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    LADY JUSTICE AND THE SIXTH SENSE 
 
      
 
    PROLOGUE 
 
      
 
        For ten-year-old Marty Singer, it was just another lazy summer day. 
 
        The sun was shining, the sky was blue with just a few puffy clouds skittering on a gentle breeze which rustled the leaves of the big old oak in his front yard. 
 
        The new school year was still a month and a half away and Marty was determined to make the most of his summer vacation. 
 
        He lived alone with his dad in one of the older, established neighborhoods in south Kansas City. His mom had passed away a year earlier after a long bout with cancer. 
 
        “Dad, I’m going for a bike ride,” he yelled down the steps to his father, Joshua, who was working on a project in the basement. 
 
        “Okay,” his dad called back, “but stay on our street, wear your helmet, and be back no later than eleven-thirty for lunch.” 
 
        “Dad!” he protested. “Do I have to wear that stupid helmet? It’s hot and it looks dumb. Billy doesn’t have to wear one when he rides.” 
 
        “I don’t care what Billy does or doesn’t do. He’s not my son. You are, and if you want to ride, you’ll wear the helmet. Comprende?” 
 
        “Yeah, I understand,” Marty grumbled, strapping on the headgear. “See you at lunch.”    He wheeled his shiny red Schwinn out of the garage, closed the door, raised the kick stand, and climbed on. 
 
        Marty loved to ride and feel the wind in his face. He peddled furiously, shifting from first gear to second, then to third, and in just a few moments, he was moving swiftly down the tree-lined street. 
 
        He waved at Mrs. Jenkins who was watering the flowers on her front porch, and to old man Westbrook who had hobbled onto the driveway to pick up his morning paper. 
 
        He was almost to the end of his block when a grey squirrel darted into the street. A moment later, he saw what had startled the squirrel. Vince Greenway’s German Shepherd was hot on his trail. The Shepherd was so focused on his quarry, he didn’t see Marty barreling down the street.  
 
        Marty saw, but it was too late. He squeezed his handbrakes with all his might, and had just started into a slide when he struck the big dog.    He flew over the handlebars, and for an instant he was suspended in midair and had the strangest feeling he was flying. The euphoric feeling disappeared as he saw the black asphalt pulling him down. 
 
        The helmet struck the street first. Marty felt the impact, then everything went dark. 
 
        The squirrel scampered safely up a tree, never knowing how he had changed the life of the small boy laying crumpled in the street. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 1 
 
      
 
        People think being a private investigator is exciting and glamorous. 
 
        I’ve been one for three years now, and I’ll admit there have been several exciting moments. 
 
        I’ve yet to see glamorous. 
 
        Our current adventure was a case in point. 
 
        Although Kevin McBride, my partner in Walt Williams Investigations, and I are in our seventies and have vowed to take only cream puff cases with no potential for bodily harm, frankly, we were bored. That’s why, when Gloria Riggins darkened our door, we relented and took her case. 
 
        Gloria was convinced her husband, Brock, was fooling around with a female employee at the rock quarry where he worked. She wanted us to get the goods on hubby doing the nasty so she could do the nasty to him in divorce court. In her words, “One good screw deserves another.” 
 
        We had spent dozens of mind and butt-numbing hours surveilling Brock and finally hit pay dirt. We followed him to the home of his paramour and snapped photos of her greeting him at their little love nest. 
 
        We presented our evidence to Gloria, expecting our job to be finished, but she was not satisfied. 
 
        “I need proof of them actually doing the deed,” she said. “If I’m going to rip him a new one in court, I want hard evidence the creep is playing hide the salami with his bimbo.” 
 
        She offered an additional five hundred to get the incriminating photos. 
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        Two days later, Brock was back for another illicit tryst and we were ready. 
 
        Thankfully, he had waited until the sun went down. It’s a lot more difficult to sneak around in broad daylight. 
 
        We had decided that one of us would watch the front while the other would sneak around the house peering in windows hoping to catch them in the act. 
 
        Naturally, we both wanted the cushy job out front, so we flipped a coin. 
 
        Guess who lost. 
 
        I circled the block and approached the house from the back. The yard was enclosed with a chain link fence, but it was only five feet high, so I had no problem climbing over. 
 
        I tip-toed across the yard. I’m not sure why. It just seemed right. 
 
    The bedroom window was dark, so I took my chances and looked inside. No action going on there. 
 
        The back of the house had a covered deck that wrapped around to the other side of the house. I figured there were probably doors from both the kitchen and the dining room onto the deck. 
 
        I climbed the few steps to the deck and peeked through the glass in the back door. 
 
        It was then I discovered why no one was in the bedroom. Brock was doing the deed right on the kitchen table. 
 
        Bingo! I thought, pulling out my cell phone. 
 
        I had just finished collecting enough evidence for Gloria to bury her cheating husband, when I heard the click-click of toenails on the deck. 
 
        I figured it might be a coon or possum looking for an evening meal, but I thought I’d better check just to be sure. 
 
        Using the flashlight on my phone, I directed the beam toward the scraping noise, and found myself staring into the face of --- Cujo! 
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        “Oh, crap!” I muttered, feeling my hiney pucker. 
 
        We had spent hours watching the house and never seen hide nor hair of a dog. Sure, there was a fence and even a dog house, but the pet could have died or they could have been left by a previous owner. 
 
        Obviously, neither assumption was correct. 
 
        Drool was dripping from his jowls and I could hear a growl deep in his chest. 
 
        “N- N- Nice doggie,” I whispered, but Cujo was having none of it. 
 
        The look in his eyes told me he was trying to decide which of my body parts to clamp in his massive jaws. 
 
        I glanced over my shoulder. It was a good fifty feet to the back fence.  
 
        I may be seventy-four, but I’m still fleet of foot for an old guy. When you’ve lived your whole life just shy of a hundred and fifty pounds, you realize you’re not going to intimidate many folks with your physical prowess, so you learn to run. In my younger days, I could run like the hounds of hell were nipping at my heels. Looking at Cujo, that seemed to be an appropriate metaphor. 
 
        Thankfully, the mutt just a few feet away wasn’t a Doberman or a Greyhound. Maybe his bulk would give me a fighting chance. 
 
        I took a deep breath. “It’s now or never,” I muttered, leaping off the porch. 
 
        I soon discovered that for a big dog, Cujo was pretty fast. It didn’t take long to realize that he would have his incisors firmly attached to my backside before I reached the chain link fence.  
 
        Standing ten feet from the fence was the dog house. After a quick mental computation, I figured I might just beat him to the dog house. I leaped just as his jaws snapped shut inches from my tush.  
 
        I scrambled to the very top of the pointed eve, waving my arms and balancing like a high wire performer at the circus. Meanwhile, Cujo continued to lunge and snap at my feet. 
 
        Just when I thought I might have a chance to get out unscathed, the back porch light came on. Brock stepped out onto the deck zipping his pants. 
 
        “What the hell’s going on out there?” he yelled.  
 
        The moment he saw me perched on top of the dog house, he turned and went back inside. I figured he was putting on his shoes and would soon be coming to dispatch the quarry Cujo had treed. 
 
        Cujo was bad enough, but now I had to contend with a big hairy ape who had me by twenty-five years, six inches, and fifty pounds, and was undoubtedly pissed off by his coitus interruptus. 
 
        Thankfully, we had thought to wear ear buds for communication. 
 
        I punched my mike. “A little help, please! If you don’t do something in the next few minutes, I’ll be either beaten or eaten.” 
 
        “On my way,” he replied. 
 
        I saw Kevin scampering across the neighbor’s lawn. I hoped he would arrive before Brock. He made a quick detour and grabbed an old wooden step ladder that was laying against the neighbor’s house. Brock was coming down the back steps just as Kevin arrived at the fence. 
 
        “Quick!” he said. “Grab the ladder and balance it on the roof. I’ll hold this end on top of the fence. Just walk across and you’re home free.” 
 
        I was hoping Kevin would just shoot the dog so I could get off the roof and climb the fence, but then I remembered that we were ones who were trespassing. A dead dog and a trespassing charge would be hard to explain. 
 
        Kevin hoisted the ladder, I grabbed my end and tried to balance it on the pointy roof.  
 
        It wiggled --- a lot! 
 
        By that time, Brock was halfway across the yard. 
 
        It’s absolutely amazing what feats can be accomplished when adrenalin kicks in. When I saw Brock and the dog both foaming at the mouth, that was enough for me. 
 
        I climbed onto the wobbly ladder, said a silent prayer, and stepped out into the void. I veered from side to side, but somehow managed to make it to the other side. 
 
        Kevin grabbed my hand and I jumped to the ground just as Brock and Cujo hit the fence. 
 
        “Let’s get the hell out of Dodge,” Kevin yelled. 
 
        I didn’t need a second invitation. 
 
        Minutes later, when we were safely at his car, Kevin frowned and sniffed. “What’s that horrible smell?” 
 
        I looked at my shoe. Apparently, in my mad dash across the yard, I had stepped in a pile of Cujo poop. Given the size of the dog, the thing must have been as big as a salami. At the time, I didn’t notice. I had more pressing issues to deal with, but now, it was impossible to ignore. 
 
        “Yuck!” Kevin said with disgust. “You’re not getting in my car like that. There are trash bags in the trunk. Take off your pants and shoes and I might let you ride with me.” 
 
        A half hour later, Kevin dropped me off at home. Wearily, I trudged up the stairs. When my wife, Maggie, saw me, I was barefoot, wearing nothing but my skivvies and a smile, and I was carrying my stinky pants and shoes in a garbage bag. 
 
        Definitely exciting, but far from glamorous. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 2 
 
      
 
        The next morning, we delivered the incriminating photos to Gloria Riggins. 
 
        “Gotcha, you rat bastard!” she declared. “Good job!” she said, handing us a check. “I hope it wasn’t too difficult getting these. I forgot to tell you about Brock’s dog.” 
 
        “No, no problem at all,” I lied.  
 
        Kevin had to bite his lip to keep from laughing out loud. 
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        After a brief detour to Mel’s Diner for coffee and pie, we were back at my apartment to divide our earnings. Being partners, our arrangement was a 50-50 split. 
 
        “It seems to me,” I said, “expenses should come off the top before our split. I have to buy new pants and shoes. I couldn’t get the stink out.” 
 
        Kevin grinned. “Sure, it was worth it watching you impersonate The Great Wallenda, tiptoeing across that ladder.” 
 
        At that moment, there was a knock on the door. 
 
        “Maggie, could you get that? Kevin and I are conducting business.” 
 
        “Sure,” she replied. “I’d hate to disturb two business tycoons.” 
 
        “Sarcasm doesn’t become you,” I called back. 
 
        A moment later, she poked her head in the door. “It’s Jerry. He wants to have a word with you.” 
 
        “Oh great!” I muttered. 
 
        Jerry Singer is one of my tenants. He’s a really good guy, but he’s a wannabe stand-up comic. He’s sees himself as the second coming of Rodney Dangerfield. He has the annoying habit of using the rest of us as Guinea pigs for new material he presents at amateur night at the local comedy club. I figured this visit was to present his latest round of jokes. 
 
        “I’ll be right there.” I turned to Kevin. “Might as well get this over with.” 
 
        We found Jerry in the living room, and he wasn’t alone. 
 
        Standing beside him was a young lad with freckles and a shock of unruly red hair. The kid reminded me of Opie on The Andy Griffith Show. 
 
         “Walt,” Jerry said, almost apologetically, “I’d like you to meet my great nephew, Marty Singer. He’s my nephew, Josh’s ten-year-old son.” 
 
        For a moment, I was stunned, and actually embarrassed. Jerry had been a friend and tenant for almost seven years, and I just realized how little I knew about his family and background.  
 
        “Pleased to meet you, Mr. Williams,” Marty said, holding out his plump little hand. 
 
        I had no doubt the tyke had been coached by Jerry. 
 
        “Likewise,” I said, shaking his hand. The kid gave me a big goofy grin. 
 
        “The reason we’re here,” Jerry said, “is that Marty would like to spend a few days with me, and --- well --- I know about your ‘no kids’ policy.” 
 
        Jerry was right. I have nothing against kids, but at my age, I just don’t want to have a building full of them. The only pitter-patter of little feet I want to hear are those of ninety-year-old Bernice running naked from her second-floor apartment, across the hall to my dad’s place. 
 
        “Let me explain,” Jerry continued. “A few days ago, Marty had an accident riding his bike. He hit a dog, was thrown over the handlebars, and hit his head on the pavement. Knocked him cold. He suffered a concussion and spent a couple of days in the hospital. The timing couldn’t have been worse. His dad was scheduled to go out of town for a business meeting. He had hired a woman to be with Marty while he was away but ---.” 
 
        “Yeah, I get it,” I replied. “Marty should be with family in case there are recurring symptoms.” 
 
        Jerry nodded. 
 
        At that moment, Marty tugged on my sleeve. “Mr. Williams, I need to use the bathroom.” 
 
        “Down the hall,” I said, pointing. “You can’t miss it, and call me Walt. Mr. Williams is too formal.” 
 
        “Thank you,” he replied, with another grin. “Would you mind if I called you Uncle Walt? It just seems right.” 
 
        “Sure,” I replied. No doubt more coaching from Jerry. 
 
        “He’s adorable!” Maggie gushed, as Marty disappeared down the hall. 
 
        “Where’s his mother?” I asked. 
 
        “She lost a battle with cancer a year ago. It’s just Marty and his dad. My brother died in Viet Nam. I’m the only relative close by.” 
 
        “Sorry to hear that. It must have been tough on the kid.” 
 
        “It was, but they’re adjusting.” 
 
        Kevin spoke for the first time. “Jerry, do you realize you have a gold mine there?” 
 
        Jerry was obviously confused. “What in the world are you talking about?” 
 
        “Didn’t you just hear Maggie? He’s adorable! Cute little kids like that are chick magnets.” 
 
        Jerry’s ears perked up. “Really?” 
 
        “Sure. Haven’t you ever seen Charlie on Two and A Half Men? He takes his nephew, Jake, everywhere – to the grocery store, ball games, the park, you name it. Anywhere there are women. Chicks are suckers for a cute kid.” 
 
        “You’re incorrigible and disgusting,” Maggie said. 
 
        At that moment, Marty returned. “Uncle Walt, who are Willie and Mr. Feeney?” 
 
        “Uhhh, Willie is my friend and maintenance man. He lives in a studio apartment in the basement, and Mr. Feeney is a tenant at my Three Trails Hotel. Why do you ask?”  
 
        “Because Willie is coming to tell you that Mr. Feeney did a bad thing.” 
 
        At that moment, there was a knock on the door. I opened it and Willie stepped in. 
 
        “Oh, sorry, Mr. Walt. I didn’t know you had company.” 
 
        “That’s all right, Willie. This young man is Marty. He’s Jerry’s nephew. What can I do for you?” 
 
        “Nothin’ much. I just wanted you to know dat Mary called. Mr. Feeney stopped up the #4 toilet again. Gotta go over an’ ream it out.” 
 
        Needless to say, I was dumbfounded, and I wasn’t alone. “Uhhh, sure. Good luck with that.” 
 
        After Willie left, I turned to Marty. “How did you know about Willie and Mr. Feeney?” 
 
        Marty shrugged. “I don’t know. I just knew.” 
 
        I looked around the room. “Any comments?” 
 
        All I got were looks of bewilderment. 
 
        Finally, Jerry spoke. “So Walt, is it okay if Marty stays a few days?” 
 
        “Absolutely. I’m sure he won’t be a problem.” 
 
        Marty grabbed my hand. “Thank you, Uncle Walt.” 
 
        The kid had been well coached. 
 
        “How would you like to go to the park?” Jerry asked. 
 
        Marty’s eyes lit up. “Sure, let’s go!” 
 
        “Remember what I said,” Kevin whispered. “Chick magnet.” 
 
        Maggie punched him in the arm. 
 
        We had just hit the first-floor landing, when my oldest tenant, Professor Skinner stepped out of his apartment. 
 
        “And who is this handsome lad?” he asked, spotting Marty. 
 
        “This is my nephew, Marty,” Jerry replied. “He’ll be staying with me for a few days. Walt said it was okay.” 
 
        “I’m sure he did. Welcome, young man,” he said, extending his hand. 
 
        As Marty shook the Professor’s hand, his smile suddenly became a frown. “I’m sorry about your friend,” he said solemnly. 
 
        “Whatever do you mean?” the Professor asked, perplexed. “What friend?” 
 
        “Professor Harris,” Marty replied. “He died, just like my mom.” 
 
        “I’m sure you’re mistaken. I spoke to him just yesterday.” 
 
        Marty shrugged and turned to Jerry. “Can we go to the park now?” 
 
        “Sure,” he replied. “Let’s go.” 
 
        As soon as they were out of earshot, the Professor pulled out his cell phone and dialed. “Joan, Leo here. May I speak to Albert?” 
 
        As he listened, I saw a look of bewilderment, then sadness, in his face. “Joan, I’m so sorry. If there’s anything ---. Of course, I’ll be over right away.” 
 
        After hanging up, he turned to me. “Tell me about the boy.” 
 
        We shared what we knew, including Marty’s premonition about Willie’s visit. 
 
        “Remarkable!” the Professor said, shaking his head. “A savant! I’ve read about them and studied them, but I’ve never had the opportunity to actually meet one.” 
 
        “Savant? What in the world is that?” 
 
        “The savant syndrome is a condition in which a person demonstrates one or more profound capacities or abilities far in excess of what would be considered normal. Many savants have neurodevelopmental disorders such as autism. While they have below normal IQ’s, they often demonstrate exceptional skills or brilliance in specific areas, such as rapid calculation, art, memory, or musical ability. 
 
        “Another form of savant syndrome is acquired savant syndrome, in which a person acquires prodigious capabilities or skills following a head injury or concussion. Given the lad’s recent bicycle accident, it would seem he falls within this latter group. It is quite rare, indeed.” 
 
        “So you think Marty may have this unusual ability to know things as a result of his concussion?” 
 
        “It’s certainly possible. It’s almost as if he’s developed a sixth sense. The rest of us perceive the world around us through our five senses, touch, taste, smell, hearing, and sight. It has been postulated that there might be a sixth sense, a kind of extrasensory perception that would involve the reception of information not gained through the recognized senses and not internally originated” 
 
        “Is this a permanent thing, or will it go away?” 
 
        “Unknown. There have been so few of these remarkable people, no studies have been done. Keep a close eye on the lad and keep me informed. Well, I must go now. My friend, Joan, needs a shoulder to cry on.” 
 
        I looked at Kevin and Maggie. “Never a dull moment. I wonder what’s next.” 
 
        “Ask Marty,” Kevin quipped, “I’ll bet he knows.” 
 
        As we trudged up the stairs, I had a creepy feeling. 
 
        The Professor’s remarks reminded me of the movie, The Sixth Sense, where little Haley Joel Osmont whispers to Bruce Willis, “I see dead people.” 
 
        It was unnerving, thinking about a ten-year-old boy roaming our building with some mental crystal ball. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 3 
 
      
 
        The next morning, Jerry was knocking at my door.  
 
        “Walt, I need a favor.” 
 
        “What might that be?” 
 
        He looked a bit sheepish. “You know I perform every week at the Comedy Club. Well, tonight’s amateur night and I’m scheduled to go on at eight.” 
 
        “So?” 
 
        “So I forgot about Marty. I can’t leave him here, and I don’t want to take him to the club and leave him by himself while I’m on stage. Do you suppose you could watch him while I’m gone or come sit with him while I’m on stage?” 
 
        It took me a moment to weigh my options. If I elected to watch him here, I would be stuck for the whole evening. If I went to the club, I could sneak out as soon as Jerry was off stage. 
 
        “I’ll come with you to the club,” I replied, figuring I’d be home by eight-thirty at the latest. 
 
        “Thanks,” he said, beaming. “You’re a life-saver.” 
 
        Neither of us had an inkling how prophetic that statement would be. 
 
        Maggie entered the room just as Jerry was leaving. 
 
        “What was that all about?” she asked. 
 
        I shared Jerry’s request. “Looks like we’re going to the Comedy Club.” 
 
        I was somewhat surprised at her response. 
 
        “Great! I’ll see if Kevin and Veronica can join us. We can get a bite to eat first. It’ll be a fun evening.” 
 
        “Swell!” 
 
        So much for a quiet evening at home. 
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        Kevin and I voted for Mel’s Diner. Maggie and Veronica voted for Italian. It was a tie, and, of course, everyone knows that ties always go in favor of the wives, so I had to settle for spaghetti and meatballs. 
 
        A marvelous start to the evening. 
 
        When we arrived at the Comedy Club, we discovered that Jerry had reserved a table for us right up front. Both he and Marty were all smiles when they spotted us coming in the door. 
 
        “You’re just in time,” Jerry said, ushering us to our seats. “Max is about to go on. He does Rodney Dangerfield. You’ll love him.” 
 
        Rodney Dangerfield was one of Jerry’s heroes. He was always quoting his wacky one-liners. Unfortunately, Jerry looked nothing like Rodney. Instead, he was the spitting image of Wally Cox’s character, Mr. Peepers.  
 
        Max, on the other hand, could have been Rodney’s brother. He was tall, with the bulging eyes, pouty lips, and baggy suit.  
 
        Evidently he was a club favorite. There was a round of applause as he took the stage. 
 
        He looked over the audience and spotted Marty in the front row. 
 
        “Well, well,” he said, “Here’s a good-lookin’ kid right up front.” 
 
        He pulled on his tie. “I hope your childhood is better than mine was. When I was a kid, I got no respect. Instead of me, my father carried around the picture of the kid who came with his wallet. I was even rejected by my toys. They bought me a yo-yo. It never came back.” 
 
        The crowd roared. 
 
        “The same thing with my pets. No respect. They got me a dog. They had to tie a pork chop around my neck to get it to play with me. We called that dog Egypt because he left little pyramids all over in the house. Then they got me a cat. Every time I played with it in the sandbox it tried to cover me up.” 
 
        More laughs. 
 
        “One year, I asked my old man if I could go ice skating on the lake. He told me to wait ‘til it gets warmer. When I was a kid, my parents moved around a lot, but I always found them.” 
 
        He waved to the audience. “Thank you very much!” 
 
        I watched Marty throughout Max’s presentation. He giggled and laughed right along with everyone else. I wondered if a ten-year-old would get the jokes. I guess he did. 
 
        Jerry leaned over and whispered, “I’m up next. Wish me luck.” 
 
        When Jerry took the stage, the applause was equal to what Max had received. Apparently, Jerry was a crowd favorite as well. 
 
        “I certainly can appreciate Max’s trials as a young lad,” he began, “but we old folks have a whole different set of problems. The other day I paid a visit to my grandparents. After talking with Grandpa, I was confused and concerned. I took Grandma aside. ‘Grandma,’ I said, ‘Gramps was telling me that when he gets up at night to go to the bathroom, God turns on the light for him, then turns it off when he’s finished. Do you think he’s getting senile?’ ‘My goodness, no,’ she replied. ‘He’s just been peeing in the fridge again.’” 
 
        Everyone roared, and Marty gave me a goofy grin. He got that one, too. 
 
        “Then the other day I visited my aunt,” he continued. “The poor dear’s in a nursing home. When I arrived, she was napping, so I picked up a magazine and stretched out in a chair. There was a bowl of peanuts on the bed stand. I figured she wouldn’t miss a few. She slept longer than I anticipated, and by the time she awoke, I had gobbled all the nuts. Feeling ashamed, I apologized. ‘I’m so sorry. I’ve eaten all your peanuts.’ ‘That’s okay, Dear,’ she replied. ‘I really don’t care for them that much after I’ve sucked off all the chocolate.’”  
 
        “Thank you,” Jerry said, waving to the cheering crowd. 
 
        “You were great, Uncle Jerry,” Marty said, giving my friend a high-five. 
 
        After one more performance, there was a break for intermission. I figured that was my chance to make a quick exit. 
 
        I was about to grab Maggie, Kevin and Veronica, when Marty tugged on my sleeve. 
 
        “Uncle Walt. See that man over there?” 
 
        He was pointing to a guy about my age who had just returned from a trip to the john. 
 
        “Yeah, what about him?” 
 
        “Something is going to happen to him tonight --- something bad.” 
 
        Oh great! I thought. Here we go again. 
 
        “What do you mean --- something bad? What kind of bad?” 
 
        He shrugged. “I don’t know. I just know it’s gonna be bad.” 
 
        “Okay, you sit tight and enjoy the rest of the show. I’ll take care of everything.” 
 
        He seemed to be okay with that. 
 
        I motioned to Kevin. “Let’s take a potty break.” 
 
        “But I don’t have to ---.” 
 
        “Yes, you do!” I interrupted. 
 
        Seeing the look on my face, he quickly complied. 
 
        When we were alone, I told him what Marty had said. “Do you think we should be concerned?” 
 
        “Well,” he replied, “the kid is two for two so far. I think we should pay attention.” 
 
        “Yeah, me too, but attention to what? Something bad could be anything. Maybe he chokes on a pretzel, or has a heart attack. Maybe his old lady walks out with another man. What are we looking for?” 
 
        “Beats me. Let’s watch and see what happens.” 
 
        For the next hour, we took turns eyeballing the old gent, but at last, the show ended and nothing out of the ordinary had transpired. 
 
        “So what now?” Kevin asked. 
 
        “Marty didn’t say it would happen here. I think we have to follow the guy.” 
 
        “What about Veronica and Maggie?” 
 
        “They can ride home with Jerry and Marty.” 
 
        “Okay by me. You get to explain it to the girls.” 
 
        After a brief conversation, I persuaded the girls to ride home with Jerry, and vowed to give them a detailed explanation when we got home. 
 
        They weren’t happy campers, but they complied. 
 
        We watched discreetly as the man and his wife made their way through the exiting crowd to the parking lot. 
 
        “Well,” Kevin said, “they made it to their car without being mugged. Looks like we’re going to follow them home.” 
 
        We had trailed them several blocks when the car’s turn signals flashed, and they pulled into the parking lot of a convenience store. 
 
        “What do you think?” Kevin asked, “Booze, cigarettes, condoms?” 
 
        “Kevin, the guy is our age. More likely Geritol, Ensure, or Ex-Lax.” 
 
        We watched as the man disappeared down one of the aisles. 
 
        A moment later, another car pulled up to the front door. It was one of those low-rider things that bopped up and down at stoplights. 
 
        A stocky young man stepped out, pulled a stocking mask over his face and head, and entered the store leaving the driver door open and the car running. 
 
        “There it is!” Kevin said. “Are you carrying?” 
 
        During my five years on the force, I had no problem carrying my firearm in a holster strapped to my side when I was on duty, but I was never comfortable wearing it in civvies. No matter where I tried to carry it, the darn thing poked some part of my body. 
 
        More than once, I had been sorry I wasn’t packing heat. This was one of those times. 
 
        “Uhhh, no. Sorry!” 
 
        “Sheesh! When are you gonna learn? Well I am. Let’s go!” 
 
        The man we were following had just walked up to the counter when the perp came charging in. By the time we arrived, he was waving a .45 at the man and a clerk. 
 
        He tossed a bag on the counter. “Open the register and fill it!” he ordered. “Do it! Now!” 
 
        Kevin slipped in behind the perp, his gun drawn, and I crouched behind one of the aisles. 
 
        “Drop your weapon!” Kevin ordered. 
 
        The perp turned, saw Kevin, and, of course, did exactly the opposite. Instead of dropping the .45, he grabbed the customer and put the gun to his head. 
 
        “Back off, old man,” he threatened, “or I’ll splatter this guy’s brains all over the candy bar rack. Back off!” 
 
        Kevin couldn’t get off a shot. Even if he hit the guy, an involuntary muscle jerk could pull the trigger and the guy would be a goner. 
 
        I saw Kevin drop his arm and move deeper into the store. “Take it easy, Pal. No one needs to get hurt here.” 
 
        As Kevin moved deeper into the store, the perp, with his hostage in tow, inched toward the door. His path would take him about ten feet in front of me, and his back would be turned. 
 
        I looked around for a weapon of some kind. I had crouched in the condiment aisle. The thing closest to me was a jar of mustard. 
 
       What the hell, I thought. Improvise. 
 
        I grabbed the mustard, and as the perp inched past my aisle, I leaped to my feet and gave my best Randy Johnson impression. 
 
        I rared back, just as The Big Unit used to do, and uncorked a fastball at the back of the perp’s head. 
 
        I missed. 
 
        The mustard sailed between the heads of the perp and hostage and struck the hand holding the .45. The perp screamed, the gun flew across the aisle, and Kevin got off a shot, winging the perp in the shoulder. 
 
        We were on top of him the moment he hit the floor, and held him there until the cops arrived. 
 
        “Nice pitch,” Kevin said. 
 
        “Put it right where I was aiming,” I lied. 
 
        When it was all over, Kevin stated what we were both thinking. “Little Marty was right again. He’s three for three.” 
 
        “Maybe so,” I replied, “but I’ll be he didn’t know the day would be saved by a jar of Grey Poupon.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 4 
 
      
 
        The next afternoon, I was napping in my recliner, trying to recover from the previous night’s escapades, when there was a knock on the door. 
 
        It was Jerry and Marty. 
 
        “Sorry to bother you, Walt,” Jerry said, apologetically, “but I wondered if you could keep an eye on Marty for a few minutes while I run to the grocery store? I’ll be back in less than thirty minutes. He can just watch TV. He won’t be a bother.” 
 
        What could I say? The kid had probably saved a guy’s life the night before. 
 
        “Sure, come on in Marty.” 
 
        We went into the living room, and Marty plopped on the floor in front of the TV. 
 
        “Do you really want to watch the tube,” I asked, “or was Jerry just blowing smoke up my skirt?” 
 
        “I don’t know what that means,” he replied, “but, sure, I’ll watch TV. There’s cartoons on channel 62.” 
 
        I flipped on the TV and was about to switch to the cartoon channel, when a banner announcing ‘Breaking news!’ filled the screen. 
 
        “Hang on a minute,” I said. 
 
        The screen filled with police cars surrounding a building in the industrial district. “Early this morning, the body of August Grossman, the owner and CEO of Grossman Paper Products, was found in his office on Eighteenth Street. According to information we have received, Grossman had been stabbed to death.” 
 
        The booking photo of a young man flashed on the screen next. 
 
        “A suspect was arrested at the scene, and twenty-one-year-old Benjamin Whipple has been charged with first degree murder.” 
 
        I was about to switch channels when Marty spoke. “He didn’t do it.” 
 
        It took me by surprise. “Who didn’t do what?” 
 
        “The man on the TV,” he replied, pointing. “They said he killed someone, but he didn’t.” 
 
        I was in shock. “How do you know that?” 
 
        He shrugged. “I don’t know. I just do.” 
 
        “Do you know who did kill the man?” 
 
        He shook his head. “Nope. I just know that guy didn’t do it. Can I watch cartoons now?” 
 
        “Sure, why not?” I said, switching channels. 
 
        As Wile E. Coyote was chasing the Road Runner across the screen, my mind was churning. 
 
        We flip on the TV to watch cartoons, the photo of a guy charged with murder comes on the screen, and little Marty declares him innocent. What are the chances? What should I do? Anything? Nothing? 
 
        Then I remembered Kevin’s declaration. “Marty is three for three.”  
 
        By the time Jerry returned, I decided I had to find out more about August Grossman’s murder. An innocent man’s life could be hanging in the balance. If Marty was right and I didn’t act, his fate would be on me. 
 
        As soon as Marty was out the door, I called Ox, my old partner from my days on the police force. 
 
        “Ox, Walt here. I just saw the bulletin on TV about August Grossman.” 
 
        “Yeah,” he replied, “I was there. Quite a scene.” 
 
        “The bulletin said they had someone in custody.” 
 
        “Yep, this Whipple kid was caught standing over the body with the bloody knife in his hand. Slam dunk.” 
 
        “Who is leading the investigation?” 
 
        “Detective Blaylock.” 
 
        “Any chance they could be wrong about the perp?” 
 
        “Not according to Blaylock. They’ve got motive, means, and opportunity. Looks like an open and shut case.” 
 
        “Has the kid gotten a lawyer yet?” 
 
        “As a matter of fact, he has. An old friend of ours, Suzanne Romero. Court appointed, I hear.” 
 
        “Thanks, Pal. We need to talk later. I’ll be in touch.” 
 
        I had a lot to think about. 
 
        Derek Blaylock was a good homicide detective. I had worked with him many times during my five years on the force. When it came to solving murders, he was usually right on. 
 
        I was encouraged to hear that Suzanne Romero was representing Whipple. She was, without question, the best defense lawyer in town.  
 
        She had represented Mary Murphy, the house mother at my Three Trails Hotel, when she had been accused of murder, and had saved our asses when Ox and I had been set up by two corrupt cops. Most recently, she had saved mafia boss, Carmine Marchetti, when he had been wrongly accused of murdering reporter, Jack Carson. 
 
        I figured my first call should be to her. 
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        I got a warm, fuzzy feeling when I was granted an immediate appointment with the most sought-out attorney in town. We had a history together. I had helped her and she had helped me. I was hoping this time we could help each other. 
 
        “Walt,” she said, standing and smiling, “what brings you downtown?” 
 
        “Benjamin Whipple,” I replied. “I heard you’re handling his case.” 
 
        “Yes, I have to take a pro bono case every now and then to keep in the court’s good graces. Apparently, the District Attorney asked for me specifically.” 
 
        “Any particular reason?” 
 
        “It seems August Grossman was a heavy weight on the social scene, and had a lot of friends at city hall. He was quite a philanthropist. His company made significant donations to a dozen different charities throughout the city. 
 
        “The powers that be want the case wrapped up in a tidy bow a soon as possible with no blow back. The kid has no money, so he could have drawn one of the court-appointed ambulance chasers, but since I seem to have a reputation for detail, they wanted me to handle the case, insuring that Whipple couldn’t appeal on the basis of inadequate counsel.” 
 
        “If they want you on Whipple’s side of the aisle, they must think they have a pretty solid case.” 
 
        She nodded. “It’s open and shut as far as they’re concerned. Whipple worked at Grossman Paper Products. He was a glorified gofer and errand boy. He was always in the office early, so there’s opportunity.  
 
        “From what I hear, Grossman was quite a tyrant, a hard man to work for. The day before the murder, Grossman was heard screaming at Whipple for spilling coffee on his desk, so there’s motive. 
 
        “Grossman was stabbed with a letter opener that was always in plain sight on his desk, so there’s means. 
 
        “A crime of passion. They figure poor Benjamin got yelled at once too often, was pushed past the breaking point, grabbed the letter opener, and stabbed Grossman in a fit of rage. A secretary came into the office and found Whipple standing over the body, covered in blood, with the murder weapon in his hands. Like I said, open and shut as far as the cops are concerned.” 
 
        “What does Whipple say?” 
 
        “That he’s innocent, of course. He claims he was making an early mail delivery to Grossman’s office, knocked, and when there was no answer, he went on in. He says he found Grossman on the floor with the letter opener sticking out of his chest. He didn’t know if Grossman was dead or not, so he pulled out the letter opener and was about to administer CPR. That’s when the secretary entered the office and found him with the bloody knife in his hands.” 
 
        “Sounds reasonable enough.” 
 
        “Reasonable, yes. Provable, no. It’s the kid’s word against the physical evidence.” 
 
        “So what’s your defense?” 
 
        “Defense? What defense? They’ve charged Whipple with first degree murder. With Grossman’s clout at city hall, I would be surprised if they didn’t go after the death penalty. The poor kid’s never been in trouble in his life. I’m just hoping I can get the penalty reduced to life with the possibility of parole.” 
 
        I took a deep breath, figuring that after I finished what I was about to say, I’d lose all credibility in her eyes. 
 
        “What if I told you Whipple was innocent?” 
 
        That got her attention. She leaned forward. “What are you saying?” 
 
        “I’m saying I don’t believe Benjamin Whipple stabbed August Grossman.” 
 
        She looked at me skeptically. “I assume you have some facts to back up this assumption.” 
 
        “Actually, I don’t,” I replied, sheepishly. “But I have to tell you something, and you’ll probably think I’m crazy as a loon.” 
 
        “Go ahead. I’m listening.” 
 
        I told her about Marty and his three predictions that had come to pass, and his statement when he saw the news bulletin accusing Whipple of Grossman’s murder. 
 
        Suzanne listened quietly and respectfully until I had finished. I half expected her to bust out laughing and throw me out of her office. Instead, she just sat there, digesting what I had told her. I could almost see the wheels turning in her head. 
 
        “So this Marty is an autistic savant, like Dustin Hoffman’s character, Raymond, in the movie Rain Man.” 
 
        “Not exactly,” I replied. “Marty isn’t autistic. Professor Skinner told us he has acquired savant syndrome. It’s a rare condition, but it can occur as the result of a brain injury or concussion. Marty had a bicycle accident, hit his head, sustained a concussion, and spent the night in the hospital. That’s how all of this started.” 
 
        “And you really believe he has this unusual ability?” 
 
        “All I can tell you is that the kid has some kind of sixth sense. He made three predictions and I saw them all come true with my very own eyes.” 
 
        “Well,” she said, rubbing her chin, “this certainly puts a new wrinkle on things. I can’t very well go into the courtroom claiming my client is innocent because a ten-year-old kid says so, but I have to consider the possibility that it might be true. 
 
        “If it is indeed true, that means someone else shoved the letter opener into Grossman’s chest. Our only defense is to discover the identity of the real killer. We certainly won’t get any help from the police. They believe the killer is behind bars. They’re not going to spend time looking for someone else. That means solving the murder is up to us.” 
 
        “Us?” 
 
        “Absolutely, I’d like to hire Walt Williams Investigations, if you’re interested.” 
 
        I was stunned. “Uhhh --- of course we’d be interested.” 
 
        “Good! Then you’ll need to get started right away. The DA is pushing this thing through the system as quickly as he can. We’ve already had the preliminary hearing. The judge set bail at $250,000. Benny doesn’t have two nickels to rub together, so he’ll be in jail until this is over. The trial is set to start next week.” 
 
        “Next week?” 
 
        “I know. I was surprised too. I tried to get a continuance, but like I said, they want to put this to bed as soon as possible. They figure with their evidence, and the lack of a credible defense, it will only take a few days.” 
 
        “Great! We have one week to find the real killer, and provide evidence that Whipple is innocent. That’s quite a challenge.” 
 
        “It is,” she replied, smiling, “and that’s why I’ve hired the very best.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 5 
 
      
 
      After my visit with Suzanne, I called Kevin. Like me, he had seen the news bulletins about the Grossman murder, but he had no idea about Marty’s insight into the case or my visit with Suzanne. He sat quietly, listening, as I brought him up to speed.  
 
     When I finished, he shook his head. “One week! Are you both nuts?” 
 
        “So you’re not interested?” I asked, knowing full well how he would respond. 
 
        “Of course, I’m interested,” he replied with a grin, “but that doesn’t rule out the possibility of you being nuts. Any idea where we should begin?” 
 
        “I’m going to have a talk with Detective Blaylock. If Whipple didn’t do it, the real killer might have left something behind that the cops have overlooked because they think they’ve got their man. If someone else did the deed, there must be a motive. I think that’s where we should start. While I’m picking Blaylock’s brain, I’d like you to look into Grossman’s paper business. See if you can find a competitor who’d like to see him out of the picture. Needless to say, we need to move fast.” 
 
        “I’m on it,” he replied, heading out the door. 
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        “Walt, long time, no see,” Blaylock said, offering me a chair. “Please don’t tell me you’re re-enlisting.” 
 
        “No, nothing like that. Suzanne Romero asked Kevin and I to help her with the Grossman case. I’d like to ask you a few questions.” 
 
        “The Grossman case? Why in the world would Romero hire a couple of gumshoes? Surely you’ve seen the evidence.” 
 
        “Of course I have, but Whipple swears he didn’t do it.” 
 
        “Come on, Walt. You were on the job five years. You know very well that every perp claims he’s innocent.” 
 
        “That’s not the point,” I replied. “My sources tell me the DA requested Suzanne on this case so there wouldn’t be any blow back. She has to turn over every stone to make sure Whipple can’t claim inadequate counsel.” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “Yeah, that makes sense, I guess. What do you want to know?” 
 
        “I presume the CSI guys went over the office with a fine-toothed comb.” 
 
        “You bet they did. Orders from city hall.” 
 
        “Fingerprints?” 
 
        “The place was full of them. Grossman Paper Products does business all over the world, which they’ve divided into territories. There is a salesperson for each territory. Every day, each salesperson delivers the day’s orders to Grossman personally. Their fingerprints are all over the place, along with the janitor, and every other Tom, Dick, and Harry.” 
 
        “How about on the murder weapon?” 
 
        “Unfortunately for Ms. Romero, only Whipple’s fingerprints were on the letter opener.” 
 
        “Whipple claims he found Grossman, pulled the knife out of his chest, and was about to administer CPR, when the secretary walked in. The real killer could have worn gloves.” 
 
        “Or,” Blaylock replied, “Whipple could be the guy. We have to go with the evidence.” 
 
        “What about life insurance,” I asked. “Who’s the beneficiary?” 
 
        “No motive there,” Blaylock replied. “The Grossman’s had more money than God. They had so much, they were giving it away to charities by the car load. One more million added to the millions they already had was a drop in the bucket.” 
 
        “Now that August is gone, who’s running the company?” 
 
        “That would be his son, Auggie, Jr. If you’re thinking power play, that’s another dead end. Up till now, August Sr. was running the show and had all the responsibility, while Junior was living the life of Riley without a care in the world. Now that the old man’s out of the picture, Junior may actually have to go to work.” 
 
        Blaylock seemed to have an answer for everything. 
 
        “I can’t think of anything else right now,” I said, standing. “Thank you for your help.” 
 
        “Not much help for you, Suzanne Romero, or Whipple, I’m afraid. Walt, honestly, you’re beating a dead horse here.” 
 
        “What the heck,” I replied, “I’m retired. What else have I got to do?” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        Later that afternoon, Kevin stopped by. I brought him up to date on my conversation with Blaylock. 
 
        “I struck out, too,” he said. “I talked to the CEO’s of three other paper products companies. Needless to say, none of them were torn up because the old man was out of the picture. Every one of them said he was a fierce competitor, but fair. No stealing of corporate secrets, poaching clients, or skullduggery of any kind. The guy was just a shrewd business man with a good product. I don’t see him being knocked off by any of his competitors.” 
 
        “So, back to square one.” 
 
        “Looks like it.” 
 
        “At least we’ve ruled out money and power from the list of things that motivate people to kill. I think, first thing tomorrow, I’m going down to the Grossman Paper Products building --- nose around --- interview employees, that kind of stuff. A big firm like that, there has to be some skeletons in the closet somewhere. What about you?” 
 
        Kevin thought for a minute. “As long as we’re ruling out motives, I’d like to tackle some of the obvious vices, gambling, drugs, prostitution. I know a couple of guys who would know if a big money man like Grossman was involved in anything hinky.” 
 
        “Sounds like a plan.” 
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        The next morning, I pulled into the parking lot of the Grossman building. 
 
        Impressive, to say the least. Many of the buildings in the industrial section of the city were basic brick boxes, 50 to 75 years old. Some had been given a facelift, but it was like trying to polish a turd. It may be shiny, but it’s still poop. 
 
        The Grossman building, on the other hand, was a modern, mostly glass structure, towering over the older buildings in the block. 
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        The interior was just as classy --- bright, open, inviting. 
 
        A receptionist sat behind a shiny console manning a switchboard that must have had fifty incoming lines. 
 
        She was talking into her headset when I walked up. I waited patiently until she was finished. 
 
        I handed her my card. “Good morning, my name is Walt Williams, and ---.” 
 
        She held up a hand, cut me off, and punched a button on her console. “Grossman Paper Products. How may I direct your call?” 
 
        She listened a moment, punched another key, and took a look at my card. “I know who you are Mr. Williams. You work for the attorney representing poor Benny. We’ve been expecting you.” 
 
        That certainly took me by surprise. “You have?” 
 
        “Of course. Mr. Howe, our in-house attorney, said you’d be coming by. He said to extend every courtesy, and give you the run of the building.” 
 
        Initially, I was even more surprised, but then, as I thought about it, it made perfect sense. They believed their case was air tight. So tight, they requested the best defense attorney in town to insure Whipple had adequate counsel. It only made sense that they would not try to impede her investigation. 
 
        “Thank you. I appreciate that.” 
 
        “My name is Dawn,” she said, smiling. “Anything you need, just ask.” 
 
        “Thanks again, Dawn. I’ll remember your name. It’s like the dish soap.” 
 
        “No!” she replied, indignantly, “It’s Dawn, like the morning sunrise.” 
 
        “Ooops! Sorry,” I replied, properly chastised. “I should have gleaned that from your bright, sunny smile.” 
 
        “Nice save,” she replied, grinning. “Sorry, hang on again. Grossman Paper Products. How may I direct your call?” 
 
         Back to me. “So how may I help you today?” 
 
        “I’d like to interview some of your employees if it’s not too much trouble.” 
 
        “No problem at all,” she replied. “In fact, Mr. Howe has set aside one of our conference rooms for your use. Just take the elevator to the second floor. It’s the first door on your right. Most of the employees Benny worked with are on that floor. Mr. Howe sent out a memo to every employee telling them to cooperate with whatever you need.” 
 
        Needless to say, I was again surprised and impressed. 
 
        “Uhh, please thank Mr. Howe for me. I really appreciate your cooperation.” 
 
        “We’re all happy to help,” she replied. “It’s awful what happened to Mr. Grossman. We just want to get this all cleared up, and for things to get back to normal.” 
 
        As I rode up in the elevator, I had to marvel at their efficiency. Total transparency. There would certainly be no way Suzanne could argue that the prosecution was withholding information or stonewalling the defense in any way. 
 
        I found the conference room, deposited my notepad, and headed down the hall. Double doors opened up into a huge room that occupied the rest of the second floor. Arranged in rows were cubicles, each containing a desk, chair, telephone, and computer. In every one, a man or woman was either on the phone, or typing away at the computer. I later learned that these cubicles were where Grossman Paper Products had divided the globe into individual territories. One was for New York customers, another for California, another for London, and so on. 
 
        One at a time, I introduced myself to a cubicle’s occupant, and asked them for an interview. Just as Dawn had predicted, every one of them was genuinely cooperative. 
 
        I asked them questions, and their answers were pretty much all the same. 
 
        Yes, they knew Benny. He was the office gofer and mail boy. He was a sweet kid. They couldn’t believe he could do such a thing.  
 
        One woman even said, “One day, there was a huge spider under my desk. I asked Benny to kill it, but instead, he scooped it up in a cup and took it outside. It’s so hard to believe he could do that to poor Mr. Grossman. I guess we really don’t know people as well as we think.” 
 
        The other recurring theme was that August Grossman was a demanding employer. A few even called him a mean s.o.b., but they all agreed that he was okay as long as you worked hard. He paid his employees well, provided them with paid vacation, paid sick leave, and had recently added a maternity leave for both men and women. 
 
        Finished with the second floor, I made my way to the production areas where the paper products were made, then to the shipping department. 
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        I got the same story from the people working in those departments. Grossman was tough as nails, but a good employer. 
 
        I was somewhat discouraged as I waved good bye to Dawn, thanking her again for their hospitality. I had hoped to find some kind of smoking gun in the building, maybe disgruntled employees fed up with rotten working conditions, but just the opposite seemed to be true.  
 
        Kevin called as I was driving home and we decided to meet to compare notes. 
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        “The factory was a big zero,” I said, after sharing my day’s work. “Nothing there that could pull Benny’s fat out of the fire.” 
 
        “My story exactly,” Kevin said, shaking his head. “According to my sources, Grossman wasn’t a druggie, gambler, or whore monger. I struck out, too.” 
 
        We both were sitting quietly, trying to decide what to do next, when there was a knock on the door. 
 
        It was Jerry and Marty. 
 
        “Hi Walt,” Jerry said. “Marty’s dad will be home tomorrow, so he’ll be leaving in the morning. He wanted to say good bye.” 
 
        “Sure,” I replied, “come on in.” 
 
        As we were all taking our seats, I had a moment of inspiration. 
 
        “Marty, do you remember the other day when we were watching TV and you saw the picture of the man who they said did a bad thing?” 
 
        He nodded. 
 
        “At the time, you said he didn’t do it.” 
 
        “That’s because he didn’t.” 
 
        “I asked you if you knew who did and you said no. Do you know now who did the bad thing?” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “Nope.” 
 
        I tried one more approach. 
 
        “Is there any other thing you can tell me about what happened? Anything at all?” 
 
        He closed his eyes. “Elephants,” he said. “I see elephants.” 
 
        That certainly came out of nowhere. “Tell me about the elephants.” 
 
        He shrugged. “There’s nothing to tell. You asked me about the thing on TV and I saw elephants.” 
 
        I figured that was all I was going to get. 
 
        After we said our good byes, Kevin slumped into a chair. “Well, that was weird. Elephants! Maybe Grossman was done in by the sword swallower at the circus.” 
 
        I had just plopped down, when an image came into my mind. 
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        It was an ornate elephant on a necklace. 
 
        I racked my brain trying to remember where I’d seen it. 
 
        Suddenly, it came to me. Dawn, the receptionist at Grossman Paper Products was wearing that necklace and a blouse to match. 
 
        “I’ve got it!” I said, jumping to my feet. “Marty saw a clue. I talked to a gal wearing an elephant necklace today. I’d bet my Social Security check she knows something that will help us.” 
 
        “Really?” Kevin replied, skeptically, “an elephant necklace? That’s pretty thin.” 
 
        “You got anything better?” I asked. 
 
        “Not really.” 
 
        I looked at my watch. It was 4:30. 
 
        “I’m going back to the warehouse, and try to catch her as she’s leaving the building. I’m sure she’s not telling everything she knows.” 
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        I parked, and had just reached the door to the building, when employees started pouring out. I watched and waited, and ten minutes later, Dawn appeared. 
 
        “Dawn!” I called. 
 
        She saw me and waved. 
 
        I made my way through the bustling employees, finished with their work day and anxious to get home. 
 
        “Mr. Williams,” she said, somewhat surprised, “I didn’t expect to see you again today. Did you forget something?” 
 
        “Actually,” I replied, apologetically, “I came to see you.” 
 
        “Me? Whatever for?” 
 
        “I realized, after I returned home, that I had interviewed most everyone in the building but you. After I thought about it, I realized you were the one I should be talking to. After all, you’re right up front and see everyone who comes and goes. But then I remembered your job. ‘Grossman Paper Products. How may I direct your call?’ I didn’t think we’d get a minute’s peace while you were working, so I hoped you might spare me a minute now.”  
 
        She looked at her watch. “I’m not sure what I could tell you that would be any help.” 
 
        “You might be surprised. Just a few minutes. Please.” 
 
        “Okay,” she replied, somewhat reluctantly. 
 
        “There’s a Starbucks just down the street. How about I buy you a cup of coffee?” 
 
        “Make it a cappuccino, and you’ve got a deal.” 
 
        As we were being seated with our drinks, I noticed her necklace. 
 
        “That’s a beautiful necklace. Very unusual.” 
 
        “Why thank you. It was actually a Christmas gift from Mr. Grossman. He was very good that way. He demanded perfection from his employees, and if they performed, they were rewarded.” 
 
        No wonder Marty saw the elephant, I thought. It was a direct connection to Grossman. It was almost like he was reaching out through Marty to help us find the person who had taken his life. 
 
        “That’s pretty much the same story I got from everyone else. He was a tough guy, but a good employer. Can you think of any possible reason why anyone would want to kill him?” 
 
        She thought for a moment. “No, I really can’t.” 
 
        “Like I said before, you see who comes and goes every day. Have you noticed anything unusual?” 
 
        I could see the wheels turning. “There is this one thing --- it’s probably nothing.” 
 
        “Please --- tell me. It might be important.” 
 
        “Mr. Grossman was a stickler when it came to scheduling. Everything had an appropriate time. He expected his coffee to be on his desk at precisely eight-thirty. If there was a business meeting that was to start at nine, he expected everyone to be in their seats by 8:55. 
 
        “Every time he left the building, he would stop by my desk, tell me where he was going, and what time he’d be back. Well, almost every time. Every Tuesday and Thursday, he would leave at two in the afternoon and be back at four-thirty, just in time to close up for the day. He never told me what those trips were about.” 
 
        “Any idea where he was going?” 
 
        “No,” she replied. “I just figured it was none of my business.” 
 
        The moment she had mentioned those weekly absences, I had a pretty good idea what was going on, but I wasn’t about to start a disparaging rumor until I had proof. 
 
        “Can you think of anything else out of the ordinary?” 
 
        “No, not really.” 
 
        “Thank you, Dawn. You’ve been a big help. Maybe more than you realize.” 
 
        We said our good byes, and I headed back to my car. 
 
        I couldn’t help thinking that on Tuesday and Thursday afternoons, Grossman was getting a little something on the side. Kevin had confirmed that he wasn’t a patron of the working girls, but that certainly didn’t rule out the possibility that he was having an illicit affair with someone closer to home. 
 
        He was going somewhere on a regular basis, but where? 
 
        I knew from past experience, that many rich dudes owned a condo that mama didn’t know about --- a secret love nest where lovers would meet for their afternoon trysts. I figured that would be a good place to start. 
 
        I gave Maggie a call. At one time, we were both realtors at City Wide Properties. Eight years ago, I quit and became a cop. Maggie is still an active agent. Back then, I knew how to search the county data bases to find property owners. After eight years absence, I couldn’t remember how to do it, but I knew Maggie would. 
 
        “Hi Sweetie. I need a favor.” 
 
        “Sure, but it will cost you. I have to work late and won’t have time to cook. Take me to a nice restaurant and I’ll do most anything.” 
 
        “Really? Anything?” 
 
        “Get your mind out of the gutter, Buster. What do you want?” 
 
        “I’d like you to run a property search on August Grossman, Sr. and Grossman Paper Products. I need a list of properties they own around town.” 
 
        “I’ll have it by the time you pick me up for dinner.” 
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        We ordered, and while we were waiting for our entrees, she handed me a list. 
 
        “What exactly are you looking for?” 
 
        “A love nest. I think it’s possible Mr. Grossman was getting a little on the side.” 
 
        “Don’t think you’re going to find it there,” she replied, “unless he’s boinking her at home or in a warehouse. All I found under August was his residence on Ward Parkway. The buildings owned by the corporation were either office buildings or warehouses.” 
 
        “Rats! I figured this was too easy. If he does have a sweetie on the side, they’re either meeting at her place or at a hotel. I could see if Detective Blaylock has run financials on Grossman, but I’m betting he’s too smart to put a hotel bill on his credit card.” 
 
        “You’ll think of something,” she replied. 
 
        “Actually,” I said, taking her hand, “I’m thinking of something right now. As I recall, you said you’d do most anything for a good meal.” 
 
        “Well,” she said, smiling demurely, “I don’t want you to think I’m cheap. It’ll cost you dessert too.” 
 
        We had dessert twice that night. Once at the restaurant, and once at home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 6 
 
      
 
        The next morning, I called Suzanne Romero. 
 
        “I hope you have something for me,” she said. “The trial is just a few days away. Right now, if I had to present a defense, I’d be out of luck. I’ve got zilch --- zero.” 
 
        “Right now, it’s mostly what we don’t have. We’ve ruled out money, power, drugs, gambling, and hookers as motives. All of the employees I talked to were scared shitless of the guy, but respected him. He seemed to be a good boss who took care of his people.” 
 
        “Do you have any good news?” 
 
        “I have lots of character witnesses for Benny if that helps. Everyone said he was a sweet kid, and they couldn’t believe he could do such a thing. One gal said he even rescued a spider instead of killing it. Doesn’t sound much like a cold-blooded murderer, does it?” 
 
        “No, and that’s what’s bothering me. We’re missing something.” 
 
        “I have one other possibility,” I said. “Apparently, Grossman is away from the office every Tuesday and Thursday afternoon. If he’s got a girlfriend on the side, that could be something. I don’t have proof yet. It’s just conjecture.” 
 
        “Stay on it, and let me know if you come up with something --- anything!” 
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        Later that morning, Kevin stopped by to compare notes. 
 
        “So how was your meeting with the elephant girl?” 
 
        “Her name is Dawn, like the morning sunrise, and she’s a sweet girl.” 
 
        “Swell! But was she any help?” 
 
        “Maybe.” I told him about Grossman’s unexplained absences. 
 
        He thought for a moment. “I think you’re on to something. He wouldn’t be the first rich old codger who found bliss in the arms of some sweet, young thing. We just have to figure out who, and where.” 
 
        I told him about Maggie’s property search. “It’s not somewhere he owns.” 
 
        We sat in silence for a few minutes, trying to decide what to do next. 
 
        “Maybe the kid can help,” he said. “He’s done pretty well so far using that sixth sense. He gave you the elephant clue.” 
 
        “Couldn’t hurt, I guess.” 
 
        I called Jerry and got Marty’s address and phone number. 
 
        Marty was at home with his dad. 
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        I hadn’t met Josh, Marty’s dad. He was probably in his mid-thirties, but he looked closer to fifty. I guess raising a kid alone can do that. 
 
        When Josh left town on his business trip, he had no idea that his son had acquired special abilities as a result of his concussion. Needless to say, he was both shocked and amazed when Jerry filled him in on the details. 
 
        When I called and asked to come by, he readily agreed. He was anxious to see his son in action. 
 
        Marty was outside when we arrived. 
 
        After introductions, I asked, “Have you seen any indications of Marty’s new-found gift since you’ve been home?” 
 
        “Not really. Once, he said there was a fire in the neighborhood and about ten minutes later, a fire truck came roaring down the street. That was kind of creepy.” 
 
        I told Josh about Marty’s insight into the Grossman case. “He’s been a big help twice. I was hoping we could talk to him again.” 
 
        “Sure, let me get him.” 
 
        When Marty saw me, he gave me a hug, then a big grin spread across his face. “Uncle Walt,” he said, “two flies are eating on a cow patty. One of them farts. The other says, ‘Do you mind? I’m eating!’” 
 
        Josh rolled his eyes. “Too much time with Uncle Jerry.” 
 
        “He’s infectious, that’s for sure.” 
 
        I turned to Marty. “Remember the other day, I asked you about the man on TV?” 
 
        He nodded. 
 
        “That day, I asked you if you could tell me anything more. You said you saw elephants.” 
 
        “Yeah, I remember. I like elephants.” 
 
        “Me too. By the way, do you know where elephants go to see a dentist?” 
 
        “No.” 
 
        “Tuska-loosa!” 
 
        He doubled over laughing. “Good one!” 
 
        “I heard that one from your Uncle Jerry. One reason we came by today is that the thing you said about the elephant was really helpful. Could you think about the man on TV again and tell me what you see?” 
 
        “Okay.” 
 
        He closed his eyes, his head jerked slightly to one side, then his eyes popped open. 
 
        “Trees,” he said. “I see two trees.” 
 
        “What kind of trees?” 
 
        He shrugged. “I don’t know.” 
 
        “Do you know where they are?” 
 
        “Nope! All I saw was two trees. Did I do something wrong?” 
 
        “My goodness no,” I replied, giving him a hug. “In fact, you were very helpful. I can’t thank you enough.” 
 
        He beamed. “Good. I want to help any time I can.” He turned to his dad. “May I go back outside now?” 
 
        “Sure, but stay in the yard.” 
 
        When he was gone, I thanked Josh and we headed for home. 
 
        “Very helpful?” Kevin asked, sarcastically. “How was that a help? Two trees, for heaven’s sake. That could mean anything.” 
 
        “What was I supposed to do? Yell at the kid and tell him to do better?” 
 
        We had just pulled up at a stoplight. I casually glanced around, and it was then I saw the billboard. It hit me right between the eyes, and in that moment, Marty’s vision made perfect sense. 
 
        “There,” I said, pointing. “Two trees!” 
 
        It was the logo on the Double Tree Hotel. 
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        “That’s it! Grossman’s love nest is at a Double Tree Hotel!” 
 
        “I’ll be damned,” Kevin muttered. “I think you’re right. The kid came through again.” 
 
        At that moment, the light turned green. 
 
        “Quick! Get the address.” 
 
        “Got it,” he replied. “It’s on College Boulevard in Overland Park, Kansas.” 
 
        “Makes sense,” I replied. “Across the state line, close enough for a quick drive, but far enough away from the office not to be seen.” 
 
        I looked at my watch. “This is Tuesday, and it’s one-thirty. If old August wasn’t in the morgue, he’d be on his way to the hotel. I say we drop by. He probably had a standing reservation.” 
 
        “Works for me.” 
 
        “Too bad we don’t have a photo of the old man to flash around.” 
 
        “Ahhh, but we do,” Kevin said, pulling out his smart phone. “Siri, find me a photo of August Grossman, Sr.” 
 
        A moment later, he held up his phone with a smiling August Grossman on the screen. “A miracle of modern technology,” he said, grinning. “You should try it sometime.” 
 
        He likes to give me a hard time, knowing I use my phone for one thing --- making a call. 
 
        We pulled into the parking lot of the hotel. The place was huge! 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        “Well, old August had good taste,” Kevin said. 
 
        We crossed the huge lobby to the registration desk. I let Kevin take the lead. He’s a much better liar than me. 
 
        “Excuse me. We’re to meet Mr. August Grossman this afternoon. I wonder if you’d be so kind as to ring his room and tell him we’re here.” 
 
        “Certainly. One moment.” 
 
        The clerk checked the register. “I’m sorry, there’s no August Grossman registered at this hotel.” 
 
        “Are you sure?” Kevin asked, holding up his phone with Grossman’s photo. 
 
        The clerk looked, then smiled. “You must have the wrong name. That’s Albert Greenbaum. He’s a regular.” 
 
        I quickly pulled out my notebook. “You’re absolutely correct. Dopey me. Mr. Grossman is tomorrow. I was looking at the wrong day. Would you mind ringing Mr. Greenbaum’s room?” 
 
        “Nice work,” Kevin whispered, as the clerk tried the call. 
 
        “I’m sorry, there’s no answer. Maybe he’s in the lounge. You might check for him there.” 
 
        I tried one more ploy. “I don’t suppose you’ve seen Mrs. Greenbaum?” 
 
        He looked confused. “Mr. Greenbaum always travels alone.” 
 
        “Okay, thank you very much. We’ll check the lounge.” 
 
        We went into the lounge, but of course, Grossman wasn’t there. He was laid out on a slab at the city morgue. 
 
        “Greenbaum,” Kevin said. “The guy was shrewd.” 
 
        “Plus,” I replied, “he never came in with the girl. No one has seen them together. How will we ever figure out who he was diddling?” 
 
        “That way,” he said, pointing to the security camera over the bar. “We have to get a look at the security footage for a Tuesday or Thursday afternoon. Maybe we can spot someone we know.” 
 
        “Great! Just how do you plan to get the footage?” 
 
        “Watch this,” he said, approaching the bartender. 
 
        “Excuse me,” he said, flashing his wallet. “We’re from Acme Security Service. We got a call that one of your cameras is on the fritz. Could you direct me to your security room?” 
 
        “Sure,” the bartender replied, agreeably. “Go back out to the lobby, take the elevator to the basement level, then follow the hall. There’s a sign on the door.” 
 
        “Thanks. We’ll have you up and running in no time.” 
 
        “You’re incorrigible,” I said, as we headed to the elevator. 
 
        “Why, thank you. That’s the nicest thing you’ve said to me all day.” 
 
        We followed the bartender’s directions and found the security room. We peeked through the little glass window on the door. One guy was sitting there with his eyes glued to a set of monitors. 
 
        “Mind-numbing job,” Kevin whispered. “Let me handle this.” 
 
        Kevin knocked, and the man jumped to his feet, startled. The poor guy might have dozed off. 
 
        “May I help you?” he asked, opening the door just a crack. 
 
        “Yes, you certainly can,” Kevin replied, bristling with authority. “I’m Sargent Joe Friday, and this is my partner, Bill Gannon. We’re with the Vice Squad. May we step into your office?” 
 
        “Uhhh, sure,” the guy replied, opening the door. 
 
        “What’s your name, Son?” 
 
        “West, Sir. Warren West.” 
 
        “Well Warren, you can do your city and your employer a great service today. We need to see your video tapes of the lobby on Tuesday, a week ago.” 
 
        “Uhh, don’t you need a warrant?” 
 
        “Well, Warren, we could do it that way, but we’re trying to do the hotel a favor here. It seems that a prostitution ring is working out of this very hotel. All we need to put them away is that footage. We were hoping we could do that without going through the courts. If we go that route, the fact that hookers are running wild here will be public information, and before you know it, the story will be all over the front page of the Kansas City Star. I don’t think that would be very good for business, do you?” 
 
         “No, of course not.” 
 
        “See, that’s why we’re coming to you, Warren. We get a look at that footage, and if our hookers are there, we can close this case quietly without a lot of publicity. That makes sense doesn’t it?” 
 
        “Yes, I guess it does.” 
 
        “Good! I knew you were a sharp guy, Warren. Let’s take a look at those tapes.” 
 
        “What day did you say?” 
 
        “Last Tuesday, between one and five in the afternoon. Can you do that?” 
 
        “Sure, give me a minute.” 
 
        He fiddled with some knobs. “Here you go. Do you want to watch it here?” 
 
        Kevin looked at his watch. “That’s four hours of video. What time do you get off?” 
 
        “Four o’clock.” 
 
        Kevin shook his head. “That’s just two hours from now. If we start, we can’t let you leave until we finish. I hate to have to keep you over two whole hours. Tell you what. Just copy those four hours on a disk for us and we’ll be out of your hair. We can watch them on our own time. What do you say?” 
 
        Warren looked at his watch. “Sure, I could do that.” 
 
        Ten minutes later, Warren handed Kevin the disk. “Here you go.” 
 
        “Thanks, Warren. Oh, one more thing. Don’t tell a soul about this. If word gets out that we’re busting hookers at the DoubleTree, people will be going to the Holiday Inn. The fewer people who know, the better. You know the old saying, ‘Loose lips sink ships.’ Can I count on you?” 
 
        “Yes, Sir, you can.” 
 
        “I just knew it. You’ve done good work today, Warren. You should be proud.” 
 
        “Thank you,” he replied beaming. 
 
        As soon as we were in the elevator, I turned to Kevin. “You should be ashamed of yourself.” 
 
        “Should I?” he replied, handing me the disk. 
 
        “Not really,” I replied, grinning. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 7 
 
      
 
        I slipped the disk into my computer, and we watched intently as images of hotel guests marched across the screen. 
 
        “Do you think Warren will blab?” I asked. 
 
        “I seriously doubt it,” he replied, “and what if he does. If he tells his boss he gave a disk to the two leading characters on the old Dragnet TV show, he’ll think Warren has been smoking the wacky weed while on duty.”  
 
        “Poor guy.” 
 
        “What do you mean, poor guy? That’s probably the most excitement he’s had in months.” 
 
        Just as the clock in the corner of the digital tape registered 1:55, August Grossman appeared on the screen. 
 
        “Bingo!” Kevin exclaimed. “There’s Grossman, a.k.a. Albert Greenbaum. Pretty cool. Both names have initials, A. G. Either way they match his monogrammed shirts and hankies.” 
 
        “So now we have our victim at the hotel, but who was he meeting?” 
 
        “Let’s keep watching,” Kevin said. “If Grossman was a stickler for promptness, his lady friend shouldn’t be far behind.” 
 
        “But there are dozens of people milling around that lobby. How will we know which one is heading to Grossman’s room?” 
 
        A few minutes later, I had the answer to my question. 
 
        I paused the tape. “There, the young blonde. I’ve seen her before.” 
 
        “Where?” 
 
        “I’m not sure. Give me a minute.” 
 
        As I’ve aged, I have found my short-term memory slipping a bit. I don’t have any trouble remembering things from forty years ago, but some days, I can’t recall what I had for dinner the night before. 
 
       Suddenly, it came to me. “She works at Grossman Paper Products. I interviewed her along with dozens of others. Remember when I told you how they’ve divided the country into territories?” 
 
        He nodded. 
 
        “Well, if I remember correctly, she’s the salesperson for Kansas City.” 
 
        “Convenient,” Kevin replied. “As the local sales rep, she no doubt leaves the office occasionally to solicit new clients. That would explain her Tuesday and Thursday afternoon absences. She’s certainly not going to get in trouble. After all, she’s meeting the boss. Do you remember her name?” 
 
        “Absolutely not. I was lucky to remember she worked there, but I probably have it in my notes.” 
 
        I opened my notebook and found where I’d made my interview entries. “Here it is. Marne Matson. She’s twenty-nine years old, and been with the company five years.” 
 
        “Great,” Kevin said, “now we know the who and the where, but where does that get us with Grossman’s murder?” 
 
        “I doubt Matson offed the old guy. After all, he was her sugar daddy. You don’t kill the goose that’s laying the golden eggs.” 
 
        “Unless he threatened to cut her off,” Kevin replied. 
 
        “Come on, Kevin. You saw the girl. Would you cut that off? And besides, if he did threaten to cut her off, why would she kill him when she could blackmail him? No, I don’t think we’ve found the murderer, but we may have found the motive. Someone figured out about Grossman’s weekly indiscretions and didn’t like it one bit.” 
 
        “That makes sense, and who do you think would be most pissed off by Grossman’s dalliances?” 
 
        “Mrs. Grossman.” 
 
        “Bingo again! So what do we know about the grieving widow?” 
 
        I thought for a moment. “Nothing, really. I’ve never seen her. I wouldn’t know her if she walked into the office right now.” 
 
        “Then let’s take a look at her,” he replied. 
 
        “Right now? How do you propose we do that?” 
 
        He looked at me like I was a moron. “Google her, Silly Boy.” 
 
        “Oh yeah, Google.” I have a tendency to forget about all the high-tech crap. “Actually, I don’t even know her first name.” 
 
        “Just type in Mrs. August Grossman. Google will find her.” 
 
        I did as I was instructed, and Kevin was right. The screen filled with photos of widow Grossman. 
 
        “Vera,” he said, reading the text. “Her name is Vera. Just look at all the charity events they’ve attended.” 
 
        As I studied the photos, something clicked. “Let’s look at the hotel surveillance tape again.” 
 
        I booted up the tape and fast forwarded to the point where August Grossman came into view. I stopped the tape and pointed. “See, there in the background. That woman wearing the black hat and sun glasses. She has a camera in front of her right now. Watch as I advance the tape in slow motion.” 
 
        As the frames creeped forward, the woman lowered the camera. 
 
        “Well, I’ll be damned,” Kevin exclaimed, “It’s Vera!” 
 
        “I noticed the woman the first time through, but then we didn’t know what Vera looked like. I figured she was just another tourist.” 
 
        “Looks like she got film on hubby checking into the hotel. Fast forward and see if she got his chicky.” 
 
        I advanced to the frames that contained Marne Matson.  
 
        “There’s Vera again,” Kevin said, pointing. “Now she’s got the old man by the short hairs --- hubby and his bimbo both at the same hotel. Do I smell motive for murder?” 
 
        “Smells pretty fishy to me. Hang on, I need to check something out with Detective Blaylock.” 
 
        I dialed and Blaylock came on the line. “Derek, Walt Williams here. If you don’t mind, I have another quick question for you.” 
 
        “Walt, don’t tell me you’re still putzing around with the Grossman homicide.” 
 
        “Just trying to earn a buck. Remember what Suzanne Romero said, no stone left unturned.” 
 
        “Okay,” he sighed, “what now?” 
 
        “Vera Grossman,” I replied. “I assume you interviewed her.” 
 
        “Yes, eventually.” 
 
        “What do you mean, eventually?” 
 
        “Mrs. Grossman was in St. Louis visiting her sister when her husband was murdered. She took the news pretty hard --- collapsed and had to be sedated --- didn’t get back to Kansas City until the next day.” 
 
        “Crap!” I muttered. 
 
        “What? I didn’t understand you.” 
 
        “Oh, nothing. I just coughed. That’s all I needed. Thanks for your help.” 
 
        “Well, there goes our prime suspect,” I sighed, hanging up. “Vera Grossman was in St. Louis the day August was killed.” 
 
        “Pretty convenient, wouldn’t you say?” Kevin replied. “Sounds like the perfect alibi to me. Besides, surely you weren’t thinking that sweet old lady did the deed herself.” 
 
        “I guess I hadn’t really thought that far ahead, but that makes sense. You’re thinking she hired the hit. But where would a society matron like Vera Grossman find a hit man? Craig’s List?” 
 
        “Good question, and one we’ll have to answer if we’re gonna get Benny Whipple off the hook.” 
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        My next call was to Suzanne Romero. 
 
        I told her about August Grossman’s extracurricular activities which had been photographed by his wife. She was elated until I told her Vera had been across the state at the time of the murder. 
 
        “I still think you’re on the right track,” she said. “It’s the best lead we’ve got, but you have to get a lead on the hit man --- or woman. Work fast, the trial starts tomorrow and unless you come up with something, Benny Whipple will be a sitting duck.” 
 
        No pressure. 
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        I figured my next move would be to find out more about Marne Matson, Grossman’s DoubleTree date. 
 
        I didn’t want to confront her outright --- not yet. There was plenty of time for that, and she certainly couldn’t deny her involvement. We had her on film, and so did Vera. 
 
        I thought about who around Grossman’s office would have inside information on most of the employees, and the answer was obvious --- Dawn. She answered all incoming calls, and saw who was coming and going every minute of every day. 
 
        Again, I waited until after work. I knew I wouldn’t get a word in edgewise while she was on the switchboard. 
 
        “Dawn!” I called as she stepped out of the building. 
 
        She smiled and waved. “Mr. Williams, nice to see you again.” 
 
        “Yes, you, too. I wonder if you could spare me a few minutes again? You were so helpful last time.” 
 
        “Well, I suppose, but I don’t know what more I could tell you.” 
 
        “How about another cappuccino and we’ll find out?” 
 
        My goal was to find out as much as I could about Marne Matson without actually telling Dawn that Marne had been banging her boss. I hated to lie to the girl, but sometimes you gotta do what you gotta do. I learned that from Kevin, a.k.a. Sargent Joe Friday. 
 
        “I’m sure you know quite a bit about most of the employees, and we’re following up on a few leads. We’re looking into a tip that one of Grossman’s competitors in Kansas City might have had a motive. I understand from my interviews with the employees that Marne Matson is the representative for Kansas City.”   
 
        “Yes, she is. Marne is a sharp girl. She started in the secretarial pool and worked her way up the corporate ladder in no time.” 
 
        I wanted to tell her there was a reason for Marne’s meteoric rise in the company, but I couldn’t. 
 
        “What do you know about her?” 
 
        “Well, she’s been in the company about five years, works hard, and has been a real favorite with Mr. Grossman.” 
 
        I didn’t doubt that. 
 
        “How about her personal life?” 
 
        She shrugged. “She lives alone. She has a small apartment down by the Country Club Plaza. Oh, yes, she has a boyfriend. I’ve seen him around here a few times.” 
 
        That caught me by surprise. I figured if she was banging the boss, there wouldn’t be another man in the picture. Either the boyfriend was extremely liberal, or he just didn’t know. 
 
        “Tell me about her boyfriend? Do you know his name?” 
 
        She thought for a moment. “Charles. Yes, that’s it. She calls him Chas for short.” 
 
        “I don’t suppose you’d know his last name.” 
 
        She thought again. “Dempsey. Charles Dempsey. Does that help?” 
 
        “Dawn, you have no idea.” 
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        My next call was to Ox, my old partner. 
 
        “Ox, Walt here. I need a favor.” 
 
        “Anytime, Brother. What can I do for you?” 
 
        “I’d like you to check a name for me. Charles Dempsey. See if he’s in the system.” 
 
        “Are you still working the Grossman murder?” 
 
        “Yes.” 
 
        “I don’t know, Walt. The brass think they have an air-tight case. If I give you something that gets Whipple off the hook and they find out, my ass is grass and Captain Short will be the lawnmower.” 
 
        “You’re seeing the glass half empty. What if Whipple’s innocent and you give me something to nail the real killer. You’ll be a hero.” 
 
        “No wonder you were such a good real estate salesman. Give me fifteen minutes and I’ll call you back.” 
 
        Ox was true to his word. 
 
        “You hit pay dirt, Pal. Dempsey’s got a sheet as long as your arm. Looks like the guy’s got quite a temper. Disorderly conduct, aggravated assault. He’s not a nice guy.” 
 
        “What else?” 
 
        “He’s thirty-two years old. His last known address was an apartment on Brooklyn, and it looks like he’s a bouncer at the Rumpus Room, a dive in Westport. I’ll email his booking photo to you. Are you looking at him for the Grossman murder?” 
 
        “It’s a possibility. Thanks. I owe you --- again.” 
 
        I called Kevin and he came right over. 
 
        “He certainly fits the profile,” Kevin said, after I shared my conversation with Ox. “A guy with a sheet like that is certainly capable of murder.” 
 
        “What I don’t understand,” I replied, “is why a girl like Marne Matson would be attracted to such a creep.” 
 
        “Come on, Walt. Marne is no Saint Teresa. She’s banging her married boss for heaven’s sake. Some gals are attracted to bad boys. I’ve never understood it either. She probably met him at the Westport club, then one thing led to another.” 
 
        “Dempsey doesn’t strike me as the kind of guy who would share. In my experience, these macho guys are quite possessive.” 
 
        “I agree. How’s this for a scenario? Vera Grossman suspects August of fooling around, follows him, and gets the photos. Then she gets the goods on Marne and discovers she already has a jealous boyfriend. She contacts Dempsey, shows him the photos, and strikes a deal. Dempsey offs the old man, Vera gets revenge, and Dempsey eliminates the competition.” 
 
        “That would certainly explain how the killer got into the building in the early hours of the morning. Vera gave Dempsey a key. I like it! Now all we have to do is prove it --- in one day. The trial begins day after tomorrow. Where do we start?” 
 
        Kevin thought for a moment. “We have to establish a connection between Dempsey and Vera. Phone records?” 
 
        “I don’t think so,” I replied. “She would have to show him the photos as proof. I’ll bet she tracked him down at the club.” 
 
        “Then it looks like we need to go clubbing.” 
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        I hate the club scene. Maybe it’s because I’m old. 
 
        Westport is the perfect example. There are dozens of bars crammed into a few square blocks. People go there to drink, party, and carouse around. Most nights, the action doesn’t even start until after ten o’clock, long after I’m tucked in bed. 
 
        Every week, I open the paper and read about some guy getting shot outside a bar at three in the morning. Why would anybody be outside a bar at three in the morning? I just don’t get it. 
 
        Kevin picked me up at ten. I kissed Maggie good night, and promised I wouldn’t pick up any floozies. 
 
        I was shocked. At ten-thirty at night the streets around Westport were packed with people roaming from bar to bar.  
 
        “Don’t these people have to go to work tomorrow?” I wondered. 
 
        We found the Rumpus Room. A tall burly guy, obviously well-built, was standing outside the door, carding patrons. I looked at the booking photo Ox had sent. 
 
        “That’s our guy. That’s Dempsey.” 
 
        “Wouldn’t want to meet him in a dark alley,” Kevin said. 
 
        “In case you haven’t noticed, this is a dark alley.” 
 
        “Right. Let’s cruise on in. We don’t want him to get a good look at us.” 
 
        Since Kevin and I were both over seventy, Dempsey didn’t give us a second look. 
 
        We found a table and a saucy little gal in a mini skirt came waltzing up. 
 
        “What are you boys drinking?” 
 
        “Jack and Coke,” Kevin replied, and my friend will have a margarita on the rocks with salt.” 
 
        “Be right back,” she replied, and wiggled away. 
 
        “Let me handle this,” Kevin said. 
 
        When the waitress returned with our drinks, Kevin handed her a fifty. “Keep the change, Doll.” 
 
        She was shocked and so was I. 
 
        “Why thank you,” she gushed. “If there’s anything else I can do for you ---.” 
 
        “Actually there is,” Kevin said, pulling out his wallet and flashing a badge. “I’m Sargent Phil Esterhaus and this is my partner, Detective Andy Sipowicz. We’re working a case and I was hoping you could help.” 
 
        I was surprised to see the badge. His back was to me at the DoubleTree and I hadn’t seen it there. 
 
        “Uhhh,” she stammered, “how could I possibly help?” 
 
        He pulled out a photo of Vera Grossman. “We’re investigating this woman. We believe she’s running a brothel over on Broadway. Our sources tell us that she’s been frequenting bars in Westport, trying to recruit girls for prostitution.” 
 
        “That’s awful!” the waitress exclaimed. 
 
        Kevin held the photo closer. “Have you seen this woman?” 
 
        She thought for a moment. “Actually, I think I have. The reason she stood out is because she didn’t look like she belonged here. More like she should be at a charity ball or something. You know the type.” 
 
        “Absolutely! That’s part of her cover. No one would suspect she’s a madam. So you’re certain she’s been here?” 
 
        “Yes, now that I think about it, I’m sure.” 
 
        “What’s your name, Sweetheart?” 
 
        “Ashley. Ashley Turner.” 
 
        “Thank you, Ashley. With your help, we’ll be able to shut down that horrible brothel and get those girls some help.” 
 
        She walked away, beaming. 
 
        “Phil Esterhaus and Andy Sipowicz?” I said as she walked away. 
 
        “Come on, Walt. She wasn’t even born when Hill Street Blues was on the air.” 
 
        “And that badge. Where did you get it?” 
 
        “Toys R Us. Nobody really looks close, except maybe another cop.” 
 
        “You do realize that impersonating a cop is against the law?” 
 
        “I won’t tell if you don’t,” he replied, grinning. 
 
        On the way home, I couldn’t help reflect on how different it was, working for the Lady Justice in the high heels and fish-net stockings, instead of the one in the white flowing robe. 
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    CHAPTER 8 
 
      
 
        The next morning, Kevin and I met with Suzanne Romero. 
 
        She listened intently as we brought her up to date on our investigation. 
 
        “Good work!” she said. “I think you have everything we need except for one thing --- proof. We have proof that August was fooling around with Marne, and proof that Vera knew about the affair. We have the waitress’s word that Vera visited the club where Marne’s boyfriend works, but we have no proof they ever communicated, and we certainly have no proof that Dempsey stabbed Grossman. It all makes perfect sense. We just can’t prove it --- yet.  
 
        “I’ll subpoena Vera, Charles Dempsey, Marne Matson, and Ashley Turner. Even if you can’t come up with something concrete, I’ll still put Vera and Dempsey on the stand and hope one of them cracks. At least it’s an alternate theory, but without proof, I don’t know if it will be enough to convince a jury of reasonable doubt. It’s hard to ignore the fact that Benny was found with the bloody knife in his hands.” 
 
        She looked at her watch. “Time for court. Good luck! I hope you come up with something.”  
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        All that afternoon, we racked our brains trying to find proof that Vera and Dempsey colluded to murder August Grossman, but came up empty. 
 
        At four o’clock, Suzanne called. 
 
        “Please tell me you have something.” 
 
        “I wish I could,” I replied. “Nothing new to report.” 
 
        “That’s too bad. We got creamed today. The prosecution established motive with witnesses overhearing Grossman yelling at Benny. Then the secretary testifies that she came into the office finding Benny standing over the body with the bloody knife. Finally, forensics testified that only Benny’s prints are on the murder weapon. It doesn’t look good.” 
 
        “So what now?” 
 
        “Tomorrow begins the defense phase of the trial. I’ll need at least one of you there in case I have to verify the origin of the tapes at the DoubleTree. I’ll put on our witnesses, praying one of them cracks, and hope for the best.” 
 
        After she hung up, I turned to Kevin. “We have one more play before court tomorrow.” 
 
        “Let me guess,” he replied. “Marty and his sixth sense.” 
 
        “He’s helped us in the case three times. Maybe he’ll come through one more time.” 
 
        “Can’t hurt. What do we have to lose?” 
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        I felt guilty going back to Marty again. I didn’t want him to feel like we were just using him and his new-found talent. We all really liked the little tyke. 
 
        Then, an idea struck me. I noticed that when Marty was staying with Jerry, he seemed to have a book in his hands most of the time. Obviously, the kid was an avid reader. 
 
        I just happened to know an author, Robert Thornhill, who had penned a seven-volume set of children’s chapter books called Rainbow Road. The stories were about a brother and sister who follow a rainbow and it leads them to the home of Lucky Leprechaun. A leprechaun always has a pot of gold coins on hand, but Lucky’s coins are special --- they give people special powers like x-ray vision. Each time the kids visit Lucky, he gives them a new coin with a different power. An important part of the story involves the kids learning how to use their special powers to help other people. 
 
        I thought since Marty had just acquired a special power, he might enjoy reading the series. 
 
        I called Robert, who had helped me on a couple of cases, particularly the one involving the government’s secret chemtrail program, and arranged to pick up a set of the books. 
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        Needless to say, Marty was thrilled. 
 
        After a few minutes of idle chit-chat, I got down to business. 
 
        “Marty, we could use your help one more time.” 
 
        “Is this about the man I saw on TV?” 
 
        I nodded. 
 
        “They still think he did a bad thing, don’t they?” 
 
        I nodded again. 
 
        “Well, I know he didn’t.” 
 
        “How do you know?” 
 
        “I just do.” 
 
        “Do you see anything else that would help prove that the man is innocent?” 
 
        He shut his eyes for a minute or more. 
 
        “I see a sign.” 
 
        “What kind of sign?” 
 
        “It’s just a sign, and it’s on a door.” 
 
        “Can you read it?” 
 
        “Of course,” he replied somewhat indignantly. “I’m ten, almost eleven.” 
 
        “What does it say?” 
 
        “Break Room.” 
 
        “Do you see anything else?” 
 
        “Nope, just the sign.” 
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        “Any ideas?” Kevin asked when we were back in the car. 
 
        “Maybe,” I replied. “When I was at the Grossman Paper Products building conducting interviews, I remember seeing a door that had a sign just like Marty described. I didn’t go inside, but I assumed it had vending machines, a coffee pot, microwave, and tables and chairs for the employees use during their scheduled breaks.” 
 
        “Then if Marty saw that room, we have to assume there is something in there that would help our case. We have to get in there.” 
 
        I looked at my watch. It was almost five o’clock. “It’s not going to happen today. They shut the place down at five. Let me make a call.” 
 
        I dialed, and as expected, I got Dawn’s cheery voice. “Grossman Paper Products. How may I direct your call?” 
 
        “Dawn, this is Walt Williams. I need your help again.” 
 
        “Sure, what can I do for you?” 
 
        “First thing tomorrow morning, my partner, Kevin McBride, will come by. Can you arrange to get him in the employees’ break room?” 
 
        “Not a problem. It’s pretty messy though.” 
 
        “Thank you. I owe you another cappuccino.” 
 
        I turned to Kevin. “There you go, Partner. There’s something in that room that will clear Benny Whipple. Find it!” 
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        “You must be Dawn,” Kevin said, approaching the reception desk. 
 
        “And you must be Kevin, Walt’s partner. He said you’d be coming by. Something about taking a look at our break room.” 
 
        “That’s right, if it wouldn’t be too much trouble.” 
 
        “No trouble at all.” She motioned to a co-worker. “Shelly! Could you watch the switchboard for a few minutes? I won’t be long.” 
 
        As soon as Shelly was settled into the desk, they headed to the elevator which took them to the second floor. 
 
        Soon, they were standing in front of a door with a sign just like the one Marty described. 
 
        Dawn paused before opening it. “I really have to apologize. The place is a real mess.” 
 
        She opened the door and a sour smell hit Kevin in the face. 
 
        “Jeez Louise!” Kevin moaned, stepping inside. “You weren’t kidding. What happened here?” 
 
        The place was littered with empty pizza boxes, sandwich wrappers, soft drink bottles and paper coffee cups.   
 
        “Taking care of the break room was Benny Whipple’s job,” she replied. “When the cops took Benny away, we figured August, Jr. would hire someone to take his place, but he never has. I guess filling his father’s shoes was a big step for him. He probably had more important things on his mind. Anyway, when no one showed up to take care of the place, it just went to pot. Now it’s so bad no one comes in here anymore. We just take our breaks at our desks.” 
 
        “Okay, thanks,” Kevin replied. “I can take it from here. You’ve been a big help.” 
 
        As soon as Dawn was gone, Kevin began snooping around. He opened cabinets, looked under the chairs and tables, even took the lid off the toilet in the adjoining bathroom. Nothing. 
 
        Then he spotted the trash container. It was the kind with the dome top and a swinging lid. It was overflowing with lunch break leftovers people had crammed inside. 
 
        “Gotta do it,” he mumbled, gagging. 
 
        He lifted the domed lid and began sifting through the smelly residue. 
 
        He was near the bottom when he pulled out a garbage bag with a tie top. Gingerly, he untied the knot and peered inside. 
 
        “Bingo!” he cried triumphantly. “We’ve got you, you rat bastard!” 
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        The defense portion of the trial started much as I expected. 
 
        Suzanne recalled several of Benny’s co-workers who testified that Benny was a sweet kid, and they never dreamed he could possibly do such a horrible thing. 
 
        Of course, the prosecution countered by reminding everyone that we never know what someone is capable of until they’ve been pushed past their breaking point. 
 
        Finally, Suzanne was down to her last Hail Mary. It was time to put Vera Grossman and Charles Dempsey on the stand. 
 
        Before the trial started, I told her about our visit with Marty, and Kevin’s quest for evidence in the break room. It was time to call Vera to the stand and we still hadn’t heard from Kevin. Suzanne gave me a questioning look, and all I could do was shrug. 
 
        “The defense calls Vera Grossman to the stand.” 
 
        After Vera had been sworn in, Suzanne approached the witness stand. “Let me begin, Mrs. Grossman, by saying how sorry I am for your loss.” 
 
        “Why, thank you,” Vera replied, dabbing a tear from her eye. “I miss August so much. We were so happy together.” 
 
        “Were you now? I can’t imagine you being pleased knowing that your husband was having an affair.” 
 
        The prosecutor jumped to his feet. “Objection! Your Honor, Mrs. Grossman has been through a terrible ordeal, and now Ms. Romero is badgering the witness and rubbing salt in the wound of a grieving widow!”   
 
        The judge looked at Suzanne. “Counselor, where are you going with this line of questioning?” 
 
        “Your Honor, we have incontrovertible proof that August Grossman was having an affair with one of his employees, and that Mrs. Grossman knew about it. You know as well as I that jealousy and revenge have been motives for more than one murder. We should have the right to explore that as an affirmative defense.” 
 
        The judge thought for a moment. “Objection overruled. You may proceed Ms. Romero, but with caution.” 
 
        “Thank you, Judge. I would like to approach the witness and ask that she be declared hostile.” 
 
        “So ordered.”  
 
        Suzanne smiled, turning back to Vera. “Let’s get back to the subject of your husband’s affair. How long have you known about it?” 
 
        “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” she replied, haughtily. 
 
        “Oh really?” Suzanne said, pulling photos from a file.  
 
        She approached the judge. “Your Honor, we would like to introduce these photos as defense exhibit one.” 
 
        The judge looked at the photos and nodded. “Proceed.” 
 
        Suzanne turned back to Vera. “You claim to know nothing about your husband’s affair. Then how do you explain these? I believe this is your husband at the DoubleTree Hotel, and I think that’s you in the background with a camera. Then here’s another of Marne Matson a few minutes later. Looks like you got her photo as well. Would you like to reconsider your answer?” 
 
        Vera’s face turned red. “Very well,” she huffed, “so I knew about the old fool’s affair. I suppose cavorting with a woman less than half his age made him feel young again. Did I approve? Certainly not! But August does so much good for so many people, I just couldn’t ruin his reputation for a minor indiscretion.” 
 
        “Minor indiscretion?” Suzanne replied, feigning shock. “You consider adultery a minor indiscretion? I would think you’d have been deeply hurt.” 
 
        “Of course it hurt, but what was I to do?” 
 
        “I think you knew very well what you were going to do. In fact, isn’t that why you visited the Rumpus Room Bar the week before your husband’s murder?” 
 
        “Rumpus Room, my goodness, no. I’d never ---.” 
 
        “Mrs. Grossman,” Suzanne interrupted, “before you perjure yourself again, I’d like you to take a look at the young lady in the back of the room.” 
 
        Suzanne motioned Ashley Turner to stand up. 
 
        “That’s Ashley Turner. She’s a server at the Rumpus Room, and she’s prepared to testify she saw you there the week before your husband’s murder.” 
 
        “Oh --- the Rumpus Room,” she replied, trying to compose herself. “That place in Westport. Now I recall. I just didn’t remember the name.” 
 
        “Of course you didn’t,” Suzanne replied sarcastically. “But now that we’ve established you were there, don’t you think it’s time you admit that you went there to contact Marne Matson’s boyfriend, Charles Dempsey?” 
 
        “I have no idea who you’re talking about,” she replied, defensively. “I was there because I was upset. August was out having a good old time with his bimbo, and I was stuck home alone. I figured if he could cat around, so could I.” 
 
        “So you’re telling me you went bar-hopping, hoping to get picked up, and it was just a co-incidence that Marne Matson’s boyfriend was the bouncer.” 
 
        She sat ramrod straight. “Yes, that’s exactly what I’m telling you.” 
 
        “How’d that work out?” Suzanne asked, grinning. “Did you get lucky?” 
 
        “That’s none of your business,” she replied, indignantly. 
 
        Suzanne’s demeanor suddenly changed. “I’ll tell you why you went to the Rumpus Room that night. You caught your husband cheating and it made you furious. You checked on Marne Matson and discovered she had a boyfriend, Charles Dempsey. You had a little chat with Dempsey, and he, too, became enraged after learning he was being two-timed. The two of you concocted a plan to get Dempsey into the building in the early hours of the morning and kill your husband. You get revenge, and Dempsey eliminates the competition. You got lucky, all right. You persuaded Charles Dempsey to do your dirty work. Have I left anything out, Mrs. Grossman?” 
 
        You could hear gasps throughout the courtroom. 
 
        Vera looked at Suzanne with cold, hard eyes. “Nice story, Counselor. You’d say anything to get your client off the hook. But that’s all it is --- a fanciful story. Let’s see your proof!” 
 
        Suzanne thought for a moment. “I have nothing further for this witness.” 
 
        The judge looked at the prosecutor. “Do you wish to cross?” 
 
        “No, Your Honor.” He wasn’t about to keep that can of worms open. 
 
        “Call your next witness, Ms. Romero.” 
 
        “The defense calls Charles Dempsey.” 
 
        After he was sworn in, Suzanne turned to the judge. “I would ask this witness be declared hostile as well.” 
 
        “So ordered.” 
 
        Suzanne approached the witness stand. “Mr. Dempsey, were you aware your girlfriend, Marne Matson, was having an affair with August Grossman?” 
 
        “Don’t know what you’re talkin’ about,” he replied, glaring at Suzanne. 
 
        “You work as a bouncer at the Rumpus Room. Is that correct?” 
 
        “Yeah, so what?” 
 
        “Vera Grossman has testified that she visited the Rumpus Room the week before her husband was murdered. Did she contact you at the bar?” 
 
        “Don’t know the broad. Never heard of her.” 
 
        It was obvious Suzanne was getting nowhere. She gave me a pleading look just as I received a text. It was from Kevin. It simply said, “I’m on the way and I’ve got proof!” 
 
        I held up my phone with one hand, and gave her a thumb’s up with the other. 
 
        Suzanne turned to the judge. “Your Honor, I need a fifteen minute recess to confer with my associates.” 
 
        The judge looked at his watch. “Fifteen minutes. No more.” 
 
        “Thank you, Judge.” 
 
        At that moment, Kevin entered the courtroom carrying a garbage bag. He motioned, and the three of us huddled in the hall. 
 
        “Found this in the break room just like Marty predicted,” he said, opening the bag. “Blood stained clothes. Dempsey must have brought a change of clothes, and after he offed the old man, he changed, hid the bloody rags in this bag, and stuffed it in the trash can thinking it would be carted away to the dump. What he didn’t know was that Benny was in charge of emptying the trash. When the cops snatched him, nobody stepped up to the plate. Lucky for us, the place hadn’t been cleaned since Grossman’s murder.” 
 
        “Good work!” Suzanne said, beaming. “Now watch me nail this creep.” 
 
        When court was back in session, the judge reminded Dempsey he was still under oath. “Please proceed, Ms. Romero.” 
 
        “Mr. Dempsey, A few moments ago, I accused Vera Grossman of coming to you to inform you that your girlfriend, Marne Matson, was having an affair with her husband. I can only imagine your outrage. I hear you have quite a temper. I believe that Vera Grossman colluded with you to kill August Grossman. I believe she gave you a key to gain entrance to the building before the other employees, you waited in Grossman’s office, and when he arrived, you stabbed him with his letter opener. How am I doing, Mr. Dempsey?” 
 
        Dempsey had been listening quietly, his head down. When Suzanne finished, he raised his head and glared. “Lady, you’re bat-shit crazy!” 
 
        “Am I?” she replied, opening the garbage bag and holding up a bloody shirt. “When the police analyze this shirt, what do you think the chances will be that they find August Grossman’s blood and your DNA?” 
 
        He stared at the garment for a moment, then looked furtively around the courtroom. Without uttering another word, he leaped from the witness stand and bolted for the door. 
 
        I had warned the bailiff to be ready, and three deputies were on Dempsey before he could reach the door. 
 
        When it was all said and done, Charles Dempsey and Vera Grossman were in cuffs, and Benny Whipple was a free man. 
 
        Marty Singer had said from the get-go that the man on TV was innocent, and now, with the help of a ten-year-old savant, Lady Justice had once again prevailed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 9 
 
      
 
        A week or so after our courtroom drama, I received a call from Jerry.  
 
        The coming weekend, young Marty would turn eleven and we were all invited to a birthday party at his house. By all, I understood that meant everyone. Jerry said he was inviting the whole gang. I wondered how that would turn out. I found it difficult to picture Dad, Bernice, and the Professor, cavorting with a house full of ten and eleven-year-old kids. 
 
        When we arrived, I was surprised to see no cavorting. The only kid in sight was Marty. 
 
        Jerry, of course, was the master of ceremonies. Once everyone had arrived, he called us together in the living room. Marty was seated in front of a coffee table which held a birthday cake with eleven candles. 
 
        “Thank you all for coming,” he began. “Before we sing the traditional song, light the candles, and cut the cake, I’d like to say a few words.” 
 
        Everybody knew what was coming. There was no way Jerry could pass up an opportunity to bedazzle us with his wit. 
 
        “First, I’d like to ask the birthday boy a question. Marty, as you can see, there are both red and blue candles on the cake. Which do you think will burn longer?”  
 
        Bernice raised her hand. “Let me guess. I think the red ones will burn longer.” 
 
        “No, Silly,” Jerry replied. “Candles don’t burn longer. They burn shorter.” 
 
        Needless to say, Bernice had a puzzled look on her face. 
 
        Jerry forged ahead. “Marty, do you know why the boy put candles on the toilet?” 
 
        Marty rolled his eyes and shook his head. 
 
        “So he could have a birthday potty.” 
 
        That one was too much for Willie. 
 
        “Jerry, you is jus’ one sick puppy. Can we cut the jabberin’ and cut the cake?” 
 
        “Very, well,” Jerry replied, “but first, I have a little ditty I’d like to share.” 
 
        There once was a fellow named Marty 
 
        Who invited old farts to a party. 
 
        Though long in the tooth, 
 
        I’ll tell you forsooth, 
 
        They were pretty much all hale and hearty. 
 
      
 
        At a birthday, they usually serve cake. 
 
        But today, an exception they’d make. 
 
        For the age of the guests, 
 
        They thought it’d be best, 
 
        To mix up some Geritol shakes. 
 
      
 
        The lad had just turned eleven. 
 
        Let’s hope he’s a long way from heaven. 
 
        Not so with the others, 
 
        Those sisters and brothers, 
 
        Were approaching fourscore and seven. 
 
      
 
        Thankfully, I must confess, 
 
        The day was a rousing success. 
 
        For nobody cried, 
 
        And nobody died, 
 
        And I don’t have to clean up the mess. 
 
      
 
        A round of claps and cheers. 
 
        “Thank you, one and all,” Jerry said, taking a bow. “Now one last question. What do cats like to eat on their birthdays? Mice cream and cake, of course! So with no further ado, let’s sing to the lad and have us some mice cream and cake.” 
 
        We dutifully sang the birthday song, Jerry lit the candles, and Marty blew them out. 
 
        I was sitting next to Marty, and while we were eating, I asked a question that had been bugging me all afternoon. 
 
        “Marty, I’m curious. I was expecting to see at least a few kids your age here today. Jerry’s little poem poked fun at all of us old codgers. I just wondered why there were no kids here.” 
 
        He shrugged. “I don’t know. I like them all okay. I guess it’s just that they’re so --- immature.” 
 
        I was surprised by his response. “Then I have another question. If immature bothers you, how do you put up with your Uncle Jerry?” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “With the other kids, they’re immature because of their age. That’s just who they are. They can’t help it. When Uncle Jerry is immature, it’s because he chooses to be. Most of the time, he’s really quite thoughtful and introspective.” 
 
        That response surprised me even more. Marty was obviously wise for his years. 
 
        Cake and ice cream consumed, Jerry announced the next phase of the party.  
 
        “Okay! Time for presents. I’ll go first.” 
 
        Marty opened the gift and stared at it questioningly. “Uhhh --- thanks, Uncle Jerry. What is it?” 
 
        “A remote controlled fart machine,” he replied proudly. “You can put it under someone’s chair, and activate it from across the room. It’s a real gas! So much better than a whoopee cushion.” 
 
        “Thanks --- I guess.”  
 
        It was one of those moments when Uncle Jerry had chosen to be immature. 
 
        The rest of us had pooled our money to buy the kid an X-Box, along with all the accoutrements. The whole shebang cost almost as much as my first car. 
 
        When I saw the thing demonstrated in the store, I was flabbergasted. With this equipment, Marty could actually be a character in the video game saga along with his friends with whom he could communicate via headphones. 
 
        I thought back to my first video game. In 1972, Atari came out with Pong. How cool it was to bat the little dot back and forth across the screen with a joy stick. 
 
        Being an old fart, that got me thinking about all the other advances in technology that had happened in my lifetime. 
 
        I became a realtor in 1978. At that time, there were no computers. We learned about new listings from an MLS catalog, thick as a Kansas City phone book, that was published every two weeks. If you wanted to talk to someone, you picked up a land line. Contracts were hand-written on pre-printed forms with carbon paper. Then, along came the first rudimentary computers, the fax machine, and finally, the cell phone. The first phones were bag phones --- huge things you would carry around in your car. You could see who had acquired this fancy new equipment by the antenna firmly attached to the roof of their car by a magnet. In just a few short years, the real estate industry had completely changed. 
 
        Still pondering the passage of time, I recalled listening to my parent’s old 78 rpm records on a scratchy phonograph. You had to handle them carefully or they’d break. Then came the 45’s. I saved my allowance so I could be first in line at the Katz drugstore to buy the latest 45 release by Elvis or Jerry Lee. I thought I’d died and gone to heaven the first time I heard one on my new stereo hi-fi. In case you’re interested, I still have all those old 45’s. Then came the eight tracks which quickly gave way to cassettes, followed by cd’s. Today, I see people running around with earbuds, listening to music coming from God knows where. I certainly don’t. 
 
        I was aroused from my nostalgia by someone tapping me on the arm. It was Marty. 
 
        “Uncle Walt, could you help me hook up my X-Box?” 
 
        I figured that other than Bernice, I was probably the least qualified person in the room to give technical advice, but I wasn’t about to admit that to the kid. 
 
        “Sure, let’s give it a try.” 
 
        I grabbed the remote and turned on the TV while Marty was unpacking the X-Box. 
 
        The TV was tuned to a news station, and the commentator was blabbing about the president coming to Kansas City. 
 
        Suddenly, Marty looked up and stared at the screen. 
 
        “Uncle Walt, who is the guy with the goofy hair?” 
 
        “Uhhh --- that’s the president of the United States.” 
 
        “What are they saying about him?” 
 
        “They say he’s coming to Kansas City.” 
 
        “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” he replied, soberly. 
 
        “Really? Why not?” I asked, suddenly concerned. 
 
        “Because someone is going to hurt him.” 
 
        “How do you know that?” 
 
        “I just do.” 
 
        “Is this like when you saw the man on TV and knew he wasn’t guilty?” 
 
        He nodded. 
 
        Now I was really concerned. “The last time, with the other man, you saw something in your head. Do you see anything now?” 
 
        He closed his eyes. “Yes, I see something.” 
 
        “What is it?” 
 
        “A flag.” 
 
        “What kind of flag?” 
 
        “I don’t know.” 
 
        “Is it like our United States flag? You know, the stars and stripes?” 
 
        “Uncle Walt! I know our flag. I see it at the ball park when we sing the national anthem. I even know the Pledge of Allegiance. But I don’t know what this one is.” 
 
        I thought for a moment. “Do you have a computer?” 
 
        “Sure, follow me.” 
 
        He led me to his room and booted up a small laptop. I Googled ‘flags,’ and the screen filled with photos of flags. 
 
        “Do you see it there?” I asked, anxiously. 
 
        “There!” he said, pointing. 
 
        He had picked the Confederate flag. 
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        So there it was. 
 
        This young savant, who had been absolutely right on three occasions, had, out of the blue, declared that the president would be in danger if he came to Kansas City, and it had something to do with a Confederate flag. 
 
        I was totally flummoxed and wondering what to do next when Marty tapped me on the shoulder. 
 
        “Can we hook up my X-Box now?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 10 
 
      
 
      
 
        As the party was winding down, I pulled Ox and Kevin aside. 
 
        “Can the two of you stop by my place? There’s something we need to discuss.” 
 
        I saw Kevin’s expression. “Is it important? I was planning to ---.” 
 
        “I know what you were probably planning, and, yes, this is definitely more important.” 
 
        “Okay,” he sighed. “I’ll be there.” 
 
        “Me, too,” Ox replied. 
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        A half hour later, we were seated in my office. 
 
        Their eyes grew wide as I related my experience with Marty. 
 
        “So the president just pops up on the screen, and the idea that someone is going to hurt him pops into the kid’s head?” Kevin asked. 
 
        “Yep! Just like with Benny Whipple. Marty didn’t even know who he was ---called him the guy with the goofy hair.” 
 
        “Wow!” Ox exclaimed. “Benny Whipple is one thing, but the president! We can’t ignore it. The kid’s been right three times. What do you think we should do?” 
 
        “I think I should give Mark a call. He’s Homeland Security, and the Secret Service is under their umbrella.” 
 
        My half-brother, Mark Davenport, came into my life a few years ago. He was the product of an illicit affair my truck driver father had with a young lass in western Kansas. At the time, Mark was with the FBI, but subsequently transferred to Homeland Security. We had actually worked several cases together when I was on the force. 
 
        Thankfully, I had Mark’s private number on my speed dial. 
 
        “Mark, Walt here.” 
 
        “Hi Bro, good to hear from you, although you don’t usually communicate unless there’s a problem.” 
 
        “I’m afraid this time’s no exception.” 
 
        “Okay, what’s up?” 
 
        “I saw on the news that the president is coming to Kansas City.” 
 
        “Yeah, so?” 
 
        “I have information from a reliable source that there might be a threat to his life.” 
 
        Silence on the other end. 
 
        “Walt, that’s a very serious accusation. Who is this reliable source?” 
 
        I looked at Ox and Kevin, and grimaced. “I’ll tell you, but you have to keep an open mind.” 
 
        I heard a long sigh. “Let’s hear it.” 
 
        I shared everything we had experienced with Marty, from his concussion to his seeing the president on TV. 
 
        More silence. 
 
        “Walt, I’ve come to expect the odd, and the out of the ordinary from you and your posse of senior sidekicks, but this one is waaaay out in left field. Do you expect me to go to the president and inform him that a ten-year-old kid with ESP has warned him to stay away from Kansas City?” 
 
        “Marty just turned eleven.” 
 
        “Walt! That’s not exactly my point. It’s not that I don’t believe the kid said what he did. It’s just too much hocus-pocus --- too much supernatural. It’s like going to the president and telling him a gypsy saw something in a crystal ball.” 
 
        “Okay then, how about this?” I replied. “I forgot to mention one thing. Is there anything in the president’s itinerary that is connected to the Confederacy or the Civil War?” 
 
        More silence. “How could you possibly know that? It has just been arranged, and hasn’t been released to the press.” 
 
        “Like I said, Marty has this sixth sense, and after he made his declaration regarding the president’s safety, he saw something --- like a vision. The same thing happened during Benny Whipple’s trial. This time, he saw a Confederate flag. Does that mean anything to you?” 
 
        “Jesus, Walt. You’ve really put me between a rock and a hard place. Yes, it does mean something. I’m sure you’re aware of all this flap about removing anything connected to the Confederacy from public property.” 
 
        “Yes, I read something about a statue of Robert E. Lee being removed from Duke University.” 
 
        “That’s just the tip of the iceberg. People all over the country are petitioning to have all kinds of things removed. In fact, that’s what’s happening in your fair city. There’s a monument at 55th and Ward Parkway that was donated to the city by the United Daughters of the Confederacy to honor the Loyal Women of the Old South. It’s been there since 1958, but now, with all this hoopla going on, it’s going to be removed. The president had planned to stop by there on the day it was to be removed to call for national unity.” 
 
        “Holy crap!” 
 
        “Yeah, I’ll second that. Back to my rock and a hard place. I certainly can’t ignore what you’ve just told me, no matter how wacky it sounds. The president’s life just might be in danger, but when I tell him where I got the tip --- well, you can see my dilemma.” 
 
        “I do indeed and you have my sympathy. I’ve fulfilled my civic duty and I wish you good luck.” 
 
        “Thanks a lot.” 
 
        “Seriously, though, if there’s anything my senior posse and I can do on this end, don’t hesitate to call.” 
 
        I had the speaker phone on during my conversation with Mark. After we disconnected, I turned to my friends. “Well, what do you think?” 
 
        “I think I’m glad I’m not in Mark’s shoes,” Kevin replied, grinning. “The president may very well conclude that your brother is a wack job.” 
 
        I turned to Ox. “Surely you know something about the president’s upcoming visit. I remember the last time His Majesty came to town. I was still on the force, and it was all hands on deck.” 
 
        “The same this time. We were told he was coming and that all leave was cancelled, but we weren’t told where he was going or what he was doing.” 
 
        “Well, now we know at least one place he’ll be.” 
 
        Kevin looked thoughtful. “If Marty is right, who do you suppose is planning to whack the commander-in-chief? Isis? The Russians? Or maybe it’s one of our home-grown kooks.” 
 
        “If Mark is doing his job, we’ll find out soon enough.” 
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        Rafe Lingle watched his friend, Darryl Smock, carefully pack the bomb into a knapsack. 
 
        “You sure that thing will work?” 
 
        “Hell yes, it’ll work,” Darryl replied. “There’s enough C-4 in this baby to take out a city block. If the pres is within a hundred feet of the thing, it’ll do the trick. All you have to do is get it close to that monument.” 
 
        “Shouldn’t be a problem,” Rafe replied. “It’s gonna take at least three hours to get the monument ready to transport. The centerpiece alone weighs 15,000 pounds. We’ll have to have a crane to lift it. Once we start crating all the pieces, I’ll have plenty of opportunity to slip the bomb into one of the crates. When do we get our money?” 
 
        “As soon as the pres’s body parts are scattered along Ward Parkway. They promised the hundred grand would be in the storage locker at the bus station.” 
 
        “Are you sure we can trust these guys?” 
 
        “They gave us 5 g’s up front. That’s good enough for me.” 
 
        “Any idea who they are and why they want the guy dead?” 
 
        “Don’t know and don’t care as long as they pay.” 
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        Needless to say, I was intrigued by Marty’s prediction.  
 
        I dug out past copies of the Kansas City Star, and read everything I could find on the Confederate Memorial that was to be removed. 
 
        Mark was correct about the origin of the monument. It had indeed been at the intersection of 55th and Ward Parkway since 1958, but it was actually donated to the city in 1934, and had been originally located in the Country Club Plaza. 
 
        It’s truly amazing that the monument had been hanging around Kansas City for 83 years, and suddenly, it’s the center of controversy. 
 
        There had been a growing segment of people throughout the country who believed that anything glorifying the Confederacy was politically incorrect. 
 
        The movement took on steam right after nine worshipers were shot at a historic black church in Charleston, South Carolina. A few weeks later, a Confederate flag that had flown on capitol grounds in Columbia for 54 years, was taken down. 
 
        The movement spread from there, sparking a controversy between those who wanted the symbols of slavery tucked away, and historical preservationists. 
 
        Right here in Kansas City, the parks department received over a hundred calls once it was announced the memorial would be removed. Half of the calls said it was about time it was taken away, while the other half protested the removal of a cultural icon that had been in Kansas City for 83 years. 
 
        Letters to the editor reflected these differing opinions.  
 
        One man wrote, “The monument has been a symbol of racial hatred, white supremacy, and terrorism since it arrived here more than 80 years ago.” 
 
        Another wrote, “Where does it stop? Confederate flags? Statues? Monuments? George Washington and Thomas Jefferson were both slaveholders. Maybe their faces should be erased from our currency. Hiding these artifacts doesn’t change our history. They should remain as reminders so we don’t repeat our mistakes.” 
 
        A country divided. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 10 
 
      
 
        It was the day the president was coming to Kansas City.  
 
        Although Maggie and Veronica protested, Kevin and I had to see how the day would play out. 
 
        The streets around 55th and Ward Parkway were cordoned off. We had to walk four blocks to get to the intersection. 
 
        A platform had been erected, complete with bunting, the presidential seal, and a bank of microphones. News reporters with their videographers were crammed together in front of the platform. 
 
        Barriers had been erected which held back the restless crowd. There were lots of placards, both for and against the removal of the memorial. 
 
        Police and Secret Service agents were everywhere, keeping a watchful eye as the standard bearers shouted at one another. 
 
        The thing that caught my eye was about a half-dozen men, dressed in fatigues, carrying rifles and hand guns. 
 
        I pointed them out to Kevin. “Who are those guys? They don’t look like the National Guard.” 
 
        “They’re not,” he replied. “They’re Three Percenters.” 
 
        “What in the world is that?” 
 
        “Their official title is Three Percent United Patriots. They take their name from the percentage of American colonists said to have taken up arms against the British. They’ve been to several rallies around town, the J.C. Nichols Fountain, and the court house downtown. They claim they’re here to make sure the rallies remain peaceful.” 
 
        “I can’t imagine law enforcement letting them carry weapons --- especially when the president is coming. What if one of those guys is here to fulfill Marty’s prediction and opens fire?” 
 
        “First, open carry is legal in Missouri. Second, they’re just practicing their Second Amendment rights. Crazy, huh? You do notice that the Secret Service is keeping a close eye on them.” 
 
        I looked at my watch. “Thirty minutes until the big guy arrives.” 
 
        A construction crew had dismantled the memorial. The various parts were in crates, ready to be whisked to some undisclosed destination. A crane was standing by to lift the biggest crate. 
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        At that moment, a van pulled up. Three officers stepped out followed by three German Shepherds. 
 
        “Bomb sniffers,” Kevin commented, as the big dogs began nosing around the crates and platform. 
 
        Suddenly, one of the Shepherds that was inspecting the crates froze like a Beagle pointing at covey of quail. Immediately, his handler went into action. He spoke into his mike and was quickly joined by four others.  
 
        We watched, fascinated, as two of the men carefully pried open the crate. 
 
        As soon as the crate was opened, one of the men spoke into his mike. A Secret Service agent mounted the platform and switched on a microphone. 
 
        He held his hands in the air, pleadingly, as he addressed the crowd. 
 
        “Ladies and gentlemen, a situation has arisen which requires your complete cooperation. We are asking you to please vacate the area calmly, and return to your vehicles.” 
 
        Before he could continue, someone in the crowd yelled, “A bomb! They’ve found a bomb! Run!” 
 
        No doubt, visions of the Boston Marathon bombing flashed through people’s minds. Not wanting their scattered body parts on the evening news, they dropped their placards and began fleeing the intersection. Their exit was anything but calm. 
 
        The young, strong, and fleet of foot forged ahead, pushing and shoving to the ground the older, smaller, and weaker. The man on the platform continued to call for an orderly withdrawal, but his pleadings fell on deaf ears. 
 
        Kevin and I were on the outskirts of the crowd, standing in a yard on the east side of Ward Parkway. Seeing the stampede of bodies heading our way, we crouched behind a tree until the bulk of the surge had passed.  
 
        We peered around the tree and saw the fallen and trampled writhing in pain. Ambulances, sirens blaring, pulled into the intersection. Paramedics disembarked to minister to the wounded. 
 
        Another odd-shaped vehicle arrived. It was the bomb squad. Men in protective gear converged on the crate. 
 
        Kevin tugged on my sleeve. “Nothing we can do here. I say let’s skedaddle just in case something goes wrong over there. Our wives would really be pissed if we got blown to bits after they warned us not to come.” 
 
        “Agreed,” I replied. 
 
        As we headed back to our car, it suddenly occurred to me --- Marty said someone was going to hurt the president, and he was right again. 
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        Rafe Lingle and Darryl Smock, hidden behind shrubs in the center of the parkway, watched as preparations were being finalized for the president’s arrival. 
 
        Rafe looked at his watch. “Thirty more minutes and that hundred grand will be ours.” 
 
        “Yep,” Darryl replied, “all we have to do is dial the number on our cell, and BOOM!” 
 
        At that moment, the K-9 crews arrived. Dogs, followed by their handlers, began sniffing the crates. 
 
        “What the hell?” Darryl muttered. “Think they’ll find our little surprise?” 
 
        Then they saw one of the dogs freeze and point. 
 
        “Christ!” Rafe groaned. “That’s our crate. They’ve found it.” 
 
        “What should we do?” Darryl asked. “Should we blow the thing?” 
 
        “What’s the point?” Rafe replied. “We were hired to off the president. So what if we took a few people out with him. But now, there’s no reason to kill these innocent folks for nothing. Besides, it would cause such a stink, the president might leave town before we get another shot at him.” 
 
        “Makes sense,” Darryl replied, “but Gurd is gonna be really pissed.” 
 
        “He’ll get over it. We’ll get another chance --- this time with the 30-06.” 
 
        At that moment, a man began speaking to the crowd, and someone yelled, “BOMB!” 
 
        “Holy crap!” Rafe exclaimed, as the stampede of bodies headed their way. “Let’s get out of here.” 
 
        Hundreds of people rushed by, not realizing they had passed within feet of the two men who had planted the bomb. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 11 
 
      
 
        Later that evening, I received a call from Mark Davenport. 
 
        “Walt, Mark here. I guess you heard.” 
 
        “I not only heard, I was there. Quite a mess.” 
 
        “I’m not surprised. It could have been a lot worse. We neutralized the bomb, and the president is safe.” 
 
        “So, are you calling to thank us for saving the chief executives’ hide?” 
 
        “Yes and no. We did beef up security because of what you told us, so thank you for that. Actually, I’m calling because we need to talk to Marty Singer.” 
 
        I didn’t like the tone of his voice. 
 
        “Talk to him --- or interrogate him?” 
 
        “Come on, Walt. Surely you can understand our position. We get a warning from a kid who tells us someone wants to hurt the president, then, bingo, a bomb turns up where the president is supposed to speak. 
 
        “There are two possible scenarios. Your story is that the boy has suddenly developed supernatural powers that let him predict the future. The other possibility is that the kid overhears someone he’s close to, plotting the president’s assassination. If you were in our shoes, which story would seem more likely?” 
 
        I understood his position. I didn’t like it, but I understood it. 
 
        “Mark, I know this family. Marty is a loner. His dad, Josh, is an accountant. He has a nanny who watches Marty during the week while Josh is at work. The kid rides his bike and plays video games. These people are no threat.” 
 
        “You’re probably right, but we’re talking about the safety of the leader of the free world. We have to check it out. Obviously, the family trusts you. This will go a lot smoother if you set up an appointment for us.” 
 
        “Can I be there while you’re interrogating the poor kid?” 
 
        “Sure, I figured you’d insist. Look, all we want to do is clear the kid so we can concentrate our efforts on finding the real culprit.” 
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        I gave Mark as much detail as I had about the family so he could run whatever preliminary checks he wanted before the interview. 
 
        When I called Josh to set up the appointment, I made it sound like the Secret Service wanted to thank Marty. I didn’t see there was anything to gain by telling him his family was being investigated as domestic terrorists. 
 
        I met Mark and his crew outside Marty’s house. 
 
        “What have you found so far? Any skeletons or terrorists hiding in the Singer’s closet?” 
 
        “Don’t get snarky, Walt. We’re just doing our job, and no, we’ve found nothing incriminating thus far. The worst thing I came up with is Marty’s Uncle Jerry. Definitely a suspicious character.” 
 
        Mark was well acquainted with Jerry, and like the rest of us, had endured his endless litany of limericks and one-liners. 
 
        “Hopefully, this won’t take long,” he continued. “We just need to tie up a few loose ends.” 
 
        I had asked for Marty, Josh, and the nanny, Nellie, all to be present for our visit. When we entered, all were there. 
 
        After introductions, Mark got right to the point. “Anytime someone comes forward with a credible threat against the president, we have to check it out. I’m sure you understand.” 
 
        All three nodded in agreement. 
 
        “Good,” Mark continued, turning to Marty. “Marty, you told Walt that someone was going to hurt the president. How exactly did you know that? Did someone tell you? Did you overhear a conversation?” 
 
        Marty shrugged. “No, nothing like that. I just saw the man with the goofy hair on TV. I asked Uncle Walt who he was, and he said he was the president. He didn’t look anything like the presidents I had seen, but I figured Uncle Walt knew what he was talking about. Then, all of a sudden, I just knew. Somebody was going to hurt him. I don’t know how I knew. I just did. It was just like the other time when I saw the man on TV and knew he was innocent. I just knew.” 
 
        Mark turned to Josh and Nellie. “Is there anything the two of you can add that will help me understand?” 
 
        They both shook their heads. “This all started after Marty fell and hit his head,” Josh replied. “I don’t understand it either.” 
 
        Mark sighed. “Mr. Singer, I think we can wrap this up. Would you mind terribly if my men took a quick look around your house?” 
 
        “Be my guest,” he replied. “We have nothing to hide.” 
 
        Mark nodded, and his men spread throughout the house. 
 
        Minutes later, they were back. “Nothing, Boss.”  
 
        “Thank you so much,” Mark said, rising. “We won’t bother you further.” 
 
        He turned to Marty. “And thank you for your tip. You can rest easy. The president is safe and sound.” 
 
        “No, he isn’t,” Marty replied, solemnly. 
 
        “What did you just say?” Mark asked, obviously shaken. 
 
        “The president. You said he’s safe, but he’s not. Someone is still trying to hurt him.” 
 
        “How do you know that?” 
 
        Marty shrugged. “I just do.” 
 
        “Who is it? Do you know who’s trying to hurt the president?” 
 
        “Nope. I just know someone’s going to try.” 
 
        Mark thought for a moment. “The last time, you told Walt you saw a flag. Do you see anything this time?” 
 
        Marty closed his eyes. “Nope. Sorry.” 
 
        “If anything comes to you, please promise you’ll call Uncle Walt.” 
 
        “I promise,” Marty replied, crossing his heart. 
 
        As we were walking out the door, Marty tugged on my sleeve. “Uncle Walt, do you gamble?” 
 
        “Gamble?” 
 
        “You know, like poker.” 
 
        “No.” 
 
        “Do you go to one of the casinos?” 
 
        “No. What’s this all about?” 
 
        “Beats me. Just as you were leaving, it came to me that you were going to get lucky tonight. Thought I should tell you.” 
 
        “Thanks,” I replied, noticing that Mark was biting his lip, trying not to bust out laughing. 
 
        Outside, he could hold it no longer. “Quite a little prognosticator you’ve got in there. Looks like you’d better hurry home.” 
 
        “Yeah, well, we’ll see about that. So tell me, based on what Marty just told you, what’s next?” 
 
        “I’ll tell the president, of course. If I had my way, we’d cancel Kansas City, but POTUS is a stubborn cuss. He doesn’t like to be bullied. My guess is that we’ll keep our original schedule. We’ll just have to take extra precautions, like yesterday.” 
 
        “What is the schedule?” 
 
        “Tomorrow, he has meetings scheduled all day with the mayor and your state legislators. The next day, he’s visiting Veteran’s Village, the place where they’re building the tiny houses for homeless veterans. Then, it’s back to Washington.” 
 
        “If I hear anything from Marty, I’ll let you know. Stay safe and good luck.” 
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        The moment I walked into our apartment, I caught the tantalizing aroma of tuna casserole, one of my favorites. I usually prepare it myself to make sure it’s just right, but I had taught Maggie the basics and she does a credible job. 
 
        She met me at the door, gave me a big smooch, and led me to the dining room. The table was set with the piping hot casserole and chilled glasses of Arbor Mist. 
 
        “What’s all this?” I asked, trying not to drool. 
 
        Maggie gave me another hug and pulled out my chair. 
 
        “Yesterday, you and Kevin were nearly blown to bits. It made me think. Today, but for the grace of God, Veronica and I would be widows planning our husband’s funerals. Life is too short and too uncertain. We need to make the most of every day and our time together. I just wanted to do something special for you.” 
 
        “I --- I don’t know what to say --- except thank you. It means a lot.” 
 
        Maggie’s casserole was done to perfection, and after a second glass of Arbor Mist, Maggie rose, took my hand, and led me to the bedroom. 
 
        “Think you can handle some dessert?” she asked, seductively. 
 
        “I think I can manage,” I replied, kicking off my shoes. 
 
        Later that night, as I lay spent, but deliriously happy, a thought popped into my head. Marty was right. I had indeed gotten lucky. The kid was four for four. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 12 
 
      
 
        The next morning, the Kansas City Star confirmed what Mark had told me. The president would be meeting with the mayor and our state legislators. 
 
        It seemed more reasonable to me that if the assassins were to try again, it would more likely be the next day at the Veteran’s Village. 
 
        I had looked up information about the village at 89th and Troost. I was impressed by the scope of the project. 
 
        One of the tragedies of twenty-first century America is the plight of our returning veterans. It is well documented that many return home suffering from PTSD and find it difficult, if not impossible to adjust. Many cannot find or hold down jobs and roam the streets of our cities, homeless. 
 
        The Veteran’s Community Project constructed a village of 50 tiny houses, each about the size of a small studio apartment, complete with a small kitchen and bath. They are fully stocked, and veterans may stay there completely free as long as they need to. 
 
        I decided to drive to the village and take a look. 
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        The place was quite impressive. I could see why the president would want to pay a visit. The tiny houses were adorable. 
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        The surrounding area, while not exactly rural, was not densely populated. 
 
        Two churches and an auto repair shop were directly west of the village, a huge park was directly south, a residential area was to the east, and the Kindred Hospital was to the north.” 
 
        I didn’t envy Mark and his team of Secret Service agents. There were a multitude of places an assassin could hide. 
 
        I returned home, called Kevin, and brought him up to date on our visit with Marty’s family and my trip to the Veteran’s Village. 
 
        He agreed that the village would be the most likely place for an assassin’s attack. 
 
        “I suppose you plan on being there tomorrow for the president’s visit,” he said. 
 
        “Yes, that was my plan. Care to tag along?” 
 
        “Wouldn’t miss it. By the way, just a personal question. Was Maggie unusually attentive last night?” 
 
        “By attentive, do you mean ---?” 
 
        “Yes, that’s exactly what I mean.” 
 
        “As a matter of fact, she was. Why do you ask?” 
 
        “Because Veronica was too. Frankly, I was so worn out, I could barely climb out of bed this morning.” 
 
        Apparently, Kevin had gotten lucky as well. 
 
        “If you are fully recuperated, how about coming by my place in the morning and we’ll go to the village from here?” 
 
        “Sounds like a plan.” 
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        Dawn broke, and on the roof of the Kindred Hospital, Rafe Lingle crawled from under a blanket, stretched, and moaned. “Damn, Daryl, my back is killing me. It would have been nice to have a few more blankets for padding.” 
 
        “Quit complaining. I was lucky to get these two. That nurse almost caught me. Good thing they only have a skeleton crew at night.” 
 
        “Yeah, that was good thinkin’, Daryl, comin’ up here in the dead of night. Snuck right by that nurse emptying a bed pan. Are you all set?” 
 
        “Yep, got my 30-06, my tripod, and my scope. I’ve dropped deer a lot farther away than the president’s gonna be. By tonight, we’ll be rollin’ in the green.” 
 
        “I certainly hope so. Gurd was really pissed we didn’t get him with the bomb.” 
 
        “Gurd’s a mean s.o.b. for sure. We don’t wanna get crossways with him. Listen, my guts are growlin’. Think you could rustle us up some grub?” 
 
        “I’ll give it a try. We don’t want to mess this up tryin’ to get a burger. I’ll be back as soon as I can.” 
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        Kevin arrived at ten the next morning. We decided to grab a bite of lunch at Mel’s Diner, then head to the village for the president’s address which was scheduled for two o’clock. 
 
        We were about to head out when the phone rang. 
 
        “Uncle Walt, this is Marty.” 
 
        “Hi, what’s up?” 
 
        “You said to call if I saw anything in my head about the president --- you know, like I saw the flag before.” 
 
        “So you saw something?” I asked, trying to contain my excitement. 
 
        “Yes, I did.” 
 
        “What did you see?” 
 
        “Snakes! Two of them.” 
 
        “Snakes? Are you sure?” 
 
        “Positive! It looked like they were trying to kill some kind of bird.” 
 
        “Did you see anything else?” 
 
        “Nope, just the snakes and the bird. Did I do good?” 
 
        “You certainly did. I’m proud of you. If you see anything else, please call.” 
 
        “I will, Uncle Walt. I promise.” 
 
        I had the phone on speaker, so Kevin overheard the conversation. 
 
        “What the hell? Snakes and a bird. Does that mean anything to you?” 
 
        “Not off hand.” 
 
        “You said you drove around the neighborhood. What’s nearby?” 
 
        “A couple of churches, an apartment complex, and a park. A park! There would certainly be snakes and birds in a park.” 
 
        “How far is the park from the village?” 
 
        “I don’t know, several blocks.” 
 
        Then I thought about the lay of the land. “It’s not the park. There’s one of those self-storage places and an apartment complex between the village and the park. It might be a good place to hide, but not a place from which to attack.” 
 
        “So what else is around there?” 
 
        I retraced the route I had taken in my mind. “The Kindred Hospital is a block north of the village.”  
 
        Kevin’s face lit up. “The hospital! That’s it!” 
 
        “Really? How do you connect snakes with a hospital?” 
 
        “A caduceus.” 
 
        “A what?” 
 
        “Caduceus. Look it up on your computer.” 
 
        I Googled caduceus, and the image popped up. 
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        “Holy crap! Two snakes and a bird. A medical symbol. You’re right. It’s the hospital.” 
 
        “Tell me about the place.” 
 
        “It’s not a big hospital. Three stories high, I think.” 
 
        “Would there be a view of the village from the roof?” 
 
        I thought for a moment. “Could be.” 
 
        “Grab your gun and let’s go,” Kevin said, heading for the door. 
 
        “Hold on. Shouldn’t we call Mark?” 
 
        “And tell him what? We got a call from an eleven-year-old kid who said he saw a couple of snakes and a bird?” 
 
        “I guess you’re right. It does sound pretty silly.” 
 
        “We can check the place out and have plenty of time to call him if we find something.” 
 
        “Where are we going now?” 
 
        “My place.” 
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        Kevin rummaged around in his closet, and I heard him say, “Aha! There they are.” 
 
        He emerged, and tossed a couple of garments in my lap. “Here, put these on.” 
 
        “What are they?” 
 
        “Scrubs, of course. We can’t roam freely around the hospital looking like a couple of schmucks off the street.” 
 
        “They smell like moth balls.” 
 
        “Quit complaining and put them on.” 
 
        Kevin never ceases to amaze me. “Do you have an outfit for everything?” 
 
        “Do dogs have fleas,” he replied, grinning. 
 
        After we finished changing, Kevin rummaged around in a box. “Here,” he said, handing me a plastic card with a clip. “Put that on and you’ll look official.” 
 
        I looked at the card. “These are from Disneyland!” 
 
        “Yeah, but nobody ever really looks at them. Trust me.” 
 
        When everything was in place, Kevin looked us over. “Perfect! These scrubs are loose enough no one will suspect we’re packing heat underneath. You ready Doctor Welby?” 
 
        “Ready as I’ll ever be, Dr. Casey.” 
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        It was a little before one o’clock when we parked in the hospital lot. 
 
        “Roof access should be on the third floor,” Kevin said, entering the lobby. 
 
        The elevator opened into a large waiting area and a nurse’s station. A young candy-stripper was seated behind a desk. 
 
        “May I help you,” she asked, enthusiastically. 
 
        “Why yes, uhhh, Misty,” Kevin replied, leaning close to look at her name badge. “I’m Dr. Ben Casey, and this is Dr. Marcus Welby. We’ve just completed an aortic vivisection. It was quite an ordeal. We thought we’d go to the roof for a breath of fresh air. Would you happen to know the whereabouts of the roof access door?” 
 
        “Why, yes indeed,” she replied, obviously impressed. “Down that corridor, then left. You can’t miss it.” 
 
        “Thank you, my dear,” he replied graciously. 
 
        “Aortic vivisection?” I whispered, as we followed her directions down the hall. “What’s that?” 
 
        “Damned if I know,” he replied, “but Misty didn’t know either.” 
 
        We found the door, climbed the stairs, and stepped out onto the roof. 
 
        Kevin was ahead of me. Suddenly he stopped, put his finger to his lips, and pointed. I looked over his shoulder and saw a man in a prone position, peering through the scope of a rifle mounted on a tripod. He appeared to be alone. 
 
        We pulled our weapons and crept toward the shooter. 
 
        “Hands off the rifle!” Kevin ordered. 
 
        The man looked around, surprised. “Who the hell are you guys?” 
 
        “Concerned citizens,” Kevin replied. “Now step away from that rifle, get down on your knees, and put your hands behind your head.” 
 
        “How ‘bout you do that instead,” came a voice from behind us. 
 
        We looked back and saw a second man, a Burger King bag in one hand and a .45 in the other. 
 
        “Oops!” I muttered. “Not good.” 
 
        “I don’t think so,” Kevin replied, facing the man. “The way I see it, it’s two guns to your one.” 
 
        The guy frowned, and thought for a moment, possibly trying to figure the math. 
 
        “Don’t matter how many guns you got,” the man replied. “I’m gonna get one of you, and while I’m doin’ that, Darryl is gonna get his piece and get the other.” 
 
        “Looks like we’ve got a Mexican standoff,” Kevin replied. 
 
        The man appeared confused. “You guys don’t look Mexican.” 
 
        “Not the brightest bulb in the marquee,” Kevin whispered. “Follow along.” 
 
        “Listen up. This is all wrong. If we kill each other, who is going to kill the president?” 
 
        Now the guy was really confused. “You two are here to kill the president?” 
 
        “Hell yes! We figured the top of this roof would be the best spot. Looks like you had the same idea.” 
 
        “Did Gurd send you?” 
 
        “Uhhh --- of course. Gurd. Who else?” 
 
        The guy with the rifle spoke for the first time. “He could be tellin’ the truth, Rafe. After all, we screwed up the first time. Maybe he hired these two as insurance.” 
 
        Rafe mulled this over. “Yeah, Gurd would do that.” 
 
        Then he looked at our guns. “Hey, wait a minute! You ain’t here to kill the president. Not with those pea shooters. No way you could whack him from this distance.” 
 
        “Oops!” I muttered again. “Any more bright ideas?” 
 
        Just then, we heard the beat of helicopter rotors, and a voice boomed, “Lay down your weapons.” 
 
        “Quick!” I said. “Hit the ground.” 
 
        We tossed our guns away and lay face down on the roof. 
 
        Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid did just the opposite.  
 
        The second guy dropped his Burger King bag and fired a couple of rounds at the chopper. The other guy picked up his rifle and had just shouldered it, when I heard the crack of automatic gunfire. 
 
        In an instant, both men were dead. 
 
        Seconds later we heard a crash, and a half-dozen men in riot gear burst through the door. “Don’t move a muscle,” a gruff voice ordered. “Don’t even twitch.” 
 
        I had the sudden urge to pass gas, but I wasn’t sure if that would be considered a twitch, so I stifled it. 
 
        A moment later, I heard a familiar voice. “Doctors Welby and Casey, I presume.”  
 
        It was Mark, and none too soon. I could hold my flatulence no longer. 
 
        “About time you showed up,” Kevin said. “What tipped you off?” 
 
        “Nurse Ratched on the third floor. When she returned to her station, little miss candy striper bragged about meeting two prominent doctors, Marcus Welby and Ben Casey. The poor girl didn’t have a clue. Thankfully, the older gal had been around the block a few times. The minute she heard the names, she knew there were a couple of kooks on the roof. She called the cops. They knew the president was coming and called us. Now, your turn. What are you two doing here?” 
 
        “Trying to save the president’s ass,” Kevin retorted. 
 
        “I get that, but what tipped you off?” 
 
        “It was Marty,” I replied. “Something popped into his head, and he called, just like he promised." 
 
        “What did he see?” 
 
        “Two snakes and a bird.” 
 
        Mark gave me the ‘you gotta be kidding me’ look. “How did two snakes and a bird get you onto this roof?” 
 
        “It was a caduceus, the medical symbol. The kid saw it, but had no idea what it was. When we figured it out, we knew it had to be the hospital.” 
 
        “You said you’d call me.” 
 
        “If I’d called you and told you a kid saw two snakes and a bird, exactly what would you have done?” 
 
        “I see your point.” 
 
        “We were going to check it out, then give you a call if we found something.” 
 
        Mark looked at the two men bleeding on the roof. “Did you get anything from these guys?” 
 
        “The one laying on the French fries is Rafe. The one with the rifle is Darryl.” 
 
        “One more thing,” Kevin interrupted, “They mentioned someone named Gurd. I think that’s who hired them.” 
 
        “Wonderful! Just wonderful,” Mark said grimly. “That’s just what I need.” 
 
        “You know the guy?” 
 
        Mark nodded. “Gurd Gronke. He’s a fixer --- a middleman. Someone hired him to assassinate the president, and he hired these mopes to do the deed. He’s one bad hombre.” 
 
        “So now that you know, pick him up.” 
 
        “We would if we could. The guy’s a ghost.” 
 
        “Now what?” I asked. 
 
        “You know the drill,” Mark replied. “We need to take your statements and get this mess cleaned up.” 
 
        Then he spotted our nametags. “Those are from Disneyland!” 
 
        “The happiest place on earth,” Kevin replied, grinning. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 13 
 
      
 
        I heard bells ringing. 
 
        I opened one eye and looked at the clock. It was only 6:00 A.M. After a grueling six-hour de-briefing with Homeland Security, all I wanted was an uninterrupted night’s sleep. Apparently, that wasn’t going to happen. 
 
        The bells continued to ring. It was the telephone. 
 
        Maggie stirred beside me. “You gonna get that?” 
 
        I didn’t want to, but it wouldn’t quit. 
 
        “Hulllo,” I mumbled. 
 
        “Is this Walt Williams Investigations?” asked the voice on the other end. 
 
        “Yes, but we’re not open yet,” I replied, “call back later.” 
 
        “Don’t hang up, please!” the voice pleaded. “My name is Larry Grissom. I’m an investigative reporter for KMBC TV. We’re doing a follow-up on the story that was in the Kansas City Star this morning. I was hoping we could schedule an interview.” 
 
        “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I replied. “Anyway, I don’t do interviews.” 
 
        I hung up. 
 
        I had just nodded off to sleep again when the phone rang a second time. 
 
        “Walt Williams Investigations? My name is Frank Powell. I’m with the WDAF TV news department. We’d love to get a comment from you about your role in saving the president.” 
 
        “Role? What role?” 
 
        “Your relationship with the boy, of course. The story was in the Star this morning.” 
 
        “Sorry,” I replied. “No comment.” 
 
        I thought about trying to go back to sleep, but it was too late. 
 
        “Well, crap!” I muttered, climbing out of bed and donning my robe and slippers. 
 
        The phone, and me getting up had roused Maggie. 
 
        “What in the world’s going on?” she asked, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. 
 
        “I’m not sure, but it sounds like there’s something in the morning paper I should see.” 
 
        I trudged down the stairs and found the paper laying on top of a pile of dog poop, no doubt compliments of Mrs. Dugan’s mutt who loves to crap in my yard. 
 
        I wiped it on the grass and headed back upstairs. 
 
        Dad met me on the second-floor landing. “Well, well, if it isn’t our resident TV news star.” 
 
        “Don’t play games, Dad. I’m not in the mood.” 
 
        “My goodness, I wouldn’t think the city’s newest hero would be so cranky.” 
 
        “Hero? I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 
 
        “Really? It was on the morning news. Every channel. What you and Kevin did to save the president.” 
 
        “Oh no!” I muttered, ripping the sleeve off the paper. 
 
        There it was, right on the front page. The headline read: Young boy thwarts plot to assassinate the president. 
 
        The story went on to say that two men from Walt Williams Investigations were given information by an eleven-year-old boy. The information led the investigators to the site of the attack, where they held the would-be assassins at bay until the Secret Service arrived. 
 
        “Congratulations, Son,” Dad said, slapping me on the back. “I’m proud of you.” 
 
        “Thanks,” I muttered, heading to my apartment. 
 
        Maggie met me at the door. “You received two more calls while you were out. What’s going on?” 
 
        I handed her the paper and pointed to the headline. 
 
        “Oh, dear!” she said, as she read the article. 
 
        Oh dear, indeed! Phineas T. Barnum once said that there’s no such thing as bad publicity. That may be true unless your goal is to stay out of the spotlight. When I was on the force, Ox and I were involved in several high-profile cases. Reporters were always hounding us for comments, which we politely declined. We learned, over the years, that keeping our mouths shut was the best way to stay out of trouble. Comments invariably lead to controversy. 
 
        “What are you going to do?” Maggie asked. 
 
        “Do? The first thing I’m going to do is call Mark Davenport and give him a piece of my mind.” 
 
        I found my cell phone and punched Mark’s number. 
 
        The moment he answered, I was ready to pounce. “Mark! What the hell were you thinking?” 
 
        “I suppose you’re referring to the article in the paper,” he replied, apologetically. 
 
        “You’re damned right that’s what I’m referring to. According to Dad, it’s on every news channel as well.” 
 
        “First of all, I want you to know this was not my doing. My goal was to keep a lid on the story. The last thing I wanted was the public to know someone tried to murder their president. Apparently, someone leaked the story to the press and, of course, they ran with it. That may not be any consolation, but it’s the truth.” 
 
        “You’re right, it’s no consolation. My phone has been ringing off the hook this morning, reporters wanting interviews.” 
 
        “What have you told them?” 
 
        “No comment, of course. I don’t like it, but it’s not me I’m worried about. I can handle the press, but what about Marty Singer? Thankfully, his name wasn’t in the paper, but I have no doubt those bird dog reporters will sniff him out. We have to try to keep him out of this if possible. The poor kid doesn’t need this.” 
 
        A moment of silence on the other end. “Uhhhh, Walt, we may have a problem there.” 
 
        “What kind of problem?” 
 
        “The president. The moment he heard the details of the plot and how it was foiled, he insisted on meeting the people who saved his life.” 
 
        “I guess that’s reasonable. I assume we’re talking about a private meet and greet at the president’s hotel.” 
 
        “Uhhh ---not exactly.” 
 
        It took a minute for what Mark said to register. 
 
        “You mean ---?” 
 
        “Yes, the president is holding a news conference, and he wants to meet you, Kevin, and Marty to thank you personally. It’s quite an honor.” 
 
        I was fuming. “Honor my ass! This is nothing but a publicity stunt. POTUS shaking hands with the amazing young kid who saved his bacon in front of a gaggle of reporters. I’ll bet my Social Security check he’s been on Twitter all morning.” 
 
        “Walt, I know you hate this stuff, and I don’t deny there’s some politics involved, but it’s the President of the United States, for chrissakes! Please don’t tell me you’re going to cause a scene.” 
 
        He was right, of course. I didn’t like it, but I’d have to play along. Acting like a buttinsky would only prolong the agony and make things worse. My best play was to do my best to protect Marty from the vultures. 
 
        “So how will this thing go down?” 
 
        “It will take place at the Singer house this afternoon at three.” 
 
        I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Singer’s house? You’re taking this three-ring circus into the kid’s living room?” 
 
        “I know, I know, but think about it. A precocious kid living on Main Street in middle class America saves the leader of the free world. You couldn’t write a more home-spun script.” 
 
        “Marty doesn’t live on Main Street.” 
 
        “I know that. I was making a point. You, of all people, know what has to take place before the president arrives. We’d like you and Kevin to be there by two o’clock.” 
 
        “Can Maggie and Veronica come?” 
 
        “Of course. The spouses of the conquering heroes proudly supporting their husbands. It will look great.” 
 
        “And Jerry?” 
 
        “Walt, don’t push too hard.” 
 
        “Hey, Jerry is the kid’s uncle. His only living relative except for his dad. I’d hate for the press to learn you squeezed him out.” 
 
        Mark sighed, “You drive a hard bargain. Just keep that goofball under control --- and under NO circumstances is he to tell jokes to the president.” 
 
        The scene from the movie, Forrest Gump, where Forrest meets President Johnson, flashed into my mind. The president asked Forrest about his battle wound, Forrest dropped his pants, and proudly showed the president where he’d been shot in the buttocks. 
 
        “I’ll see what I can do, but no promises.” 
 
        “Oh, one more thing,” Mark added. “They pulled Gurd Gronke’s body out of the Missouri River this morning. He’d taken two in the back of his head. Evidently, whoever hired Gurd to off the president wasn’t too happy with the assassin’s two failed attempts.” 
 
        “Something tells me you’re not too upset with Gurd’s passing.” 
 
        “You got that right. The problem is that whoever hired him is still out there. No doubt there will other attempts.” 
 
        “Think of it as job security.” 
 
        I didn’t envy Mark. It was a job I’d never want. 
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        Mark had asked us to be at the Singer’s house at two, but we arrived right after lunch. It occurred to me that Marty might need some moral support to get through the ordeal, and I was right. 
 
        The Secret Service had converged on the little bungalow in full force, inspecting the house, yard, and surrounding neighborhood with a fine-toothed comb, and snipers had been stationed on the roof. 
 
        The pandemonium was enough to scare the bejesus out of a rational adult, not to mention an eleven-year-old kid. 
 
        Jerry, Kevin, Maggie, Veronica, and I huddled together with Josh and Marty in the living room while the Secret Service agents set up the presidential platform and press area on the front lawn. 
 
        To my surprise, Marty seemed more confused than afraid. 
 
        “Uncle Walt, I don’t get all the fuss. All I did was tell you some things I saw in my head. It really wasn’t a big deal.” 
 
        “It was kind of a big deal,” I replied, trying to reassure him. “The things you told us helped save the president’s life. He’s just coming by today to thank you.” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “That’s okay I guess --- but he’s going to be late.” 
 
        That caught me off guard. “What do you mean, late?” 
 
        “He’s supposed to be here at three, but he won’t get here until three-thirty.” 
 
        “How do you know that?” 
 
        “I just do. He’ll be okay --- just late.” 
 
        At three o’clock, the press had gathered with their microphones, cameras, and news feeds. The sidewalks were lined with people who had come to witness this heart-warming event --- but the president was nowhere to be seen. 
 
        At five after three, my cell phone rang. It was Mark. 
 
        “We’re on the way,” he said, breathlessly. “Would you believe it --- a flat tire on the president’s limo. I don’t think that’s ever happened before.” 
 
        After I shared the news with our little group, Marty grinned. “Told you.” 
 
        At precisely three-thirty, the president’s motorcade pulled up in front of the house. Marty saw me checking my watch. “Told you.” 
 
        The president stepped out of his limo, surrounded by Secret Service agents, and made his way to the platform. Once he was in place, Mark entered and motioned for us to step outside. Kevin, Marty, and I were to be seated to the right of the president. Veronica, Maggie, Josh, and Jerry were given seats in the back. 
 
        During our de-briefing session, I mentioned to Mark that Marty knew the Pledge of Allegiance. Evidently Mark had passed this information to the president, who called Marty forward and asked him to lead the crowd in the pledge. 
 
        The crowd came to their feet, and Marty beamed as he put his hand over his heart, and in full voice, recited those hallowed words. 
 
        When he was finished, everyone, led by the president, applauded and cheered. 
 
        For the next fifteen minutes, the president waxed philosophical about our youth being the future of our country, and how young Marty was a shining example. He shared how Marty’s uncanny intuition had led to the discovery of the memorial bomb and the location of the sniper assassins. 
 
        He concluded by calling the three of us to his side. 
 
        He held up a velvet case. “It is my pleasure to award these three outstanding citizens the Presidential Medal of Freedom. It is the highest civilian award of the United States. It recognizes people who have made an especially meritorious contribution to the security or national interests of the United States.” 
 
        He paused for a moment and grinned. “And I can think of no better contribution than saving the life of the president.” 
 
        Needless to say, I was stunned. Mark had mentioned nothing about this. 
 
        The three of us stood at attention as the president presented our medals and shook our hands. 
 
        Then we were dismissed, took our seats, and after a few more platitudes, the president apologized, “I’d love to stay and take some questions, but Air Force One is waiting. Thank you all for coming.” 
 
        Surrounded again by agents, the president made his way to the limo, and was gone. 
 
        This was the time I had been dreading. The press had seen the ceremony, but had been given the bum’s rush by the president. That left Kevin, Marty, and me to face the shouting reporters. 
 
        I had told Mark that Kevin and I weren’t interested in publicity, and I didn’t think it would be in Marty’s best interests to be grilled by the press. 
 
        Basically, his reply was that after the president was gone, it wasn’t his problem anymore, and he didn’t give a rat’s ass how we dealt with the press. 
 
        With that in mind, I had put together a brief speech. 
 
        I stepped to the mike, raised my hands, and the gaggle of reporters quieted. 
 
        “I want to thank you all for being here today. To receive the Presidential Medal of Freedom was indeed an honor for the three of us. We are happy to have had the opportunity to serve our country and our president. Other than that, due to the security issues involved with recent events, we will not be able to take questions at this time. Furthermore, I’m sure you can understand what an impact all this could have on an eleven-year-old boy. We ask that you respect the privacy of Marty and his family, and let them return to their normal daily lives. Thank you, and good afternoon.” 
 
        As I left the podium, I heard the shouts. 
 
        “What about the boy? How did he know?” 
 
        “The public has the right to know. Let us talk to the boy.” 
 
        Inside, the seven of us huddled. “They’re not going to give up easily,” Kevin commented. 
 
        “They may camp out there all night, waiting for Marty to come out,” Maggie added. 
 
        I smiled. “Probably not. They haven’t seen my secret weapon.” 
 
        “What secret weapon?” Veronica asked. 
 
        I turned to Jerry. “Are you ready?” 
 
        “Heck, yes!” he replied, enthusiastically. “Let me at ‘em.” 
 
        We watched as Jerry climbed onto the platform and reached for the mike. 
 
        “Good afternoon. I’m sure many of you have decided to hang around awhile hoping to get an interview with Marty, Kevin or Walt. I’m here to tell you that’s not going to happen, but I’m sure some of you will stay anyway. 
 
        “The good news is that while you’re waiting in vain for that interview the will never come, I will be here to entertain you --- all afternoon --- all evening --- no matter how long it takes, I’ll be here for you. 
 
        “So let’s get started. Who among you loves limericks?” 
 
        The reporters looked at one another questioningly, but no one raised their hand. 
 
        “Fantastic!” Jerry said. “Here’s the first one: 
 
        There once was a pirate named Gates, 
 
        Who could do the fandango on skates. 
 
        But he tripped on his cutlass, 
 
        Which rendered him nutless, 
 
        And practically useless on dates. 
 
      
 
        “Here’s another good one: 
 
      
 
        There once was a couple from Bevil 
 
        Whose habits were quite medieval. 
 
        They stripped to the skin, 
 
        Pulled out a pin, 
 
        And picked lint from each other’s neeval. 
 
      
 
        “That’s disgusting!” Maggie said, grimacing. 
 
        “It’s supposed to be,” I replied. “Just listen.” 
 
        We heard one of the reporters grumble. “What the hell. This guy is nuts.” 
 
      
 
        Jerry forged ahead. 
 
      
 
        There was a young fellow from Leeds, 
 
        Who swallowed a package of seeds. 
 
        Great tufts of grass, 
 
        Sprouted out of his ass, 
 
        And his tushy was covered with weeds. 
 
      
 
        “I hope you’re all enjoying this. I know I am, and I have hundreds more I can’t wait to share with you.” 
 
        Another reporter shook his head. “I’m not getting paid enough to listen to this crap. I’m outta here.” 
 
        “Me, too,” another agreed. 
 
        One by one, as Jerry droned on, the reporters packed up their gear and slumped away. 
 
        After they were gone, Jerry returned triumphantly. “How’d I do?” 
 
        “Smashing success,” Kevin said, slapping him on the back. 
 
        Marty hugged his legs. I love you, Uncle Jerry. Thank you.” 
 
        A tear ran down my friend’s cheek. 
 
        Jerry had given the performance of his life.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 14 
 
      
 
        “I don’t get it,” Leroy Duncan said, scratching his head. “Why would we want to snatch a kid?” 
 
        “You’re dumb as a box of rocks,” Maurice Larson replied, tossing the Kansas City Star into his friend’s lap. “I thought you read the article on the front page.” 
 
        “I did read it,” Leroy replied defensively. “It’s about a kid who helped save the president. What’s that got to do with us?” 
 
        “It’s not what he did,” Maurice replied, “but how he did it. The kid saw things in his head --- things that hadn’t happened yet. Then he told these two old gumshoes who used the information to save the president. Now do you see?” 
 
        “Not really.” 
 
        “Good Lord,” Maurice sighed, exasperated. “I don’t know why I put up with you. The kid can predict the future! Think about it. The Powerball jackpot is 370 million. What if the kid could predict the winning numbers? Jack Flash is running at Belmont this weekend and the odds are 10 to 1. What if the kid knew which horse was going to win the race?” 
 
        Maurice could see a light go on in his friend’s eyes. “Ohhh, now I get it. We snatch the kid, have him give us tips, and we cash in. Maurice, you’re a genius!” Then he frowned. “How do we get the kid? We don’t know nothin’ about him.” 
 
        “Of course we do,” Maurice replied. “I suppose you didn’t watch the news report on TV where the president gave the kid a medal.” 
 
        “Naw, I was watchin’ Wheel of Fortune. That Vanna White is a hottie.” 
 
        “Well, for your information, the medal presentation was at the kid’s house. I was there and talked to some neighbors. The boy lives with his father. No mother. During the week, a nanny watches the kid. When all the hoopla dies down, snatchin’ the kid should be a piece of cake. You in?” 
 
        “Hell yes! Sounds like easy money to me.” 
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        Marty parted the blinds and peered into the street. This was the first time since the president left, that there were no reporters sitting in cars hoping he would come out.  
 
        Guess they gave up, Marty thought, smiling. 
 
        He ran into the kitchen. “Nellie, no reporters! May I ride my bike now?” 
 
        The nanny smiled. “Sure, but you know the rules, you stay on our street and wear your helmet.” She looked at her watch. “It’s ten-thirty. Be back no later than twelve. I’m making toasted cheese sandwiches for lunch.” 
 
        Marty gave her a hug, and headed to the garage for his bike. 
 
        Helmet in place, he climbed on and sped into the street. 
 
        It had been more than a week since he’d ridden, and he felt free as a bird as he felt the wind in his face. 
 
        At the end of the block, he pulled up at the stop sign and looked both ways. Seeing no oncoming cars, he took off again. One more block was as far as he was permitted to go by himself. 
 
        He waved at Mr. Perkins who was washing his car. 
 
        As he approached the next intersection, he spotted a puppy on the curb, just inches from the street. 
 
        “He’s just a baby,” Marty said to himself. “Must have gotten loose and run away. If he goes into the street, he’ll get run over.” 
 
        Marty parked his bike, took off his helmet, and knelt down beside the puppy, not noticing the blue van parked on the side street. 
 
        The pup licked Marty’s hand, begging to be picked up. The moment Marty had the pup in his arms, two men hopped out of the van. One grabbed Marty and the pup. 
 
        “I’ve got the kid, Leroy. You get the bike.” 
 
        In less than thirty seconds, the two men, Marty, and his bike were in the van.  
 
        “Worked like a charm,” Leroy said, hanging onto a struggling Marty. 
 
        “I knew it would,” Maurice replied. “No boy can resist a cute dog.” 
 
        Marty continued to struggle.  
 
        “Hey, kid,” Leroy said, “settle down. We’re not gonna hurt you.” 
 
        Sensing his struggles were getting him nowhere, Marty sat quietly. “I want to go home. Now!” 
 
        “That’s not gonna happen, kid. Just sit still.” 
 
        “Why are you doing this? I don’t even know you.” 
 
        “You’ll find out soon enough,” Maurice replied. “It’s kinda like a game. You play along with us and everything will be just fine.” 
 
        Marty sat quietly, the little dog snuggled in his lap. 
 
        “Almost there,” Maurice said. 
 
        Marty estimated they’d been on the road a little over a half hour. 
 
        A few minutes later the van turned, and Marty heard the crunch of gravel. Five minutes more, and the van stopped. Leroy opened the door, and Marty realized he was no longer in the city. He saw a small bungalow and a barn. He looked around and there was nothing but fields and pasture as far as he could see. 
 
        “That’s right, kid,” Maurice said, “you’re out in the country. Waaaay out. Just so you know, there’s not another house for miles. You can scream and shout all you want, but nobody’s gonna hear you but the coyotes.” 
 
        They led Marty inside and locked the door. The old place was reasonably well kept. There was a TV, and Marty had seen a satellite dish in the yard. 
 
        In addition to a small couch and the TV, two twin beds had been set up in the living room. 
 
        “This is gonna be home sweet home for a while kid, so make yourself comfortable. There’s pop, juice, and all kinds of snacks in the kitchen. Help yourself whenever you want. Oh, yeah, here’s a little somethin’ to help you pass the time,” Maurice said, handing Marty a Game Boy. 
 
        “I don’t understand,” Marty said, obviously confused. “You’ve kidnapped me, but you’re giving me all this stuff.” 
 
        “We want you to be happy and comfortable, Marty boy,” Maurice replied. “Don’t think of it as being kidnapped. We brought you here to be partners with us.” 
 
        “Partners? Why would I want to be partners with a couple of creeps like you?” 
 
        “Now, now, don’t be nasty. I’ll explain. You obviously have this --- uhhh --- gift. This ability to see things in the future, like the stuff you saw that saved the president. We figured we could put that gift to good use. You could tell us stuff that would make us all rich. Here’s the deal: work with us for a while. We’ll rake in the dough and split it with you. How would you like to go back to your dad with a suitcase full of cash?” 
 
        “Tell you stuff? What kind of stuff?” 
 
        “Ummmm, like winning lottery numbers, for instance.” 
 
        Marty shook his head. “You might as well take me home. It doesn’t work that way. I don’t go looking for things --- they just come to me. I didn’t see the president and try to see something about him. It just came to me all of a sudden.” 
 
        “I think you’re being too modest. You’ve got this thing going on in your head. You just haven’t learned how to harness it yet. It’s like any other skill. Practice makes perfect.” 
 
        Marty shook his head. “I’m telling you --- it’s not going to work.” 
 
        “Oh yeah. We’ll see about that.” 
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        After a nice lunch, I was sleepy, and had just decided to take a nap when the phone rang. 
 
        “Walt, it’s Josh Singer. Marty’s gone!” 
 
        Now I was wide awake. “What do you mean, gone?” 
 
        “Marty went for a bike ride about ten-thirty. He promised Nellie he’d be back at noon for lunch. When he hadn’t returned by twelve-thirty, Nellie went looking for him, figuring he’d just lost track of time. When she couldn’t find him, she called me at work. I came right home. I’ve driven the streets for three blocks around our house, but there’s no sign of him. Walt, what if someone’s taken him?” 
 
        “Try not to worry,” I said, trying to keep the panic out of my voice. “I’m sure there’s some reasonable explanation. Hang tight, I’ll be right over.” 
 
        I called Kevin. He said he’d meet me there. 
 
        On the way to the Singer house, I tried to think of all the possible reasons for Marty’s disappearance. Maybe he met up with a friend and he went to their house. Maybe he had another accident and he’s lying in a ditch. Those would be reasonable assumptions under normal circumstances, but life hadn’t been normal for Marty since the president’s visit. I knew all too well from my years on the force, how many kooks are out there, and Marty’s story was just the kind of thing that would draw them out of the woodwork. 
 
        A distraught Josh met me at the door. “Nothing! Not a word! Marty’s just vanished!” 
 
        At that moment, Kevin arrived. Together, we sat down with Nellie. She confirmed what Josh had told me on the phone. 
 
        “You say he checked the street and it was clear?” I asked. 
 
        “That’s what he said. I believed him. He’d been checking every day because he wanted to ride his bike. I’m so sorry. I should have checked myself.” 
 
        “Don’t blame yourself, Nellie. This isn’t your fault. We’ll find him.” I said the words with more conviction than I actually felt. 
 
        “Where does Marty usually ride?” Kevin asked. 
 
        “He has a limit,” Josh replied. “Two blocks each direction from our house. He’s never strayed before.” 
 
        I turned to Kevin. “That’s not a big area. Are you thinking door-to-door?” 
 
        “That would be my next step,” he replied. “Maybe one of the neighbors saw something.” 
 
        “Let’s do it. You go left, I’ll go right.” 
 
        “I’m coming too,” Josh said. 
 
        Kevin and I exchanged glances. “I think you should stay here --- just in case there’s a phone call.” 
 
        “Yeah, you’re right. Marty might call.” Then Josh turned white. “Oh Christ! You weren’t talking about a call from Marty. You were talking about a ransom call.” 
 
        “We just need to be prepared for anything,” I replied. 
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        In the first block, I got nothing.  
 
        In the second block, I talked to a Mr. Perkins, a nice old gent who saw Marty whiz by as he was washing his car. 
 
        “By any chance, did you see him ride back toward his house?” 
 
        He thought for a moment. “As a matter of fact, I didn’t.” 
 
        I thanked him and moved on. 
 
        I was approaching the end of the second block, Marty’s outer limits, when I spotted something by the curb. 
 
        As I drew closer, my heart sank. 
 
        It was Marty’s bike helmet. 
 
        My worst fears were confirmed --- Marty had been abducted. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 15 
 
      
 
        “That’s his helmet, all right,” Josh said, trying to hold back the tears. “Where did you find it?” 
 
        “At the end of the second block. It was just lying by the curb.” 
 
        “Did you see any --- blood?” 
 
        “No, nothing like that. Just the helmet.” 
 
        “What do we do now?” 
 
        “I’ll call Missing Persons. I know Sargent Rollins. I think we have enough for an Amber Alert. Then I’ll contact the FBI. Since Marty is younger than twelve, they’ll initiate an investigation immediately.” 
 
        Josh buried his face in his hands. “Why? Why would anyone take Marty? Surely they know I don’t have money for a ransom. Oh, Lord, what would I do if they called and said they wanted a hundred thousand dollars or Marty would die? I doubt I could put together even one thousand.” 
 
        “Let’s don’t get ahead of ourselves,” I replied. “There’s no point getting upset until we know what we’re dealing with. The FBI guys deal with this kind of thing all the time. They’re very good. I’ll make those calls and get the ball rolling.” 
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        Marty had turned on the TV to the cartoon channel. Leroy had been thumbing through a magazine, but when the Road Runner came on, he squatted down beside Marty. 
 
        “I love these guys,” Leroy said, grinning. “Wile E. Coyote is really a dumb ass. He’s never gonna catch the Road Runner. He might as well give up.” 
 
        “But if he gives up,” Marty countered, “that would be the end of it. There would be no more cartoons.” 
 
        Leroy considered that a moment. “You know, you’re right. I hope he never gives up.” 
 
        At that moment, there was a ‘beep – beep – beep’ and the screen changed from the image of Wile E Coyote crashing into a wall, to a photo of Marty. 
 
        “Amber Alert! Amber Alert!” 
 
        “Look!” Leroy exclaimed. “It’s you!” 
 
        At that moment, Maurice walked into the room. 
 
        “You’re quite the little celebrity. Got your mug on TV twice in one month. Won’t do any good though. Nobody saw us grab you, and they’ll never find you out here in the boonies.” 
 
        He turned to Leroy. “Turn that thing off. It’s time to get down to business.” 
 
        When the room was quiet, Maurice turned to Marty. “Okay, kid, let’s see what you got. The Powerball is up to 396 million. I need six numbers. Five numbers and a Powerball.” 
 
        Marty shrugged. “I told you it doesn’t work that way.” 
 
        “And I told you that it could if you’d just work at it. Now concentrate. Think about those numbers. Visualize the big, red, Powerball.” 
 
        Marty closed his eyes and concentrated. A minute later, he opened them. “Sorry, I got nothing.” 
 
        “Come on, kid. Work with me,” Maurice said, exasperated. “Think about 396 million. That’s --- uhhh --- 132 million each. Think what you and your dad could do with that kind of dough. He could quit work. You could go to Disneyland. Give me something for chrissakes!” 
 
        Marty thought for a moment. He didn’t really see anything, but if he gave the creep some numbers, he’d quit yelling at him, and buy him some time. 
 
        “Okay,” Marty said, squinting his eyes and wrinkling his nose, “7 --- 21 --- 41 --- 52 --- 62 --- and the Powerball is 25.” 
 
        “See! That wasn’t so hard,” Maurice said, triumphantly. “I knew you could do it.” 
 
        He turned to Leroy. “Keep an eye on the kid. I’m going out to buy a ticket.” 
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        “Why haven’t we heard anything?” Josh asked, despondently. 
 
        “Hey, the Amber Alert was just broadcast a half hour ago,” Kevin replied. “Maybe somebody saw something. These things take time.” 
 
        “But if Marty was taken for ransom, why hasn’t someone called?” 
 
        There were other reasons why Marty might have been abducted, the worst of which was human slavery. We had just completed a case where a human trafficking ring was selling young kids for sex to over-the-road truckers. 
 
        I wasn’t about to mention that to Josh. He had enough to worry about. 
 
        “Sometimes they just want you to stew for a while. They figure the more you worry, the more you’ll pay.” 
 
        I didn’t actually know if that was true, but it sounded good at the moment, and eased Josh’s mind. 
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        That night, Maurice booted up the computer and logged onto the Powerball site. 
 
        “Here it comes,” he said, expectantly. 
 
        As the numbers flashed across the screen, he compared them to the numbers on his ticket. 
 
        Marty saw the look of disgust on Maurice’s face as he wadded up his ticket and threw it across the room. 
 
        “Damn! Not even one number right.” He turned to Marty. “What gives, kid? You said those were the winning numbers.” 
 
        “No,” Marty replied, defiantly, “I never said they were the winning numbers. In fact, if you remember, I told you I didn’t see anything.” 
 
        “He did say that,” Leroy interjected. “I remember.” 
 
        “Shut up, Leroy!” He turned back to Marty. “If you knew those numbers were bogus, why did you give them to me?” 
 
        “Because you kept yelling at me. ‘Give me something, kid.’ ‘Work with me here.’ I was afraid if I didn’t give you something, you’d hurt me.” 
 
        Maurice slumped. “I wouldn’t hurt you, kid. I bought you a Game Boy, and all that good stuff in the kitchen. I just want us to make some money. Can we try again?” 
 
        “I keep telling you, it won’t do any good.” 
 
        “Look, there’s another Powerball drawing this weekend. Just give it a try.” 
 
        Marty shrugged and closed his eyes. 
 
        “Sorry, nothing.” 
 
        Exasperated, Maurice tried one more time. “The Kansas City Chiefs are playing Denver this weekend. Who’s gonna win. If you know, I can place a bet with my bookie.” 
 
        Marty closed his eyes again. 
 
        When he opened them, a tear ran down his cheek. “I’m trying. I really am, but I keep telling you, it just doesn’t work that way.” 
 
        “Looks like we’re up a creek,” Leroy said, despondently. “What are we gonna do now? Take the kid back?” 
 
        Maurice thought for a moment. “No, we’re not taking him back --- not for free anyway. Okay, so we blew the whole prediction thing. We can still make some big bucks.” 
 
        “Really?” Leroy asked. “How?” 
 
        “Ransom. We’ll call and tell them we’ll return the kid for --- ummm, let me think --- a hundred thousand dollars. That should get us out of town.” 
 
        “That won’t work either,” Marty protested. “My dad doesn’t have a hundred thousand dollars.” 
 
        “I know that, kid. But your uncle does.” 
 
        “Uncle Jerry? I don’t think so.” 
 
        “No, Uncle Sam. Think about it. You’re a national treasure right now. You just saved the president’s life. They’ll do anything to save your sweet little skin.” 
 
        Now Marty was really frightened. “You said you wouldn’t hurt me.” 
 
        Maurice smiled. “I know that and you know that, but they don’t know it. For all they know, I might be Jack the Ripper.” 
 
        “I don’t know, Maurice,” Leroy said, timidly, “You’re talking about going up against the U.S. Government, the FBI, Homeland Security, and God knows who else. What makes you think you can get away with it?” 
 
        “Cause I’ve got a plan. I know it will work. I just need to get in touch with someone in authority. Someone on the other end who can set up what we need.” 
 
        Marty thought for a moment. “I can help with that.” 
 
        “Really? How?” 
 
        “You should contact Uncle Walt. He’s not really my uncle, but I call him that.” 
 
        “Okay, okay, get on with it. Why should we call him?” 
 
        “Because his brother works for Homeland Security. When the president came to our house, it was Uncle Walt’s brother who set everything up.” 
 
        “See,” Maurice said, smiling, “I knew the kid would come through.” 
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        Kevin, Sargent Rollins with Missing Persons, Greg Bigelow with the FBI, and I, were in the Singer living room trying to decide our next move, when my cell phone rang. 
 
        “Uncle Walt, this is Marty.” 
 
        “Marty! Where are you? Are you okay?” 
 
        That, of course, got everyone’s attention. 
 
        “I’m okay, but I don’t know where I am. There’s a man who wants to talk to you.” 
 
        I heard, “Gimme the phone, kid,” on the other end. I put the phone on speaker. 
 
        “Walt Williams?” 
 
        “Yes, this is Walt Williams. With whom am I speaking?” 
 
        “That don’t matter. First of all, I know you’re probably sitting there with the fibbies. Just so you know, I’m callin’ from a burner phone, and the minute I hang up it’s goin’ bye-bye, so don’t waste your time tryin’ to trace the call.” 
 
        “What do you want?” 
 
        “Good! Right to the point. I like that. A hundred grand. The cash for the boy.” 
 
        “Look, if you’ve done your homework, you’d know Marty’s dad doesn’t have that kind of money.” 
 
        “Oh, I know that. I’m not askin’ the kid’s old man. I’m askin’ the president.” 
 
        “You’ve got to be kidding.” 
 
        “Do I sound like I’m kidding? The kid just saved the president’s life. I would think a heroic act like that would be worth a measly hundred grand. Hell, the president spends that much of the taxpayer’s money on one of his Florida vacations.” 
 
        “Why are you calling me? I certainly don’t have the authority to authorize something like that.” 
 
        “According to the kid, your brother is a big honcho at Homeland Security. I’ll bet he can get word to the president.” 
 
        “Okay, what do you have in mind?” 
 
        “You just get word to the pres, and get his okay. I’ll call back later with details for the exchange. Oh, and by the way, you asked my name. You can call me Carl Austin Hall.” 
 
        The line went dead. 
 
        Josh Singer burst into tears. “He’s alive! My boy’s alive!” 
 
        I turned to Greg Bigelow. “What do you think?” 
 
        “First of all, he wants us to know he means business.” 
 
        “Why do you say that?” 
 
        “The name he gave, Carl Austin Hall. That was the guy who kidnapped Bobby Greenlease back in the 50’s.”  
 
        I thought he was going to say more, but he looked at Josh and changed the subject. “You’d better give Mark Davenport a call.” 
 
        I dialed Mark and told him what had transpired. 
 
        “So you’ll talk to the president?” 
 
        A moment of silence. “Yes, I’ll talk to him, but it won’t do any good.” 
 
        “Why not?” 
 
        “Because the United States doesn’t negotiate with terrorists. It’s blackmail, plain and simple. If we give in to one demand, every crazy will be kidnapping someone, hoping for a big payday.” 
 
        “But Mark! This is Marty we’re talking about. An eleven-year-old kid!” 
 
        “I know, but that doesn’t change government policy.” 
 
        “The kid just saved the president, for heaven’s sake. That should count for something.” 
 
        “Like I said, I’ll talk to the president, but don’t get your hopes up. Try to come up with something on your end.” 
 
         I hung up and looked around the room. “Well, you heard what the man said. Any ideas?” 
 
        “We know he’s got the boy,” Sargent Rollins said, “and that he’s okay for now, but we don’t know where they’re holding him. It could be anywhere.” 
 
        Josh was beside himself with grief. “What if the guy calls back and we tell him it’s no deal? What happens to Marty?” 
 
        “We’ll just have to cross that bridge when we get there,” Rollins replied. “Hopefully, Mark can come up with something.” 
 
        “I think I’m going to be sick,” Josh said, and headed for the bathroom. 
 
        When he was out of ear shot, Greg Bigelow shook his head. “It’s not good. I didn’t want to say anything when Josh was around. The Greenlease kidnapping back in the 50’s, Carl Austin Hall killed the boy.” 
 
        I thought of little Marty, and my blood ran cold. 
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        An hour later, my cell rang again. It was Mark. 
 
        “Please tell me you’ve come up with something. We’ve got nothing here.” 
 
        “Actually, I have,” Mark replied. “As I suspected, there’s no way the United States will pay off a blackmailer.” 
 
        “But I thought you said ---.” 
 
        “Don’t get your panties in a wad. I said the United States won’t pay off a blackmailer, but the president’s a different story.” 
 
        “You mean ---?” 
 
        “Yes, when I spoke to the president, he said there was no way he would let the boy who saved his life be sacrificed by government regulations. He’s coming up with the money out of his own pocket. His people advised against it, but the man has a mind of his own. Have you heard from the kidnapper?” 
 
        “Not yet.” 
 
        “I have the cash, and I’m flying to Kansas City today. If he calls, tell him I’m on the way and get the details of the exchange.” 
 
        “Please convey our thanks to the president.” 
 
        “There will be time for that when Marty is safe at home.” 
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        We had been anxiously waiting for the call. It came just past four o’clock. 
 
        There were no preliminary howdy-do’s, just the same gruff voice. 
 
        “Well, did ya get the dough?” 
 
        “Yes, everything is arranged. Mark Davenport is flying in from Washington this evening. He has the cash just as you requested.” 
 
        “Good! Here’s how it will go down. I want one of those armored trucks --- you know, the kind that delivers money to banks. Can you come up with that?” 
 
        I looked at Bigelow, and he nodded. 
 
        “Yes, that won’t be a problem.” 
 
        “Okay then, I want you driving the thing --- alone and unarmed. You bring the money. No tracking devices or dye packs. Understand?” 
 
        “Sure, but why me?” 
 
        “Because the kid trusts you. I don’t want him gettin’ spooked by some stranger. This has to go down like clock work.” 
 
        “Fine. Where do you want me to go?” 
 
        “The City Market up by the river front. Just drive the streets around that Steamboat Museum. When I see you coming, I’ll flash my lights. You’ll pull over, we’ll get in, and you’ll drive where I tell you.” 
 
        “Where will that be?” 
 
        “I’ll tell you tomorrow. Be there at twelve o’clock, and don’t be late.” 
 
        “You’ll have Marty with you?” 
 
        “Of course. That’s what this is all about --- the boy for the cash. One more thing. I know you’ll have cops and fibbies all over the place. I really don’t care as long as they don’t interfere. Remember, I’ve got the kid, and if you want him back in one piece, you’ll play ball.” 
 
        “I’ll be there with your money. We just want Marty back safe and sound.” 
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        Mark called as soon as his plane touched down. I told him the kidnapper’s demands and what we were doing on our end. We agreed to meet at the precinct at ten the next morning, two hours before the exchange was to take place. 
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        “Here’s the cash,” Mark said, placing a satchel on the table. 
 
        “Tell me it’s clean, because he’s gonna check.” 
 
        “It’s clean.” He turned to Agent Bigelow. “What have you set up?” 
 
        “We’ve got people all over the City Market, but there’s not much they can do. Even if they could spot the perp, he still has the boy. He said he’d have Walt drive him to some unknown location. We’ll trail them, of course.” 
 
        Mark turned to me. “Are you ready for this, Old Timer?” 
 
        “Ready as I’ll ever be.” 
 
        “Then let’s get you checked out on the armored vehicle.” 
 
        We made our way to the parking garage. 
 
        “There she is,” Bigelow said, pointing. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
        “Holy crap!” I muttered. “That’s a tank!” 
 
        “Think you can drive it?” Mark asked. 
 
        “Does the president use hair spray?” 
 
        Kevin was rubbing off on me. 
 
        “I’ll tell him you asked,” he replied, grinning. 
 
        I climbed into the vehicle and drove it around the garage just to be sure I could do it. 
 
        “Are you wired,” he asked. 
 
        “Wired and ready, Sir.” 
 
        “Then let’s get this show under way. Be careful out there, Walt. I don’t want to face Maggie with news of your demise.” 
 
        I climbed into the driver’s seat and headed to the City Market. I looked at my watch. Ten till twelve. I felt like Gary Cooper in the 1950’s film, High Noon. I was about to face a dangerous criminal, and the fate of a small boy was at stake. 
 
        I cruised the streets surrounding the Steamboat Museum, as instructed. On my third pass, I saw a set of headlights flash on and off. 
 
        I pulled up in front of the car and opened the passenger door. 
 
        Marty and two men climbed in. 
 
        Marty grabbed me and held me tight. “I knew you’d come Uncle Walt. I just knew it.” 
 
        “Okay, family reunion’s over.” 
 
        I recognized the voice. It was the man on the phone. 
 
        “Stand up, Old Timer. Leroy, frisk him.” 
 
        I stood and Leroy frisked. 
 
        “He’s clean.” 
 
        “Where’s the dough?” 
 
        I pointed to the satchel. 
 
        “Check it out, Leroy.” 
 
        Leroy checked. “Looks good.” 
 
        “Great! Let’s move.” 
 
        “Where to?” 
 
        “Just drive. I’ll point the way.” 
 
        Following his directions, we headed to downtown Kansas City. 
 
        “Just circle around for a while,” he said, grinning. “It’ll give the guys trailing us something to do.” 
 
        After I’d circled the downtown loop a few times, he pointed to a side street. 
 
        “In there. See that man hole cover halfway up the block?” 
 
        I nodded. 
 
        “Pull up beside it.” 
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        I pulled up, he opened the door and hopped out. 
 
        “Grab the satchel, Leroy, and let’s go!” 
 
        He pried the cover off the man hole and slid it aside. 
 
        Just before climbing in, he turned to Marty. “See you around, kid.” 
 
        He waved and disappeared into the darkness. 
 
        “Uncle Walt!” Marty exclaimed, “aren’t you going after him?” 
 
        “It wouldn’t do any good,” I replied. “That’s a storm sewer. There are miles of tunnels under the streets. He could be going in any direction. He’s undoubtedly stowed flashlights down there. We’d be in the dark.” 
 
        I keyed Mark. “He’s gone. Disappeared down a storm sewer.” 
 
        “Damn! He could come up anywhere. I’ll have our guys patrol the streets. Maybe we’ll get lucky. You get that tank back to the precinct. Marty’s dad is waiting.” 
 
        I had just put the tank in gear, when Marty tugged on my sleeve.  
 
        “Uncle Walt, I think I know where the bad guys are going.” 
 
       “You do? How would you know that?” 
 
        “I see something.” 
 
        “What do you see? Where?” 
 
        “In my head.” 
 
        Then it occurred to me. Marty was having another vision. 
 
        “Tell me what you see.” 
 
        “Curlers.” 
 
        “Curlers? What kind of curlers?” 
 
        “Hair curlers. You know, like women wear in their hair. Sometimes I see them on Nellie when she comes to the house early. They’re funny looking things.” 
 
        Curlers? I racked my brain trying to figure what hair curlers had to do with the kidnapper’s escape route. 
 
        Suddenly, it came to me. He was seeing the Sky Station sculpture on top of Bartle Hall. 
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        The iconic structure had been dubbed ‘the hair curler sculpture’ because of its weird shape. 
 
        I keyed my mike. “Mark, I know where they’ll be coming up --- in one of the streets around Bartle Hall.” 
 
        “How could you possibly know that?” 
 
        I hesitated. “Marty saw it --- in his head.” 
 
        “Walt ---!” 
 
        “Mark, trust me. Marty has been right every time. Just ask the president.” 
 
        “We’re on the way.” 
 
        I turned the tank around and headed to Bartle Hall. 
 
        I had just turned onto Wyandotte when I saw the two men carrying a satchel run toward a car parked along the curb. They climbed inside, and a moment later, pulled into the street. 
 
        In the distance, I heard sirens blaring. Mark and his men were on the way, but the perps would be long gone before they arrived. 
 
        At the last minute, I decided to block the street. I swerved, and brought the tank to a stop in front of the oncoming car. I figured they would, at the very least, stop, back up, and head the other way. 
 
        Evidently, they heard the sirens, too. 
 
        The driver was craning his neck to see how soon the sirens would be on his tail, and didn’t see me turn in front of him. 
 
        Instead of stopping, he accelerated. 
 
        There was nothing I could do. 
 
        “Oh, crap!” I muttered as I saw the speeding car bearing down on us. 
 
        “Hang on, Marty!” I cried. 
 
        Then I felt the impact, and everything went black. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
        I struggled to open one eye and then the other. 
 
        I was in a hospital bed. Maggie, Kevin, and Mark were staring down at me. 
 
        “Welcome back to the land of the living,” Kevin said, grinning. 
 
        Maggie leaned down gave me a hug. “I was so worried.” 
 
        My head hurt like I’d used it for a battering ram. 
 
        “Wh --- what happened?” 
 
        “You were t-boned by the kidnappers,” Mark replied. “Don’t you remember?” 
 
        Suddenly, it came back to me. 
 
        “Marty! Is he okay?” 
 
         I heard a voice from across the room. “I’m fine, Uncle Walt.” 
 
        I looked, and Marty was sitting up in another hospital bed slurping on an ice cream cone. 
 
        “Am I okay?” I asked, feeling my body parts. Everything seemed to be where it was supposed to be. 
 
        “You’re fine,” Mark replied. “The doc says the two of you got bumps on the head, but nothing serious. No broken bones.” 
 
        “But you should see the other guys,” Kevin quipped. “That tank saved your hide, but the kidnapper’s car folded like a cheap accordion.” 
 
        “So it’s over? You got the bad guys --- and the money?” 
 
        “It’s all good,” Mark replied, “thanks to your little buddy over there. Marty came through for us again.” 
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        Yes, little Marty came through one more time, but it was to be his last. 
 
        When he fell from his bike and whacked his head, some neural connection was made that allowed him to see things the rest of us couldn’t see. 
 
        Unfortunately, or fortunately, depending on your point of view, after our accident, he had no more visions. Evidently, the blow to his head reversed the miraculous connection that allowed him to see into the future. Once again, he was just an eleven-year-old boy with five senses who loved to ride his bike and play video games. 
 
        Having seen that gift in action, it made me think about the human brain. It has been said that we use only a small portion of our brain’s capacity. Although that has been challenged by experts, I still believe it’s true for most of us. 
 
        A recent TV show, Superhuman, featured people who had extraordinary mental abilities. Some could solve complex math problems and formulas in their heads with lightning speed. Others, had the ability to commit highly complex things to memory. In short, they had developed neural connections in their brains that went far beyond what most of us will ever experience.  
 
        These people, along with Marty, should give us hope that there is so much more that our species can achieve if we learn to harness the tremendous potential that lies in each of us.  
 
        Another thought crossed my mind. 
 
        Marty only possessed his unique gift a few weeks, and yet, during that time, Lady Justice had used Marty and his gift to balance the scales of justice. 
 
        Without Marty, Benny Whipple, wrongly accused, might have been convicted of a crime he didn’t commit. 
 
        Without Marty, the nation might, once again, be mourning the assassination of their president. 
 
        But Marty was there, and that gives me hope that whatever the future brings, someone will always be there to give Lady Justice a helping hand in her time of need. 
 
        My name is Walt Williams, and that’s why I’m sticking around. 
 
        You never know when Lady Justice just might need an old fart like me.    
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        Award-winning author, Robert Thornhill, began writing at the age of sixty-six and in eight short years has penned twenty-eight novels in the Lady Justice mystery/comedy series, the seven volume Rainbow Road series of chapter books for children, a cookbook and a mini-autobiography. 
 
       Lady Justice and the Sting, Lady Justice and Dr. Death, Lady Justice and the Vigilante, Lady Justice and the Candidate, Lady Justice and the Book Club Murders, Lady Justice and the Cruise Ship Murders and Lady Justice and the Vet won the Pinnacle Award for the best new mystery novels of Fall 2011, Winter 2012, Summer 2012, Fall 2012, Spring of 2013 and Summer 2014 from the National Association of Book Entrepreneurs. 
 
        Many of Walt’s adventures in the Lady Justice series are anecdotal and based on Robert’s real life.  
 
        Although Robert holds a master’s in psychology, he has never taken a course in writing and has never learned to type. All 38 of his published books were typed with one finger and a thumb! 
 
        His wit and insight come from his varied occupations, including thirty-three years as a real estate broker. He lives with his wife, Peg, in Independence, Missouri. 
 
        Visit him on the Web at: http://BooksByBob.com 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE TAKES A C.R.A.P. 
 
    City Retiree Action Patrol 
 
    Third Edition 
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    This is where it all began. 
 
    See how sixty-five year old Walt Williams became a cop and started the City Retiree Action Patrol. 
 
    Meet Maggie, Willie, Mary and the Professor, Walt’s sidekicks in all of the Lady Justice novels. 
 
    Laugh out loud as Walt and his band of Senior Scrappers capture the Realtor Rapist and take down the Russian Mob. 
 
    http://amzn.to/16lfjnY 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE GETS LEI’D 
 
      
 
    Second Edition 
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        In Lady Justice Gets Lei’d, Walt and Maggie plan a romantic honeymoon on the beautiful Hawaiian Islands, but ancient artifacts discovered in a cave in a dormant volcano and a surprising revelation about Maggie’s past, lead our lovers into the hands of Hawaiian zealots. 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/15P6bLg 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE 
 
    AVENGING ANGELS 
 
      
 
    Second Edition 
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        Lady Justice has unwittingly entered a religious war. 
 
        Who better to fight for her than Walt Williams? 
 
        The Avenging Angels believe that it’s their job to rain fire and brimstone on Kansas City, their Sodom and Gomorrah. 
 
        In this compelling addition to the Lady Justice series, Robert Thornhill brings back all the characters readers have come to love for more hilarity and higher stakes. 
 
        You’ll laugh and be on the edge of your seat until the big finish. 
 
        Don’t miss Lady Justice and the Avenging Angels!  
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/1xXrYdY 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE STING 
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    BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL ---WINTER 2012 
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    National Association of Book Entrepreneurs 
 
      
 
    In Lady Justice and the Sting, a holistic physician is murdered and Walt becomes entangled in the high-powered world of pharmaceutical giants and corrupt politicians. 
 
    Maggie, Ox Willie, Mary and all your favorite characters are back to help Walt bring the criminals to justice in the most unorthodox ways. 
 
    A dead-serious mystery with hilarious twists 
 
    http://amzn.to/1gS4JMA 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND DR. DEATH 
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    BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL --- FALL 2011 
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    National Association of Book Entrepreneurs 
 
      
 
    In Lady Justice and Dr. Death, a series of terminally ill patients are found dead under circumstances that point to a new Dr. Death practicing euthanasia in the Kansas City area. 
 
    Walt and his entourage of scrappy seniors are dragged into the ‘right-to-die-with-dignity’ controversy. 
 
    The mystery provides a light-hearted look at this explosive topic and death in general. 
 
    You may see end-of-life issues in a whole new light after reading Lady Justice and Dr. Death! 
 
    http://amzn.to/H20Erx 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE VIGILANTE 
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    BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL – SUMMER 2012 
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    National Association of Book Entrepreneurs 
 
      
 
    A vigilante is stalking the streets of Kansas City administering his own brand of justice when the justice system fails. 
 
    Criminals are being executed right under the noses of the police department. 
 
    A new recruit to the City Retiree Action Patrol steps up to help Walt and Ox bring an end to his reign of terror. 
 
    But not everyone wants the vigilante stopped. His bold reprisals against the criminal element have inspired the average citizen to take up arms and defend themselves. 
 
    As the body count mounts, public opinion is split. 
 
    Is it justice or is it murder? 
 
    A moral dilemma that will leave you laughing and weeping! 
 
    http://amzn.to/1d3FLK6 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE WATCHERS 
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    Suzanne Collins wrote The Hunger Games, Aldous Huxley wrote Brave New World and George Orwell wrote 1984. 
 
    All three novels were about dystopian societies of the future. 
 
    In Lady Justice and the Watchers, Walt sees the world we live in today through the eyes of a group who call themselves ‘The Watchers’. 
 
    Oscar Levant said that there’s a fine line between genius and insanity. 
 
    After reading Lady Justice and the Watchers, you may realize as Walt did that there’s also a fine line separating the life of freedom that we enjoy today and the totalitarian society envisioned in these classic novels. 
 
    Quietly and without fanfare, powerful interests have instituted policies that have eroded our privacy, health and individual freedoms. 
 
    Is the dystopian society still a thing of the distant future or is it with us now disguised as a wolf in sheep’s clothing? 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/15P5LEE 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE AND THE CANDIDATE 
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             BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL – FALL 2012 
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    National Association of Book Entrepreneurs 
 
      
 
    Will American politics always be dominated by the two major political parties or are voters longing for an Independent candidate to challenge the establishment? 
 
                  Everyone thought that the slate of candidates for the presidential election had been set until Benjamin Franklin Foster came on the scene capturing the hearts of American voters with his message of change and reform. 
 
    Powerful interests intent on preserving the status quo with their bought-and-paid-for politicians were determined to take Ben Foster out of the race. 
 
    The Secret Service comes up with a quirky plan to protect the Candidate and strike a blow for Lady Justice. 
 
    Join Walt on the campaign trail for an adventure full of surprises, mystery, intrigue and laughs! 
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/19f3XVZ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE 
 
    AND THE  
 
    BOOK CLUB MURDERS 
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    BEST NEW MYSTERY NOVEL – SPRING 2013 
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    National Association of Book Entrepreneurs 
 
                 Members of the Midtown Book Club are found murdered. 
 
    It is just the beginning of a series of deaths that lead Walt and Ox into the twisted world of a serial killer. 
 
    In the late 1960's, the Zodiac Killer claimed to have killed 37 people and was never caught --- the perfect crime. 
 
    Oscar Roach, dreamed of being the next serial killer to commit the perfect crime. 
 
    He left a calling card with each of his victims --- a mystery novel, resting in their blood-soaked hands. 
 
    The media dubbed him 'The Librarian'. 
 
    Walt and the Kansas City Police are baffled by the cunning of this vicious killer and fear that he has indeed committed the perfect crime. Or did he? 
 
    Walt and his wacky senior cohorts prove, once again, that life goes on in spite of the carnage around them. 
 
    The perfect blend of murder, mayhem and merriment. 
 
    http://amzn.to/1aWGg3K 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE 
 
    AND THE 
 
    CRUISE SHIP MURDERS 
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    Best New Mystery Novel – Summer 2013 
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    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 
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    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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    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 
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                An artifact is stolen from the King Tut exhibit, setting in motion a string of bizarre murders that baffle the Kansas City Police Department. 
 
    A local author simultaneously releases his novel, The Curse of the Pharaohs, attributing the deaths to an ancient prophesy, ‘Death shall come on swift wings to him who disturbs the peace of the King.’ 
 
    Are the deaths the result of an ancient curse or modern day mayhem? 
 
    Follow the clues with Walt and decide for yourself!  
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/1yHlnGE 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY JUSTICE 
 
    AND THE CONSPIRACY TRIAL 
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        Investigative reporter, Jack Carson, has been murdered, but by whom? 
 
        Police arrest mob boss Carmine Marchetti, but Walt is convinced that it was the work of government assassins, sent to silence the reporter before he could expose a clandestine program that for decades had been spraying deadly chemicals into the atmosphere for weather control and defense. 
 
        Will justice prevail or will the government’s dirty little secret remain hidden? 
 
    amzn.to/23vfry5copy  
 
    amzn.to/23vfry5copy  
 
      
 
    http://amzn.to/23vfry5 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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. 
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    New Medicine Foundation 
 
    Dr. Edward W. Pearson, MD, ABIHM 
 
    http://newmedicinefoundation.com 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    RAINBOW ROAD 
 
    CHAPTER BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 
 
    AGES 5 – 10 
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    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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