have you ever heard of a Detrick Von Braun?” 
 
        “Absolutely!” Nick replied. “He’s one of the world’s brightest neuroscientists.” 
 
        “Did you know he is dead?” 
 
        I could see by the look on their faces that they did not. 
 
        “No! How did he die?” 
 
        “From what I’ve been told, he was murdered.” 
 
        “How horrible! What a waste. The man was brilliant.” 
 
        “I’ve also been told that the project he was working on might have contributed to his death. Have you ever heard of Neuron Encoding Synapse Disruptor?” 
 
        The two exchanged a worried glance.  
 
        “Yes,” Nick replied. “We’ve heard that such a device was being studied, but as far as we know, one has never been built.” 
 
        “What exactly is it supposed to do?” 
 
        “According to what we have heard, it would have the ability to erase one’s memory.” 
 
        That confirmed what Dr. Skinner had told me. 
 
        “How could that be possible?” 
 
        “To understand how such a device would work,” Nick replied, “you have to know how memories are created. Memory is our ability to encode, store, retain and subsequently recall information and past experiences in the human brain. In more physiological or neurological terms, memory is, at its simplest, a set of encoded neural connections in the brain. It is the re-creation or reconstruction of past experiences by the synchronous firing of neurons that were involved in the original experience.  
 
        “Scientists have long known that recording a memory requires adjusting the connections between neurons. Each memory tweaks some tiny subset of the neurons in the brain, changing the way they communicate. The human brain has 100 billion neurons in all. Neurons send messages to one another across narrow gaps called synapses. A synapse is like a bustling port, complete with machinery for sending and receiving cargo, neurotransmitters, specialized chemicals that convey signals between neurons.” 
 
        “Okay,” I replied, trying to assimilate Nick’s explanation. “So how does this NESD gizmo affect all that?” 
 
        “It does just as the name implies,” Arnie replied. “It disrupts the neurotransmitters that convey the signals between the neurons. No signals, no memory.” 
 
        “Do you believe such a device really exists? Something that could totally erase a person’s memory?” 
 
        “It’s certainly possible,” Nick replied. “As far back as the 1960’s, researchers found that a memory could be weakened if they gave an animal an electric shock or a drug that interferes with a particular neurotransmitter just after they prompted the animal to recall the memory. A man by the name of Karim Nader performed dozens of studies with rats, worms, chicks, honeybees and college students which suggested that even long-standing memories can be disrupted when recalled. That was years ago. There have been tremendous advances in neuroscience since then. Detrick Von Braun might have been successful in creating such a device.” 
 
        “If such a device actually existed, how might it be used?” 
 
        Nick and Arnie shared another concerned look.  
 
        “It could be used in so many areas, medical, political, psychological,” Arnie replied. “The possibilities are limitless.” 
 
        “And I suppose how it was used could either be a blessing or a curse to mankind depending on who was using it.” 
 
        Nick grimaced. “I’m afraid so. What does your new case have to do with all of this?” 
 
        I still didn’t want to tell my friends that I had that exact device locked in my safe at home. 
 
        “I’ve been contacted by two men who are interested in Von Braun’s work. They want to hire me to find out as much as I can about Dr. Von Braun’s demise,” I lied. “I was hoping you might have heard of them, Dr. Buford Skinner and Jacob Watson.” 
 
        They both shook their heads. 
 
        “Any chance you could poke around and see if they’re legit. I don’t want to get mixed up with unsavory characters.” 
 
        “Sure,” Arnie replied. “We’ll shake the bushes and see what flies out.” 
 
        I thanked my friends and headed home. 
 
        With the information I had just gleaned, there was no way I would be giving the device to Skinner and Watson until I knew more about their intentions.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 4 
 
      
 
        Now that I knew what the NESD device was supposed to do, I figured the next step was to quiz Dr. Skinner about what he planned to do with the device once he had it in his possession. 
 
        I gave Jacob Watson a call. 
 
        “Mr. Watson, Walt Williams here. I have some leads on the NESD and I have some questions before I proceed any further. Any chance you and Dr. Skinner could come by my office?” 
 
        “Certainly! We’ve been waiting for your call. All our plans are on hold until we find the device.” 
 
        Thirty minutes later they were seated in my office. 
 
        I thought long and hard about how to question them. In the end, I decided a mixture of facts along with a few little white lies would get the answers I needed. 
 
        They were both quite excited. “Watson tells me you have some information for us,” Skinner said, anxiously. 
 
        “Actually,” I replied, “my research has spawned more questions than answers. I began my investigation by reaching out to some contacts I have in the Federal Government. I wanted to know as much as I could about the NESD device before I dug further. I wonder if the name, Ishmael, rings any bells?” 
 
        “Of course it does,” he replied. “He was a colleague of Dr. Von Braun. Another tragedy. Another great mind wasted.” 
 
        “In my investigation, I discovered that Ishmael had some thoughts about the NESD. He said that it could be either a blessing or a curse to mankind depending on who possessed it. If I am successful in locating the device, I think it would be prudent of me to know how you plan to use it. I’m hoping it would be a blessing and not a curse.” 
 
        Skinner gave me an approving look. “Maybe I was wrong about you. You seem to grasp the potential the device has for both good or evil. I applaud your caution. Let me begin by telling you how memory works.” 
 
        “That won’t be necessary,” I interrupted. “I understand how the device would disrupt the neurotransmitters that convey the signals between the neurons in our brain. No signals, no memory. What I want to know is how you plan to use it. What do you hope to achieve?” 
 
        Skinner beamed. “Now I’m really impressed! You have certainly done your homework. I am more than delighted to share our glorious plans for the future. 
 
        “Memory is our ability to encode, store, retain and subsequently recall information and past experiences in the human brain. It can be thought of in general terms as the use of past experience to affect or influence current behavior. It is the ability to remember past experiences, and recall to mind previously learned facts, experiences, impressions, skills and habits. It is the store of things learned and retained from our activity or experience. Memory makes us who we are. If we couldn’t recall the who, what, where, and when of our everyday lives, we would struggle to learn new information, form lasting relationships, or even function in most daily situations. 
 
        “For most of us, our memories are positive. We remember what we have learned and use that information to make good decisions and form new relationships. 
 
        “Unfortunately, for many others, memories are harsh and hurtful and lead to bad decisions and bitter relationships. 
 
        “The other factor that enters in, is the nature versus nurture debate. While it is true that a few of us are born with defective wiring, most behavior, both good and bad, is learned. The learned bad behavior is stored as a memory. When a situation arises that calls for some type of action or response, that response is dictated by what we have learned previously. Erase the bad memories, erase the previously learned bad behavior, and replace it with something positive. The slate is wiped clean, so to speak. A new life can be built with positive stimuli.” 
 
        I was dumbfounded. “Wipe the slate clean! You said yourself, memory makes us who we are. Who in their right mind would want their whole life to be obliterated?” 
 
        Skinner gave me a sympathetic look. “A person like yourself could never understand. You have pleasant memories. You are happy with who you are. Others are not so fortunate. I know of penniless alcoholics who have lost everything, their homes, their fortunes, their job, their family and friends. They would give anything to rid themselves of the disease that has ravaged their lives.” 
 
        “So you’re saying that the NESD could cure alcoholism?” 
 
        “I’m not fond of the word cure. First, you must understand the definition of a conditioned response. The most classic example is the story of Pavlov’s dogs. His dogs would naturally salivate at feeding time. Pavlov rang a bell at the precise moment of each feeding. Once the memory of the bell with the food was ingrained in the dog’s memory, they would salivate every time they heard the bell even if no food was present. It was a learned, conditioned response. 
 
        “Now, let’s apply that principle to alcoholism. For most alcoholics, the dependency on alcohol is a learned response. Something in their life caused stress or anxiety. Having never learned the proper way to deal with these issues, they found that alcohol, while not resolving the problem, was at least a way to avoid dealing with it. That became the memory. When subsequent problems arose, it was that memory that dictated how the person would deal with the problem. As long as that memory exists, it will affect the person’s behavior. 
 
        “According to the National Institute on Alcohol Abuse and Alcoholism, evidence shows that roughly 90% of people with alcoholism relapse within 4 years after completing treatment, and roughly 88,000 people die each year due to alcohol related causes. 
 
        “Approximately 80% of people convicted of crimes abuse either drugs or alcohol, and it is estimated that 95% of inmates released from prison return to drug or alcohol use. 
 
        “These are learned responses that are stored in their memories. Erase the memories and start over. 
 
        “The same thing is true with domestic abuse. Studies have shown that abusers have learned the behavior from observing their own parents who tried to solve their problems with violence. Stored memories leading to bad behavior. Erase the memories and start over.” 
 
        “So what, exactly, are your plans?” 
 
        “We plan to use the building your wife found for us as a treatment center, a place where troubled souls can come to begin their lives anew. We need the vault, of course, to store the device. As you know, such power must not fall into the wrong hands. Simultaneously, we will staff a sanitorium of sorts to reprogram the individuals who seek treatment.” 
 
        “Reprogram! You tell me your treatment will wipe the slate clean, take away all the experiences that made the person who they were, then replace all that with ---- what?” 
 
        “Pleasant memories, appropriate responses to stimuli, a value system.” 
 
        “Yes, but whose values? Yours?” 
 
        Skinner looked at me condescendingly. “I understand your skepticism. This project isn’t just some whim we’ve dreamed up. A skilled team of doctors, psychologists, psychiatrists and sociologists have been putting together a program based on the accepted values of our American society. Similar teams are working on programs for other cultures. Once a subject completes our treatment regimen, they will be ready to re-enter society with socially accepted coping skills.” 
 
        “But if their memories are wiped clean, they will have also lost any job skills they had acquired.” 
 
        “Very good, Walt! You are asking all the right questions. By knowing before-hand the skills they possessed, we can reprogram those skills after treatment. Understand, the brain itself isn’t wiped clean, just the synapses between the neurons. Not everyone is all bad. Once we identify positive traits, we can facilitate the encoding for reconnecting those synapses. 
 
        “The same is true for interpersonal relationships. If a gangbanger has been hanging with the wrong crowd, we want those relationships to be gone forever, but if a subject has a loving spouse or child, we want to reestablish those connections.” 
 
        “What about cost? The price for such a program must be astronomical.” 
 
        “Of course it will be expensive, but consider this, according to the Vera Institute of Justice, incarceration costs an average of more than $31,000 per inmate, per year, nationwide. In some states, it's as much as $60,000. Taxpayers foot the bill for feeding, housing and securing people in state and federal penitentiaries. And remember, 95% of inmates released from prison return to drug or alcohol use, so soon after their release they’re back behind bars. 
 
        “In October 2013, the incarceration rate of the United States of America was the highest in the world, at 716 per 100,000 of the national population. While the United States represents about 4.4 percent of the world's population, it houses around 22 percent of the world's prisoners. Corrections, which includes prisons, jails, probation, and parole, cost around $74 billion according to the U.S. Bureau of Justice Statistics. Can’t you see that that money would be better spent financing our program?” 
 
        Skinner seemed to have an answer for everything. 
 
        “I certainly see what you are trying to achieve, but creating a whole new person! It’s like you’re playing God!” 
 
        I saw the look of disgust on Skinner’s face. “Now, Mr. Williams, you disappoint me. God, indeed! If you believe in an omnipotent being who created each of us, he certainly isn’t doing a very good job. There are over 95,000 rapes reported each year in the U.S. and over 17,000 murders. I think our program can do a much better job. I’m sorry if that offends your sense of morality. Any more questions?” 
 
        “Uhhh, no. I think that will do for now. You’ve given me the information I need to proceed with my investigation.” 
 
        “Splendid! We hope to hear from you soon.” 
 
        After they were gone, I sat quietly, trying to digest everything I had learned. On the surface, his program sounded convincing, but I still had reservations. 
 
        My dilemma was that the device that could make all those plans a reality was sitting in my safe and it was my decision whether or not it should go forward. 
 
        That was a responsibility I didn’t want to bear, but there it was. 
 
        I decided I needed more enlightenment before I made a decision. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 5 
 
      
 
        The thing that troubled me most was the reprogramming. 
 
        For me, a committee assembled to decide what was right and what was wrong was problematic. In my experience, most committees can’t even decide what food to serve at a banquet. I couldn’t imagine any group of people agreeing on how to recreate a whole new person. 
 
        Also troubling were Skinner’s remarks about how God wasn’t doing a very good job. There would certainly be moral outrage from conservative, right-wing traditionalists who would say that man had no right to meddle with what God had created. 
 
        I figured that before I made any decisions, I would pay a visit to Pastor Bob.  
 
        I have to admit that I’m not a regular church-goer. Actually, I’m not even an irregular attendee. I’m just not a fan of organized religion. The doesn’t mean that I don’t believe in a Higher Power. Everything in my experience tells me that there is something greater than me operating in the universe. 
 
        Nevertheless, there have been times when I’ve needed spiritual guidance and when those times come, I turn to Pastor Bob. He’s definitely not a traditional cleric. There’s no pomp and circumstance in his message. His ministry is to help his followers make the right decisions in their lives. Plus, he has a marvelous sense of humor. The message on the signboard outside his church bears John Wesley’s quote, “Sour godliness is the devil’s religion.” 
 
        I gave Pastor Bob a call. 
 
        “Heavenly hotline. For a mere thirty pieces of silver, I’ll forward your request to the Almighty.” 
 
        “You’ve used that one before. You need to get new material.” 
 
        “Good afternoon, Walt. May I assume you’re calling because you are impaled on the horns of some moral dilemma?” 
 
        “You know me so well. I’d like to stop by your office if you’re available.” 
 
        “For you, of course.” 
 
        “I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.” 
 
        The door to Pastor Bob’s church is always open. I entered and made my way to his office. 
 
        He took my hand. “Have a seat and let’s get to the heart of what’s troubling you today.” 
 
        I took a deep breath. “If God is real and He created us, why are so many people screwed up?” 
 
        He gave me a big smile. “Well, I have to hand it to you. You’ve asked one of the greatest theological questions of all time.” 
 
        “So what’s the answer?” 
 
        “That depends on whether you believe in free will or determinism.” 
 
        “Isn’t determinism like when something happens, either good or bad, and someone says that it’s God’s will?” 
 
        “That’s one definition.” 
 
        “Let’s say a brilliant young student gets in the car and is t-boned on his way to the library by a drunk driver. Would a determinist say that the event was preordained and nothing could have prevented it because it was God’s will and part of his master plan?” 
 
        “That’s certainly possible.” 
 
        “Do you buy that?” 
 
        “Personally, I do not. I’m more of a free will guy. I believe God created us with the ability to make choices and the intellect to know which choices are the right ones. That doesn’t necessarily mean that everyone makes the right choices all the time. Quite the contrary, we all make bad choices. Some more than others.” 
 
        “Then do you also believe that when bad choices are made, it is inevitable that similar bad choices will be made in the future?” 
 
        “Not necessarily. Some people learn from their mistakes and make better choices the second time around. Others seem to keep making the same mistakes over and over again.” 
 
        “Let’s talk about the ones who keep making bad choices. Why do you suppose they never change?” 
 
        “I suppose because once a person does the same thing over and over and never learns a more appropriate response, it becomes ingrained.” 
 
        “Kind of like Pavlov’s dogs?” 
 
        “Yes, something like that. I’m curious. What’s this all about?” 
 
        “Let me ask you another question. I’m sure, during the course of your ministry, you’ve encountered some very desperate people whose lives were in shambles.” 
 
        “Unfortunately, I have.” 
 
        “What if you had the ability to take away all the reasons they made the bad decisions that destroyed their life? Would you do it?” 
 
        “First of all, nobody has that ability.” 
 
        Not yet, I thought, but maybe in the future with the NESD. 
 
        “Second, it wouldn’t be my place to make that kind of decision for another person.” 
 
        “Let’s say you did have that ability and the person came to you saying that’s exactly what they wanted you to do?” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “That might change things. He’s making the decision with his own free will.” 
 
        “Let’s say you could wipe the slate clean and reprogram that individual. What kind of values would you give him?” 
 
        “Good Lord, Walt. You’re scaring me. What’s going on?” 
 
        “I can’t tell you just yet, but your answers are very important to me. Let’s get back to the value system. Do you think you could come up with a set of values that would turn his life around?” 
 
        I could see the wheels turning. “I suppose it’s possible.” 
 
        “Being a Christian minister, would you necessarily have to include those beliefs in your new program? What if the person that came to you was a Jew or a Buddhist?” 
 
        “If the question you’re asking is whether it would be necessary to program a religion for the person to live a good and productive life, the answer is no. Organized religion doesn’t have an exclusive on good behavior. I’m sure you remember me saying that sitting in church doesn’t make you a Christian any more than standing in a garage makes you a car. Not all Christians are good, and not all good people are Christians.  
 
        “Take you, for example. I can count the number of times you have attended services here on one hand and still have three fingers left over, and yet, I consider you to be a good person with great moral values.” 
 
        “Thank you for that. I just hope you’re right.” 
 
        “Walt, I sense you are facing some important decision that has some far-reaching moral implications. Am I right?” 
 
        I nodded. “I am. I wish I could tell you more, but I can’t right now. All I can say is that your counsel has been a big help to me.” 
 
        I saw the look of concern on his face. “Please come by again if you need to talk. You know that anything we discuss here is totally confidential.” 
 
        “I know that and I appreciate your friendship. Thank you.” 
 
        On the way home, I thought about how Pastor Bob’s responses to my questions impacted my decision to hand over the device in my safe. 
 
        The feeling I was coming away with was positive. There were certainly no red flags waving, saying that this whole thing was a bad idea. 
 
        When I pulled up in front of my building, I spotted my dad and Bernice, his sweetie-pie, who occupy the two second floor apartments in my building, talking with Irma Scruggs, an elderly neighbor who lives a few doors down the street. They were looking at a document and seemed to be very upset. 
 
        Dad spotted me first. “Walt, I’m so glad you’re home. You have to see this.” 
 
        “What is it?” 
 
        “It’s a collection notice,” Dad replied, shoving the document in my hands. “Irma got hooked up with one of those payday loan scams and now they’re bleeding her dry.” 
 
        Poor Irma was about to burst into tears. 
 
        “Let’s all go upstairs and see if we can sort this out.” 
 
        Once we were all seated in the living room, I turned to Irma. “Let’s start at the beginning. How did you get mixed up with this company?” 
 
        She wiped a tear from her eye. “A few months ago, Ralph’s doctor prescribed a new medication for his heart. It was pretty expensive and the middle of the month. We couldn’t afford it until our Social Security checks arrived at the end of the month. Ralph needed the medicine right away, so I contacted Jiffy Loans and borrowed $300.00. I planned to pay it off as soon as our checks came. 
 
        “Wouldn’t you know it, our old fridge quit working and we had to call a repairman. I didn’t have the whole $300.00, but I sent them $50.00 and told them I’d pay the rest the next month. Unexpected expenses kept popping up, but I sent them $50.00 each month. 
 
        “Then, all of a sudden, I get a bill from them saying I owe $750.00! If I couldn’t pay the $300.00, I sure couldn’t pay $750.00! The next thing I knew they were taking us to court. Is there anything we can do?” 
 
        I had heard about these unscrupulous loan companies that charge exorbitant rates but this was the first time I’d met someone who had been sucked in. 
 
        “Did you sign a contract?” 
 
        Irma nodded and handed me a document from her purse. “I brought it in case you wanted to see it.” 
 
        The print was so small you’d need a magnifying glass to read it, and there was a lot of it. 
 
        “This is all gibberish to me. What I’d like to do is take these documents to a lawyer friend of mine and see what she has to say. Maybe she can get you out of this.” 
 
        “Oh thank you so much,” Irma gushed. “Please don’t say anything to Ralph about this mess. His health has been so poor lately. I don’t want to worry him.” 
 
        “I understand,” I replied. “Let me see what I can do.” 
 
        As soon as the three of them left, I called Suzanne Romero. She is, in my opinion, the best defense attorney in Kansas City. She has helped me several times, and I have helped her with a number of her clients, so we have a history that usually gets me right in the door. 
 
        Today was no exception. She said she had some time so I headed to her office. 
 
        “Good afternoon, Walt. Who’s in trouble today?” 
 
        “A neighbor of mine, Irma Krug.” 
 
        I shared Irma’s story and handed her the two documents. 
 
        She studied them both for a few minutes then handed them back. 
 
        “I sincerely wish I could help your friend but there’s nothing I can do. This contract is unconscionable, but unfortunately, it’s legal. How old is your friend?” 
 
        “She’s seventy-eight.” 
 
        “She probably didn’t even read it, and even if she did, she wouldn’t have understood what she was getting into.” 
 
        “I tried to read it and it was Greek to me. What does it say, exactly?” 
 
        “It’s all in the fine print. The most obvious problem with payday loans is the cost. I’ll give you an example of a borrower who pays $75 in interest for a $500 loan. If that was the cost of interest for a full year, the interest rate would be 15 percent. That would be a decent rate for someone who has either bad credit or no credit, and is taking an unsecured loan. But the $75 is the interest charged for just two weeks. If you annualize the interest charged for two weeks, it comes to nearly 300 percent. In fact, 300 percent is on the low end. Payday lenders often charge 400 percent, 500 percent, or even much more. What makes it even more concerning is the fact that it is the interest rate being charged to the people who can least afford it. If a person doesn’t have $500 today, they probably won’t be any more likely to have $575 in two weeks. But that’s what they’ll have to come up with. 
 
        “The problem is that the borrower, like your friend, Mrs. Krug, usually needs to take another payday loan to pay off the first one. The whole reason for taking the first payday loan was that they didn’t have the money for an emergency need. Since regular earnings will be consumed by regular expenses, they won’t be any better off in two weeks. The lender might provide continuous financing by rolling over the loan every two weeks. The borrower will have to pay the interest every two weeks, but the original loan balance will remain outstanding. Because the borrower will have to pay $75 every two weeks, he’ll end up paying $1,950 in interest in order to gain the one-time benefit of the $500 loan. This is another reason why payday loans rarely exceed $1,000. The payday lenders are keenly aware that the likelihood of being repaid declines with the size of the loan. And should you be unable to make good on your payday loan, lenders are among the most savage when it comes to collecting. You will not only be hounded by collection calls and threats, but you will certainly be slapped with a court judgement. I’m sorry. I wish I could help.” 
 
        “What happens if they lose in court?” 
 
        “The lender can attach their bank account, and the first thing paid out is the lender’s court-ordered fee.” 
 
        I shook my head in disbelief. “Ralph has a small pension and they have Social Security. I know they can’t touch the Social Security, but if they take the pension funds, that will ruin them financially, and neither of them are in good health. It will be devastating.” 
 
        “Again, I’m so sorry.” 
 
        I drove home seething mad. True, Irma had signed a contract that was legally binding, but she had no idea what she was getting into and I was quite sure the lender was counting on that.  
 
        I tried to figure a way to break the bad news, but there was no easy way. I just wasn’t willing to give the sweet old lady the news that would make her world come crashing down around her. I couldn’t give up just yet. 
 
        As soon as I arrived home, I called my partner, Kevin. 
 
        “Are you up for some skullduggery?” 
 
        I could picture him grinning. “Does the pope wear a funny hat?” 
 
        He was in my office in twenty minutes. 
 
        “So who are we going after?” 
 
        I told him the Krug’s sad story and what I had learned at Suzanne Romero’s office. 
 
        “Unbelievable!” he said, shaking his head. “What do you have in mind?” 
 
         “I figure anybody who is ruthless enough to run a scam like this isn’t exactly a Boy Scout. If we can dig up some dirt on the guy, I wouldn’t be opposed to some discreet blackmail.” 
 
        “Now you’re talking. Who is this schmuck?” 
 
        “I don’t know yet. All I know is the name of the loan company, Jiffy Loans. There was a signature on Irma’s contract, but it was unreadable. You’re the tech wizard. I was hoping you could figure it out.” 
 
        “Fire up the old Toshiba. I’ll give it a try.” 
 
        I booted up my laptop and Kevin started banging keys. 
 
        “Got it!” he said. “The owner’s name is Morey Schwartz.” 
 
        “How about an address?” 
 
        “Give me a minute. There it is. Sunset Drive in Sunset Hills just south of the Plaza.” 
 
        “Pretty fancy digs. I guess you can afford it when you charge 400% interest.” 
 
        “How about a photo?” 
 
        “Here you go.” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        “Jesus! What a slime ball! It shouldn’t be hard to dig up some dirt on him.” 
 
        “How do you want to proceed?” 
 
        “I say we follow the guy. See where he goes and what he does. He’s going to do something stupid and we need to be there when it happens.” 
 
        “Sounds good to me,” Kevin replied, “but it sounds like a 24/7 job. We should split up. I’ll take the first shift.” 
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        At ten o’clock that evening, Kevin called. 
 
        “I sat outside Jiffy Loans until Schwartz left at five o’clock. He went straight home, then a little before seven the whole family came out. Looks like he has a wife and two kids around eight and ten. I followed them to their school. There was some kind of program going on. After the program they went straight home. It looks like they’re tucked in for the night.” 
 
        “Great, I’ll be there to follow him to work in the morning. Get some rest.” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        At seven in the morning Schwartz left his house. He stopped at a Starbucks on his way to the office. I found a spot in a convenience store parking lot where I had a clear view of his building. 
 
        Surveillance work is both mind-numbing and butt-numbing, but in cases like this, absolutely necessary. I had my thermos of coffee and a bag of trail mix. I would have preferred donuts, but Maggie wouldn’t hear of it. I settled in for what I expected to be a long, boring day.  
 
        At noon, Schwartz came out of his building, looked up and down the street, and headed for his car. I figured he’d be going to some greasy spoon for lunch. 
 
        Surprisingly, he got on I-49 and headed for the little burg of Grandview just south of Kansas City. He pulled off the Interstate and into the lot of a Motel 6.  
 
        I was elated. It looked like old Morey was about to have himself some afternoon delight, and I was going to catch him in the act. 
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        He didn’t bother to stop at the registration desk, so I figured someone must already be there awaiting his arrival. 
 
        I grabbed my camera and followed Schwartz at a discreet distance. I had the camera ready when he stopped in front of a door and gently tapped. I snapped my first photo just as a slinky blonde grabbed Morey by the tie and pulled him inside. 
 
        That was a good start, but I needed more. Morey had to be convinced we had him by the short hairs for our plan to succeed. 
 
        Thankfully, their unit was on the first floor. I crept around to the back of the motel and located their room. The blinds were parted just enough for me to get a glimpse inside. In the next ten minutes, I got all the shots I needed to confront Mr. Sleazebag. 
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        I was just congratulating myself on my super sleuthing when I heard someone yell, “PEEPER! WE’VE GOT A PEEPER!” 
 
        Suddenly, I realized the guy was talking about me! 
 
        I’m pretty fleet of foot for an old guy. I took off running and had just reached my car when several angry patrons came charging into the parking lot. I peeled away, scattering trail mix all over the front seat. I just hoped that no one got my license plate. 
 
        Once safely back on the freeway, I called Kevin to report that I got the goods on Morey. We decided to meet the next morning to put the final phase of our plan in motion. 
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        “Great shots,” Kevin said, perusing my array of smutty photos. “These should definitely get his attention.” 
 
        “Should we confront him in his office?” 
 
        “Sounds good to me. Let’s go. I can’t wait to see the look on his face.” 
 
        When we walked into Jiffy Loans, an attractive young woman welcomed us. I couldn’t help but wonder if old Morey was banging her too. 
 
        “How may I help you?” 
 
        “We’d like a word with Mr. Schwartz.” 
 
        “Certainly. I’ll see if he’s available.” 
 
        A moment later, Morey appeared from his office. “Good morning, gents. You looking for a loan?” 
 
        “No,” I replied, “we’re actually here to get one paid off.” 
 
        “Great! I love to hear that. Mona can help you with that.” 
 
        “This one is a bit unusual. We’d like to deal directly with you.” 
 
        “Well, okay. Step into my office.” 
 
        When we were seated, he asked, “What’s the name on the loan?” 
 
        “Irma Krug.” 
 
        “Ah, yes, Irma.” He pulled a file. “Looks like her balance is $750.00.” 
 
        “We’d like a receipt marked paid in full.” 
 
        “Sure. Will you be paying by cash or check?” 
 
        “Actually, neither one,” I replied, sliding an envelope with the photos across the desk. 
 
        When he pulled out the incriminating shots, his eyes grew big and I could almost see the sweat popping out on his forehead. 
 
        “Okay,” he said, after regaining his composure, “what do you guys want?” 
 
        “Exactly what I asked for, a paid receipt for Irma’s bill, a cancellation of her contract, and a promise that you will withdraw your lawsuit.” 
 
        His initial fear turned to indignation. “This is blackmail, plain and simple. I ought to call the cops.” 
 
        “Suit yourself,” I said, handing him the phone receiver, “but before you do, think about how much it’s going to cost you when Mrs. Schwartz gets a look at your photo spread.” 
 
        “Let’s not do that,” he said, hanging up the phone. “That’s all you want? Irma’s debt cleared? Nothing else?” 
 
        “That’s all we want.” 
 
        “How do I know you won’t keep coming back for more?” 
 
        “I guess you’ll just have to take our word for it,” Kevin replied. “Now do we have a deal, or should we head out to Sunset Hills to have a conversation with your wife?” 
 
        “No, no!” he pleaded. “Don’t do that. We’ve got a deal.” 
 
        Fifteen minutes later, we walked out of Jiffy Loans with Irma’s paid receipt. 
 
        Within twenty-four hours, I had been a peeping Tom and a blackmailer. I couldn’t help but marvel how far I’d come since I started working for the Lady Justice on the Dark Side, the one wearing fishnet stockings and high heels. 
 
        And yet, I felt no remorse. The look of utter relief and disbelief on Irma Krug’s face told me we had done the right thing and that justice had been served. 
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    CHAPTER 6 
 
      
 
        The day after our encounter with Morey Schwartz, I was hoping to just kick back and relax. At age seventy-five, the day of surveillance and our face-to-face with the scumbag took its toll. Just a few years ago, an operation like this was a piece of cake. Now, not so much, and like Dirty Harry says, “A man’s got to know his limitations.” 
 
        But it was not to be. 
 
        I had just poured a glass of Arbor Mist and was about to stretch out in my recliner and listen to some Ray Conniff records when the phone rang. 
 
        It was Maggie. 
 
        “The sale just closed on the bank building and Dr. Skinner is taking possession. He’d like you to be there.” 
 
        “Really? Why?” 
 
        “I have no idea. I’m just conveying his message. Are you coming or not?” 
 
        I looked wistfully at my glass of Arbor Mist. “Yeah, I’ll be there.” 
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        Maggie, Dr. Skinner and Jacob Watson had just pulled up in front of the building when I arrived. 
 
        Skinner was beside himself with excitement. 
 
        “Walt! So glad you could make it.” He turned to the building and beamed. “Just look at it! Inside those walls, history will be made. There will be advances in the treatment of psychological illnesses that will astound the world.” 
 
        Maggie handed him a set of keys. “I’ll let you do the honors.” 
 
        He stepped forward, took a deep breath, unlocked the door, and as he stepped inside, he uttered Neil Armstrong’s famous words, “That’s one small step for man, one giant leap for mankind.” 
 
        Once we were all inside, he looked around approvingly. “Perfect! With a bit of remodeling, this will suit our needs very well. This will be the reception area and over there will be the secretaries’ desks, the offices further back will be the treatment rooms, and the vault will protect the device that will change the course of human history.” 
 
        Maggie said Skinner had paid cash for the building and now he was talking about expensive renovations. I couldn’t help but wonder who was funding the operation. 
 
        “Dr. Skinner, an undertaking such as this has to be very costly. Are you working with a government grant?” 
 
        “Heavens no!” he replied emphatically. “I want nothing to do with those war mongers. As soon as Homeland Security heard about Von Braun’s work, they were intent on getting their hands on it for military purposes and other clandestine skullduggery.” 
 
        That certainly coincided with what I experienced after the box fell into my hands. Homeland Security dispatched a trio of agents under the ruthless leadership of a man by the name of Garrett Scarborough. 
 
        They were willing to do anything, including murder, to get their hands on the box. It was Scarborough who kidnapped Maggie, offering to trade her for the box. 
 
        “No, Walt,” Skinner continued, “My funding comes from private sources, men of great wealth who hope that our program will bring an end to the suffering of millions of Americans. If successful, their contributions will be the legacy they leave behind.” 
 
        “One more question. I’m curious why you would spend the money for this building when you have no idea if you will actually ever possess the device?” 
 
        Skinner smiled. “It’s the old dilemma, which comes first, the chicken or the egg? If we have the device and haven’t provided any way to secure and protect it, it could easily fall into the wrong hands. With this building, we will be ready to move forward as soon as you locate it for us. And speaking of that, you said you were following some leads. Are you making any progress?” 
 
        “Uhhh, yes, I think I am.”    
 
        “Splendid! Let’s take a look at that vault.” 
 
        We followed him through the bank and into the huge room that housed the vault. 
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        “Magnificent!” he gushed, beaming with pride. 
 
        Maggie handed him an envelope. “This is the code to the vault.” 
 
        “Thank you, my dear. Naturally, we’ll have it changed by a locksmith.” He turned to me. “Now all we need is the device. We’re counting on you, Walt.” 
 
        I wanted to tell him that it was locked securely in my safe at home, but I wasn’t ready just yet. 
 
        “I know you are,” I replied. “You have a lot to do here, and I need to follow up on those leads, so I’ll get going.” 
 
        He shook my hand. “God speed!” 
 
        I gave Maggie a peck on the cheek. “I’ll see you at home.” 
 
        As soon as I got in the car, I dialed Nick and Arnie.  
 
        “You’ve reached the Watchers. Arnold Goldblume speaking. How may I help you?” 
 
        “This is Walt. I was just wondering if you’ve come up with anything on Skinner and Watson?” 
 
        “We have,” he replied. “Do you want the short version or the long version?” 
 
        “Let’s start with the short version.” 
 
        “Well, they’re clean as far as we can tell. Dr. Skinner is a research scientist and written several articles for Psychology Today and even has been written up in The Journal of the American Medical Association. 
 
        “Watson has a PHD in Business Administration. Several of the articles we found linked them to Detrick Von Braun. It seems they were colleagues of sorts. The only negative we could find has to do with Skinner’s autism. Apparently, his penchant for uttering the truth offended some stuffed shirts in the psychiatric community.” 
 
        “I can see that,” I replied. “The first time we met, he told me Maggie had a fine ass for a woman her age.” 
 
        Arnie chuckled, then became serious. “The last time you were here, you were asking about the Neuron Encoding Synapse Disruptor. During the course of our research, we found that Von Braun was working on that very device, and that he had perfected a working model which very likely got him killed. I don’t suppose that Skinner and Watson have it in their possession.” 
 
        I still wasn’t ready to tell them the whole truth. “No, they do not, but they suspect it might be in Kansas City. They’ve hired me to try to locate it.” 
 
        I heard him whistle. “Wow! So the NESD really exists! In the right hands, it could be a game changer.” 
 
        “In your opinion, would the right hands be Skinner and Watson?” 
 
        Silence. “I don’t see why not,” he said at last.  “From what we’ve read, he would be using it for the purpose it was intended.” 
 
        “Thanks, you’ve been a big help.” 
 
        “Walt, if you find the device, will you let us know?” 
 
        “I will,” I promised. 
 
        I had just hung up when my cell phone rang. 
 
        “Mr. Walt, this is Mary. You better come over. It looks like Josh Mason shot himself. He’s dead.” 
 
        Mary Murphy is my housemother at the Three Trails Hotel. As I previously mentioned, that establishment is not my pride and joy. It is a flop house with twenty sleeping rooms that share four hall baths. I charge $40.00 a week for a room with a bed, dresser, and chair. It’s not much, but it’s all my tenants can afford. Most of them are old guys trying to survive on meager Social Security checks or younger guys working out of the day labor pool. 
 
        My next call was to Willie Duncan who lives in a studio apartment in the basement of my building. He gets his rent free for doing the maintenance on the two buildings. I knew I would need him. This wasn’t the first dead body we’d encountered in the hotel. It’s never a pretty sight. 
 
        With Willie beside me, we headed to the hotel. 
 
        Mary was waiting for us on the porch. 
 
        “Oh, Mr. Walt! This is just horrible! Josh was such a good kid.” 
 
        “Did you call the police?” 
 
        “No, I called you. I knew you’d know what to do.” 
 
        “Let’s take a look.” 
 
        “He’s in #9.” 
 
        We climbed the stairs and I pushed open the door. Josh was lying on the bed in a pool of blood. There was a hole in his temple from the .38 snub-nosed revolver on the floor. 
 
        Mr. Feeney, a long-time tenant came out of his room.  
 
        “I heard the shot and told Mary right away. Damn shame.” 
 
        “What do you know about him?” I asked. 
 
        “He’s been here about a month,” Mary replied. “He wasn’t like most of the losers we have around here. From what I heard, he had a drinking problem. Lost his house, his job, and his family. He told me he came here straight out of a rehab program. He’d been sober for six months. He got a job at a car wash and was trying to put his life back together. That’s all I know.” 
 
        I spotted an empty bottle of Jack Daniels in the corner. 
 
        “Looks like he fell off the wagon.” 
 
        “Sure did,” Mr. Feeney replied. “He came home last night with that bottle. Said he got laid off. Said he was never gonna make anything of himself as long as he had the monkey on his back. Said he’d do anything to get well. I didn’t hear nothin’ else till I heard the shot.” 
 
        I called 911, and soon the building was swarming with cops. After taking our statements, they determined his death was a suicide and his body was removed by the medical examiner. 
 
        I waited in the car while Willie took the blood-soaked mattress to the dumpster and cleaned the room. 
 
        I couldn’t get the image of the young man out of my head. A life wasted by the ravages of alcoholism. 
 
        Josh Mason was the perfect candidate for Dr. Skinner’s treatment. A life ruined by the disease, everything lost, and no hope. 
 
        Mr. Feeney said his last words were that he’d do anything to get well. I couldn’t help but wonder if he would have volunteered to have his memory erased if it meant ridding himself of his affliction. 
 
        For Josh, we’ll never know, but how many other Josh’s are out there just waiting for the moment they put a gun to their head to end the suffering? 
 
        It was at that moment that I made the decision to give Dr. Skinner the device that was hidden in my safe.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 7 
 
      
 
        I thought long and hard about how I would turn the device over to Skinner and Watson. Undoubtedly, they would have questions as to how I acquired it. I decided I couldn’t tell them the whole story, that I had it in my possession the entire time. 
 
        I would have to make up another white lie. 
 
        At times, I’m alarmed at how easy telling lies has become since I started working for the Lady Justice on the Dark Side. Kevin, with a thirty-year career as a P.I. has told me more than once that stretching the truth is sometimes necessary in our business. 
 
        This was one of those times. 
 
        I opened my safe, retrieved the box, and placed it on my desk. Inside it was new technology that could indeed be a blessing to mankind, but had already cost many men their lives. Just knowing that revealing the existence of the device and the ensuing results, either good or bad, was in my hands, sent chills up and down my spine. 
 
        I could actually pitch the thing in the Missouri River as I pretended to do, and that would be the end of it. No more worries about it falling into the wrong hands. 
 
        Then, the image of Josh Mason, lying in a pool of his own blood, filled my mind. By delivering the device to Skinner, how many such tragic lives could be saved? 
 
        Josh’s death made me realize that it wasn’t my place to deny possibly thousands of souls the relief they desperately needed. 
 
        I had to hand over the box and hope for the best. 
 
        I picked up the phone and called Dr. Skinner. 
 
        “Dr. Skinner, I’m wondering if you had gotten the combination changed on the vault?” 
 
        “I did. That was the first order of business. When the device shows up, it must be protected at all costs.” 
 
        “Great! I’d like to meet you and Mr. Watson at the bank building.” 
 
        “We’re both here now.” 
 
        “I’ll be right over.” 
 
        I put the box in a grocery bag and headed out to fulfill my date with destiny. 
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        Carl Luther and Evan Gomez had been watching the bank building from their car parked across the street. 
 
        “That’s Williams, the P.I. Skinner hired to find the device,” Luther said, as the grey-haired man walked into the bank. 
 
        “And he’s carrying a paper bag,” Gomez added. “You think he found the Disruptor?” 
 
        “I don’t think he’s delivering groceries. We’d better give Hatfield a call and see what he wants us to do.” 
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        Dr. Skinner met me at the door. “I hope you’ve come to give us good news.” 
 
        I looked around. “Is anyone here besides you and Mr. Watson?” 
 
        “No, we’re quite alone. Why all the secrecy?” 
 
        Without any fanfare, I handed him the box. 
 
        His eyes grew wide. “Is this what I think it is?” 
 
        I nodded. 
 
        Skinner jumped up and down like a kid on Christmas morning. “Jacob! Come! Quick!” 
 
        As Watson entered the room, Skinner held up the box. “We have it, Jacob! We have the device!” 
 
        Watson raced across the room and they embraced. 
 
        “At last we can begin the work for which our brother, Detrick, gave his life.” 
 
        Skinner turned to me. “You must tell me how you found it. I must know.” 
 
        This was the moment I had been dreading. 
 
        “I can tell you some, but not all of it. I put out some discreet feelers with some people I know who keep an eye on all the latest technology. I received a call from one of them saying they might have a lead, but they wanted to know more about the intended use of the device.  
 
        “I told them about you, your connection to Von Braun, and how you planned to use the device. They said they would pass the word along. 
 
        “You must understand that since the device was taken from Von Braun, many lives were lost in pursuit of the box. Four countries sent agents to secure the box. All of them perished. You can certainly understand why the person who had the box wished to remain anonymous.” 
 
        “Of course. He undoubtedly feared for his life. Why, then, did he or she surrender the device now?” 
 
        “Because you are going to use it for the purpose for which it was created. The one who possessed the device was convinced that you and you alone would use it for the betterment of mankind. It’s a great and noble responsibility.” 
 
        He took a deep breath. “It is indeed, and I am ready to meet the challenge! Walt, I owe you an apology. I said on our first meeting that you were too old for this kind of work. I was wrong. Thank you.” 
 
        “You’re welcome. No apology needed.” 
 
        “But I was right about your wife. She does have a fine ass for a woman her age. Watson! Let’s get to work!” 
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        On the drive home, I thought about what I should do next. 
 
        I promised Arnie and Nick that I would let them know if I located the device. After all they had done for me over the years, I owed them that courtesy. 
 
        “Arnie, Walt here. I just wanted you to know that I located the NESD and delivered it to Dr. Skinner.” 
 
        There was a long silence. “Unbelievable! If it can do what Von Braun claimed, this could be the greatest scientific breakthrough since antibiotics. How did you locate it? Who had it hidden all this time?” 
 
        “I promised he would remain anonymous. So many people who possessed the box have died. I’m sure you understand.” 
 
        “Of course. Nick and I would love to meet Dr. Skinner. Do you think you could arrange an introduction?” 
 
        “I’ll ask him the next time I see him.” 
 
        “Thank you. I must go tell Nick the news. Good work!” 
 
        My next call was to Kevin. My partner had been involved with the box and helped rescue Maggie from her captors. I hadn’t told him that Skinner had hired me to locate the device because I wasn’t certain that I was going to give it to him. 
 
        “Kevin, can you come over? We need to talk?” 
 
        “Be right there.” 
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        “So what’s the big news?” Kevin asked. “New case?” 
 
        “Sort of,” I replied. 
 
        I told him the whole story, from the moment I first met Skinner through handing him the box. As with Arnie, I didn’t tell him where I’d found the box. 
 
        When I finished, he looked at me and shook his head. “You had the box all along, didn’t you? I didn’t believe for a minute you pitched it in the river, but I wasn’t about to say anything. That damned box was nothing but trouble.” 
 
        I nodded. “Yes, I did. Thanks for not spilling the beans.” 
 
        “What did you call the thing in the box, a Neuron Encoding Synapse Disruptor? Do you think it will actually do what Skinner said it would do, erase a person’s memory?” 
 
        “He feels confident that it will. If it does, it will be a dramatic breakthrough in treating a whole list of psychological disorders.” 
 
        “I can see that,” he replied, “but I can also see how it could be used for a whole list of nefarious purposes as well. No wonder four governments tried to get their hands on the device. Do you think it will be safe with Skinner?” 
 
        “I saw the bank vault where he’s going to keep it, and he’s mentioned more than once that it couldn’t fall into the wrong hands.” 
 
        “Bank vaults have been breached before. If common criminals can break into one, I wouldn’t think it would be too difficult for a team of government black ops agents.”  
 
        “Unfortunately, you’re right. Skinner should have an around-the-clock security detail on sight. If he hasn’t thought of that I’ll mention it to him.” 
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        “Are you sure Skinner has the device?” Lloyd Hatfield asked. 
 
        “I didn’t actually see the thing, but the old P.I. showed up carrying a grocery bag,” Luther replied. “I saw Skinner as the old guy was leaving. He was all smiles. Looked like a kid on Christmas morning with his first bike, so I’d say he has it. What do you want us to do?” 
 
        “Just keep an eye on the place for now. We don’t want to tip our hand too soon. We don’t even know if the damned thing actually works. Let’s let Skinner test his device. If we see that it does what it’s supposed to do, we’ll make our move.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 8 
 
      
 
        I was having my second cup of coffee and reading the morning paper when I heard someone banging on my door. 
 
        “Walt! Are you in there?” 
 
        It was Dad’s voice. 
 
        When I opened the door, Dad, Bernice and Jerry stomped in, obviously pissed about something. 
 
        “Did you read this morning’s paper?” Dad asked. 
 
        “I was doing just that when someone came banging on my door,” I replied holding up the paper. 
 
        He grabbed it out of my hand and shuffled through the pages. “Here it is!” he said, handing it back. 
 
        The headline read: KC health inspectors trashed and bleached food for homeless. City officials explain why. 
 
        “Okay,” I said, “what about it?” 
 
        “If you’d take a minute to read it, you’d see!” he replied, exasperated. 
 
        “Since you seem to know so much about it, why don’t you give me the highlights.” 
 
        He took a deep breath. “Yesterday, members of Free Hot Soup, Kansas City were having a picnic at Ilus Davis Park, sharing food they had prepared for the homeless, when the Kansas City Gestapo showed up and poured bleach on all the food. Ruined every bite!” 
 
        “That doesn’t sound right. Are you sure?” 
 
        “Hell yes I’m sure. Saw it with my own eyes. We were there, all three of us.” 
 
        “Okay,” I replied, suddenly concerned. “Let’s go in the living room, find a seat, and start from the beginning.” 
 
        “It all started several months ago,” Dad said. “We met some folks at one of the Senior Tea Dances who were members of an organization called Free Hot Soup. When I say organization, I don’t mean it in the regular sense. There’s no building or charter, or even a not-for-profit status. They’re just a group of people who want to do something out of the goodness of their hearts and help the homeless. 
 
        “Every so often, someone will post on social media that they’re having a picnic at one of the parks. Anyone who wants to participate just prepares something at home, brings it to the park, and shares it with the homeless. They have been doing it for about three years. We went to one and really enjoyed the experience. It was good for us because it made us feel like we were doing something useful, and for the homeless folks, it was probably the best meal they had eaten in a week.” 
 
        “So how did the city get involved?” 
 
        “Some tight-ass from the Kansas City Health Department showed up. He claimed there were health code violations. No one had inspected the food, there was no way to guarantee that the food was at the right temperature, and that we needed a permit to share our food with our new friends. 
 
        “The fool went on to say that the city can’t allow food to be served publicly without affirming that the preparers are trained in safe food management, proper temperature controls and other defenses against contamination, and have an inspected kitchen. All we were doing was having a picnic! Idiot!” 
 
        “And they actually poured bleach on the food?” 
 
        “Absolutely! Health officials and cops did it so no one could eat it after they left. I had to hold Bernice back. You know how she feels about her snickerdoodles. When they started pouring bleach on her cookies, I thought she was going to draw on them.” 
 
        “I woudda, too!” Bernice grumbled, “if John hadn’t stopped me.” 
 
        A few years ago, Dad and Bernice took a firearms class and got their concealed carry permits. Bernice never leaves the house without her .32 strapped to her leg. 
 
        “So why are you telling me all this? What do you want me to do?” 
 
        “Call Ox,” Dad replied. “I know you still have some clout at the police department. Try to find out how serious they are about this. From what I hear, Free Soup is going to continue with their picnics and the three of us are going to help even if it means winding up in the clinker.” 
 
        “Okay, I’ll give him a call, but as far as me having any clout, no one at the Health Department will give a damn about what I think.” 
 
         The three of them stomped out, their panties still in a twist. 
 
        I promised I would call Ox, but I knew what he was going to say. It is estimated that over 1,700 people are homeless in the Kansas City area. For many people, the term homeless brings to mind the old wino with a bottle in a brown paper sack or a bag lady pushing a grocery cart filled with things salvaged from the trash bins. There are certainly those among the homeless, but there are also veterans who are suffering from their experiences on the battlefield and families with children. 
 
        The homeless often gather in make-shift camps under a bridge or in some other public place. There are tents, crude shelters made of cardboard, and open fires, but the one thing lacking is sanitary facilities. It is not uncommon to see someone squatting behind a bush. 
 
        All this presents a problem for city officials. Few want to be the Scrooge who gives the poor homeless people a hard time, but inevitably, the public outcry becomes so loud they have to do something. People don’t want to go to parks occupied by vagrants, and what homeowner wants a homeless camp a few blocks from their house? 
 
        During my five years on the force, Ox and I were sent, along with other officers, to break up homeless camps. The residents were ordered to pack up their tents, douse their fires and move on. City workers then spent hours cleaning up the mess.  
 
         The tragedy was that the homeless just went to another part of the city and re-established their camp. A vicious circle with no real solution. 
 
        “Ox, this is Walt.” 
 
        “Hey, partner, what’s up?” 
 
         “I just had a visit from three angry citizens, Dad, Bernice and Jerry. They were all in a dither about the city pouring bleach on food for the homeless. Do you know anything about that?” 
 
        A long sigh. “Unfortunately I do. I was there. It was one of the hardest things I ever had to do. Hungry people watched in disbelief as we ruined perfectly good food.” 
 
        “What put a burr under the Health Department’s saddle? Why the overkill?” 
 
        “I think it’s a knee-jerk reaction to citizen complaints. The Free Soup people have been having their so-called picnics in public parks. Residents made a stink and got one of their Missouri Legislators involved. 
 
        “The excuse that was given by the head of the Health Department was that their organization didn’t have a proper permit. He claims there are forty-three other organizations that have the proper permits to distribute food to the public, and there’s no reason why Free Hot Soup shouldn’t comply as well. We hit picnics at four different parks in the city. Even the mayor said it was the right thing to do. The guy also said the food wasn’t safe to eat. Try telling that to a man who’s been foraging for scraps of food in a dumpster.”  
 
        “According to Dad, they are just a group of private citizens preparing and sharing food from their own kitchens with people who are hungry. Bernice made snickerdoodles.” 
 
        “I hear you. It’s a real mess.” 
 
        “From what Dad tells me, Free Hot Soup is going to defy the suits and keep on doing what they’ve been doing for three years. How do you think the Health Department will respond?” 
 
        “No idea. I just hope I’m not part of it.” 
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        In the days that followed the article that appeared in the Kansas City Star, social media lit up like a Christmas tree. It was quite obvious that the public sided with Free Hot Soup and slammed the city officials for their heavy-handed tactics. 
 
        Then came the moment I was dreading. Dad informed me that there was going to be another picnic on Saturday and the Three Amigos were definitely going to be there. I figured I’d better be there too in case they got hauled off to the pokey. 
 
        Bernice baked another batch of snickerdoodles and not wanting to be a poop, I prepared my signature dish, tuna casserole, in an aluminum pan I could leave behind. 
 
        When we arrived at the park, it did indeed look like a picnic. People had spread blankets on the ground and opened baskets of food. The residents of the camp stopped, chatted, and thanked their benefactors for their generosity. I overheard one woman say, “It’s not just about the food. You get to talk to people out here who care.” 
 
        Dad pointed to a guy surrounded by a small group. “He’s from the American Civil Liberties Union. He’s here just in case the gestapo tries to crash our party again.” 
 
        I kept watching and waiting for sirens to come blaring into the park, but thankfully, they never came. 
 
        After everyone was fed, I noticed them gathering around a campfire. Much to my horror, the thing that had drawn them there was Jerry! 
 
        My old pal likes to think he’s the second coming of Rodney Dangerfield, and he never misses an opportunity to share one of his stand-up routines. I hoped he knew what he was doing. This could be a tough audience. 
 
        “Let me start by saying that I’m so sorry for what you’re experiencing in your lives right now, but in spite of everything you’re going through, one thing that can help make your burdens a bit more bearable is a good laugh. If you can, just for a moment, find the humor in your situation, it can lighten your day. 
 
        “I just read an article saying that 79% of accidents happen in the home. Finally! Good news for the homeless!” 
 
        There were a few chuckles. 
 
        “A homeless guy approached me asking for change. I said, ‘Oh right! You’re asking me for money, but you can afford those trendy jeans with holes in the knees!’” 
 
        Everyone laughed as one of the Free Hot Soup girls wearing a pair of the trendy jeans covered her face. 
 
        Jerry forged on. “I was gonna give my change to a homeless guy today, but his sign said ‘ONE DAY THIS COULD BE YOU.’ So I held onto it, just in case he was right. 
 
        “I saw a hobo walking down the street wearing one shoe. I said, ‘Hey buddy, did you lose your shoe?’ ‘No,’ he replied, ‘I found one.’” 
 
        By now, everyone was giggling at Jerry’s silly jokes. 
 
        “Studies have proven that cats are smarter than dogs. How many cats have you seen sitting beside a homeless person? 
 
        “And now, I will leave you with a question man has been pondering for ages. If a turtle has no shell, is he homeless or naked?” 
 
        The audience clapped as Jerry took a bow. My goofy friend had lightened everyone’s day. 
 
        As the crowd dispersed, Dad grabbed my arm. “Son, there’s someone I’d like you to meet.” 
 
        He led me to the blanket where a young man who appeared to be around thirty was munching one of Bernice’s snickerdoodles. 
 
        “Walt, this is Warren Prescott. Warren served in the 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines. Two tours in Afghanistan.” 
 
        “Pleased to meet you,” I said, extending my hand. “Thank you for your service.” 
 
        He nodded and shook my hand. 
 
        “Warren’s had a rough time since returning home,” Dad continued. “He has no family to support him and he’s had difficulty holding down a job.” 
 
        “PTSD?” I asked. 
 
        He nodded again. “I saw terrible things over there. I just can’t seem to get past it. I think I’m going okay and then something happens, it could be as simple as a car backfiring or thunder, and I just go to pieces. Not many employers want to hire a guy cowering in the corner.” 
 
        I knew exactly what he was talking about. A few years ago, I met Ben Singleton, another vet returning home from Afghanistan. He too was suffering from PTSD. Even with a loving wife to support him, he couldn’t deal with the trauma he had endured. I could only imagine what Warren was going through with no support at all. 
 
        Then Warren said something that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. “I’d do most anything to be normal again.” 
 
        The first thing that popped in my mind was Skinner’s NESD. Sitting right in front of me was the perfect candidate. No family, no job, no home, and willing to do anything to expel the demons in his mind. 
 
        “Warren” I said, “If you really mean that, I might just have something that could make that happen.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 9 
 
      
 
        The next day, the headline in the Kansas City Star read, Volunteers defy KC Health Department, feed homeless people downtown. 
 
        It went on to say that the volunteers, freshly trained in tactics of civil disobedience, wore sweatshirts saying, “Access to food is a human right.” They brought protest signs to show any official who might stand in their way. Unlike the previous gathering, no one tried to stop their mission. 
 
        Needless to say, Dad, Bernice and Jerry were happy campers. Bernice’s cookies and Jerry’s jokes were a big hit. 
 
        I was a happy camper too. Instead of having to deal with my friends being arrested for civil disobedience, I could concentrate on getting help for Warren Prescott. 
 
        I gave Dr. Skinner a call. 
 
        “Dr. Skinner, I was just wondering how things were progressing at the treatment center.” 
 
        “I think you will be amazed,” he replied. “Why don’t you come by and take a look for yourself.” 
 
        “I’ll be right over.” 
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        When I stepped into the foyer of the old bank building, I was indeed amazed. 
 
        Skinner and his backers must have a lot of clout. In a week’s time, the bank had been transformed into a modern treatment center. 
 
        “What do you think?” Skinner asked, obviously proud of his accomplishment. 
 
        “This is fantastic,” I replied. “It looks like you’re ready to get down to business.” 
 
        “We are indeed. The next step will be selecting our first patient.” 
 
        “I may be able to help with that.” 
 
        “Oh really! Tell me more.” 
 
        “When we first talked, you said the NESD could help alcoholics, drug addicts and domestic abusers. How about people suffering from PTSD?”  
 
        “Absolutely! PTSD is the result of a traumatic experience. Whatever that experience was, is permanently stored in the person’s memory. Certain stimuli trigger the memory of the tragic event. Erase the memory and the PTSD is gone.” 
 
        “Is it possible to just pinpoint the traumatic memory with your device?” 
 
        “Unfortunately, no. We are not at that point at this time. Maybe someday. For now, it’s all or nothing. Think about a puzzle, the kind you put together on a rainy day. Let’s say the puzzle has a thousand pieces. When it’s all put together properly, there is a picture, but in the box, it is just a bunch of random pieces that mean nothing. 
 
        “Think of the brain as a puzzle with 100 billion pieces. As long as all those synapses are connected, the memory remains intact. If a person had some kind of trauma to the head, it can sometimes disrupt some of those synaptic connections either temporarily or permanently. We call this amnesia. 
 
        “In here, we disrupt all of the synaptic connections, not by a blow to the head, but by impulses from the Eraser. After the treatment, all memories are gone.” 
 
        Another question had been bugging me. “If you say all memories are gone, does that include speech or other basic skills like eating or going to the bathroom?” 
 
        “Excellent question. Picture everything an adult human has learned over their lifetime as a gigantic brick wall, each brick representing some bit of information learned at some point in time. A newborn infant comes into the world as a blank slate. It has no bricks when first born. Over time, as the child learns to speak, walk, and so forth, new bricks are formed and cemented into the wall. 
 
        “In our treatment, the Eraser basically knocks down that wall, but each brick is still there. It’s not like a newborn who takes years to learn because each new brick must be manufactured. Our reprogramming simply restacks the bricks that already exist. It’s a much faster process.” 
 
        “What happens to the person then?” 
 
        “I told you we had a team preparing a reprogramming regimen. That regimen has been completed. We have purchased a church summer camp just an hour’s drive from Kansas City and transformed it into a rehabilitation center. It is staffed and ready for our first patient, and speaking of that, you said something about a possible first patient.” 
 
        “Yes, I think I have a perfect candidate for you.” 
 
        I told him everything I knew about Warren Prescott. 
 
        Skinner clapped his hands. “He sounds perfect. Can you bring him in for an interview?” 
 
        “How about this afternoon?” 
 
        “Perfect!” 
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        When I last spoke with Warren, I told him that I couldn’t promise anything, but I’d do my best to get him help. He said that most days he would be somewhere in the park where we had met. I found him sitting on a bench, just staring into space. 
 
        “Warren, it’s Walt Williams. Can we talk?” 
 
        He looked up and the blank stare turned into a smile. “Sure, I’ve got nothing better to do.” 
 
        “I told you I might find someone who could help you and I did. A man by the name of Dr. Buford Skinner has developed an experimental program that could change your life, but there are some side effects that you should know about.” 
 
        “What kind of side effects?” 
 
        “Dr. Skinner’s treatment would erase your memory, all of it, but you would never again have to relive the horrible things you experienced in Afghanistan.” 
 
        I saw a look of hope in his eyes. “Really? He could do that? Take all the demons away?” 
 
        I nodded. “Yes, but you have to understand that not just the bad memories will be gone. All your other memories will be gone as well. When you wake up, you will remember nothing, not even your name.” 
 
        I saw that look of hope change to one of confusion. “Then who will I be? What will happen to me then?” 
 
        “You will go to a place where you will be given new memories, ones that will help you start a new life.” 
 
        He looked around. “Anything is better than what I have now. I’m in.” 
 
        “Great! Dr. Skinner wants to meet with you. Oh, yes, one other thing, Dr. Skinner has some quirks.” 
 
        “What kind of quirks?” 
 
        “He’s what’s known as an autistic savant. He’s a brilliant man, but his autism sometimes causes him to blurt out things that can be offensive. He can’t help it.” 
 
        Warren shrugged. “If he can make me right again, I don’t care what he says.” 
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        I was so excited, I took Warren directly to the treatment center. In retrospect, I probably should have taken him to my apartment first, let him shower and give him a clean change of clothes. 
 
        “Dr. Skinner, this is Warren Prescott.” 
 
        Warren stuck out his hand, but Skinner shrunk back. 
 
        “Whew! You’ve certainly brought me a ripe one!” 
 
        I grimaced and looked at Warren. He just smiled and winked. 
 
        “Sorry about that,” Warren said. “My butler had the day off.” 
 
        Skinner roared with laughter. “A sense of humor. I love it! No problem, we have everything you need here. First, though, let’s go into my office. Tell me about Warren Prescott.” 
 
        For the next half hour, Warren shared the atrocities he had witnessed on the battlefield and the difficulty he had experienced since returning to the states. “I told Walt I’d do most anything to get well. I guess that’s why I’m here.” 
 
        “I can help you, Warren,” Skinner replied, “but you must understand what you’re agreeing to.” 
 
        “I do understand. Walt told me I’d lose all my memory --- everything. I don’t care. I just want the horrible visions to go away.” 
 
        “Then I think we can proceed.” He handed Warren a three-page form. “Look this over, and if you agree to everything, sign at the bottom. It basically says everything we discussed and that you understand and agree to the ramifications of the treatment.” 
 
        Warren read the form, signed, and handed it back to Skinner. 
 
        “Splendid! Let’s get you cleaned up and we can get started on the new Warren Prescott.” 
 
        “How long will the treatment take?” I asked. 
 
        “Not long at all,” Skinner replied. “We’ll put Warren to sleep, then attach the Eraser’s electrodes to his head. Throughout the night, a series of impulses will disrupt the synaptic connections, Sometime tomorrow, Warren will awaken and never again recall the horrors he has seen. 
 
        “After we’re sure everything has been erased and that Warren is not experiencing any side effects of the treatment, we’ll send him to our reprogramming facility. He will probably be there at least a month, maybe more.” 
 
        “Will I be able to visit him?” 
 
        “You could, but he wouldn’t remember who you are.” 
 
        At that moment, it struck me just how radical the treatment was. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what it would be like to wake up and not remember anything about my past life. 
 
        I just hoped it would work for Warren. 
 
        As soon as I got home, I told Dad, Bernice and Jerry that Warren was receiving treatment for his PTSD. I knew they would want to know. After all, it was Dad who introduced me to him in the first place.  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        Carl Luther, sitting across the street from the old bank building, dialed his cell phone. 
 
        “Mr. Hatfield, this is Carl.” 
 
        “Do you have something to report?” 
 
        “I do. We’ve been watching the building all week. Contractors have been working on the place 24/7. I think it’s now operational. Today, we spotted the old P.I. bringing in a scruffy young guy. I think it might be their first patient. The P.I. left without the young guy.”   
 
        “You are probably right. When Skinner’s treatment is complete, they’ll be transferring the patient to that reprogramming camp. That’s when you’ll make your move. Intercept the vehicle, dispose of the driver, and bring the patient to me. I have to see for myself if the treatment is effective. If so, we’ll have some reprogramming of our own ready to go.” 
 
        “Understood. Gomez and I will take care of it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 10 
 
     
 
        Three days after dropping Warren off at the treatment center, I received a call. 
 
        “Walt, this is Dr. Skinner. Something terrible has happened.” 
 
        My first thought was that something had gone wrong and the Eraser had fried Warren’s brain. 
 
        “What? Is Warren okay? Were there problems with the treatment?” 
 
        “No, nothing like that. The treatment was everything we hoped it would be. When Warren awakened, his memory had been completely erased, but otherwise, he was just fine.” 
 
        “Then what’s the problem?” 
 
        “Warren is missing. After we were certain that there were no complications, I arranged for one of our security staff to drive Warren to the reprogramming facility. He never arrived. Late yesterday, the van was found on a lonely stretch of road. The driver was dead and Warren was gone. You have to help us find him.” 
 
        “I’m not sure what I could do. What did the police say?” 
 
        “It was the Missouri Highway Patrol that investigated. When I told them that Warren was missing, they said they’d look into it, but I’ve heard nothing. Who could have taken him and why?” 
 
        I had an idea who had taken him but I didn’t want to say anything to Skinner until I had some proof. 
 
        “Let me do some digging,” I replied. “If I come up with anything, I’ll let you know, but don’t get your hopes up.” 
 
        “This is dreadful! Just dreadful!” 
 
        After hanging up from Skinner, I called Ox. I had no juice with the Highway Patrol, but they would most likely share their report with another law enforcement agency. 
 
        “Ox, Walt here. I need a favor.” 
 
        “Name it, partner.” 
 
        “Yesterday afternoon, the Highway Patrol found a van with a dead driver. The passenger he was carrying, a Warren Prescott, was missing. I’d like you the contact the Highway Patrol and see what they have, maybe get a report.” 
 
        “I’m on it. I’ll call you back when I get something.” 
 
        I was dreading the next call. 
 
        When the box containing the NESD fell into my hands, four countries, including our own Homeland Security, desperately tried to acquire it. While Warren’s disappearance could have come at the hands of most anyone, I figured the best place to start was with my brother at Homeland Security, Mark Davenport. 
 
        “Mark, Walt here.” 
 
        “I’m not speaking to you.” 
 
        “So, I guess you’ve heard.” 
 
        “That you had the damn box all along? Yes, I’ve heard. Just out of curiosity, what did you pitch into the river?” 
 
        “A jar of pickles, a can of beets and two pair of socks with holes in the toe. I’m sorry I had to lie to you, but I just couldn’t turn it over to Homeland Security.” 
 
        “But you could give it to Buford Skinner?” 
 
        “He’s using it to help people with alcoholism, drug addiction and PTSD. Somehow I doubt any of that would have been on Homeland Security’s agenda.” 
 
        “So why the phone call?” 
 
        “Dr. Skinner just used the device on his first patient and it was a success. They were transporting him to a reprogramming facility when the van was attacked and the driver killed. The patient is missing.” 
 
        “And I suppose you’re asking if Homeland Security is involved?” 
 
        “Something like that. Three goons from your agency were willing to kill to get it before, and if you remember, they even kidnapped Maggie.” 
 
        “Yes, I remember. If it’s any consolation, that was not an authorized operation. Scarborough and his goons were working alone.” 
 
        “You haven’t answered my question. Does Homeland Security have Warren Prescott?” 
 
        “No, we don’t.”  
 
        I thought for a moment. “Do you know about the NESD and what Dr. Skinner is doing with it?” 
 
        “Yes, I have been briefed.” 
 
        “But how could you possibly know?” 
 
        “Walt, we’re Homeland Security. It’s our job to know what’s going on.” 
 
        “If you knew Skinner had the device, why haven’t your people just swooped in and taken the thing in the name of national security?” 
 
        “It’s complicated. Skinner has the backing of some very wealthy and very influential people with ties to the White House. There was a direct order from the Oval Office not to interfere. They want to see if Skinner’s treatments really work. If they do, it will revolutionize completely, the fields of psychiatry and psychology. Skinner would be a shoo-in for the Nobel Prize.” 
 
        “But surely someone in one of the spook agencies can see how the NESD could be used for other things.” 
 
        “Of course. A person whose memory has been erased could be reprogrammed for virtually any kind of covert operation. A trained killer with no conscience could be used over and over again, then have his memory erased again and it would be as if the operations had never taken place.” 
 
        “Exactly!  That’s why I could never turn it over to the government. If not Homeland Security, then what other agency might have snatched Prescott? The CIA, the NSA?” 
 
        “Although I don’t know for sure, I would think that every agency had gotten the memo from the White House.” 
 
        “Yes, but how do you know there’s not another Scarborough out there operating off the books?”  
 
        A long silence. “I don’t.” 
 
        Not the answer I wanted to hear. 
 
        I had just hung up from Mark when Ox called back. 
 
        “The Highway Patrol faxed me a copy of their report. You’re not going to like it.” 
 
        “Tell me.” 
 
        “The driver was killed by a single bullet to the head. Forensics went over the van with a fine-toothed comb. The only prints they found were of the driver and Prescott. There was nothing else that could identify the perps. It was a lonely stretch of road, so of course, no cameras.” 
 
        “So they found absolutely nothing to give us a clue who took Warren?” 
 
        “I’m afraid not. Sorry, Pal.” 
 
        “Thanks for trying.” 
 
        I called Dr. Skinner and gave him the bad news. 
 
        Warren Prescott was gone and we had no idea where he was or who had taken him. 
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        Lloyd Hatfield looked at the man hooked to the polygraph machine. 
 
        “What is your name?” 
 
        “Warren Prescott.” 
 
        “How do you know that?” 
 
        “Dr. Skinner told me.” 
 
        “How old are you?” 
 
        “I don’t know.” 
 
        “Where were you born?” 
 
        “I don’t know.” 
 
        “Where did you go to school?” 
 
        “I don’t know.” 
 
        “Were you in the armed forces?” 
 
        “I don’t know.” 
 
        Hatfield looked at the polygraph operator. “Well?” 
 
        “Based on what I see here, he’s telling the truth. He just plain doesn’t remember.” 
 
        Hatfield smiled. “Perfect. Transport him to our reprogramming facility. We’ll give him something new to think about.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 11 
 
      
 
        A month had passed without any clues to the disappearance of Warren Prescott. 
 
        Dr. Skinner, greatly disappointed at losing his first patient, vowed to press on. He recruited more subjects, erased their memories, and successfully transported them to his reprogramming facility. 
 
        While I was happy for his success, I couldn’t stop thinking about Warren, wondering who had taken him and why. 
 
        Then one day, out of the blue, I received a call from Dad. 
 
        “Son, I’m at the Three Trails and you won’t believe who’s here.” 
 
        Dad usually never goes near the place. “What are you doing at the hotel?” 
 
        “Mary called Willie and asked him to come over and replace some light bulbs. I drove him over and when I got here, guess who was sitting on the porch swing?” 
 
        “No idea.” 
 
        “Warren Prescott!” 
 
        Now he had my attention. “Did he recognize you?” 
 
        “Of course not. His memory had been erased.” 
 
        “I’ll be right there.” 
 
        On the way over, I racked my brain trying to figure how Warren had landed at my hotel. It couldn’t just be a coincidence --- or could it.  
 
        Warren was still sitting on the swing when I arrived. 
 
        “Warren, do you know who I am?” 
 
        He looked at me quizzically, “No, should I?” 
 
        “How about Dr. Skinner? Do you remember him?” 
 
        His eyes lit up. “Dr. Skinner! I’ve been trying to find him. I --- I just don’t know how.” 
 
        “Warren, do you remember what happened after you left Dr. Skinner. You were on your way to the reprogramming facility.” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “Yes, I remember. We were driving along this road and came to a limb that had fallen. When we stopped, two men came from behind some trees. They shot the driver and drug me out of the van. 
 
        “We drove for a while, then we stopped at a gas station. One of the men went into the store while the other was pumping gas. When they weren’t looking, I snuck out of the car. They tried to find me but I hid in a dumpster. 
 
        “After they left, I hitched a ride back to Kansas City. I wanted to find Dr. Skinner but I didn’t know where to look. I just wandered around and then I spotted a sign in the yard of this hotel advertising a sleeping room.” 
 
        I knew Mary Murphy would never let anyone in without paying. “Where did you get the money to rent the room?” 
 
        “I don’t know. It was just in my pocket. I don’t know where it came from. Can you take me to Dr. Skinner?” 
 
        “Absolutely! I’ll drive you there now.” 
 
        When I walked in the door with Warren, Dr. Skinner nearly fell out of his chair. 
 
        “Warren! Where in the world have you been? It’s so good to see you!” 
 
        He grabbed Warren and gave him a hug, then looked at me quizzically. “Where did you find him?” 
 
        We went into his office and I told him what I knew up to that point. 
 
        He looked at Warren questioningly. “I don’t understand. When you left this facility, you knew your name and a few other rudimentary things, but that was all. Now, here you are. You can speak fluently and somehow you managed to get back to Kansas City and even rent a room. How can that possibly be?” 
 
        Warren just shrugged. “I don’t know. As time went by, things just started coming back to me. It was like I was starting to remember things.” 
 
        I saw the look of concern on Skinner’s face. “Oh, dear! My hypothesis was that the erasure would be permanent, a blank slate. That the subject would only remember what was reprogrammed. If what you say is true and everything eventually returns, we have accomplished nothing! Are you willing to stay with me so we can explore this further?” 
 
        “Sure, I have no where else to go.” 
 
        Skinner turned to me. “Thank you once again. I am in your debt.” 
 
        “Glad I could help. I hope you find the answers you are looking for.” 
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        As soon as I returned home, I called Dad, Bernice and Jerry to my apartment. When Warren went missing, they were devastated. I wanted to give them the good news that Warren had returned unharmed. 
 
        Naturally, they were delighted, Bernice the most. 
 
        “I want to bake him a batch of snickerdoodles. When we met him at the park, he loved them. He ate at least a half-dozen. Walt, do you think it would be all right?” 
 
        “I don’t see why not.” 
 
        “Then I’d better get busy. Come on, John. You can help.” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        An hour later, Bernice was banging on my door. “Let’s go! I want to get them to him while they’re still warm.” 
 
        The four of us piled in my car and we headed to the treatment center. 
 
        By this time, it was getting late. I figured the door would be locked and Skinner would have to let us in. I was surprised to find it open. 
 
        No one was in the foyer or in Dr. Skinner’s office. I thought maybe they might be in one of the treatment rooms, but they were all empty. 
 
        I wondered about the guard. There was usually someone posted by the front door. Then, on our way back to the vault room, I found him. He was out cold. 
 
        As we stepped into the vault room, my mouth dropped open when I saw what was taking place. Warren had a pistol pointed at Skinner’s head. “Open the vault! Now! Don’t make me shoot you.” 
 
        Then, he spotted the four of us in the doorway. He pointed the gun in our direction. “Back off! This is none of your business.” 
 
        “Warren!” I said, shocked. “What in the world are you doing?” 
 
        “What I was programmed to do,” he replied. “Get the device.” He turned the gun back on Skinner. “Now open it or you get a slug to the kneecap.” 
 
        Bernice stepped into the room. “Warren! You’re being a very bad boy. I brought you some fresh, warm cookies, but if you don’t behave, you can’t have any. Not a one!” 
 
        Warren looked at her disdainfully. “I don’t know who you are and I don’t want any of your damned cookies! Now get out before I shoot all of you!” 
 
        Lately, I’ve been carrying my revolver, but in my haste to get the cookies delivered while they were still warm, I left without it. I was trying to figure a way out of this mess when I saw Bernice hand the cookie plate to John. 
 
        “Hold onto these, sweetie. I’ve got to teach this young man some manners.” 
 
        She heisted up her skirt and pulled her .32 from her ankle holster. 
 
        “Now be a good boy and put the gun down. I don’t want to hurt you.” 
 
        Warren looked confused. “It’s --- it’s not supposed to happen this way.” 
 
        “Of course it’s not, dear,” Bernice replied. “Now put the gun down and you can have a warm cookie.” 
 
        He shook his head as if trying to remove some cobwebs, then turned back to Skinner. “No! I have to do what I was programmed to do. Now open that vault!” 
 
        Bernice had had enough. Her sweet, grandmotherly demeanor suddenly changed. 
 
        “Okay, if you want to be a scumbag, that’s how we’ll play it.” She waved her gun. “This is just a .32. It’s not the most powerful handgun in the world, but it would make a pretty big hole in your hide and hurt like hell. You have to ask yourself this question, will the old woman pull the trigger? What do you think? Do you feel lucky? Well, do you, punk?” 
 
        I had heard Bernice use that line before. She was definitely getting it down pat. 
 
        Warren cringed, closed his eyes, and put his hand to his temples as if in terrible pain. The moment his gun was away from Skinner, Dad and I charged, knocking him to the ground. We held him while Skinner injected him with a powerful sedative. A moment later, Warren was out like a light. 
 
        We all breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
        Skinner pointed to Bernice. “Who is this woman?” 
 
        “That’s Bernice. These three befriended Warren in the park. That’s how we first met him.” 
 
         “Well,” Skinner replied, “she’s certainly a feisty little minx for her age.” 
 
        Bernice wasn’t sure whether or not that was a compliment. “Care for a cookie?” she asked. 
 
        “That was a close call,” I said as we sat munching snickerdoodles. 
 
        “It was indeed,” Skinner replied, “but it certainly takes a load off my mind.” 
 
        “How so?” 
 
        “I feared Warren’s memory was spontaneously recovering. If so, everything we have done would be for naught, but that’s not what happened. Whoever took Warren programmed this whole scenario. They knew if they placed him at your hotel, you would eventually find him and bring him to me. Warren was programmed to get his hands on the NESD and take it to his captors. Do you have any idea who they might be?” 
 
        “I don’t, but one thing is for sure, they’re very dangerous and willing to kill to get the device. So what happens to Warren now?” 
 
        “I will simply reattach Warren to the Disruptor and erase his memory again. He will remember nothing about his captors and their plot to steal the device. Then, we will send him to our retreat and he will be reprogrammed properly.” 
 
        “Shouldn’t we question him before you erase his memory. Maybe he can give us some information about his abductors.” 
 
        “I seriously doubt it. If they were smart enough to do all of this, they wouldn’t let him roam free with information that would lead to their whereabouts. In fact, it’s entirely possible that he was programmed with misinformation in the event of his capture.” 
 
        I hadn’t thought of that. 
 
        The good news was that Warren was back and would get the treatment he needed. The bad news was that there were some very bad people out there, determined to get their hands on the device. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 12 
 
      
 
        Lloyd Hatfield was livid. “What the hell happened out there? You said everything was going according to plan.” 
 
        “It was, boss. I swear,” Luther replied. “After we dropped Prescott at the flop house, we watched the place. The next day, the old P.I. shows up and takes Prescott to the treatment center just like you said he would. We waited outside figuring he would be out with the device like you programmed him to do. 
 
        “But then, the P.I. shows up with three other old geezers. They were inside for a while, then left. We waited all night, thinking Prescott would show but he never did. Then later the next day, he comes out with one of the security guards. They climbed in a van and took off. We followed them to that reprogramming camp. I don’t know what went wrong.” 
 
        “Damn!” Hatfield said, slamming his fist on the table. “Somehow Williams foiled our plan. After neutralizing Prescott, Skinner must have erased him again. All that work for nothing.” 
 
        “So what now, boss?” 
 
        “I’ve been working on something else just in case we ran into problems with Prescott. I’ve done some digging into the lives of Skinner’s security team. One of them, a Ralph Greenberg, has some serious money problems. I’m betting, for the right price, Greenberg can be bought. I want you to bring him to me.” 
 
        “Can do, boss,” Gomez replied, “but what if Greenberg says no? Won’t he go running back to Skinner and rat us out?” 
 
        “Either Mr. Greenberg agrees to play ball or he won’t be going back at all. Understand?” 
 
        “Yeah, boss. I get it. Either way, we can handle it.” 
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        I was relieved to hear that Warren had been successfully erased again and was on his way to the reprogramming camp. The problem was that someone had gone to great lengths to get their hands on the Eraser. I couldn’t help but wonder if some clandestine arm of the government was behind the whole thing. 
 
        It was time to give Mark another call. 
 
        “Mark, it’s Walt. There’s been an incident here and I thought you should know about it.” 
 
        “What kind of incident?” 
 
        “Remember our conversation about Skinner’s patient being kidnapped?” 
 
        “Of course.” 
 
        “Well, he showed up a couple of days ago out of the blue. I remember what you said about someone who’s memory has been erased being reprogrammed for an undercover operation. That’s exactly what happened. Whoever took him programmed him to return to the treatment center and steal the NESD. Dad, Bernice, Jerry and I showed up just in time. The whole scenario smells like a government plan to grab the Eraser.” 
 
        “I can certainly see why you might think that, but I don’t believe that’s the case. I’ve been in touch with some trusted colleagues in the CIA and NSA. Like us at Homeland Security, the other agencies have been keeping an eye on Skinner. The ramifications of what he’s doing there are enormous. They swear they weren’t involved in the disappearance of Skinner’s patient. In fact, they were quite upset to know that some other entity was in play.” 
 
        “Any idea who that might be? Another government maybe. Remember how they came after the box.” 
 
        “We don’t think it’s another government yet, but that’s always a possibility once Skinner’s work becomes well known. We think it might be the work of a man named Lloyd Hatfield. He’s ex-CIA, so he knows his way around an undercover operation. Hatfield was suspected of selling information to the Russians, but disappeared before he could be arrested. Our intelligence indicates Hatfield is now a weapons dealer. He steals and sells to the highest bidder. If he gets his hands on the NESD, it would be worth millions.” 
 
        “If this guy’s so dangerous, and three agencies know about him, why not just bring him in?” 
 
        “Walt, the guy’s a ghost. He was a top agent in the CIA before he turned. He knows how to operate under the radar.” 
 
        Suddenly, I had a sobering thought. “Please don’t tell me you guys are using Skinner as bait to draw out Hatfield.” 
 
        “Let’s just say we’re keeping an eye on things. We can’t let Hatfield get the device and sell it to another government. If he shows, we’ll get him. It’s an extra layer of protection for Skinner. It’s a win-win for everyone.” 
 
        I could see the logic in his argument, but it bothered me that Skinner was being staked out like a sacrificial lamb without his knowledge. 
 
        Maybe everything would work out for the best, but based on my previous encounters with government agencies, I had my doubts. 
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        Lloyd Hatfield smiled at the man seated across from him. 
 
        Luther and Gomez had been waiting for Ralph Greenberg after his shift at Skinner’s treatment center and rather forcefully coerced him into the rendezvous with Hatfield.     
 
        “Why am I here?” Ralph asked, obviously upset at being dragged into the meeting. 
 
        “Calm down, Mr. Greenberg,” Hatfield replied. “I have a business proposition for you.” 
 
        “What kind of proposition, and why all the muscle?” he asked, glancing at Luther and Gomez. 
 
        “Because what I’m about to propose to you is quite sensitive. I’m sure you’ll understand after we chat.” 
 
        “Then get to it. I’ve got things to do.” 
 
        “Very well. What I’d like you to do is steal the Neuron Encoding Synapse Disruptor from Dr. Skinner and deliver it to me.” 
 
        Greenberg jumped to his feet. “You must be batshit crazy if you think ---!” 
 
        Gomez shoved him down. “Shut up and listen.” 
 
        “I know, on the surface, what I’ve suggested may sound preposterous, but you haven’t heard everything yet. I happen to know that you are struggling financially right now. Gambling debt, maxed out credit cards, and a car that barely gets you to work each day. What does Skinner pay? Sixty grand a year? You’ll never get your head above water. Deliver the device to me and I’ll pay you two hundred and fifty thousand dollars cash.” 
 
        Greenberg was stunned. A windfall like that would get him out of debt with money to spare.  
 
        “Why do you want the device? Dr. Skinner is using it to help people. What would you do with it?” 
 
        Obviously, Hatfield couldn’t tell Greenberg he would sell it to the highest bidder. “While I admit that Dr. Skinner is doing good work, how many people has he helped? Four? Five? Once it is in my hands, I have the ability to help many, many more.” 
 
        “I --- I don’t know. I’m not a thief.” 
 
        “Of course you’re not. Just think of it as an act that will ultimately benefit so many more people.” 
 
        Ralph thought for a moment. “I could sure use the money, but I just can’t do it. Dr. Skinner trusts me.” 
 
        Hatfield shook his head. “I was afraid you might say that. You’re an honest man, but you need to consider the alternatives.” 
 
        Hatfield pointed to Gomez who patted the pistol in his belt. 
 
        “Surely you wouldn’t ---!” 
 
        “Ah, yes, I would. Getting the device is that important to me. Either you help me get it and walk away with a considerable sum of money in your pocket, or, unfortunately, not walk away at all.” 
 
        Ralph considered his options. “I guess I don’t have much choice. What do you want me to do?” 
 
        “You work the night shift tomorrow. Confiscate the device before Skinner locks it in the vault.” 
 
        “But what about Skinner?” 
 
        “Undoubtedly, he will resist. You’ll have to subdue and restrain him.” 
 
        “But he’ll tell the police.” 
 
        “Of course he will. My advice would be to disappear. Get out of town. You’ll certainly have enough cash to pull it off. Luther and Gomez will be waiting across from the treatment center. When you have the device, take it to them. They will have your money. It’s that simple.” 
 
        As Ralph Greenberg was escorted back to his car, he couldn’t help but wonder how he had become involved in something that would change his life forever. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 13 
 
      
 
        I was at my desk paying some bills when the phone rang. 
 
        “Walt, it’s Kevin. If you’re not too busy I’d like to stop by.” 
 
        “New client by any chance?” 
 
        It had been a while since we’d had a paying customer. 
 
        “Something like that.” 
 
        “Then by all means, come right over.” 
 
        Fifteen minutes later, Kevin was in my office. 
 
        “Okay, tell me about this new client.” 
 
        He grimaced. “Well, she’s not so much a client as a friend who needs our help.” 
 
        We always seemed to have more of those than paying customers. 
 
        “Let’s hear it.” 
 
        “Actually, she’s a friend of Veronica’s --- from the old days.” 
 
        I knew immediately what he meant by the old days. 
 
        Kevin showed up at our door several years ago dying from kidney failure. He was hoping to get a kidney from his sister, Maggie. When that didn’t work out, Kevin figured his days were numbered. On his bucket list was the desire to spend some sack time with a beautiful woman before riding off into the great beyond. 
 
        I didn’t know any ladies of the night, but Willie did. He made a few calls which brought Veronica to his door. Long story short, Kevin received an unexpected kidney, and for some reason unknown to us all, struck up a relationship with Veronica. Although he’s twice her age, the two hit it off and were recently hitched. Veronica retired from the world’s oldest profession but she maintained ties to some of the women who still plied the trade. 
 
        “So I’m guessing this friend is a hooker.” 
 
        Kevin nodded. “You know Veronica never worked the streets. She was a high-priced escort. That’s where she met Nellie Archer. Unfortunately, Nellie got hooked on cocaine and things started going downhill from there. She started working the streets to feed her habit.  
 
        “A couple of nights ago, she hooked up with some asshole who beat the crap out of her. She was desperate so she called Veronica. She showed up at our door bloody, bruised, and strung out on coke. Veronica barely recognized her. She was just a shell of the woman she knew just a few years ago.” 
 
        “Does she want us to find the creep that assaulted her?” 
 
        “No, that’s water under the bridge. She wants out --- out of the business and out from under the monkey on her back. She said she’d do anything to get well.” 
 
        “Skinner?” 
 
        Kevin nodded. “When she told me she’d do anything, I thought of him immediately. Isn’t his program supposed to help people like Nellie?” 
 
        I nodded. 
 
        “Do you think he would take her on as a patient?” 
 
        “All we can do is ask. He does owe me a favor.” I looked at my watch. “It’s almost five o’clock. We may be able to reach him before he leaves for the evening.” 
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        “We’re ready to go, boss,” Luther said. “Where’s the money for Greenberg?” 
 
        Hatfield smiled. “There is no money. After the fool delivers the device, kill him and make sure you dump the body where it will never be found. I would suggest the Missouri River.” 
 
        “But you said ---.” 
 
        “I know what I said, but we can’t leave any loose ends, now can we? Can you handle the job or not?” 
 
        “Sure, boss. We’ll take care of it.” 
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        When we pulled up in front of the treatment center, the foyer lights were out. 
 
        “Damn!” Kevin muttered. “Looks like we missed him.” 
 
        “I don’t think so,” I replied. That’s his car over there. Maybe he’s still in his office doing paperwork or something.” 
 
        We tried the door, but it was locked. 
 
        “Let’s go around and check his office window. If we tap, maybe he’ll let us in.” 
 
        We found the office window and peeked inside. 
 
        “Holy crap!” Kevin hissed. 
 
        The security guard was tying Skinner to his office chair. The NESD was on his desk. 
 
        “Looks like somebody got to a guard,” I whispered. “We have to get in there. Do you think you can pick that front door lock?” 
 
        “Does Patrick Mahomes like ketchup?” 
 
        “What?” 
 
        He gave me a disgusted look. “Patrick Mahomes! The new Chief’s quarterback. He puts ketchup on everything, even macaroni and cheese. He just signed a big endorsement deal with Hunt’s.” 
 
        “So is that a ‘yes’?” 
 
        He nodded and rolled his eyes. 
 
        A few minutes later, I heard the lock pop open. 
 
        “You carrying?” Kevin asked. 
 
        Thankfully, this time I was. I nodded. 
 
        We both pulled our weapons and slipped quietly inside. 
 
        We heard the guards voice. “I’m really sorry about this, Dr. Skinner. I didn’t want to do this but they gave me no choice.” 
 
        “You still don’t have a choice,” I said as we stepped inside the room. 
 
        The guard thought about going for his gun but thought better of it seeing the two pistols pointed in his direction. 
 
        “On your knees,” Kevin ordered. “Hands behind your head.” 
 
        The guard did as he was told. Kevin took his gun and bound him with his own handcuffs while I untied Dr. Skinner. 
 
        “Thank heavens you arrived when you did,” Skinner said, grasping the device to his chest. “I just can’t believe one of my own would turn on me.” 
 
        I remembered the guard saying he had no choice. 
 
        “Okay, pal. What’s your story?” 
 
        In the next few minutes, Ralph Greenberg told us how he’d been kidnapped and taken to a clandestine meeting where he was given the choice of stealing the device or being killed. 
 
        “So what was supposed to happen after you got the device?” 
 
        “The two goons who kidnapped me are waiting outside. After I give them the device, they’ll give me the money. That’s all, I swear.” 
 
        Kevin and I exchanged glances. “Looks like you’re lucky we came along too.” 
 
        “I don’t understand,” Greenberg replied, obviously confused. 
 
        “You wouldn’t have made it out of the parking lot,” Kevin said. “There was no money. That’s not how these people operate. They don’t leave loose ends.” 
 
        Greenberg gulped and turned white. “I --- I hadn’t thought about that.” 
 
        “You can still make this right,” I said. 
 
        “How? I’m so sorry. I’ll do anything.” 
 
        “You’re going to deliver the device just like you were supposed to.” 
 
        “Absolutely not!” Skinner gasped, shocked. “I’ll never let this out of my sight.” 
 
        “Relax, Doc,” Kevin said. “He’ll make a delivery, but it won’t be your precious device.” He looked around the room and picked a book off the shelf. “This will do. They’ll never notice the difference. Walt and I will slip out the back door. While you have their attention, we’ll get the drop on them. Whadda you say?” 
 
        “Sure, like I said, I want to make this right.” 
 
        Kevin and I slipped out the back door and made our way to the front. A moment later, Greenburg emerged carrying the package. He looked up and down the street. I saw him shrug and throw up his hands. No one was there to receive the package. 
 
        “They must have seen us go in and got spooked,” Kevin said. 
 
        The evening wasn’t a total loss. We still had Greenburg. He had seen his kidnappers and knew the way to their hideout. We would keep him under wraps until Mark could get here and take charge of the investigation. 
 
        Also, Dr. Skinner, again grateful for our intervention, agreed to take Nellie Archer as a patient. 
 
        Not a bad night’s work for two old gumshoes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 14 
 
      
 
        Lloyd Hatfield couldn’t believe Luther and Gomez were standing before him empty handed. 
 
        “Please don’t tell me you failed again!” 
 
        Luther hung his head. “Sorry, boss. There was nothing we could do.” 
 
        “What happened this time?” Hatfield asked, trying to suppress his rage. “Our client is getting very restless. He wants the package.” 
 
        “We did just like you said,” Luther replied. “We parked across the street from the treatment center. Right at five o’clock, Greenburg came out, gave us a thumb’s up, and locked the door. We figured he’d be coming out with the device in just a few minutes.” 
 
        “That’s when everything went to hell in a handbasket,” Gomez continued. “The old P.I. and some other old dude showed up. They tried the door and when they found it locked, they went around the building. They must have seen Greenberg with Skinner. They came back around, picked the front door lock and went inside with their guns drawn. We figured Greenburg was toast, so we beat it out of there before someone saw us.” 
 
        “Damn!” Hatfield muttered, “That’s twice Williams has botched our operation. I think it’s time we removed the old P.I. from the equation. But first, we have some work to do. No doubt Greenburg is singing like a canary. We’ve got to move our operation before the feds come knocking. Let’s get busy.” 
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        As soon as I got back home, I gave Mark a call and told him what just went down. 
 
        “So, you’re telling me you’ve got this Greenburg character and he’s willing to cooperate?” 
 
        “Yes, Kevin’s keeping an eye on him at his place,” I replied. “Honestly, he’s as much of a victim as Skinner. Whoever kidnapped him threatened to kill him if he didn’t play along.” 
 
        “Don’t let him out of your sight. I’ll catch the next flight to Kansas City. I’ll have an assault team ready. If Greenburg can lead us to where he was held captive, maybe we can wrap this thing up.”    
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        As promised, Greenburg met with Mark and together with the assault team proceeded to an old storefront in the Crossroads District where Greenburg had been taken. 
 
        I waited anxiously to hear the results of their operation. 
 
        Three hours later, Mark called. 
 
        “Gone, lock, stock and barrel. I can’t say I was surprised. Knowing Greenburg had been captured, they had no choice but to pull up stakes.” 
 
        “So, you got absolutely nothing!” 
 
        “Not exactly. The place was wiped pretty clean, but we found enough prints to confirm that we are dealing with Lloyd Hatfield and two hired guns, Carl Luther and Evan Gomez.” 
 
        “Well, that’s something. What’s going to happen to Ralph Greenburg?” 
 
        “Dr. Skinner’s not pressing charges, so I had to let him go. If I was in his shoes, I’d get far away from Kansas City. If Hatfield finds him --- well, you know how that ends.” 
 
        “Are you heading back to Washington?” 
 
        “Not yet. Now that we know Hatfield is in Kansas City, I think I’ll stick around. He’s made two attempts to get his hands on the NESD. I have no doubt he’ll try again.” 
 
        That’s what worried me. Skinner had dodged a bullet twice. Could he be that lucky again? 
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        Ivan Sokolov and Boris Balakin had just flown into Kansas City under assumed names and checked into the Marriott on the Country Club Plaza. 
 
        “Have you contacted our agent in Kansas City?” Boris asked. 
 
        “I have and he is awaiting our orders,” Ivan replied. “Our first order of business will be to eliminate Hatfield. Our contact has been shadowing Hatfield and his men. Twice he has failed to deliver the device. Our comrades in Moscow have decided to eliminate the middle man and secure the NESD ourselves.” 
 
        “When do we strike?” 
 
        “Quickly. As soon as Hatfield is out of the picture, we can carry out our plan to relieve Dr. Skinner of his device.” 
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        “So how do we lure Williams out in the open so we can snatch him?” Luther asked.  
 
        “Williams owns that flea bag hotel on Linwood. You and Gomez go over there tonight and leave a little calling card.” 
 
        “A what?” 
 
        “Something that will draw him to the hotel?” Hatfield replied, exasperated. “I think a large swastika painted on the side of the building should do the trick. When he comes to check it out, grab him and bring him here.” 
 
        “What then?” 
 
        “We’ll ice the old fart and toss him in the river. He won’t interfere with us again.” 
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        I was just drying off from my morning shower when the phone rang. 
 
        It was Mary Murphy. 
 
        “Mr. Walt! Some idiot spray painted the side of our building last night. They painted one of those swastika things on the east wall, the one facing the alley.” 
 
        “Thanks for letting me know. I’ll grab Willie and we’ll be right over.” 
 
        Great! Just great! I thought. The last thing I needed was the neighbors thinking I was a white supremacist.  
 
        I went to the basement and knocked on Willie’s door. No answer. 
 
        As I was heading back up the stairs, I met Jerry. 
 
        “Have you seen Willie?” 
 
        “The last time I saw him was late yesterday afternoon and he was reeking of Old Spice. He said he was spending the night at Emma’s place. I guess he’s still there. I think he was planning to ---.” 
 
        “Yes, I have a good idea what he was planning.” 
 
        Jerry thought for a minute. “Do you think that Willie, at his age, uses Viagra?” 
 
        “I have no idea?” I replied hurrying to get away. I wasn’t quick enough. 
 
        “Did you hear about the guy who tried Viagra for the first time? It got stuck in his throat. The next morning, he woke up with a stiff neck.”  
 
        “Good bye, Jerry.” 
 
        When I arrived at the hotel, Mary was waiting for me on the front porch. 
 
        “Wish I woudda seen them!” she said, obviously pissed that the building had been violated under her watch. “I woudda knocked ‘em into the next block with my bat.” 
 
        “I’ll check it out,” I said, heading across the lawn. 
 
        Sure enough, a three-foot swastika painted in red had been sprayed on the side of the building. 
 
        I was just reaching for my cell phone to take a picture when someone slipped a bag over my head. I felt a sharp pain and everything went black. 
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        “Did I see Mr. Walt drive up?” Mr. Feeney asked, joining Mary on the front porch. 
 
        “Yes, he’s in the alley checking out our new paint job.” 
 
        “Great!” he replied, starting across the lawn. “I’ve been wanting to talk to him about getting a new toilet seat for the #4 crapper. It’s cracked and it pinches my butt every time I sit down.” 
 
        Feeney rounded the corner of the building just in time to see two men dragging Walt’s body down the alley. 
 
        He ran back to the front porch. “Mary! Two hooligans just drug Mr. Walt down the alley! He’s gone! They took him!” 
 
        “Are you sure?” 
 
        “Just saw it with my own eyes. What should we do?” 
 
        “I’ll call Ox. He’ll know what to do.” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        When I regained consciousness, my head hurt like hell. I was tied to a chair and sitting in what appeared to be an old meat locker. There were huge hooks used to hang sides of beef lining the walls. 
 
        I heard voices and a man stuck his head into the cooler. “Hey, boss. He’s awake.” 
 
        A tall man entered.  
 
        “Who are you and why am I here?” I asked. 
 
        “My name is Hatfield, and you’re here because you’ve been a thorn in my side. Twice you’ve foiled my attempts to relieve Dr. Skinner of his little toy. That ends today.” 
 
        “Any chance we could talk about this?” I asked, knowing full well what Hatfield had in mind. 
 
        “There’s nothing to talk about,” he replied. “After we dispose of your body, we’ll pay Dr. Skinner another visit. This time we won’t fail.” 
 
        He motioned to the two men behind him. “Put two cement blocks in the bag, then Williams. Take him to the river and toss him in. And hurry. We’ve got work to do.” 
 
        As soon as Hatfield left the room, one of the men entered with a large canvass bag. After two cement blocks were placed in the bottom of the bag, they turned to me. “You can cooperate and get in the bag or I can whack you on the head again. Your choice.” 
 
        “I’ll cooperate,” I replied. As long as I was conscious, there was a small flicker of hope. 
 
         It wasn’t easy getting into the bag with my hands tied, but I made it, then everything went dark as they cinched the top shut. 
 
        “Let’s drag him to the car,” one of the men said. “I’ll take the head and you take the foot.” 
 
        “Why do I have to take the foot?” the second man complained. “Those blocks are heavy.” 
 
        They had just picked me up when I heard a CRASH in the other room followed by automatic gunfire.  
 
        “Jesus! What’s going on out there?” one of the men said. They dropped me and I heard them running out the door. 
 
        There was more gunfire, then silence. 
 
        I was hoping that whoever had come crashing in was here to rescue me. I started to cry out, then I heard talking. It wasn’t English. I laid perfectly still, not daring to breathe. 
 
        Then I heard another voice. “I think that’s all of them. I’ve only seen three, Hatfield, Luther and Gomez.” 
 
        “Take a look around and make sure.” 
 
        I heard the door open. “Nothing in here but trash.” 
 
        The door closed and I breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
        A moment later, I heard the voice again. “Let’s get out of here. Someone may have heard the gunfire.” 
 
        As their steps retreated, I took stock of my situation. My hands were bound and I was tied in a canvass bag in an old meat locker. 
 
        I had no idea where I was, and I was pretty sure no one else did either. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 15 
 
      
 
        I don’t know how long I laid there. It’s hard to judge time when it’s totally dark and absolutely quiet. 
 
        I thought about screaming, but not knowing where I was, no telling who might show up. An abandoned meat locker was probably not located in the best part of town. 
 
        To make matters worse, my nose started itching and I had to pee. I was able to quell the itchy nose by scraping it along the inside of the canvas bag. I had no good answer for the other problem. I tried not to think about it, but that’s not an easy task when you’re just laying there with nothing else to do. 
 
        Then, something happened that made me forget about my bladder. I heard the distinct sound of tiny feet scurrying across the cement floor.  
 
        Rats! 
 
        In my mind, I pictured Ben, the leader of a violent pack of killer rats.  
 
        I threw caution to the winds. I screamed and wriggled. I figured I’d be better off taking my chances with some wino than have my flesh torn apart by toothy vermin. 
 
        After one particularly bloodthirsty scream, I heard a familiar voice. 
 
        “Walt! Is that you? Where are you?” 
 
        It was Ox. 
 
        “In here! I’m in here!” 
 
        Moments later, I was out of the canvas bag surrounded by Ox, Kevin, Mark, and three other guys I didn’t know. 
 
        “How ---?” I started to say, but the words caught in my throat. 
 
        “Mary called and told me what happened at the hotel,” Ox replied. “I took a chance that you had your cell phone with you. I had it pinged by our guys in the tech department. As soon as I had an address, I called Kevin and Mark.” 
 
        “Where --- where am I?” 
 
        “In the West Bottoms. An old Armour Meat Packing warehouse.” 
 
        As soon as I was on my feet, my bladder reminded me that I had business to take care of. 
 
        “Be right back.” 
 
        I found the bathroom. It hadn’t been used in years. There wasn’t even any water in the bowl. I didn’t care. No one would ever know. 
 
        When I returned, Mark was surveying the carnage on the floor.  
 
        “Jesus! What a mess.” He pointed to the three men. “Hatfield, Luther and Gomez.” 
 
        Ben and his furry horde had already started nibbling on the exposed flesh. 
 
        “Any idea who iced them?” Mark asked. 
 
        “Not really,” I replied. “I was kinda tied up at the time.” 
 
        “See!” Mark said. “He’s okay. Back to being a smart ass.” 
 
        “Actually, I did hear them talking. Two of them spoke in a foreign language. I’m no linguist, but I think it might have been Russian. Then, the third guy spoke in English and they answered in English.” 
 
        “That fits,” Mark replied. “I’m guessing the Russians hired Hatfield to get the NESD. When he didn’t deliver, they decided to get him out of the way and go for the device themselves.” 
 
        “So, Hatfield’s out of the picture, but now Skinner has to worry about Russian agents. Out of the frying pan, into the fire.” 
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        When I arrived at home, Maggie met me at the door. She hugged me, then held me at arm’s length. 
 
        “Are you all right? Mary told me what happened. I was so worried.” 
 
        “I’m fine. Just a bump on the head. A hot shower and a nap and I’ll be good as new.” 
 
        “Really? I have an appointment. I was going to cancel, but ---.” 
 
        “No, you go on. I’m just going to tumble into bed. There’s nothing for you to do here.” 
 
        “Are you sure? You’re more important than any stupid appointment.” 
 
        “No, you go.” 
 
        After she was gone, I stepped into the shower and let the hot water cascade over my aching body until it ran cold. During that time, I thought about how close I had come to meeting my Maker. If the Russians hadn’t shown up when they did, I’d be lying in the muddy bottom of the Missouri River. If Ox hadn’t thought about pinging my phone, eventually Ben and his brood would have eaten through that canvas bag. 
 
        It was a chilling thought. 
 
        Here I am, I thought. Seventy-five and still playing chicken with the Grim Reaper. 
 
        I slipped beneath the covers, hoping to drift off into la-la land. I had just closed my eyes when the phone rang. 
 
        Grudgingly, I reached for the receiver. 
 
        “Hullo.” 
 
        “This is Sarah. Are you suffering from chronic pain? If so ---.” 
 
        “Jesus!” I muttered, slamming the phone into its cradle. 
 
        I don’t know how long I had been asleep. It seemed like only a minute, when the phone rang again. 
 
        “This is your credit card company. We have been trying to reach you. This is your last opportunity to lower your interest rate.” 
 
        “Bite me!” I said, and hung up again. 
 
        I rolled over and tried to go back to sleep, but it was too late. 
 
        Reluctantly, I crawled out of bed and slipped on a robe. I thought maybe a glass of Arbor Mist might take the edge off. I poured a frosty glass and headed to the front porch. Swing and sip, I thought. 
 
        Bad idea. Jerry and the Professor, my two tenants on the first floor, were already there. 
 
        “Good Lord, Walt!” Jerry observed. “You look like crap!” 
 
        “Thanks for noticing.” 
 
        “We heard about your narrow escape,” the Professor said. “I hope you’re recuperating.” 
 
        “I tried, but the phone won’t stop ringing. It’s those damned telemarketers.” 
 
        “A problem indeed,” the Professor replied. “It is estimated that 35 billion such calls are made in the U.S. each year. The average person receives twelve each day. The FTC received over 4.5 million complaints last year, and yet they persist. There’s not much one can do, it seems.” 
 
        “You can’t stop the calls,” Jerry said, “but you can have some fun with them.” 
 
        He had my attention. “How?” 
 
        “Come on. I’ll show you.” 
 
        We went back to my apartment, and by the time I poured a second glass of Arbor Mist, the phone rang again. 
 
        Jerry held up the caller I.D. “Do you recognize the number?”  
 
        I shook my head. 
 
        He punched the button, and answered in a low, gravely voice, “The job is done, but there’s blood everywhere. What do you want me to do now?” 
 
        Silence on the other end, then, “Sorry, I must have the wrong number.” 
 
        “Bet that guy won’t be calling back,” he said with a grin. 
 
        It’s good to know that Jerry can be a pain in the ass to somebody besides me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 16 
 
      
 
        “Now that Hatfield is out of play, how do you want to proceed?” Boris Balakin asked. 
 
        “We must act quickly,” Ivan Sokolov replied. “Before the Chinese or North Koreans send agents to acquire the device.” 
 
        “Do you have a plan?” 
 
        “I see no reason to play games. There is only one guard on duty. Surely three well-trained Russian agents can handle him. We’ll take out the guard, grab the device from Skinner and be on our way.” 
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        Still recuperating from my ordeal in the abandoned meat locker, I slept in. I was awakened by the ringing of the phone. Figuring it was another sales call, I was about to give the jerk the Jerry treatment. Then I noticed the caller was Dr. Skinner. 
 
        “Walt, I need you here, now!” 
 
        I barely had my eyes open.  
 
        “Can you give me an hour? I haven’t even had a cup of coffee.” 
 
        I heard a long sigh. “I suppose, but hurry!” 
 
        After a quick shower and a cup of coffee, I headed to the treatment center. The guard met me at the door. 
 
        “Dr. Skinner is expecting you. He’s in his office.” 
 
        “Humph!” he said, looking at his watch. “You said an hour and it’s been seventy minutes.” 
 
        I was about to say something nasty, then I remembered his autism. 
 
        “Sorry about that. What’s so important?” 
 
        “I’m sure you remember our earlier conversation about recidivism. Over 75% of prisoners are rearrested within five years of their release.” 
 
        “Yes, I remember.” 
 
        “I have found a candidate for my program, a Jeffrey Allen. He’s forty-years old and has been in and out of prison multiple times. Minor offences, burglary, auto theft, possession with intent to sell. He has no family, no job, and no place to live. He wants to turn his life around. He wants a fresh start.” 
 
        “He sounds like a great candidate. So what’s the problem?” 
 
        “When I explained that his entire memory would be erased, he hesitated. He said he had information about a murder that he should share before it was gone forever.” 
 
        I was beginning to see the problem. The guy wanted to clear his conscience, but in doing so it could land him in trouble with the law and delay, if not prevent altogether, his treatment. 
 
        “What do you want from me?” 
 
        “If I remember correctly, you were a policeman for five years. Talk to him, then tell us what we need to do to move forward.” 
 
        “I’ll talk to him, but I don’t know how much help I can be.” 
 
        “That’s all I ask. Jeffrey is waiting in one of the treatment rooms.” 
 
        Jeffrey Allen looked the part of an ex-con. His face was drawn, his eyes shifty, and his hands and arms were covered with prison tattoos. If Skinner could turn this guy’s life around it would be a miracle indeed. 
 
        “Jeffrey,” Skinner said. “This is the man I was telling you about, Walt Williams. Tell him your story.” 
 
         “You ever heard of Matt Kemp?” he asked. 
 
        I shook my head. 
 
        “Back in ’98, he raped and killed an eleven-year-old girl. They caught him, tried him, convicted him, and he got the needle.” 
 
        “Sounds like an open and shut case.” 
 
        “Except for one thing. They never found the girl’s body. He wouldn’t give it up even when they were strapping him down. I know where it is.” 
 
        “Why haven’t you come forward before? Were you involved in the murder?” 
 
        “See!” he said. “Right there! Your first thought was that I helped him do it. That’s why I never said anything. I’m an ex-con, for chrissakes. Who would believe me?” 
 
        “Then how did you know about the girl?” 
 
        “Matt was a friend of mine. He told me the whole thing just before they nabbed him.” 
 
        It was indeed a dilemma. The family deserved to have their daughter and give her a decent burial, but if Jeffrey spills the beans, he could be in deep doodoo for withholding evidence all these years. 
 
        I was thinking about alternatives when I glanced out the window and saw three men alight from an SUV and head toward the door. 
 
        “Dr. Skinner, are you expecting company?” 
 
        “No, why do you ask?” 
 
        I pointed to the three men. 
 
        I saw the look of concern on Skinner’s face, then I remembered that three men had massacred Hatfield and his goons. 
 
        “Dr. Skinner, where is the NESD?” 
 
        “In the vault, of course.” 
 
        “Then we’d better hurry. I think those men may be after it.” 
 
        We had just entered the vault room when we heard a gunshot. I looked around for a place to hide, but there was nothing but the vault. 
 
        “Quick!” Skinner said. “Get inside!” 
 
        “Are you crazy?” Jeffrey said in disbelief. “I ain’t goin’ in there!” 
 
        “Trust me!” Skinner said. “And hurry!” 
 
        I pushed Jeffrey inside. Skinner grabbed the door and slammed it shut just as the three men entered the vault room. He twirled a dial and I heard the bolts slide shut. 
 
        We could hear the men banging on the door, but there was no way they were getting in. We all breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
        “I had no idea you could lock one of these things from the inside,” I said. 
 
        “Most, you can’t,” Skinner replied, “but I had this one rigged for exactly this occasion. It can be locked and unlocked from inside. I took every precaution so that the device would never fall into the wrong hands.” 
 
        “I don’t suppose you thought about a phone?” 
 
        He pointed to the back wall. “Of course I did.” 
 
        I dialed Mark. 
 
        “Hey, bro, if you hurry, you might get your hands on three Russian agents.” 
 
        “Walt! Where are you?” 
 
        “Right this moment, I’m locked in the vault at the treatment center with Dr. Skinner and a patient. The Russians are trying to figure a way to get to us, so hurry. Oh yes, bring an ambulance. They shot the guard on the way in.” 
 
        “I’m on my way.” 
 
        By the time Mark arrived, the Russians were long gone, but during the time we sat in the vault waiting for help to arrive, I thought of a plan to help Jeffrey Allen. 
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        I knew Father Sebastian from a case that Ox and I worked several years ago involving the Mexican drug cartel. A creep by the name of Hector Corazon was recruiting Latino girls to bring drugs from Mexico into the U.S. With Father Sebastian’s help, we were able to put the cartel out of business. 
 
        The priest was waiting for me in the rectory. 
 
        “Walt! So good to see you again.” 
 
        “You too, Father.” 
 
        “How may I help you, my son?” 
 
        I told the Padre about Dr. Skinner, his work with the NESD, and Jeffrey Allen’s dilemma. When I finished, he sat staring at me in disbelief. 
 
        “I’ve been a priest for over twenty years and heard some strange tales, but this one beats them all. This thing can really erase a person’s memory?” 
 
        I nodded. “I’ve seen it. It really works.” 
 
        “How do I fit into this very strange picture?” 
 
        “I need you to come and listen to Jeffrey’s confession. Then you can tell me the location of the little girl’s body. When I go to the cops and they ask me where I got the information, I can tell them you heard it in confession. The detective will want to know who confessed and I’ll tell him I don’t know because you couldn’t break the sanctity of the confessional.” 
 
        Again, he stared in disbelief. “But that’s not true! We would be lying to the police!” 
 
        “Technically, yes, but look at it this way. The body gets found and the family gets closure. Jeffrey clears his conscience and is able to erase his dismal past thanks to Dr. Skinner’s treatment. It’s a win-win for everyone.” 
 
        “And you say this Jeffrey had nothing to do with the poor child’s death?” 
 
        “Jeffrey was a friend of the man who killed the girl. Just before he was captured, he told Jeffrey where he hid the body. The only thing he’s guilty of, is not coming forward with the information, and given his checkered past, he probably would have been implicated somehow.” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “I should pray about this.” 
 
        “I understand,” I replied. “When you talk to the Man upstairs, please remind Him that not everything in life is black and white. Sometimes, we have to deal with shades of grey.” 
 
        He promised he would get back to me. 
 
        That evening, he called.  
 
        “I told our Lord what I was planning to do and He didn’t strike me dead, so I guess I’m in.” 
 
        We agreed to meet at the treatment center the next day. 
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        “Jeffrey, this is Father Sebastian. He’s here to take your confession.” 
 
        I saw the puzzled look on his face. “But I’m not Catholic!” 
 
        “You are today, my friend.” 
 
        I explained my plan to Jeffrey and Dr. Skinner. 
 
        “Brilliant!” Skinner exclaimed. “I knew you would come through.” 
 
        For the next hour, Jeffrey told us everything he knew about the murder committed by Matt Kemp and the exact location of the little girl’s body. While he was at it, he threw in a few other transgressions. Although not a Catholic, after he was finished, I could see that a great burden had lifted. Evidently, confession is indeed good for the soul. At least it was for Jeffrey Allen. 
 
        Armed with the information I needed, I headed to the precinct for a chat with Detective Derek Blaylock. 
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        During my five years on the force, Ox and I worked many cases with Detective Blaylock. He was a good cop and a good friend. I hated having to lie to him, but I rationalized, believing it was the best thing for everyone involved. 
 
        “Walt, what brings you to the precinct? Are you coming back to work?” 
 
        “No, Maggie wouldn’t hear of it. I’ve come to give you some information about a cold case.” 
 
        “Really? Which one?” 
 
        “Do you remember Matt Kemp?” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “Kemp? Right! That is an old one. ’98 if I remember correctly. But that’s not a cold case. The guy was convicted and got the needle.” 
 
        “But if my information is correct, the cops never found the little girl’s body. Kemp took his secret to the grave.” 
 
        He thought a moment more. “That’s right. How is it you know so much about an old case like this?” 
 
        “I know where the body is buried.” 
 
        His mouth flew open. “How could you possibly know that?” 
 
        I spit out my little white lie. “I was contacted by a Catholic priest who is a friend of mine. He got the information in a confessional. The individual had nothing to do with the murder, but knew the location of the body. Kemp told him before he was captured.” 
 
        “Who is this guy?” 
 
        “The priest wouldn’t tell me. Something about the sanctity of the confessional. We’ve run into this before. It’s like doctor/patient or attorney/client privilege.” 
 
        “I’m quite aware,” Blaylock huffed. “I’ve been a cop for a while. Who is the priest?” 
 
        “I can’t tell you. He made me promise not to get him involved before he would give me the information.” 
 
        “Jesus, Walt!” 
 
        “Look, do you want the location of the body or not? That’s all I can give you.” 
 
        He sighed. “Okay, deal. Let’s hear it.” 
 
        “Do you know where the railroad track goes under 63rd Street just east of Swope Park?” 
 
        He nodded.  
 
        “The body is buried on the east side of the tracks under 63rd. On the side of a hill.” 
 
        “Okay, got it.” 
 
        “One more thing. I’d like to go with you. I did give you the tip.” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “I wouldn’t let any other schmuck go along, but you were a cop. Just don’t get in the way.” 
 
        “I promise,” I said, holding up three fingers. “Scout’s honor.” 
 
        Blaylock rolled his eyes. 
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        Early the next morning, I met Blaylock and the K-9 crew with a cadaver dog. 
 
        After introductions, we scooted down the steep slope from 63rd to the tracks below. The handler started a search pattern on the east side of the tracks. Twenty minutes later, about thirty feet up the hill, the dog sniffed and howled. 
 
        After carefully excavating away twelve inches of soil, a tiny bone was found. The medical examiner was called, and his team began the time-consuming job of sifting through the surrounding soil. By evening, the skeleton of the little girl was unearthed. 
 
        Thanks to Dr. Skinner’s device, a family would get the closure they had been denied for twenty years and Jeffrey Allen would get the new start in life he so desperately needed. 
 
        Before his death, Ishmael, the man who helped me with the mysterious box, told me the device could be a blessing to mankind in the right hands. I think he was right. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 17 
 
      
 
        The next day, I received a call from Arnie Goldblume. 
 
        “Walt, I hope you haven’t forgotten us.” 
 
        “Uhhh, hi Arnie.” I racked my brain trying to remember if I was supposed to do something for him. 
 
        “You did forget! You said you would get Nick and I an introduction to Dr. Skinner.” 
 
         He was right. I had totally forgotten. 
 
         “You got me,” I replied, embarrassed. “Let me give him a call.” 
 
        Skinner was a very private guy and wary of strangers, but he owed me for helping Jeffrey Allen. Finally, he reluctantly agreed. 
 
         “Arnie, this is Walt. Can you be at the treatment center at two o’clock?” 
 
         “You bet we will.” 
 
        I filled them in on the success Skinner had achieved using the device. 
 
         “A note of caution. If you remember, Skinner is autistic. Sometimes he blurts out strange things.” 
 
        “Not a problem. We understand.” 
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        At precisely two o’clock, I escorted Arnie and Nick into Skinner’s office. 
 
        I made the introductions and Skinner gave them a quizzical look. “You two look like Simon and Garfunkle.” 
 
        I had always thought the same thing, but I had never mentioned it to my friends. 
 
        Arnie smiled. “So we’ve been told.” 
 
        I quickly changed the subject. “Arnie and Nick head up a group called the Watchers. It’s a ---.” 
 
        “I know about the Watchers,” Skinner interrupted. “So it was you boys who embarrassed the hell out of the government by exposing the Echelon program.” 
 
        Arnie blushed. “Yes, that was us. I’m surprised you’ve heard about our organization.” 
 
        “Quite the contrary. I, too, keep an eye on our Uncle Sam’s shenanigans. Good work!” 
 
        “And we’re big fans of your work,” Nick said. “We’ve been following Detrick Von Braun for years. We were fascinated with his experimental work on the NESD, and when we heard that you were actually putting it to work, well, we just had to meet you in person. Walt tells us that it’s worked with alcoholics, drug abusers, felons, and even a prostitute.” 
 
        “My goodness,” Skinner replied, “you are well informed. It’s refreshing to talk to someone who understands what we’re doing.” 
 
        “I don’t mean to be presumptuous,” Arnie said. “We understand that the NESD completely erases the patient’s memory. Nick has been doing some research and wondered if you had applied your device to pain management?” 
 
        Skinner rubbed his chin. “Hmmm, pain management.” He turned to Nick. “Explain, please.” 
 
        “We know that the devise disrupts the connections binding the synapses in the brain. Unfortunately, this totally wipes out their memory.  
 
        “Pain is experienced when nerve endings sense injury to the effected part of the body. Sensory neurons send impulses along axons to the spinal cord. The incoming axons form a synapse with neurons that project up to the brain. After processing, the brain sends signals down the spinal cord, which direct motor neurons to the affected part of the body to react to the pain.  
 
        “We were wondering what would happen if the electrodes were connected to the affected part of the body. If its impulses could disrupt the synapses sending pain signals to the brain, there would be no sensation of pain. The cause of the pain would still exist, but the suffering would not.” 
 
        “Remarkable!” Skinner said, still rubbing his chin. 
 
        “If that would work,” Arnie added, “it would be a Godsend. Opioids are now the drug of choice for pain management, and we know how that’s working out. Hundreds of thousands of people are addicted and over 40,000 people die each year of opioid overdose.” 
 
        “I abhor the stranglehold that big pharma has on the American people,” Skinner said. “America has 4% of the world’s population, but 27% of the world’s overdose deaths.” 
 
         “You’re preaching to the choir,” Nick said. “Both of our fathers died from taking Vioxx. That’s how Arnie and I met.” 
 
        “I appreciate your insights,” Skinner said. “I will definitely test your hypothesis on pain management. I am about to begin treatment on Jeffrey Allen. Since you are here and so well-versed in my work, I wonder if you would like to observe?” 
 
        Nick and Arnie’s eyes lit up like two kids on Christmas morning.  
 
        “Absolutely! Thank you so much.” 
 
        Skinner led us to a treatment room. Jeffrey was in bed and a technician had already attached the electrodes to his scalp.  
 
        Dr. Skinner took Jeffrey by the hand. “Well, my son, are you ready to embark on your new life?” 
 
        Jeffrey smiled and nodded, tears running down his cheeks. “I’m ready. Thank you.” 
 
        Skinner nodded to the technician who injected something into an IV line. Within seconds, Jeffrey was sound asleep. 
 
        Skinner powered up the NESD and a low hum filled the room. 
 
        “When he awakes,” Skinner said, “this young man will have no memory of the forces that led him into a life of crime. Heretofore, there was no opportunity for do-overs. Now, with this marvelous device, there is.” 
 
        Nick and Arnie just stared in awe of what they had witnessed. 
 
        They thanked the doctor and me profusely and left with their minds filled with the fantastic possibilities the device could bring to the world. 
 
        I was about to leave when a thought occurred to me. 
 
        “Dr. Skinner, I haven’t seen your friend, Mr. Watson, since you opened the treatment center. I hope he’s okay.” 
 
        “My goodness, yes. Jacob is quite well. He has an office at the rehabilitation camp. He’s responsible for the business end of our operation, paying bills, keeping in contact with the benefactors who fund our project. That kind of thing. 
 
        “Thank goodness I have him. While I realize it’s a valuable part of our operation, I loathe doing any of it myself. The next time I see him, I’ll tell him you inquired.” 
 
        I left the treatment center with a happy heart. I had agonized as to what to do with the mysterious box I kept hidden in my safe. Now, I felt sure I had made the right decision, giving it to Dr. Skinner.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 18 
 
      
 
        “What now?” Boris Balakin asked. “We’ll never get the device with a direct assault. Skinner will simply lock himself inside that impenetrable vault. Maybe we grab him outside the treatment center and force him to give it to us.” 
 
        “I don’t think so,” Ivan Sokolov replied. “I believe Dr. Buford Skinner is the kind of man who would endure torture and go to his grave before giving up his precious toy. No, I have a better idea. I have no doubt Skinner would give his life to save the device, but would he sacrifice the life of a friend? We’ll see.” 
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        I was about to meet Kevin at Mel’s Diner when the phone rang.  
 
        It was Dr. Skinner. 
 
        “Walt, something dreadful has happened. Those despicable Russians have taken Jacob Watson and they’re holding him for ransom. They want the NESD of course. Watson for the device. What should I do?” 
 
        This was way beyond my pay grade. 
 
        “Let me call my brother, Mark, at Homeland Security. This is now a matter of national defense. He should be involved.” 
 
        “Well, okay, if you think that’s best.” 
 
        “What did they tell you to do?” 
 
        “They said they would call later and give me instructions for the exchange. They said if I didn’t comply, I’d be responsible for Watson’s death.” 
 
        “I’ll get back with you. Mark will know what to do.” 
 
        I said the words to comfort Skinner, but I had my doubts. 
 
        “Mark, this is Walt. I just hung up with Dr. Skinner. The Russians have snatched his friend and partner, Jacob Watson. They want a trade, Watson for the NESD.” 
 
        “Jesus! The Eraser can’t fall into Russian hands. You told Skinner that I hope.” 
 
        “I told him I’d call you and you would know what to do.” 
 
        “I’ll put together a team. Meet me at the treatment center.” 
 
        When I arrived at the treatment center, Mark and his men were setting up a command post. 
 
        After all the equipment was in place, Mark addressed the group. 
 
        “When the Russians call, we’ll try to trace their location. Dr. Skinner, keep them talking as long as you can. Agree to make the exchange. We’ll either get them from the trace or after the exchange. Is everyone ready?” 
 
        Nods all around. 
 
        An hour later, the phone rang. 
 
        “Dr. Skinner, are you prepared to make the exchange?” 
 
        “Who is this? To whom am I speaking?” 
 
        “That’s not important. What’s important is that we have your friend and his life is in your hands.” 
 
        Mark signaled to Dr. Skinner and mouthed, “Proof of life. Ask to speak to Watson.” 
 
        Skinner nodded. “I need to know Jacob is okay before I make any arrangements for a trade. Let me speak to him.” 
 
        A moment later, Watson’s voice came on the line. “Buford! Don’t listen to them! My life is not worth letting the device fall into the hands of these thugs. Don’t ---.” 
 
        The Russian cut him off. “There you have your proof. Are you ready to trade or should we just take care of our nasty business on this end?” 
 
        “No, no!” Skinner moaned. “Don’t hurt my friend. What do you want me to do?” 
 
        “Bring the NESD to the parking lot of the Denny’s restaurant at I-70 and Blue Ridge Cut-off.” 
 
        “I --- I don’t know where that is.” 
 
        “I’m quite sure the Homeland Security agents with you can give you directions. One more thing, bring the old P.I. with you. I want Walt Williams to make the exchange. One hour or you’ll never see your friend alive again.” 
 
        The phone went dead. 
 
        Mark looked at his technician who shook his head. “Not long enough.” 
 
        “Damn!” Mark muttered. “Walt, do you know that location?” 
 
        I nodded. “It’s by the baseball and football stadiums.” 
 
        “Access roads?” 
 
        “From Denny’s, they could go north or south on Blue Ridge Cut-off, or east or west on the I-70 freeway. Oh yes, 39th Street intersects there too.” 
 
        “Lots of ways out. We’ll have to cover them all. We’d better get moving. Dr. Skinner, let’s take a look at that NESD of yours.” 
 
        “Do we really have to take the device? If you’re going to capture them ---.” 
 
        “They’ll want to see it before they release Mr. Watson.” 
 
        “But what if they get away with it? What if you fail?” 
 
        “That’s not going to happen,” Mark replied, reassuringly. “But even if they did slip through our fingers, we’ll still get them.” 
 
         “How?” 
 
         “We’ll plant a tracking device with the NESD. Do you have some kind of container to carry it?” 
 
        Dr. Skinner’s countenance suddenly changed from anxious to solemn and morose. “Yes, as a matter of fact, I have a special suitcase made especially for transporting the device.” 
 
        “Perfect. Let’s get it rigged and head out. Only forty-five minutes left before the meet. One more thing, we’ll be monitoring your phone in case they call again. Just remember Dr. Skinner, I don’t want the Russians to have that thing any more than you do.” 
 
        I pulled Mark aside. “I don’t get it. Why do the Russians want me with Skinner?” 
 
        “I have no idea, but we have to play along. You’ve done this kind of thing before. Any problems?” 
 
        “No, I guess not.” 
 
        Mark and his men took off in unmarked cars. They planned to park in strategic locations to cut off all the Russian’s possible escape routes.  
 
        A white-faced Dr. Skinner clutched the suitcase with his precious device to his chest. 
 
        “Are you ready?” 
 
        “I suppose so,” he replied with not a lot of conviction. 
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        We had just pulled into the Denny’s parking lot when Skinner’s phone beeped. 
 
        It was the Russian. 
 
        “Dr. Skinner, there has been a change of plan. I want you to proceed north on Blue Ridge Cut-off to 40 Highway. Turn east and go to the Walmart at the intersection of 40 Highway and I-70. Park by the dumpster at the rear of the store.” 
 
        “But why ---?” 
 
        “Just do as I say if you want to see your friend again.” 
 
        The Russian hung up and Mark came on the line. “I heard. Follow his directions. My men are already on their way.” 
 
        We pulled onto Blue Ridge Cut-off, and just before we reached 40 Highway, my phone rang. 
 
        “Mr. Williams, there has been another change in plans.” 
 
        It was the Russian. 
 
        Suddenly it dawned on me why he wanted me to ride along with Skinner. He figured Skinner’s phone would be monitored, but mine was not. 
 
        “What do you want?” 
 
        “When you reach 40 Highway, turn west instead of east. Proceed to the entrance of the Twin Drive-in Theatre. We’ll be waiting for you there. Do not make any attempt to contact your comrades at Homeland Security or you’ll find your friend’s body in the theatre parking lot.” 
 
        The line went dead. 
 
        “What should we do?” Skinner asked. 
 
        “Follow their instructions,” I replied. “Mark can follow them with the tracking device he planted in the suitcase.” 
 
         When we pulled into the parking lot, a black SUV was waiting for us. 
 
        Skinner and I climbed out of our car as did the Russians. 
 
        “Do you have the device?” one of them asked. 
 
        Skinner held up the suitcase. 
 
        “Bring it here so we may examine it.” 
 
        “Not so fast,” I replied. “Let’s see Mr. Watson.” 
 
        The Russian nodded to one of his companions who pulled Watson from the SUV. 
 
        “Now,” the Russian said, “let’s take care of business.” 
 
        Skinner and I moved forward with the suitcase, and the Russian came forward with Watson. 
 
        When we were face-to-face, the Russian ordered, “Open it.” 
 
        Skinner opened the suitcase revealing the NESD. 
 
        The Russian smiled. “Very good,” and pushed Watson our way. 
 
        “Don’t do this, Buford!” Watson moaned. 
 
        “I’m afraid I have to my old friend. It’s time to end this.” 
 
        We heard sirens in the distance. 
 
        “Time to go,” the Russian said, grabbing the suitcase. 
 
        The SUV peeled out of the parking lot. 
 
        Minutes later, Mark and his men pulled into the lot. 
 
        He spotted Watson. “The NESD! Where is it?” 
 
        I pointed to the taillights disappearing around a curve. “The Russians have it.” 
 
        “No problem,” Mark said. “I’ll have a chopper in the air monitoring the tracking device.” 
 
        “That won’t be necessary,” Skinner replied, sadly. 
 
        He pulled out his cell phone and dialed a number. 
 
        Moments later, we heard an explosion and a fireball lit up the horizon. 
 
        “What have you done?” Mark asked in disbelief. 
 
        “What I had to do,” he replied. “There was a false bottom in the suitcase with a brick of C-4.” 
 
        “But why?” 
 
        “In the short time we’ve had the device, there have been four attempts to take it from us. I knew as long as it existed, there would be more and more attempts. It was inevitable that someone would finally succeed. 
 
        “I promised Detrick Von Braun that I would never let it fall into the hands of evil men. I have kept my promise.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
        A few months ago, a mysterious box fell into my hands. 
 
        Little did I know that inside was a device that could alter the lives of thousands, maybe even millions of afflicted people. 
 
        Ishmael, the man who helped me protect the box, knew its secrets. He said that what was inside could either be a blessing or a curse to mankind. He likened it to nuclear energy. Used wisely, it can provide power to thousands, but in the wrong hands it can bring utter destruction. 
 
        I had seen both sides of the device. 
 
        For Warren Prescott, Nellie Archer, and Jeffrey Allen, it meant erasing the demons that had ruined their lives, giving them a second chance for a productive, fulfilling life. 
 
        But in the hands of Lloyd Hatfield, a killer with no conscience was conceived. 
 
        What a shame that the device had to be destroyed, but I understood why Dr. Skinner had to do it. No matter how great the potential for good, there would always be those who would covet it for evil. 
 
        It reminded me of a movie or TV show I had seen. Aliens from another galaxy had come to earth to share a technology far greater than anything humans possessed. But after seeing the unending conflict in our world, they knew that earthlings were not yet ready to possess such advanced technology, so they turned their craft around and left our warring planet in search of other less hostile life forms. 
 
        Maybe someday in the future, another brilliant mind will construct a similar device that can be blessing to mankind, and maybe we will have evolved to the point where it would only be used for good. 
 
        My name is Walt Williams, and there is no doubt in my mind that I will be long gone before that day arrives.     
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    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 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE VIGILANTE 
 
      
 
    [image: #1 vigil cover complete copy] 
 
      
 
    BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL – SUMMER 2012 
 
    [image: PinnacleAwardSticker2] 
 
    National Association of Book Entrepreneurs 
 
      
 
    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 
 
      
 
    [image: revised_1  front cover 300 dpi crop 750] 
 
      
 
    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 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE CANDIDATE 
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             BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL – FALL 2012 
 
      
 
                            [image: PinnacleAwardSticker2] 
 
      
 
    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 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE 
 
    AND THE  
 
    BOOK CLUB MURDERS 
 
      
 
    [image: #10 Bk Club 300 dpi crp copy2] 
 
      
 
    BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL – SPRING 2013 
 
                                            [image: PinnacleAwardSticker2] 
 
    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 
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                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 
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    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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        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 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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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