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    LADY JUSTICE AND THE MYSTERY MANSION 
 
      
 
    PROLOGUE 
 
      
 
    1825, Indian Territory in Missouri at the site that would one day be the  
 
    City of Kansas City, Gladstone Boulevard. 
 
      
 
        For centuries, the Osage tribesmen dwelt in their village high on the beautiful bluff overlooking the Missouri River. 
 
        The Osage were called Ni-u-kon-ska, the People of the Middle Waters.  
 
        The 19th century painter, George Catlin, described the Osage as "the tallest race of men in North America, either red or white skins; there being many of them six and a half, and others seven feet.” 
 
        At the height of their power in the early 19th century, the Osage had become the dominant power in the region, feared by neighboring tribes. The missionary, Isaac McCoy, described the Osage as an “uncommonly fierce, courageous, warlike nation.” 
 
        But their days on the beautiful bluff overlooking the river were numbered.  
 
        The westward expansion of the white man was a force that even the mighty Osage could not overcome. 
 
        In 1825, the Federal Government forced the Osage to give up their land along the Missouri River and relocate to a reservation in the Oklahoma Territory. 
 
        Under the watchful eye of the Federal General, Chief Wa-po'-ga dismantled his village and the members of his tribe began the long trek to their new home. 
 
        Banished from the land of their ancestors, they departed with heavy hearts. 
 
        There is a legend that as the Osage were leaving the beautiful bluff, the tribe's medicine man, Ka'-wa-sab-be, looked back on their home one last time and placed a curse upon it. 
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    CHAPTER 1 
 
      
 
    Gladstone Boulevard, Kansas City, 1952 
 
      
 
        Theodore Weston was furious. 
 
        “Julia! How could you do this to our family? The shame! What were you thinking?” 
 
        His daughter opened her mouth to reply but was cut off. 
 
        “That’s just it. You weren’t thinking. For the life of me I can’t understand you consorting with that white trash, Jeremy Caldwell.” 
 
        Julia turned to her father with fire in her eyes. “Jeremy isn’t white trash!” 
 
        “Oh really? Then pray tell me how a man of good breeding could lure a seventeen-year-old girl into his bed and impregnate her?” 
 
        “He didn’t lure me,” Julia replied, haughtily. “I went to him because I love him.” 
 
        “Love! What does a seventeen-year-old know about love? No matter. Mr. Caldwell won’t be coming around anymore.” 
 
        “What do you mean? Daddy! What did you do?” 
 
        “Let’s just say I made the young man an offer he couldn’t refuse.” 
 
        “I hate you!” Julia cried. She started to lunge at her father but was restrained by her mother, Marjorie. 
 
        “Now, now, Sweetheart. Calm down. I know you don’t mean that.” 
 
        “But I do. He had no right ---.” 
 
        “Enough of this drivel,” Theodore roared. “What’s done, is done. What we have to do now is limit the damage to our family’s reputation. I have a plan and you will do as I say.” 
 
        “What plan?” 
 
        “We will let it be known that we have sent our brilliant daughter overseas to continue her education at one of Europe’s finest universities. For the remainder of your pregnancy, you will not leave this house for any reason. We will deal with the child once it is born.” 
 
        Julia buried her face in her mother’s embrace and sobbed. 
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    Seven months later 
 
      
 
        Screams of anguish came from the upstairs bedroom as Julia gave birth to her illegitimate son. 
 
        The midwife cut the cord, toweled the newborn infant, and handed him to his mother. 
 
        Julia smiled at her baby. “I’ll name you Jeremy after your father. One day you’ll meet him, I promise.” 
 
        Exhausted from the rigors of labor, Julia drifted off to sleep. When she awoke, the midwife was gone and there was no sign of her newborn son. 
 
        “Mother! Mother!” she called. 
 
        The moment her mother entered the room weeping, Julia knew something was terribly wrong. 
 
        “Mother, where’s my baby?” 
 
        At that moment her father entered the room. 
 
        “There will be no more talk of this child. Do you understand?” 
 
        “What do you mean? What have you done with my baby?” 
 
        “I’ve done what should be done with any bastard child. He’ll not be shaming our family’s name and reputation.” 
 
        “Oh my God! Surely you wouldn’t ---.” 
 
        Julia leaped from her bed, pushed her startled father aside, and ran into the hallway. “My baby!” she cried. “I’m coming!” 
 
        At the head of the stairs, her feet became entangled in her nightgown, she stumbled, and plunged headlong down the winding staircase. 
 
        Marjorie Weston looked in horror at her daughter’s lifeless body at the base of the steps. 
 
        The article in the Kansas City Star reported that Julia Weston, the daughter of Theodore and Marjorie Weston, tragically fell to her death just days after returning from her first semester abroad. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 2 
 
      
 
    Kansas City, Missouri, 1975 
 
      
 
        Gerald Baldwin, with his wife, Sophia, on his arm, mingled with the other wealthy guests in the Grand Ballroom of the Radisson Muehlebach Hotel. The charity event had attracted the movers and shakers of Kansas City’s social scene. None of the attendees wanted to miss the opportunity to rub elbows with the Kansas City elite. 
 
        Across the room, Sophia saw the man she had been waiting for. He nodded his head and slipped out of the ballroom. 
 
        “Gerald, dear,” Sophia said, “do you mind? I need to powder my nose.” 
 
        “Of course not, darling,” he replied, knowing full well that was just a polite way to say she needed to pee. 
 
        Sophia left the ballroom and spotted her contact, U.S. Air Force Colonel Maxwell Scott, in an alcove near the restrooms. 
 
        “Do you have it?” she asked, joining him in the alcove. 
 
        “Of course,” he replied, looking around to make sure they weren’t being watched. “I told you I could get it. Do you have something for me?” 
 
        She nodded and pulled an envelope out of her purse. “It’s all there. Twenty-five thousand.” 
 
        Scott took the envelope and handed her one in return. “These are the locations in Missouri. Give me another week and I’ll have the locations in Arkansas. Same deal?’ 
 
        She nodded, folded the envelope, and slipped it in her purse. “Contact me when you have them and we’ll arrange a meet.” 
 
        They separated, their transaction complete. 
 
        After a brief visit to the lady’s room, Sophia rejoined her husband in the Grand Ballroom. 
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        A hooded figure watched the Cadillac DeVille pull into the driveway of the Gladstone mansion. He saw the two occupants exit the car and enter through a side door. Moments later, he saw the lights go on in the window of the room he knew to be the master bedroom. He waited patiently until the bedroom light was extinguished. 
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        Sophia waited until her husband went into the bathroom. As soon as she heard the water running, she pried loose the baseboard behind her dresser and placed the envelope she had received from Colonel Scott into the recess in the wall. Everything was back in place when Gerald returned. 
 
        They undressed, changed into their night clothes, and crawled into bed. 
 
        Sophia gave her husband a peck on the cheek. “Thank you for a wonderful evening.” 
 
        “Indeed it was,” Gerald replied, turning off the light. 
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        Thirty minutes after the lights went out in the bedroom, Dale Gann slipped out of his car and made his way to the side door of the mansion. 
 
        It took him only ten minutes to pick the lock and enter the mud room. 
 
        He stepped into the kitchen and listened. Hearing nothing, he moved silently into the foyer and crept up the stairs to the master bedroom. 
 
        He paused outside the door. Hearing nothing but heavy breathing, he pulled the ski mask over his face, then slipped the gun from his waistband, stepped inside, and turned on the lights. 
 
        “Rise and shine, folks. We’ve got some work to do.” 
 
        Gerald and Sophia bolted upright. 
 
        “Who are you?” Gerald demanded, “and what do you want?”  
 
        “Doesn’t matter who I am. Just do as I say and no one gets hurt.” 
 
        “How dare you break into my home!” Gerald replied, haughtily, climbing out of bed. “Do you have any idea who you’re dealing with?” 
 
        “Of course I do. That’s why I’m here, and what I want is the contents of that safe in your study. Let’s get that done and I’ll be on my way.” 
 
        “I’ll do no such thing!” Gerald replied, stubbornly. 
 
        Gann pointed his gun at Sophia. “Maybe a bullet in the leg of your beautiful little wife will make you more cooperative.” 
 
        “You bastard!” Gerald roared, and lunged at the gunman. 
 
        Gann fired, hitting Gerald in the chest. 
 
        “Too bad,” Gann said, turning to Sophia. “All the fool had to do was open the safe. How about you? Are you going to be stubborn too?” 
 
        Sophia looked at the body of her dead husband. She felt more remorse than she thought she would. It had been a marriage of convenience to get her close to the powerful people who could get her access to the information she needed. Nevertheless, Gerald had been good to her and probably actually loved her. 
 
        “No,” Sophia replied, “I’ll not give you any trouble. I’ll open the safe.” 
 
        “Smart girl,” Gann said, waving the pistol. “Get moving.” 
 
        Once in the study, Sophia went directly to the safe, noting the exact location of her captor. 
 
        She spun the dial three times then turned the handle and opened the door. She reached inside and found the 9mm Beretta. Thanks to her training in the Soviet Union before relocating in Missouri, she was no stranger to firearms. 
 
        Taking a deep breath, she turned and fired. Gann seeing the Beretta, fired at the same time. Both bullets found their mark. 
 
        The next morning, the maid found Gerald’s body in the master bedroom, and the bodies of a masked gunman and Sophia Baldwin, a.k.a. Anna Sokolov, on the floor of the study. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 3 
 
      
 
    Kansas City, Missouri, 1993 
 
      
 
        William Lawton and his mistress, April, lay spent after another of their afternoon trysts. 
 
        April turned to face William and looked him in the eyes. “Bill, when are you going to make an honest woman of me?” 
 
        “Soon,” William replied, “very soon.” 
 
        “You’ve been telling me that for months now. I’m beginning to think you’ll never end it with her.” 
 
        “It’s not that I don’t want to. I just have to wait for the perfect time, and I think I have everything figured out.” 
 
        “I certainly hope so. I’m so tired of sneaking around like this.” 
 
        “It won’t be long. I promise.” 
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        As William pulled out of the motel parking lot, he began to finalize his plan. 
 
        For all intents and purposes, his marriage had been over years ago. He and his wife, Janice, even slept in separate bedrooms. They had discussed divorce, but William wasn’t interested. Even though he owned a string of supermarkets across Kansas City, they were only marginally profitable. It was Janice’s side of the family that had the money. A divorce would leave him nearly broke and there was no way he was willing to give up his lavish lifestyle, even to be with April. 
 
        No, the only way this would work was with Janice out of the picture --- permanently. 
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        William had planned for this day for months and now it seemed everything was coming together perfectly. 
 
        Before leaving for work, William had slipped into Janice’s room while she was showering and removed several valuable pieces of jewelry. 
 
        He was on his way to the apartment of one of his employees, Gene Paxton. 
 
        A month ago, Paxton had applied for a stocker position at William’s Wornall Road market. Paxton had just been released from county lock-up where he had been incarcerated on a breaking and entering arrest. Normally, William wouldn’t have hired the young man, but in this case, Paxton’s arrest fit perfectly with his plan. 
 
        William parked in front of the old two-story house that had been converted to apartments. He looked cautiously around, and seeing no one, entered the foyer and made his way to Paxton’s second floor apartment. 
 
        Using a credit card, he quickly popped open the old deadbolt. 
 
        Once inside, he stashed his wife’s jewelry in the corner of the bedroom closet. In the kitchen, he found what he was looking for, a pair of old leather gloves with Paxton’s name written in ink on the back. He took one of the gloves, leaving its mate behind. 
 
        He listened at the door and hearing no one, quietly slipped away. 
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        That evening, William Lawson drove downtown to Bartle Hall to attend a trade show. 
 
        There were hundreds of people milling around the arena visiting the booths of the various vendors. He made sure he talked to several of the vendors before slipping away. 
 
        His alibi established, he drove to his home on Gladstone Boulevard, parked, and went inside. 
 
        As he suspected, his wife was passed out on her bed, an empty bottle of vodka on the nightstand. 
 
        He stood beside his wife with a knife he had taken from the kitchen. He paused for just a moment, then plunged the knife into her chest. 
 
        William removed Paxton’s glove from his pocket and dipped it in the blood that was pooling on the bed. Then he pulled out several drawers in her dresser, scattering the contents around the room. 
 
        Satisfied that everything was perfect, he took one last look at his wife. “Good bye, my love.” 
 
        He went back to the kitchen and broke the window in the back door from the outside, then tossed Paxton’s blood-soaked glove on the porch where the police were sure to find it. 
 
        After disposing of the knife, William returned to the trade show, chatting it up with several acquaintances in the grocery business. 
 
        An hour later, he returned to his home on Gladstone Boulevard. He immediately called 911 and minutes later the police arrived finding a distraught William sobbing at the foot of his wife’s bed. 
 
        While a detective was taking William’s statement, an officer approached carrying the bloody glove in an evidence bag. 
 
        “Sir, we found this on the back porch by the broken window. It has a name on it.” 
 
        The detective looked at the bagged glove and turned to William. “Does the name Gene Paxton mean anything to you?” 
 
        “Oh my God!” William wailed. “I can’t believe he would do this to me.” 
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        The murder trial of Gene Paxton was a slam dunk. The bloody glove with his name found at the scene of the crime was an exact match to one found in Paxton’s apartment. That, along with the jewelry discovered in his closet, sealed his fate. 
 
        Given his previous arrest record, Paxton was sentenced to life in prison. 
 
        As the twenty-two-year old Paxton was led from the courtroom in cuffs, he pleaded. “I swear I didn’t do this! I’m innocent!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 4 
 
      
 
    Kansas City, Missouri,  2008 
 
      
 
        As the S.W.A.T. team pulled up in front of the stately mansion on Gladstone Boulevard, the officer looked questioningly at Lieutenant Max Roper in the seat beside him. “Are you sure this is the right address?” 
 
        Roper looked at the warrant. “Yes, this is it. The home is owned by Albert Crittendon Briggs. It’s his son, Jason, who’s named in the warrant.” 
 
       The officer shook his head. “Why in the world would someone who lives in digs like this steal from his company?” 
 
        “The story I heard,” Roper replied, “is that the old man, Albert, was heavily invested in the housing market, and you know what’s happened to that.” 
 
        “Boy, do I,” the officer replied. “The bottom’s fallen out. We bought our house three years ago and today it’s worth fifty grand less than what we paid for it. Thank God we don’t have to sell right now.” 
 
        “Exactly,” Roper said. “Albert Briggs is sitting on a boat load of houses he can’t sell and the interest is eating him alive. Word has it that Jason embezzled the money to keep his father from going under.” 
 
       “So why is S.W.A.T. involved in this? Seems to me that’s overkill for serving a warrant and picking a guy up.” 
 
        “Normally that’s true,” Roper replied, “but Jason Briggs was Special Forces. He served two tours in Iraq. He has skills and if he won’t come peacefully --- well --- that’s why we’re here.” 
 
        “So how do you want to play this?” 
 
        “We’ll surround the house. I’ll ring the bell. If we get no response, I’ll use the bull horn. If he still won’t surrender we’ll have to breach.” 
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        Albert and Jason Briggs were in Albert’s study when they heard the Westminster chimes of the doorbell. 
 
        “I’ll get it, Dad,” Jason said. 
 
        Before answering, Jason peeked through the curtain and saw the officers on the front stoop. He quickly retreated to his room and retrieved his service revolver from his nightstand. He checked the magazine, racked a shell into the chamber, and headed back downstairs. 
 
        He heard his dad call from his study. “Jason, who was at the door?” 
 
        “Don’t worry, Dad,” he called back. “I’ll take care of it.” 
 
        A few moments later, Albert heard a bull horn announce, “Jason Briggs, this is the Kansas City Police Department. We have a warrant for your arrest. Please come out peacefully with your hands in the air.” 
 
        Albert rushed from his study and found his son in the foyer, a gun in his hand. 
 
        “Jason! What in heaven’s name is going on?” 
 
        Jason looked at his father. “I’m sorry Dad. I did it for you.” 
 
        “Did what?” Albert asked, fearfully. 
 
        Then the bull horn sounded again. “Last chance, Jason. Come out peacefully or we’re coming in.” 
 
        “Dad!” Jason pleaded. “Go back into your study. I’ll take care of this.” 
 
        Albert grabbed Jason by the shoulders. “Son, what have you done?” 
 
        Before Jason could answer, there was a ‘CRASH’ and the splintering of wood as the heavy ram hit the door. 
 
        Jason raised his gun to fire. 
 
        The first officer through the door, seeing the service revolver, fired first. 
 
        “NOOOO!” Albert wailed, leaping in front of his son. 
 
        The slug caught Albert squarely in the chest and Jason watched in horror as his father slumped to the floor. 
 
        “Dad! No!” he wailed. 
 
        The officers were on him instantly and moments later he was on the floor in hand cuffs. 
 
        Sullenly, Jason watched as the officers swept through the house, opening every drawer and emptying every closet. 
 
        Finally, Lieutenant Roper approached Jason. “Okay Briggs, where did you stash the money?” 
 
        “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Jason replied, scornfully. 
 
        “So that’s how you’re going to play it?” Roper replied. “On your feet. Let’s go.” 
 
        As Jason was led away, he saw his father’s body being carried to the Medical Examiner’s van. 
 
        “I’ll be back,” he muttered, “and somebody is going to pay!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 5 
 
      
 
    Kansas City, 2018 
 
      
 
        My name is Walt Williams and I’m sitting in my car across the street from the home of Claude Bronson along with my partner in Walt Williams Investigations, Kevin McBride. 
 
        We were hired by Cindy Matthews to do a background check on Claude. She had been dating him for a few weeks and since things seemed to be moving along, she wanted to know more about the guy. 
 
        We had been getting more and more calls for this kind of investigation. Things are a lot different today than they were twenty years ago. Ever since Al Gore invented the Internet, the way people meet potential partners has certainly changed. 
 
        Today, we seldom hear about childhood or high school sweethearts or a romance with the boy or girl next door. The modern way is through the dozens of dating sites on the Internet. There are sites for just about any niche group you can think of. There are even sites for old codgers my age who are looking for someone to share their golden years. 
 
        So now, all of a sudden, someone finds themselves dating a total stranger who they know absolutely nothing about.  
 
        All of us have baggage, no one is perfect. So many people, especially women, want to make sure their new heartthrob isn’t a pedophile, a gambler, or the second coming of Jack the Ripper. Guys, for some reason, don’t seem to be as picky. 
 
        Cindy had met Claude on Match.com. Claude seemed to possess all the attributes she was looking for. He was kind, attentive, and had a great sense of humor, but something seemed a bit off, so she gave us a call. 
 
        They would date for a few days, then Claude would say work was taking him out of town for a week or so. Then he would be back and they would pick up where they left off. She had quizzed him about his work but she felt his replies were vague and elusive. 
 
        I was a cop in the Kansas City Police Department for five years, and now that I’m a P.I, from time-to-time I ask my old partner and good friend, Ox, for a favor or two. 
 
        He ran a background check on Claude and we were pleased to find that he had no police record. Ox gave us the address registered with the DMV and we were staking the place out, waiting for Claude to show. 
 
        “Here comes a car,” Kevin said, looking at the DMV printout. “Yep, that’s him. A Cadillac Escalade. Fancy wheels.” 
 
        The minute he pulled into the driveway, the front door flew open and two youngsters, probably eight or nine years old came bounding down the steps throwing their arms around Claude. 
 
        “Oh, oh!” Kevin muttered, aiming his 35MM with a zoom lens. “Trouble in paradise.” 
 
        “Don’t jump to conclusions,” I replied. “He might be their uncle.” 
 
        “Right! And I might be Kevin Costner.” 
 
        A moment later, a woman emerged, hugged Claude, and planted a big juicy kiss on his lips. 
 
        “Well, if he’s their uncle,” Kevin quipped, snapping photos of the embrace, “they’re mighty affectionate for siblings.” 
 
        “Well darn,” I sighed, “it looks like old Claude is burning the candle at both ends. He tells his wife he’s going on a business trip, then spends the time with Cindy. Then tells Cindy he’ll be gone for a week and goes home to his wife and kids. Unbelievable!” 
 
        “Yeah, but you gotta hand it to old Claude. Not many guys can keep two women happy. It’s hard enough keeping one satisfied. I’ll print copies of these photos and we’ll give Cindy the bad news.” 
 
        “What do you think she’ll do?” 
 
        “First, she’ll rip him a new one, then drop him like a hot potato. I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if she had a conversation with Mrs. Roper. Either way, I wouldn’t want to be in Claude’s shoes.” 
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        It was a few minutes before three when I pulled up in front of my three-story apartment building on Armour Boulevard. 
 
        It had been a long day and my seventy-five-year-old butt was aching from sitting in the car on stakeout. I was looking forward to kicking off my shoes, pouring a chilled glass of Arbor Mist, and sinking back in my recliner. 
 
        I climbed the stairs to my third-floor apartment and was surprised when my wife, Maggie, met me at the door. She must have seen me drive up. 
 
        “Walt! I’m so glad you’re home early!” 
 
        Oh boy, I thought, there goes my Arbor Mist and recliner. 
 
        “Maggie! What are you doing home this time of day?” 
 
        Maggie and I were both real estate agents with City Wide Realty. I traded my briefcase for a badge, but Maggie is still an active and very successful agent. 
 
        “I took off early,” she replied, obviously excited. “I have something I want you to see.” 
 
        I looked over her shoulder into the apartment. 
 
        “Not here, silly.” 
 
        “Then where?” 
 
        “Come on, I’ll show you,” she replied, turning me around and gently guiding me back down the stairs. 
 
        “I’ll drive,” she said, leading me to her car. 
 
        “Can you a least give me a clue where we’re going?” I asked as she pulled into traffic. 
 
        “No, I want it to be a surprise.” 
 
        We wound our way north and east until we reached Gladstone Boulevard located on the northern limits of the city on a bluff overlooking the Missouri River. The street is filled with stately old homes built at the turn of the century. We passed one elegant home after another, then she pulled to the curb and pointed. 
 
        “Well, what do you think?” 
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        The home she was pointing to had once been a magnificent structure, but was now just a shell of its former glory. 
 
        “Uhhh, I think the place used to be beautiful, but it’s seen better days. Too bad the owners let it run down like that. Why are we here?” 
 
        “Because I believe it can be beautiful again. Walt --- I want to buy it!” 
 
        If I had been sitting on a chair, I would probably have fallen off. Her reply had taken me by surprise and all I could do was stare at her in disbelief. 
 
        “Walt! Say something!” 
 
        “I --- I don’t know what to say.” 
 
        Actually, I wanted to say, “Are you out of your freaking mind?” Thankfully, I didn’t. 
 
        “Will you at least look at it with me?” 
 
        I didn’t want to set foot in the place, but she was so excited. 
 
        “I guess so. Is it actually for sale? I don’t see a sign in the yard.” 
 
        “It just came on the market today. Anita has it listed. She gave me the key so I could show it to you.” 
 
        “How considerate of her.” 
 
        Maggie grabbed two flashlights from the back seat. 
 
        As we trudged up the sidewalk, what I saw made me shudder. 
 
        Every painted surface was either peeling or bare. Windows were boarded up and when I stepped on the front porch I feared the boards would break under our weight. 
 
        Maggie unlocked the door and when she pushed it open it creaked just like the door on the old radio show, Inner Sanctum. 
 
        There is nothing quite like the smell of a house that has been closed up for years. A combination of mold, decay and rot assaulted our senses when we stepped inside. 
 
        “Whew! That’s powerful!” I gasped. 
 
        “You’ll get used to it,” Maggie replied, forging ahead. 
 
        I was finding it hard to believe that my neat-freak, germophobic spouse would come near this place. 
 
        We shined our flashlights around the foyer. I was surprised to see that it was completely furnished. 
 
        “It looks like the owners just locked the place up and walked away. Do you know what happened?” 
 
        “According to Anita, it was a real tragedy. The home was owned by Albert Briggs. He lived here with his son, Jason. Albert was a real estate speculator who got caught when the bottom fell out of the market in 2008. 
 
        “His son, Jason, embezzled money from the company he worked for to help his father weather the storm, but he got caught. When police came to arrest him, there were shots fired and Albert was killed. According to Anita, he died right here in the foyer.” 
 
        Great! I thought. This just keeps getting better and better. 
 
        “Jason was sent to prison and the house sat vacant for several years. A couple of years ago, the current owner, Bruce Wheeler, bought it for back taxes. He had planned to renovate it, but his wife was stricken with cancer which changed everything. His wife recently passed away and now he just wants to get rid of it.” 
 
        Swell! First, a murder, then a tragic illness. Not a great track record. 
 
        “So,” Maggie continued, “the house is pretty much the same as it was ten years ago when Jason was led away in handcuffs.” 
 
        “Except now it’s falling apart,” I replied. 
 
        The once elegant wallpaper was peeling and what curtains were left were hanging in tatters. 
 
        “If you’re really considering this,” I said, “we need to take a look in the basement.” 
 
        I was secretly hoping that the foundation would be crumbling so we could put an end to this nonsense. 
 
        We found the door to the basement just off the kitchen.  
 
        I shined my light down the steps. There were cobwebs everywhere. Spiders make cobwebs and I hate spiders. 
 
        I found a broom and swept away as many as I could. 
 
        Once in the basement, I was sad to see that the foundation was intact and there was no sign of leakage. 
 
        “Bad news,” I said, shining my light in the rafters. “Knob and tube wiring.” 
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        I followed the wires to the electric panel. “It’s an old sixty-amp fuse box. The whole house will have to be rewired. That’s thousands of dollars right there.” 
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        Then I shined my light on a strange object in the middle of the basement. 
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        It was an ancient steam boiler. 
 
        “I was afraid of that,” I said. “I saw the radiators upstairs. This old place was heated with steam. That means a whole new heating system will have to be installed including running ductwork throughout the entire house.” 
 
        Then I spotted the rusty galvanized pipes. 
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        “The whole house will have to be replumbed with copper or plastic. That’s thousands more.” 
 
        Maggie had been silent while I exposed the ugly truth about the condition of the house. She took me by the hand and led me back upstairs and into the foyer. Then she pointed to the curved stairway leading to the second floor. 
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        “Just look at this,” she said, wistfully. “Imagine how elegant this once was.” Then she pointed to the ornately carved crown molding. “The craftsmanship is magnificent. It can be beautiful again. Oh, Walt, can’t you just picture it?” 
 
        What I could picture was our dwindling savings account if we tackled this monstrosity. 
 
        “Maggie, don’t you remember the old Tom Hanks movie, The Money Pit? Once we get started on this project no telling how much damage we’ll find.” 
 
        I once owned 200 rental units, mostly in old buildings throughout Kansas City. It was a constant battle repairing the aging structures. When I finally sold them to an eager young couple, it was a heavy load off my mind and my wallet. 
 
        “Yes,” she replied, “I do remember it, and I remember how beautiful the home was after it was finished.” 
 
        Then a horrible thought crossed my mind. “Please tell me you’re not thinking of living here! What would two old people need with a house this size?” 
 
        “No, silly, of course not. It captured my imagination the moment I saw it. I just want to restore it to its former grandeur. I know it will take a lot of time and a lot of money, but when it’s finished we can sell it and maybe even make a small profit. But that’s not what’s important. The important thing is making it beautiful again.” 
 
        I could see the look in her eyes and I knew how much she wanted this. 
 
        “How much are they asking?” 
 
        “Fifty thousand.” 
 
        I took another look around. “That’s too much. Offer them thirty-five.” 
 
        “Really?” she gushed. “You’d do this for me?” 
 
        “Sweetie,” I said, taking her in my arms, “you’re the love of my life and I’d do most anything for you --- even this.” 
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        Maggie made the offer. The seller countered back with forty thousand and we accepted. 
 
        Much to my dismay, we had just purchased our very own money pit. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 6 
 
      
 
        “You did what?” Dad exclaimed, his eyes wide in disbelief. 
 
        I knew I would eventually have to tell everyone in our building about our purchase, so instead of going over the story multiple times, I invited everyone to our apartment so I could spread the news just once. 
 
        Crowded in our living room were Dad and his gal pal, Bernice, from the two second floor apartments, Jerry the Joker and the Professor from the first floor, and Willie, my maintenance man and friend from the studio apartment in the basement. 
 
        Also present was Mary Murphy, the housemother at my Three Trails Hotel, the one building I couldn’t sell because no one in their right mind would buy it. Honestly, it’s a flop house. Twenty sleeping rooms share four hall baths. My tenants pay $40 a week for a room with a bed, dresser and chair. Given the living arrangement, it stands to reason that the occupants of the Three Trails are just barely clinging to the bottom rung of the social ladder. Most are retired, living on Social Security or the marginally employed working out of the day labor pool. 
 
        “Maggie and I bought a fixer-upper to renovate,” I replied. 
 
        “Why in the world would you do that?” Dad asked, obviously puzzled. “Maggie has a full-time job and you have your P.I. business.” 
 
        “You’d have to see it to understand,” Maggie replied. “It’s a special place.”  
 
        “Well, then let’s go see it!” Dad said, slapping Bernice on the fanny. 
 
        It took two cars to get the whole gang to Gladstone Boulevard. 
 
        After piling out of the cars, everyone stood on the sidewalk, staring open-mouthed at Maggie’s pride and joy. 
 
        Finally, Dad muttered, “Son, what in heaven’s name were you thinking?” 
 
        Jerry was the next to speak. “Walt, I thought the Three Trails was a dump, but this place makes the Three Trails look like the Holiday Inn.” 
 
        Mary gave him a menacing look. “Don’t you be disparaging my home you little twerp!” 
 
         “Uhhhh, sorry,” Jerry replied, not wanting to ruffle Mary’s feathers. 
 
         Wanting to quickly change the subject, Jerry, always ready with a joke said, “Walt, do you happen to have a bee hive in your pocket?” 
 
        I rolled my eyes. “No, Jerry. Why do you ask?” 
 
        “Because everyone says that beauty is in the eyes of the bee holder.” 
 
        “Very funny. Actually, Maggie happens to be the bee holder in this case. She’s the one who can see it as it can be, not as it is.” 
 
        “I can see it too,” the Professor said. “A perfect example of antebellum architecture in the neoclassical style of the Deep South during the nineteenth century. This is indeed a fine old house.” 
 
        “Thank you, Professor,” Maggie said. “I’m so happy to see that someone besides me has good taste. Let’s go inside. I can’t wait to show you around.” 
 
        Maggie unlocked the door and our little entourage tromped into the foyer. Once again, they were speechless as they gazed at the once elegant interior of the home. 
 
        Jerry tapped me on the shoulder and pointed to a dark stain on the hardwood floor. “What do you suppose happened here?” 
 
        I thought for a moment. “Maggie tells me that one of the previous owners was shot to death right here in the foyer. I’m guessing that dark stain is probably where he bled out.” 
 
        “Geeez Louise!” Jerry exclaimed, jumping back. “That’s almost like walking on a man’s grave. Not cool!” 
 
        “My goodness,” the Professor said, “the previous owners certainly left a lot of valuable antiques.” 
 
        “Yes,” Maggie replied. “As I understand it, everything in the house is just as it was ten years ago when Albert Briggs was shot and his son, Jason, was taken into custody.” 
 
        “This roll top desk,” the Professor said, pointing “is definitely a collector’s item.” 
 
        “And it still works,” I said, rolling the top back. “Whoa! What’s this?” I pulled a thick manuscript tied in a roll with a black ribbon out of one of the cubby holes. “It’s an abstract. Probably of this property.” 
 
        “That’s fantastic!” Maggie gushed, looking over my shoulder at the document.  
 
        “What’s an abstract?” Jerry asked, puzzled at the significance of the find. 
 
        “An abstract of title,” the Professor said, “is the condensed history of the title to a particular parcel of real estate, consisting of a summary of the original grant and all subsequent conveyances and encumbrances affecting the property and a certification by the abstractor that the history is complete and accurate.” 
 
        “In other words,” Maggie said, “that’s a complete history of the property from the day this house was built, including everyone who owned it and how much they paid for it. I can’t wait to get it home and delve into the history of this beautiful old home.” 
 
        At that moment, we heard a blood-curdling scream from the kitchen. 
 
        Our little group had spread out through the house, each with a flashlight, exploring the nooks and crannies, wondering what surprises they might find. 
 
        The scream was from Bernice. She evidently found a surprise she hadn’t anticipated. 
 
        We all rushed to the kitchen and found Bernice standing in a shooter’s pose with her little .32 pointed into a dark corner. Several years ago, she and Dad took a concealed carry class. Now she carries her revolver strapped to her ankle everywhere she goes. 
 
        “Bernice! What’s going on?” 
 
        “Rat!” she muttered, pointing the .32. “Over there. The sucker was as big as a small dog.” 
 
        We all shined our lights into the dark corner. 
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        “Bernice! That’s not a rat. It’s a possum.” 
 
        The furry creature bared his teeth and scampered into a hole in the wall. 
 
        “Another minute and he’d been a dead possum,” Bernice declared holstering her gun. 
 
        “Looks like our first call should be to Jake the Bugman,” Maggie said. “It appears some extermination is in order.” 
 
        While the rest of our party was exploring the interior of the house, I wandered outside to take a look at the old carriage house in the back. 
 
        I pushed open the door and almost wet my pants. 
 
        A man was stretched out on a sleeping bag on the floor. I don’t know which one of us was more surprised. 
 
        I spoke first. “Who are you and what are you doing here?” 
 
        “Who are you?” he replied, obviously wary. 
 
        “I’m the new owner of the property and I’m guessing you’re a squatter.” 
 
        “Yeah, I am,” he replied. He started rolling up his sleeping bag. “I’ll go.” 
 
        As he approached carrying his bed roll, I thought he looked familiar. I was about to say something when Mary walked up. 
 
        “Art? Is that you?” 
 
        I turned to Mary. “Do you know this guy?” 
 
        “Sure do. That’s Art Cranston. He used to live at the hotel.” 
 
        Then I remembered where I had seen him. He had been one of my tenants. 
 
        “What are you doing squatting in this dump?” Mary asked. 
 
        “I lost my job,” Art replied. “I didn’t have the forty bucks so I had to move out. I haven’t been able to find any work so I’ve just been sleeping wherever I can. This place looked abandoned so I didn’t think anyone would mind. I’ll leave.” 
 
        A thought had been going through my mind. “Hang on a minute.” I turned to Mary. “Tell me about Art.” 
 
        “He was a good tenant,” she replied. “He never caused no trouble and paid on time.” 
 
        I turned back to Art. “What kind of work did you do?” 
 
        “I was part of a construction crew. My boss had a heart attack and went out of business. Seems like nobody wants to give a sixty-year-old carpenter a chance.” 
 
        “Do you want a job?” 
 
        His eyes lit up immediately. “Sure! Doing what?” 
 
        I pointed to the mansion. “We’re restoring this old dump. I’ll bet there’s all kinds of things you could do in there. Besides, once we start bringing in building supplies, I’ll want someone here on site. Building materials have a way of disappearing overnight. You can stay here and I’ll pay you ten dollars an hour when you work. What do you think?” 
 
        He grabbed my hand and a tear rolled down his cheek. 
 
        “Thank you. You won’t be sorry. What do you want me to do first?” 
 
        “Let’s go inside. The place is full of old furniture, some are antiques. I want everything cleaned and polished and ready to sell. Hopefully, we can sell some of those old pieces to offset the remodeling costs.” 
 
        We went inside and I introduced Art to our little crew. 
 
        I knew that restoring the old mansion was going to be a long, laborious journey. Hiring Art Cranston was just the first step, but it was a start. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 7 
 
      
 
        I opened my eyes and rolled over planning to give my sweetie a good morning kiss, but she wasn’t there. 
 
        I plodded into the kitchen and found her at the table studying the old abstract I’d found in the roll top desk. There were copious notes on the computer paper that was strewn about the table. 
 
        “Just about finished,” she said, holding up a finger. 
 
        “Finished with what?” 
 
        “There!” she said, laying down her pen. “All done. I went back to the very beginning and traced the ownership of our property from its first occupants up to now.” 
 
        “Very impressive,” I said, looking over her shoulder.” 
 
        “The home was built in 1903 by Matthew Matson at a cost of $50,000. I looked it up and fifty grand back then would be equivalent to a million and a half in today’s money. Matson spared no expense when he constructed the place. Come! Look! I’ve created a timeline showing every owner.” 
 
        “Let me grab a cup of coffee,” I said. I figured Maggie’s dissertation of the home’s lineage might take a while. 
 
        “Like I said, Matthew and Eunice Matson built the home. They owned it from 1903 until 1919 when they sold it to Angelo and Catrina Rossi. The Rossi’s owned it until 1935 when it was sold to Theodore and Marjorie Weston. The Weston’s sold it to Gerald and Sophia Baldwin in 1960. The Baldwin’s sold it to William and Janice Lawton in 1975. The Lawton’s sold it to Albert and Susan Briggs in 1995. 
 
        “It was 2008 when Albert was shot and his son, Jason, went to prison. In 2014 Bruce Wheeler bought it for back taxes but lost interest in restoring it when his wife died. It’s almost like a family tree and now we’re the next branch. I’m so excited.” 
 
        “Yeah, me too,” I replied. Actually, I wasn’t, but Maggie was so excited I didn’t want to be a wet blanket and dampen her enthusiasm. 
 
        “So what do you have planned for today?” she asked. 
 
        “I figured with all the spiders, possums and other creepy crawly things that probably live there, I’d give Jake the Bugman a call.” 
 
        “I’m for that! Have you thought about a contractor?” 
 
        “Actually, I have,” I replied. “I was thinking of Don Duran. He’s done good work for us before. He’s a general contractor so we’ll only have to deal with him. He’ll hire subcontractors for the electrical, plumbing and heating and be responsible for the scheduling.” 
 
        “Good. I like Don. He’s a good choice.” 
 
        “So what are you doing today? Do you have appointments?” 
 
        “Nope, my schedule is clear. I’m going to spend the day finding out as much as I can about all the previous owners of the property. I’m sure there must be some fascinating stories. After all, that home was one of the finest in its day. The people who lived there must have been very wealthy and were probably prominent figures in Kansas City’s upper crust. I’ll find what I can on Google then go to the library and look through microfiche of the Kansas City Star. If I can find enough information, I’d like to put together a scrapbook of the stories of the previous owners to give to the person who buys the place when we’ve finished.” 
 
        “That’s quite a project.” 
 
        “I know,” she replied. “I can’t wait to get started.” 
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        I gave Jake the Bugman a call and arranged a meeting at ten o’clock. Maggie and I had used Jake for our termite inspections for years. He was a crusty old guy, but honest. If he said there were termites, there were definitely termites. I always loved his slogan. “If it crawls, it falls. If it flies, it dies!” 
 
        We pulled up in front of the Gladstone property at the same time. 
 
        When he saw the house, his mouth dropped open. 
 
        “Wow! What a derelict. Who’s the moron who bought this dump?” 
 
        “Uhhh, that would be me.” 
 
        “Seriously? I though you were retired. Why in the world would you take on a project like this?” 
 
        “I am retired, and believe me, it wasn’t my idea.” 
 
        “Ahhh, Maggie!” he said, knowingly. “I can see that. She’s a dreamer.” 
 
        “More like a nightmare,” I replied. “Well, let’s take a look. It’s been vacant for ten years, so no telling what’s taken up residence during that time. Spiders for sure and one fat possum that I know of.” 
 
        Just as I was unlocking the door, Art Cranston came around the corner from the carriage house. I made the introductions and the three of us stepped inside. 
 
        “Yuck!” Jake muttered. “It smells like ass-crack in here.” 
 
        That was one of Jake’s favorite lines. I had heard it more than once when entering a house that had been closed up for a long time. 
 
        “That’s exactly what I thought,” Art replied. 
 
        I have to admit I’m not an authority on the subject, but if two guys agree, it must be true. 
 
        “I’ll take a look around,” Jake said, clicking on his flashlight. 
 
        I turned to Art. “So how have you been getting along?” 
 
        “Just fine,” he replied. “Come take a look.” 
 
        He led me into the study. “You said you wanted to get some of the old furniture polished up and ready to sell, so I’ve been working on that.” 
 
        He pointed to the old roll top desk where I’d found the abstract. “This one’s ready to go.” 
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        I was amazed. The old desk that had been scratched and covered with dust was now in pristine condition. 
 
        “How in the world did you do that?” 
 
        “When you folks were here the other day, I had a talk with Willie. I knew him from when I lived at the hotel. I told him what I needed and he brought it over. I hope that’s all right.” 
 
        “All right! It’s more than all right. You did a great job.” 
 
        “It turned out okay,” he replied, modestly. “It’s a beauty. You can probably get fifteen hundred, maybe two thousand for it.” 
 
        “How could you possibly know that?” 
 
        “I had a part time job cleaning up evenings and weekends at an antique store --- until the place went out of business. I learned a lot just looking around at the stuff in the store. There’s more,” he said, leading me into the dining room. 
 
        I followed him into the dining room where he proudly pointed to an old sideboard. 
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        “This one took a while longer. Lots of scratches.” 
 
        “Art! It’s beautiful! I’m amazed at what you’ve accomplished if just a couple of days.” 
 
        “I’m just glad you gave me the chance. I want to be worth my keep.” 
 
        “Well, you certainly are.” 
 
        “There’s one more thing upstairs,” he said. 
 
        I followed him up the circular staircase and into the master bedroom. 
 
        “I got this one ready too,” he said, pointing to a marvelous old bedstead. 
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        I was absolutely elated, but my euphoria was short-lived.  
 
        Jake entered the room, dusting off his trousers. “Congratulations, Walt. You’ve got termites.” 
 
        Actually, I wasn’t surprised. It would have been a miracle to find a house one hundred and fifteen years old that hadn’t been attacked by the little buggers. 
 
        “How bad?” 
 
        “No structural damage. I found evidence of a treatment years ago. Just say the word and I’ll get busy on the rats, spiders, termites, and possums.” 
 
        “Have at it. The quicker you get through the quicker I can get the contractor to work.” 
 
        I turned to Art. “Great job. For now, just keep at it. I’ll have Willie bring over boxes. Box up all the loose stuff and I’ll call the Salvation Army for a pick up. We’ll need to get the place cleared out so the contractors can go to work.” 
 
        “You got it, boss.” 
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        When I got home, I shared my news with Maggie. 
 
        “With the antiques Art got cleaned up, we should be able to cover the termite treatment and extermination with plenty to spare.” 
 
        “That’s a good start,” she replied. Now let me tell you what I found out today. Matthew Matson who built the house was a cowboy --- sort of.” 
 
        “Sort of?” 
 
        “The stockyards in the West Bottoms were established in 1871 and for the next eighty years it was the Midwest hub for livestock exchange. Apparently, Matson made a fortune buying cattle out west, bringing them into Kansas City, and selling them to the slaughter houses such as Armour and Swift.  
 
        “After amassing his fortune in cattle, he built the Gladstone mansion for his family in 1903. Matthew and Eunice Matson had two sons, Gerald and Philip. Unfortunately, both were killed in World War I at the Battle of Amiens in August of 1918. 
 
        “Distraught over the loss of their sons, they sold the house to the Rossi’s in 1919 and moved somewhere out west.” 
 
        “Tragic story for the first chapter of your scrapbook.” 
 
        “Yes, it is. Maybe the next chapter will have a happy ending.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 8 
 
      
 
        I spent the next few days contacting antique dealers until I found one who would take my pieces on consignment.  
 
        After the antiques were removed and the Salvation Army had picked up the boxes Art had packed, the place was empty. It was time to give Don Duran a call. 
 
        Like everyone else who had seen the old mansion, the contractor just stared in disbelief. 
 
        “Walt! What were you thinking?” 
 
        I sighed. “That seems to be the first question in the mind of everyone who’s seen the place. In my defense, this wasn’t my idea.” 
 
        “Ahhh, the little lady in your life. Maggie has always been able to get past the rough exterior and see the goodness that lies beneath. Marrying you is a case in point.” 
 
        “Thanks! If you’re through giving me a hard time, shall we look inside?” 
 
        “Lead the way.” 
 
        Once inside, he gave a low whistle. “I can see why Maggie was taken with the place. It was once quite elegant.” 
 
        “According to the research she’s done, it cost fifty grand to build in 1903.” 
 
        “I’m not surprised. The detail on the woodwork alone must have cost a fortune. Let’s take a look in the basement.” 
 
        After roaming around in the basement with his flashlight, we returned to the first floor. 
 
        He gave me a long look. “Walt, you’ve been in the business a long time so I’m not telling you something you don’t already know. We’re talking new wiring, new plumbing, a new heating system with air, and that’s just the start. No telling what we’ll find when we start tearing into things.” 
 
        I held up my hands. “I know. I know. I gave Maggie that speech before we bought the place, but ---.” 
 
        “But it didn’t matter. She had her heart set on the place and you couldn’t tell her no.” 
 
        “Something like that. Are you interested?” 
 
        “For you, of course. I’ll need a deposit to get things started.” 
 
        “How much?” 
 
        “Fifty thousand should get the ball rolling. I’ll let you know in advance when I’ll need more.” 
 
        My hiney puckered when I heard fifty thousand. It was like going to the dentist. You knew in advance it was going to hurt, but you didn’t know how much until he started drilling. 
 
        “I’ll write you a check, but hold it until tomorrow so I can transfer some funds.” 
 
        “No problem. I’ll get started pulling permits. I can have a crew in here day after tomorrow.” 
 
        At that moment, Art walked in. 
 
        “I thought I heard voices. Figured I should check it out.” 
 
        “Art, this is Don Duran. He’s the general contractor for our little project. Don, this is Art Cranston. He’s staying in the carriage house out back. I’ve hired him to do odd jobs for me and keep an eye on the place so that our building supplies don’t walk off during the night. Feel free to use him for clean up or anything else. Just keep track of his hours. I’m paying him out of my own pocket.” 
 
        “Sounds good,” Don said, as the two men shook hands. 
 
        Operation restoration was underway. 
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        A few days later I drove to the Gladstone house. 
 
        Two forty-yard roll-off containers were in the driveway and men were bustling in and out carrying debris. 
 
        As I walked up the sidewalk, I met Jake the Bugman coming around the side of the house. He was carrying a wire cage with a very frightened little possum. 
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        “Finally got him,” he said, proudly. 
 
        “What are you going to do with him?” 
 
        “I’m going to take the little fellow to the wildlife conservation area and turn him loose. He’ll be just fine there. It’s probably a good thing. If he hung around the city he would have eventually wound up as road kill.” 
 
        “Very commendable and very prudent. You never know when PETA will be looking over your shoulder.” 
 
        “What in the world are you talking about?” 
 
        “Surely you know about PETA, the People for the Ethical Treatment of Animals.” 
 
        “Of course I do. They do great work.” 
 
        “And you’ve probably eaten a box of Animal Crackers sometime in your life.” 
 
        “Who hasn’t?” 
 
        “Then you’ll be pleased to know that PETA has convinced Nabisco that after thirty years, their boxes showing the caged circus animals is cruel and should be changed.” 
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        “Holy cow! Then how cruel is it when some kid bites the head off of a giraffe?” 
 
        “Exactly! By the way, I hope you showed no mercy to the spiders and other creepy things.” 
 
        “That’s where I draw the line. You know my motto, ‘If it crawls, it falls ---.” 
 
         “I know, and ‘If it flies, it dies.’” 
 
         “You got it,” he replied, heading to his truck. “I’ll send you my bill.” 
 
        “Thanks a lot.” 
 
        When I walked in the door Dan called out. “Walt! I’m glad you’re here. What do you want me to do with the booze?” 
 
        “What booze?” 
 
        “The booze that’s in the wine cellar.” 
 
        “We have a wine cellar?” I asked, obviously surprised. 
 
        “Yes, my friend, you do, and we found a surprise inside.” 
 
        I followed Don to the basement. Up till now, I had only seen the basement using a flashlight. Don had brought a generator to power a huge bank of lights that illuminated every corner of the basement, revealing a door that I had not previously noticed. 
 
        I walked over to the door, and to my surprise, we did indeed have a wine room, fully stocked. 
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        I picked up a bottle and looked at the label. Of course, it meant nothing to me. The only thing I drink is Arbor Mist. 
 
        “There’s some pretty good stuff in here,” Don said. “What shall we do with it?” 
 
        “I have no idea. I certainly don’t want it.” 
 
        “I’ll make you a deal,” he said. “I’ll take it off your hands and give you a five-hundred-dollar credit on your account.” 
 
        I thought for a moment. “Deal!” 
 
        “Good,” he replied. “Now for the surprise.” 
 
        “This wasn’t the surprise?” 
 
        “Not by a long shot. Follow me.” 
 
        There was a set of stairs at the back of the room. They seemed to stop at a rock wall. Don stepped up to the wall and gave a push. The wall swiveled inward, revealing yet another small room. 
 
        “The electricians were following the old wiring and found this place,” he said, stepping aside. 
 
        I looked inside and my mouth dropped open. There was a cask and more bottles of hooch. 
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        “Holy crap! This stuff looks really old.” 
 
        “I’m guessing almost a hundred years old,” Don replied. “It looks like contraband from the prohibition years. I’ll take it off your hands for another two thousand credit.” 
 
        “Something tells me you’re taking advantage of my ignorance.” 
 
        “You’re absolutely right, my friend. Feel free to dispose of this on your own. You can probably get more than I’m offering.” 
 
        “How is it you know so much about booze?” 
 
        “I don’t, but I know a guy.” 
 
        I mulled over his offer. I could either make a quick two grand, or I could spend the next week trying to figure out exactly what I had, then try to sell it for more. In the end I decided I didn’t want to screw around with a bunch of old bottles. 
 
        “Deal!” 
 
        Art had been listening to the entire conversation. 
 
        As I walked by, he whispered in my ear. “Sucker!” 
 
        I probably was, but when I walked out of the place I was twenty-five hundred better off than when I walked in. 
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        When I walked into our apartment, I called out to Maggie, “Boy, have I got a surprise for you!” 
 
        She met me at the door and gave me a big hug. “And I’ve got a surprise for you. Me first!” 
 
        She led me into the kitchen where her papers were scattered across the table. 
 
        “I’ve spent the past few days researching the second owners of the Gladstone mansion, Angelo and Catrina Rossi. It was much more difficult than with the Matson’s. There wasn’t much on Google, so I had to go to the library, but I finally found what I was looking for.” 
 
        “And I’ll bet you’re going to tell me all about it.” 
 
        “Well, don’t you want to know?” she asked indignantly. 
 
        “Absolutely!” I replied, properly chastised. 
 
        “The Rossi’s owned the mansion from 1919 until 1935. They owned a bar on Twelfth Street in downtown Kansas City. They were doing quite well until the United States banned the sale of alcohol during the Prohibition years.  
 
        “It was during that time that Tom Pendergast, the Chairman of the Kansas City Democratic Club, ruled city government with an iron hand. Because of his ties to organized crime, city officials turned a blind eye to Prohibition and alcohol flowed freely at numerous speakeasys. Those that flourished had ties to Pendergast and continued to operate with his blessing. 
 
        “The Rossi’s were one of the bar owners who continued selling bootleg liquor, but they wanted no part of Pendergast’s crime family. They were under constant pressure to go under his umbrella, but they firmly resisted. 
 
        “Then, one Sunday morning, the Rossi family, Angelo, Catrina, and their two children, were gunned down on their way to church. Everyone knew it was Pendergast’s doing, but he was so powerful no one dared to accuse him. The Rossi’s were all dead and no one was ever held accountable. 
 
        “The Rossi estate finally cleared probate in 1935. That’s when it was purchased by Theodore and Marjorie Weston. I just can’t wait to get started researching their story.  
 
        “Oh, yes, you said you have a surprise.” 
 
        Maggie’s research certainly made sense of what we’d found in the basement of the old mansion. Undoubtedly, the hidden stash of hooch was part of the illegal contraband that was being sold in their speakeasy during the Prohibition years. 
 
        When I told Maggie about the secret cellar, she wanted to go take a look for herself before Don cleaned it out. Just seeing the old bottles brought her historical research to life. 
 
        After hearing her story, I was starting to feel a bit uneasy. The ownership of the mansion by its first two occupants ended in tragedy. I just hoped it wasn’t an omen of things to come. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 9 
 
      
 
        The next time I drove by the mansion, all the workers were on the front lawn. Don was standing in front of them waving his arms and pointing to the house. 
 
        I parked and made my way up the sidewalk. 
 
        “Coffee break?” I asked. 
 
        “I wish it was that simple,” he replied, obviously exasperated. “We’ve got a real problem.” 
 
        “What kind of problem?” 
 
        “You’re going to think I’m nuts, but here’s what’s happening. The men are reporting strange things.” 
 
        “What kind of things?” 
 
        “For starters, when they come in to work each morning, things are not where they left them. Tools show up in odd places with no explanation. They hear footsteps and creaking doors, but when they go look, no one’s there. Today was the straw that broke the camel’s back. A table saw came on and not a soul was anywhere near it. Walt, the men think the place is haunted and they won’t go back in until they know it’s safe. 
 
        “I’m sure you’ve noticed that many of my laborers are Hispanic. They’re hard workers, but they’re also a bit superstitious. The spirit world is very important in their culture.” 
 
        Although I don’t speak fluent Spanish, I took a couple of courses in college. While I was listening to Don, I heard several of the worker’s conversations and I was able to pick out a few words. Muerto, fantasma, and asustado. Dead, ghost, and afraid. 
 
        I turned to Don. “Now you’re going to think I’m nuts. Believe it or not, this isn’t my first encounter with spirits from beyond the vail.” 
 
        Until a few years ago, if someone told me they were seeing ghosts, I would have scoffed, but then something strange happened that made a believer out of me. 
 
        One day, Mary called me to the Three Trails and I found a scene much like I was seeing today. My tenants were huddled on the front lawn scared out of their wits by strange occurrences such as Don’s men were experiencing. 
 
        I’d never dealt with such a problem and had no idea where to turn for help. When I shared my dilemma with Maggie, she knew just what to do. Another agent in her office had a listing where the husband had choked the wife to death. Every time she showed the house to a buyer, they would say it felt cold and had bad vibes. 
 
        The agent called Christopher Wheeler with Psychic Solutions. He came out, cleansed the house, and the agent had a contract the next week. 
 
        Reluctantly, I gave Wheeler a call. He came to the hotel and discovered our guest was Brother Cyrus, a Franciscan Monk who died in the hotel in 1908. 
 
        Wheeler convinced my tenants that Brother Cyrus was a benevolent spirit who stayed around to continue his ministry to the hotel occupants. 
 
        A bit later, I called on Wheeler again when I was called to investigate strange goings-on at the old Vaile Mansion in Independence. 
 
        As I shared my paranormal experiences with Don, he just stood there with his mouth agape. 
 
        When I finished, he shook his head. “I thought I’d heard everything, but never anything like this. What do you suggest we do?” 
 
        “I’ll give Chris Wheeler a call and have him come out. Tell your workers that everything will be okay. Maybe you can have them start work on the exterior until we get this spirit thing figured out.” 
 
        “So this Wheeler guy is an honest-to-goodness ghost buster?” 
 
        “I think he prefers the term, medium.” 
 
        He shook his head again. “I can’t wait to see how this turns out.” 
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        I hurried home and gave Chris a call. 
 
        “Christopher Wheeler, Psychic Solutions. How may I help you?” 
 
        “Chris, it’s Walt Williams. I’ve got another one for you.” 
 
        “No kidding? You’ve turned out to be quite a spirit magnet. What’s going on?” 
 
        “Well, I bought this old mansion.” 
 
        I told him everything I knew about the place and what Don’s workers had reported. 
 
        “It certainly sounds like a spiritual manifestation,” he said when I had finished. “For some reason, your restoration has caused it to reveal itself. I’m guessing you’d like me to go over and take a look.” 
 
        “I certainly would. The workers are scared to death and won’t go back inside until something’s done with our resident spirit.” 
 
        “I’ll meet you in an hour.” 
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        An hour later, I met Chris in front of the mansion. 
 
        He stepped out of his car and I saw the look of disbelief on his face.  
 
        “You bought this place? What in the world were you thinking?” 
 
        “Actually, you’re the third person who’s asked that same question and every time I blame it on my wife.” 
 
        “I get it. Enough said.” 
 
        At the front door, I introduced Chis to Don. 
 
        Don gave him a long look. “You’re not quite what I expected.” 
 
        “You probably thought I’d look like some kind of kook. I get that a lot.” 
 
        At that moment, we noticed that the workers had all gathered on the front lawn. Don must have told them who was coming, and from the looks on their faces, they had never seen someone who claims to talk to the dead. 
 
        “Looks like you’ve got an audience.” 
 
        “Then I’d better get busy. I don’t want to disappoint. I’ll go in alone. You two stay here and try to keep things quiet.” 
 
        As Chris disappeared into the house, I looked at the huddled workers. Noise wasn’t going to be a problem. You could have heard a pin drop. 
 
        Thirty minutes later, a grim-faced Chris returned. 
 
        “You definitely have a spirit trying to manifest itself,” he said, solemnly. 
 
        “Please tell me it’s a good spirit like Brother Cyrus,”  
 
        “I wish I could, but that’s not the case. This spirit is angry, restless, maybe even vindictive.” 
 
        Evidently some of the workers understood English. There was a buzz of conversation and the crowd shrunk back. 
 
        “Oh, great!” Don muttered. “Now I’ll never get them back inside.” 
 
        “So what should we do?” I asked, knowing all to well what he was going to say. 
 
        “A séance, of course,” he replied. “We need to find out what’s troubling the spirit, then maybe we can do something to bring it peace.” 
 
        “When?” 
 
        “Tomorrow night. Eight o’clock.” 
 
        “I’ll meet you here.” 
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        It was a dark and stormy night. 
 
        I promised I would never say that again, but for some reason beyond my comprehension, every time I’ve participated in a séance, the heavens have opened up with squalls of drenching rain pounding the streets. 
 
        Not surprisingly, Maggie was reluctant to let me go. 
 
        “Look,” I said, trying to reassure her, “I’ve done this three times. There’s absolutely nothing to worry about.” 
 
        “But this is different. Those spirits were kind and benevolent. What were Chris’s words again, angry, restless, vindictive? You have absolutely no idea what a vindictive spirit might do!” 
 
        “I’m sure Chris has dealt with this kind of thing before. I trust him. Anyway, if we want to get the place restored, we have to deal with this situation. The workers won’t go back inside until we do.” 
 
        “I suppose so, but be careful. Isn’t there something you should be doing to keep yourself safe --- like wearing a clove of garlic around your neck?” 
 
        I laughed. “You’ve been watching too many movies on the Sci-Fi channel, and for your information, garlic is used to ward off vampires.” 
 
        “Okay smarty pants, just come back to me in one piece.” 
 
        I gave her a kiss and headed out for my rendezvous with the spirit world. I opened my umbrella in the foyer and when I stepped out the door the wind nearly turned it inside out. The wind was whipping the rain so violently that the umbrella was useless, and by the time I reached my car I was soaking wet. Shivering, I turned on the heater full blast and headed to Gladstone Boulevard. 
 
        The moment I pulled up into the driveway of the old mansion, I had a feeling of foreboding. This was the first time I’d been there at night. The structure, silhouetted behind the old oaks whose branches were being whipped by the wind and rain, struck me as a massive vault containing the gruesome secrets of its former occupants. Flashes of lightening reflected off the windows looked like eyes burning into my soul. 
 
        I had almost talked myself into pulling away when I saw the headlights of Chris’s car pull in behind me. I felt a moment of panic. I was trapped. There was no way out! 
 
        I nearly jumped out of my skin when moments later, Chris tapped on my window. “Give me a hand and let’s get this stuff inside.” 
 
        I unlocked the front door and helped him carry a card table, two folding chairs, and a cardboard box inside. 
 
        “Great night for a séance,” he said, grinning. “Let’s set up over there,” and he pointed to the base of the stairway leading to the second floor. “When I was here yesterday, that’s where I felt the presence the strongest.” 
 
        While I set up the card table and chairs, Chris pulled two candles from the cardboard box and placed them on the table.  
 
        He lit the candles, then turned to me. “Are you ready?” 
 
        I took a deep breath. “Ready as I’ll ever be.” 
 
        “Good,” he replied. “You’ve been through this before, so there shouldn’t be any big surprises. Hopefully, the spirit will manifest itself, and if so, maybe we can find out what’s troubling it.” 
 
        During our previous séances, the spirits actually communicated through Chris. It was an eerie feeling, sitting there in the candlelight, listening to a voice that in no way resembled Chris’s voice. I wondered if that would be the case tonight. 
 
        We turned out our flashlights, leaving only the flickering candles to penetrate the dark corners of the room. 
 
        The old house creaked and moaned, buffeted by the unrelenting wind and rain. Every so often there would be a flash of lightening that would cast eerie shadows on the wall, followed shortly by a clap of thunder that rattled the windows. 
 
        I would involuntarily jump at each clap of thunder, but Chris remained completely calm with his eyes closed. 
 
        After maybe twenty minutes, I felt a chill breeze and the candles flickered. 
 
        “I feel a presence,” Chris whispered softly. 
 
        His eyes still closed, his head cocked from side-to-side as if trying to isolate the source of the disturbance. 
 
        “Do not be afraid,” he said to some force I could not see. “We’ve come to hear you, to share your burden, to ease your pain. Come, speak to us. Who are you?” 
 
        The next voice I heard was not the voice of Christopher Wheeler. It was the voice of a woman. 
 
        Chris opened his eyes and looked directly at me. “My name is Julia Weston. Who are you and why are you in my house?” 
 
        “Uhhh, my name is Walt Williams. My wife and I bought your house and we plan to restore it and make it beautiful again.” 
 
        “Beautiful? It will never be beautiful until it has been cleansed of the atrocities that have been committed here.” 
 
        I figured I had gone this far, I might as well push ahead. “If you are the one responsible for the items that have been moved and the saw turning on, is it because of something that happened to you? Have you been trying to get our attention to undo something that happened in the past?” 
 
        “Yes, that was me, but sadly, you can never undo what was done to me.” 
 
        “Then tell me, please, what can we do to help you?” 
 
        “My spirit cannot go to its final resting place until another spirit has been set free.” 
 
        “I don’t understand. Help me understand what we can do for you.” 
 
        “The answers to your questions are in my window seat. Once our spirits are free, we will trouble you no more.” 
 
        I wasn’t sure if it was possible to negotiate with a spirit but I thought I’d give it a try. 
 
        “If I promise to do everything in my power to free your spirits, will you do something for me?” 
 
        “Perhaps.” 
 
        “Since you already have our attention, could you tone it down a bit so my men can go back to work? You’ve scared them to death. I promise I’ll follow through. Chris and I will even contact you with our progress.” 
 
        There was a long silence. I wondered if she was still there. 
 
        Finally, “I sense that you are a man of honor. I will abide by your wishes, but do not fail me or what you have seen me do so far will seem like child’s play.” 
 
        With that last threat, she was gone. 
 
        A moment later, Chris was back with me. “Tell me everything.” 
 
        After sharing my otherworldly experience, he said, “Let’s go find that window seat.” 
 
        I had been in all of the upstairs bedrooms, and only one had a window seat. That one must have been her bedroom. 
 
        Flashlights on, we climbed to the second floor, entered the bedroom, and went straight to the window seat. 
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        I knew that with many of the old window seats, the seat itself was on hinges which made it possible to store items inside. 
 
        I tossed the old faded cushions aside and raised the lid. It was empty. 
 
        “I’m not surprised,” Chris said. “How long ago was it that the Weston’s owned the property?” 
 
        I tried to picture Maggie’s timeline. “They owned it from 1935 to 1960.” 
 
        “Well there you go. Whatever she placed there is probably long gone.” 
 
        “I don’t think so. She was very specific. She said the answers to my questions are in my window seat.” 
 
        I shined the flashlight around the interior again. I spotted one wood panel that was a slightly different color than the others. 
 
        I handed the flashlight to Chris. “Here hold this for me.” 
 
        I dug out my pocket knife and gently pried on the panel. A moment later, it popped out revealing a space behind the seat. 
 
        I took the light from Chris and shined it in the hole. “There’s something back there.” 
 
        I reached into the void and pulled out a dusty old book. 
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        “Well I’ll be damned!” Chris muttered. “It looks like a diary.” 
 
        At that moment, I felt a chill breeze caress my face, and I knew we were on the right track. Within in the book’s dusty pages we’d find a secret that had been hidden for decades. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 10 
 
      
 
        I could hardly wait to get home and share the news with Maggie. 
 
        As I expected, she was waiting for me at the door. 
 
        “Oh, thank goodness you’re home. I was so worried.” 
 
         Once she knew I was safe, her curiosity took over. “Were you successful? Did you contact the spirit?” 
 
        “We did!” I replied, removing my rain-soaked jacket, “and you’ll never believe who it was.” 
 
        “Let me guess. It was Julia Weston.” 
 
        I was shocked. “How could you possibly know that?” 
 
        “I was busy researching the Weston family while you were gone. Theodore Weston was the president and principle shareholder in the Kansas City Bank and Trust. Julia was his daughter. I found an article in the Kansas City Star stating that Julia Weston, the daughter of Theodore and Marjorie Weston, tragically fell to her death just days after returning from her first semester abroad. Another article said her feet became tangled in her nightgown and she fell headlong down the steps.” 
 
        “That’s exactly where we made contact with her. Chris said he felt her presence there.” 
 
        “Ohhh, I can’t wait to hear. What did she say?” 
 
        “She said that atrocities had been committed in the house and her spirit could not go to its final resting place until another spirit had been set free.” 
 
        “Really? Who was the other spirit?” 
 
        “She didn’t say. All she said was that the answers to my questions would be found in the window seat in her bedroom.” 
 
        “Well, spill it. What did you find there?” 
 
        “This!” I replied, removing the old book from a plastic bag. “It looks like Julia’s diary.” 
 
        Maggie’s eyes grew wide. “Ohh, what a treasure! I can’t wait to start reading it.” 
 
        I looked at my watch. “I know you’re anxious to get started, but it’s past midnight. Any chance we could wait until morning to start reading? The diary’s not going anywhere.” 
 
        “Oh, I suppose, but I doubt I’ll sleep a wink.” 
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        I slept, but it was a fitful sleep. My dreams were filled with frightful images cast on the walls of the old house, creaking boards, and mournful sounds. Strange figures seemed to be reaching out to me, imploring me to join them in the dark recesses of the old mansion. When I awoke, I was drenched in sweat. 
 
        When I stumbled into the kitchen, I found Maggie pouring through the pages of the old diary. 
 
        “This is so fascinating,” she said, barely acknowledging my presence. 
 
        “Have you found anything yet that would tell us about the other spirit?” 
 
        “No, the diary starts when she was quite young. I don’t expect I’ll find anything until closer to the end.” 
 
        “Then why don’t you start at the end?” 
 
        She looked at me like I was a moron. “The last chapter of a book is meaningless unless you know what led up to that point. Besides, I want to get to know Julia, as a person. What are you doing today?” 
 
        “I’m heading over to the house. Somehow, I have to convince the workers that it’s safe to go back inside. Julia promised that she’d back off the spooky stuff as long as we’re working on her problem.” 
 
        “Sounds good to me. I’m sure I’ll get a lot more reading done without you underfoot.” 
 
        “Happy to oblige.” 
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        When I pulled up in front of the Gladstone property, the scene on the front lawn was exactly like the day before. The workers were huddled together and Don was trying unsuccessfully to get them inside. 
 
        “I hope you have good news,” he said. “They won’t budge an inch.” 
 
        “Actually, I do. Tell them that the medium and I contacted the spirit last night and everything’s okay now. She won’t be bothering them any more.” 
 
        “She?” 
 
        “It’s a long story. I’ll tell you later.” 
 
        Don turned and addressed the workers in Spanish. I could tell by the looks on their faces they weren’t convinced. 
 
        One of the men, apparently the spokesman for the group, replied in Spanish. 
 
        Don translated. “He said they’re not being paid enough to work with the spirits of the dead.” 
 
        I thought for a moment. “Tell them I’ll give them each an extra twenty-five dollars to return to work just for today, just to prove to them that they have nothing to fear.” 
 
        After Don relayed my proposal, the spokesman turned to his men. They all nodded. 
 
        Don smiled. “Looks like you’ve got a deal.” 
 
        “Blackmail,” I muttered. 
 
        “Oh, by the way,” Don said, “before this ghost fiasco reared its ugly head, we discovered that the old cast iron sewer line had collapsed. We’re going to have to jack hammer the concrete in the basement floor and replace the line to the street.” 
 
        “Swell! More dollars disappearing into the money pit!” 
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        When I returned home, Maggie was in a dither. 
 
        “Just wait till you hear what I found out!” 
 
        “I’m all ears.” 
 
        “Julia Weston never went abroad to study. The family concocted the story to cover up the fact that she was pregnant.” 
 
        “Holy crap!” 
 
        “From what I read in the diary, Theodore Weston was quite a tyrant. He ruled the family with an iron hand. Apparently he was more concerned with his family’s reputation than with their well being. Remember, this was back in the day when a pregnancy out of wedlock was still a scandal. A bastard child would have been a blow to their social standing.” 
 
        “So Julia wasn’t married when she became pregnant.” 
 
        “No, she was only seventeen.” 
 
        “Who was the father?” 
 
        “Jeremy Cline was the father. Julia wrote that Theodore believed Jeremy was below their social stature and he forbade her to see him.” 
 
        “We all know how well that works.” 
 
        “Exactly! Once Theodore found out Julia was pregnant, he concocted the story about sending her abroad to school and told her that Jeremy wouldn’t be coming around any more.” 
 
        “What happened to Jeremy?” 
 
        “She didn’t know. Her father would never tell her.” 
 
        “You don’t suppose ---?” 
 
        “I don’t know. I guess it’s a possibility.” 
 
        “So that poor girl was locked up in her room the whole time she was pregnant. How sad. What about the baby?” 
 
        I saw the look of concern on Maggie’s face. 
 
        “I checked the birth records for that year. There was no record of a child being born to Julia Weston!” 
 
        At that moment, my cell phone rang. 
 
        “Walt, this is Don. I’ve got some bad news.” 
 
        “What now?” 
 
        “When the men were jackhammering the basement floor, they found a body. It looks like the body of a newborn baby.” 
 
        Suddenly it became perfectly clear why Julia Weston’s spirit couldn’t rest in peace. The spirit of her dead child needed to be set free. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 11 
 
      
 
        My next call was to Detective Derek Blaylock, and within an hour our mansion on Gladstone Boulevard was a crime scene. 
 
        Naturally, the workers had been asked to leave the house until the CSI guys had finished collecting their evidence.  
 
        They were milling around the front yard outside the yellow crime scene tape, obviously agitated that I had promised no more scary stuff inside. Then the body was discovered. 
 
        I turned to Don. “You might as well tell them to take the rest of the day off. Detective Blaylock said they’d be busy down there for several hours.” 
 
        Don relayed the news and the man who had been the spokesman conferred briefly with his companions, then said something back to Don. 
 
        “They want to know if they still get the extra twenty-five.” 
 
        I sighed. “Tell them yes, and to be back bright and early tomorrow. Blaylock said he could release the house later today.” 
 
        Don delivered the good news. I thought that would be the end of it, but the spokesman wasn’t through. 
 
        “They think they should get another twenty-five tomorrow because of the dead body.” 
 
        “You’ve got to be kidding me!” 
 
        He just shrugged. 
 
        I had more important things I needed to deal with. “Tell them yes, but no more.” 
 
        Hearing that I had caved in, they all smiled and went away happy campers. 
 
        Maggie had been watching the verbal exchange. “That’s blackmail, you know.” 
 
        “Of course I know, but it’s either pay them or start all over with a new crew.”  
 
        At that moment, Derek came out of the house.  
 
        “The Medical Examiner got the body out intact. He’ll take it in, try to ascertain cause of death and time of death. Do either of you have anything that can help us out?” 
 
        “I think we do,” Maggie said.  
 
        Then she shared everything we had learned about the Weston family. 
 
        She held up the diary. “It’s all in here. I have no doubt that poor child was murdered and buried by Theodore Weston to avoid the scandal of a child born out of wedlock.” 
 
        “Where did you come up with that?” he asked. 
 
        “Uhhh, we found it during the renovation,” I replied. I wasn’t about to tell him that a ghost told us where it was hidden. 
 
        “I’d like to take it with me to confirm what you’ve just told me. You’ll get it back.” 
 
        Reluctantly, Maggie handed Blaylock the diary. 
 
        He turned and took a long look at the old house. “I can’t believe you really bought this old relic. What in the world were you thinking?” 
 
        I was about to say that he was the fourth person to ask that question, but instead, I just pointed to Maggie when she wasn’t looking. 
 
        He nodded. “I understand.” 
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        The next day, I received a call from Blaylock. 
 
        “Walt, I just wanted to bring you up to date on where we are with the investigation. The M.E. can’t pinpoint a cause of death, but he was able to determine that the body had been buried fifty to sixty years ago. 
 
        “That, along with what I read in Julia Weston’s journal pretty much confirms your sequence of events. Unfortunately, we may never know whether the baby was still born or whether Theodore murdered it, but it doesn’t really matter at this point. Theodore, Marjorie, and Julia Weston are all dead. There’s no way to confirm and no one alive to charge with anything. I’m closing the case. Also, I’m ready to release the body. What would you like done with it?” 
 
        “Can I get back to you on that?” 
 
        “Sure, just let me know.” 
 
        I shared what Blaylock had said with Maggie. 
 
        “What should we do with the body?” 
 
        “I’ve been doing some research and I have an idea,” she replied. “All three of the Weston’s were buried at Forest Hills Cemetery at 69th and Troost. I’d like to take a drive over there and talk to someone in charge. I’ll tell you my idea on the way.” 
 
        “Then let’s get started.” 
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        The office manager thought for a moment. “Weston. Theodore Weston. Yes, I remember the family. Let me look up their records.” 
 
        He went to a file cabinet and rifled through some manila folders. “Here it is!” He looked at the contents of the file. “Just as I thought. Theodore Weston purchased four adjoining plots. Theodore, Marjorie, and Julia occupy three of them. There is one still available. Undoubtedly it was meant for Julia’s husband, but the poor girl died before she married.” 
 
        Maggie took a deep breath. “How much does it cost to open and close a grave?” 
 
        “The average cost is around twelve hundred.” 
 
        “And a small, baby-sized casket?” 
 
        “We can provide a very simple one for one thousand.” 
 
        “How about a flat grave marker with the inscription, ‘Baby Jeremy?’” 
 
        “That should run around three hundred.” 
 
        I had been doing a mental calculation in my head. We were up to twenty-five-hundred. 
 
        Maggie turned to me and gave me a pleading look with her beautiful blue eyes. “Walt, what do you think?” 
 
        What could I say but yes. If I said no, I would have two women to deal with, one dead and one alive. 
 
        “Sure, it’s about time the kid had a decent burial.” 
 
        Maggie gave me a $2,500 dollar hug. 
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        On the way home, Maggie said, “There’s one more thing we need to do.” 
 
        “How much will this cost me?” 
 
        She punched my arm. “Don’t be such a poop! It won’t cost you a dime. We should try to find Jeremy Cline if he’s still alive.” 
 
        “The father?” 
 
        “Absolutely. It’s his son and it’s only right that he should be there when his child is laid to rest.” 
 
        I made a quick mental calculation. “Didn’t you say the baby was born in 1952 and that Jeremy was twenty at the time?” 
 
        “Yes, that’s what the diary said.” 
 
        “That would make old Jeremy eighty-six years old. If Theodore didn’t off the kid, and if he hasn’t died in the meantime, I still don’t see why he should be involved. It kinda looks like he abandoned Julia and the baby.” 
 
        “Maybe, maybe not. Either way, if he’s still living, I’m sure what transpired all those years ago has been a burden. It might give him some closure in his old age.” 
 
        “Then I guess we’d better hit Google as soon as we get home.” 
 
        “Uhhh, I tried that and came up empty. Maybe you could give Ox a call.” 
 
        As soon as we got home I called my old partner. 
 
        “Ox, I need a favor.” 
 
        “Another one? This is gonna cost you pie and coffee at Mel’s.” 
 
        “You drive a hard bargain, but you’ve got a deal. See what you can find on a Jeremy Cline, white male, eighty-six years old.” 
 
        “What’s the old guy done?” 
 
        “Probably nothing. This is a next of kin thing. We’re trying to find him for a funeral.” 
 
        “I’ll see what I can do.” 
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        Twenty minutes later he called back. 
 
        “I’ve got a Jeremy Cline in an extended care facility, The Villages of Jackson Creek in Independence. I’m not sure if it’s your guy. It’s the only one that popped up.” 
 
        “Thanks, Pal. I’ll give you a call for that pie and coffee.” 
 
        I told Maggie, we jumped into the car and headed to Independence. 
 
        We stopped at the reception desk and asked for Jeremy Cline.  
 
        The receptionist smiled. “Jeremy is in room 214, but you might want to check in the library before you go up. He spends a lot of time there. It’s just down that hall on the left.” 
 
        We found the library and saw an old gentleman in an easy chair, his nose buried in a book. 
 
        “Mr. Cline?” 
 
        He looked up. “Yes, what can I do for you?” 
 
        “My name is Walt Williams and this is my wife, Maggie. Mr. Cline. Does the name, Julia Weston, mean anything to you?” 
 
        From the expression on his face, I knew we had the right guy. 
 
        “Why yes --- yes it does. Why do you ask?” 
 
        “We recently purchased the house on Gladstone Boulevard where Julia lived. During the renovation, we found two things, Julia’s diary, and the body of a baby boy buried in the basement.” 
 
        The moment I said that, tears welled up in his eyes. “If you read her diary, then you know ---.” He tried to finish his sentence, but ended in a sob. 
 
        “Yes, we know the two of you were in love,” Maggie said, “and that Julia was pregnant with your child. What happened? Why did you leave?” 
 
        Jeremy composed himself. “When her father found out, he was furious. He never approved of our seeing each other. I wasn’t worthy. My father was a common laborer and my mother was a seamstress. It was no secret that Theodore Weston and his bank were a part of Tom Pendergast’s organization which had ties to the Kansas City mob. Theodore told me that if I ever saw Julia again, he would have Pendergast’s goons take care of my parents. I had no choice. I was just a twenty-year-old kid. There was no way I could fight the mob. As much as I loved Julia, I couldn’t put my parents lives in danger.” He sobbed again. “I never saw Julia again after that day. I read about her accident and her death in the paper. I never knew what happened to my child.” 
 
        “We’re not sure whether the baby was stillborn or whether Theodore Weston was responsible for his death. All we know is that he was buried in the basement of the Gladstone house.” 
 
        “Why have you come to me?” 
 
        “We’re going to have a burial service for your son,” Maggie said. “We thought you might want to be there to say goodbye.” 
 
        He grabbed Maggie and held her tight. “I would indeed.” 
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        I had called Pastor Bob, an old friend, explained the situation, and asked him to officiate little Jeremy’s service. 
 
        As we gathered around the open grave, the first thing Cline noticed was the headstone with the inscription, ‘Baby Jeremy.’ 
 
        “It was in her diary,” Maggie said. “She wanted to name her son after his father.” 
 
        “I --- I didn’t know.” 
 
        “There’s a lot more you should know,” Maggie said, handing the diary to Cline. “Here, I want you to have this. She loved you very much.” 
 
        He held the book to his chest. “Thank you. You have no idea how much this means to me.” 
 
        Pastor Bob had a short, but beautiful service.  
 
        He finished with the scripture from the New Testament. “Suffer little children to come unto me, and forbid them not: for of such is the kingdom of God. Verily I say unto you, whosoever shall not receive the kingdom of God as a little child shall in no wise enter therein. 
 
        “This child was never given the opportunity in this life to know a mother’s love and be held to her breast. Be comforted in the knowledge that little Jeremy will be united once again with the woman who gave him life and they shall dwell in the house of the Lord for eternity. Amen” 
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        I called Chris Wheeler, told him everything that had transpired, and scheduled another séance.    
 
    I was surprised. It was actually a very pleasant evening. No wind, no rain, just a beautiful golden sunset followed by a full moon rising in the eastern sky. 
 
        We set up the card table and chairs at the foot of the staircase just as we’d done previously. Chris lit the candles and we sat peacefully, hoping to make contact with the spirit of Julia Weston. 
 
        About twenty minutes later, Chris said, “I feel a presence.” 
 
        The next voice I heard was that of Julia Weston. 
 
        “Walt, thank you for what you have done. You have set free the spirit of my child which you promised. After all these years we are now reunited and may go to our final resting place in peace. Good bye.” 
 
        The moment her last words faded away, I saw a bright light at the head of the stairs. Three figures walked hand in hand into the light and disappeared. Then the light faded away. 
 
         “Chris! Did you see that?” I mumbled, not sure exactly what had taken place. 
 
        “I did,” he replied in a hushed voice. “In all my years contacting spirits beyond the vail, I’ve never encountered anything like that. It was magnificent.” 
 
        On the way home, I tried to make sense of what I’d seen. There had been two large figures and one small one. 
 
        Two days later, I understood. 
 
        In the obituary column was the notice that eighty-six-year-old Jeremy Cline had passed away. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 12 
 
      
 
        A few days later, I received a call from Don Duran. 
 
        “Walt, you’d better come over. There’s something you should see.” 
 
        My first thought was that he’d discovered something that was going to cost me more money. 
 
        “What’s broken now?” 
 
        “It’s nothing like that.” 
 
        “Please tell me you didn’t find another dead body.” 
 
        “No, thank goodness. Just come over. You’ll want to see this in person.” 
 
        My curiosity piqued, I hopped in the car and headed to Gladstone Boulevard. 
 
        “Okay, what’s so all-fired important that I had to drive all the way over here?” I asked as Don met me at the front door. 
 
        “This!” he replied, handing me a plastic bag with an envelope inside. 
 
        The envelope had an inscription on the front in a language I’d never seen before. 
 
      
 
    совершенно секретно 
 
      
 
        “Where did you find this?” 
 
        “In the master bedroom. Come upstairs. I’ll show you.” 
 
        Once in the bedroom, he pointed to a cavity at the base of the wall. 
 
        “The men were removing the baseboards to start the refinishing process and repair the plaster wall. When they removed that one they discovered the cavity behind it. The envelope was inside.” 
 
        “Any idea what it is?” 
 
        “Not a clue. I didn’t try to open it. I just bagged it up and called you.” 
 
        “You did the right thing. Thanks.” 
 
        Although I had no idea what was written on the envelope, I knew someone who might, my old tenant, the Professor. 
 
        I returned home, parked and knocked on his door. 
 
        “Good morning, Walt. What may I do for you this fine day?” 
 
        I handed him the envelope. “Do you recognize this language?” 
 
        He studied it for a moment. “I believe it’s Russian. I can’t be certain but I know someone who can tell you exactly what it is.” 
 
        “Who would that be?” 
 
        “Professor Franken at the university. Would you like me to give him a call?” 
 
        “Absolutely!” 
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        Forty-five minutes later, I was in the office of Professor Hans Franken on the University of Missouri-Kansas City campus. 
 
        “Come in,” he said. “Have a seat. Tell me, how is my old friend, Professor Skinner?” 
 
        “He seems to be doing just fine. Still sharp as a tack for a guy in his nineties.” 
 
        He laughed. “That’s Leo all right. He tells me you have something for me to interpret.” 
 
        I handed him the envelope. “The Professor thinks this might be Russian.” 
 
        He took the envelope and examined the inscription on the front. “It is indeed Russian.” 
 
        “Can you read it?” 
 
        “Of course. It says, ‘Top Secret.’ Have you looked inside?” 
 
        “Not yet. Maybe we should, but we should handle it carefully. We don’t want to destroy any evidence.” 
 
        “I concur,” he replied, taking a pair of tweezers out of the drawer. “May I?” 
 
        “Of course.” 
 
        I watched him remove the letter from the plastic bag and open the flap with the tweezers. He reached inside and pulled out a folded piece of paper. He unfolded the paper and we were looking at a map. 
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        The inscription read, “Minuteman Missile sites in western Missouri.” 
 
        “Holy crap!” I muttered. “What else is in there?” 
 
        He removed another piece of paper. “It seems to be numbers and cyphers,” he said. “I have no idea what they mean.” 
 
        He removed the last piece of paper. “This seems to be information about the Whiteman Air Force Base just south of Knob Noster, Missouri.”  
 
        He gave me a look of concern. “All this seems to be proprietary information. What do you plan to do with it?” 
 
        I knew exactly what I was going to do with it. “I know someone in Homeland Security. I’ll give him a call.” 
 
        I thanked the professor and headed back home with the mysterious envelope in the plastic bag. 
 
        I found Maggie in our office.  
 
        “How are you coming with your scrapbook of previous owners?” I asked. 
 
        “I’ve been busy with clients,” she replied, “so I’m just getting back to it. Why do you ask?” 
 
        I showed her the bag with the envelope and told her what I knew about it thus far. 
 
        “Someone in that house hid this. We need to find out who it was. See what you can dig up on the Internet while I call Mark.” 
 
        My half-brother, Mark Davenport, is an agent in the Department of Homeland Security. While still an officer in the police department, I worked several cases with him. Just recently, a mysterious box had come into my possession which had been coveted by four different countries including Homeland Security. 
 
        When it was all said and done, Mark was not happy with my disposition of the box. I wasn’t sure how he would receive my call. 
 
        “Mark, Walt here.” 
 
        “What can I do for you, Walt?” he replied, somewhat icily. 
 
        I told him about the discovery of the envelope and what Professor Franken found inside. 
 
        When I’d finished, there was a long pause.  
 
        “Walt, hang onto that envelope. I’ll catch the next plane to Kansas City.” 
 
        When I hung up, I turned to Maggie. “Have you found anything yet?” 
 
        “According to the abstract, the next owners were Gerald and Sophia Baldwin. They owned the property from 1960 until 1975.” 
 
        She hit a few keys and an old article in the Kansas City Star popped onto the screen. 
 
        “Oh, my goodness!” she gasped. “It’s says here that the Baldwin’s maid found Gerald in the master bedroom and Sophia and a man wearing a mask in the study. All three of them were shot to death. The police surmised that the carnage was the result of a robbery gone bad.” 
 
        “Unbelievable!” I muttered. “First, Matthew Matson, the man who built the house, sold it because his two sons were killed in World War One. Then the second owners, the Rossi’s, were gunned down by the mob. Then Julia Weston dies falling down the stairs and her new-born son is buried in the basement. Now you’re telling me the next owners, the Baldwins were shot to death by an intruder?” 
 
        Maggie grimaced and nodded. “That’s what it looks like.” 
 
        “Doesn’t it make you a bit squeamish that we’re now the owners of record of mystery mansion?” 
 
        She grimaced again. “Yeah, it kinda does.” 
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        The next day, Mark knocked on the door. 
 
        After a cool greeting, he got right down to business. 
 
        “Let’s take a look at that envelope.” 
 
        After carefully removing the contents and examining it thoroughly, he said, “I need to see where this was found.” 
 
        He followed me to the Gladstone Boulevard house and I showed him the cavity in the wall. 
 
        “So nothing else was found? Just the envelope?” 
 
        “That’s all so far.” 
 
        “Tell your foreman to let you know if he finds anything else. I’ll take this to our Kansas City office and have it analyzed.” 
 
        “Will you let me know what you find?” 
 
        He gave me a disgusted look. “I don’t know. Maybe.” 
 
        “Are you still pissed about that box? I did what I thought was best.” 
 
        He sighed. “I know you did, but you have no idea how much explaining I had to do in Washington.” 
 
        “Sorry about that. Anyway, I’d really like to know what you find out.” 
 
        “Okay, I’ll do it, but I’m still pissed.” 
 
        On the way to his car, he turned and looked at the old house. “I can’t believe you bought this place. What were you thinking?” 
 
        I didn’t bother to answer. I just shrugged and walked away. 
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        Two days later, Mark showed up at our apartment again. 
 
        “I’m catching a plane back to Washington this afternoon, but I promised I’d tell you what we found.” 
 
        I called to Maggie and the three of us settled in the living room. 
 
        “First,” he began, “you have to remember that in 1975 we were still in a cold war with Russia. The threat of a nuclear attack was very real. The United States countered the Russian threat by building up our long-range missile program. This brought about detente. Both countries were afraid to strike knowing that the other would retaliate in kind, basically destroying civilization as we knew it. 
 
        “The map you saw was the location of the underground Minuteman Missile silos in Missouri. Between 1964 and 1997 there were 165 sites in Missouri. 150 of those sites contained Minuteman Missiles, fully activated and on high alert. The other fifteen sites were launch control facilities. The information in that envelope contained not only a detailed map of the sites, but the launch codes for the missiles as well.” 
 
        “Holy crap!” 
 
        “Exactly. If that information had fallen into the hands of the Russians --- well, who knows what might have happened.” 
 
        “Are all those missiles still there?” Maggie asked. 
 
        “Thankfully, no,” Mark replied. The 165 Minuteman II missile sites in Missouri were decommissioned in the 1990's as a result of the international Strategic Arms Reduction Treaty. The deactivation process at the 150 launch facilities involved removing the missiles, imploding missile silos and covering them with soil and an impermeable barrier limiting groundwater infiltration into the imploded silos.” 
 
        “What was the page that talked about the Air Force base?” I asked. 
 
        “During that time, Whiteman Air Force Base was the home to the 351st Strategic Missile Wing. They were responsible for all the missile silos covering 10,000 square miles.” 
 
        “What else did you find?” 
 
        “Several sets of fingerprints. One set was from Anna Sokolov, a Russian sleeper agent. She was born in Russia, trained by the KGB, then sent to the U.S. to blend into our culture. She was known at that time as Sophia Baldwin.” 
 
        I looked at Maggie in disbelief. One of the owners of the Gladstone mansion was a Russian spy! 
 
        “Who owned the other set of prints?” I asked. 
 
        He sighed. “Sadly, they were the prints of Colonel Maxwell Scott. He was stationed at Whiteman and apparently had been supplying information to the Russians. Our agents found seventy-three-year-old Scott enjoying his retirement in Florida. He’s now in Washington for interrogation. I wouldn’t want to be in his shoes.” 
 
        “So we did good?” I asked, expectantly. 
 
        He smiled. “Yes, you did good.” 
 
        “Is all forgiven?” 
 
        “Yes, we’re even --- for now. But I have no doubt you’ll be in Dutch at some point in the future.” 
 
        After we’d said our good-byes, I turned to Maggie. “A spy in our house, and except for a botched robbery, who knows what might have happened. What could possibly top this?”  
 
        I was about to find out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 13 
 
      
 
        It was a Saturday morning.  
 
        Don’s crew had the day off, so I thought it might be a good time to stop by and see how Art was getting along. He had been keeping busy cleaning up the construction debris. No telling how many trips he had made from the mansion to the massive roll-off container. When not hauling trash, he was working on the grounds around the house, cutting grass and trimming shrubs. 
 
        I parked and headed straight to the carriage house. Not finding him there, I started wandering around the grounds. Still not finding him, I called out. “Art! Where are you?” 
 
        I heard a muffled reply. “Help! I’m down here!” 
 
        I walked toward the voice. “Where?” 
 
        “Down here! I’m stuck down here!” 
 
        I walked around the corner of the house and almost fell into a huge open pit. 
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        I looked into the gaping hole and spotted Art at the bottom. 
 
        “Good grief! Are you hurt?” 
 
        “No broken bones,” he replied, “just a few scrapes and bruises.” 
 
        “Hang on! I’ll find a ladder.” 
 
        “I ain’t goin’ nowhere.” 
 
        I unlocked the door, found an aluminum extension ladder, and carried it to the hole. 
 
        “Watch your head. Here it comes.” 
 
        A moment later, he was scrambling out of the pit. 
 
        “How long have you been down there?” 
 
        “Just a couple of hours. I was going to do some yard work, but then I stepped right there and the ground just gave way. I think it might be an old cistern.” 
 
        After a moment’s thought, I figured he was probably right. The house was built in 1903, and very likely before city water was available. Without city water, houses either had to dig a well or have a system of gutters and downspouts directing rainwater into a collection basin, the cistern. I remembered my grandparent’s first farm house had a cistern and an old hand pump to access the water. When no longer needed, some of the cisterns were filled in. Others, like this one, were just covered over. 
 
        “I’m glad you’re okay.” 
 
        “Me too,” he replied “While I was down there I found this.” 
 
        Wrapped in his handkerchief was a knife with what looked like dried blood on the blade. 
 
        “I didn’t want to touch it in case the cops wanted to dust it for prints.” 
 
        “That’s good thinking,” I said, taking the knife. “Are you going to be all right?” 
 
        “Yeah, I’m fine.” 
 
        “Then I’d better get this knife to the cops.” 
 
        He pointed to the hole. “What should I do with this?” 
 
        “Oh, right. Uhhh, I think there’s some plywood in the house. Cover the darn thing so no one else falls in. I’ll have Don get some dirt out here Monday to fill it in.” 
 
        More dollars down the money pit, I thought, only this time it’s a real pit! 
 
        “Oh yeah,” he said. “I found this too. I was digging a hole for a new planting and there it was.” 
 
        I looked at the object in his hand. It appeared to be a flint arrowhead. 
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        “Wow! I wonder how long that’s been here.” 
 
        I didn’t pay much attention to it. My mind was on the blood-soaked knife. 
 
        I got in the car and called Maggie. 
 
        “Are you working on your previous owner scrapbook?” 
 
        “Not right this minute.” 
 
        “Then please get started. There’s something terribly wrong over here.” 
 
        “What now?” 
 
        “I’ll show you when I get home.” 
 
        On the way home, I tried to rationalize what Art had found. Some handyman might have just cut himself and tossed the knife away in disgust. If it had been there a long time, some hunter might have been cleaning a rabbit or squirrel and accidently dropped it. OR, with our luck, some heinous crime had been committed and the perp had hidden the murder weapon. 
 
        When I entered the apartment, Maggie met me at the door. 
 
        “You found something, didn’t you?” 
 
        I held up the knife. 
 
        I could tell by the look on her face that she had found something too. 
 
        “Come. Look!” she said, dragging me into the office. 
 
        “William and Janice Lawton bought the house in 1975 after the Baldwin’s were found murdered. The Lawton’s owned a chain of supermarkets across the city. Other than that, I couldn’t find anything until 1993.  
 
        “Then, I found an article in the Kansas City Star. It said that William came home and found his wife stabbed to death in their bed. Evidence was found at the scene that led to one of Lawton’s employees, Gene Paxton. That, along with Mrs. Lawton’s jewelry found in Paxton’s closet was enough to convict him of second degree murder.” 
 
        We both looked at the knife.  
 
        “Did the article say whether the murder weapon was ever found?” 
 
        “It wasn’t mentioned in the article.” 
 
        “Then this could be it!” we both said at the same time. 
 
        “I should get this to Derek Blaylock,” I said. Then I turned to Maggie. “Another owner, another murder. I’m beginning to think that place is cursed.” 
 
        Maggie didn’t disagree. 
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        Derek looked at the knife then back at the murder book. “Tell me again where you found it.” 
 
        I had called ahead and told him what we had found. By the time I reached the precinct, he had pulled the file from the archives. 
 
        “In an old cistern. It had been covered up for years. Then today, one of my workers fell through and found the knife.” 
 
        “And this is the same house where we found the baby buried in the basement?” he asked in disbelief. 
 
        “One and the same.” 
 
        “It sounds to me like that place has some kind of curse.” 
 
        “That’s exactly what I told Maggie. Does the murder book say anything about a weapon?” 
 
        “No, it was never found, but they had enough to convict the guy without it. A glove with the victim’s blood and the perp’s name was found at the scene. It matched the mate found at the perp’s apartment.” 
 
        “That sounds awfully convenient.” 
 
        “Maybe, but they also found the victim’s jewelry hidden in the perp’s closet. Plus, the guy had a record. Open and shut case. Gene Paxton got life with the possibility of parole. He’s in maximum security in the Jefferson City Correctional Center. He’s been up for parole several times but was denied each time because he showed no remorse. He claims to this day that he’s innocent.” 
 
        “Maybe he is,” I said. “Are you going to have the knife checked out?” 
 
        “Of course. First we need to make sure the blood on the blade is a match to Janice Lawton. We’ll also check it for fingerprints and DNA. Then, depending on what we find, we’ll go from there.” 
 
        “Please let me know what you find.” 
 
        “Of course.” 
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        Back at the apartment, I told Maggie about my conversation with Blaylock. 
 
        “What happens if it’s really the murder weapon and there are prints that don’t match Paxton’s?” she asked. 
 
        “Then that would certainly cast doubt on Paxton’s conviction. According to Blaylock, he’s maintained his innocence from the very beginning. Why do you ask? Have you found something more on the Internet?” 
 
        She nodded. “Come here. I’ll show you.” 
 
        She pulled up a wedding announcement in society section of an old Kansas City Star. 
 
        “Look at the date,” she said. “William Lawton and April Skaggs were married just three months after his wife was tragically murdered. Does that seem a bit soon to you?” 
 
        “Not if they were seeing each other before the wife died. Hmmmm, get rid of the wife and marry the mistress. It could be motive for murder. I guess we won’t know for sure until we get word back from Derek, but good work!” 
 
        “That’s not all,” Maggie said. “I found something else. April Skaggs, the new Mrs. Lawton, passed away five years ago at the age of sixty. I found her obituary.” 
 
        “I’m impressed!” I said. “You’re becoming quite the little investigator. If you ever decide to hang up your briefcase, there might be a place for you in Walt Williams Investigations.” 
 
        She laughed. “No thanks. I’ll leave the sleuthing to you and Kevin.” 
 
        “I don’t suppose you know where William Lawton is residing these days.” 
 
        “No, I tried, but it was a dead end.” 
 
        “Sounds like I need to give Ox another call.” 
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        Forty-five minutes later, Ox called back saying he had found a William Lawton at the Kansas City Hospice House on Wornall Road. 
 
        “What do you think?” Maggie asked. “Should we pay William a visit?” 
 
        I was torn. I wanted to talk to the guy, but I didn’t want to get crossways with Blaylock. If Lawton’s prints were found on the knife that could reopen the investigation and I didn’t want to interfere and mess things up. On the other hand, if Lawton was in a hospice facility, that probably meant his days were numbered. 
 
        I finally made a decision. “Sure, let’s do it. After all, we have a legitimate reason. Now that we’re the new owners of the Gladstone property, we’re just looking up previous owners to get some history on the place.” 
 
        “Sounds good to me,” she replied. 
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        At the hospice house, we asked about William and were directed to his room. 
 
        We found him in bed, an emaciated man, barely clinging to life. A priest was at his bedside holding his hand. 
 
        “We don’t mean to intrude,” I said. “If Mr. Lawton is up to it, we’d like to speak to him.” 
 
        The priest rose. “I’m Father O’Malley. Who are you and why are you here?” 
 
        “We’re Walt and Maggie Williams. We recently purchased a grand old house on Gladstone Boulevard. We discovered that Mr. Lawton was a previous owner and we just wanted to meet him.” 
 
        When I mentioned the Gladstone house, I saw Lawton stir and I saw a look of concern on the priest’s face. 
 
        Lawton raised a withered hand. “Come closer. You said you bought the Gladstone house?” 
 
        Father O’Malley found two more chairs and we told Lawton about how the house had fallen into disrepair and how we were restoring it. 
 
        He followed my every word and interrupted several times with questions. 
 
        When there was finally a lull in the conversation, I made a decision. 
 
        “There was one other recent event,” I said. “One of our laborers was working on the grounds and fell into an old cistern that had been covered for years. Thankfully, he wasn’t injured, but he found something very interesting while down there, an old knife that appeared to be covered with dried blood.” 
 
        The moment I said that, Lawton looked questioningly at the priest. 
 
        Father O’Malley smiled. “It’s okay, William. Tell them. Unburden your soul. Confess your sins and seek absolution before you pass into the next life.” 
 
        For the next twenty minutes, Lawton told us how he had murdered his wife and framed his employee, Gene Paxton. 
 
        When he finished, I asked, “Are you willing to share your story with the police? An innocent man has spent 25 years in prison for a crime he didn’t commit. You still have a chance to make things right.” 
 
        He nodded. “I’ll do whatever I have to do.” 
 
        I took his hand. “Thank you.” 
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        Knowing time was a factor, Maggie and I went straight to the precinct. 
 
        When I knocked on Blaylock’s door, he waved us in. 
 
        “You’re right on time. I just got the results back on the knife.” 
 
        “Let me guess,” I said. “The blood on the blade matched that of the victim, Janice Lawton, and the prints on the handle were made by her husband, William.” 
 
        “How could you possibly know that?” 
 
        I told him about our visit at the hospice house. “William Lawton is ready to make a complete confession, but you’d better hurry. He may not be around too much longer.” 
 
        Blaylock just shook his head. “You continue to amaze me. Good work.” 
 
        “So what happens now,” I asked. “How do we get Gene Paxton out of prison?” 
 
        “A judge will have to vacate his conviction. With the knife and the deathbed confession, that shouldn’t be a problem.” 
 
        “Looks like we’ll need an attorney.” 
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        I knew just who to call, Suzanne Romero, the best defense attorney in Kansas City. She had saved Mary Murphy who had been wrongfully accused of manslaughter for shooting an intruder who threatened her with a knife. Then, a few years later, she defended Ox and me after we had been framed for murder by two corrupt cops.  
 
        I, in turn, had helped exonerate several of her clients who had been wrongly accused. 
 
        Thankfully, she was in her office and had time to see us. 
 
        After I shared our story, she readily agreed to take the case pro bono. 
 
        “Unbelievable!” she said. “It would be an honor to set right this horrible miscarriage of justice. I’ll get started on the paper work immediately.” 
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        Two days later, the three of us were in a room at the Jefferson City Correctional Center awaiting the arrival of Gene Paxton. 
 
        When he entered, he was obviously confused. “Who are you people?” 
 
        “I’m Walt Williams, this is my wife, Maggie, and this lady is Suzanne Romero, the attorney who will be getting your conviction overturned. Soon, you will be a free man.” 
 
        It was a good thing he was sitting down, otherwise, he would have crumbled to the floor. 
 
        He buried his face in his arms and wept uncontrollably. 
 
        Minutes later he composed himself. “How --- how did this happen?” 
 
        I shared the entire story including William Lawton’s confession. 
 
        “They wanted me to say I did it, but I never would. I knew I was innocent. Thank you all so much.” 
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        A week later, a judge vacated Paxton’s wrongful conviction and Gene, still young at age 47, walked away a free man. 
 
        That same night, William Lawton, the penitent murderer, passed away. 
 
        It took twenty-five years, but in the end, Lady Justice prevailed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 14 
 
      
 
        Jason Briggs pulled to the curb in front of the old mansion on Gladstone Boulevard. 
 
        It had been ten long years since the police hauled him away in handcuffs, his father lying in the foyer, shot dead by a bullet meant for him. 
 
        How quickly things can change, he thought. Father was making thousands during the housing boom and I was a rising star in in my company. Then, the bottom falls out of the housing market and I foolishly stole from my firm to bail him out. From riches to tragedy to prison in the space of a year. 
 
        Prison had been no picnic, but it could have been worse. It didn’t take long for the inmates to test the newcomer. Shortly after his arrival, three lifers cornered him in the exercise yard. His Special Forces training served him well. After sending his three attackers to the infirmary, he wasn’t bothered again. 
 
        Now he was out, and he had returned to claim what he had left behind. 
 
        He had done his homework and knew that an old couple had recently purchased the house and were restoring it to its former grandeur. 
 
        He looked at the men scurrying in and out and a plan started to come together in his mind. If he could hire on as a laborer, he would have the run of the place and access to the location where he had left the money he had stolen to help his father. If it was still there, it would give him the chance to start his life over again. 
 
        He saw the name and phone number of the contractor on the side of the pick-up truck. He wrote the information down and pulled away. 
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        Days turned into weeks and weeks turned into months. Every time I pulled up in front of the old mansion, I thought of Steve Martin in the movie, The Jerk. His character, Navin Johnson, is speaking to his girlfriend who is fast asleep. 
 
      I know we've only known each other four weeks and three days, but to me it seems like nine weeks and five days. The first day seemed like a week and the second day seemed like five days. And the third day seemed like a week again and the fourth day seemed like eight days. And the fifth day you went to see your mother and that seemed just like a day, and then you came back and later on the sixth day, in the evening, when we saw each other, that started seeming like two days, so in the evening it seemed like two days spilling over into the next day and that started seeming like four days, so at the end of the sixth day on into the seventh day, it seemed like a total of five days. And the sixth day seemed like a week and a half. I have it written down, but I can show it to you tomorrow if you want to see it. 
 
        Anyway, the restoration seemed to take forever. 
 
        Likewise, the original fifty thousand deposit turned into seventy, then ninety. Like Navin, I have it written down if you’d like to see it. 
 
        Even though it had taken a huge bite out of our savings account, I had to admit that the place was looking pretty darn good. 
 
        Maggie was in seventh heaven. After the rough-in work was completed, she was there almost every day supervising the details of the finish work. 
 
        We spent endless hours picking out door knobs, light fixtures, wall paper, and all the other crap that goes into the finished product. 
 
        That first day in the hardware store seemed like a week --- never mind --- I already told you how it felt. 
 
        Every purchase was a gut-wrenching decision. Which wall plate? This one or that one? Like Rhett Butler, I wanted to say, “Frankly, my dear, I don’t give a damn.” But it was important to Maggie, so I did my part as a supportive husband. 
 
        As it turned out, I was glad I did. Maggie had done a fantastic job and I had to admit that the place was quite beautiful. 
 
        Unfortunately, since the day I announced our purchase to our friends and family, they were constantly begging me to let them drop by to check on the progress of the restoration. 
 
        On more than one occasion, Bernice talked Dad into taking her over so she could ogle the sweat-soaked torsos of the well-muscled workers. 
 
        Also unfortunately, while Bernice was ogling, Dad was busy imparting his remodeling wisdom to anyone who would listen. 
 
        Another big mistake was taking Jerry. As a stand-up comic, he has a repertoire of jokes for any occasion. I left him alone for just a few minutes while going over some details with Don. I found him surrounded by a cluster of workers. 
 
        “A man hired a carpenter to put on a new roof. He watched as the carpenter picked up a nail, looked at it then tossed it away. The next nail he pounded into the roof. Then the next nail he tossed aside. The man asked, ‘What’s wrong with the nails you’re throwing away?’ ‘The heads are on the wrong end,’ the carpenter replied.’” 
 
        The workers, most of who could speak very little English, just shook their heads and walked away. 
 
        “Tough crowd,” Jerry muttered. 
 
        Finally, I had to put my foot down. No more visits from the peanut gallery. I was paying these guys by the hour and the distractions were costing me a small fortune. 
 
        Once Mary discovered that Art Cranston, her former tenant at the Three Trails, was staying in the old carriage house, she talked Willie into taking her over so she could take him sandwiches and cookies. 
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        Finally, the work on the mansion was finished. 
 
        The only thing that remained was the restoration of the carriage house. It would be a relatively simple process. The roof had to be replaced and the cupulo repaired. Resting on top of the cupulo was an ornate weathervane. 
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            In addition to the usual letters designating north, south, east and west, there was an arrow with a large bull. I thought that was curious until I remembered that Matthew Matson, who had originally built the home, made his fortune in cattle. The workers removed the weathervane and placed it inside the carriage house. It would be polished and replaced as soon as the roof was finished. 
 
        The carriage house had a dirt floor and Maggie insisted that we replace it with concrete. More dollars down the money pit, but as the old saying goes, ‘in for a dime, in for a dollar.’ 
 
        With all of the activity in the carriage house, I decided to move Art back to the Three Trails. Since most of the work had been completed, there were few materials left to be pilfered by midnight requisitioners. 
 
        Just another week or two and the restoration would be complete. 
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        As soon as the construction started on the carriage house, Jason Briggs knew it was time to make his move. Ten years ago, he had buried the money he had stolen from his company in the dirt floor of the carriage house. Once the concrete was poured on the floor, the money would be sealed up forever. 
 
        He hadn’t been able to access it during the day when workers were everywhere, and Art Cranston was there every evening. When he overheard the owner tell Cranston he was moving away, he decided the time was right. 
 
        After the workers had gone for the day, Jason found a shovel and crept into the carriage house. In an hour, he would have the money he had dreamed about for a decade in his lonely cell. 
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        I was halfway to the Three Trails when Art muttered, “Oh crap!” 
 
        “What’s the problem?” I asked. 
 
        “Mary’s Tupperware. She asked me to be sure and get it back to her, but I left it in the carriage house. I hate to ask you to go back, but you know how Mary gets.” 
 
        “I certainly do. Not a problem.” 
 
        “Sorry.” 
 
        I made a U-turn and headed back to Gladstone Boulevard. 
 
        “I’ll just be a minute,” Art said, as we pulled into the driveway. 
 
        “I’ll come with you,” I replied. “There’s something I want to check on as long as we’re here.” 
 
        “That’s strange,” Art said, as we approached the carriage house. “I’m sure I closed that door.” 
 
        We stepped inside and found a man crouched in the corner beside a hole he had dug. In his lap was a rusty old tin box and he was counting the money that had been stashed inside. 
 
        I recognized the man. He was a worker that Don had recently hired.  
 
        Evidently Art knew him better than I did. 
 
        “Jason! What in the world are you doing in here?” 
 
        Jason rose to his feet, the box in one hand and a pistol in the other. “Just back off. I don’t want to hurt anyone.” 
 
        Suddenly, I put two and two together. “Jason? Are you Jason Briggs, Albert’s son?” 
 
        “One and the same,” he replied, “and I’ve been waiting ten years to reclaim what’s mine. Now back away.” 
 
        Art and I were between Jason and the door. He waved his pistol and we moved aside to give him a clear path to the door. 
 
        He began inching backward toward the door, keeping his eyes and his gun trained on us. 
 
        Too late, he saw the coil of rope on the floor. His feet became entangled, he lost his balance, and fell backward, landing on the sharp arrow of the old weathervane. 
 
        We watched in horror as the point of the arrow burst through his chest. 
 
        A moment later, Jason Briggs lay dead, the money he had stolen a decade ago scattered at his feet.  
 
        I called Derek Blaylock and soon the place was swarming with cops. 
 
        Derek looked at the grisly scene. “Jesus! What a way to go! Jason Briggs you say. That rings a bell.” 
 
        “Ten years ago, Jason stole the money from his company to bail out his father, Albert. When the cops came for Jason, Albert leaped in front of Jason taking a bullet that was meant for his son.” 
 
        “Yeah, I remember now. Jason wouldn’t talk and the money was never recovered. Looks like it’s been buried in here all these years.” 
 
        “So what happens to the money?” I asked. 
 
        “I’ll check it out and let you know.” 
 
        He took another look at the bloody corpse. “Another owner of this old house dead and not in a good way. I said it before and I’ll say it again. I think this place has some kind of curse.” 
 
        The same thought had occurred to me, and being the current owner, the possibility sent shivers up and down my spine. 
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        A few days later, Derek gave me a call. The statute of limitations had expired on the theft and the company Jason had worked for had gone out of business. 
 
        Since there was no one else to claim the cash, it belonged to us. 
 
        A blessing or a curse? Time would tell. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 15 
 
      
 
        At last, the renovation was finished. 
 
        Don and his crew packed up their tools for the last time. 
 
        Maggie and I decided to have a ribbon-cutting celebration. Along with Don, who had done a fantastic job, we invited all our friends and family. 
 
        Nearly every jaw dropped as they gazed at the finished product. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        “Well I’ll be damned,” Dad muttered. “The first time I saw the place I thought you were bat-shit crazy. I’m mighty proud of you, Son.” 
 
        I gave Maggie a squeeze. “Thank this little lady. It was all her idea. I wanted nothing to do with it. Now I’m glad she talked me into it.” 
 
        Maggie smiled. “You were great. It was a team effort. I couldn’t have done it without you.” 
 
        “So let’s take a look inside,” Dad said. 
 
        “Not so fast,” Jerry replied. “I’ve penned a little ditty for the occasion.” 
 
        Jerry was not only our little group’s jokester, he was also our poet laurate. I had an idea what was coming. 
 
        Jerry forged ahead. “I call this, You can’t polish a turd, or can you?” 
 
        There once was a house on a hill 
 
        It was old and ratty, but still, 
 
        It caught the eye 
 
        Of a gal and a guy, 
 
        And became a dream to fulfill. 
 
      
 
        They withdrew a bundle of cash 
 
        To purchase this old piece of trash. 
 
        Much to his dismay, 
 
        Walt found out one day, 
 
        It severely depleted their stash. 
 
      
 
        They hired old Don and his crew 
 
        Indeed there was much work to do. 
 
        They would work every day, 
 
        For an honest day’s pay, 
 
        In an effort to make it look new. 
 
      
 
        But the mansion had one little quirk. 
 
        A ghost in the hallway would lurk. 
 
        Said the men filled with fear, 
 
        There is something quite queer, 
 
        And as long as it’s here, we won’t work. 
 
      
 
        The news made Walt all a-fluster. 
 
        So he called his favorite ghostbuster. 
 
        Chris came right away, 
 
        Jumped into the fray, 
 
        With everything that he could muster. 
 
      
 
        When all was at last said and done, 
 
        With the ghost, a victory they’d won. 
 
        Her spirit set free, 
 
        At last she could flee, 
 
        To a peaceful place with her son. 
 
      
 
        Walt thought things couldn’t get worse, 
 
        Till a body was hauled off in a hearse. 
 
        Much to his dismay, 
 
        He knew from that day, 
 
        His mansion was plagued with a curse. 
 
      
 
        But now the work is complete. 
 
        He has gathered his friends here to meet. 
 
        To show off the house, 
 
        He bought for his spouse, 
 
        On Gladstone, this spooky old street. 
 
      
 
        I know this may sound absurd, 
 
        But this shall be my last word. 
 
        This old house is proof, 
 
        There really is truth, 
 
        That it’s possible to polish a turd. 
 
      
 
        There were cheers all around as Jerry took a bow. 
 
        It had been a great day, buy Jerry’s little poem reminded me that, given all of the tragedies that had occurred here, there might actually be some kind of curse on the old mansion. 
 
        Once inside, everyone oohed and ahhed at the refurbished interior.  
 
        After all the guests had completed the tour, we gathered in the back yard. We had hired Rob, a retired cop who had a bar-b-que catering business, to provide a picnic lunch of ribs, brisket, brats, and smoky baked beans. 
 
        Knowing beans were on the menu, Jerry had brought along his remote-controlled fart machine. Jerry’s mistake was making Mary his first victim. After a robust blast brought a round of laughter at Mary’s expense, she chased Jerry across the lawn, grabbed the remote from his hand, and crunched it with her foot. “That’ll teach you, you little pervert!” she muttered, stalking off. 
 
        Good times! 
 
        All things considered, the day was a grand success.  
 
        The next step would be listing the mansion for sale. Now that the work was done, it was time to recoup our sizeable investment. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 16 
 
      
 
        Maggie listed the property and as soon as it hit the Multiple Listing Service the phone started ringing. 
 
        There were multiple showings every day during the first week. I always accompanied Maggie unless it was a buyer she knew and had worked with previously. After she had been abducted at a vacant house several years earlier we made a pact that she would never again meet a stranger alone at a vacant house. 
 
        The moment each buyer walked in the door they were impressed with the grandeur of the place. They were complimentary of all the work that had been done and declared the old mansion to be a beautiful showcase, but there were no offers. 
 
        In fact, as much as they loved the house, each of them departed saying something just didn’t feel right. 
 
        I understood because I felt it too. 
 
        Even though there was no trace of Albert Briggs’ blood in the foyer, and the hole in the basement floor where little Jeremy Weston had been buried was covered with fresh concrete, something still didn’t feel right. 
 
        Then I remembered how I first met Christopher Wheeler. An agent in Maggie’s office had a listing where the husband had murdered his wife. Despite many showings no one seemed interested. Chris came out, cleansed the house, and she had a contract the next week. 
 
        Even though Chris had come to the mansion and made contact with the restless spirit of Julia Weston, I began to wonder if other unhappy spirits still lurked in the attic or basement. 
 
        I decided to give him a call. 
 
        We met at the mansion and I told him the response we’d been getting from buyers and my own feelings that something wasn’t quite right. 
 
        “I’ll go in alone,” he said. “Sometimes spirits are reluctant to reveal themselves to someone who doesn’t possess the gift. I’ll let you know what I find.” 
 
        I sat in my car and waited. One hour turned into two and I was starting to get worried. I was about to go check on him when he walked out the door. 
 
        “Well?” I asked, expectantly. 
 
        He shook his head. “I spent time on both floors and even in the basement, but I got nothing. I did, however, get the same uneasy feeling that your buyers describe. There’s definitely something going on here. I just haven’t found it yet.” 
 
        “So what’s next?” 
 
        “I’ll check out the carriage house and garage. If I don’t find anything there, I’ll roam around the back of the property. Honestly, with all that’s taken place here since 1903, it could be most anything.” 
 
        I went back to my car to wait. 
 
        An hour later, Chris came scurrying around the corner of the house. I could see the excitement on his face. 
 
        “You absolutely won’t believe what I’m about to tell you. This is another first for me.” 
 
        “Let’s hear it.” 
 
        “First, I need to give you a quick history lesson. In the early eighteen hundred’s, before there was a Kansas City, all this land was Indian territory. In fact, there was an Indian encampment on this very spot.” 
 
        Suddenly, Art’s discovery made perfect sense. “One of my workers found an old arrowhead in the back yard.” 
 
        “It was made by the Osage tribe,” Chris replied. 
 
        “How could you possibly know all that?” 
 
        “Because I made contact with Ka'-wa-sab-be, a medicine man with the Osage tribe that once called this bluff their home.” 
 
        My mouth dropped open. “You gotta be kidding me.” 
 
        “Nope. The Osage lived here for centuries, then came the westward expansion of the white man. In 1825, Federal troops drove the Osage from this bluff and made them relocate on a reservation in Oklahoma. As his people were leaving the valley the medicine man looked back on their home one last time and placed a curse upon it.” 
 
        “I knew it! A curse! Just great! Can you do whatever it is you do and get rid of it?” 
 
        He shook his head. “I’m afraid not. The curse can only be removed by the one who placed it.” 
 
        “Any chance I could talk to this medicine man?” 
 
        “It wouldn’t do you any good. This is not like the other spirits we’ve contacted. They all spoke English. Ka'-wa-sab-be only speaks his native language.” 
 
        “But you talked with him.” 
 
        “No, I communicated with him. That’s altogether different. I didn’t hear him speak. I understood his thoughts.” 
 
        I sighed. “Okay, I get it. The Indians were understandably upset about being driven from their home, hence the curse. I can’t go back in time to correct what was done to them. How can we fix this?” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “You can’t change the past, but maybe there’s something you can do to help his people now.” 
 
        Then I remembered when I was a cop Ox and I arrested an Indian boy for shoplifting. Rather than putting him in the system, we took him to the Kansas City Indian Center. They had some kind of a rehabilitation program. 
 
        “Hang on a minute,” I said, grabbing my phone. 
 
        I Googled the Indian Center and their website popped up. 
 
        “Here,” I said, showing Chris my phone. “It says the mission of the Kansas City Indian Center is to encourage social, educational, and economic advancement of the American Indian community by promoting traditional and cultural values. And look, it says they provide emergency services for low-income American Indians, including food pantry and holiday baskets, emergency telephone calls to Reservation or Nation and referrals to additional services such as the Morningstar Substance Abuse Outpatient and Prevention Program.  
 
        “Suppose I offered to make a sizeable donation to the Indian Center. Is there any chance we could get that curse removed?” 
 
        “How much are you talking about?” 
 
        I thought for a moment. I had to get the place sold just to get back the money we’d put into it and it looked like the only way that was going to happen was to get the curse removed. 
 
        “There was seventy-five thousand dollars in Jason Briggs’ old tin box. I will donate all of that plus any profit we make on the sale of the mansion.” 
 
        “Wow!” Chris said, obviously impressed. “That’s a lot of wampum. Are you sure you want to give up your profit?” 
 
        “I’ll have to talk it over with Maggie, but I’m confident she’ll agree. That’s my insurance policy that the curse will actually be removed. If the place doesn’t sell, they’ll be no profit to donate to the Indian center.” 
 
        “Good thinking. Let me present your offer to the medicine man.” 
 
        Chris was gone for another hour. When he returned, he was all smiles. 
 
        “Looks like you’ve got a deal.” 
 
        “Fantastic! Anything else?” 
 
        “Actually there was,” Chris replied with a grin. “He said that for a white man, you’re an okay guy.” 
 
        I thanked Chris for his work, paid his fee, and breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
        Now all I had to do was tell Maggie I’d given away all our profit. 
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        It took a full bottle of Arbor Mist to tell Maggie about the medicine man, his curse, and what I had done to get it removed. 
 
        After I finished, she sat there for the longest time trying to absorb the unlikely story I had just dumped on her. 
 
        Finally, she gave me a big smile. “You know, for a white man, you’re okay in my book too.” 
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        Two days later, we met a young couple at the mansion. They fell in love with the place the minute they walked in the door. 
 
        At the conclusion of the tour, they were ready to make an offer. 
 
        As Maggie was preparing the contract, something clicked in my mind. 
 
        Their names were Dillon and Marcia Matson. 
 
        “By any chance, are you related to a Matthew Matson?” 
 
        Dillon thought for a moment. “Maybe. It seems like I had a great-great uncle way back named Matthew. Why do you ask?” 
 
        “Because your great-great uncle was the original owner of this house. He had it built back in 1903!” 
 
        Maggie handed the awe-struck young couple the scrapbook she had so diligently constructed. “Here, as the new owners of the property, you should have this. It’s like a family tree, and you’re the newest branch.” 
 
        In one hundred and fifteen years, a house built on tainted land had passed through the hands of seven families who had suffered terrible tragedies because of the curse of an Osage Indian Medicine Man. 
 
        Now Mystery Mansion, free of its curse, was owned once again by a relative of its founder.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
        When it was all said and done, we recouped our original investment and made a twenty-five- thousand-dollar profit. 
 
        That, along with Jason Briggs’ seventy-five thousand, made a nice donation to the Kansas City Indian Center. 
 
        Friends and family, hearing what we had done, thought we’d lost our marbles. Six months of labor and for what? 
 
        For Maggie and me, there were no regrets. 
 
        The moment she saw the old mansion, she fell in love with it. 
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        She had the vision to see what it could become. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        For her, it wasn’t about the profit. It was about the restoration. She had a dream and we made that dream come true. 
 
        Along the way, we were able to set right some wrongs. 
 
        After the discovery of the body of Baby Jeremy that had been hidden away in the basement in shame, the spirit of his mother, Julia, was set free and the two of them found everlasting peace. 
 
        Gene Paxton, imprisoned for a crime he didn’t commit, was freed because of evidence uncovered by a freak accident. 
 
        Money, stolen and buried for a decade, is now in the hands of a charitable institution. 
 
        And most important, the curse that plagued the old mansion for over a century is no more. 
 
        If someone had told me ten years ago that a spirit world existed, I would have been skeptical. 
 
        Not any more. 
 
       I have come to accept that there are things beyond our comprehension at work in the universe. 
 
        I have also come to understand that Lady Justice works in mysterious ways. For poor Gene Paxton, it took twenty-five years, but in the end, Lady Justice prevailed. 
 
        My name is Walt Williams and for me, the irony of it all is that none of that would have happened if Maggie hadn’t talked me into buying Mystery Mansion. 
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       When corrupt politicians, the Italian mob and a dirty cop collude to take over a Northeast neighborhood, Walt is recruited for the most bizarre undercover assignments of his new career. 
 
       When conventional police work fails to solve the case, once again his band of scrappy seniors come to the rescue. 
 
       In the process, the amazing discovery of a previously unknown session by a deceased rock ‘n’ roll idol stuns the music industry. What should be a joyous occasion soon turns dark as lives are threatened. 
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        Lady Justice has unwittingly entered a religious war. 
 
        Who better to fight for her than Walt Williams? 
 
        The Avenging Angels believe that it’s their job to rain fire and brimstone on Kansas City, their Sodom and Gomorrah. 
 
        In this compelling addition to the Lady Justice series, Robert Thornhill brings back all the characters readers have come to love for more hilarity and higher stakes. 
 
        You’ll laugh and be on the edge of your seat until the big finish. 
 
        Don’t miss Lady Justice and the Avenging Angels!  
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    Walt and his entourage of scrappy seniors are dragged into the ‘right-to-die-with-dignity’ controversy. 
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    You may see end-of-life issues in a whole new light after reading Lady Justice and Dr. Death! 
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    A vigilante is stalking the streets of Kansas City administering his own brand of justice when the justice system fails. 
 
    Criminals are being executed right under the noses of the police department. 
 
    A new recruit to the City Retiree Action Patrol steps up to help Walt and Ox bring an end to his reign of terror. 
 
    But not everyone wants the vigilante stopped. His bold reprisals against the criminal element have inspired the average citizen to take up arms and defend themselves. 
 
    As the body count mounts, public opinion is split. 
 
    Is it justice or is it murder? 
 
    A moral dilemma that will leave you laughing and weeping! 
 
    http://amzn.to/1d3FLK6 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE WATCHERS 
 
      
 
    [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 
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    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 
 
      
 
    [image: Eye - sm] 
 
      
 
         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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        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 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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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